
THE ANNUAL DINNER of the Old 
Buckwellians Association in Octo-
ber 2002 was another enjoyable 
evening for the 140 present at the 
Metropolitan Police Sports Club in 
Chigwell. For some it was an oppor-
tunity to meet former class mates 
they hadn’t met for many years, and 
it was good to see so many new 

members as well as “regulars”. Our 
speaker was Sherwin Hall (1939 - 
46) who recounted an amusing 
collection of anecdotes drawn from 
his long career as a vet. 
Trevor Lebentz, Chairman of the 
Old Bucks, then made the dramatic 
announcement that after 27 years 
at the helm he was going to stand 
down at the next AGM (read more 
about this on p. 2). Trevor also 
presented the JH Taylor Putter to 
David Blythe, who had won the 
annual competition earlier that day. 
But the star of the show was un-
doubtedly Walter May. The 93 year 
old former French teacher had 
driven up from his home in France 
to attend the Dinner accompanied 
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Inside this issue 
WELCOME to edition num-
ber eight. Once again, I have 
had plenty of material sub-
mitted and hope there will 
be something of interest 
here for all. There is a bit of 
a musical theme running 
through this edition and I 
make no apologies for that. 
As expected, the tracing of 
Old Bucks has slowed con-
siderably. But we are still 
making progress, and a fur-
ther 225 have been traced 
since the last edition. You 
will see from the table on 
page 5 that we are now in 
contact with a very high 
proportion of most year 
groups, the highest being 
90% (start year 1970). 
We now have the intriguing 
prospect that we could possi-
bly reach 100% for one or 
more year groups. Here is 
the challenge: which year 
will be the first to 100%? 
This will be a tough chal-
lenge, and I would need 
some help. If you are in-
spired please contact me! 
The list of pupils to be found 
is now almost complete, but 
I am still missing some 
names (including surnames) 
of people who started at 
BHCHS in 1939, 1940 and 
1944. If you were in one of 
those years and have a good 
memory for names, I’d be 
very happy to send you a 
complete list so that you 
may add any helpful infor-
mation. 
The search continues to pro-
vide plenty of amusing mo-
ments. I was looking for 
Stuart Kirby (1957) and 
found a possible person in 
Birmingham. My specula-
tive letter was returned with 
this comment: Sorry Gra-
ham but I’m a local lad with 
local values and I know the 
local shop keeper - he’s local 

as well, yours faithfully, 
Tibs. 
When you look at the obitu-
ary list on the back page you 
may notice a rather sharp 
increase from the number 
shown in previous editions. 
There is a specific reason for 
this, which I should explain 
(possibly to allay any con-
cern about the mortality 
rate). I have a good friend 
and fellow ping pong fanatic, 
Alan Lamprell (see p.8), who 
kindly lent me some micro-
fiche records of deaths cover-
ing several years. Wading 
through these records was 
fairly laborious, but it did 
reveal information about 
some of our colleagues who I 
now know to be deceased. 
Thanks again to all of you 
who have helped this project 
to be so successful. I expect 
to have plenty more features 
lined up for the next edition, 
and it will include a prize 
caption competition! 
Finally, a word of encour-
agement to any of you who 
may have considered send-
ing me some material for 
publication but have not yet 
put pen to paper, or finger to 
keyboard. Do! 

Graham Frankel 

Sprightly 
Walter 
Steals 
the Show 

Walter May at the Old Bucks Dinner. On 
his right are Sherwin Hall and Trevor 
Lebentz 

The Race to 100%! 
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Old Buckwellians 
News 

Old Buckwellians News is 
published twice yearly in 
May and November by the 
Old Buckwellians Associa-
tion. You will need to join 
the Association to ensure 
you receive future editions. 
Contact the Editor (see be-
low) for all subscription en-
quiries. 
Membership rates: 
UK Membership: 
£3 per annum by standing 
order 
£12 for five years’ member-
ship by cheque 
Overseas Membership: 
£5 per annum by standing 
order 
£20 for five years’ member-
ship by cheque 
Back issues: 
(from November 1999) are 
available from the Editor for 
£2 each. 
Cheques should be made 
payable to the Old Buck-
wellians Association. 
Please send your news 
items and other articles for 
publication to the Editor by 
email if possible. Original 
photographs will be re-
turned. 
The Editor reserves the right 
to shorten or otherwise 
amend items for publica-
tion. 
The Editor: 
Graham Frankel 
46 Mandeville Road 
Hertford 
Herts 
SG13 8JQ 
UK 
Tel: 01992 422246 
E mail: gfrankel@bigfoot.com 
Web: www.bhchs.co.uk 

by Dr Robert Druce (1941-48). As 
soon as the formal proceedings of 
the Dinner were over, Mr May an-
nounced his intention of capturing 
photographs of all those present 
that he had taught during his spell 
at BHCHS (1940-47). The sight of 
this sprightly gentleman marching 
briskly round the tables, joking with 
his ex-pupils and even others who 
hadn’t been born when he was 
teaching, was truly unforgettable. 
We all look forward to the next 
Annual Dinner which will be at the 
same venue on Thursday 9th Octo-
ber 2003. Ticket issuing was effi-
ciently handled by Jon Dane and 
we are delighted that Jon has 
agreed to take on this task again 
next year. Because of the increas-
ing popularity of this event, we need 
to make some changes in the way 
tickets are allocated. An application 
form should be enclosed with this 
edition. If not, please complain to 
the Editor. 
Despite the popularity of the main 
Old Bucks Dinner, several year 
groups have started organising 
“mini-reunions”. If you are planning 
one of these events and need help 
in publicising it to others from your 
own year please contact the Editor. 

(Continued from page 1) 

AN EXCITING idea has 
been suggested by Martin 
Bailey-Wood (BHCHS 
1982-89). We hope to organ-
ise a music workshop day, 

culminating in an orchestral 
and choral concert. This 
event will be held in con-
junction with ex-pupils of 
Loughton County High 
School (for more than one 
obvious reason!) 
John Rippin, head of mu-
sic at BHCHS from 1961-
1978, has kindly agreed to 

Making Music 

THE NEXT AGM of the Old Buck-
wellians Association will be held on 
Wednesday 30th April 2003 at the 
Metropolitan Police Sports Club, 
Roding Lane, Chigwell. As men-
tioned on p.1 we are looking for a 
new Chairman following the deci-
sion by Trevor Lebentz to stand 
down after 27 years. 
Trevor has led the Association 
through many tough times and is 
highly respected for his commit-
ment and sound judgement. But 
now he has retired to Spain he 
would like to give the opportunity for 
a younger person to take over. 
Several members have suggested 
that we should appoint Trevor as 
President of the Association, and 
this would be a fine way not only of 
recognising his loyalty and service, 
but also to ensure we retain the 
benefit of his experience and have 
a degree of continuity. 
At the time of writing we understand 
that there will be at least two nomi-
nations for post of Chairman, and 
further nominations are invited. If 
you would like to stand, or discuss 
the possibility, please contact Gra-
ham Frankel. Nominations for any 
Committee position must be with 
Graham by 23rd April 2003. The 
agenda and details of nominees will 
be available at the start of the meet-
ing. 
As this will be a rather special 
AGM, marking the end of an era of 
Trevor’s chairmanship, we would 
like to make it more of a social 
event. The evening will begin at 
7pm allowing some time for social-
ising before the formal proceedings 
start at 8pm. There will be a bar 
available throughout the evening. 
We also hope to have an informal 
showing of historic school photos 
from the extensive archive that has 
been built up over the past few 
years. If we can borrow a suitable 
projector we shall project these 
from a PC onto a large screen. 
Does anyone have access to a 
suitable projector that we could 
borrow for the evening? 
There will be no tickets for this 
event, but we expect it to be popu-
lar. It would be helpful, therefore, if 
you could let us know in advance 
whether you plan to attend. Please 
contact Graham Frankel by email or 
by phone on 01992 422246. 

End of 
an Era be our musical director for 

the project, and we have also 
received a favourable re-
sponse from our Loughton 
CHS colleagues. 
The next step, before we  
begin detailed planning, is 
to assess the likely numbers 
of participants. We would 
also like to enlist a small 
group of people who would 
be willing to help with the 
planning and organising. 
Given the likelihood that the 
event will take place in a 
venue not too far from Buck-
hurst Hill or Loughton it 
would be preferable that the 
organisers were available to 
meet at least a few times in 
that area. We will need at 
least a year to plan the 
event, so the summer of 
2004 looks likely, assuming 
we get enough interest. 
At this early stage, we can’t 
say whether we would be 
able to include relatives/
friends who are not ex-
pupils of either BHCHS or 
Loughton CHS. This will 
depend partly on the re-
sponse, but we are open 
minded at the present time. 
If you would like to be 
involved in this project, 
now is the time to let us 
know. Please contact the 
Editor indicating 
whether you would like 
to participate as a singer 
(stating voice), as a 
player (stating preferred 
instrument – and level), 
as a potential audience 
member at the concert, 
or as an organiser. 
John Rippin is now retired 
from teaching but still much 
in demand as accompanist 
and freelance organist. He 
always enjoys meeting for-
mer students and other Old 
Bucks at his recitals. An-
other opportunity will be his 
organ recital at St John the 
Baptist Parish Church in 
Wood Street, Barnet on Sat-
urday 7th June 2003 starting 
at 7.30pm. This concert is at 
the invitation of Terence 
Atkins (BHCHS 1959-65) 
who has been Organist at 
Barnet Church since 1976. 

Martin Bailey-Wood 
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THE BHCHS web site, ably 
managed by Pete Berrecloth, 
continues to attract many 
visitors including, I’m de-
lighted to say, ex-pupils that 
we had failed to trace by 
other means. In the early 
days of the project the bulle-
tin board was a popular fea-
ture of the web site. But last 
year the company that 
hosted the bulletin board 
suddenly withdrew the ser-
vice, so ‘Demon’ Pete had to 
install a new board from 
another provider. The new 
bulletin board is rather 
more complex than the old 
one, and this may have de-
terred some users. In fact 
the Loughton CHS section 
hasn’t had a single message 
posted on it! 
As a non-techy person, I can 
confirm that it is well worth 
persisting. Why not take a 
trip to the web site in the 
next few weeks and try post-
ing a message? 

Wedged between the slop-
ing roofs, 
A fan shaped room, all 
glass, 
The ‘Theatre’ of Biology, 
The VI form’s real life class. 
 
Glass tanks and trays and 
specimens, 
Some live and some long 
dead, 
Where future scientists, 
doctors, vets, 
Their wondering questing 
fed. 
 
We proved how water, CO2, 
Through chlorophyll, gave 
rise 
To carbohydrates, oxygen, 

The “Solarium” 
By Paul Rattenbury 

Paul Rattenbury (BHCHS 1939-46) was one of the first outstanding 
athletes and scholars produced by our school. After a career in the phar-
maceutical industry he has turned, in retirement, to writing music and 
poetry. Paul is a member of the Betjeman Society and is to be featured 
as the Society Poet for 2003 in their annual Journal “The Betjema-
nian”, along with a selection of Paul’s poems, to be published in the 
Spring. The following, from his collection entitled “A Schoolboy’s 
Tales of the 1940s”, was inspired by Joe Shillito’s renowned hideaway, 
and may ring a few bells. 

As plants metabolise. 
 
Found microscopic animals 
That live in ponds and mud, 
How arteries and veins and 
hearts 
Recirculate the blood. 
 
That haemoglobin found in 
frogs, 
And fish, and apes, and 
Man, 
Has roles identical in each, 
A thought provoking span. 
 
And then we saw, through 
them - ourselves, 
Our origins, our past, 
And in that lab was wonder 
born 
Which through our lives 
would last. 
 
A probing curiosity 
About the links we share, 
With all things living - so to 
be 
Custodians of care. 
 
Philosophy evolves with 
science, 
From wonder sown in 
youth, 
To open wide perception’s 
doors, 
Illuminate the truth. 
 

FIN 

Paul (front row centre) was captain of Athletics and Cross Country 1945-6 

Small 
World 

Old Buck news snippets  
STUART LOW (1952), lives 
and works in Sydney, Aus-
tralia. Recently he relocated 
to his company’s headquar-
ters in the city. He was 
shown to his new office and 
opened the desk to start 
loading up his belongings. In 
one of the drawers he found 
the November 2002 edition 
of OB News. The data sheet 
was still inside so he was 
soon able to trace its owner - 
PAT HYAM (1958) who 
works for the same com-
pany. 

TIM THOMPSON (1968) 
tells me that the last time 
he encountered an Old Buck 
was about 20 years ago 
when the police raided a 
neighbour and decided to 
check him out as he walked 
past. The officer who 
stopped him turned out to 
be STEVE DYER (1968). 
MICHAEL OWEN (1967) 
reports that about 16 years 
ago, he had an interview at 
The Woodfrofe School, in 
Lyme Regis. The headmas-
ter said that two of the can-
didates had a great deal in 
common, attended the same 
grammar school, the same 
university and the same 
school of education, leaving 
each institution one year 
after the other. After several 
embarrassing moments, he 
then added, because no one 
had owned up, “Mr Owen, 
and Mr Rumsey, surely you 
know each other?” The other 
candidate was ANDY RUM-
SEY (1969, staff 1981-89). 
JOHN HOWICK (1941) 
helped our cause when he 
recently attended the fu-
neral of his wife’s elderly 
aunt. We are very grateful 
to John’s wife for overhear-
ing the aunt’s son explain-
ing to someone how he’d 
tried to find the web site of 
his old school, Buckhurst 
Hill CHS. He didn’t find the 
web site, but thanks to John 
we have now connected with 
COLIN MARTIN (1945). 
More about Colin on p.19. 

Get on 
Board! 

CD Update 
DICK GREENING reports that 
he had plenty of interest in the 
historic CD recording of the 
BHCHS choir and orchestra 
from the Christmas Concert of 
1959. 
The CD is presented in a smart 
case, with a copy of the original 
programme. 
Dick may produce more if there 
is demand. Enquiries to him at: 
dicksharon@waitrose.com 
Some customer comments... 
"It's rather weird hearing it all 
again after 40 years and it's 
already brought back many 
memories of things that were 
well submerged in my sub-
conscious."  
"Out of the blue a Tardis takes 
us back 40 years"  
"... it certainly brings back 
memories."  
" Thank you again for creating 
something that I know will be 
treasured."  
"... well worth it for all those 
memories." 
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A RECENT Radio Times 
survey gave us the unsur-
prising news that, of all TV 
quiz programmes, Fifteen to 
One (FTO) is the easiest to 
get on, and Who Wants to be 
a Millionaire? the most diffi-
cult. This has much to do 
with the nature of the prize 
on offer and the number of 
would-be contestants, but 
more to do with the contest-
ant take-up and the fre-
quency of recordings. I had 
watched FTO intermittently 
prior to taking early retire-
ment, but after retiring I 
watched most days, and 
enjoyed pitting my general 

knowledge against 14 new 
contestants and a returning 
winner. I was keen to test 
William G. Stewart’s claim 
that FTO was an easy game 
sitting at home with a cup of 
tea and a chocolate biscuit, 
but a different kettle of fish 
under the studio lights. 
I sent off for an application 
form, which duly arrived 
within a few days. They did-
n’t want to know my inside 
leg measurement or what I 
had for breakfast, but their 
thirst for knowledge was 
impressively exhaustive – 
and they wanted a passport-
style photo as well. I had to 
indicate where I would pre-
fer to be auditioned; I chose 
Cambridge and a few days 
later I set off for the Guild-
hall. Inside the throng re-
sembled rushes for the 
January sales – there must 
have been 250 plus in the 
main hall. Two ladies dealt 
with registration, marking, 

When I met William Gladstone By Mike Ling (1961-68) 
and expenses, and the pro-
ceedings were conducted by 
Philip Lowrie, whom many 
will remember as Elsie Tan-
ner’s errant son Dennis in 
very early Coronation 
Street. 
Fifteen chairs were ar-
ranged in a rough semi-
circle, and the presence of 
an impressive piano in the 
corner of the hall made me 
wonder whether musical 
chairs was on the agenda, as 
some kind of elimination 
procedure! In fact they 
merely marked where play-
ers had to stand. Fifteen 
applicants at a time had to 

assemble out the front and 
answer roughly six or seven 
questions in an approxima-
tion of the real game; I got 
five right and two wrong, 
which seemed OK but not 
much more, and was pleased 
to get an invitation some 
days later to the real thing, 
to be held at Capital Stu-
dios, Putney, about three 
weeks ahead. 
I had to digest a mass of do’s 
and don’ts regarding dress 
and make-up(!) and duly 
made a two-hour train jour-
ney to the studios, where 
they record three pro-
grammes a day, each taking 
about an hour and a half to 
make. I was in the second 
recording of the day, due to 
start at 2 pm. All fourteen 
new contestants for each 
shoot met up in a large wait-
ing room; (the 15th mem-
ber ,the previous winner, is 
for some reason segregated 
from the hoi polloi!) We were 

given an excellent lunch but 
little time to relax, as imme-
diately afterwards we were 
wheeled in twos into make-
up, to tidy hair and get rid of 
shiny foreheads and noses. 
Then, just time to draw lots 
for positions on stage and 
allow for one last visit to re-
lieve nerves, before we were 
led gladiator-like along a 
narrow corridor, round sev-
eral corners and up a flight of 
steps to emerge suddenly 
into a brightly-lit area, a bit 
like backstage in a theatre. I 
was surprised how small the 
“arena” was, and how tight 
the semi-circle, compared to 
how it looks on TV. I took up 
my position at No.5, noting 
that the rear of the giant 
podium, with its bare chip-
board, exposed wires and 
sockets was totally at odds 
with the high-tech fascia. 
For about 15 minutes we ran 
through the introduction and 
brief personal details, which 
were later incorporated into 
the voice-over done by Philip 
Lowrie, who followed the 
proceedings from a small 
glass booth somehow sus-
pended over one corner of the 
set. When everything was 
ready, we suddenly spotted 
William Gladstone Stewart 
in a pool of semi-darkness at 
the extreme edge of the stu-
dio, with two make-up ladies 
fussing round him like moths 
round a flame. Bill (as he 
likes to be called), then pro-
ceeded to go along the line 
chatting to each of us in turn, 
ostensibly to put us at our 
ease! He seemed to have an 
encyclopaedic knowledge of 
all audition centres and 
towns/cities nearby. He man-
aged to have a little joke or 
anecdote for each of us, and 
then quite abruptly he went 
and stood on a mark about 
four feet off main stage, the 
music started and he strode 
purposefully to centre stage, 
and the game was afoot! 
Nothing ran as seamlessly or 
as fluently as the recording 
would have you believe; after 
every three or four questions, 
he stopped and adjusted posi-
tion for a slightly different 
camera angle. There were 
other stoppages for editing 

purposes - one admires how 
slick the finished product 
invariably is. The first 
round, where you have to 
answer one of two questions 
to survive, passed in a nerv-
ous blur. I was totally oblivi-
ous of any questions prior to 
my first one, which I con-
trived to get wrong; even as 
I blurted out the incorrect 
response, the right answer 
popped into my head. Too 
late Michael- concentrate! 
While I stood berating my-
self, Bill had moved swiftly 
on to the far end of the row; 
he would soon be back at 
contestant No.1 and me very 
soon after that. My palms 
were sweating and curi-
ously, it was only the fact 
that contestants one and 
three were eliminated that 
seemed to settle my nerves – 
at least if I got my second 
question wrong, I’d be in 
good company. In the event I 
had a question about the 
Lake District, which I could 
answer – the relief was 
amazing! I took no interest 
as the next ten contestants 
went through their own pri-
vate agonies, and only 
snapped back to attention as 
Bill announced “Four down, 
eleven to go”. Cue canned 
applause. 
There was a brief pause for 
minor adjustments and Bill 
then told us off-camera of 
the rules for Round 2, which 
allows for nominating an-
other player to take the 
question, once you have an-
swered one correctly, until 
only three players remain. I 
was not nominated for some 
time, and then got a ques-
tion about Phantom of the 
Opera, which I knew. I then 
nominated No.15, who only 
had one life left. She got the 
answer wrong and was out. I 
proceeded happily for an-
other three questions and 
got rid of more opposition. 
Suddenly there were only 
six of us left. A bit later I got 
a Shakespeare question and 
was unable to give the cor-
rect answer- “King John”. 
Come on Bill, play fair – 
hardly one of the bard’s 

(Continued on page 5) 

The contestants line up after their ordeal. Mike is back row, third from the left. 
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DATAFILE 

Notes 

* For anyone starting later than the first 
year, this is the start year for their peer 
group. 
#  Intake for these years is estimated. 

