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Modesty forbids? 
ANOTHER busy six months in the 
editorial office has seen another 
steady increase in subscribers. As 
our numbers continue to grow, a 
major challenge is to keep up with 
address changes. Email addresses 
are even more of a problem. The 
spam they served at school was 
nothing compared with the variety 
that keeps arriving by email. Sadly, 
the spam scourge has caused 
some to abandon email completely. 
This is bad news for me, because 
the project has been made possible 
through the revolution of being able 
to communicate by email. Thanks 
to all of you who have persisted 
and kept me informed of all data 
changes. 
So the search continues. We have 
now traced 3,355 ex-pupils 
(representing 75% of the total) and 
101 ex-staff. The inclusion of year 
lists with the last edition resulted in 
several more being traced - some-
times from the most unlikely and 
obscure clues. This time I have 
included lists of pupils not traced, 
and who started at BHCHS around 
the same time as you. I would be 
grateful if you could spend a few 
minutes looking through the list to 
see if you have any possible clues 
to finding these people: it could be 

that you know of a relative who 
could help us. 
Our overseas contingent has now 
risen to more than 300, and we are 
aware of several others believed to 
be lurking in Australia and Canada 
but who have so far eluded us. 
Thanks again to all who have sent 
in articles for publication. I am still 
receiving plenty of material but 
there are many of you out there 
who still owe me a few lines, and I 
don’t mean the punishment variety. 
If you are one of those who is inhib-
ited by modesty, please be assured 
that the other readers want to hear 
about your successes. Don’t hesi-
tate to ask me if you are uncertain 
about submitting an article and 
would like to discuss it first. 
Roger Mew (1953) sent me a re-
cent edition of The Forester. It is 
not, as the title may suggest, the 
Forest School equivalent of OB 
News but a magazine produced by 
Epping Forest District Council. This 
particular edition contained a 
“Town Focus” feature on Buckhurst 
Hill in which we got a very welcome 
mention. 
I am also grateful to many others 
who have helped me in so many 
ways, but there are two that merit 

special thanks on this occasion. 
Paul Rattenbury (1939) has been 
helping with proof reading and 
editing the last two editions and 
has also been the source of a 
plentiful supply of sound advice. 
Steve Newberry (1958) has come 
to the rescue on several occasions 
by restoring photographs to a pub-
lishable state. 
That brings me to my final thank 
you: to all who continue to send me 
words of encouragement and sup-
port. I appreciate this of course but 
also your ideas and suggestions. I 
am always on the lookout for ways 
of improving OB News and wel-
come your constructive criticism. 

Graham Frankel 

Heroes 
from ’78 

Last minute pep tallk from coach Lionel 
Marsh for “The Survivors”. Full story on 
page 10 A new school opens. Full story on page 18 

Looking Back to ’38 
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Send your news items for the 
next edition as soon as possible 

Hockey Celebrations 
Dick Thomas (1958) writes….This 
is a momentous year for The Farm-
ers, formerly the touring side of the 
Old Bucks Hockey Club. Our very 
own web site is up and running: 
www.thefarmershockeyclub.co.uk. 
At the end of April we will be cele-
brating our 50th consecutive visit to 
Ramsgate, though not, alas, taking 
part in the Thanet International 
Hockey Festival, which folded three 
years ago. We still put out a team 
against selected opposition at the 
Jackey Bakers playing fields, and 
visit our old haunts around the 
town. And at a golf course near 
Faversham, we compete for the 
Sunaway Trophy, donated by John 
Dockett in memory of Farmers 
legend Maurice Sunaway. 
Club President Geoff Gosford has 
just relocated from Folkestone to 
Spain, but son Owen attended the 
popular Christmas get-together in 
London and made up for his dad’s 
absence. Bob “Flasher” Harris 
arrived from the wonderfully named 
Hampton Magna in Warwickshire, 
along with brother Paul, and Frank 
Hardy – still playing a good stan-
dard of hockey at Evesham – made 
the journey from Pershore with wife 
Wendy. 

Old Buckwellians 
News 

Old Buckwellians News is 
published twice yearly in 
May and November by 
the Old Buckwellians As-
sociation. You will need to 
join the Association to en-
sure you receive future 
editions. Contact the Edi-
tor (see below) for all sub-
scription enquiries. 
Membership rates: 
UK Membership: 
£3 per annum by standing 
order 
£12 for five years’ mem-
bership by cheque 
Overseas Membership: 
£5 per annum by standing 
order 
£20 for five years’ mem-
bership 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. Origi-
nal photographs will be 
returned. 
The Editor reserves the 
right to shorten or other-
wise amend items for pub-
lication. 
The Editor: 
Graham Frankel 
46 Mandeville Road 
Hertford 
Herts 
SG13 8JQ 
UK 
Tel: 01992 422246 
E mail: 
gfrankel@bigfoot.com 
BHCHS web site: 
www.bhchs.co.uk 

Swimming Pool 
I plan to include a feature on the 
school swimming pool in the next 
edition. Do you have any amusing 
memories/anecdotes? Please send 
any information if possible by the 
end of July. 

Annual General Meeting 
The Old Buckwellians Association 
will hold its AGM on Monday 17th 
May at the Metropolitan Police 
Sports Club, Chigwell. 
The meeting starts at 8pm but we 
will have our own private bar avail-
able from 7pm and there will be 
plenty of opportunity for social 
interaction. 
We expect the formal proceedings 
to be fairly brief but we do welcome 
your ideas and suggestions and of 
course any nominations for posi-
tions on the Committee. 
If you have any formal proposals or 
agenda items, these need to be 
sent to me at least two weeks prior 
to the meeting. 

Street Names 
Arthur Western (1947) was recently 
visited in New Zealand by the 
daughter of Brian Saley (1946) who 
died last year. The family have 
been told that Shepshed Council 
plan to name a street after Brian in 
recognition of the community work 
he did in the area. 
John Delfgou (1946) was visiting 
North Devon golf club at Westward 
Ho last summer. In the clubhouse 
was a portrait (see below) of JHT 
senior (Spud’s father, many times 
winner of the Open). Also there is a 
road in the area called, rather ap-
propriately, J H Taylor Drive. 

Music Project 
Reluctantly we decided to abandon 
the idea of a Music Workshop men-
tioned in earlier editions. While we 
had a moderate level of interest, 
there were not enough potential 
participants to justify proceeding 
with detailed planning. Thanks to 
those who contacted me about this. 
We are always keen to follow up 
other ideas for social events. 

100th Teacher Traced! 
Brian Martell who taught RE 1961-
64, is one of several former staff 
who went on to become Heads at 
other schools. Brian was the 100th 
teacher traced so far. More recently 
we also found Mrs Clare Stephens 
who taught maths at BHCHS from 
1943-46 (pupils from that time will 
remember her as Miss Dawson). 
Welcome to both and we look for-
ward to hearing more from you and 
other former staff. Calling all bus enthusiasts 

Roy Johnson (1964) organises the 
North Weald Bus Rally and the next 
one is on Sunday 27th June. 
Around 200 buses and coaches will 
be on display. There will be a real 
ale beer tent and bazaar, and op-
portunities to travel on a number of 
historic vehicles. Full details from 
Roy at: 
royjohnson_nlts@btinternet.com 

School Sign 
In an earlier edition (OB News 
November 2002) we reported that 
the BHCHS school sign had found 
a permanent new home at St 
John’s C of E Primary School, 
Buckhurst Hill. We have now ar-
ranged with Peter Tidmarsh (1976), 
the Headmaster of St John’s, to get 
the sign professionally refurbished. 
We shall also hold an informal 
rededication ceremony at St John’s 
Primary School on Thursday 1st 
July at 8pm. 
We are very grateful to Peter for 
organising this on our behalf and 
for offering to host the ceremony. 
Any members (including former 
staff of BHCHS) will be welcome at 
this event. 
If you would like to attend please 
contact me. 

School Extension - Mystery 
Earlier this year I was intrigued to 
receive in the post some plans 
showing a proposed extension of 
BHCHS in 1980. As far as I am 
aware the extension (which would 
have added several new class-
rooms at first floor level) was never 
built. The mystery is that there was 
no indication whatsoever as to who 
sent me these plans. I wonder if I 
will ever find out……! 

Annual Reunion Dinner 
This year’s Old Buckwellians Din-
ner will be held at the Metropolitan 
Police Sports Club, Chigwell on 
Thursday 14th October. 
It is always good to see the 
“regulars” but several people have 
mentioned to me that certain year 
groups are unrepresented and it 
would be great to see some of you. 
Early booking is strongly recom-
mended, particularly if you would 
like to organise a table for your year 
group. 
We are grateful to Jon Dane (1959) 
for organising the Dinner for the 
past two years. We are now looking 
for a successor, but in the mean-
time contact me for more informa-
tion. A booking form should be 
included with this edition. 

Calendar Girls 
In the last edition we reported on 
the making of Calendar Girls di-
rected by Nigel Cole (1968). The 
film has now been released around 
the world and box office takings 
have passed $100m. Nigel Cole is 
now in Los Angeles making his next 
movie starring Ashton Kutcher who 
is best known in the UK as the 
boyfriend of Demi Moore. 

News & Notes 
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Caption Competition 
Our first winner… 

Congratulations to Group Cap-
tain David Murray OBE (1971) 
who has recently been ap-
pointed to a Station Com-
mander position near Oxford. 
He was previously serving in 
Cyprus. 

If you thought we only had one 
sports promoter in the Old 
Bucks you were wrong! Mark 
Abery (1978) was recently spot-
ted on a cable TV station pro-
moting a rather glamorous net-
ball competition in aid of charity. 

Martin Heather (1967) is now 
Academy Director at Wimbledon 
FC. He is responsible for the 
entire youth programme at the 
club for players aged 9 -19. He 
tells me that moving the club to 
Milton Keynes kept him quite 
busy! 

Jim McManus (1951) is a pro-
fessional actor. He recently 
appeared as Charles Dickens at 
Burgh House in Hampstead in 
an entertainment in which he 
gave readings from Pickwick 
Papers and A Christmas Carol. 

BUCKS FIZZ 
Appointments, promotions, and other news 

In January, Christopher Row-
land (1958), who is Head of 
Chamber Music at the Royal 
Northern College of Music, or-
ganised a highly-acclaimed 
Quartetfest in Manchester. This 
event pulled together some of 
the world’s leading string quar-
tets for an amazing twenty-five 
concerts in the space of four 
days. 

David Evenett (1960), who was 
MP for Erith and Crayford from 
1983 until 1997, has now been 
selected as the Conservative 
candidate by Bexleyheath and 
Crayford constituency. 

Congratulations to Mike Moran 
(1971) who was recently ap-
pointed Worldwide Director, 
Marketing and Strategy, for 
RWE Thames Water plc which 
is now the third largest private 
water business in the world. 

Graham Rutherford (left) presents the prize to Terence Atkins 

Terence Atkins’ winning caption: 
Now for goodness’ sake, Jonathan, get 
a grip on that viola. The way you pluck 
your G string is enough to make any-
one’s hair stand on end. 

This is the photograph for 
our second competition. A 
Fujifilm digital camera 
will go to the reader who 
provides the most amusing 
caption. 
This photograph was taken 
in 1960 or 1961 by Graham 
Forbes. The teacher is 
Derek Pembleton who was 
a popular teacher of RE and 

…and another competition 

Latin at BHCHS from 1960 - 
1972. The pupil in this photo 
is Colin Woodfine. Colin 
and Graham were in Form 
3Y when this was taken. 
Send your entry to the 
Editor. Closing date 30th 
June 2004. 

CONGRATULATIONS to 
Terence Atkins (1958) 
who won our first caption 
competition. 
Thanks to generous sponsor-
ship by Fujifilm, Terence 
received his prize, a digital 
camera, from Graham 
Rutherford (1954) in 
January. The judging panel 
was Graham Rutherford, 
Steve Newberry (1958) 
who took the photograph 
used for the competition, 
and Graham Frankel. 



Page 4 Old Buckwellians News, May 2004 

DAVID BRABEN (1975) attended 
BHCHS at the beginning of the 
computer age, when very few 
schools had any significant level of 
computer teaching, and desktops 
had not made any appearance on 
school desks. But when David was 
in the sixth form his parents gave 
him an Acorn Atom kit computer for 

leaving for National Service. 
He was tragically killed in a 
flying accident in 1943, as 
described in the obituary 
below taken from the school 
magazine of 1944. 
Keith Johnson was the son 
mentioned in the article. 
If readers have any other 
memories of Cyril Johnson 
that they would wish to be 
passed to Keith please con-
tact the Editor. 

LAST SUMMER I received 
an email from a Keith John-
son in New Zealand. Keith’s 
connection with BHCHS was 
that his father, Cyril John-
son, had taught history at 
our school in the early 40s. 
Keith had discovered our 
web site while looking for 
references to his father. 
Cyril Johnson arrived at 
Buckhurst Hill in 1940 and 
taught for three years before 

Wartime Tragedy 

I WAS delighted when the Revd 
John Delfgou agreed to officiate 
at the wedding of my daughter, 
Linda. John and I were class-
mates right through our six 
years at BHCHS which began in 
1946. 
Linda met her future husband, 
Jarvis at the Thatched House in 
Epping….a strange quirk of fate, 
since it was at the Thatched 
House that the Old Bucks used 
to hold reunions (or was it the 
OB’s hockey club ….well never 
mind). Jarvis is a computer 

John Delfgou Does It Again 
By Peter Dalton (1946) 

software engineer and is a very 
useful addition to the Dalton 
family. Scarcely a week goes by 
when I am not on the phone to 
him asking, “Jarvis, how do 
I….?” 
The wedding was on 4th Octo-
ber 2003 and took place in the 
chapel at Chigwell School.  
After the wedding the happy 
couple went off to Canada for 
their honeymoon. They are now 
living in Twickenham where 
Linda is a solicitor for Richmond 
Borough Council. 

David Braben and Ian Bell at Cambridge 

Computer Wizard 
Christmas. This was the start of a 
spectacular career that resulted in 
David developing one of the most 
successful computer games cre-
ated in the UK. 
David’s spare time interest in learn-
ing about computers didn’t prevent 
him from being successful in his A 

Levels. No computing GCSEs in 
those days so it was off to Jesus 
College, Cambridge to study Natu-
ral Sciences. 
At Cambridge, David met a maths 
student, Ian Bell, and together they 
worked on an innovative computer 
game called Elite. Their idea was to 
take the popular Space Invaders 
concept into new dimensions. This 
resulted in many more successes, 
and David now runs his own com-
puter game development company 
- Frontier - in Cambridge. 
You can read more about David’s 
early career in a fascinating book 
published in November 2003. Back-
room Boys was written by Francis 

Spufford and is published by Faber 
and Faber (ISBN: 0571214967) 
I am grateful to Phil Cowhig (1979) 
for alerting me to this story. 
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graph of three men face down and 
streams of blood running from 
them. Cyril’s mum took the Stan-
dard and this was how she “heard” 
the news that her son who had 
volunteered to try and help peace 
come to the Island had been 
gunned down in the back whilst 
unarmed and off duty. Not only had 
she heard it but had also seen it 

without any preparation at all. 
God knows how that was 
allowed to happen! 
I’m afraid that wasn’t the end 
of the matter. It was discov-
ered who had carried out the 
murders; one Nicos Sampson. 
Like many other terrorists (he 
later boasted of having killed 
15 British police and civilians 
after having been condemned 
to death and receiving an 
amnesty) he did very well for 
himself - even becoming 
President for a few days be-

fore the invasion of Turkish troops 
in 1974. 
Nicos Sampson later visited Eng-
land and was feted by the Authori-
ties. The dear old vicar of Woodford 
Bridge, at that time Phillip Wright, 
preached that this was inappropri-
ate since this man had murdered 
one of his parishioners, been con-
demned and then for political expe-
diency granted amnesty. Unfortu-
nately this did not go down at all 
well with the Authorities, and Phillip 
was severely censured for it. 
 
We are very grateful to Mike 
Horsnell and The Times for addi-
tional archive material. 

