
“Sharp's the Word for Toffee” 
a special Easter visit from 

Sir Kreemy Knut 
 

As you can see 'Sir Kreemy Knut' was a dapper little fellow, complete with bowler hat, monocle, 
pin-striped suit and a furled umbrella. And I think it was in 1958 that his owners decided in their 
wisdom that he should make a goodwill visit to the School shortly before the Easter holiday. Sir 
Kreemy was the public face of Sharps Toffee and his image appeared on all their packaging and 
toffee jars, and his face beamed down from adverts on the sides of buses and the walls of shops. 
Sharps toffees were far too grand and expensive for the shelves of our Tuck Shop and the prospect 
of his visit generated far more excitement than did the passage of HM the Queen when the Royal 
train passed by, and this was not surprising because Sir Kreemy Knut was arriving by helicopter!!. 
Excitement reached fever pitch as the great day dawned and publicity and press photographers set 
up their camera tripods on the girls' hockey pitch. A trestle table was set up and draped in a cloth 
and the whole school population were assembled on the yard. It was a fine day and a very important 
Master (who felt more important now than he had ever felt before) stood in front of us in his 
flowing robe and explained to us how events were to unfold. The helicopter would land on the field 
beyond the trestle table and Sir Kreemy would unveil a special surprise!  We all had to line up on 
the gravel path that separated the yard from the hockey field. All the smaller, junior children had to 
form a line in front of the senior, bigger pupils.  
 
Having lined up as instructed we didn't have long to wait before we heard the tell-tale clatter of 
rotor blades. The helicopter landed a safe distance beyond the trestle table and as its whirring blades 
slowed down, a door opened, and out popped Sir Kreemy Knut (or at least an actor dressed up as 
the character) complete with hat, monocle and brolly. With the help of some Sharp's reps, a massive 
Easter egg (filled with creamy toffees, sitting on a stand and covered in gold paper) was lifted from 
the helicopter and carefully carried to the table. The master then told us that he would hold his 
handkerchief aloft, and when he dropped the handkerchief it would be the signal for a full, frontal 
assault toward the table, for the benefit of the assembled cameramen. Once passed the cameramen 
we would stop the charge and walk to the table and form on orderly queue. Anyone who had 
witnessed a 'slices stampede' would have felt some apprehension st this stage. 
The Master held his handkerchief aloft and the cameras were started up.The white handkerchief 
dropped. 
Have you ever seen “The Charge of the Light Brigade”? Have you ever seen the French cavalry 
charge in “Henry V”? Well, this was nothing like that. This was worse! 
The prospect of free chocolate and toffees to this assembled horde who only had sixpence a week to 
spend on penny chews and liquorice sticks had the inevitable effect. 



The long ragged line of children ran screaming toward the Egg, and spurring them on, the pounding 
of the hooves of the bigger boys right behind them, threatening to over-run them, themselves 
equally determined to grab their share of the spoils. The photographers were swept aside as the 
advancing mob funnelled into a wedge formation. The Egg and the table were swamped and 
destroyed and Sir Kreemy Knut, now without his bowler, monocle or brolly, was last seen 
scrambling back aboard the helicopter and being whisked up and away to safety. The grass was 
littered with the shreds of golden foil and sticky toffee wrappers. All-in-all, it was a good day. 
 

The Royal Train 
This must have been '58 or '59. HM Queen Elizabeth II,  the royal patron of the school, was 
due to pass through the school grounds aboard the royal train as she completed her “great 
progress” south from a “great progress” north. We were all required to put on our Sunday 
best and were given flags on sticks to wave at the steam-hauled entourage as they chuffed 
their way to the capital. 
 
We all lined up at the foot of the embankment, as no doubt countless others did along the 
track the length of the country. There were several false starts as we waved our flags at 
commuter trains and then famously, at a slow goods train hauling coals to Newcastle. But 
then there appeared, like a charging bull and bellowing smoke and steam, a great engine 
bedecked with the royal coat of arms. It came into sight so fast and furious that most of us 
forgot to raise our flags, and stood awestruck. It didn't matter. Her Majesty must have been 
sitting on the other side of the carriage, perhaps staring at the school farm full of rhubarb 
and radish's, because we neither saw her nor had the benefit of a wave from the royal hand. 
Still, it got us out of class so it wasn't a bad day. 
 
Have you noticed something when you look at the school photographs? There is not a single 
child who could be called 'obese'. (No surprise there then, considering the school menu!). 
There are some plump kids but not one you could safely call “fatty”. And there is not a 
single complexion from an ethnic minority.  
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