Where?…... Which Year?…... 
Australia 56 
Belgium 2 
Bermuda 1 
Brazil 1 
Canada 32 
China 1 
Cyprus 4 
Denmark 3 
France 18 
Germany 10 
Ghana 1 
Greece 1 
Holland 1 
Hong Kong 5 
Indonesia 1 
Ireland 1 
Israel 4 
Italy 2 
Japan 2 
Kenya 1 
Libya 1 
Malta 1 
New Zealand 18 
Norway 2 
Portugal 1 
Saudi Arabia 1 
Singapore 2 
South Africa 5 
Spain 6 
Sweden 1 
Switzerland 4 
Thailand 3 
USA 63 
Zimbabwe 1 

Doctor 116 (74) 
Reverend 28 (21) 

Professor 27 (16) 

Canon 6 (3) 

Captain/Gp Captain 5 (2) 

Wing Commander 2 (0) 

Commander 2 (1) 

Squadron Leader 1 (0) 

Venerable 1 (1) 

Titled Bucks….. 
Figures in brackets show the 
numbers when this information 
was last published (May 2001) 

best-known works! Anyway I 
was down to one life and 
could not afford another 
mistake. I was OK with two 
more questions, one on sport 
and one on films, and then 
there were four of us left. 
Three of us had just one life 
left and it seemed like Rus-
sian Roulette for a minute or 
so, as questions were asked 
and answered, until I was 
nominated and got a ques-
tion about U.B.R. in a local 
government context. I knew 
it was Uniform Business 
Rate, but once again the 
mind refused to play ball –
all I could drag up from the 
brain’s filing cabinet was 
“unified”  which emerged 
from my mouth almost in-
voluntarily. I was elimi-
nated at the final hurdle, 
and would have to watch the 
final three battling it out, 
from the sidelines. Cue more 
canned applause and a ten-
minute break.  
The final was less than im-
pressive. Sitting in the 
“audience”, the questions 
seemed much easier. The 
previous winner eventually 
triumphed with one life in-
tact, scoring only 71. Bill 
had about 24 of the 40 ques-
tions unused – it would not 
rank as a classic episode. I 
was left with a feeling that I 
could, and should have done 
better and the irony of my 
ultimate downfall was not 
lost on me; 30 years in local 
government finance – and I 
made a hash of a “home” 
question! Bill was right; it’s 
an easier game from a comfy 
chair. The last rite was to 
file out past the genial Wil-
liam G., shake hands and be 
thanked for being suffi-
ciently masochistic to want 
to travel miles to be shown 
up on national TV. Did I 
want to go through it all 
again? Of course I did. 
Since I went on the show, 
FTO have relaxed the 
rules, and previous con-
testants can reapply and 
go through the whole proc-
ess from scratch. But then 
they need more than a 
thousand players for each 
series. I don’t have any 
plans right now, but I 
know I could do better, 
and it was fun…………. 
Watch this space. 

(Continued from page 4) 

Teaching maths in 1950 
A lumberjack sells a lorry load 
of wood for £100. His cost of 
production is 4/5 of the price. 
What is his profit? 
 

Teaching maths in 1960 
A lumberjack sells a lorry load 
of wood for £100. His cost of 
production is 4/5 of the price, or 
£80. What is his profit? 
 

Teaching maths in 1970 
A lumberjack exchanges a set 
“L” of wood for a set “M” of 
money. The cardinality of set M” 
is 100. Each element is worth 
one pound. Make 100 dots rep-
resenting the elements of the 
set “M”. The set “C”, the cost of 
production, contains 20 fewer 
points than set “M”. Represent 
the set “C” as a subset of set 
“M” and answer the following 
question: What is the cardinality 
of the set “P” of profits? 
 

Teaching maths in 1980 
A lumberjack sells a lorry load 
of wood for £100. His cost of 
production is £80 and his profit 
is £20. Your homework: Under-
line the number 20. 
 

Teaching maths in 1990 
By cutting down beautiful forest 
trees, the lumberjack makes 
£20. What do you think of this 
way of making a living? Topic 
for class participation after an-
swering the question: How did 
the helpless forest creatures 
feel as the lumberjack cut down 
their homes? There are no 
wrong answers. 
 

Teaching maths in 2000 
A lumberjack sells a lorry load 
of wood for £100. His cost of 
production is £120. How did 
Arthur Andersen determine that 
his profit margin was £60? 

Evolution of 
Mathematics 

Thanks to Pete Berrecloth 
for sending this. Anyone care 
to compose 1940?… or 2010? 

A number of readers have com-
mented that OB News is inconsis-
tent in its reference to years at 
BHCHS. In the Where are they now 
section and elsewhere year of leav-
ing is used, but the Datafile table 
uses year of starting. I would like to 
correct this, and I shall be using 
starting year as there is less vari-
ability. If you started at BHCHS 
after the first year, your start year is 
the year you would have started at 
the normal time. For most people 
this ensures the year shown is 
consistent with the peer group. 
There are exceptions, however - in 
particular those who were in 
“remove” classes. These pupils 
either missed a year or were held 
back a year. Fortunately, space 
does not allow further elaboration! 

Got your tie? 
MALCOLM BEARD still has Old 
Buckwellians ties available for 
sale. To get yours send a cheque 
for £5, payable to the Old Buck-
wellians Association, to: 17 Luc-
tons Avenue, Buckhurst Hill, 
Essex, IG9 5SG. 

Year* Intake Found Deceased % 

1938 90 23 26 54 
1939 90# 49 12 68 
1940 90# 42 10 58 
1941 98# 50 15 66 
1942 90# 54 13 74 
1943 93# 62 10 77 
1944 90# 52 13 72 
1945 96 58 16 77 
1946 106 62 15 73 
1947 109 71 11 75 
1948 104 55 12 64 
1949 102 74 10 82 
1950 100 60 5 65 
1951 102 69 8 75 
1952 96 63 5 71 
1953 119 75 4 66 
1954 110 84 2 78 
1955 113 79 6 75 
1956 97 76 4 82 
1957 105 78 8 82 
1958 117 93 6 85 
1959 110 84 2 78 
1960 100 68 5 73 
1961 100 79 4 83 
1962 96 78 3 84 
1963 81 61 1 77 
1964 78 54 2 72 
1965 83 64 0 77 
1966 85 66 2 80 
1967 99 69 2 72 
1968 83 64 0 77 
1969 97 75 1 78 
1970 89 80 0 90 
1971 93 70 1 76 
1972 89 65 0 73 
1973 78 63 0 81 
1974 76 53 0 70 
1975 65 48 1 75 
1976 132 74 3 58 
1977 131 71 5 58 
1978 123 85 1 70 
1979 135 66 2 50 
1980 122 55 2 47 
1981 126 46 2 38 
1982 110 63 0 57 
1983 110 39 1 36 
1984 124 36 1 30 
1985 91 33 0 36 

Totals 4823 3038 252 68 
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All the answers are anagrams of consecutive letters in the 
clues, which may span more than one word. Each clue con-
tains a conventional definition of the answer. Masters’ names 
are always included in the anagrams, except for those clues 
marked * where only part of their name is relevant. 
Solution on page 8 

1 *PALETHORPE’s “Ring o’ 
bells”? (4) 

3 Reallocate, with SEARS in 
great form. (8) 

8 Well-ventilated -  room for 
RAY indoors. (4) 

9 Plotters underneath the 
arches mess up badly. (8) 

11 Showed COLLIS the door, for 
ignoring this part of the uni-
form! (3,6,3) 

13 Standards of perfection in 
Rhode Island retreat? (6) 

14 Fruit HERY craved for af-
ters? (6) 

17 Lack of space, like SCOTT in 
cornices? (12) 

20 *Is CROOK an agent for 
Australian bounder? (8) 

21 *SALISBURY’s painted lady, 
in part. (4) 

22 Beverage costs coppers, so 
seems just the job. (8) 

23 Eras of the sea-gods? (4) 

1 “No sex please, just good 
friends” CLAPTON insisted. 
(8) 

2 Shorten Essex place-name, a 
big red sign to mark the spot. 
(7) 

4 Legal bond for worse-case 
scenario? (6) 

5 Computer program to watch 
LEEK’s PC language? (10) 

6 Ancient tribe, far from nice in 
word or deed. (6) 

7 Food commonly bought in 
Eton shop. (4) 

10 Northern delicacy much loved 
by Lecce’s ace ‘keeper! (6,4) 

12 Frenchman is only an inhabi-
tant of one town. (8) 

15 Barrier formed using nail 
grips? (7) 

16 *Mistakes by third-formers 
ORROWE overlooked. (6) 

18 Admit to a pun worthy of 
Wilde himself. (3,2) 

19 Over the sea to here, lyrically 
- kestrels swooping overhead. 
(4) 

OB NEWS CROSSWORD 
By Mike Ling 

We are indebted to Mike Ling (1961) for our first ever 
crossword. Although the teachers’ names included in this 
puzzle are somewhat biased towards staff teaching at 
BHCHS in the 1960s this will not prove a significant 
handicap to Old Bucks from other eras. We look forward 
to more puzzles from Mike (or anyone else!) 

FOUR years ago it was the 
wife’s fiftieth birthday. I 
planned a grand holiday 
with our two children (Kerry 
aged 29 and David aged 27) 
to Hawaii – Hawaii five oh. 
As it’s such a long journey I 
really wanted three weeks. 
Also this would probably be 
our last holiday together as 
children aged into their 
teens and more seem to re-
gard their parents as an 
embarrassment to be seen 
with. 
For months the Committee 
planned the trip but we 
were thwarted by the fact 
that Kerry could not get 
three weeks holiday at the 
time we needed. So a com-
promise was sought. Finally 
we opted for two weeks in 
the Canaries with Kerry and 
David just coming out for 
the first week leaving the 
old ‘uns a romantic week on 
their own. A booking at the 
five star Teguise Playa Ho-
tel in Lanzarote was made. 
When we arrived our first 
impression was not favour-
able. It looked as if we had 
landed on the moon for there 
was precious little vegeta-
tion, just rocks, craters and 
volcanoes. The bus ride to 
the hotel was a little more 
promising as some trees and 
lawns appeared along the 
roads. Then the hotel itself 
appeared and a wonderful 
few days followed. The fare, 
entertainment and facilities 
were truly five star. The 
trips varied and different – 
Camel rides, Jeep safaris, 
Sea trips, Caves, Gardens, 
History, Golf (just), sands, 
sea, more restaurants and 
bars than you can shake a 
stick at, etc. 
All too soon Kerry and 
David’s week was over and 
the old ‘uns were left on 
their own for a week. We 
made a few new friends from 
the hotel but, having 
crammed most trips into the 
first week, we branched out 
on our own. Looking behind 
the normal tourist routes we 
discovered a completely dif-
ferent Lanzarote, one that 
appealed to us. Therefore we 

A Place in the Sun 
By John Dockett (BHCHS 1955-60) 

determined to investigate 
the viability of purchasing a 
property – not the time 
share that you are continu-
ally pestered to check out, a 
100% purchase so that we 
could visit whenever the 
fancy took us. 
We were advised of a small 
English firm of Estate 
Agents and made an ap-
pointment. It transpired 
that where we were staying, 
Costa Teguise, was a new 
development that had not 
really matured. The holiday 
capital is Puerto del Carmen 
which can be like Blackpool 
and can be like Cornwall – 
everything to everybody. So 
we centred our search 
around there and were 
pleasantly surprised with 
the quality on a certain com-
plex that had a one bedroom 
apartment available. This 
complex had around seventy 
apartments arranged in a 
kidney shape. Many trees 
and undulations plus pad-
dling and swimming pool. 
Although just behind the 
“golden mile” it had an eerie 
quiet as you entered the 
complex. All the sounds of 
the bustle of the sea-front 
quietened into tranquillity. 
The apartment had a mag-
nificent view of the sea, only 
draw back (we were later to 
discover) was that the bed-
room was very close to the 
swimming pool and it seems 
that swimming pools natu-
rally cause children to 
scream! 
When we planned the holi-
day we did not envisage in-
vesting in additional prop-
erty so had not made finan-
cial provision to proceed 
straight away. We assured 
the agent of our serious in-
tention to make a purchase 
and that we would start 
financial restructuring on 
our return. Courtesy of Rich-
ard Branson’s Virgin One 
bank it was six weeks until 
we had the liquid funds to 
proceed with the purchase 
and, you’ve guessed it, the 
apartment was now sold. 
Having got this far we took 

(Continued on page 8) 
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IT WAS John Rippin’s idea, and his 
was all the labour behind it. At one 
of those junctures in history like the 
alignment of benign planets, he 
found himself part of a staff several 
of whom could coax reasonable 
sounds from a variety of instru-
ments. So school concert pro-
grammes acquired enigmatic notes 
that suggested that the Buckhurst 
Sinfonia had got together at least 
once, claimed to have played 
through the piece in question with-
out stopping too often, and now 
were ready to reveal their prowess 
to the world. He began with the 
William Tell overture, taking in-
creasing risks with the 1812 Over-
ture before settling for the relative 
safety of Orpheus in the Under-
world. It was a journey to Hell and 
back. 
It cannot have been an easy exer-
cise arranging these pieces for the 
instruments available. John man-
aged it brilliantly, disguising some 
of the more treacherous problems 
while not “dumbing down” the 
pieces. The whole score in those 
days had to be written out by hand, 
which certainly must have involved 
hours of work on the piano duet 
part alone. John has extremely high 
musical standards, so the whole 
thing had to be prepared properly; 
at the same time, he entered fully 
into the humour of the exercise 
with, for example, a wittily scored 
banjo part that only the banjo player 
himself might (possibly) appreciate 
or recognise. 
Some of the players were experi-
enced members of the school or-
chestra. Mavis Leach and Helen 
Price (née Boyd) were fascinatingly 
different in their approach: Mavis, 
naturally effervescent and ebullient 
in the staffroom, became almost 
withdrawn into quietude as a cellist; 
Helen made the inherently absurd 
task of relating to a bassoon the 
quintessence of her common sense 
can-do approach to all things edu-
cational. These reliable “old” hands 
were joined by Drummond Clapp 
and Dr John Pippard in the string 
section, descending from the Olym-
pian remoteness of the Governing 
Body. 
The Sinfonia benefited enormously, 
as did the school overall, from the 
involvement of the peripatetic in-
strumental teachers. Although they 
worked for other schools, they were 
an integral part of BHCHS and 

always willing to turn out for a re-
hearsal if there was a chance of a 
drink afterwards, before, or during. 
Both William Tell and 1812 begin 
deep in the strings. Mary Speirs (or 
Ibbotson as she was then), one of 
the stalwarts of music locally, im-
mediately established that the band 
were not playing for laughs with 
magisterial digging into her wonder-
ful old four-string bass (the veteran 
of later school concert perform-
ances such as HAC OBE - a Life in 
music, and Ugo, Conte di Woodford 
Verdi). In came the cellos, led by 
Pat Masheder (Arrowsmith then). 
Pat brought great intensity to her 
playing, even in such a jamboree; 
she was a lovely person and fine 
cellist who died tragically young. 
Then in William Tell, when you 
might have thought that John Rip-
pin would play safe and miss out 
the storm, he gave it to Susan 
Sheppard to create a tornado on 
solo violin. Off she went into dizzy 
semiquavers while the rest of the 
strings either mimed or put in odd 
staccato raindrops. 
Up to this point, most of the rest of 
the band had been counting rests. 
To the pupils they were an un-
known musical quantity. But Tony 
Cunningham and Richard Luker 
proved to be resourceful pianists, 
and they had to be, since John had 
given to them every orchestral bit 
that couldn’t be played on the in-
struments available. Somehow as 
the storm worsened, their fingers 
encompassed divided violas, trans-
posing winds, piccolos, tubas, and 
harps. The music grew more violent 
but the fugal arpeggios niftily 
slipped from their fingers as the 
school grand piano received a 
punishing workout in every octave. 
One of the more surprising pres-
ences to the pupils was John Lake-
man. They could probably envisage 
him using a flute to administer an 
impromptu enema to an un-
cooperative pupil, but as the storm 
vanished in William Tell, his flute 
heralded peace beautifully, to the 
sound of jaws dropping in the audi-
ence. 
An additional focus of interest was 
the percussion. Here too John had 
cunningly scored the piece so that 
character was reflected in perform-
ance. There on the back row were 
both deputy heads, sharing a score 
as they were to do an office: the 
Dalziel and the Pascoe, the Jacob 
and Esau, the Jekyll and the Hyde. 

John Whaler, for whom the adjec-
tive “impeccable” might have been 
coined, smoothly integrated the 
bass drum into the texture, while 
Eric Franklin, veteran drummer of 
the Boys’ Brigade, ferociously 
turned the galop into a rout. It was 
rumoured that John Rippin had 
wondered if the inability to count up 
to 4 had not been a hindrance in his 
career as a maths teacher. This 
comment was probably an internal 
footnote; Eric had been known to 
send off entire scrums for lesser 
comments. Eric has many attrib-
utes, and fear is not one of them. 
Nor, apparently, was rhythm. 
An extra crew of movers and shak-
ers was engaged for 1812. Andrew 
Manuel, proving that percussive 
virtuosity pre-dated Evelyn Glennie, 
held the section together with Na-
poleonic steel. Ruth Prior tapped 
into her Nordic genes rather than 
the Spanish red reputed to flow in 
her veins, as she beat out the mel-
ancholy Russian folk tune without a 
trace of flamenco or Salvation Army 
melodrama. The tune moved into 
the major, but John Cartwright on 
triangle had caught the sombre 
mood and restricted himself to a 
few mournful tings. One had to 
admire his stiff upper lip - the other 
percussionists would be able to let 
themselves go in the final mael-
strom, but there isn’t much drama 
to be gained from a triangle. Best to 
preserve dignity and iron self-
control. 
John Loveridge on cymbals may 
have come to the same decision; if 
so, it was not apparent. It had long 
been his dream to be plucked from 

David Pattrick (English 1973-88) recalls the Buckhurst Sinfonia 

the audience to fill in for an ailing 
singer in Tristan und Isolde. This 
was as close as he was to get: the 
cymbal playing was Wagnerian in a 
way that the voice (juvenile lead in 
Lock Up Your Daughters at best) 
could never have been. Graham 
Prentice on banjo, whose links with 
the action had until that point been 
distinctly tenuous, suddenly discov-
ered a key he knew and a recognis-
able chord sequence: he struck out 
with one of the National Anthems 
that Tchaikovsky had written into 
the piece - or perhaps he hadn’t. 
The cannon, a hybrid miniature 
comprising the school starting-pistol 
smothered in papier maché, was 
supplied by Pete Downey and Colin 
White disguised as Provisional Old 
Labour. Mayhem threatened. 
Many in the audience must have 
been asking themselves about the 
bells. The only conceivable way 
these could be included would be if 
Kate Coulson rang the school bell. 
Could she be persuaded? She 
hadn’t often been persuaded. How 
would she get the signal in the 
school office? She tended to ignore 
signals received in the school of-
fice. So John made alternative 
arrangements. Bryan Rooney, who 
had spent the entire performance 
sampling the contents of crates of 
Guinness (courtesy of The Red 
Cow, Chipping Ongar), let forth a 
carillon of triumph, striking each of 
his bottles in turn with shattering 
precision and a bottle opener. The 
forces of order had won! 
Chaos made a last feeble attempt 
to re-assert itself. Michael Maxwell, 

(Continued on page 14) 

So Many Notes, So Little Time 
By David Pattrick 

A Different Place 
Manchester-based writer Robin Graham (BHCHS 1971-78) re-
cently had his acclaimed play A Different Place performed at the 
Greenwich Playhouse in London. A review in The Stage says 
“Compelling and vivid.... powerful... quite remarkable.... The ingenu-
ity of the powerful writing and acting is immediately apparent... you 
feel nothing but compassion and understanding.” 
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Crossword solution 

BILL FAINT (1969) spotted the 
following extract in Ruth Rendell’s 
novel Harm Done published in 
1999. Bill suggests that Ruth 
Rendell may owe us an apology.  
‘…Born South Woodford, London 
E18,’ he read, ‘20 February 1928, 
the third son of George and Annie 
Orbe, of Churchfields, South Wood-
ford. Educated Buckhurst Hill 
County High School until age six-
teen. Convicted of gross indecency 
1949 and again in 1952, sent to 
prison on the first offence for two 
months and on the second for 
eighteen months. Convicted of 
gross indecency with a minor in 
1958 and sent to prison for eight 
years.’ 