ON READING the article on drama 
at BHCHS (OB News, November 
2003) I saw a name that jumped out 
and struck a still discordant note - 
Cyril Thoroughgood (BHCHS 
1938). I knew Cyril for a number of 
years (how else but through his 
sister). He had left school by then 
and I can’t say I was consciously 
aware at that time that he was an 

Old Buck, that came later. However 
he was a super chap and joined the 
Leicester and Rutland Police rising 
to the rank of sergeant. He also 
became a county player of rugby 
union - and an England place was 
not beyond the realms of possibility. 
This did not in fact come about. 
The troubles in Cyprus were in full 
swing and it was thought that if 
unarmed police from England were 
to patrol the island instead of armed 
soldiers things might quieten down 
a bit. Well they did for poor old 
Cyril. Some of your older readers 
may remember one particularly bad 
Saturday. On the front page of the 
Evening Standard was a photo-

 DOWN 
1 Watery outlook from Dove 

Cottage (8) 
2 Shorten with a spanner? (7) 

4 Dispute the validity of care-
less dumping without initial 
approval (6) 

5 They come with letters, when 
COUSER’s late post arrives 
(10) 

6 Wader owned exclusively by 
HORNE (5) 

7 The point of feasting? (4) 

10 In testing times, it can help 
swing things (5,5) 

12 The new boy suffered when 
MARSH enforced discipline (8) 

15 Annoyed by sewing injury? (7) 

16 Large flower - always with 
pointed extremities (6) 

18 Mrs Forsyte, in dire need of 
help (5) 

19 Small fruit produce teacher?; 
60’s/70’s English (4) 

The answer to a clue containing a master’s name is an anagram 
of consecutive letters in the clue, which may span more than 
one word, but always includes the name itself, as well as a con-
ventional definition. Other clues are cryptic, and in four cases - 
frivolous.        Solution on page 6 

 ACROSS 
1 Elegiac teacher?; 50’s English 

or 70’s History (4) 
3 The solution when HOWE 

visited an Essex town (8) 
8 Distinctive atmosphere of a 

uranium processing plant? (4) 
9 Gourmets RICE upset by the 

choice of venue (8) 
11 Area of agreement - favoured 

by artists perhaps? (6,6) 
13 Rushes about, looking for a 

species of monkey (6) 
14 Artistic teacher? 50’s Biology 

(6) 
17 A state of complete separa-

tion, involving screens and 
diets (12) 

20 A summary of an opinion from 
above (8) 

21 Colourless compound of a 
luminous kind? (4) 

22 Directing play, while GENSLER 
tickles the ivories! (8) 

23 Prime ministerial teacher?; 
late 70’s (4) 

OB NEWS CROSSWORD 
No.3                                   By Mike Ling 

Murdered in Cyprus 
By Keith Self (1945) 

Situation Wanted 
DAVID STANCER, was one of the 
few teachers at BHCHS who served 
under all the Heads, and has taught 
Design and Technology for almost 
40 years. He recently retired from 
full time teaching and is looking for 
work in his retirement. Three days a 
week would be ideal. A proven 
communicator and organiser, David 
has worked extensively with Indus-

try, Examination Boards, Local and 
National Organisations which pro-
mote engineering as a career. A 
driver and golfer who still restores 
antique furniture as a sideline. 
David still retains his drive, enthusi-
asm and people skills. He is 
blessed with good health. 
E mail david.stancer@virgin.net 
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Gin CORNER 
No. 4 

Quotes and the Leafy Shires 

BEING quoted can be an 
honour. Indeed, it can also 
be a very embarrassing ex-
perience when the prophesy 
contained therein proves to 
be totally ill-founded! Such 
is the case with “Lancashire 
will definitely win the 
County Championship this 
season” (probably down to 
me) or when it is “I would 
trust him anywhere” and the 
person referred to turns out 
to be a two-faced “Charlie” of 
the first order! 
The quote “One or two pints 
Missus?” – Our local milk-
man, is not exactly an earth-
shattering, deep and uplift-
ing or life influencing quote 
but while waiting for an X-
ray recently in my local 
NHS hospital (used by Tele-
graph readers!) I was read-
ing a smallish book of fa-
mous quotes and found pub-
lished therein, believe it or 
not, many “Local Milkman” 
equivalents. The effect (on 
me) was “So what ! Big 

deal!” Just a few (too many 
would drive you nuts) I 
hereby quote: 
“He who won’t be counselled 
can’t be helped - Benjamin 
Franklin 
“Intellect is invisible to the 
man who has none” - Arthur 
Schopenhauer (The English 
is a bit suspect? Well he was 
a foreigner!) 
“Nae man can tether time or 
tide” - Robert Burns (malt 
whisky can produce the ob-
vious!) 
Then excellent ones would 
appear – 
“In order that men may be 
taught the truth, it is neces-
sary that all likewise should 
learn to hear it.” - Samuel 
Johnson 
“A person who talks about 
his inferiors, hasn’t any” - 
Hawaiian proverb 
“Parents today seem to be 
servants of their children; 
when I was a child, they 
were the trainers of the chil-
dren” – Tony Jolly (who ever 
he is). 
A lady (of similar age) on 
duty with me at an Ecu-
menical service over Christ-
mas, both of us handing out 
single coloured service 
sheets, turned to me and 
said “These remind me of 
the forms they issued to 
specific evacuees in 1939 
who were later faced with a 
notice saying: ‘Will all those 
women who are pregnant 
please display their pink 
forms on arrival’. 
Tony Jolly (1943-49) 

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

DATAFILE 
Year of Start * Intake Number 

Found 
Deceased % 

Found 
Overseas Members % 

Members 

PHOTOGRAPHIC MEMORY 

Above: Mr JA Irving (French 1946 - 
1967). Photo taken in 1959 by Bob Crick 
Left: Prefects after their Annual Dance. 
Photo taken in 1961 by Dick Greening 

Crossword solution 

1938 92 29 28 62 1 17 59 
1939 # 93 50 14 69 4 33 66 
1940 # 93 50 9 63 3 36 72 
1941 # 99 55 19 75 8 38 69 
1942 # 93 56 17 78 8 41 73 
1943 # 94 61 11 77 0 50 84 
1944 # 90 55 15 78 6 37 67 
1945 95 60 22 86 6 51 85 
1946 106 67 15 77 7 43 64 
1947 108 72 12 78 11 42 58 
1948 103 60 13 71 8 39 65 
1949 101 74 12 85 11 56 76 
1950 100 71 5 76 7 45 63 
1951 102 69 10 77 3 38 55 
1952 97 66 5 73 7 42 64 
1953 120 82 5 73 8 51 62 
1954 114 84 4 77 10 57 68 
1955 108 86 5 84 9 52 60 
1956 99 80 5 86 11 49 61 
1957 104 81 9 87 9 47 58 
1958 129 109 6 89 6 67 61 
1959 101 86 2 87 5 61 71 
1960 99 77 5 83 8 42 55 
1961 100 86 5 91 18 58 67 
1962 97 84 3 90 9 58 69 
1963 81 67 1 84 5 32 48 
1964 77 67 3 91 8 36 54 
1965 82 73 0 89 4 34 47 
1966 86 74 3 90 11 41 55 
1967 99 83 2 86 7 37 45 
1968 82 72 1 89 4 42 58 
1969 97 83 1 87 7 30 36 
1970 89 82 0 92 9 41 50 
1971 92 78 2 87 7 41 53 
1972 89 75 0 84 4 33 44 
1973 76 66 0 87 4 33 50 
1974 76 62 0 82 7 19 31 
1975 64 49 1 78 4 16 33 
1976 132 91 3 71 6 26 29 
1977 131 79 5 63 6 22 28 
1978 123 88 1 72 9 30 34 
1979 133 72 3 56 6 18 25 
1980 121 60 2 51 4 6 10 
1981 127 60 2 48 0 10 17 
1982 112 69 0 62 3 14 20 
1983 110 51 1 47 1 4 8 
1984 123 53 1 43 0 4 8 
1985 91 46 0 51 3 3 7 

Totals 4830 3350 288 75 302 1722 52 
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I LEFT BHCHS in 1949, with a 
London School Certificate clutched 
in my grimy hand, said goodbye to 
my Form Master, various other 
teachers, and to “Spud” Taylor who, 
with Alan Stribling had first aroused 
my interest in the school. At the 
time I was a chorister at All Saints 
Church, Chigwell Row and Alan 
was Head Choirboy, a position I 
attained several years later whilst at 
BHCHS. At that time “Spud”, who 
was unknown to me, regularly 
walked on Sundays from his Chig-
well home, through Hainault Forest 
and back. Alan was his pupil at the 
time, and introduced me. After that 
we became acquainted and often 
the three of us would walk home 
together after church. 
Thanks to my farm upbringing, and 
later to Jim Shillito who taught me 
Biology, I left school determined to 
pursue a career in the field of sci-
ence and for some two years I 
worked in the Botany department of 
Queen Mary College, London Uni-
versity. National Service followed 
where I was encouraged to con-
tinue in laboratory work, having 
gained an Intermediate BSc. 
A few years after returning to civil-
ian life, the big, bad commercial 
world beckoned (it was the money I 
think!) I started as a Management 
Trainee in the Purchasing depart-
ment at Ford Motor Co., progressed 
to become a Buyer and then moved 
away, into Sales and later Market-
ing, with SKF and P&O. During this 
time, I married and travelled many 
thousands of miles around Europe 
on business, with very little time for 
family life or to pursue my interest 
in natural history. 
All this changed in 1996/7 when I 
“finally” retired, having been semi-
retired and a marketing consultant 
since taking an early second retire-
ment at the age of 60. I was at this 
time a member of Sorby Natural 
History Society in Sheffield, where I 
still live, attending field meetings 

and lectures when my travel sched-
ule allowed. In retirement, I became 
a more active member, being 
elected to Council in 1999, later 
becoming President in 2002. 
Some three years ago, I joined 
Yorkshire Wildlife Trust, having 
discovered, by accident, their de-
lightful Potteric Carr Nature Re-
serve. It is only about 20 miles from 
Sheffield and covers an area of 130 
ha (320) acres, and is a haven for 
wildlife. This ranges from birds and 
animals right through to beetles, 
butterflies etc., also microscopic life 
inhabiting the many ponds and 
water bodies on the Reserve, which 
has had SSSI (Site of Special Sci-
entific Interest) status for many 
years. I became a volunteer warden 
which involved patrolling the Re-
serve in the Spring and early Sum-
mer when birds were nesting. Main-
tenance work was another priority, 
clearing scrub, removing trees and 
improving habitat for the countless 
flora and fauna that are to be found 
in the area. 
Incipient arthritis, (too much foot-
ball, athletics and rugby up to the 
age of thirty), resulted in two knee 
replacement operations, fortunately 
very successful to date, but curtail-
ing for a while my outside activities. 
I was invited to join the Nature 
Reserve Management Committee, 
which offered a new interest and 
challenge. I had not carried out any 
formal scientific work or published 
natural history papers for some 
forty years, but was persuaded to 
carry out a taxonomic (species) 
survey of a new Reed Bed Filtration 
System installed on the Reserve, 
two years previously. This proved 
colonisation by some 150 miscella-
neous species of plants, animals, 
invertebrates and microscopic life 
which resulted in a paper Survey of 
Freshwater Macro and Micro Spe-
cies developing in a Water Filtration 
System, being published by York-
shire Wildlife Trust in 2000. 
Subsequently, early in 2001 I was 
asked to undertake a further, similar 
study on a small, 2 ha (5 acre), 
microhabitat within the Reserve. 
This study was completed in Sep-
tember 2002 and to date has pro-
duced an astonishing total of 3010 
species of flora and fauna, with no 
doubt, many still to be discovered. 
Of the total, approximately 50% 
have never hitherto, been recorded 
on the Reserve and 30 or more are 
considered rare (Nationally Nota-
ble), or have Red Data Book (RDB) 
status, which means that they are in 

some way threatened and need 
special protection under the law. 
Much of the work of identifying 
various plants, animals, beetles 
etc., involves many hours using 
definitive Keys and other reference 
works to determine species accu-
rately. You can therefore imagine 
my surprise when, on one trawl 

through the literature, I came 
across the following reference 
“Shillito. J.F.1947. Pocota per-
sonata (Harris. M), (Dipt. Syrphi-
dae ) from Epping Forest. Ent. Mon. 
Mag. 83: 180-181”. For the uniniti-
ated, Joe Shillito [Biology teacher at 
BHCHS 1943-53] was very inter-
ested in Hoverflies (Syrphidae) 
which tended to breed in wet and 
rotting tree holes, of which there 
were many in Epping and Hainault 
Forests at the time. I can remember 
many Spring Saturday mornings 
and some evenings in summer after 
school (homework forgotten), trav-
ersing the forest and climbing any 
trees which Joe couldn’t tackle. We 
were searching for the maggot-like 
larvae, also the adults, many of 
which are wasp and bee mimics 
and are often mistaken for these 
better known insects. 
Having now spent thousands of 
hours over an 18-month period, at 
least twice a week in the field, and 
almost every night checking Keys, 
the work, entitled Wildlife Communi-
ties Inhabiting Loversall Delph has 
now been published, and for any-
one interested, is available at £2.50 
(inc. p&p) from derekbate-
son@ntlworld.com. A report on the 
study also appears on the Yorkshire 
Wildlife Trust Website. 
Many people told me before I re-
tired, that in retirement, one is often 
busier, in a different sort of way, 
from when one is in full-time em-
ployment - I can certainly echo this 
sentiment, but in my case it is very 

A Life in Retirement       By Derek Bateson (1944) 

Longhorn Beetle: Strangalia maculata 

Small 
World 

There are many cases of Old 
Bucks living close to each 
other without realising but 
not so many situations 
where they are next door 
neighbours. Colin ‘Chas’ 
Brown (1955) and Ian 
Pugh (1980) live near 
Brentwood. 

I managed to trace Carl 
Barclay (1985) in Devon. 
His parents, until recently 
ran a hotel in Kingsbridge 
and his mother told me that 
their accountant was John 
Kingham (1945) who sadly 
died in 2001. 

Two recently-traced Old 
Bucks from different genera-
tions told me of their chance 
meeting a few years ago 
when Mike Collins (1948) 
was wearing a BHCHS sixth 
form tie (bought for him by 
his wife!). The other party 
was Mike Denmark (1977) 
who recognised our distinc-
tive badge. Old Buckwel-
lians ties are still available 
from Malcolm Beard. Call 
him at 020 8504 7850 

One of the few untraced pu-
pils from 1964 is Andrew L 
Wilson. I thought I might 
possibly been on the trail 
when I found out that his 
father’s name was Frederick 
F Wilson, a much less com-
mon name, with only two 
matches listed in the UK. 
The one listed in Swansea 
didn’t have a son called An-
drew, and had lived in 
Swansea for most of his life. 
But when I explained the 
reason for my search he told 
me that immediately after 
the war he had been based 
during his National Service 
at RAF Chigwell! 

My wife helps our cause in 
many ways, but I am grate-
ful to her for finding a com-
ment by Nick Fear (1967) 
on the Leyton Orient web 
site. Nick was at BHCHS for 
four years before moving to 
Ramsey School in Hunting-
don. His German teacher at 
Ramsey was Barry Nickels 
(1956). The main point of 
Nick’s comment was to men-
tion that Barry was also an 
Os fan! 
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Two Fine Artists 

KEITH SNOW (BHCHS 
1947-52) left school without 
having achieved great aca-
demic success, but with a 
keen interest in art and 
boats, from the inspiration 
of Messrs McCollin, 

Smethurst, and Arthur Ran-
som. He completed a five 
year apprenticeship as a 
cartographic draughtsman 
with Geographia in Fleet 
Street, which he describes as 
“an almost Dickensian situa-
tion, sitting in a white jacket 
on tall stalls at benches ,pen 
and indian ink being the 
main tools of trade.” At 
weekends he would enjoy 
sailing a small dinghy at 
Hullbridge on Crouch, often 

with his old school friend 
Allen Springett. 
After National Service in the 
Royal Engineers, Keith re-
mained as a draughtsman 
for a few years, and then 
had a number of sales jobs 

in East Anglia, which gave 
him the opportunity to sail 
his 20ft Dauntless out of 
Woodbridge. During this 
time he also married and 
had three children. 
In the early 70s the Snow 
family emigrated to New 
Zealand and Keith spent the 
next 20 years working for a 
manufacturer of polyure-
thane foam insulation. He 
continued with his interests 
in painting and sailing, and 

Keith Snow 

Sailing ship Invercargill in “The Downs” by Keith Snow 

overseas experience includ-
ing in the UK. 
 

