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And that thing that happened the other night in the pub, y’know involving the man with 
the funny hat, a budgerigar and a jar of pickled onions. Well that had nothing to do with 
us, alright.

With special thanks this issue to Jennifer Ward who has proof read 
and edited some of the articles herein - don't blame her for any 
mistakes as we ran out of time to do everything.
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Copies also available for 60p from various outlets. We can't deliver free to everyone because it 
costs too much, takes too long, and well....its only 60p



















As the final bricks are cleared to make way for a 
number of new houses on the old Holy Cross 
School site, I look back at a short history and a 
few memories of the school.
Many tend to think that the Holy Cross building 
was old and should have been listed. Actually, 
the school was built in 1929 for the daughters of 
the Cross Convent. As 1939 took hold, the site 
was changed into a hospital which held a 
morgue in the basement. Some people may 
remember it better as their form room. During 
the war years, the school was bombed only once,
totally demolishing the back section above
the kitchen area. This was later rebuilt to
only two floors. 1947 saw the building reopen
and in 1962 the school reopened again as the
Holy Cross Catholic Secondary Modern School, 
holding around 520 pupils. In February 1992 a 
large fire ripped through the roof; to many pupils 
delight, this meant an early start to their 
summer holidays! I can still recall the fire 
engines lined up down Ramsgate Road. In 1998 
the Holy Cross School closed it doors for the final 
time, however, it later reopened in 1999 as the 
Hereson School. Whilst working at the school, 
I sadly never saw the legendary black nun! My 
brother tells the story that she lived on the E 
floor, which was the top floor where the fire 
started. He recalls, “all of the kids would come 
running down the stairs screaming, especially 
the new year 7s saying that they had heard the 
black nun. Me and my mates would bunk 
lessons and head up to the E floor. The stairs 
would head up to a landing and off the landing 
was a door that went to the nun’s section. Now 
this was always locked and looked like it had 
been for some time, but on this one occasion, 
which I never really could explain, we saw 
footprints in the dust. The footprints went from 
the landing, under the door, and 
they certainly didn’t look like work 

men’s boots. I’m sure there are a hundred
and one reasons for this but as a kid it 
plays on your mind”. Before Holy 
Cross became a secondary school, 
the E floor housed the nuns. 
Small rooms split the 
floor up and in each of 
the rooms there was a
little sink, a cupboard,
room for a bed and a 
cracking view of 
Broadstairs (down
 Ramsgate Road). 
Some of the old 
mahogany cupboards 
could still be seen in the 
rooms just before they 
pulled the school down. I was
 told a story too good to leave 
out by a friend in the Neptune 
one night; sadly he’s not with us 
anymore. He was a local historian 
and he told me the story like this: 
during the run up to the second world war, the 
Mother Superior that ran Holy Cross Convent 
was German. Her nephews, both in the army 
and both officers, decided that it was a good 
idea to come and collect her and take her back 
to Germany as they could see what was about 
to happen. It would have been a real sight to 
see these two German officers goose stepping 
back down the driveway with the Mother 
Superior, I wish I had a photo!” Maybe this could 
have been the black nun… Anyway, the black 
nun remained a mystery for me, as well as the 
entrance to the secret tunnels, which was 
supposed to be found in the basement and run 
all the way down to the coast. Sadly, no 
evidence! 
I’ll finish with a few of my brother’s delightful 
memories.
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