Staff Update.. 
Letter from Mick Conway 
PE 1980-89 
 

Thanks for including me on 
the mailing list for OB 
News. 
Obviously not all the names 
are familiar but men such as 
Nigel Pink left a major im-
pression. We shared great 
crack together especially on 
the football field and when 
away on ski trips. 
Nigel will probably recall 
the time trial we had in the 
Alps one day and although 
he got wonderful marks for 
artistic impression his time 
was a major disappointment 
to him – particularly so be-
cause it was more than a 
shade slower than mine. He 
was gob smacked and 
thought money had been 
changing hands. 
The PE department at 
around that time was al-
ways a pleasure to work in 
and I was thrilled to meet 
up with Lionel Marsh at a 
school cross country meeting 
in Chelmsford. The two of us 
shared a few yarns about 

Mick Conway with the Greenleaf Primary School soccer team. Mick’s son Frankie is 
front row right. 

days gone by. Lionel was a 
great character to work 
with. Hard as nails but he 
would do anything to help 
you out. 
We hope to meet up again at 
athletics meetings as my 
eldest daughter Catherine is 
Essex 1500 metres cham-
pion and still appears on the 
upgrade. My other two chil-
dren Teresa and Frankie are 
also keen runners. 
I’d love to say hello to all the 
staff at the School between 
1980 and 1989. They were 
tough years as the school 
was having to come to terms 
with the comprehensive age 
and latterly with the pros-
pect of closure. Sleepless 
nights would not have been 
uncommon. 
As for myself I’m working as 
a freelance football reporter/
commentator these days. 
Sky Sports use me to voice-
over the Spanish football 
and also Nationwide 
League. More recently I’ve 
been commentating on the 
Champions League with 
UEFA on their official web-
site www.uefa.com 
Hello and best wishes to all 
who knew me. 

another week in Lanzarote 
with the sole purpose of 
finding our holiday home. 
We contacted all the agents 
we could find plus surfed the 
net. We saw some rubbish. 
Apartments miles from the 
sea, next door to nightclubs, 
unfinished complexes, 
cramped, worn out. Nothing 
that entreated us to part 
with our hard earned. At the 
end of the week we advised 
the original agent that the 
first complex we were inter-
ested in was the only one 
that we had seen that we 
liked. We asked him to keep 
an eye open and advise us 
should an apartment on 
“our” complex become avail-
able. 
A few months later we got 
the call and immediately 
flew out. He had a one bed-
room apartment available in 
what we first though to be a 
poorer position. The view 
was not so good and it was 
away from the pools. Experi-
ence has showed that we 
have a better position as 
where we are is relatively 
quiet – as previously ob-
served, not only does the 
pool generate screaming, it 
also generates human traffic 
so we benefited by the wait. 
Now we have our “place in 
the sun” and escape when-
ever we can. Spaces on char-
ter flights are easily obtain-
able from the adverts in the 
National Press or from the 
web. There is only so much 
time we, our family and 
friends can use it so we offer 
it to friends and family of 
friends and family. We do 
not want to offer it generally 
(although Lanzarote does 
not suffer the yob, holiday 
culture we see on English 
TV), we would prefer our 
second home to be respected. 
Therefore we offer all Old 
Buckwellians to rent our 
holiday home. If you’re look-
ing for a Spring, Autumn or 
Winter break it’s ideal. Sum-
mer is a little hot and in-
fested with young holiday-
makers – best left to the 
young. We charge £225 per 
week to include clean linen 
and towels. You will need to 
arrange flights, catering and 
insurance. Our phone num-
ber is 01494 862358 so 

(Continued from page 6) SUBSCRIPTIONS 

A NOTE FROM THE TREASURER 
 

OUR success in tracing former 
pupils of BCHCS has meant that 
membership of the Old Buckwel-
lians Association has grown from 
250 to more than 1,600 in three 
years. Our aim is to cover the 
expenses of producing and distrib-
uting OB News entirely by mem-
bers’ subscriptions. 
All recently joined members are 
paying the same rate of subscrip-
tion, which is either £3 per annum 
or preferably a five year renewal of 
£12. (Overseas subscribers pay a 
slightly higher sub to accommodate 
higher postage charges). 
However, longer standing mem-
bers have been paying a variety of 
different rates over the years and 
indeed, some are paying none at 
all (usually as a result of cancelled 
Bankers Orders). I have therefore 
recently written to all the non-
standard subscribers I have been 
able to trace, inviting them to take 
steps to increase their subs to 
achieve a standard rate for all. This 
I believe is both fair and equitable 
and I hope all those to whom I 
have written have neither taken 
offence, nor yet failed to take ac-
tion. 
If you have slipped through my net 
I trust that you will now contact me 
or Graham, so we may regularise 
matters. In this connection it has 
been decided that future issues of 
the Newsletter will only be sent to 
those members paying the stan-
dard subscription and who are 
thereby fully supporting its issue. 
Chris Waghorn – Hon Treasurer 

Apology 
Needed 

LEGAL & PROBATE 
RESEARCH COMPANY 

 
Specialists in tracing and locat-

ing beneficiaries to estates/
intestates 

 
Contact Alan Lamprell 

5 Sunnyside 
Nazeing 

Essex  EN9 2RH 
01992 893385 
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to play on the playing fields during 
the lunch break and even occasion-
ally during the official Games pe-
riod. On one occasion we organised 
a game on a Saturday somewhere 
in Woodford, against some old 
Palmerians I think. Mr Pembleton 
gave up his Saturday to act as 
umpire - such was the generous 
spirit of teachers at BHCHS. Possi-

bly this was the only interschool 
baseball fixture ever for BHCHS. 
There is an interesting sequel to 
this. I heard recently from Pete 
Goody that Phil Chesterton is now 
the coach for the British national 
baseball team and that his son 
plays for the national team. I think 
also that the baseball experience 
was one of the reasons Martin 
Bone went to the US to continue his 
education after BHCHS. 

Gin CORNER 
Tony Jolly (BHCHS 1943-49) created a bit of a stir with 
his piece in the last edition, so when he offered to turn 
this into a regular column I accepted immediately.  

No. 2 

I ENDED up getting a De-
gree in Chemistry but lat-
terly have wished that I had 
opted for English, a subject 
which was strongly and well 
taught at The School, in my 
case, in the first “Remove” 
form, by Adolphus Steele 
(the Second Master) and the 
legendary Vera Crook of 
whom many also thought 
highly in other ways! Be-
cause of this, along with 
many Old Bucks, I have 
been saddened by its decline 
as evidenced in the media 
and general usage. We were 
taught grammar, an essen-
tial for learning other lan-
guages before it was by gov-
ernmental edict. 
Further we saw the adverb 
assassinated by the Ameri-
cans (ages before George 
Dubuya); so now we have to 
accept “we walked quick” 
apart from “we got beat” or 
“done good”! The early New 
Orleans confusion between 
adjectives and pronouns is 
now in accepted use, with 
“them things” and so on 
proliferating, whilst pronun-
ciation (frequently mis-
pronounced!) has become 
slack and sloppy. Currently 
“t” and “tt” seem to be on 
their way out altogether 

since with “Trendy Speak”, 
we have “ma-er” for 
“matter” and the most weird 
pronunciation of 
“good” (something like 
“guid”). It is not pedantic or 
snobbish to feel this way as 
such practice leads to ambi-
guities and misinterpreted 
messages and thence to in-
numerable disasters, as I 
mentioned in Gin Corner 
Number 1. “Spin” English 
has given us such announce-
ments as the introduction of 
“an innovation unit to 
strengthen coherence and 
alignment in innovation 
strategy, policy and deliv-
ery” What a load of ....! 
It is even more frightening 
to find that unknowingly 
one can stray interpretively 
from the straight and nar-
row as in the interpretation 
of “good” English as illus-
trated by getting the wrong 
answers to most of the fol-
lowing questions. I suggest 
that the readers attempt 
answering them smartly 
and honestly. 
1. You are in a race and 

overtake the second per-
son; what position are you 
in? 

2. If you overtake the last 
person, then you are ...? 

3. Mary’s father had 5 
daughters, NANA NENE 
NINI and NONO; what 
was the name of the 5th? 

4. Do this mentally -  take 
1000 and add 40, add an-
other 1000 and then add 
30; add another 1000 and 
add 20 then add another 
1000 - now add 10. what 
is the total. 

Answers on page 15 

Recent advertisement in the Hertfordshire Mercury. What do you think about this one, 
Tony……..? 

WHILE at Palmers College Grays in 
1958 I had been impressed by 
watching the US Navy play baseball 
at Grays Carnival. Some of us at 
Palmers got some equipment to-
gether and started to play baseball 
in our spare time but this soon 
came up against some quite unex-
pected anti American prejudice, 
mainly from the Headmaster, and 
playing baseball was banned. 
When I moved to Buckhurst Hill in 
1959 I brought the interest with me 
and found the attitude from Spud 
and other authorities to be much 
more liberal and encouraging. 
Some of us eg Geoff Derrett, Bob 
Barnes, Martin Bone, Phil Chester-
ton invested in equipment and used 

First Softball, then Baseball  By Alan Vickers 
Alan Vickers (BHCHS 1959-64) was prompted to write following the 
earlier articles about softball played during the war years. Baseball 
arrived at BHCHS some twenty years later…. 

Alan played baseball for the Harlow 
Hustlers - shown here in 1962 

I HAVE some happy memo-
ries of my school days where 
I was a bit of a rebel. My 
best friend was Tony Lang-
ford. He was a good lad, and 
his father Bert Langford, 
now aged 90+, was involved 
with fund raising for a 
swimming pool which I can’t 
remember using. Did they 
have a swimming pool even-
tually? 
I got Tony into trouble on 
one occasion. There was a 
school fête one weekend. At 
my suggestion, he and I 
climbed onto the school 
tower and hung a master’s 
gown on one of the columns. 
We strung another one up 
the flag pole. My brother, 
who did not attend BHCHS, 
was a reporter for the West 
Essex Gazette at the time. 
He seized the opportunity 

A Hanging Offence By Ian Lloyd 
I traced Ian Lloyd (1951-58) while trying to confirm the identity of the 
baritone soloist (Ian’s father) on the recently-released historic CD of the 
1959 Christmas Concert (OB News November 2002). Ian recalls a prank 
that almost led to an early departure from BHCHS. 

for a by-line in the London 
Evening News and this pub-
licity caused a bit of upset in 
the school. We owned up and 
were suspended for a week. 
There were further effects. 
Tony lost his position as a 
school prefect and I lost 
mine as a laboratory assis-
tant in the biology lab. Mr 
Turner was the teacher I 
worked for. I guess I was in 
the L6 at the time. An an-
nouncement was made that 
we had narrowly avoided 
expulsion. I heard later, 
after we’d left, that someone 
else had repeated our prank 
and was expelled. Let that 
be a warning to others! 
 

The swimming pool, men-
tioned here, could be the 
subject of a feature. Any 
ideas? – ed. 
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A PLEASANT event took 
place at the end of Novem-
ber in the august surround-
ings of Trinity College 
chapel in Cambridge. This 
was the official launch of 
Jeremy Dibble’s second ma-
jor book, a biography of the 
Irish composer Charles 
Villiers Stanford (1852-
1924), fittingly placed at 
Trinity, since Stanford was 
the College Organist there 
in the early years of his ca-
reer, and Jeremy was an 
undergraduate there, an 
Exhibitioner, when he left 
BHCHS. 

CV Stanford - Man and Musician 
Report by John Rippin 
Jeremy Dibble (BHCHS 1970-77), Head of Music at Durham University, has recently written a major new biography on the composer Charles 
Villiers Stanford. John Rippin, who was Jeremy’s teacher at BHCHS, attended the launch. 

The first part of the evening 
consisted of the service of 
Evensong in the chapel, 
most beautifully sung by the 
Choir, practically all the 
music composed by Stan-
ford. Following this a recep-
tion was held in the ante 
chapel at which Prof. Rich-
ard Marlow spoke warmly of 
the work Jeremy had done 
since leaving Trinity, to 
which Jeremy replied with a 
speech of thanks. After that 
copies of the book could be 
bought, of course, while the 
guests mingled, chatted, 
helped drink the wine and 
so on. Those present in-

cluded descendants of both 
Stanford and Parry, and a 
number of notable musicians 
and performers as well as 
family and friends. 
Stanford’s position in the 
history of British music is 
important because, in a nut-
shell, he was a great teacher 
and, whilst at the Royal 
College of Music, was re-
sponsible for teaching a 
whole generation of compos-
ers, among them being 
Vaughan Williams, John 
Ireland, Gustav Holst, 
Frank Bridge, Arthur Bliss, 
E.J.Moeran, and Herbert 
Howells. He is perhaps best 
known for his church music, 
the patriotic Songs of the 
Sea and Songs of the Fleet, 
and the captivating part-
song The Blue Bird, but he 
was a composer of great and 
often original technical facil-
ity whose music is now only 
becoming better known. 
Twenty-five years ago it 
would have been impossible 
to find performances, re-
cordings, or even broadcasts, 
of any of the major works of 
either Hubert Parry or 
Charles Stanford - not a 
single symphony or orches-
tral work, chamber piece or 
choral work, apart from a 
few performances of small 

pieces written for the 
church. Today, everything 
has changed; all five of 
Parry’s and seven of Stan-
ford’s symphonies are on 
disc, as are many of their 
choral and orchestral works, 
songs, chamber music, con-
certos etc. Some of these 
works have been given their 
first modern performances 
since their neglect of almost 
a hundred years. That this 
is the case is due to the work 
of a few enthusiasts, and 
Jeremy has worked tire-
lessly in the cause of these 
two composers, culminating 
in a major biography of 
Parry in 1992 and now this 
one of Stanford ten years 
later. He has also written 
countless sleeve notes for 
recordings, taken part in 
broadcasts, disinterred and 
edited works for perform-
ance, lectured, etc., with the 
result that he is now rightly 
considered to be an author-
ity not only on these two 
composers, but on late nine-
teenth and early twentieth 
century British music in 
general. A substantial 
achievement. 
Charles Villiers Stanford: 
Man and Musician by 
Jeremy Dibble is pub-
lished by Oxford Univer-

I GOT to know Steve Machin at the 
end of my time in the Sixth form, 
1961. Our friendship blossomed 
from then on, shared with Derek 
Bernhard and Keith Parry, who I 
hope will read this.  
Steve held the unsurpassable re-
cord of never once taking any part 
in any game of cricket. He achieved 
this by hiding, throughout the 
games period, under the big basket 
of bats, stumps, pads etc we had to 
carry out to the field for cricket. He 
must also hold the record for the 
most abandoned motoring round 
the school playground, which we 

did one Saturday in his huge old 
Rover, an exhilarating experience in 
itself but given extra spice for being 
a daring act of rebellion against the 
school. 
In the years after we left BHCHS, 
Steve organised visits for me and 
other friends to concerts at the 
Festival Hall to see and hear the 
jazz greats. Thanks to his enthusi-
asm, I got to see, among others, 
Ellington, Brubeck, Basie and 
Nancy Wilson, whom Steve fancied 
like mad. My musical appreciation 
was broadened, thanks to his avid 
interest in music of all kinds and his 

own frenetic piano playing. 
Photography was another of his 
talents. He entered and won many 
a significant competition for his 
work, once borrowing my black 
Labrador to take out in the snow for 
monochromatic contrast. One Sun-
day, he turned up unexpectedly to 
ask if I wanted to accompany him 
on a trip to complete another pro-
ject, which was photographing all 
the Thames bridges from mouth to 
source. I leapt into his Rover, (or 
was it his superb, white convertible 
Ford Zephyr?) and off we went at 
Steve’s customary high speed. He 

was the zaniest and one of the 
fastest drivers I have ever been 
with but I always felt completely 
safe with him. Having said that, I 
was never driven at night by him, 
when his strategy to avoid falling 
asleep was to turn off his lights for 
several seconds. He claimed that 
the adrenalin rush restored alert-
ness for a further hour. Anyway we 
had fun that day tracking down 
obscure Thames bridges until we 
ended up in a field that claimed to 
be the source of the river, despite a 
total absence of moisture of any 
kind. 

(Continued on page 18) 

Steve Machin: Further Reflections  By Richard Crawley 

Last year, after some extensive searching for Steve Machin (BHCHS 1954-61) we discovered that he had died at his home in South 
Africa in 1999. Richard Crawley adds his own memories of Steve following Dick Greening’s article in the last edition of OB News. 