Howard Burgess (BHCHS 
1965-72) has worked in in-
surance since leaving school. 
Initially, he was employed 
by CT Bowring, then a spell 
in reinsurance, where he 
worked briefly with Graham 
Cuthbert (BHCHS 1974-81). 
He then became Managing 
Director of the international 
company of a long estab-
lished UK broker. Since 
1991 he has been with RJ 
Langman Insurance Bro-
kers. At school, Howard was 
keen on sport and was cap-
tain of the 2nd XI Football 

and Athletics. He 
continued running 
until the early 80s 
when a couple of 
knee injuries cur-
tailed that interest. 
Howard tells me that 
when he started at 
BHCHS his favourite 
lesson was Art, and 
he still appreciates 
the way Arnold 
Smethurst could 
produce a quick wa-
tercolour sketch. 
Another great influ-
ence on him was 
John Cartwright who 
taught Art Apprecia-
tion in the 6th Form 
and introduced him 
to Surrealism at the 
same time that a 
Salvador Dali exhibi-
tion was on at the 
Whitechapel Gallery. 

began to sell some paintings 
and tutor at evening classes. 
At the age of 57 he decided 
to paint full time, taking 
classes and workshops to 
augment his income. He now 
supplies several galleries in 
New Zealand and also sells 
through a London agent, 
Gladwell & Co. Most of his 
work is marine, but he tells 
me he enjoys painting 
“whatever comes along.” He 
still has family and friends 
in the UK and tries to re-
turn from time to time. All 
his three children have now 
settled back in New Zealand 
after spending varying 
amounts of time getting 

Cley Mill Norfolk by Keith Snow 

Howard Burgess 

Earlier editions of OB News have featured some of the artistic talent to have emerged from BHCHS. Living on opposite sides of the world, and 
with 20 years between their respective school careers, the two artists featured here have a number of common links, including an affinity with East 
Anglia, and of course the influence of Arnold Smethurst who was Head of Art at BHCHS from 1949 until 1970. 
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Howard started to paint a 
few surreal pictures and 
exhibited one at the Guild-
hall Gallery in 1980. He 
then became very keen on 
Op Art and took this very 
seriously. A 3D version was 

accepted by the Royal Acad-
emy but not hung. Then 
some friends suggested he 
had the ability to paint con-
ventional pictures. Starting 
with a small exhibition at 
Loughton Library, he was 

then contacted by Epping 
Forest District Museum who 
bought one of his works for 
their permanent exhibition. 
Shortly after, a letter from 
the Royal Academy informed 
him they were going to dis-
play two of his works at 
their Summer Exhibition. 
The demand for his work 
then started increasing, and 
he now displays regularly at 
a prestigious gallery in Alde-

burgh, Suffolk which is 
where most of his subjects 
are based. 
Howard has a further curi-
ous connection with 
BHCHS. His great uncle, 
Robert Bateman, owned the 

Warnes chain of shops. 
Many readers will remem-
ber that they were one of the 
“school outfitters”. Howard 
tells me that his great uncle, 
who died in the early 1980s, 
claimed to have designed the 

BHCHS school badge. It 
seems more likely that his 
involvement was mainly 
around the layout of the 
design rather than the origi-
nal idea. 
Howard still lives in Buck-
hurst Hill, and keeps in con-
tact with several of his 
friends from school. 

I REMEMBER well, and 
with much affection, my 
school years. When I left, 
the war had just ended and I 
had no particular career in 
mind, and so was happy to 
follow parental advice to 
become a junior bank clerk. 
Feeling keenly the loss of 
school friends, I linked up 
with the youth groups of my 
local Baptist Church life, 
although I had had no ear-
lier strong leanings towards 
the Church. Banking, how-
ever, was proving dull and 
unattractive as a career. So, 
after national service in the 
RAF (1947-49), there was an 
opportunity to change direc-
tion and to resume my edu-
cation. I consequently ap-
plied, and was accepted, into 
the London Baptist Theo-
logical College (Spurgeon’s) 
in 1951. I could then pick up 
the educational ambitions 
and interests that I thought 
had ended six years earlier. 
My enjoyment of Latin, and 
of languages generally 
thanks to Walter May’s in-
spired teaching, now stood 
me in good stead. I realise, 
looking back, how fortunate 
I was to benefit from the 
favourable new government 
policies towards higher edu-
cation. So, from London 
where I took an external 
degree, I went on to Cam-
bridge (Christ’s College, 
1954-56) to specialise in 
Hebrew and Biblical Studies 
and then to serve Baptist 
Churches in Sheffield and 
Stratford-on-Avon. Mean-
while the chance to develop 
my academic ambitions fur-
ther on a part-time basis 

An Unexpected Career 
By Ron Clements (BHCHS 1940-45) 

was provided by the newly 
opened Biblical Studies De-
partment at Sheffield Uni-
versity, under an out-
standing teacher, F.F. 
Bruce. There I took a doctor-
ate on the subject of the Je-
rusalem temple and its bibli-
cal interpretation.  
When the opportunity came 
to teach Hebrew to the the-
ology students in Edinburgh 
University in 1960, I started 
out on a career which has 
turned out to be, by turns, 
exciting, rewarding, some-
times frustrating, but unfail-
ingly interesting. Trying to 
hold together the interests 
and needs of both modern 
Church life and an honest 
understanding of the Bible, 
with all its complexities and 
challenges, has not always 
been easy and straightfor-
ward. The English Bible has 
an unrivalled place in the 
literary history of our lan-
guage, and its interpretation 
has played a prominent role 
in the history of ideas, both 
philosophical and scientific. 
So my work has touched on 
many subjects, both ancient 
and contemporary. I moved 
on from Edinburgh Univer-
sity back to Cambridge in 
1967, where a College Tutor-
ship at Fitzwilliam College 
enabled me to renew some 
connections with the school. 
Finally I moved back to Lon-
don (King’s College) in 1983 
to become the Samuel 
Davidson Professor of Old 
Testament Studies until I 
retired in 1992. Some plans 
for writing remain unful-
filled, and others are still 
occupying my days. Never-
theless, through almost forty 
years, teaching the Bible has 
been an enjoyable and excit-
ing task. It has brought 
meetings with many out-
standing scholars, counting 
many of them as friends, 
and I now recall several for-
mer pupils who occupy ex-
alted positions in Church 
affairs. In consequence I feel 
very grateful for the excel-
lent foundations that my 
years in Buckhurst Hill pro-
vided. 

Lookout at Aldeburgh by Howard Burgess 

Awaiting the Next Catch by Howard Burgess. This painting was exhibited and sold at 
the Royal Academy Summer Exhibition in 2001 
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minutes before the end of 
the game. An excellent pass-
ing movement by the Survi-
vors split open the Old 

ting changed. Some of the 
lads had filled out a bit. But 
before long, the team 
emerged into the sunshine, 
looking quite fit and only 
slightly apprehensive. The 
team they faced – the Old 
Bucks Vets First XI were 
several years younger. 
The game was played at a 
pace and aggression which 
surprised our intrepid Survi-
vors. But, as expected, they 
gave it their best effort un-
deterred by the odd pulled 
muscle and shortness of 
breath. 
The Old Bucks team treated 
the event very seriously, and 
their goal tally soon started 
rising.  But the highlight of 
the day occurred just a few 

The Survivors Return 
By Frank Silver 

TWENTY-FIVE years after 
they were the first English 
School to make a Football 
Tour of America the players 
from that team decided to 
come out of retirement and 
challenge the Old Buckwel-
lians FC to a match. The 
mastermind of this event 
was Julian Bazley who 
rounded up the Survivors 
during the summer. Some of 
the team travelled a consid-
erable distance to take part 
– maybe the furthest was 
John Powter who had come 
over from Indonesia. So on 
6th September 2003 a large 
crowd of supporters gath-
ered at Roding Lane to wit-
ness this reincarnation.  
The first problem was get-

Then: the 1978 USA Team….. 

…..and now, The Survivors 

Bucks defence and Neil 
Driver neatly slotted his 
shot in the back of the net, 
producing a roar of approval 
from the crowd. 
At the end of the match, 
John Powter’s young daugh-
ter ran up to him looking 
quite concerned about his 
physical state. “How many 
points did you score, daddy?” 
she asked. But the main 
priority for the team was 
rehydration, and this carried 
on well into the evening. 
As a final thought I had con-
sidered asking the lads if 
they would like to repeat the 
exercise in  another 25 years 
time but we thought it 
might be quite difficult to 
get so many wheel-chairs 
into the ground. 
Well done to all who took 
part and especially to Julian 
for his brilliant organising. I 
hope the Survivors will con-
tinue to keep in touch with 
each other. 
The team (and coaches): 
Lionel Marsh (staff), Frank 
Silver (staff), Julian Bazley, 
David Carpenter, Michael 
Dick, Neil Driver, Lance 
Harris, Rick Hewitt, Lee 
Kohn, Colin Meagan, Paul 
Morris, Steve Philcox, Andy 
Pocock, John Powter, Rob 
Stubbs, Andy Woolnough. 
The following, from the 
original team, were unable 
to attend or could not be 
contacted: Roland Couch, 
Howard Davis, Rob Ferrari, 
Dave Maddox. 

“The Survivors” relaxing in the bar after the match 
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IN SPITE of less than exciting ‘A’ 
level results, I was able to take my 
history place at Queen Mary Col-
lege – thank you Peter Sillis for 
pushing me in the right direction. 
Barry Wynn was on the same 
course, so we travelled in together 
most days. Mondays and Thurs-
days we reported for College 
games – Barry was in the College 
football team, whilst I continued my 
cricket ‘career’. Paul Maker was an 
‘Old Buck’ contemporary at QMC; 
and I used to see Richard Koller 
and Michael Cox (we both played 
cricket for Buckhurst Hill) in the 
holidays. 
I got to the end of second year at 
QMC with the prospects of a rea-
sonable degree but without a clue 
about what I wanted to do next. I 
decided against further studies as I 
wanted to get married and needed 
an income. QMC suggested the 
Civil Service, but I didn’t want to 
stay in London. Some sort of 
‘administrative’ career seemed right 
(‘administration’ was much more 
respectable than ‘management’ in 
those days) and looked for a gradu-
ate training programme which 
offered options outside London. 
Hence I became an NHS National 
Administrative Trainee based in – 
London. Interestingly, there were 
other Trainees based in Leeds and 
Manchester who had put London 
as their first choice. An early mes-
sage about the NHS in 1968? 
I recall two encounters with Old 
Buck contemporaries since leaving 
QMC: I bumped into Philip Lewis at 
the London University graduation 
ceremony. On hearing what I was 
doing he asked ‘why?’ Three reac-
tions: one ‘typical medic!’; two ‘why 
indeed?’ (it was not a good pro-
gramme in those days); three 

‘because it’s my way of making a 
contribution!’ And a guy came up to 
me on a plane to Eilat in the late 
80s and said aren’t you Martin 
Gorham? It turned out to be Frank 
Spooner. 
Anyway, I spent the next 14 years 
working my way up the hospital 
management ladder – a brief spell 
at Guys, then Scarborough, and 
Doncaster (great job, shame about 
the place), where I got to know 
NUPE’s Rod Bickerstaffe – came in 
useful nearly 20 years later, and I 
played cricket on a regular basis for 
the last time. I even managed to 
top the Doncaster League bowling 
averages (bit dodgy for an Essex 
boy in Yorkshire). 
I then spent 8 years in Sheffield as 
Hospital Administrator (how quaint 
those titles seem now!) of the 
Northern General Hospital . The 
‘Winter of Discontent’ fell in this 
period and I spent many a long 
night at work, although ultimately 
my recollection is that an appalling 
Sheffield winter in the absence of 
any snow clearance caused us 
more problems than our own staff’s 
industrial action. 
Then off to Newcastle in 1983 to 
work at the Health Authority – my 
first non-hospital based job. Great 
job and a great place! Then along 
came the introduction of General 
Management in the NHS – and in 
1986 I went to Norwich as General 
Manager of the acute hospital. In 
1990 I moved on to be Deputy 
General Manager of South West 
Thames Regional Health Authority 
(covering South West London, 
Surrey and West Sussex) – back to 
London at last! 
The job was mainly concerned with 
development of community based 
mental health and learning disabili-
ties services and with the introduc-
tion of Ken Clarke’s reform of the 
NHS – both highly controversial at 
the time. I remember subsequently 
being sent a copy of an article 
describing me as ‘a vandal’ for my 
part in closing a scandalously bad 
institution that was far too reminis-
cent of a Victorian lunatic asylum 
for my taste. Interestingly the au-
thor of the remark was worried 
about the building, not the people 
who were unfortunate enough to 
live in it. 
Think I had a bit of a mid-life crisis 
starting on my 44th birthday. I met 
Sally at Heathrow airport, both on 

our way to Florence on a study tour 
arranged by a mutual acquaint-
ance. Then at the end of that Octo-
ber (1992) I was ‘asked’ at 2 hours 
notice to take over as Chief Execu-
tive of the London Ambulance 
Service (LAS) when new computer-
ised Command and Dispatch sys-
tem failed disastrously. I agreed 
(not sure I had a choice) – and was 
greeted with a room full of press 
reporters and TV cameras. I was in 
danger of having my ‘fifteen min-
utes of fame’. 
Just finishing off the ‘personal’ side 
of the story first, Sally and I moved 
together to Bishop’s Stortford at the 
end of 1994 and were married in 
Barbados five years ago. 
The LAS turned out to be an ex-
traordinary experience. Years of 
under-investment and poor leader-
ship, all compounded by the bitter 
industrial action at the end of the 
1980s had left morale in the Ser-
vice at rock bottom and the actual 
performance was the worst in the 
country by a considerable margin. 
To make matters worse, the indus-
trial relations war was conducted 
through a grateful media who saw 
the LAS – completely wrongly – as 
an exemplar of the NHS reforms. 
In practice, I did my best to keep 
out of the media – I don’t enjoy it 
and very few have Richard Bran-
son’s ability to stay a media darling 
for any length of time. One of my 
first actions was to get in touch with 
Rodney Bickerstaffe – by then well 
established as General Secretary 
of NUPE – and offer a different 
approach. He readily agreed. Over 
the next three and a half years, 
helped by a lot of investment and 
support and encouragement from 
NHS colleagues, we went a long 
way to putting the LAS on a sound 
footing.  

And I got to do all sorts of things I 
never expected to do. This was the 
only job I have ever had where I 
was expected to wear a uniform. 
As befitted a very senior ambu-
lance chief, my dress uniform 
dripped with gold – to the extent 
that Prince Charles told me I 
looked like an Argentinian Dictator! 
On another occasion I wore the 
uniform with great pride when we 
took part in the Lord Mayor’s Pa-
rade and marched through London 
to cheering crowds – an unforgetta-
ble experience. 
Another equally unforgettable high-
light was a trade mission to Colum-
bia to sell paramedic motorbike 
services. This was the only time I 
have eaten in a restaurant with one 
armed guard by the table and an-
other by the door! And many won-
derful memories of spending time 
with the LAS front-line staff, almost 
all of whom were totally committed 
to their very challenging and de-
manding profession.  
The LAS came to a bit of a sad end 
when a new Chair decided it was 
time for a change of Chief Execu-
tive and I spent a slightly uncom-
fortable and frustrating two years 
back at Regional level, although 
the election of the Labour Govern-
ment and another set of NHS re-
forms livened things up. 
Then, in October 1998, I took up 
my present post, Chief Executive of 
the National Blood Service (NBS). 
Again, the Service had been 
through torrid times and had lost its 
Chairman and Chief Executive on 
the way. The NBS is unique in the 
NHS, reliant on the commitment of 
its loyal volunteer donors – we 
collect 2.5 million donations each 
year. Again, I found myself doing 
things I have never expected to do. 
I have even become an ‘expert’ on 
European institutions and play a 
very active part in co-operation 
between European Blood Services, 
as well as building links with our 
colleagues in North America., 
I will have completed 35 years in 
the NHS in September and this 
may well be my last NHS job. Per-
haps in a few years I will get more 
time for my books and music (might 
even finally learn to play the piano 
properly), not to mention the walk-
ing and occasional skiing trips. 
Looking back I have been extraor-
dinarily lucky in my career and the 
last ten years has been particularly 
challenging, enjoyable and reward-
ing. Not bad for an Old Buck who 
drifted into the NHS for lack of 
anything better to do! 

“Not bad for an Old Buck….” 
By Martin Gorham (1958-65) 
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All the World’s a Stage 
Drama through the decades at BHCHS: Part two 1947-1952 
IN the last issue we covered 
the inevitably curtailed 
drama productions of the 
war years to their resur-
gence in the mid 1940s as 
peace returned. The 1947 
production of the first full-
length play at BHCHS was 
The Zeal of thy House by 
Dorothy L Sayers. A notable 
participant was Ian Dawes 
(only a pupil at BHCHS for 
a single year) ably supported 
by John Gray, John Pettit, 
Peter Aldridge and Ken 
Bales. The following year 
saw the first of Peter Sillis’s 
three consecutive produc-

tions: Badger’s Green by RC 
Sherriff. The main parts 
were taken by Digby Knell, 
Ken Bales (who energeti-
cally played a fiery Major 
and “stormed his way 
through the play”, David 
Gorick who “showed his 
natural gift for comedy” as 
Mr Twigg, and Desmond 
Sherlock. In 1949 Alan 
Boyce wrote in glowing 
terms about She Stoops to 
Conquer by Oliver Gold-
smith - “An essential ele-
gance was lent to the per-
formance by the acting of 
Gilbert and Wright the two 
male leads. The outstanding 
feature of this production 

was without doubt the excel-
lence - the almost deceptive 
excellence - with which the 
female roles were portrayed. 
Geoffrey Hunt as Mrs Hard-
castle could not only look 
and act like an indulgent, or 
alternatively enraged step-
mother, but equally com-
mendable - sound like one. 
John Hunt as Connie, was a 
modest and admirable 
match for Wright’s Hastings, 
Alford filled the role of Kate 
Hardcastle with a demure-
ness that imparted a rare 
elegance to the entire pro-
duction”. 

In the verse speaking com-
petition that same year, the 
adjudicator was a well-
known local actor - a Mr 
Hollingworth. In a report on 
the competition, Bert Hearn 
described a close tussle for 
the senior prize between a 
set of distinguished partici-
pants each reading Glouces-
ter’s speech from Richard III 
- Jamie Gilbert, Peter Hick-
man, John Burrow, and the 
winner Allan Wright. 
In the following year, the 
Dramatic Society broke new 
ground again: performing a 
play by a foreign author - 
The Government Inspector 

by Nicolai Gogol. Bert Hearn 
complimented much of the 
acting in this production - “I 
would unhesitatingly call 
this the best performance of 
a comedy given by the Soci-
ety. Roland Buggey gave a 
great performance as the 
gruff, harassed and con-
ceited Mayor, whilst the 
dashing and handsome Geof-
frey Gilbert swung through 
his part as the bogus debo-
nair Inspector. Ron Jones 
played the Mayor’s coquet-
tish wife with assurance and 
a sense of the comic which 
resulted in his nearly steal-

ing the show. After these 
three, the near slapstick 
comedy of John Robinson 
and Geoff Harrington, as the 
town landowners, deserves 
most praise”. 
The next  year marked the 
end of Peter Sillis’s tenure 
as Producer, and the respon-
sibility passed back to the 
English Department. His 
successor (“PAG”) - Mr 
P.A.Gray, decided to follow 
the precedent of the previ-
ous year by putting on a 
play from a foreign author - 
Moliere’s The Miser in an 
English version by Miles 
Malleson. This marked the 
pinnacle of David Gorick’s 

illustrious career on the 
BHCHS stage. The produc-
tion certainly caught the 
attention of the local press 
and thankfully their reports 
were preserved by JHT in 
the school records (see press 
cutting on the following 
page). 
The 1951/52 school year was 
a notable one in the history 
of drama at our school. Mr 
Gray turned his attention to 
Junior Drama allowing an-
other new producer, Harold 
Whiting, to take charge of 
the School’s first full length 
Shakespeare production - 
Twelfth Night. This was 
clearly a great success, as 
shown by the following ex-
tracts from Frank Winmill’s 
report in The Roding: “The 
rowdy element was admira-
bly led by Michael King as 
Sir Michael King-Toby. John 

Hallett’s Sir Andrew 
Aguecheek was a delightful 
and accurate piece of charac-
terisation. David Hoffman 
(Malvolio) drew for us an 
excellent portrait of pom-
pous self-interest and made 
full use of his carriage and 
gestures, as well as his voice 
and facial expressions to 
gain his effects. Other 
highly praised contributions 
from John Drinkwater 
(Viola), Geoffrey Gilbert 
(Orsino), Roger Adams 
(singer), Sidney Alford 
(Olivia), Ian Dunbar (sea 
captain), Geoffrey Harring-
ton (Antonio), John Dodkin 

Cast of The Miser: (l to r) Keith Guiver, Allan Wright, John Hallett, Peter New, David Hoffman, David Gorick, John Drinkwater, Mike Grimbly, John Robinson, Ron Jones, Colin Keleher 



 Page 13 Old Buckwellians News, May 2004  

David Long (1972) 
writes...several times each 
year I cross paths with Pe-
ter de Nayer (1949) al-
though only overseas despite 
our living only five miles 
apart in Suffolk. Typical 
occasions tend to be new-
model launches hosted by 
one car manufacturer or 
another, as we are both mo-
toring journalists who get 
treated to such things on 
regular basis. We've been 
meeting this way for almost 
20 years now, although 
strangely enough it took 
until last year - and I can't 
remember how the subject 
came up - for us to realise 
we were both Old Bucks. 

Mike Jaques (1957) at-
tended BHCHS for just one 
year before moving to Bex-
ley, Kent, where he attended 
Dartford Grammar School 
until 1964. When he started 
at his new school he wore 
his BHCHS blazer to start 
with, and it was recognised 
by his Latin teacher there, 
who said he had previously 
taught at BHCHS. The 
teacher was RH Allen who 
had taught at BHCHS also 
for a single year, in 1947. 

Mike Ling (1961) tells me 
that when he lived in North 
Weald he and his wife Anne 
had been friendly with an-
other couple, Terry Pende-
grass (1945) and his wife 
Sheila. They lost touch after 
Mike and Anne moved to 
Devon and Terry and Sheila 
moved to Cornwall. It was 
only recently, after the two 
wives had renewed ac-
quaintance in a phone call, 
that Mike and Terry real-
ised they had attended the 
same school. 

Ian Titmarsh (1970) tells 
me that his son, who re-
cently started at a certain 
secondary school in Chig-
well, is in the same class as 
the son of Phil Albon who 
was in his class at BHCHS. 

(Sebastian), Derek Hayes 
(Valentine), Brian Davis 
(Curio), David Stone, David 
Baker, Peter Farmer and 
Brian Richards”. This was 
also the point at which Ter-
rence Hardiman made his 
first appearance in school 
drama, acting the role of an 
elderly priest (at the age of 
15). He only had eight lines 
but this was enough to catch 
the attention of Frank Win-
mill, who described his 
priest as “convincingly sol-
emn”. 
In addition to the main 
school play, a group of senior 
pupils drawn mainly from 
the ‘A’ Level English set, 
presented a medieval nativ-
ity play, produced by Frank 
Winmill - The Wakefield 
Second Shepherd’s Play was 
performed in conjunction 
with the Christmas Concert. 
A Junior Dramatic Society 
was formed by Mr Gray, and 
they presented two one-act 
plays. One of these, Scuttle-
boom’s Treasure, had been 
the very first play performed 
at BHCHS twelve years ear-
lier. Finally, there was the 
fifth annual visit by La 
Troupe Athalyc from Bel-
gium. 
The third part of the 
story will follow in the 
next edition and will 
cover the beginning of 
Terrence Hardiman’s out-
standing career. 

The Miser: BHCHS play in April 1951. David Gorick as The Miser with Mike Grimbly (left) and Colin Keleher 

More 
“Small
Worlds” 
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Another amusing chapter from the adventures of one of the earliest pupils at BHCHS 

THOUGHTFUL boys - of which 
naturally the entire complement of 
Buckhurst Hill CH consisted - would 
occasionally turn away from con-
templations of those beyond our 
grasp - the other half of humanity - 
and focus minds on how to defeat 
Old Mister Hitler in those days 
between 1939 and 1945. To this 
end, brave fellows enlisted in the 
ATC - the Air Training Corps. It is 
the doings of this fine body of blue 
uniformed chaps that I wish to 
remind you of today. 
Bored with the daily routine of din-
nertime poisoning, nasty things to 
do from Mr Michael and his mates 
and matesses, and wearing the 
school cap, I decided that here was 
a Calling. Looking up into the murky 
sky, the fitful sun spreading edges 
of light upon his youthful features, 
your correspondent, aged only 
fourteen and a half, but tall for his 
age, set out one evening and 
enlisted at the Ilford HQ of the ATC 
situated near the Wash on Cran-
brook Road in a large Victorian 
house. Having learned to lie at 
Buckhurst Hill CH I calmly stated I 
was fifteen, signed my name and 
became Cadet 1331 of 20F Squad-
ron. The place was busy with young 
men proudly wearing their grey blue 
high collar uniform and RAF side 
hat with the silver circle badge 
containing an eagle within its round-
ness. 
Other boys from our academy duly 
joined. Carver, Knight, Smith, Fos-
ter and others whose names for the 
moment fail me but all were imbued 
with this strong selfless patriotic 
desire to.........bosh. The truth was 
that it might make entrapping girls 
easier. It had been rumoured that 
young women found uniform irre-
sistible - sadly the contents seemed 
readily resistible. Passing beneath 
the pale blue RAF flag outside HQ, 
one entered a busy, grown up, 
service world - a canteen on the 
right where matriarchs served rock 
cakes and watery drink and Stan 
Foster would beat out Glenn Miller’s 
In the Mood - music echoing from a 
thousand canteens up and down 
the land on airbases and army 
camps, both ours and the Ameri-
cans. And still so evocative today of 
that splendid period. 
Training began with Gas. This was 
conducted by a slightly well-built 
officer who had been a sniper at 
Gallipoli in 1915 and there occupied 

himself firing at incontinent Turks 
visiting their latrines and encourag-
ing them to haste away sans trou-
sers or face instant death. We were 
issued with the dread detail of what 
Gas could do to you. It was neces-
sary to know what the stuff was like 
and to this end phials of the noxious 
chemicals were passed about 
amongst the eager cadets who 
sniffed Mustard Gas, Phosgene, 
Lewisite, and Tear Gas. Odours of 
rotting hay, Pear Drops - 
(Phosgene and Lewisite). The 
Mustard Gas was yellow and oily 

and we were horrified at descrip-
tions of what could happen if the 
stuff got up a Scotsman’s kilt. 
Maths - how different to the teach-
ing at the Old School. Applied 
maths seemed easier and was 
necessary for Navigation Training - 
this took place at the old three 
tiered school up Balfour Road/
Melbourn Road in Ilford, as did 
practice using the Morse Code.. 
dah dit   dit dit   dah dit   dit dah 
(Nina - the name of a young person 
living in Hornchurch but we needn’t 
go into that.) Aircraft Recognition - 
that was carried out within the very 
Holy of Holies - the Ilford County 
High School for Girls - maroon 
blazers and grey skirts. I hope the 
aged readers will not, at this junc-
ture, break down weeping in an 
unmanly fashion remembering lost 
loves and opportunities. Pull your-
selves together men. But perhaps, 
at this juncture I should propose a 
pause for strong drink to be imbibed 
for those who were influenced by 
this wonder at Gants Hill - even 
causing their brutish lives to be-
come better - eventually. We would 
report at HQ and then amble 
through the black out, up Cranbrook 
Road, Knight puffing at a cigarette, 

towards our evening where we 
walked past THEIR classrooms and 
sat in THEIR hall where a large 
Episcope received flat paper silhou-
ettes of ours and Bosch aircraft. We 
sat in the dark before the big screen 
and paid strict attention of the kind 
that our mentors at the B.H Acad-
emy would have given clothing 
coupons for. 
Sunday morning - Parades. Assem-
bling nearby up Park Road from 
Cranbrook Road, where Cranbrook 
Sports had their shop next to Cran-
brook Hall where dancing between 

males and females took place. 
Another story completely. The 
Squadrons, after reporting to HQ, 
drifted as a moving ocean of grey to 
Park Road and loosely formed 
themselves into some sort of order 
awaiting the older chaps who had 
become sergeants to shout a bit 
before the officers - such as our 
portly Gas Expert, made it their 
desire that the tallest should be on 
the right and those of lesser length 
to the left with the moderates, as 
always, filling the middle. Now the 
value of education at Buckhurst Hill 
CHS came into play. “From the 
right... .NUMBER!” By complicated 
manoeuvre, this would eventually 
lead to the formation of three ranks 
though not without difficulty. And 
there was even more room for 
difficulty when the stentorian cries 
went forth to arrive at a state of 
“OPEN ORDER!” This allowed 
inspection for smartness to take 
place after those who had moved 
back when they should have moved 
forward and visa versa were sorted 
out. It has always been an age-old 
problem certainly going back as far 
as Crécy that there was an incom-
plete knowledge held within a large 
body of the populace in general; 

regarding which was the right and 
which the left foot. This would even-
tually be sorted out. More shouting, 
Stan Foster raises his bugle, a 
drum rolls and we are off to the 
brave music of Marching Through 
Georgia - no one had composed 
anything called Marching Through 
Ilford. Dogs barked, old warriors 
wept, girls went red and the savage 
Nazi Hordes were relieved they had 
chosen to attack Russia rather than 
Britain. The ATC marched off to-
wards Ilford Broadway, and some-
how returned to base for watery 
drink, thin tea and rock cakes in the 
packed canteen and Tiger Rag and 
In the Mood or their like would once 
again resonate into the garden with 
its yellow biplane. Debates held as 
to how it got there. Other marches 
were at the annual big parades 
through Ilford where the girls 
Women’s Junior Air Corps in their 
grey uniforms and bulging white 
blouses also took part but we never 
met, sadly - we could have dis-
cussed aircraft recognition. 
From time to time the opportunity to 
take to the air occurred from Fairlop 
Aerodrome - an adjunct to the North 
Weald Base. I recall the first excite-
ment of donning the bulky para-
chute and then walking with the 
other young men to the waiting 
aircraft, in this case A Percival Q6 
which carried, I think, eight passen-
gers. The pilot suggested we keep 
an eye out for German fighters. 
This seemed at the time to be an 
added spice for our amusement. I 
later discovered he was serious, as 
our enemy frequently came in from 
the nearby East Coast to shoot up 
trains and anything else before 
going home to fortify themselves 
with Schnapps and Lili Marlene. 
I flew over the old school - where 
down below the blazered boys 
slumped over maths, and other 
useful topics eager for their dinner 
break of swill whilst I soared, un-
known over their bowed heads and 
on the watch for Me 109s or Fw 
190s - which fortunately failed to 
appear. Later, the Luftwaffe, feeling 
nasty as the pages of 1944 opened, 
sent their scallywags to pound us 
again and I recall one particular 
evening when Navigation was nois-
ily interrupted by an air raid. I 
donned my steel helmet and set off 
for the family seat. Half way up 
Balfour Rd a fine sight for a skilled 
Aircraft Recognitionist and avid 