John Rippin (left) and Jeremy Dibble at the launch party 
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SIR ERNEST SHACKLETON, the 
renowned polar explorer has been 
called ‘the greatest leader that ever 
came on God’s earth, bar none’ for 
his part in saving the lives of twenty 
seven men stranded with him in 
Antarctica, for nearly two years 
back in 1914/17. Lionel Green-
street, my great uncle (and first 
officer of the Endurance) was one 
of those men. 
The legend of Shackleton is alive 
and well, more so I would say on 
the other side of the Atlantic than 
over here though. Lionel Green-
street was an early contributor to 
the legend with his oft quoted re-
mark about Shackleton “He didn’t 
care if he went without a shirt on his 
own back, so long as the men he 
was leading had sufficient clothing. 
He was a wonderful man in that 
way; you thought the party mattered 
more than anything else.” 
For those unfamiliar with the Endur-
ance story, it is officially known as 
the Imperial Trans-Antarctic Expedi-
tion of 1914-17, which as the name 
suggests set its sights on traversing 
the Antarctic continent. It was a 
bold plan, but one destined not to 
be achieved by the expedition. Two 
days sailing from the projected 
base in the Weddell Sea, from 
which the crossing was to com-
mence the S.Y Endurance and all 
her crew became trapped in the ice 
floes. For a time the ship drifted 
aimlessly with the movement of the 
floes, but in due course became 
crushed by the ice forcing an unpre-
pared and ill equipped ship’s com-
pany to disembark onto the un-
friendly and inhospitable surface of 
the ice. What followed has been 
described as one of the world’s 
greatest stories of adventure and 
survival, as the men battled to 
survive in one of the most inhospi-
table places on earth, completely 

Of ice, books and blockbusters  By Andrew Greenstreet 

cut off from civilisation and with no 
one in the outside world knowing 
where on earth they were. There 
was no GPS and no helicopters to 
the rescue in those days. Through 
incredible hardship and adversity 
and countless occasions when all 
hope of survival seemed lost all 
twenty eight men eventually sur-
vived to tell their tale. 
I had the good fortune to be intro-
duced to the adventure by Lionel 
Greenstreet himself, who sat me 
down at the tender age of perhaps 
7 or 8 and showed me his collection 
of photographs and memorabilia 
from the expedition and recounted 
to me the incredible tale. Although 
still young and unable to grasp the 
magnitude of the adversity faced 
and eventual achievement attained, 
I do recall sensing something great 
about Lionel – although still breezy 
and full of fun, he seemed to have a 
peace and tranquillity about him 
and a degree of perspective that 
was unusual – perhaps, I mused 
forged in the icy conditions of Ant-
arctica all those years before. 
On reflection, the knowledge had in 
some ways given me a certain 
advantage when standing on the 
edge of the Buckhurst Hill County 
High School outdoor swimming pool 
on freezing winter mornings waiting 
for the command to plunge into the 
water and when slogging through 
muddy paths on drizzly mornings 
during two bridges cross country 

runs - that my discomfort paled into 
insignificance compared with what 
Lionel and his fellow explorers had 
endured in Antarctica. 
Many years later, and long after 
Lionel had passed on to higher 

things, I was invited with my family 
to attend the opening of an exhibi-
tion on the Endurance in the Natu-
ral History Museum in New York. 
Photographs, diaries, memorabilia 
and the lifeboat the James Caird 
were on display. We were intro-
duced to relatives of other expedi-
tion members – we had never met 
before and to Caroline Alexander 
and George Butler. Caroline had 

recently published The Endurance: 
Shackleton’s Legendary Antarctic 
Expedition which was enjoying a 
period of some weeks on the New 
York Times bestseller list and 
George Butler was making prepara-
tions for an IMAX movie on the 
Endurance story to be shot on 
location in Antarctica. I was particu-
larly struck by George’s enthusiasm 
and sense of optimism concerning 
the Endurance story. As I recall, he 
mentioned that in his view the story 
would be a bigger phenomenon 
than Titanic (the movie that is). 
Perhaps he should know (We were 
informed that George had 
‘discovered’ and been one of the 
first to promote Arnold Schwar-
zenegger, the renowned Hollywood 
actor in George’s movie Pumping 
Iron). As we mingled with others 
present, who had either attempted 
to write a best selling version of the 
Endurance story or had thoughts 
about the subject, there was a 
sense that a blockbuster movie 
would shortly be in the making. The 
enthusiasm was palpable. It was a 
time of great optimism. The internet 
boom was in full swing and Shack-
leton who once described optimism 
as true moral courage seemed to 
be the man of the hour. On my 
return flight to Bermuda (where we 
were then living) I picked up a copy 

of the New York Times to find a full 
page article on the Endurance 
exhibition and talk of ‘Shackleton 
mania’. On returning home I logged 
on to the Amazon website and 
checked readers’ comments on 
Caroline Alexander’s book and an 
earlier book on the Endurance story 
by Alfred Lansing. The rave reviews 
and talk of inspiration drawn from 
the bravery and determination of 

the crew of the Endurance was a 
joy to behold. Perhaps George was 
right. 
Since those heady days there have 
been further books – one that 
springs to mind being Margot 
Morrell and Stephanie Capparell’s 
Shackleton’s Way which explores 
the lessons to be derived from 
Shackleton’s leadership skills and 
the BBC presented Kenneth Bran-
agh in the role of Shackleton in a 
two part TV drama of that name. 
George’s IMAX movie is also doing 
the rounds in the USA and has 
been shown over here also. But in a 
way the Endurance/Shackleton 
promotion of late appears to have 
become somewhat marooned on its 
own Elephant Island, as the long 
expected blockbuster movie has not 
(as yet) materialised. The current, if 
somewhat tired genre for sex and 
violence, being particularly lacking 
in the Endurance story one won-
ders if the requisite financial back-
ers for a blockbuster movie con-
sider it to be altogether too risky as 
a commercial venture. 
In a sense I wonder whether the 
Endurance story needs a block-
buster movie. Its influence has 
already been amazing and contin-
ues to grow. In the business world 

(Continued on page 12) 

Andrew Greenstreet (BHCHS 1970-77) is a lawyer whose career has taken him to many parts of the world. He recently returned from 
Bermuda to establish his own law practice in Chelmsford. For more information about Andrew see the last edition of OB News. An-
drew describes how he has been influenced by the adventures of Sir Ernest Shackleton. 

Endurance fast in the ice 

Andrew Greenstreet 

Lionel Greenstreet - beard encrusted 
with icicles 
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Boeing Corporation is said to use 
the Endurance crew’s rescue mis-
sion as a motivational training tool. 
One American bank ordered 4,000 
copies of a recent Shackleton biog-
raphy to inspire its employees. In 
the sporting world the New England 
Patriots, winners of the last Super 
Bowl, inspired by Shackleton’s 
leadership style broke with the 
tradition of having its players com-
ing out of the tunnel before the 
game individually. Instead they 
emerged as a team. Before the 
match the players were apparently 
sent to see a Shackleton film and 
then read his biography aloud be-
fore going on to win the match, 
even though the clear outsiders. 
The Endurance story has also 
found its way into the realms of 
space. Jim Lovell, captain of the ill 
fated Apollo 13 mission has written 
comparing his experiences in space 
on board Apollo 13 with those of the 
men on board Endurance. NASA is 
said to be studying the Endurance 
story as part of its training of astro-
nauts for the sixteen nation interna-
tional space station scheduled to be 
completed by 2005. The story has 
inspired leaders in other fields too – 
apparently those in senior positions 
in the Pentagon are now required to 
have an intimate knowledge of the 
Endurance story. School children 
around the world are given Alfred 
Lansing’s Endurance: Shackleton’s 
Incredible Voyage to read as a 
source of inspiration and ever en-
thusiastic Americans and a few 
antipodeans continue to write their 
upbeat reviews of the book on 
www.amazon.com 
For our part, as a tribute to Lionel, 
my father and I have written Endur-
ance: the last survivor 
(unpublished) drawing heavily on 
Lionel’s detailed diary of the expedi-
tion and lecture notes he used 
when addressing interested folk of 
his time.  
Lionel, I feel sure, would have been 
delighted and enthralled to find that 
so many have drawn such inspira-
tion and strength from the adven-
ture in which he was so intimately 
and inextricably involved. Having 
been there and suffered there, I 
suspect that Lionel felt as Shackle-
ton so poetically put it “In memories 
we were rich. We had pierced the 
veneer of outside things. We had 
suffered, starved and triumphed, 
grovelled down yet grasped at 
glory, grown bigger in the bigness 
of the whole. We had seen God in 
His splendours, heard the text that 
Nature renders. We had reached 
the naked soul of man.” 

(Continued from page 11) 

I WAS entertained by Tony 
Jolly’s letter to the Tele-
graph, reproduced in the 
last OB News. Interestingly, 
on the day I received my 
copy, there appeared in the 
Times Educational Supple-
ment an article by the edu-
cationalist Tim Brighouse, 
asking if the term 
“comprehensive” has been 
made, by hostile media, to 
equate to something second-
rate. Tony may be gratified 
by Mr Brighouse’s observa-
tion that these days very few 
comprehensive schools actu-
ally use the word in their 
title. 
Fairness dictates that before 
dismissing comprehensives 
(or whatever they call them-
selves), we should consider 
their success rate. In rural 
areas, there is absolutely no 
doubt about their success. 
They service a whole com-
munity, generally drawing 
on a wide and socially di-
verse catchment area. Rural 
comprehensives obtain good 
results by any standards, 
and fully justify the compre-
hensive ideal of providing an 
excellent education to a full 
and representative intake. 
Above all they are not so-
cially divisive as the system 
of grammar schools and sec-
ondary moderns was (and is, 
where it still exists). This is 
not to say that some compre-
hensives do not have their 
problems. Some (by no 
means all) city comprehen-
sives obtain poor results, are 
beset by social and behav-
ioural problems, and find 
themselves struggling to 
reach the standards society 
rightly demands. However, 
it must be said that 
(according to the witness of 
a former secondary modern 
teacher) some urban secon-
dary moderns in the old 
days had their problems 
with discipline, and signifi-
cant numbers of their leav-

Is Grammar out of Style? - a Comprehensive Response 
By Michael Hopkins (1964-71) 

ers achieved lamentably 
poor standards of literacy 
and numeracy. So, being 
fair, where is the “total dis-
aster” whereof you speak, 
Tony? I find the case is far 
from proven. 
Those who campaign for 
selective education are keen 
to stress the virtues of gram-
mar schools, but seem less 
keen on promoting secon-
dary moderns. It goes with-
out saying that we all want 
the best for our children, 
and I have yet to be con-
vinced that there is a large 
body of opinion calling for a 
wholesale return to a selec-
tive system. Ask most par-
ents, and they will simply 
say they want the best possi-
ble school – not a grammar 
school. 
Despite Tony’s reference to 
“innumerable” PhD’s who 
attended secondary mod-
erns, these cannot have been 
typical. There is plenty of 
evidence to suggest that the 
75% of pupils who attended 
secondary modern schools at 
the height of the 11-plus 
system were seen, and saw 
themselves, as non-academic 
scholars, destined for man-
ual and clerical jobs – and 
that is where the majority 
ended up. Secondary Mod-
erns may have been suitable 
as part of (I state it un-
ashamedly) a class-based 
sorting system in the fifties 
where under ten per cent of 
the school population moved 
on to higher education, but 
times have changed, and 
now we are looking at a 
situation where over forty 
per cent of school-leavers 
move on to higher education. 
Furthermore the govern-
ment has set a target figure 
of fifty per cent to be 
achieved within the current 
decade. Another trend is the 
move towards parity of es-
teem between vocational 
and academic qualifications. 
Against this background, 
the old certainties of Gram-
mar School versus Secon-
dary Modern do not seem so 
firm. 
What we should be debating 
is not the manner in which 
the school population should 
be divided up between the 
supposedly more and less 
academic, but in how the 
highly varied aptitudes, tal-

ents and needs of every pu-
pil can be catered for using 
the best of the available hu-
man and material resources 
in schools. There is an inter-
esting idea going around 
that schools of all types and 
standard in the same geo-
graphical area should col-
laborate – that teaching 
expertise, buildings, facili-
ties and community support 
should be pooled, so that 
every child has access to the 
best the area’s education 
system has to offer. There 
are other ideas as well, such 
as the need for  greater 
awareness of how people 
really learn, and how teach-
ing techniques can be 
adapted to take advantage 
of this awareness. Dynamic 
ideas, good resources, ac-
cess, community support – 
pardon the soundbites, but 
these are the areas where 
efforts should be focused, 
not on the dusty old selec-
tion debate. 
Tony’s letter was good 
knockabout stuff which no 
doubt plays well in the leafy 
Telegraph-reading shires, 
but elsewhere in the country 
are working-class kids who 
really do not need to be stig-
matised as secondary mod-
ern under-achievers; for 
there is no escaping the fact 
that educational selection 
was predominantly by class 
– even though this may not 
have been the system’s in-
tention. Tony Blair will 
work the system like any 
other middle-class parent, 
and, in procuring tutors for 
his children is only part of a 
very widespread tendency 
these days. I carry no brief 
for the Prime Minister, but 
an attack on his supposed 
hypocrisy in this matter 
proves nothing. Better to 
have a system that cannot 
be worked by the more privi-
leged. 
BHCHS was an excellent 
school for its time and of its 
sort. It did well by its in-
take, but let’s move on and 
not wallow in the thought 
that what was good for a few 
lads in one time and place is 
hereafter and evermore good 
for everyone. Let’s remem-
ber some of the mental disci-
pline we were taught, and 
try to be more thoughtful 
than that! 
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KEITH HARRIS (BHCHS 
1964-71) resigned as Chair-
man of the Football League 
in August 2002 following 
the collapse of ITV Digital. 
He was replaced in the posi-
tion by Sir Brian Mawhin-
ney, former Chairman of the 
Conservative Party. 
After leaving BHCHS Keith 
Harris obtained a first class 
degree in Business Econom-

ics and a PhD in Economics. 
His career has been in 
global investment banking. 
Prior to becoming Chairman 
of the Football League in 
July 2000 he was Chief Ex-
ecutive of HSBC Investment 
Banking plc. He continues 
as Chairman of Radio First 
plc and of the financial ser-
vices company Seymour 
Pierce Group. Keith’s sport-
ing interests stem from his 
school days where he played 
in goal for a very successful 
1st XI team. 

In The Beginning… The BHCHS 39ers continued 

By Peter Godfrey 
Peter Godfrey (BHCHS 1939-44) continues his account of life at BHCHS during the war years. 

BESIDE OUR SCHOOL the large 
headquarters of the RAF’s Barrage 
Balloons and Chigwell Rise was 
always seeing the passage of the 
Balloon crews with their wire cages 
on the backs of the trucks and 
trailers filled with the grey blue 
canisters of hydrogen off to their 
sites defending London. No doubt 
some Old Buckwellians will recall a 
little later one of the balloons shot 
up by a Dornier 17 in Sept 1940 
and falling incandescent. 
Early in the first term some villain 
stole both my house shoes and - 
why? - my grey Geometry book! 
The latter loss enabled me, on 
purchasing a replacement, to have 
all the answers and Mr. Michael, 
substitute for Mr Crocker who had 
bravely gone to serve his King 
against our foes, was nonplussed 
that I always had the correct an-
swers but had ridiculous working 
out bearing only scant relationship 
to the problem. Such is the suffer-
ing of boys pitting their poor wits 
against the hostile world. Another 
part of what seems an unfriendly 
world was School Dinners. 
School dinners must have been 
nutritious up to a point, as I have no 
recollection of any deaths amongst 
us. The first full day in January 
1940 showed how it was going to 
be hereafter. There were two ladies 
and a girl, possibly the daughter of 
one who may have been a witch. 
Their first offering to make us suffer 
was sausages. But their approach 
to cooking this appetising food 
differed from my own and everyone 
else’s experience. Mostly black 
without and solid within. These 
objects could not be cut, they might 
have been sawn had the woodwork 
rooms been open, but as I have 
said, they were shut and dark. With 
typical British aplomb we all took up 
arms against our sausages and 
attacked them… without success. 
The sausages danced about, left 

plates and skidded for cover over 
the tables. Boys of a lesser breed 
would have broken down in tears 
and wept upon each other’s sleeve. 
We persisted and managed a few 
bites holding the objects in our 
hands and looked forward to more 
daily culinary interests. Mince was 
common, so was boiled suet pud 
arriving in long grey metal canisters 
which steamed and exuded water. 
Ends of the puds were wet and 
nasty. Thin raspberry jam, well 
watered was the compliment for this 
meal. We had as much red cab-
bage in vinegar as we wished and a 
stew, which one of our number, 
joining later from Yorkshire – a fact 
never held against him,- Lever or 
Leaver by name (who became 
close friends with Knight) called 
Baffin and Tungy. It was very wet 
and contained root vegetables 
which were probably good for us: 
swedes, parsnips, carrots, possibly 
potatoes and, for all I know Man-
gold Wurzels. This was really nasty. 
The cooks enjoyed ladling this stuff 
out, steaming, from grey coppers 
onto our white plates. No Oliver 
Twists amongst us ventured any 
requests. Had such stuff been 
offered to POWs the Geneva Con-
vention would have been broken 
and Swiss emissaries would have 
arrived! Rice pudding – that was 
memorable too. Had lots of that. 
Supposed to fill you up. Boiled rice, 
very wet, not always fully cooked 
and without any sweetener. Salt 
was the best substance on hand to 
make it a bit palatable. I never 
knew, but I suspected that Mr. 
Taylor, Mr. Steele et al, dining on 
their raised platform at the end of 
the hall, were served larks tongues 
in aspic, venison pasties, guinea 
fowl and Christmas pud with cream. 
We did get custard – only our ladies 
had never understood that it should 
be made with milk. Our glutinous 
yellow mixture contained only wa-
ter. Oh how we suffered! I have no 
doubt at all that this food retarded 
our brains – particular those of us in 
“C” stream whose concentration on 
matters educational was prone to 
frequent lapses anyway. 
But attention did peak during an 
early science lesson in the impres-
sive lab upstairs. Mr.Scott wished to 
inculcate into our limited capabilities 
the dangers of Sodium – a leathery 
substance which had a leaden 
gleam if cut. “If exposed to air” Mr 
Scott truthfully told us “Sodium will 
burst into flames!” A piece of So-
dium was lifted from its oil filled 
glass and exposed. Flames! Cor! “A 
boy at my last school” we were 
warned, had illegitimately thieved a 

lump, secreted in a pantaloon 
pocket and made off homeward. 
Fire in the trousers is a dreadful 
fate! Be heeded! Perhaps and 
possibly an apocryphal warning. 
“And in water,” Mr Scott continued. 
“Sodium explodes!” A second small 
piece was detached and dropped 
into the sink. There followed a 
mighty bang. We apprentice chem-
ists were showered with plaster as 
we peered together into the water 
where fizzing and bubbling had 
shortly been evidence of a happen-
ing about to be. Whilst not a gigan-
tic hole in the lab ceiling it always 
served as a dire warning. Good job 
rampant Health and Safety who 
believe empty toilet rolls to be a 
hazard to children in school and 
bans them, were only a silly idea for 
the future. 
When our continental enemy turned 
his attention upon us all, post Dun-
kirk, a new interest developed. 
Sitting in the school air raid shel-
ters. The first were dugouts under-
ground near the caretaker’s house. 
We had been joined by a French 
speaking half English boy – Sib-
bons (which half, whether top or 
bottom was French I cannot say) – 
to whom we sang in a spirited fash-
ion the French National Anthem – 
the words of which Mr. May unex-
pectedly knew! I recollect watching, 
as we filed down the steps to sit in 
rows facing each other, the Hurri-
canes rising from North Weald to do 
battle above us and collecting spent 
bullets and cartridge cases - ours 
and theirs picked up from the play-
ing field. Mr. Michael had an irritat-
ing tendency to remove these inter-
esting objects during lessons and 
hide them in his drawer. We sus-
pected jealousy that he hadn’t got 
out on the field fast enough and had 
none of his own. So instead of 
contemplating our trophies we had 
to watch our teacher drawing his 
quite remarkable freehand chalk 
circles on the board and then, as he 
would frequently say, make a sea-
gull drop a perpendicular bisecting 
the roundness. The Battle of Britain 
had begun and a third year would 
join us in September. No groups, no 
shutting the school. We would 
soldier on, popping every so often 
into the new brick shelters but I 
shall return to this period some 
other time. 
For any inaccuracies I beg your 
indulgences – it is all a long time 
ago. So much will have been forgot-
ten that you remember and I don’t. 
Has anyone else a few ancient 
anecdotes to add for our amuse-
ment and nostalgia? 
Peter Godfrey. C Streamer and 

Harris Steps 
Down 

Keith Harris in the U15 Soccer team 
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As a final thought, I have over the 
past 10 years or so become heavily 
engaged in the world of Barbershop 
singing which has taken me all over 
this country, to Holland, Germany, 
Ireland and to the United States 
twice – I’d be interested to hear 
from any other Old Bucks who have 
been similarly smitten. And to bring 
us full circle……… to avoid any risk 

of a repetition of last year’s near 
fatal disaster (which was put down 
to complications with the anaes-
thetic), the operation I have just 
had, was carried out under an epi-
dural and with no other sedation. 
Afterwards, the surgeon said that 
they enjoyed my singing – appar-
ently I was joining in with the CD to 
which I was listening whilst he 
sawed and hammered, cut and 
stitched the lower end of my anat-
omy – strange is it not, how differ-
ent people get their fun in so many 
different ways! 