Peter in the ATC: back row second from the right 

In Uniform at Last 
By Peter Godfrey 
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student of the pages of the fort-
nightly Aeroplane Spotter, (price 
3d), immediately identified the silver 
object coned by searchlights as the 
new Heinkel He177. Another reve-
lation of greater import took place 
along the same route lined with 
Victorian villas. A foggy night - we 
had many in those far off days - 
when added to the blackout made 
hands invisible before the face, 
sparrows walking, sort of thing. I 
collided with another human being 
approaching from the station direc-
tion. Thus the astonishing discovery 
- something never taught - I almost 
said touched upon - at Buckhurst H. 
was ...... that girls’ front parts are 
soft. Apologises in the misty dark 
and I marched on no longer consid-
ering Morse Code. Where is she 
now? 
Summer Camp was always inter-
esting. More flying. A bell tented 
camp at Halton, near Wendover, 
springs to the ancient mind. Rain, 
twice as many sleeping under the 
wet canvas as the designer had 
planned. Infantry training was a 
surprise. Armed with American 
unbalanced Ross Rifles we hunted 
each other through the treed hill-
side, and were taught unarmed 
combat by vicious RAF Regiment 
sergeants on how to break a sen-
try’s neck with his helmet and other 
useful arts. Only once have I found 
those skills of value - effecting an 
arrest using ‘the minimum of force 
necessary’ and succeeding in over-
powering a miscreant. Thus proving 
that all learning is of value. 
Rifle practice Saturday afternoons 
at Fairlop aerodrome - another very 
useful set of practical instructions 
omitted from the school curriculum 
for some reason I never under-
stood. The hostile acts of early 
1944 were met bravely by the Royal 
Artillery Anti Aircraft section along 
with the Home Guard Rocket bat-
teries, and a notice appeared at HQ 
calling for ATC volunteers to assist 
in the manning of the defences. 
Naturally, my name went down 
immediately and, as far as I under-
stand I have never been advised 
that I have been stood down. I 
therefore await daily the call to 
serve and I shall respond eagerly to 
defend our Queendom feeling com-
pletely certain that every old Buck-
wellian would do the same if asked, 
if and when the call arrives. God 
Save the Queen! 
Cadet 1331 Godfrey,P 20F Sqrn. 
For those still really interested, a 
visit to the Southampton Air Mu-
seum that has a small area given 
over to the wartime Air Training 
Corps would be interesting. What 
better reason for visiting that an-

THE FIRST day at Buck-
hurst Hill is as vivid in my 
head as if it were yesterday. 
Four lines of nervous 11 
year olds all in uniforms, 
that were of the ‘he’ll grow 
into them size’, standing in 
the playground listening to 
Mrs Leach screeching out 
the orders of the day with 
HAC, standing just behind 
her, his black gown wafting 
in the warm autumnal 
breeze. It could almost be a 
scene from a Harry Potter 
movie. 
Looking back on it I was 
probably a little too tidy for 
my own good. My nice new 
shoes didn’t stay shiny for 
long. Some hard-case kid 
saw to that, along with my 
flairs flapping in the wind in 
time with HAC’s gown: it 
didn’t take long for me to be 
labelled. Apart from the first 
day, the majority of my time 
at BHCHS is a bit of a blur 
except for my embarrassing 
P.E. kit with ‘MJW’ stitched 
6 inches high across my 
chest. 
Following a fairly unsuccess-
ful year in the 6th form, 
Buckhurst Hill High School 
finally saw me walk through 
the doors for the last time in 
1986. I’m probably remem-
bered by my compatriots as 
being the one who got a CSE 
grade 5 in Maths, re-took 
the exam in the 6th form and 
actually came away with a 
worse result-oops! 
Like so many I have mixed 
memories of my time at 
school. Most, I’m happy to 
say, are good. One which 
will always stay with me, 
takes me back to Meas-y-
Lade - the outdoor pursuits 
centre in the Black Moun-

Memories of the Horse Trough 
By Mark Wiffen (1979) 

tains of Wales. News spread 
around very quickly that 
Wiffen had a stash of choco-
late bars in his suitcase; 
needless to say they weren’t 
there for very long, as one by 
one they were shared out 
amongst everyone, except 
for me. Then to cap it off, in 
the middle of the night I was 
unceremoniously extracted 
from my sleeping bag in my 
underpants and dunked into 
the freezing waters of the 
horse trough just outside the 
door. 
Another memory is the day 
we travelled to Wales in the 
school minibus for the D of E 
expedition with Mr. Lowry 
and Mr. Pink. It would seem 
that everyone got fed up 
with my corney jokes and I 
ended up on the floor of the 
bus getting a good pasting 
from everyone’s boots. Oh, 
happy days. 
So what happened to me 
from there? I knew at a 
fairly early stage that I 
wanted to go into the build-
ing industry. Technical 
Drawing was one of my fa-
vourite subjects. I managed 
to attain ‘O-Level’ grade A, 
thanks to Mr Cook, aka 
‘Strawberry’. I went to Bark-
ing College of Technology in 
Dagenham where I studied 
for 5 years, then onto Anglia 
Polytechnic, in Chelmsford, 
for a further two years to 
gain my HNC in Building 
Studies and become an Asso-
ciate Member of the British 
Institute of Architectural 
Technicians. Fortunately I 
was able to study the course 
as a day release student, 
which meant that whilst I 
was free from college I could 
work at a firm of Architects 
based in Ilford. 
It was during this time that 
I bought my first car, a blue 
Mini Clubman. Somehow I 
managed to blow the engine 
up and the car spent more 
time on the jack ramp at Les 
George’s shop in Queen’s 
Road than anywhere else. 
In 1992 I went back to 
school, as a photographer. 
Remember the days we used 
to spend stacked up on ta-

bles and chairs in the play-
ground in a semi circle with 
the wind up camera taking 
the whole school group pho-
tograph, well that was me-
with the camera. Except 
nowadays the group is ar-
ranged in a straight line so 
you can’t run around the 
back and appear at each end 
of the same photo! For 7 
years I would take around 
38,000 school photos a year, 
Individuals, Class Groups, 
Teams etc. It’s the only job I 
know that you can get 16 
weeks paid holiday a year, 
apart from being a teacher 
that is. Now I’m back in the 
building industry working 
closely with Architects, Inte-
rior Designers and Contrac-
tors all over the south east. 
In May 1994 I married Lynn 
(a West Hatch girl!) We now 
live in Bishop’s Stortford, 
Hertfordshire with our chil-
dren, Thomas aged 6 and 
Hannah aged 3. Lynn is 
currently ‘enjoying’ a 5 year 
career break from her job in 
the Civil Service, as a Court 
Clerk at Snaresbrook Crown 
Court, so that she can spend 
time with Thomas and Han-
nah doing the daily walks to 
school and so on. 
I’m still in regular contact 
with two close friends from 
my school days. Howard 
Friend, his wife and daugh-
ter, live only just down the 
road in Sawbridgeworth and 
Nick Muir and his wife-since 
October 2002, were living in 
Dubai, in the Middle East 
but have just moved over to 
the USA again after spells 
in Qatar and the USA. 
Occasionally I drive through 
Buckhurst Hill. My parents 
moved from Palmerston 
Road to Frinton in 1997 so 
we have no connections in 
the town now, but I am 
amazed at just how over-
crowded the area seems. You 
cannot move for the traffic 
jams and building sites. As 
for the old school, well that 
is starting to look a little 
sorry for itself.  
A big hello to all of you, pu-
pils or teachers. 
m.wiffen@stoeu.com 
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BUCKHURST HILL COUNTY HIGH 
SCHOOL was my last preference 
among four grammar schools when 
I had passed the infamous ‘11+’ 
exam, because it was easily the 
furthest from home. Nevertheless, I 
went there on returning from Ded-
dington at the age of twelve and 
stayed until I was eighteen. These 
were six wonderful years, not only 
because of all the School had to 
offer, but also because the war had 
ended and the 1945 general elec-
tion had brought in the Attlee Gov-
ernment which created the welfare 
state, nationalised industries that 
were rundown but essential for 
post-war recovery, and set us on 
course for sustained full employ-
ment and economic growth. 1945 
was therefore a welcome turning 
point for the British people. For me 
personally, everything was sunny 
uplands despite continued rationing 
and unwelcome international devel-
opments, not least the Iron Curtain 
that preceded the Cold War. 
Such thoughts attributed to a twelve 
year old will seem far-fetched, but 
we grew up more quickly then. My 
parents had repeatedly emphasised 
the importance of a ‘good educa-
tion’, which required passing the 
11-plus exam. Hardly a day passed 
without my mother providing extra-
mural support in reading, writing, 
spelling and arithmetic, in the ab-
sence of books, using informal 
sources. The two schools in Ilford I 
attended earlier - Woodlands Road 
Primary and Cleveland Road Junior 
- provided dedicated teaching to 
achieve the standards required. 
During the Blitz, teachers from 
Woodlands Road Primary School 
gave lessons to small groups of 
children in each street, ours based 
in the garage of a nearby house. 
The headmaster at Cleveland Road 

Junior School, a kindly, hard-
working man, repeatedly told us 
that his aim in life was to see all his 
pupils gain entry to grammar 
school. With his constant effort and 
encouragement, this aim was 
largely fulfilled. 
I was under no illusion as to what it 
meant to go to a grammar school 
and do well there. For children of 
working class parents, it was the 
route not only to a ‘good education’ 
to be valued for itself, but also a 
route out of low-wage, often casual 
labour, to qualifying on the basis of 
an annual salary for a mortgage to 
buy a house, to paid rather than 
unpaid annual leave, to an occupa-
tional pension, and to affording 
decent insurances. Above all, it was 
a way out of being made to feel 
inferior by subtle class barriers. My 
father used to say that if enough 
working class children obtained ‘a 
good education’, there would be no 
holding them back and it would 
eventually end the class system. 
Wise words, I thought, and not the 
words of a revolutionary. Years 
later, during national service, at 
university and in industry, I found 
that similar ideas had inspired a 
host of people similar in age and 
social background to myself, to 
seek ‘a good education’ without 
cutting their social roots. I was also 
to meet railwaymen, dockers, and 
(while queuing in municipal baths in 
the north) miners and steel workers, 
who had encouraged their children 
in exactly the same way as my 
parents had with me. 
The first time I saw Buckhurst Hill 
County High was when I went to the 
School with my mother to see the 
headmaster on my return from 
Deddington in May, 1945. The 
School was a long, redbrick, two-
storey building, with two wings at 
either end spread in a V shape. It 
was a modern building, completed 
a few years before war broke out. 
To me, it was all an inspiring sight 
in the full afternoon sun. 
This first impression was strength-
ened when we were welcomed into 
the oak-panelled study of the head-
master, a middle-aged man with a 
kindly countenance and a largely 
bald, suntanned head. After the 
preliminaries, I was asked to read a 
long passage from ‘Wind in the 
Willows’ and then answer a few 
questions. I was at ease, it all 
seemed to go well, and the head-
master (widely known as ‘Spud’ 

Taylor) confirmed that I could start 
in a few days’ time at the beginning 
of the summer term. Most of the 
School’s population, we learned, 
came from Woodford, Buckhurst 
Hill, Loughton, Epping, Chigwell 
and other well-to-do towns not far 
from the School. Without being 
patronising, the headmaster em-
phasised that boys from working 
class backgrounds were equally 
welcome. So it proved: I saw no 
discrimination by class or creed in 
the six years I was there, only de-
termination to provide ‘a good edu-
cation’. 
My mother was equally impressed 
and, as if to keep their side of the 
bargain with the headmaster, my 
parents conscientiously attended 
parent-teacher evenings over the 
six years, even though this brought 
them into the formal surroundings 
of suits, gowns and the assembly 
hall regaled with huge emerald 
coloured velvet curtains at one end 
and oak panelled side walls in-
scribed in gold lettering with the 
names of former pupils who had 
won scholarships and bursaries to 
universities, and the names of 
previous House captains. 
I made friends quickly, even on the 
first day. Commuting to school for 
six years added to life’s experi-
ences as well as three hours to the 
school day. For the first four years, 
it involved leaving home at 7.25 
am., a bus ride to Ilford station and 
then a steam train to Chigwell. 
Usually, Ilford station was full of 
black smoke, my train was late, and 
the platforms for London-bound 
trains were lined with hundreds of 
people, six to eight deep, all hoping 
to crowd onto already full trains. 
The journey was punctuated with 
long stops at intermediate stations, 
especially at Grange Hill to replen-
ish the locomotive’s boiler with 
water, which allowed passengers to 
disembark temporarily for other 
pursuits, for example snowballing in 
the appropriate season. In those 
days, there was snow and ice every 
winter. 
We finally disembarked at Chigwell, 
walked across a field and down a 
hill to a wood, where we jumped 
across a stream, then climbed 
another hill and walked a further 
mile down to the School. In the 
wood, there was always opportunity 
for some usually innocent ‘messing 
about’ which was then part of eve-
ryone’s childhood, including acorn 

fights, collecting crab apples or 
conkers, and swinging over the 
stream on a rope. When it rained, 
you got seriously wet, sometimes 
right through. When it was hot, the 
walk seemed even longer. Thick 
mist was frequent in the Roding 
valley and when the mist was below 
the brow of the hill at Chigwell, you 
saw boys disappear into the murk, 
feet first, then body and finally the 
head. This was particularly eerie on 
the day when the newspapers 
reported someone or other’s fore-
cast that this was the day the world 
would end. Would any of us be 
seen again? 
Returning home had similar pleas-
ures; but to get fun out of this kind 
of commuting, you needed to have 
friends which I had aplenty. As 
some of my friends were quite ‘well-
heeled’, we paid visits to a tuck 
shop near Chigwell station, where I 
was usually given something (such 
as cake or cherries) which I had no 
money to buy myself. In those days 
there was a large mahogany table 
in the Victorian waiting room in 
Chigwell station on which we used 
to while away the time playing 
‘tuppeny-hap’ney’ football until the 
train eventually arrived. One day, a 
friend found that the plums he had 
bought were mouldy, so we natu-
rally used them as ammunition. 
Difficult though it is to throw accu-
rately out of the window of a moving 
train without being seen, my plum 
happened to reach its target - the 
ear of a highly disagreeable porter 
on the opposite platform at Grange 
Hill from where our train was de-
parting. The poor man convulsed 
into a frenzy and swore blue mur-
der; but on that day, he could not 
catch us. 
The commuting meant that home-
work could not be started until the 
evening. The acute post-war coal 
shortage meant there was a fire 
only in the dining room, where all 
six of us congregated to converse 
and listen to the radio. This meant, 
in turn, that homework took all 
evening and a good deal of the 
weekend. 
The situation changed in 1949, 
when my parents and I moved to a 
council flat over a mile from Bark-
ingside High Street, and a new bus 
service ran via Barkingside, past 
the School, to Buckhurst Hill. This 
simplified and shortened the jour-
ney, but the walk from Chigwell 
station to the school was replaced 

A Good Education By John Surrey 
This is a chapter of the autobiography (as yet unpublished) that John Surrey has written for his grandchildren. John joined BHCHS in May 1944 
having being evacuated to Deddington, near Banbury for most of the first year. He described his time at the Banbury school as an “appalling experi-
ence” and he was relieved to return to his native Ilford and begin his BHCHS career… 



 Page 17 Old Buckwellians News, May 2004  
by a walk almost as long at the 
other end. The vagaries of the 
weather were by this time worsened 
by my having to carry both a full 
complement of books needed for 
homework and a leather bag 
(actually my father’s old football bag 
dating from the early 1920s) full of 
cricket, football or athletics kit. 
Due to late-running trains, by this 
time I had probably spent more time 
in detention than anyone else at the 
School. My record would have been 
even worse but for the headmaster, 
driving a 1920-something open-top 
car in all weathers, giving me a lift 
whenever he saw me striding it out. 
We got to know each other quite 
well and I enjoyed our conversa-
tions. By accompanying him 
through the main school entrance, I 
escaped detention - a dodge that 

remained undisclosed and undis-
covered. As luck would have it, 
shortly after we moved to the coun-
cil flat, three teachers were sharing 
a car. I used to meet the car each 
morning halfway along the walk to 
Barkingside High Street. If I was on 
time, I got a lift all the way to the 
School. If the car arrived late, I 
used the same dodge as before. 
I still had the return journey to con-
tend with. Leaving school at 4pm 
became an increasingly rare event, 
due to after-school activities which 
frequently kept me there until 6pm. 
But when I did leave school 
promptly, the double-decker bus 
filled up outside the school and the 
conductor entertained passengers 
on both decks by singing popular 
arias from operas. He had a superb 
voice and was the jolliest person I 

ever met. This reminds me that 
many people in those far-off days 
seemed more carefree and less 
reserved than today, despite the 
legacy of the war and the post-war 
shortages. To be so nobly enter-
tained on bus journeys was truly 
something to be remembered. 
Also to be remembered, although 
not so pleasant, were the pea soup 
fogs. Road traffic ground to a halt, 
as did trains, and an eerie silence 
descended. Sometimes you could 
not see beyond arm’s length. This 
made walking highly disorienting. It 
was essential to check you were on 
the right main road and then care-
fully find and check the names of 
each side street all the way home. 
One mistake and you could soon be 
lost for a considerable time. 
The School tried hard to achieve 

high standards of teaching and 
educational attainment. This was a 
personal goal of the headmaster 
and the teachers. An extra stimulus 
to high standards was that the 
School was in competition for bright 
pupils with various public schools in 
the area. For similar reasons, high 
standards also applied to sports, 
other extra-curricular activities, and 
dress. School blazers, ties and 
caps were mandatory up to and 
including the Sixth Form. However, 
by the time I was fourteen, I was six 
feet tall and my parents could not 
afford a new school blazer. The 
headmaster relaxed the rule in my 
case and for the next four years I 
attended school in a sports jacket 
inherited from my grandfather. 
At the end of my first term (the 
summer term) there were exams. 
After my two terms at Banbury, it 

was not surprising that I just 
missed .the necessary minimum 
mark for the first stream. I was not 
too disappointed with this. The 
second stream had quite a few 
bright pupils who would be hard to 
keep up with, and I also wanted to 
take German as a second language 
to French, whereas the first stream 
had to take Latin. Also, the first 
stream that year was an experiment 
to enable the brightest pupils to sit 
the matriculation exams a year 
earlier than previously, in order to 
allow them three years rather than 
two in the Sixth Form, to increase 
their chances of winning scholar-
ships and bursaries to Universities, 
especially Oxbridge. The idea of 
staying on in the Sixth Form and 
gaining a university place never 
entered my mind or my parents’ 
minds until much later. 

In all schools at all times, standards 
of teaching vary. It was inevitable 
that standards suffered to some 
extent while so many teachers were 
still away in uniform. Those who 
taught during the war did their best, 
but demobilisation brought more 
first-rate teachers to the School, for 
the most part fired with enthusiasm 
to make up for the lost war years. I 
was never much good at science 
and maths, I suspect largely due to 
the shortage of talented teachers in 
these subjects. I remained very 
average at science for five years, 
during which no science teacher 
excited our enthusiasm. I think the 
sense of excitement was suffocated 
by the mechanistic teaching of 
formulae and by boring experi-
ments, the point of which was not 
always clear and whose results I 
would willingly have taken on trust. 

We did have a new maths teacher 
for one year, who made his subject 
come alive and improved my inter-
est and grasp no end. When he left, 
so did my interest in maths. Fortu-
nately, other subjects were better 
served. 
In my fourth year, I went into a new 
class of only nine boys, three from 
the top of our previous stream and 
six from the stream which was 
supposed to take the matriculation 
exams in only four years. Each of 
the six was outstanding in one 
subject or another but relatively 
weak in others. As I remember, the 
aim was to bring all nine of us up to 
matriculation level in one year, by 
giving us the best teachers in each 
subject. The three of us from my 
former stream were sorely 
stretched by the first-rate teaching 
and the high standards achieved by 
the other six pupils in particular 
subjects. But the three of us were 
‘all rounders’ and scored the high-
est overall marks at the end of the 
year. My own performance soared, 
especially in French, English Gram-
mar, History and Geography — 
demonstrating the importance of 
small class size, excellent teaching 
and intellectual competition. For 
reasons unknown to me, something 
went wrong with the game plan: we 
did not take the matriculation ex-
ams at the end of that year and 
were consigned to a fifth year, 
mainly of revision. 
When the matriculation exams 
finally came round, I did far better 
than I expected. More important, 
my parents’ hopes for me were 
fulfilled: I could now probably get a 
secure salaried job as a civil service 
clerk. The school encouraged me to 
stay on in the Sixth Form, but how 
could I ask my parents to support 
me for two further years while my 
father was working all hours to 
make ends meet? 
In previous years, pupils were left in 
limbo with nothing much to do until 
the end of the summer term. How-
ever, at this time, a new teacher 
arrived and had the task of teaching 
elementary economics in the other-
wise empty six weeks. His name 
was Mr. McCollin, a product of the 
London School of Economics, a 
wartime army major, a Methodist 
lay preacher and the most enthusi-
astic and versatile teacher I have 
ever met. With his inspiration, I took 
to economics like a duck to water. 
He evidently had a similar effect on 
my parents at a parent-teachers 
meeting just before the summer 
term finished. He persuaded them 
to let me stay on just one year in 
the Sixth Form with the aim of pass-
ing two more subjects (Economics 
and Economic History) at matricula-
tion level. No mention was made of 

2nd XI football team 1948-49. Back row (l to r): David Gorick, Chris Roberts, Richard Oliver, Peter Hickman, John Surrey, Barry Woods. 
Front row (l to r): George Kirman, John Green, Derek (?) Chapman, Bryan AV Brown, Brian E Brown 
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was upon us. Barely a week 
of the new term had passed 
before boys were sent home 
early after lunch to invite 
their parents to an emer-
gency Air Raid Evacuation 
meeting at the school on the 
same evening. Practically 
every parent came, listened, 
and signed forms, although 

the international news that 
night was of a reassuring 
nature. Nevertheless boys 
arrived the next morning 
with their kit bags and 
evacuation lunches. Merci-
fully, evacuation was never 
operated, but its unsettling 
effect upon a new school was 

deplorable. Then, after much 
procrastination, the builders 
evacuated the building, most 
reluctant to abandon the 
scene of their triumphs, and 
at last we were left, Staff 
and boys, to work. 

THE HEADMASTER 

the school. As it so hap-
pened, the evening was dark 
with storm and as yet there 
was no light. Parents were 
left to survey the school in 
the shades of night, and I 
addressed an almost invisi-
ble, but not inaudible, body 
of parents in the Assembly 
Hall. Even under those try-

ing circumstances, the en-
thusiasm and loyalty of the 
parents was most hearten-
ing. 
On the next day, a bright 
sunny morning, 89 boys as-
sembled for prayers in the 
Gymnasium. Alderman 
Green, Chairman of the 

County Building Committee, 
was present to view the en-
try of the boys into the new 
school and to give a short 
address to the original schol-
ars. So the beginning was 
past history, but history of 
another, unwanted kind, 

time when the new road has 
been cut; when traffic signs 
and lamp posts have sprung 
up in Roding Lane; when the 
bright line of new houses 
creeps nearer to the school 
and when there is rumour of 
a bus route past its gates. 
I paid many visits to the 
school during the following 
months, and when the corn 
was ripening in the fields 
around, it was clear that the 
school would not be com-
pleted by the day fixed for 
opening. But at any rate 
three form rooms would he 
ready, if little else. Even so, 
neither the Staff nor I will 
ever forget the few days be-
fore Thursday, September 
the 15th. Workmen were 
roaming all over the build-
ing; no desks had arrived 
and equipment of all con-
ceivable variety, from sauce-
pans to pen nibs, had been 
heaped in the Staff Room as 
it arrived. There, piled on 
the floor, lay kitchen equip-

ment, textbooks, stationery, 
laboratory equipment and 
chemicals, cleaning materi-
als and sporting goods. Two 
whole days were taken in 
checking this rich variety 
but still came no desks. 
Finally, on the eve of the 
opening, 120 old and bat-
tered desks were comman-
deered from local schools 
and installed. On that same 
evening the parents of the 
new pupils had been invited 
to meet the Staff and to view 

FROM any direction the 
first view of the school is 
striking. I first saw it in 
April, 1938, when, in com-
plete ignorance of its situa-
tion, I was drawn by some 
intuition down Palmerston 
Road. As I passed over the 
railway bridge I gained my 
first glimpse. There, mag-
nificently situated in open 
country, rose the extended 
front elevation, gleaming in 
the spring sun. It was an 

inspiring sight, for, in spite 
of the newness of the build-
ings, somehow the school 
seemed to harmonise with 
the natural background and 
its lines to be related to the 
natural contours of its ter-
rain. At that time the new 
road to Chigwell had not 
been made; Roding Lane 
was green with the foliage of 
hedge and tree, so that one 
felt that here indeed was the 
perfect setting for a school. 
It is well to record this at a 

In the Beginning 
We are fortunate to have some fascinating archive material from the opening of BHCHS. This personal account of the school’s inception was written 
by JH Taylor for the first edition of the School Magazine. The photographs shown here are taken from the brochure produced for the official open-
ing ceremony on 25th November 1938. The photograph on page 1 is of the Elementary Physics Laboratory. 
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From the Editor’s Postbag…... 
BHCHS critics 
Arthur Western (1947-54) 
Previous editions of OB 
News have contained letters 
criticising the school and I 
would like to respond to 
these. The first writer’s com-
plaint was basically that he 
was not considered as an 
individual - not attending an 
organised visit didn’t ex-
clude him from the ‘trip 
questions’. The second 
writer - who is possibly not 
worth considering, as he had 
to be reminded he hadn't 
enjoyed school and after 
writing scathingly of the 
staff - said he would not 
wish to subscribe. 
I do not dispute the validity 
of some of their criticisms 
but do feel they should try to 
put them in context. Firstly 
BHCHS was a typical gram-
mar school of the time where 
its success rested largely on 
its external examination 
results and imparting 
knowledge took precedence 
over catering to individual 
differences although in say-
ing that I did feel most 
teachers did care for their 
pupils. The second writer 
found differences between 
teachers - teaching style, 
control and discipline with 
some being quite vindictive. 
After teaching in many 
schools over some forty 
years I have found similar 
differences in staff to be the 
rule rather than the excep-
tion. I would also be in-
trigued to know what they 
were comparing the school 
to. There is a saying you 
only get out what you put in. 
I suspect that applies to the 
authors referred to above. 
They should also consider 
the fact that the great ma-
jority of comments about the 
school are positive. 
I am left wondering too 
whether the two would have 
been happy whichever 
school they had attended.  
Arthur Western - A very 
grateful "Old Buck". 

Michael Fishlock 
Roland Buggey (1942-50) 
I was in the same year as 
Michael Fishlock (OB News, 
November 2003) and lived in 
the same road – Forest 
Edge, Buckhurst Hill. We 
spent a lot of time together 
roaming Epping Forest as 
boys but as often happens 
our paths diverged as we 
followed our separate ca-
reers. I took over his paper 
round when he left school in 
1947. 
When I learned, many years 
later, that he had been re-
sponsible for the rebuilding 
of Hampton Court after the 
fire I made contact with him 
again and asked if he could 
come and talk to the Wood-
ford Historical Society on his 
work. What I did not know 
was that he was suffering 
from cancer of the stomach 
and was recovering from a 
massive operation. He did 
agree to come and talk and 
we had our programme 
printed. Sadly, he died be-
fore he could visit us. One of 
his colleagues honoured his 
commitment. I had even 
bought his book hoping that 
he would sign it for me. I 
went to Hampton Court 
later for an evening celebra-
tion of his life. I believe he 
had the letters LVO after 
his name: Lieutenant of the 
Royal Victorian Order, an 
honour that comes only from 
the Queen. 

Building houses and cars 
Frank Mattick (Biology 
1961-66) 
I was interested to read Bill 
Banks’ story (OB News, No-
vember 2003) about building 
‘May House’ brick by back-
breaking brick. Although I 
must have attempted every 

In defence of teachers 
Ernie Hobdell (1948-55) 
I would like to say what a 
wonderful education I had at 
BHCHS. I have a completely 
opposite picture to the dis-
gruntled anonymous person 
whose account I read in OB 
News, April 2003. As a 
teacher myself of 33 years I 
realise how hard-working 
the teachers were at Buck-
hurst Hill, how punctual 
and quick they were at re-
turning homework etc. 
Marking is the most onerous 
of tasks which can be over-
whelming. The teachers, I 
will not mention their 
names, that I did worst un-
der, were those with less 
discipline. We were very 
appreciative when we had a 
top teacher like Mr Dolman 
in the fifth year after years 
of bad discipline before. My 
worst subjects at O Level – 
maths and languages – the 
latter very difficult to teach, 
were due to teachers who 
could not control the wild 
elements. 
We were taught in the aus-
tere times after the 2nd 
World War therefore text 
books were not so common 
or good as today. As a work-
ing class boy I was lucky to 
go to Buckhurst Hill CHS. I 
worked very hard in very 
deprived home conditions 
but made the most of school, 
O Level and at A Level. I 
won a completely funded 
university course from a 
“County Major Scholarship” 
and had a great and enjoy-
able career in teaching. Fi-
nally, I spent 17 years at a 
school in Melbourne, almost 
equivalent to “Eton”. Sport 
fostered at BHCHS gave me 
a great enjoyment which I 
passed on freely to boys I 
taught. 

Down to Brighton 
Derek Heater (History 1959-
62) 
I look back on my few years 
at BHCHS as a happy and 
interesting time. “Spud” 
Taylor was a good Headmas-
ter and Peter Sillis was a 
friendly and erudite Head of 
Department. I kept in touch 
with Peter until his last, sad 
illness. I am still very much 
in touch with John 
McLaughlin (History and 
Geography 1959-62), who 
lived as a child and adoles-
cent but a handful of miles 
from where I have been liv-
ing since I left BHCHS to 
join the staff of what was 
then Brighton Training Col-
lege (subsequently, College 
of Education). 

(Continued on page 20) 

conceivable DIY job about 
the house over the years, 
and often day-dreamed 
about planning and con-
structing an entire home, I 
never had the confidence nor 
courage to actually try it. 
Having built three cars from 
scratch (a road-legal race 
car, a Ford RS-2000 rally 
type and a fibre-glass kit-car 
put together with my son 
during his so-called ‘gap 
year’ as a sort of ‘Scrapyard 
Challenge’), I imagine I 
could cope with most things; 
at least one at a time. But 
the logistics of organizing 
and bringing such an ambi-
tious project to fruition, on 
time and within budget 
must be a nightmare. I 
therefore take my hat off to 
‘Bill the Builder’ and wish 
him and long-suffering Mrs 
B a contented and easy life 
from now on, in their dream-
house come true. 
Constructing a car is of 
course not quite so onerous, 
time consuming or expensive 
as building a house. I re-
member often pestering Ar-
nold Smethurst during 
lunch breaks for information 
and advice on motor me-
chanics. At that time I knew 
very little and he seemed to 
know it all. So I hope he will 
now consider that those 
lunchtime chats were not a 
total waste of time. 
I was delighted to learn from 
you that both he and Ber-
nard Samways are in fine 
fettle, and still batting-on at 
about 180 not out. I am sure 
they could and would, with a 
little gentle persuasion, tell 
some interesting tales for 
inclusion in the magazine. 
Moreover, I imagine they 
were both well liked and 
respected by staff and stu-
dents, and so many would be 
intrigued to read their com-
ments, possibly about eight 
decades of change, as seen 
through their perceptive 
eyes. I remember them both 
as archetypal ‘Mr Nice guys’, 
but they’ll be struggling to 
recall me. After all, on their 
near geological time-scale I 
was at Buckhurst Hill for 
the mere blink of an eye. 
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Peter Hodder (1938) 

When I left School in 1945 at eight-
een with Higher Schools the war 
was just over and the Universities 
etc. were bursting at the seams with 
returned ex-servicemen so that only 
those with Exhibitions or County 
Majors stood any chance of a place 
to further study. Careers advice had 
not been invented in those days 
and unless you were destined for 
University of a teaching career, 
after seven years of intensive, 
expensive and elitist education, 
absolutely no interest was taken in 
where you went from there. 
I ended up in the research labora-
tory of a then well-known paint 
manufacturer, Jenson & Nicholson, 
makers of Robbialac paints etc. 
They were based in Carpenters 
Road Stratford, along with other 
industries at that time such as Yard-
ley’s soaps and scents, Boake 
Roberts chemicals etc. In the Lab I 
joined two Old Bucks already there 
– John Fowles-Smith and Vincent 
Booth. 
The firm had recently done away 
with Saturday working, but had 
simply tacked the missing hours 
onto the working weekdays. Thus 
we lab assistants clocked on 
(literally) at 7.30am and worked 
until 6pm. Then we went on to West 
Ham Tech (or wherever) to con-
tinue studying for further qualifica-
tions, be it in paint technology or, in 
my case, a special degree in chem-
istry. After finishing at nine o’clock I 
then got home to Loughton around 
10pm. 
Looking back now it was all pretty 
grim. We were still on war-time 
rationing. Even bread and potatoes 
were rationed, as indeed were 
clothing, coal, furniture etc. Restric-
tions got even worse after the war 

for some time. I remember one 
snowy night in particular, it was 
during the dreadfully cold and pro-
tracted winter of ’47, I was on my 
way home from Stratford on the old 
steam line, standing crushed to-
gether in the brown varnished third-
class carriages staring out at the 
dirty snow crusted railway sidings 
going by, when I was joined by an 
old classmate, Don Hines. He was 
now a medical student at the Lon-
don Hospital and was obviously 
enjoying himself as he graphically 
recounted how he had spent the 
day investigating the digestive 
process by taking stomach samples 
every hour from a fellow student 
who had obviously drawn the short 
straw. I remember thinking then, 
with envy, what a doddle it would 
be studying full time. 
After two years with Jenson & 
Nicholson I didn’t seem to be mak-
ing much progress, so I left to take 
a similar job with the small one 
horse firm of Hubbacks whose 
premises were on a Thames wharf. 
I still remember the daily walk from 
the sepulchral black slimy brick 
cavern of Stepney Green station 
through the ruins of bombed out 
Stepney, and so through the still 
Dickensian cobbled alleyways off 
Cable Street, stepping carefully 
over the occasional sleeping drunk, 
to reach the old warehouse on the 
Thames where the famous Hub-
bucks Speed Enamel was made, 
complete with a picture of a Spitfire 
on the tin. 
It was whilst working here that I 
went down with pulmonary tubercu-
losis and spent two years, including 
my 21st birthday, in the newly built 
Sanatorium of Broomfield, near 

Where are 
they Now? 