‘arry Samways and Tommy Leek, 
my old form master (Wocko) Wat-
kinson – can anyone who heard it, 
forget his rendition of “The Song of 

the Flea” at a school concert? the 
sylphlike(!) Peter Sillis, the Honours 
Boards and the old School Song. I 
saw references to Jeff Meddings, 
Dick Mugridge, Terry Killick, Peter 
Southgate, and I read contributions 
from Johnny Beard and Gordon 
Hartnell – all remembered peers 
from my years at BHCHS. 
Last year there was, in Chingford, a 
mini reunion of some of the old 
‘49ers. Present were John Harman, 
Mick Jackson, Terry Williams, 
Johnny Ward, Tom Smith, Mike 
Cooper, Brian Page, Jeff Meddings 
and myself. We plan further such 
gathering and any other 49er who 
might like to become involved, 
please contact me.  
During the past 18 months I’ve also 
been in touch with Roger Mason, 
Robin Eves and John Loader in the 
UK, Dick Mugridge in Canada, Pete 
Green in New Zealand and, of 
course John Saward in California, 
USA. And you never know when 
and Old Buck might come in handy 
- my daughter Claire was stranded 
last year on the A303 en route to 
Exeter University when the exhaust 
fell off her car near Winchester. A 
quick phone call to Jeff Meddings 
who lives not too far away from 
there and the cavalry was mobilised 
to her aid. 

As I write this I am convalescing 
from a hospital trip for a second 
attempt to install a total knee re-
placement – i.e. part of a new un-
dercarriage. Getting about has, 
over the past few years been be-
coming more and more difficult as a 
result of the onset of osteoarthritis 
and the decision was finally taken in 
2000 to have both knees “done”. 
The first attempt was a disaster and 
resulted in a month long residence 
in the hospital intensive care de-
partment and, eventually, a dis-
charge in a more parlous state than 
that with which I went in. (My apolo-
gies to Mr Barnett, my English 
teacher so many years ago, for the 
grammatical content of that last 
sentence – he clearly laboured in 
vain!). 
Eighteen months ago, I had not 
appreciated that the Old Buckwel-
lians Association still existed. After I 
came out of hospital last year, I 
thought once more of my, at one 
time, inseparable friend John Sa-
ward. I first got to know John at 
primary school in Chigwell Row and 
had sadly lost contact with him after 
I left school - he stayed on and 
achieved great things in the sport-
ing world of the School. In an idle 
moment I logged his name into an 
internet search site together with 
the only information that I had, 
which was that he had gone to San 
Diego in California, and bingo – up 
he came. To cut a long story short, 
we met again after 48 years when 
he and his wife, Lynne, came on a 
visit to the UK last year. Strangely 
enough it was John who told me 
about the BHCHS web site. The 
rest, as they say, is history. 
During my years at School I was 
fairly unremarkable – all my reports 
have (fortunately) been lost, but 

The 2002 reunion of 49ers. Standing l to r: Michael Cooper, Terry Williams, Chris Wag-
horn, John Harman, Tom Smith, Brian Page. Kneeling: Johnny Ward, Jeff Meddings. 
Photo: Mick Jackson 

Break a Leg  –  By Chris Waghorn 
Here is a fitting introduction to our new Treasurer. Chris Waghorn (BHCHS 1949-54) tells us 
something about his life since school, and how he became involved in the Old Bucks. 

almost all contained the recurring 
phrase “could do better if he tried” - 
sound familiar? Whilst a bit above 
average in sporting activities, I don’t 
think I ever regularly made the First 
team in anything and my main 
claims to fame were sitting against 
a lighted Bunsen burner in the 
chemistry lab and burning a re-
markable flame shaped hole in my 
new sports jacket (blue herringbone 
pattern) and getting a Saturday 
morning detention for putting cop-
per sulphate in the stew at lunch! 
Neither of these exploits was I 
successfully able to explain away to 
my parents. 
I left school after the GCE exams 
and pursued a career in banking, 
which I finally quit in frustration over 
the decline in services offered by 
the banks generally to their custom-
ers. I spent my National Service 
with the RAF, primarily in Kuala 
Lumpur, between 1957 and 1959 
and thoroughly enjoyed it. Since 
then I have been married twice, 
divorced once and separated once 
but for all that, I fathered one son 
and six daughters, so the time was 
not entirely wasted. 
It has been extremely interesting to 
read in the Newsletter all the arti-
cles and “where are they now’s”, 
that Graham has gathered together. 
In the last issue alone, I found 
references to the old School Con-
certs and Mr Ray – who took over 
from Mr Wright whilst I was there, 
the well remembered old school 
sign and the bombed caretaker’s 
house (which had been replaced by 
a prefab by the time I got there). Mr 
Smethurst whom I liked and ad-
mired but who sadly achieved an 
inevitable failure whilst trying to find 
some talent in my non-existent 
artistic abilities - in fact Barry Moore 
had more success and showed me 
how to draw a sailing ship – a use-
less skill that remains with me to 
this day. 
Like Matt Whitby, who was 34 years 
behind me, I have been on the 
nostalgic trip around the school site. 
Doubtless I was even more upset 
by the apparent deterioration, both 
internal and external, that I saw 
than he was – but then, when I first 
went to Roding Lane, the school 
was only 10 years old. 
My memory bank was pleasurably 
tickled on reading in the Newsletter 
about dear old JH (Spud) Taylor, 
the stern and unbending Mr Scott, 

the Falstaffian peripatetic music 
teacher (and composer of the won-
derful Carnival of the Vegetables) 
conducted the whole performance 
to an end with an extravagant cres-
cendo, extending his arms as if to 
resurrect the entire orchestra. But 
Graham Prentice on banjo could 
not be persuaded to relinquish the 
E flat major chord, once lost, now 
found; one was reminded of Ludwig 
van Beethoven, unaware that his 
final symphony had finished to 
tumultuous applause. A final banjo 
riff sounding suspiciously like De 
Camptown Races and it was over. 
The relief of the audience at the 
absence of an encore was matched 
only by that of the players. 

(Continued from page 7) 
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From the Editor’s Postbag…... 

Escapades  
Peter Wright (1946-52) 
It is always interesting to 
read the “Where are they 
now?” section of the News-
letters and three of the 
items in the November 2002 
edition brought back some 
ancient memories. When I 
read it, I always marvel at 
the distinguished and some-
times exotic careers that so 
many Old Bucks have en-
joyed and rather sadly com-
pare them with my own, 
spent in the City as an in-
surance broker at Lloyd’s, 
although I did come into 
contact with such luminar-
ies as Dave King, Tony Web-
ster and Brian Winstone; 
incidentally, Tony and Brian 
if you’re reading this, why 
haven’t you been to the Din-
ners lately? I’ve lived all of 
my married life in Hutton 
and years ago had Alex Kin-
nison (1945-51) as a near 
neighbour, who I also met 
from time to time in the City 

Unhappy Memories 
Name withheld at author’s 
request 
I was very excited when I 
found my old school on the 
website and it was even 
more exciting to see a couple 
of names I remembered. 
However, like the chap in 
the May 2002 issue (No.6), 
I’m afraid I won’t be sub-
scribing either. I didn’t real-
ise how unhappy I’d been 
there until I read the News-
letters. It’s funny how one’s 
mind blots out things that 
are best forgotten - and I 
now know that BHCHS is 
one of them! I knew I didn’t 
like school, but this brought 
it all back. 
Our family were - let’s just 
say ‘not very well off’. I had 
to do two paper rounds each 
morning before going to 
school, and I had to leave 
BHCHS a year early to go to 
work and bring some money 
in. While I was there the 
school organised trips to 
operas, ballets and all sorts 
of wonderful events that I 
could never afford to attend. 
Afterwards, the lessons 
would be devoted to what 
had been learned by going. I 
vividly remember that once, 
they went to see Hansel & 
Gretel - oh, how I would 
have loved to experience 
this. . . 
We had to know the name of 
the composer and the dates 
of various pieces of music 
that had been played at 
these events and those of us 
who didn’t know the an-
swers to the subsequent 
questions (how the hell 
could we?), were ridiculed. 
As a result, I dreaded music 
lessons. I think it was Mr 
Goodchild who ‘taught’ me to 
hate classical music. He was 
not alone. If we made a mis-
take, the woodwork 
‘teacher’ (whoever he was) 
used to get hold of the hair 
on our temples and twist it, 
almost tearing it out of our 
head. Not surprisingly - I 
hated woodwork too. 
Once, when we began to 
learn algebra, the maths 
‘teacher’, when asked about 
its relevance, said it would 
only be of use if we were to 

become chemists!! I saw a 
reference in the Newsletter 
to ‘Mr Dolman’ - another 
maths ‘teacher’, also a 
rather unpleasant man. Re-
sult - I hated mathematics, 
at least I did until my early 
twenties when I realised its 
importance - and then I won 
the College prize two years 
running while studying en-
gineering and went on to 
study higher mathematics. 
I’m sorry, but the only real 
teacher I remember at 
BHCHS was Pete Sillis. 
What a pity he was confined 
to History! 
Still, I guess I learned some-
thing. I ended up as Vice-
President - Europe for a US 
Company and then ran my 
own business for 15 years. I 
founded a world-wide trade 
association and wrote and 
published a technical refer-
ence manual (which is still 
selling), before retiring in 
2000. 
But I can’t help wondering 
what might have been . . . 
Good luck to all those whose 
experience of BHCHS was 
obviously far happier than 
mine. 

and have lived next door to 
Brian Law (1947-50) for 
more than 30 years. I was 
also friendly with Pete Rob-
bins (1946-51) but sadly, he 
passed away two or three 
years ago. 
I think I spent most of my 
school life, if not in the same 
form, then certainly in the 
same year as Ken Driver 
(1946-51), who if my mem-
ory is correct, was then 
blessed with ginger hair but 
nevertheless was a cham-
pion middle distance runner. 
Gordon Hartnell (1949-54) 
writes about Old Bucks foot-
ball and at different times I 
was captain of the Thirds 
and then Seconds. I remem-
ber Gordon in goal but more 
particularly because of an 
Austin A40 car, which I pre-
sume belonged to his father 
and which in the days when 
young men did not aspire to 
own motor cars themselves 
sometimes transported num-
bers of us around the vari-
ous grounds of the lower 
reaches of the London Old 
Boys League that always 
seemed to be vast distances 
round the North Circular 
Road; that car was a great 
improvement on the 144 bus 
from the Waterworks at 
Woodford.  
The item in the November 
issue that really caught my 
eye was the one by Malcolm 
Smith (1950-55) in which he 
referred to the maths mas-
ter, Mr. Harris. In about 
1950 or 1951, we had a dou-
ble maths period each week 
with Mr. Harris, who for 
some unknown reason we 
christened “Massa”. I imag-
ine Buckhurst Hill must 
have been his first school 
after university and the fact 
that he was still in the pro-
fession some years later 
teaching Malcolm is a cause 
for amazement after the way 
we treated him — there was 
a card school in one corner of 
the room and a soft close 
harmony group in another; 
no wonder I failed maths! 
I did one year in the Sixth 
Modern and for some reason 
we were left unsupervised 
on one occasion and a chalk 
fight ensued. Spud walked 

into this and was not 
amused, especially as one 
chalk missile, moving like a 
well struck 3-iron passed 
barely over his head. I can’t 
remember the penalty we all 
paid but no doubt it was 
severe. 
Our generation often look at 
today’s youth and shake our 
heads at bad manners and 
indiscipline but perhaps 
things were not so very dif-
ferent 50 years ago! 
Another maths master at 
School during my time was 
Mr. Mitchell and although I 
was never one of his pupils, 
I remember he had a reputa-
tion for eccentricity. Mitch 
cycled to School, and parked 
his machine with the pupils’ 
in the bike sheds. On one 
occasion, somebody loosened 
the front wheel nuts and 
when Mitch bounced down 
the kerb in his usual fashion 
when going home, the front 
wheel sailed merrily across 
Roding Lane but Mitch and 
the rest of the bike failed to 
follow suit. Then, one year 
as the dreaded cross country 
season approached, we had 
weeks of pouring rain and 
the Roding and tributary 
streams were full to burst-
ing and the surrounding 
fields flooded. Mitch was 
despatched out into the 
countryside equipped with 
planks of wood to bridge a 
small brook which although 
normally only ankle deep 
was now, if not a raging tor-
rent, much deeper than 
usual. All went well until 
Mitch stamped across the 
planks to make certain they 
were secure which unfortu-
nately were not and into the 
water he went. 
All of these memories, of 
course, are from more than 
half a century ago and I ex-
pect the passing of the years 
has distorted the actual 
events but despite that, ac-
curate or not, as far as I’m 
concerned they are pleasant 
to remember and look back 
upon. 

Gin Corner - answers: 
1. Second - you have take the 

second chap’s place 
2. Impossible - you can’t over-

take the last bloke, that’s 
you! 

3. Mary (no comment!) 
4. 4100 - try it now on your 

calculator. 
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An Exciting Decade 
Andy Imms (1955-60) 
The arrival of the OB News 
in October stirred the usual 
feelings of nostalgia but this 
time they were more pro-
found because of Martin 
Jordan’s account of his ad-
ventures with Jeff Wardell. 
They made me reflect that 
those of us who shared those 
heady days of the 50’s to-
gether are again deprived of 
an opportunity to meet up 
with an old colleague. I was 
never that close to Jeff but I 
was deeply saddened to hear 
of his death, particularly as 
the circumstances were so 
tragic. Incidentally, in the 
caption to the picture in 
Martin’s piece, I am named 
as one of the gang of five. 
Whilst I do not know who is 
the person on the far right of 
the picture, I can confirm 
with absolute certainty that 
it is not me. 
To offset the sadness over 
Jeff’s tragic death, I was 
delighted to read Frank 
Frusher’s submission, and to 
know that he is still around. 
Dear old Frank. His guide to 
life was “Mad Magazine” 
and he even followed the 
example set by the maga-
zine’s hero Alfred E. New-
man, by growing a beard, 
then shaving half of it off. 
Frank - I see that “Mad” is 
still on the shelves. I hope 
you have a lifetime subscrip-
tion! 
On reading OB News, one 
could be forgiven for think-
ing that BHCHS only turned 
out company directors, doc-
tors, writers and the like. 
However, just as Frank ap-
pears to have done, I have 
enjoyed life to the full but 
“How I ran the world before 
retiring to Bognor as 
Archbishop” would be en-
tirely inappropriate as the 
title of my autobiography. 
When I was at BHCHS, my 
reluctance to apply my mind 
earned me a place in the 
Underachievers Club (1960 
chapter). As a result, there 
was no question of building 
relationships with masters. 
Indeed, the very idea was 
unthinkable. For them too, I 
would bet! 

More Letters…… 
(Having said that, there was 
an exception in Doc Ray, 
whose work in creating and 
sustaining both a choir and 
an orchestra (and I had a 
place in both) was un-
equalled. I can still remem-
ber performing music from 
the Messiah at a concert for 
parents, about 1959. Was 
this Doc’s finest hour?) 
I do not feel strongly enough 
about this that I would re-
fuse to join the OBs, but 
what made my five years 
tolerable was the boys with 
whom I spent that time, in 
the most exciting decade 
ever in which to be a teen-
ager. 
So – to all my contemporar-
ies who helped to make 
those days so memorable, I 
say thanks and good luck to 
you all! 
And by the way…..just 
where is Clive “Fred” Fisher 
hiding? I think he owes me 
some money! 

BACK IN the early 60s, when I first 
arrived in Canberra I lived in a very 
comfortable government run hostel. 
It was so far up market that it even 
had waitress service at the evening 
meal. One evening I glanced up at 
the other three inhabitants of my 
little table and was amazed to find 
Chris Aplin, an old Buck from the 
year ahead of me seated opposite. 
Not only was he in the same hostel, 
but he had come to work for the 
same Australian government or-
ganisation, and in the same general 
area! 
Time passed by, during which we 
both built and occupied our own 
houses. Chris was interested in 
Lagonda cars - see his article 
‘Bottom of the Dreamtime’ in the 
May 2002 edition of OB News. On 
an overseas trip to UK he had 
bought a Lagonda, and had it 
shipped it out to Australia. He 
asked me if I would be willing to 
take my Land Cruiser with a car 
trailer, which he would hire, and for 
us to go up to Sydney to Chullora, a 
railway switchyard where they also 
unloaded containers from overseas, 
to load the new/old car and bring it 
back to Canberra. No sweat. What 
could be easier? 
First qualms. The trailer was huge 
and heavy, but no problem for the 
Land Cruiser. We chuntered up to 
Sydney in the morning, got stuck 
into the paper work, and by early 
afternoon, we were ready to start 
loading. I was expecting the 
Lagonda to be a large, long car, but 
it was only when it came to loading 
the thing that I realised just how 
long that car was. Despite the size 
of the trailer, the car was even 
longer; in fact only the front quarter 
of the back wheel made it onto the 
trailer deck. I gulped, and even the 
stoical Chris looked discomfited. 
I suppose the sensible thing to do 
would have been to off-load the car 
there and then, and put it back into 
the container for commercial trans-
port the two hundred odd miles to 
Canberra. But Chris was made of 
sterner stuff, and being an engi-
neer, this was his territory. He had 

The Adventures of Two 
Old Bucks in Oz 
By John Hambley (BHCHS 1950-57) 

noticed that if the ramps by which 
we had loaded the car onto the 
trailer were lifted to about 35 de-
grees up, and tied to the car, then 
the ramps would stay in position 
and keep the back of the car on the 
trailer. All that was then needed 
was to secure the front of the car 
and we were in business. 
Everything seemed to be going 
well, the weather looked good, and 
there was nothing to worry about - 
was there? I should have been 
more on my guard. By this time, it 
was evening rush hour, and this 
enormous rig headed out to do 
battle. Not surprisingly, we found 
few Sydney drivers, who normally 
just love to carve up interstate 
drivers (and especially those from 
Canberra), who wanted to do any-
thing but keep right out of our way. 
They would probably have taken 
this attitude anyway given the size 
of the rig, but an added inducement 
was that once the rig got above 30 
mph, the trailer wagged - alarm-
ingly! Fortunately the Land Cruiser 
was heavy enough for it not to 
come to grief, but even so, as a 
description, 'alarmingly' was very 
much an understatement. 
So I had to come down to below 30 
mph, and it did not take much men-
tal arithmetic to realise that our ETA 
at Chris' house, on the southern 
extreme of Canberra (Sydney being 
to the north of Canberra), was 
going to be well past midnight. A 
short stop to pre-warn my wife was 
a necessity. What a journey! The 
Cruiser was not particularly difficult 
to drive, but in the circumstances! 
Canberra is ringed by hills, and the 
more sought after blocks in its 
suburbs often back up into these 
hills, with the most desirable blocks 
being highest up, and with these 
blocks often being located at the 
end of quiet cul-de-sacs, with only a 
small turning circle at the end.  
Chris' block had all of these fea-
tures. I plucked up enough courage 
to climb up the correct cul-de-sac, 
and the Cruiser performed admira-
bly well getting up to the turning 
circle at the end, but when I saw his 
drive strips for the first time, I spat 
the dummy, un-hitched the trailer at 
the road end of the drive strips, and 
high-tailed it for home (and bed) 
glad still to be in one piece. 
I do not remember whether I took 
the following day off as a sickie. 

Erratum Oxoniensis 
JH Taylor MA (Oxon) 
Dear Graham Frankel 
I have been following your 
editorial endeavours from a 
benevolent distance and 
must congratulate you on 
making Old Buckwellians 
News such an evocative com-
pilation of a vanished world. 
That said, my Headmaster’s 
eye caught a gross error in 
the recent contribution by 
Peter Godfrey. Godfrey P., 
year of 1939 - yes I think I 
remember him. A bright but 
cheeky boy, whose article I 
note still displays a disre-
spectful schoolboy humour. 
His howler consists in a ref-
erence, perpetrated not once 
but twice, to a ‘Mr Taylor 
MA (Cantab).’ Horresco ref-
erens, as I think Virgil puts 
it. 
Since your worthy publica-
tion would wish, I am sure, 
to be an accurate journal of 
record, I must ask you to 
insert an appropriate edito-
rial correction. You might 
also note that the fact that, 
had I lived, last January 11 
would have been my 100th 
birthday. 
Yours appreciatively 
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attempt to poison the squir-
rels in Valentines Park with 
the appalling banana sand-
wiches my mum always 
gave me. I remember cross 
country runs, a form of pun-
ishment more cruel and 
unusual than anything I 
saw in 30 years’ military 
service. I remember some of 
the marvellous plays – Gali-
leo, Lord of the Flies, Tea-
house of the August Moon 
(with full size jeep and 
flatulent goats), A Man for 
All Seasons. I remember 
mates. It’s quite touching to 
find that some of them re-
member me. 
I went back to the school in 
‘79. I met some members of 
staff who’d been there in my 
day. I remember now, to my 
shame, that I looked on 
these men with some dis-
dain. At 28, I fancied myself 
lean, mean and hard-bitten. 
I’d got a couple of wars un-
der my belt, for goodness’ 
sake. These characters had 
done nothing but repeat 
themselves for the last 10 
years. I left thinking: yes, 
everything is smaller than 
it was. Now, of course. I 
know better. I’m no longer 
so lean, the mean bit is just 
grumpy and I’m not so 
much hard-bitten as moth-
eaten. These good men had 
stayed at their posts, doing 
the most important job of 
all - teaching youngsters. 
So perhaps BHCHS didn’t 
do too bad a job with me. 
After all, they turned out 
the man who personally put 
a stop to Soviet plans for 

seemed not to share some of 
my ideas; my suggestion 
that the way to deal with an 
increasingly ageing popula-
tion was to put everyone 
over 60 in internment 
camps seemed not to go 
down well at all, as I re-
member. In ‘96 I left. Then 
the Air Force started to 
pester me to come back. 
And so in late ‘96 I found 
myself serving as an acti-
vated RAF reservist at-
tached to an Army unit in 
Germany. After four years 
I’d still not figured out why, 
so as my contribution to the 
millennium I resigned and 
came back to beautiful Nor-
folk to live on the colossal 
pension which Her Majesty 
gives me. I find, however, 
that it’s not enough to keep 
me in the mind-expanding 
drugs which I was obliged 
to take to cope with the 
Army, and so I now work 
for a Railway Preservation 
Society. It’s called Railtrack 
or, as we now know it, Con-
signalia. 
I honestly have few memo-
ries of BHCHS (which is a 
ghastly set of initials - it 
sounds like a disease of cat-
tle). I remember setting fire 
to my cap, and I remember 
taking it off. I remember 
going in every morning in 
the sixth form, signing my-
self off the register and 
then getting back on the 
bus to Ilford where I would 

I LEFT BHCHS in 1969 
with fewer qualifications 
than either the teachers or 
my father would have liked. 
Having failed the RAF com-
missioning board I joined 
the service as an airman. I 
became an electronics tech-
nician and spent the next 
few years in out of the way 
places in the UK, wonder-
ing why I hadn’t done what 
I’d told the careers chap at 
school, which was to become 
the first Jewish negro pope. 
Or an astronaut. Anyway, 

in ‘74 I was in Cyprus when 
the Turks invaded, for 
which I take no responsibil-
ity, although I’ve long sus-
pected that my wife may 
have had a hand in it. I 
then wandered around the 
Med and the Middle East 
for a while, before coming 
for the first time to Norfolk, 
which is God’s own county, 
although He does move in a 
mysterious way sometimes. 
In ‘76 I moved to Germany, 
where I spent 3 years toe-
to-toe with the Rooskies, as 
it were. This really was the 
Cold War - the place where 
I worked had a life expec-
tancy of about 10 minutes, 
although this would have 
been ample time for me to 
surrender and then deny 
any involvement. I did the 
whole thing - Checkpoint 
Charlie, East Berlin, Rus-
sians with snow on their 
boots, the lot. (Incidentally, 
in 1993 I was having a 

drink with a Russian Major 
who told me that although 
they did have plans for in-
vading the West, their per-
sonnel and equipment 
would not really have been 
able to do so after 1969. 
When I told him that that 
was the year I joined. he 
said “I know, my friend! 
You are joinink, and so we 
are, how you say, throwink 
in the trowel, da?” “Da”, I 
replied, and gave him an-
other pint of meths). 
I came back in ‘79, and 
worked in various places 
deep beneath the Home 
Counties whose purpose 
and location were so secret 
that if ever I found out 
where I was, and why, and 
who, I was sworn to kill not 
only myself but anyone 
within a 200 yard radius of 
me. In ’80, I was commis-

sioned and became an Air 
Traffic Controller, first in 
Scotland and then for four 
years in Gibraltar. I came 
back in ‘87, once again to 
wonderful Norfolk. I bought 
a house; four days later the 
Air Force posted me back to 
Scotland, the little tinkers. 
I lived on a Navy unit, and 
commuted from Ayrshire to 
home every four days for 
nearly two years. Then, 
having been diagnosed as 
acutely caledonophobic, I 
was sent back to Norfolk, 
serving on various airfields 
and being dispatched occa-
sionally to exotic spots at 
impossibly short notice for a 
few years. 
In ‘95 I retired. I got a job 
with Age Concern. This was 
probably a mistake. My 
fellow staff members 

Flying the Flag  By George Collins 

1974 Oman - Not the one in the night-
shirt 

1985 Gibraltar - Defending the Empire 

1992 UK - Preparing to receive French 
Cavalry 

2002 Norfolk - Comparing Beards 
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He later did my wedding photos as 
a very generous gift, demonstrating 
his talent for assembling an ill-
assorted bunch of people in front of 
a camera and coming away with a 
lively print. 
The last I saw of Steve was about 
1982 or ’83 on his brief return from 
South Africa when he was on crack-
ing good form. That was the thing 
about Steve: when he was on top 
form, no-one was quicker witted or 
funnier. His humour was off-beat 
and surreal, like Milligan’s, but 
sometimes, like Spike, he knew 
periods of morbid depression, 
which inclines me to the unpalat-
able thought that he may have 
taken his own life. 
Be that as it may, the loss of a 
unique friend and contemporary is 
both sad and scary as I’m sure it is 
to all who knew Steve. If I could 
compose an epitaph for Steve, it 
would be to paraphrase Shake-
speare’s Falstaff; “He was not only 
witty in himself, but the cause that 
wit is in other men.” 
jane.kelly@btinternet.com 

(Continued from page 10) 

I FINALLY left Buckhurst 
Hill High School in 1985 
armed with a pathetic 2 
points from two E grade A-
levels. For some unfathom-
able reason almost everyone 
in that year had done a lot 
worse than predicted. I con-
fess that immaturity on my 
part and a failure to ac-
knowledge the knock-on 
importance of the exams 
were chiefly to blame. My 
choice was stark, either 
work in the Thatcherite-
motivated city like so many 
of my counterparts or choose 
between the exotic locations 
of Humberside, Crewe or 
Northampton for a period of 
higher education. I chose 
Hull because the course in-
cluded French, the only sub-
ject apart from English I 
had felt inspired in, and two 
years later in 1988 came out 
with an HND Business 
Studies with French and 
European Marketing. All set 
to become a Marketing Rep 
or some such, I soon realised 
that this was not my path at 
all and so I drifted for the 
next few years, travelling 
through India and South 
East Asia with my old Buck-
hurst Hill friend Paul 
Newland (likewise class of 
84/85). In 1990 he also ac-
companied me as we criss-
crossed the States in a 1968 
Buick Electra (halcyon 
days). Searching for an an-
chorage on return, I then 
settled down to study for a 
B.Ed in French at Bristol 
University in 1991. Two 
years later I was a trained 
teacher and was supposed to 
head off directly to the front 
line where no doubt any 
idealism I had harboured 

The Long and Winding Road 
By Will Stone (BHCHS 1978-85) 

about ‘changing peoples 
lives’ would be swiftly anni-
hilated by the immense 
stress of classroom survival. 
I remembered back to how 
at Buckhurst Hill we would 
see how long it was before 
we had the trainee teacher 
in tears and fleeing for Mr 
Colgate, and how “HAC” 
would dramatically sweep 
through in his black gown 
and make this speech about 
the ‘sword of Damocles fal-
ling amongst us..’ and we 
would sit in silence after he 
had left, trying to assess 
who would be read out on 
the detention list in assem-
bly the next morning… 
Instead of beginning a 
teaching post here in the UK 
I decided to leave England 
and spend some time in 
Paris, where I taught Eng-
lish and worked in booksell-
ing and translation. It was a 
fateful decision, as this was 
also the period in which I 
began to evolve and develop 
as a writer. I returned from 
Paris in the mid-nineties 
and then studied for an MA 
in Literary Translation at 
the University of East An-
glia, Norwich. I finally felt I 
was actually doing what I 
was meant to be doing, 
which came as quite a relief 
and since then have been 
publishing translations and 
poems regularly in journals. 
A book of my poetry transla-
tions from French appeared 
in late 1999 and several 
more projects are in various 
stages of completion. I have 
now also moved into free-
lance work and write re-
views and articles for the 
Times Literary Supplement 
and other papers. Currently 
I am working on a transla-
tion of a Belgian novel for an 
English publisher and pre-
paring a collection of my 
own poetry. Unfortunately 
fate has not be so kind with 
regards to my health, as I 
have been suffering from the 
debilitating condition of ME 
– Chronic Fatigue Syndrome 
for many years now. I am 
improving gradually but it is 
a long and difficult road, and 
one wonders whether one 

will ever get back to those 
days of 100% fitness. 
As for my memories of the 
school, they are both endear-
ing and a little disturbing. 
One teacher stands out for 
me, as he seems to have 
done for so many others. JB 
Whaler would always start 
the lesson by rubbing his 
hands and saying ‘hold onto 
your hats and here we go…’ 
His lessons were always a 
success and it all seemed so 
effortless. He was a true 
professional. No one misbe-
haved and yet he wasn’t 
shouting and snarling like 
other teachers. He was a 
natural. I am sure that with-
out his inspiration I might 
well have let French slip 
away during ‘O’ and ‘A’ level 
choices, and virtually all 
that has happened to me 
since school has had French 
as a major component. My 
memories are of a school 
which was struggling with 
the new system of 
‘selected’ (eleven plus pass-
ers) and ‘non- selected’ pu-
pils in the late seventies. 
This created an unhelpful 
atmosphere of winners - the 
classes W and X, and the 
losers Y and Z, a simmering 
envy and mistrust between 
pupils and resulted in more 
bullying and fear. The first 
years were for me a daily 
torment as, small for my 
age, as well as sensitive and 
shy I was inevitably picked 
on. As a chocolate bar was 
plucked from my grasp by 
some monstrous skinhead on 
the very first day, I realised 
that here only the watchful 
and careful survive. To 
blend into the background 
was the answer and get 
through as best you could. I 
always felt that BHCHS was 
mourning a more orderly 
and innocent past and that 
the school had been rudely 
awakened by modern urban 
social degeneration in those 
years. There was a sense of 
decline, though the standard 
of teaching and the tradition 
remained intact. Happier 
memories are of racing 
across the air strip behind 
the school on sports days 

and swimming galas trying 
to evade Mr Barber or Mr 
Drury patrolling the perime-
ter. These were always great 
occasions for ‘bunking off’ 
early, and to succeed 
brought a warm glow of hav-
ing beaten the system! A 
warm glow was less than 
forthcoming though during 
the insane cross country 
sessions with Lionel Marsh 
at the helm, forcing us 
through flooded ditches 
around the river Roding on 
freezing winter days. I re-
member afterwards the 
wheezing of strained lungs, 
the ripe odour of mud, sweat 
and steam in the changing 
rooms as cursing boys fum-
bled with shirt buttons, 
their fingers so frozen they 
could hardly move them…I 
also gained much from the 
commendable Duke of Edin-
burgh Award scheme, some-
how managing to complete 
the gold award, after all 
those trips to The Black 
Mountains or the Peak Dis-
trict with Mr Lowry, who 
memorably once called us a 
‘pack of wankers’ when we 
couldn’t get the tent up. I 
remember thinking, oh, so 
he’s actually a real person 
and not just a teacher… 
Will@peripherique.freeserve.co.uk 
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David Moss (1942)  Upon leaving 
BHCHS I drifted into a job with an 
insurance broker at Lloyds. Two 
years later I entered the RAF on 
mandatory National Service. I as-
pired to aircrew, preferably pilot, but 
the RAF demanded a 5-year com-
mitment before providing such 
training and that I was not prepared 
to give. I also indicated a prefer-
ence for an overseas assignment 
(Rhodesia was my first choice) but 
the RAF sent me to Colerne, near 
Bath, for two years. Upon escaping 
the RAF I chose not to return to 
insurance but drifted again into data 
processing with a company called 
Powers-Samas. This company was 
one of many that came by acquisi-
tion and merger to form ICL. I was 
with them from 1951 until 1957, 
feeling much of that time that both I 
and the company were going no-
where. 
In 1954 I married Valerie Park (ex 
LCHS). We are still together. In 
early 1957 we emigrated to Can-
ada. We arrived in Montreal with 
two children, few possessions and 
106 dollars in the bank – but also 
no debts! I also had a job but not a 
good one and after a few weeks I 
got hired by Canadian Pacific Rail-
way. CPR had just taken delivery of 
the first computer in Canada, an 
IBM 705, and almost immediately I 
was put to work writing programs 
for it. It turned out that I had finally 
found a line of work that I loved and 
was rather good at! By 1960 we 
were entirely sick of Canadian 
winters. Also I found myself learn-
ing more about railroading than 
computing. So, on a brief vacation 
at Cape Cod we found ourselves 
perusing the Boston Globe while 
lazing on the beach. The Classified 
section contained a few interesting 
ads and when we got back to Mont-
real I spruced up my resume and 
sent it out – and heard nothing for a 
while. Had almost forgotten the 
whole thing when a telegram ar-
rived asking me to be in Boston the 
next day, a ticket was awaiting me 
at the airport. Well, I got the job. 
The company was then called Min-
neapolis Honeywell and about 3 
months later (it took that long to get 
through the immigration process) 
we drove down to Boston with a 
moving van trailing way behind (it 
broke down along the way, we 
learned later) with our belongings. 

Honeywell was then just breaking 
into the computer business with a 
machine called the Honeywell 800. 
They had hired a start-up company 
called Computer Sciences Corpora-
tion to provide some of the major 
software for this computer. It was 
CSC’s first contract. I was assigned 
to work alongside the CSC dream 
team.  It was great experience and 
when the contract was up CSC 
offered me a job. I liked Honeywell 
and I felt bad about leaving them 
after only a year and a half but we 
had just had our third child and at 
that moment he was in Children’s 
Hospital with pneumonia in the 
middle of a New England winter 
and I was being offered considera-
bly more money to work in sunny 
Southern California, and CSC 
would pay our moving expenses, 
including flying us out first-class! It 
took nanoseconds (a term not in 
use at that time) to make that deci-
sion! 
So, for the second time in 5 years, 
the Moss family relocated 3000 
miles westward having never previ-
ously seen where we were moving 
to! Since that day in March 1962, 
however, California has been our 
home. In particular, we settled in 
Palos Verdes, a few miles south of 
Los Angeles. But that doesn’t mean 
that we stayed put! During the 19 or 
so years that I worked for CSC 
headquartered in California we 
spent one year in Holland, two 
years in Germany and one year in 
Italy – all separate trips overseas. I 
also got to spend a few weeks in 
both London and Paris. Interesting 
times, especially travelling with a 
family which had expanded to four 
even before the stint in Holland. 
The youngest was less than 6 
months when we embarked on that 
adventure. 
During all that time the work was 
usually stimulating, being a mixture 
of systems software, compiler-
writing and some, mostly commer-
cial, applications. Some of the work 
was groundbreaking in its time. In 
1986 CSC ran out of suitable work 
for me in Southern California and 
by now I really did not want to travel 
any more so I went out contracting 
with Northrop and then Boeing, 
both aircraft manufacturers. In 1993 
Northrop talked me into becoming a 
full-time employee again. I worked 
on software for the production lines 
of the B2 Stealth bomber and the F- 

18 fighter and I retired from there 
some 5 years later in 1998. 
In retirement we chose to live in 
Palm Desert, some 130 miles east 
of Los Angeles, which enjoys one of 
the world’s great climates from 
October to May. The remaining 
months we escaped the desert heat 
by retreating to the 7000 feet level 
in the local mountains less than 2 
hours drive from home. In both 
locations we play tennis most days 
and have not yet felt old enough to 
take up golf. We have also taken a 
few trips. We were in England dur-
ing 1998 and 2000. In 2001 we 
were in Australia and New Zealand 
for about 5 weeks – wonderful time. 
In 2002, we went to Russia and did 
the river cruise from St Petersburg 
to Moscow. We had a great time; 
felt perfectly safe (except for the 
minor threat of opportunistic beg-
gars and pickpockets) and had no 
clue that a month later 750 people 
would be held hostage in a theatre 
there. Back from Russia and North-
rop asked if I might be interested in 
doing some contract work for them. 
It was flattering to be asked and 
with the stock market in the tank for 
3 years there was an incentive to 
rejoin the working class for a spell. 
So I have now entered my sixth 
decade (50’s thru 00’s) of writing 
computer code for a living, and 
seventh decade of working in any 
capacity. Retirement was great – 
but you never get a day off! 

Ray Ginn (1945)  On leaving 
BHCHS and following National 
Service with the RAF I returned to 
work for the Pearl Assurance Co 
Ltd as it then was. I spent virtually 
the whole of my working life with 
the Pearl followed by two years with 
the Hibernian Insurance Co Ltd. 
consequent upon some of the gen-
eral tidying up in the insurance 
industry until my retirement in 1996. 
Not a terribly exciting working life, I 
am afraid. Still, it paid the mort-
gage. 