More Letters…… 

In addition to History, my 
other interest has been Mu-
sic. I and my family became 
close friends of Don Ray and 
his family. Don even ap-
pointed me conductor of the 
school’s Junior Orchestra! 
At Brighton College of Edu-
cation I met two former 
BHCHS pupils. One was 
Gordon Waite (1956) and the 
other was a history student 
whose name I sadly cannot 
recall. 

(Continued from page 19) 

Long runners 
Colin Overy (1953-60) 

I was amused to see that 
John Batchelor, like me, still 
cannot afford a new running 
vest.  
I never ran another yard 
after leaving in 1960 until 
1979, when my doctor sug-
gested I exercise or face the 
Grim Reaper. After shed-
ding 25 pounds, I am now on 
my second revolution around 
the globe.  
The vest is a sacred treasure 
and is only permitted to see 
the light of day for a race. 
Last time out was in May 
this year. Back in the 1980's 
it was well and truly venti-
lated about 10 times a year 
in marathons from San 
Diego to Boston, to Balti-
more and Ottawa.  
At the start of the Boston 

Marathon in 1984, the col-
ours were actually recog-
nised by a runner from Lon-
don. He new it was an Eng-
lish school running vest and 
claimed to have seen the 
colours and remembered 
them from his participation 
in races in the UK in his 
youth. I sympathise with 
those who, in every newslet-
ter it seems, recall their 
personal misery of cross-
country runs. To me it was a 
chance to escape and be free 
from suffocating authority 
for a while. It was the only 
activity I was better at than 
any master, and/or most 
pupils. Heaven knows I was-
n't much good at any thing 
else - could just run like 
hell!  
I wonder how many others 
from the 1957/58 cross coun-
try team, like John and me, 
are still pounding the 
streets. 

John Drinkwater 
Michael Pearce (1956-61) 
It was good to see a list of 
the 97 in the 1956 intake 
and I am trying to conjure 
up images. 
Peter Hewing, Clive Jones, 
David Lacy and myself took 
a day-trip to France in the 
summer of 1961 by way of 
"celebration" of our depar-
ture from the school. I still 
have the photograph and I 
doubt that I have seen them 
since, but I am pleased to 
see that you have traced 
them all! 
I noted with sadness the 
passing of John Drinkwater. 
He was not my contempo-
rary, being five or six years 
older but he was the prefect 
who constantly placed me in 
detention for being late. In 
1968, both of us living in 
Woodford, I reintroduced 
myself to him at  a chance 
meeting and we took a few 
trips to Covent Garden to-
gether as he was an avid 
ballet fan. Our friendship 
was brief and I lost track of 
him again shortly after. Just 
an example of differing 
years meeting outside pukka 
reunions and you might ap-
preciate the anecdote. 
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Chelmsford. Whilst there, I had the 
good fortune to meet up with a 
practising photographer and had 
the idea of taking up photography 
as a part time occupation during the 
long convalescence needed in 
those days. 
It was in this way that I was com-
missioned to take many group 
photographs at BHCHS, encour-
aged and promoted by the kindness 
of Spud Taylor and the splendid 
Kate Coulson, helping me back on 
my feet. One of my commissions 
during this time was a portrait study 
of the then Chairman of Governors 
which subsequently hung for many 
years in the crush hall. 
My sojourn in Broomfield also led to 
an interest in matters medical. In 
other words, I felt I could do no 
worse than the dummies in charge 
there! I subsequently qualified in 
Dental Surgery in 1960, practising 
in Gants Hill until retiring in 1988. I 
now live happily in Suffolk. 
Alf Keeble (1941)  When I left 
BHCHS I joined Thomas Cook for 
five years, working in the City and 
finally Berkeley Square Head Of-
fice. I then spent nine years with 
Lamson Paragon in East London, 
ending as a Sales Rep. During this 
time I met and married my wife 
Brenda, who was a Woodford CHS 
girl and we had two sons whilst still 
living in Barkingside. We decided to 
move out of London in 1964 and 
lived happily in Clacton-on-Sea for 
the next thirty years. I became self-
employed in various aspects of the 
holiday trade, including owning a 
small transport business, whilst our 
sons completed their education, the 
eldest entering the Civil Service and 
the youngest graduating from St 
John’s, Cambridge to become a 
Sales and Marketing Director. 
In the eighties we bought a small 
villa in Spain for family holidays, 
selling it twelve years later when we 
could no longer accommodate the 
six grandchildren and Devon’s 
appeal had become far greater. 
Ill health forced me to retire in 1992 
and since 1994 Brenda and I have 
lived at Lincombe Lee in North 
Devon, “an area of outstanding 
natural beauty”. If any of my former 
classmates are in this area please 
feel free to visit. 
Now I have had my memory jogged 
I can recall some of the boys from 
events that took place. I remember 
Ron Colvin, mainly because I vis-
ited his house and had tea served 
by his mother. Then there was Alec 
Keens at Newbury Park whose 
father took me for a ride in his 
Rover car. I believe he had a trans-
port business, hence petrol ration-
ing was not a problem. John Read’s 

relative lived near me in Mossford 
Lane, Barkingside. Norman Jones 
was a very good cricketer. Bunny 
Warren laughed at my jokes. 
I remember some of the masters. 
Mr May, our French master, who 
had what was to me the loudest 
voice I had ever heard and Mr 
Wren, whose favourite ‘impot’ was 
the preface to the Little Bible. I had 
written it so many times that I could 
recite whole paragraphs and 
seemed to receive so many ‘impots’ 
in my time at school. But I couldn’t 
have been so bad as most of them 
were given with the master or mis-
tress actually smiling or even laugh-
ing. 

Brian Giggle (1950) became a 
teacher after leaving BHCHS and 
subsequently a headmaster. I have 
been unable to contact him directly 
but I was told by a relative that he 
grew disillusioned with life in the UK 
and now lives abroad. 

Roger Booker (1953)  I was not a 
great achiever at BHCHS and not 
all my memories of it are happy 
ones. I never took any interest in 
sporting activities and found the 
compulsory attendance at Sports 
Day exceedingly boring and a pain 
in the neck. On one occasion, prior 
to the event, I inspected the perime-
ter fence at the bottom of the play-
ing fields to see if there was a gap 
big enough to wriggle under and 
managed to find such a place. On 
the day, after the register was 
called and my presence duly re-
corded, I made my way unobserved 
to this gap, wriggled under and 
walked along the bank of the Rod-
ing as far as the road bridge, then 
to Buckhurst Hill Station and free-
dom. 
After leaving school I worked on the 
railway but after the demise of the 
steam locomotive I left, as the tin 
boxes that replaced them did noth-
ing for me whatsoever. I got mar-
ried in 1964, have a married daugh-
ter and a son, also a boxer dog. 
Besides steam trains, another great 
passion of mine is jazz and my 
favourite musicians include Col-
trane, Ornette Coleman, Albert 
Ayler, Sun Ra etc. I would like to 
hear from any Old Buck who shares 
this interest. 
[Any other amusing Sports Day 
stories to add to Roger’s? – ed]  

Reg. Luhman (1953)  Like your 
anonymous correspondent in the 
April 2003 edition of the 'Old Buck-
wellians News' I too came from a 
poor family but, unlike him, I did not 
feel rejected or humiliated by the 
school. Nobody, least of all me, 
expected that I would pass the 

entrance examination and get into a 
grammar school. No one in my 
family had ever done such a thing 
and my father had grave reserva-
tions about my going to a 'nob's' 
school!  
I recall struggling in the early years 
and being a rather mediocre pupil. 
However in 1956 I experienced a 
remarkable Christian conversion 
which completely revolutionised my 
life. For the first time I found myself 
at the top of the form and was 
moved into the alpha stream, facing 
the prospect of sitting eleven O 
levels. I failed physics but passed 
the other ten. Unfortunately, due to 
family circumstances, I was unable 
to enter the sixth form and spent a 
miserable three years in an office 
while studying for my A levels by 
correspondence course. I eventu-
ally obtained a county scholarship 
to study theology at London Univer-
sity.  
I had always wanted to teach and 
vividly recall writing an English 
essay entitled, 'A day in the life of a 
grammar school teacher' which my 
teacher said was remarkably accu-
rate. In fact I have taught religious 
studies for 37 years, 29 of which 
were in a grammar school not 
unlike BHCHS. I retired in July 2002 
at the age of sixty.  
My memories of BHCHS are, for 
the most part, very happy ones. 
There were, of course, those things 
that I didn't like. I hated woodwork 
and would try to 'lose' my work and 
was hopeless at anything con-
cerned with physical education. I 
vividly recall those wretched winter 
cross-country runs, but also the 
nice feeling at the end after having 
taken a shower. I can remember 
many of the staff but would like to 
single out, in particular, Mr.Wigley, 
who really made history live for me 
and Mr.Ray, the music teacher, 
who encouraged me to play a violin 
in the school orchestra even though 
I was far from talented in that area. 
Many of the staff, then as now, 
gave up their time in extra-curricular 
activities. I, for one, was very grate-
ful for those involved in the film club 
which enabled me to see many 
films that I might never otherwise 
have had the opportunity to see.  
I am finding plenty to do in my 
retirement. My wife and I have 
joined a bowls club and share a 
love of nature and a passion for 
travel. We have two adult sons and 
a delightful three year old grand 
daughter who keeps us on our toes. 
I am also deeply involved with the 
church, both as an elder and a lay 
preacher and am kept busy with 
book reviewing as well as with 
writing textbooks for schools and 

Martyn Redman (1955) 

I was one of 6 who joined BHCHS 
from the now defunct Princes Road 
primary school. The others were 
John Berrett, Jeremy Bow, Nick 
Lammas, John Orr, and David Salt. 
Where are you now, guys? I would 
love to hear from you. If not, try to 
make it to the next annual dinner in 
October 2004 and be prepared for a 
shock. 
When I attended my first reunion 
dinner in October 2002, my first 
impression was a sea of grey 
haired old men? Why were the 
fathers here and not my school 
friends? But it is amazing how, in 
the company of friends, memories 
come flooding back. Roll on the 
next Dinner when I hope to meet 
more of the 1955 to 1962 delegates 
and have another brain storming 
memory session. Who said 
‘nostalgia isn’t what it used to be’? 
So what happened after those 
memorable days? The careers 
teacher – whose name eludes me – 
suggested that a career as an actu-
ary beckoned because I seemed to 
get on well with sums. He didn’t 
know, because I did not tell him, 
that my prowess with maths proba-
bly wasn’t all it was cracked up to 
be. This came to light once, when 
on one famous occasion my answer 
to one of the questions to the previ-
ous night’s maths homework was 
studiously copied by some 6 others. 
Unfortunately, for them, the answer 
I had calculated so meticulously 
was drastically wrong. We all got 
detentions. And this for helping 
people! On another occasion my 
answer to an applied maths ques-
tion about the trajectory of a plane 
was that after 3 hours 15 minutes 
the plane was flying at a height of 
9.5 inches! OK so he was a hell of a 
good pilot! 
My actuarial career consisted of 
adding, subtracting, multiplying and 
dividing literally thousands of fig-
ures for a life assurance company. 
When I asked why this laborious 
exercise was being undertaken, I 
was told that it was to check that 
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John Webster (1959)  Since I left 
school I’ve worked in advertising, 
teaching and now with social ser-
vices. For the rest of the time I am 
encouraged to do gardening and 
DIY. I have two sons and enjoy 
diversions where possible of foot-
ball, cricket and motor racing, only 
as spectator and critic. Your OB 
News reminded me of some time-
lost incidents and I wonder what the 
school is like now. So I am enclos-
ing a subscription in the hope that I 
may be reminded of what I missed 
when I was looking out of the win-
dow. 

Peter Cownley (1964) 

Ever since Graham caught up with 
me a couple of years ago I have 
been humbled by the awesome 
achievements of my contemporar-
ies in the “Where Are They Now” 
section of OB News, and the grape-
vine - Professors, NASA Scientists, 
Naval Commanders, Merchant 
Bankers, MPs - even a Pub Land-
lord and a Chartered Surveyor. I am 
now compelled to write on behalf of 
all those who didn't quite meet the 
high expectations deserved of a 
school of BHCHS's standing (or 
was it only me?). After achieving a 
pathetic 2 'O' Levels in equally 
useless subjects ("you fool" - [Pete 
Downey]) I realised that my aca-
demic skills and my ability to excel 
in exams were not amongst my 
finer qualities. Alas, careers advice 
was virtually non-existent in those 
days; if you were somewhere be-

tween an amoeba and a rocket 
scientist (and I am confident that I 
fell broadly within this scope) the 
options were starting as a tea boy 
in banking or insurance (hang on a 
minute - not a bad idea in hind-
sight). Those options didn't some-
how appeal at the time so I bombed 
out at sixteen and launched my 
career with an engineering appren-
ticeship ("a what?") in the plastics 
industry (OK, so it was an exciting 
prospect in the 60's). And so back 
to studying and all of a sudden all 
that mumbo jumbo that Jack Bu-
chanan tried to drum into me 
started to make sense - even phys-
ics took on a whole new meaning. 
Well, I got as far as ONC before I 
remembered that exams were too 
painful to endure. Went back to 
school to retake my English 'O' 
level to qualify for my Licentiateship 
of the Plastics and Rubber Institute 
(impressed?). 35 years ago I could-
n't even spell injuneer and now I 
are one. Had my gap year at 33; 
took off on a cycle tour of Europe 
(well a bit of it) - over the French 
and Swiss Alps from Essex, down 

the leg of Italy to Brindisi, over to 
Corfu for a holiday and back again 
over the Italian Alps; around 5,000 
miles and 5 months living in a tent - 
("youth is wasted on the young"). 
So here we are, 35 years after that 
rather brief interview with Hugh 
Colgate at the end of the 5th (he 
didn't seem overly impressed with 
my chosen career path) and a few 
commercial and project manage-
ment jobs behind me, the global 
plastics industry is at a loss to find a 
new leader. Jacked it all in last 
year; downshifted and started a 
gardening/landscaping business. 
Now living on the Sussex coast with 
wife and soulmate Anne, kids 
Leanne and Jonathan and Major 
the dog - happy as Larry. 