Colin Martin (1945)  I joined SW 
Essex School of Art at Walthams-
tow Tech, where I met Ken Russell 
and his wife Shirley and, in the 
common room, learned to play jazz 
banjo from Tony (Lonnie) Donegan. 
Played with Moe Elson’s band in 
which ex-5a member Geoff Mark-
ovitch was the drummer. In 1952 I 
was called up for National Service 
with the Essex Regiment at Warley  

Barracks. I signed on as short-term 
Regular in the Royal Engineers. 
Trained as a draughtsman at the 
School of Military Survey in New-
bury then posted to JARIC (UK) at 
Oxford for remainder of service. 
After demob, I changed my name to 
Martin-Ashwell following my 
mother’s second marriage. I joined 
the West Essex Gazette in Epping 
but left in 1957 to form, with two 
friends, Strive Publicity Service 
based in Harlow. Met and married 
Anne Huggins of Buckhurst Hill but 
later divorced. Love of cars and 
motor racing prompted the move to 
join Ashley Laminates, the sports 
car body manufacturers, operating 
from premises next to the Robin 
Hood pub on the Epping New 
Road. The Sales Manager at Ash-
leys was John Harris, another Old 
Buckwellian. 
When Ashleys folded in 1962, to-
gether with four other ex-
employees, I formed Cobramold, a 
reinforced plastics company with a 
factory on Stansted Airfield. Two 
years later, I joined ex-client Lotus 
Cars in Delamare Road, Cheshunt 
during the great Jim Clark era and 
was Sales Promotion Manager 
when the Company moved to Nor-
folk in 1966. The following year, I 
joined performance car dealer Rob 
Walkers, at Corsley Garage in 
Wiltshire, as Wholesale Director. 
While living in Warminster, married 
Christine Dennis from Westcliff-on 
Sea in 1968. Later moved to the 
Company’s head office in Bourne-
mouth and, following the flotation 
and expansion of the company, was 
appointed Group Publicity Director. 
After takeover of Rob Walkers by 
Caffyns, I left to work with friends in 
a couple of business ventures be-
fore joining The Carphone Group in 
Frome, Somerset as Wholesale 
Manager. When Carphone was 
taken over by Cable & Wireless, I 
returned to the motor trade as Gen-
eral Manager of Cavallino, the 
Ferrari dealers, back in the old Rob 
Walker premises at Corsley. 
Now, retired, age 68, happily mar-
ried to Christine for 34 years, still 
living in Bournemouth, and with 
daughter Jane, living 10 miles away 
in Ringwood. Passing the time 
learning to play electric guitar, 
watercolour painting, trying to work 
a PC and taking every opportunity 
to visit La Belle France to enjoy the 
good life with friends. 

Where are they now? 
Thanks again to everyone who sent me information for this section. I have now collected together all the items 
included in the first 8 editions (almost 600) and may publish them separately if there is enough interest. In the 
meantime, if you haven’t yet sent me any information about yourself I look forward to hearing from you! 
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Douglas Thomas (1946)  I started 
my secondary education at East 
Barnet Grammar School and did 
not arrive at BHCHS until autumn 
1948. My memories of the three 
years spent at BHCHS are happy. 
The only regret I have is that the 
curriculum varied quite a lot from 
East Barnet, particularly in science 
and foreign languages, and I was 
unable to adapt fully in all subjects. 
I am certain that my education 
suffered as a result. 
Our 1946 intake year was the first 
to take the new GCE exam in sum-
mer, 1951. My recollection is that it 
was a bit of a disaster and that 
many of my class mates returned to 
take the exam again at the end of 
the autumn term. My mum could 
not afford to keep me at school and 
I was packed off to start a career at 
16 in the Merchant Navy with 5 O 
Levels to my name. I don’t remem-
ber much about the staff, but I do 
remember who must have been the 
finest teacher I was ever taught by. 
His name was Dolman and he was 
a crack shot with a wooden backed 
blackboard duster, which would fly 
straight and true at the head of any 
boy who dared to usurp his author-
ity. Needless to say, he dragged me 
and others from being an ignora-
mus with numbers at the beginning 
of the fifth year to an O Level in 
maths at the end of it, and later, to 
my delight, in trigonometry which I 
used as a professional navigator at 
sea. His love for mathematics lit the 
subject up and I feel eternally grate-
ful to him. I understand that he left 
BHCHS to become headmaster at 
Huddersfield Grammar School. 
Then there was the famous Tommy 
Leek, Head of Geography, Barnet 
and England amateur soccer inter-
national, all this managed on one 
lung. My geography master was a 
smaller, rather dapper man with a 
sharpish nose. I don’t remember his 
name, but I do remember him as a 
good man. In the summer of 1951, 
he took a large party of us on a 
YHA cycling tour of Wales. 800 
miles and all on his own. Could we 
see that happening today? I also 
remember a rather fearsome school 
secretary who rode a 500cc Match-
less motor bike and wore black 
leathers. 
My seafaring career lasted barely 
11 years. I saw quite a lot of the 
world on oil tankers, though not 
much of the highly civilised parts. 
Tankers rarely seemed to get close 
to them. Sea faring wasn’t really for 
me but I stayed the course until I 
got a Master’s Ticket and left when 
I was 27. I sort of drifted into man-
agement services – work study, 
O&M, personnel and industrial 
relations. If I have a real regret 
about  

my life it is that I have not yet dis-
covered my true talent, though I 
expect many of us would admit to 
that. I have worked for the BP 
Tanker Company, Dolcis Shoe 
Company, Joe Lyons the catering 
and food company, and in local 
government for 19 years with the 
London Borough of Bromley. I was 
made redundant in 1990 at the age 
of 55 and since then have been a 
part time self employed manage-
ment consultant working mainly in 
Quality Assurance. In the mid-80s I 
was Branch Secretary of my local 
NALGO Trade Union branch with 
almost 1800 members. I have not 
worked now for a year, but do not 
really want to retire yet. I married in 
1959 (43 years now) and have two 
sons. My wife Mary works part time 
as a secretary at St Christopher’s 
Hospice in Sydenham. 
Bill Dunn (1947)  Your last issue of 
OB News featuring my Uncle Alan 
stirred me to write. I was granted an 
interview with Spud Taylor at 11 
years of age, I was terrified! The 
interview went well until he asked 
me how many pence in a pound. 
Mental Arithmetic was my one 
strength, but I froze. I failed. At 
thirteen I was back as a ‘late devel-
oper’. No interview this time. Uncle 
Alan informed me he had been 
given the job during the summer 
holidays of teaching me French as I 
was to start in the Second Year and 
would be a year behind the rest of 
the class. This brilliant idea devised 
by Mr Taylor was a complete fail-
ure. Placed in the bottom stream 
with just a few French verbs in my 
repertoire I struggled. Homework 
completed with the help of one gas 
light (we had no electricity at home) 
seemed to take forever. I had at this 
time joined the ATC which took up 
two full evenings a week. By the 
end of the third year, my exam 
results were so good I was moved 
from the bottom stream to the top 
stream but too late to study Latin. I 
had to make a whole new set of 
friends. Names that spring to mind, 
Brian Thurgood. who was brilliant at 
building radios, Tubby Tarlton, who 
was into model aeroplanes and 
Dave Clarke who, like me, owned 
an air rifle. On our bikes and armed 
with a box of pellets we became the 
scourge of the Epping neighbour-
hood. Meanwhile my ATC career 
was taking off. I was promoted to 
Sergeant and also awarded ten 
hours flying in Chipmunks at RAF 
Hornchurch. I was passing exams 
in Navigation, Meteorology, Morse 
Code and Flight Engineering. Then 
came the ‘O’ levels. I think my other 
interests, plus the quantum leap 
from C stream to R stream was too 
much. I only managed Maths — no 
surprise to Mr Dolman, and Geog 

raphy — a total surprise to Tommy 
Leek. The final word was from 
Spud, who informed me ‘Dunn, you 
couldn’t speak King’s English when 
you arrived, and four years on you 
are no better’. 
Out into the World I went wanting to 
be a Draughtsman, but had no clue 
as to how to achieve this aim. So, I 
ended up applying to the North 
British and Mercantile Insurance 
Company in the City. Other mem-
bers of BHCHS who worked for the 
firm were Brian Thurgood and Law-
rence Gooderham who became an 
Actuary and moved on. At this time 
I was awarded a Flying Scholarship 
with the ATC and acquired my 
Pilot’s Licence on Tiger Moths, 
flying from Marshals Airfield outside 
Cambridge. A whole new life beck-
oned. I joined a hundred or so other 
hopefuls at RAF Hornchurch for 
aircrew selection. After a week of 
IQ tests, dexterity and leadership 
tests, plus a rigorous medical, we 
were down to a dozen. The final 
interviews reminded me of Spud 
when I was eleven, except there 
were three interviewers. After I had 
divulged that ‘no my father did not 
have a bank account’ and they 
gleaned that my father was only a 
milkman, I was asked how long I 
had suffered from a nervous tic. 
This I had suffered from while swot-
ting for my ‘O’levels and came at 
moments of stress. Needless to say 
my rejection letter duly arrived and 
so to National Service. I spent this 
at Fighter Command HQ like a mole 
underground as a fighter plotter 
with not an aircraft in sight, finally 
making Corporal. I later did two 
weeks reserve training at RAF 
North Weald. Our work took us to 
Kelvedon Hatch and it now boasts 
the title of Secret Atomic Shelter. 
They even have the cheek to 
charge the public entry fees. I have 
not availed myself of this offer. 
Back to the then NB&M which later 
became the Commercial Union. I 
joined the Firm’s Rifle Club and 
also the Epping Rifle Club. I quickly 
became Secretary of the latter, no 
one else wanting the job. I had to 
organise the Annual Dinner and 
was informed that I was expected to 
bring a partner. Oh dear, in des-
peration I invited an attractive red 
headed secretary from a shipping 
company who I used to see at 
coffee break in Fenchurch Street. 
We married four years later, moved 
to Chelmsford and have been to-
gether for 42 years. At the age of 
57 I was made an offer I could not 
refuse. As Assistant Manager Pen-
sions Admin I retired with a huge 
smile on my face. My son turned 
out to be a better rifle shot than me 
and his golf handicap of seven 
against my 21  

has convinced me that I wasn’t born 
to be competitive. I now settle for 
short mat bowls, just to keep my 
wife company. My daughter has 
produced two lovely grandchildren, 
with another soon to be born. My 
life now consists of ‘jobs on the list’ 
which sometimes get completed, 
eventually! I receive my Company’s 
Pensioners News each quarter and 
always go to the Obituaries just to 
check my name isn’t there. An after 
thought, most of my contemporaries 
will remember me as ‘Basher 
Dunn’. Nothing to do with fisticuffs, I 
got the nickname one day wielding 
a rounders bat. 

Hugh Brothers (1948) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I was one of a group of about ten 
boys from Epping, who in 1948 
started at BHCHS, most of us hav-
ing to journey to school by Central 
Line in the days of steam. I had the 
good fortune to be allocated to 
Hainault House, but this has proba-
bly nothing to do with the fact that 
they were Cock House for 4 years 
running. However, I was able to 
contribute my little bit, especially in 
the fields of athletics and cross-
country running. Under the fine 
leadership of Brian Davis as House 
and School Team Captain, I was 
encouraged to represent the school 
at both of the above events for 
several seasons. Does anyone else 
out there remember the mass start 
of the London schools’ cross-
country championships at Parlia-
ment Hill Fields, up what seemed to 
be a 1-in-4 mountain side? I had 
the good luck to be taught by 
“Spud” Taylor’s generation of staff 
whose names keep cropping up in 
OB News, e.g. Bernard Samways, 
Tommy Leek, “Wacko” Watkinson, 
Pete Sillis, Archie Winmill, “Mac” 
McCollin, “FAS” Scott, Ed Dolman, 
etc. etc. Despite their threats and 
doubts I did manage to do enough 
work to get my A-Levels but had to 
postpone university life for two 
years while serving in the Far East 
(of Anglia) as a radio fitter with the 
RAF. Upon finishing my National 
Service, I joined the aircraft firm of 
Handley Page, with whom I served 
a graduate apprenticeship, qualify-
ing via Northampton Polytechnic 
(now City University) in London and  
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settled down to my career as a 
Stress Engineer working on Victor 
and Herald aircraft. Unfortunately, 
upon the Government’s rationalisa-
tion of the aerospace industry, HP 
went to the wall and I moved for a 
spell to Cossor Radar at Harlow. 
This was followed by a “temporary” 
move to Marconi Radar at Chelms-
ford, which lasted 33 years until I 
took early retirement four years 
ago. I have lived in Chelmsford 
since I married Pat in 1968. My two 
sons still live in the area, but no 
sign of the next generation as yet. I 
am enjoying my retirement and 
doing the usual things such as DIY 
for my sons’ homes! I have also 
been hooked on genealogy for 
some years, so can appreciate the 
problems involved in trying to find 
lost persons! I was sad to read of 
the untimely passing of my class-
mates Brian Davis and David On-
wood, but was pleased to read 
about others who have made a 
name for themselves such as Terry 
Hardiman and Mike Standen. Any 
former classmates can e-mail me at 
brothers.family@tiscali.co.uk 
Eric Prentice (1950)  On leaving 
school my name went onto the 
County Scholarship Board, and as I 
was part of a group of six going to 
Manchester we had to pay a sixth 
each for the shield to adorn the 
school hall wall. After University I 
tried teaching for a year at Mayfield 
School, Ilford, (B. Moore was also 
there) and then I joined the dole 
queue (P. King was there). I took up 
computer programming on LEO 
computers at CAV Acton where I 
stayed modelling the workings of 
diesel fuel pumps and combustion 
processes until I retired in 1995. 
Nobody at BHCHS told me about 
machines that could do my sums 
for me (I was told how to use a slide 
rule). I got married, had three chil-
dren and now have two grandchil-
dren. OB News has prompted many 
memories. The “Mallison” board 
names reminded me of a photo-
graph I have of me in a school play 
with T. Hardiman (the Demon 
Headmaster). I found I could sprint 
and ran 100 and 220 yds races but 
the one sports day medal I am 
missing was when I ran against Jeff 
Meddings at 440 yds and lost. I also 
took up playing hockey in the 3rd 
year and joined the 1st XI. 
 That year at the Agriculture Col-
lege at Writtle on a cold bleak after-
noon I was told by Meddings & 
Abrahams to go on the wing and 
stand at the touch line and wait for 
their goal relieving passes from 
defence and set up the attack. I 
missed stopping most of their 
passes and we lost by double fig-
ures. RAF Chigwell used to play us  

as well and beat us - they did have 
county players in their team. I admit 
I gave up athletics and hockey on 
leaving school. I was a member of 
the school choir and orchestra 
under Don Ray (it is good to see he 
is still playing the piano) and paying 
towards the numerous batons he 
broke at rehearsals. I am still sing-
ing in choirs. 
I remember the Rape of the Clots - 
the meths smell of each just read-
able copy. I have a good memory of 
Pete Sillis recounting an episode of 
Journey into Space to a fellow 
teacher walking down Roding Lane 
with all the sound effects. His air-
lock door was a joy to hear. “FAS” 
reminds me of the real fire alarm we 
had when during lunch a tar boiler 
on the roof caught alight and in 
front of the whole school in the 
playground Mr Scott went up the 
ladder with a fire extinguisher and 
put the fire out before the fire en-
gines arrived. I had little contact 
with Mr Taylor but was called to his 
office while I was creating 
“something” in the Chem. lab. and 
nearly gassed the rest of the sci-
ence sixth - I had left it outside the 
fume cupboard. One evening there 
was a training exercise at RAF 
Chigwell where soldiers were hiding 
in the bushes in front of the school 
waiting to attack the RAF camp until 
they were attacked with water 
bombs from the Chem. lab. From 
the 4th year onwards I took part in 
Industrial visits arranged by 
“Mac”(McCollin) and enjoyed them 
because at University I joined the 
Student Industrial Group where the 
Industrial visits became weekly. I 
also became involved on their com-
mittee as its treasurer. The treas-
urer seed was sown and I have 
been treasurer and trustee to vari-
ous bodies since then (Playgroups, 
Church, Spina Bifida Assoc., Guide 
Assoc. and Choirs). 
Other than the good education I 
received at BHCHS I was taught by 
taking part in after school activities 
to give back to society as well as 
taking out, plus enjoying myself at 
the same time. 

Rod Atkins (1955) I left BHCHS to 
go to Birmingham University where 
I studied Chemical Engineering, 
eventually leaving in March 1969 
with a Ph.D. (actually gained in 
1972). I joined The Associated 
Octel Co Ltd based in Ellesmere 
Port, Cheshire, and retired from that 
company in 1999 as Manager 
Health, Safety and Environmental 
Affairs. 
Since then I have been working 
part-time as a consultant and look-
ing forward to the day my wife also 
retires (next year I hope) when I will 
also stop working finally. 

Nicholas Luckett (1955)  After 
BHCHS I proceeded to Christ 
Church, Oxford, where one of my 
tutors was John Burrow (BHCHS 
1943-50). I followed my degree with 
a Dip Ed in Oxford, and then spent 
the next 34 years in schools around 
the country. Elaine and I were mar-
ried in 1967, when we were both 
teaching in the old West Riding of 
Yorkshire. We moved to Bath, then 
to Bradford-on-Avon in Wiltshire 
where our three children were born 
(Tim, Abigail and Ben). We moved 
to the Isle of Wight, then to Hert-
fordshire, then Oxfordshire, then 
Staffordshire. During a period of 21 
years I was Head of three Middle 
Schools, in Herts, Beds, and Staffs. 
In 1998 I was ordained and, along 
with my wife worked in a local min-
istry team where we lived in the 
diocese of Lichfield. In August 2002 
we moved to Gloucester Diocese, 
where I have charge of two village 
churches in the Cotswolds. 
I still play the flute from time to time, 
now usually with Elaine on the 
guitar to lead the singing in a 
church service. I have many memo-
ries of singing and playing under 
the baton of Donald Ray, and of 
turning over the music at the piano 
recitals he gave with a colleague of 
his. He left when I was half way 
through the “A” level music course, 
and was succeeded by John Rip-
pin, who found him a hard act to 
follow. We boys did not make it any 
easier! 

Philip Harper (1957)  It was won-
derful to receive news from 
BHCHS, 40 years after I left, 12,000 
miles away, on the Central Coast of 
New South Wales. My main memo-
ries are of a pleasant school, in the 
picturesque Essex countryside 
where I made many friends. Aca-
demically I struggled, especially in 
the first two years. I was the only 
one of my class of 48 in primary 
school to pass the 11+ scholarship 
exam. I found the transition to High 
School a rather traumatic experi-
ence, and within two years I was at 
the foot, rather than the top of the 
class. After leaving school, I took 
articles with a small firm of Char-
tered Accountants in Fleet Street. 
Upon qualifying, I switched from the 
profession to commerce, first with 
agencies, then the Press Associa-
tion and subsequently the Hawker 
Siddeley Group. 
I met my wife Sheilagh, who comes 
from Glasgow, while on holidays in 
Ibiza. We married in 1974 and 
immediately emigrated to Sydney, 
as I had been offered the position of 
Senior Internal Auditor with Hawker 
de Havilland in Australia. Emigrat-
ing under the “Australian Govern-
ment Assisted Package Scheme” 
which was subsequently annulled, I  

was therefore one of the last “Ten 
Pound Poms”. However I contend 
that I was duped, as it costs me that 
and more in lottery tickets just 
about every time England and 
Australia clash on a cricket field. 
Our first daughter Kim, was born in 
1976. 26 years later she works as a 
Recruitment Consultant in Chan-
cery Lane for the legal division of 
TMP Worldwide. She previously 
graduated with a BA from the Uni-
versity of Sydney with a double 
major in History and Psychology. 
She then got her Diploma of Educa-
tion and prior to her present job, 
spent two years teaching in secon-
dary schools in Essex! Another 
opportunity took the family to Ja-
maica for two years, to the Long 
Pond Sugar Co (part of the Natural 
Sugar group) in the parish of Tre-
lawney, where I was Business 
Manager. 
In 1979, it was back to Australia in 
time for the birth of our twin daugh-
ters Carol and Dawn. We call them 
the international set –“made in 
Jamaica, Scottish mother, English 
father, born in Australia on St Pat-
rick’s day! Carol has recently gradu-
ated from the University of Technol-
ogy Sydney, obtaining a Batchelor 
of Leisure Management with Dis-
tinction. Having taken on casual 
work for many years she is cur-
rently on holidays in Europe, before 
returning to Australia to find a per-
manent job. Dawn, a computer whiz 
kid, has not as yet gone to Univer-
sity. Having worked for Ansett and 
Channel Seven TV, she is currently 
Executive Assistant with Satyam 
Computer Services Ltd, mainly 
involved in Office Administration 
and Human Resource Manage-
ment. Upon returning to Australia, I 
was engaged as Company Secre-
tary for Implementation and Man-
agement Consultants Pty Ltd who 
specialised in work upon United 
Nations projects. In 1982 Sheilagh 
and I formed a small private com-
pany, Glen Tudor Consulting Ser-
vices Pty Ltd and that is where we 
have been ever since. I currently 
subcontract to four firms of account-
ants and one solicitor in different 
suburbs of Sydney. The guy who 
left England telling his Dad “there is 
no way I’m going to commute from 
Hainault to the city for the rest of 
my life”, has now spent 20 years 
travelling daily two hours each way 
from Woy Woy (Spike Milligan’s 
second home) to Sydney! 
I spend half of my week working for 
Vincent Aboud, an Australian/
Lebanese Chartered Accountant, in 
multicultural Parramatta in the 
western suburbs of Sydney. Vince 
has observed that of the 2,565 Old 
Bucks whom Graham Frankel has  
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contacted not one of them is in 
Lebanon, so if anyone is looking for 
a job……. Social wise in Australia, I 
have spent many pleasant hours 
playing golf, tennis and soccer 
refereeing. There followed 10 years 
of heavy involvement with the 
schools’ Parents and Citizens Asso-
ciation. I was treasurer and subse-
quently president of the local high 
school Association, president of the 
Gosford District Association, treas-
urer of the Metropolitan North Re-
gion and a State Councillor of the 
New South Wales Association. Life 
is more sedate now. Walking along 
the beach, playing Bridge, and 
enjoying wining, dining and dancing 
in the local social clubs which are 
prevalent on the “The Peninsula”, 
with good friends made over time. 
BHCHS was one of the organisa-
tions which helped give me a sound 
education and values of judgement 
that have served me well through-
out life. I wish all ex staff and pupils 
of the school successful careers 
and healthy, happy contented lives. 
Phil Harper, now colloquially known 
as Phil the Pom in Exile, the 
pseudo Aussie, can be contacted 
by email 
on:philthepominexile@hotmail.com 

Simon Foxen (1958) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I left the shelter of BHCHS with a 
singularly unimpressive clutch of 
exam results. Almost immediately I 
followed my father into what was 
then the Midland Bank only to dis-
cover I was expected to achieve ten 
further examinations, in two parts, 
for the Chartered Institute of Bank-
ers if I wanted to progress with any 
distinction. Whilst I cannot pretend 
that my schooldays were the unal-
loyed happiness of fable, this new 
requirement did bring home to me 
the luxury of being able to study 
full-time without the distractions of 
having to earn a living. Pontification 
over! 
I began my banking career in 
Waltham Abbey, Hertfordshire, 
whence I travelled on to Harlow 
New Town. From there I moved to 
the south coast and worked at Lym- 

ington, Highcliffe and the main 
branch in Bournemouth before 
being transferred to Jersey in the 
Channel Islands. Almost as I ar-
rived my labours finally bore fruit 
and I qualified as an Associate of 
the Chartered Institute of Bankers. I 
received a cheque for £150 to rec-
ognise my achievement which I 
promptly endorsed to one of the 
security clerks and, together with 
three other colleagues, became the 
proud owner of a rather sleek 
power boat and several sets of 
water skis. Thus I acquired a new 
sport to add to my first love of sail-
ing and, with the opportunity to play 
squash several times a week, be-
gan a three-year stint of hard work 
but great fun. From Jersey I was 
appointed to the lead branch in 
Reading, Berkshire, where I bought 
my first house (maisonette actually 
but it was all mine and I loved it). It 
was here also that I met and mar-
ried Alison in 1981. 
After that it was Southall and a 
steady progression into London 
with Chiswick, Kew Bridge, Fulham, 
both High Holborn and Holborn 
Circus, South Kensington and, 
finally, Chelsea from where I took 
early retirement two years ago 
having reached the none too dizzy 
heights of Assistant Manager. 
And now? Now I am what is re-
ferred to as a “House Husband”. My 
wife (may God bless her and keep 
her in eternal vitality, not to mention 
employment) has continued to 
work, although I know that she feels 
an early retirement coming on too, 
and there is always a quid pro quo. 
I divide my time, none too equally 
and in no particular order, between: 
house-work; food-shopping (which, 
honestly, I enjoy); cooking (which I 
did most of the time anyway) and a 
healthy (or not) dose of hedonism 
fuelled by the wine I make, in vast 
but somehow never quite adequate 
quantities, in the garage. If abso-
lutely unavoidable I may take some 
modest exercise or have a go at the 
garden if only so that we have 
something pleasant to look at while 
imbibing the odd G & T on the 
patio.    CHEERS! 

Paul Maker (1958)  I went to QMC 
London and graduated in Electrical 
Engineering in 1968. I worked at 
Marconi in Chelmsford for a couple 
of years and then left to work for 
Lucas Gas Turbine in Birmingham. I 
married Fiona Dekkers (called 
Nona) in 1974. Nona was a teacher 
until we moved to New Jersey in 
1977. Our four children, Clare-23, 
Kate-21, Hannah-19 and Mike-16 
were all born in NJ. In 1991 we 
moved to Massachusetts where we 
are now. Nona resumed her teach-
ing career about five years ago and  

we are now in the thick of paying for 
the kids’ education. I still work for 
the same crowd but we’ve been 
taken over several times in the last 
few years. 

David Betts (1959) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I spent 10 years on newspapers in 
and around Essex and East London 
after leaving school, working on the 
West Essex Gazette, Express and 
Independent, Dagenham Post and 
East London Advertiser among 
others. Then I joined Shell in 1977 
to edit an in-house newspaper on a 
three-year contract and ended up 
staying for 20. I filled a number of 
roles for various Shell companies in 
Shell Centre on the South Bank, 
Aberdeen, Shell-Mex House in The 
Strand and finally back in Shell 
Centre, ending up as Corporate 
Communications Manager for Shell 
International. They eventually paid 
me to go away five or six years ago. 
I drifted out of touch with most 
school friends a very long time ago, 
what with my newspaper jobs and 
political interests. I married Ann – 
my secretary when I chaired Wood-
ford Green Young Conservatives - 
in 1971, living in South Woodford 
and Loughton before leaving Essex 
for Aberdeen in the early '80s. 
We’re still together and have a 26-
year-old daughter, Sarah, 
These days we’ve lived in the same 
pretty Berkshire Thameside village 
for 16 years, where I'm a member  

of the parish council. I also run a 
small consultancy specialising in 
motoring and motor sport PR, as 
well as doing some corporate work 
on issues and stakeholder commu-
nications (always interested in new 
clients). I’m still a big Chelsea fan, 
although these days I limit myself to 
watching on Sky Sports. I’m keen 
on dogs (just one Bearded Collie at 
the moment) and long walks, hav-
ing completed the Wainwright 
coast-to-coast, Scottish coast-to-
cost and Offa’s Dyke in recent 
years. I’m also as big a motor sport 
enthusiast as ever, acting as a 
moderator of the big-8 newsgroup 
rec.autos.sport.f1.moderated. As a 
member of the Goodwood Road 
Racing Club, I spend at least six 
days at Goodwood every year. I 
also have lots of fun with my own 
Subaru Impreza Turbo and Mini 
Cooper (a real one, not that BMW 
thing), not to mention my custom-
ers' cars. 
One of my customers is DJ 
Sportscars International (DAX) in 
Harlow, so I get over to Essex at 
least once a month and, as you can 
imagine, the cars are quite exciting. 
‘Buzzed’ the old school in a 400bhp 
Cobra replica recently, but resisted 
the temptation to whip down the 
drive and do a couple of donuts. 

Steve Dawson (1968)  I left 
BHCHS in slightly odd circum-
stances. Having completed O Lev-
els I had fully intended to return to 
take A’s (in what I have no recollec-
tion), with the prospect of heading 
off to further education a distinct 
possibility. However, by this time I 
had joined Buckhurst Hill Cricket 
Club for which I am for ever grateful 
to Pete Sears for the suggestion 
and was in need of funds to finance 
a new weekend pastime. I took a 
summer holiday job in Denman 
Street, just around the corner from 
Soho, and had my eyes opened 
wide to the big beautiful world that 
lay in wait. Suddenly, the prospect  

David Betts (left) and Jeff Hooker admire Frank Mattick’s Sprite c.1964. Photo A Chase 
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of returning to school, the company 
once more of some pretty childish 
adolescents, an empty pocket and 
cross country in the freezing win-
ters, did not foster much in the way 
of appeal. 
So I wrote to HAC, told him I was 
not coming back, and embarked 
upon my working life. Jobs were 
two a penny at the time. I applied 
for two, got offered them both, and 
chose the liquor industry over the 
Civil Service. Why? Because pri-
vate industry offered an extra one 
pound per week for a school leaver 
with five or more O Levels! So that 
was it. My entire school life was 
valued at one pound per week. I 
would still have got the same job 
even without that minimal qualifica-
tion. It rather put things in perspec-
tive for me. BHCHS taught nobody 
anything about how to become an 
adult or the basic art of sociability. 
In this, it was no different from any 
other school at that time, but the 
fact that I had absolutely no desire 
to make contact with any of my ex-
school mates tells its own story. 
I now live in Broxbourne, have been 
married for 21 years and have kids 
aged 12 and 17. I work as a maga-
zine editor for a small “business to 
business” publisher in Waltham 
Abbey. I have had no contact with 
any of my class mates at all since 
leaving, although I did play cricket 
at Buckhurst Hill with Julian Rat-
nage for some years and would like 
to catch up with any that are in the 
vicinity. These I remember with 
some ‘affection’: Peter Bird, Colin 
Bird, Ashley Scott, David Lee, Rich-
ard Reynolds and Andy Smith. Are 
there any of you out there? 
Steven.dawson@ntlworld.com 

David Pizzala (1972)  I moved to 
San Francisco in 1989 working for 
Chevron Corporation. After several 
years of travelling to various third 
world countries in Africa, Latin 
America and the former Soviet 
Union, I settled down and have 
been home-based for the past five 
years. Married to Camila, we have 
a 4 year old daughter Grace. Email 
DRPI@chevrontexaco.com 

John Powter (1972)  Graham has 
finally persuaded me to pen a small 
biography of my life and times since 
leaving BHCHS. I currently live in 
Jakarta, Indonesia - and the final 
straw was when the latest Old 
Bucks newsletter recorded no OBs 
currently residing in Indonesia. I 
had to set the record straight! After 
leaving BHCHS in 1978, I finally 
managed to get a couple of A-
Levels, sufficient to persuade Brigh-
ton Poly to accept me on a History 
& English degree course. The cur-
riculum was in fact one from the  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
neighbouring University of Sussex, 
which is the name borne by the 
certificate - and which has enabled 
me to convince decades of employ-
ers that I have a university degree! 
I have enjoyed employment as, 
amongst others: a tour operator 
area manager, based in France; a 
“marketing officer” for the then 
Highlands & Islands Development 
Agency promoting tourism and 
based in Inverness; an advertising 
copywriter (probably not obvious 
from this!); a ski company area 
manager (just had to do that sea-
son in the alps!); before finally, 
about 12 years ago settling down  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
into my “career” in sales and busi-
ness management. I have been 
working as a business manager for 
the last 6 years for a US-based 
computer technology and consult-
ing company, Landmark Graphics, 
that provide specialist IT products 
and services to the global oil indus-
try. This has been extremely stimu-
lating and rewarding – but also very 
demanding, as I knew (know!) 
nothing about either IT or the oil 
industry. It has also opened up the 
world, as I have got to travel pretty 
widely.  
I have been married for 10 years to 
a lovely lady called Chris and we 
have one (also lovely) daughter 
called Stephanie, aged 7. We 
moved to Indonesia earlier this year 
and it is a fascinating experience. 
It’s also somewhat tense, given the 
current political and social instability 
in the country around the global 
terrorism concern. In fact, the inter-
national schools here were all  

cially enjoyed (naturally!) the “USA 
‘78” school soccer team tour to the 
USA – one of the first organized by 
a British school at the time I be-
lieve. 2003 sees the 25th anniver-
sary of this tour and efforts are 
afoot to reunite the squad for a 
reunion and (horror!) commemora-
tive game against experienced 
pros, who play week-in, week-out. 
Namely – the present Old Bucks 
Football team! Whilst not at all 
looking forward to coaxing forty-
year-old legs to run around a foot-
ball pitch, I am very much looking 
forward to catching up with former 
friends.  
As the “before-and-after” photos 
demonstrate, the fresh-faced 1972 
BHCHS entrant, has morphed (on 
the outside at least!) into the near 
senior citizen that people know 
today!  
So, OB News readers everywhere, 
please note - there is at least one 

PHOTOGRAPHIC MEMORY 

closed for a period of weeks re-
cently, due to concerns for the 
safety of the children. Life here is 
uncertain, as we don’t know what 
the new year will bring for us in 
Indonesia. If matters deteriorate, 
then it’s a possibility that we’ll be 
evacuated out, as international 
companies will deem it too unsafe 
to keep employees and their fami-
lies here. If Mr Bush has his way 
and invades Iraq, then the situation 
here could easily boil over.  
Meanwhile, my daughter goes 
through school gates that have 
posted armed guards, which is a 
little different to the leafy Essex 
environment we experienced at 
BHCHS. (HAC doing bus stop 
duty!).  
I know from personal OB friends 
and from reading the newsletter, 
that BHCHS wasn’t everyone’s cup 
of tea. And I understand that. For 
me however, I have to say that it 
was good; I enjoyed it; and I feel 
lucky to have gone there. I espe-

Two more from the magnificent collection taken by Jeff Harvey (1952-
59). Top: Mr DW Tilley (Maths 1956-59) and Graham Sherwood 
(1952-59). I was advised that Graham Sherwood died a few years ago. 
Bottom: Bill Painter (1952-59) in the Advanced Physics Laboratory. 
Both photos were taken in July 1959. 
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Obituary 

Edmund Burgess (1938-43) 
died in February 1997. 
Edward Cousins (1938-43) 
died in October 1998. 
Derek Elliott (1938-45) 
died in August 2002. He was for 
many years proprietor of the Garth 
Cottage Hotel at Symonds Yat, and 
after selling the hotel moved to 
Ross-on-Wye where he remained for 
the rest of his life. 
Charles Palmer (1938-43) 
died in December 2000. 
Peter Copcutt (1939-44) 
died in August 1992. 
William Perry (1939-46) 
died in June 2000. 
Richard Pywell (1939-44) 
died in December 1998. 
Robert Lightfoot (1940-47) 
died on 1st October 2002 following a 
stroke while on business in South 
Africa. He was a Chartered Patent 
Attorney. 
John Chown (1942-47) 
died in October 1997. 
Derek Discombe (1942-45) 
died in May 1998. 
Gordon Holmes (1942-48) 
died in March 1992. 
Malcolm Kittle (1942-47) 
died in July 1990. 

Eric Newman (1942-47) 
died in March 1996. 
Brian Bowell (1943-48) 
died in January 1997. 
Brian Sparks (1943-48) 
died on 30th May 2002 from multiple 
myeloma. 
Derek Engledow (1944-49) 
died in May 1999. 
Alan Owen (1944-49) 
died in December 2000. 
Keith Barrett (1945-49) 
died in November 1994. 
Roy Barrett (1945-51) 
died in February 1995. 
William Bradford (1945-50) 
died in December 1997. 
Brian E Brown (1945-50) 
died in June 1995. 
John Kingham (1945-50) 
died in December 2001. He lived in 
Paignton, Devon. 
Denis Winner (1945-50) 
died in June 1992. 
John Goodfellow (1946-51) 
died in July 1995. 
Michael W King (1946-54) 
died in January 1990. 
Peter New (1946-51) 
died in November 1998. 
Brian Saley (1946-54) 
died on 16th January 2003. He had 

Ben McCartney 
I AM sad to report that we 
have lost another of the 
original entrants to BHCHS 
and one of the founding 
members of the Old Buck-
wellians Association. Ben 
McCartney (1938-45) died on 
6th December 2002. He had 
been suffering from cancer 
for more than two years. 
For most of his working life 
Ben McCartney ran a build-
ing firm. He had very strong 
family connections with 
BHCHS, having married 

Betty Horne, the sister of 
Bob and Duncan who were 
both pupils. The photo below 
was taken at Ben and 
Betty’s wedding at Seven 
Kings Methodist Church in 
July 1955. 
Top row L to R: Ken Button, 
John Read, Sid Bryett, Buzz 
Morris, Des Slade, Ken 
Guard. 
Bottom row L to R: Bob 
Horne, Ben McCartney, 
Betty McCartney, Roy Par-
tridge, Duncan Horne. 

Sid Bryett 
THE DEATH of Sid Bryett 
in July 2002 was reported in 
the last edition. I received a 
letter from Tony Brazier 
(1938-41) with these memo-
ries… 
Sid was in the A form. He 
was tall and strong and very 
healthy looking with a deep 
voice. He had a rather seri-
ous demeanour and seemed 
much older than his years, 
but a very earnest person, 
totally open and polite and 
ready to exchange words if 
you met him face to face. I 
am sorry I wasn’t able to 
know him more in later 
years, but I still have a men-

tal picture of him hurling a 
massive metal ball on the 
athletics field. I also remem-
ber he used to travel to 
school on his bike which had 
dropped handlebars! - that, 
to me, was a mark of real 
superiority. Some years later 
I remember a photograph of 
him as a member of the Ox-
ford University Athletics 
Team in a national newspa-
per. 
Fortunately, this press re-
port (see below) is among 
the archives that were res-
cued from a skip when the 
School closed. 

been suffering from leukaemia. 
Edward Sear (1946-52) 
died in December 1994. 
John R Taylor (1946-51) 
died in November 1991. 
Alan Evans (1947-52) 
died in April 1995. 
Robert Martin (1947-52) 
died in April 1998. 
Godfrey Tarlton (1947-50) 
died in April 1992. 
John Waskett (1947-53) 
died in May 2000. His career was in 
banking, latterly with TSB in Brigh-
ton. He lived in Ireland after retire-
ment. John was married twice, and 
had two sons from each marriage. 
Peter Childs (1948-53) 
died in April 1995. 
Gerald Green (1948-50) 
died in December 1999. 
Michael Mullins (1948-54) 
died in October 1992. 
Robert G Smith (1948-55) 
died in June 1996. 
Peter Stock (1948-54) 

died in April 1994. 
Barry Bright (1949-54) 
died in June 1994. 
John Ford (1949-53) 
died in April 1991. 
Alan Jefferies (1949-56) 
died in November 1997. 
Alan J Perkins (1949-57) 
died in July 2000 (information from 
Leicester University - Alan gradu-
ated in 1962). 
Roger Carpenter (1950-57) 
died in September 1998. 
Victor Sharp (1950-55) 
died in May 1989. 
Dick Sheppard (1956-61) 
died in December 2002. Dick was a 
long standing member of the Old 
Bucks and a stalwart of the OBFC. 
Mick Boddington (1957-62) 
died about 1997 in France, where he 
had been living for a number of 
years. 
Stephen Kingsley (1959-64) 
died in December 2002 from a brain 
tumour. 