Terry Megnin (1965) is currently 
working for British Schools in 
Oman, where he is Head of Music. 

the figures were correct! I soon left 
this to do something completely 
different. My major career change 
led me to accountancy! And so this 
number crunching could be totally 
boring it was in Local Government. 
For the first 17 years I variously 
enjoyed/participated/suffered this 
career in the public sector. I ended 
up as Treasurer of Brighton Health 
District, although what I was meant 
to treasure still eludes me! Commit-
tees, meetings and red tape even-
tually drove me mad and into the 
private sector. I soon learnt that my 
accountancy qualification was the 
licence to poke my nose into others’ 
businesses and get paid for it. 
Better yet, I discovered that double 
entry bookkeeping was the mecha-
nism for charging twice for the 
same transaction. I also realised 
that all the mumbo jumbo that ac-
countants talk must have been 
invented near enough with the sole 
aim that fees could then be charged 
for translating it. 
For about 10 years I enjoyed train-
ing managers and directors of ma-
jor international companies which 
way up to hold a balance sheet, 
what liquidity ratios meant when 
they were out of the pub and how 
they could double profit in one year. 
(By the way that is feasible, it is 
honest and quite fun!). There are 
many stories attached to my life as 
a trainer. For example, I once had 
to spend five days and nights at a 
remote country business school/
hotel with 12 women aged 23 to 30. 
Full details of what happened can 
be prised from me after an appro-
priate amount of alcohol (I decide 
what is appropriate!). 
No doubt most of you have been 
told that those who can, do, those 
who can’t, teach. Of course those 
who end up training emphatically 
deny this, usually noting that those 
who quote it most are those that 
can’t teach! If the statement were 
true it means that all Old Bucks 
should immediately call into ques-
tion the quality of the tuition we 
received at Buckhurst Hill. Enough 
said. 
Maybe to prove the converse, or 
maybe just because I’m just a rest-
less feckless sole, I moved from 
training to corporate finance. This 
once got very exciting when the 
New Zealand government stopped 
me from completing a deal for a 
New Zealand company because it 
would undermine their currency! 
Not to be beaten, I became a joint 
owner of a NZ property and finance 
company. The idea was great but 
the timing was lousy. Just two years 
into the project and property prices 
in NZ tumbled. Unfortunately, all 

our security was New Zealand 
property. Even more unfortunate 
was that I had signed personal 
guarantees. 
This was not a great time – I was 
jobless, broke, and divorced (an 
almost inevitable fallout of exten-
sive travel and being broke). And 
worse, access to my children was 
denied because, as the Courts put 
it, my ex-wife was neurotic and 
“implacably hostile”. Needless to 
say, I thought these were pretty 
cogent reasons why the mother 
should be denied access. The case 
went to the Court of Appeal who, 
unfortunately for me and others 
who have followed, put a nail in the 
coffin of most fathers by upholding 
the High Court’s decision. 
A chance meeting led me into con-
sultancy – a County Council wanted 
advice on how to become more 
commercial. With first hand knowl-
edge of how to become broke I was 
obviously the right person for the 
job. The advice sought was under 
the flag of ‘compulsory competitive 
tendering’ (CCT to its friends). I 
soon realised that this was a great 
opportunity, as it meant on one 
hand I could charge commercial 
giants for advice on how to exploit 
the opportunities in local authorities 
whilst simultaneously charge local 
authorities on how to become more 
commercial and hence avoid being 
taken over by corporate giants.  
Consultancy also led to a lot of 
travel. Great, but those of you who 
have travelled extensively on busi-
ness know that all hotels the world 
over look the same, all cab drivers 
are maniacs and talk too much and 
all airports are the same. Add to 
this the joy of sitting for hours on a 
plane looking at the person-in-
front’s dandruff, suffering the inevi-
table delays, cancellations and re-
routings, as well as being away 
from family and friends, the delight 
of travel is soon lost. 
However, it was at the end of one 
such trip, to Canada, that I discov-
ered that the Canadian Government 
would give me back GST (VAT 
under another name) on my hotel 
bills. On the way back home in the 
plane, I had the idea that if I got 
back VAT for businesses they might 
pay for such a service and that this 
principle could be applied world-
wide. By the time I had landed I 
was a multi millionaire! 
Reality is somewhat different. Now 
some 8 years later, the company I 
set up to recover VAT has 53 head-
aches (staff) and whilst we are now 
the second largest such company in 
the world, I still haven’t made the 
fortune to retire in the style my 
current wife would like to become 
accustomed to. 

Have you noticed that as you ap-
proach(ed) the upper 50’s, how 
attractive retirement is. The most 
recent reminder that I should be 
acting as an older man, was a few 
months ago when I became a 
Granddad for the first time. For 
information, I have had 5 children 
whose ages range from 35 down to 
5. My wife, Hannah, has proved the 
old adage that third time is lucky as 
far as marriage is concerned. We 
live in Hove with our 5 year old. If 
you know me, it would be great to 
hear from you. 
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Obituary 

A LEADING Liberal Democ-
rat and former geography 
lecturer at Thames Valley 
University has died, aged 
70. Brian Harris, who died 
on June 28, will be much 
missed in Ealing, where he 
lived for 36 years. 
Before he retired he was a 
principal lecturer in geogra-
phy at TVU and continued 
as a tireless campaigner for 
the improvement of Ealing 
as a place in which to live 
and work. He played an ac-
tive role in many civic and 
political organisations. Mr 
Harris was a man of strong 
opinions and diverse inter-
ests. A keen statistician, his 
views were usually based on 
detailed research. 
Liberal Democrat Councillor 
Jon Ball said: “I will always 
remember him for his politi-
cal skills, his diligence – he 
was the backbone of so many 
organisations – his encyclo-
paedic cultural knowledge 
and his kindness.” Mr Har-
ris’s son Ian added: “He was 
a man of great humour. Who 
could forget the twinkle in 
his eye when delivering a 
remark of some wit, or one 
of his dreadful puns?” 
Born in Whitchurch, Cardiff 
in 1933, Mr Harris studied 
at the London School of Eco-
nomics and moved to the 
Castlebar Hill area in 1966 
with his wife, Judy, to teach 

Brian Harris 
Brian Harris, who taught geography and economics at BHCHS from 
1962-67, died in June 2003. I am grateful to Tony Cunningham for 
sending me the following obituary published in the Ealing & Acton 
Gazette. Tony was a contemporary of Brian at the LSE from 1950-53 
and the two remained friends. Tony also taught geography and eco-
nomics at BHCHS  - from 1971-89. 

geography at Ealing College 
of Higher Education. 
Mrs Harris said: “He was a 
fine lecturer and took on a 
key administrative role, 
helping to guide the develop-
ment of the college first into 
a polytechnic and then into 
Thames Valley University. 
Brian was very active in the 
Royal Geographical Society 
and the Geographical Asso-
ciation, running the West 
London branch.” 
Mr Harris was a founder 
member of the Ealing Social 
Democratic Party and later 
the Liberal Democrats in the 
1980s. He continued as sec-
retary of Ealing North and 
Ealing Borough Liberal De-
mocrat Group. He later be-
came honorary secretary of 
Ealing Civic Society and a 
director of Ealing Centre 
Partnership. He advocated 
the modernisation of Ealing 
town centre and the regen-
eration of West Ealing. 
His daughter Vicki said: “He 
took great pleasure in giving 
time to these organisations, 
most recently delighted by 
the new street lights in West 
Ealing that he was responsi-
ble for choosing.” 
He commented on planning 
applications, organised Eal-
ing architectural awards 
and campaigned for Ealing’s 
attractive buildings to be 
preserved for the future. 
The Civic Society had this to 
say about Mr Harris: “He 
carried out his duties with 
great attention to detail and 
his forensic mind and exten-
sive town planning experi-
ence was invaluable when 
dealing with tricky conser-
vation and planning issues. 
He will be sorely missed.” 

IT WAS with great interest that I 
received Old Buckwellians News 
which I opened in error as it was 
addressed to David Adshead. Sadly 
David died in August 2002 after a 
long and miserable illness. He 
achieved many things in his life-
time, and always praised Buckhurst 
Hill and its memorable staff for 
giving him a wonderful start in life. 
Even I recognise some of their 
names from having them mentioned 
so often. David followed their tradi-
tion of good teaching by having a 
real interactive style with his pupils, 
whether they were primary, secon-
dary, or University students. He 
retired from Sunderland University 
in 1999 where he had been in the 
Religious Studies department, and 
had had an input into the Religious 
Education degree as well. Before 
becoming a teacher he had been a 

David Adshead 
I had traced David Adshead (BHCHS 1948-54) in 2001 but had not 
heard from him. Earlier this year I sent a further copy of OB News and 
received the following reply from his wife, Barbara. 

fire insurance surveyor, and a Con-
gregational Minister. From about 
1985 he and I became Quakers, 
and he set up the Centre for 
Quaker Studies at Sunderland, 
where the library remains in use. In 
between times he ran a six-piece 
dance band, and also did solo work 
as a keyboard-vocalist. He always 
loved performing in public and was 
always ready to claim fame by 
telling me how he acted in Midsum-
mer Nights Dream with Terence 
Hardiman - in fact I still have the 
photographs! 
Sadly he never fulfilled his desire of 
being re-united with his friend David 
Game who was a soulmate through 
their school years. 
[I am very grateful to Barbara for 
sending me the photos she men-
tioned. These will be published in 
due course - ed] 

Kenneth F Cole (1938) 
died in 2002. He was living 
in Wanstead. 
Ronald L Heath (1938) 
died in February 2002. He 
was living in Worksop. 
John Stonham (1940) died 
in August 2002. 
Peter W Robbins (1941) 
died in 1999 – reported by 
Peter Wright. 
Gordon S Chapman 
(1942) died in November 
1987. 
Brian Hutchins (1942) 
died about 1991 – reported 
by Don Tovey. 
Derek W Evans (1943) 
died in 1967 – reported by 
Bert Hearn. There was an-
other Derek W Evans (1947) 
who has been traced. 
David Palmer (1943) died 
in June 2003 – information 
from his brother Clive H 
Palmer . 
Maurice Sunaway (1944) 
died in August 1997 – infor-
mation from a relative. 
John GJ Assenheim 
(1945) died in 1976 – infor-
mation from a family mem-
ber researching into geneal-

ogy. We know that John’s 
brother Peter (1947) 
changed his name to Austin 
but we have been unable to 
trace him. 
Roderick G Hitchcock 
(1945) died in December 
1987. He was living in 
Southend. 
Ronald “Ches” Warren 
(1945) died in November 
2003 following a long battle 
against leukaemia 
Brian D Wilson (1946) 
died in August 2001. He was 
living in Ipswich. 
Terry Hooley (1947) died 
in September 2003. 
Brian R Howard (1949) 
died in January 2001. He 
was living in Wandsworth. 
David AG Mecham (1951) 
died in July 1987. He was 
living in Honiton. 
Leon Yeshin (1951) died in 
April 2003 (lived in Canada) 
– information from his 
daughter Susan. 
Edward RW Brigden 
(1953) died in 1993 from 
cancer. 
Michael S Logan (1956) 
died in May 1985. 

We have also learned of the 
following deaths….. 
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a post at BHCHS and 
started teaching there in the 
Spring Term of 1942. During 
her stay at BHCHS she was 
involved in a teaching ex-
change that took her to 
Allentown, Pennsylvania for 
a year. 
Vera Crook left BHCHS to 
take up an appointment at a 
girls’ school in Montreal. In 
1954 she was appointed as 
Deputy Head of Mark Hall 
School in Harlow, where she 
remained until her retire-
ment in 1972. She continued 
living in Harlow where she 
pursued her love of walking 
and the English heritage by 
visiting National Trust prop-
erties and regular holidays 
in the Lake District and 
Scilly Isles. An avid reader, 
she was also deeply inter-
ested in the theatre, music, 
fine arts and local history. 
She was a loyal member of 
the congregation of St Mary 
at Latton. 
Vera Crook remained in 
contact with several other 
former colleagues and pupils 
from BHCHS including Mrs 
Clare Stephens (née Dawson) 
who taught maths at 

BHCHS 1943-46. 
Stan Newens (1941), one of 
her earliest pupils at 
BHCHS has given me some 
amusing examples that dem-
onstrate Vera Crook’s skill 
and enthusiasm as a 
teacher, and I shall publish 
these and other memories of 
her in the next edition. 

An inspirational 
teacher 

USUALLY a phone call on a Sun-
day morning is from one of the 
children’s friends to arrange a get 
together, but a call from Graham 
Frankel on the first Sunday in No-
vember brought altogether unhap-
pier news. Graham had heard from 
Adrian’s mother that he had died in 
tragic circumstances, earlier in 
2003, after a period of depression.  
I first met Adrian ‘Fred’ Phypers in 
the mid 60’s when we started 
school at Whitebridge in Loughton. 
It was there that Mr. Ekblom gave 
him his nickname of ‘Fred’, and 
although I understand Adrian’s 
parents didn’t approve, it stuck as 
an affectionate tag through the 
transfer to BHCHS in 1971. I be-
lieve we were in the same class 
every year from about 1965 until 
1978 and my memories of ‘Fred’ at 
school are those of an intelligent 
boy who, despite suffering from a 
hole in the heart condition, always 
seemed willing to give things a go 
to the best of his ability. His quiet, 

gentle nature and sense of humour 
made him a popular lad with a wide 
spectrum of boys in our year. 
On leaving BHCHS, I lost touch 
with him for a while, but somehow 
we re-established contact when we 
both ended up working for different 
financial institutions in the City. 
Adrian and I tried to meet for lunch 
once a month, and if I remember 
correctly, he was at that time a 
computer programmer, but not 
enjoying it. His big interests were 
horse racing, particularly national 
hunt racing, cricket (he was an 
umpire for a local cricket club for 
several years) and gardening. At 
his instigation, we had a very enjoy-
able day watching national hunt 
racing at Newbury one Saturday 
and although we didn’t bet a penny, 
had good fun checking the form and 
selecting likely winners. I seem to 
remember Fred won 3-1. 
Some time after that, Adrian left his 
job in the City, and as I had a wife 
and young daughter by this time, 
we only managed to meet on a 
couple of further occasions. Once 
was at his home in Loughton and 
once when he came to us and gave 
us a rose bush as a present for our 
new house at the time. It was 
planted by our front door and I was 
often reminded of him as I went by. 
Before I heard from Graham, I had 
been thinking that it was unfortu-
nate that we weren’t able to transfer 
it to our new home. The rose may 
not be by the door to remind me of 
Adrian, but I will always have pleas-
ant memories of happier times.  
I’m sure that many others in the 
1971 intake would agree that 
Adrian was well liked by all who 
knew him at BHCHS and I’d like to 
express my deepest sympathy to 
his family at their tragic loss. 
Toby Braddick (1971-78) 

Adrian Phypers 

Vera Crook 

WITH GREAT sadness we 
report the death, on 25th 
January, of Miss Vera 
Crook who will be remem-
bered by many former pupils 
and colleagues with great 
admiration and respect. 
Miss Crook taught English 
at BHCHS from 1942 to 
1949 and was the longest-
serving of the seven lady 
teachers on the staff of 
BHCHS during the 1940s. 
Born in Bolton in 1912, Vera 
Crook was always conscious 
of the self-sacrifice of her 
parents to send her and her 
siblings to university, de-
spite being forced to leave 

school themselves at 12 
years of age. Deeply aware 
of the importance of educa-
tion, she came to Essex in 
the 1930s in search of em-
ployment, after graduating 
in English at Manchester 
University. Following teach-
ing appointments in Maldon 
and Pebmarsh, she secured 

Vera Crook with Form 1A 1947-48 

Kate Coulson 
MISS KATE COULSON, 
School Secretary at 
BHCHS from 1945 until 
her retirement in 1978, 
died on 9th February 
2004. She suffered a se-
vere stroke shortly after 
Christmas 2003 and 
never regained con-
sciousness. Kate died 
peacefully at St Marga-
ret’s Hospital, Epping. An 
obituary will appear in 
the next edition 


