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I REMEMBER standing over 
a photocopy machine running 
off 300 copies of my first OB 
News. I would not have 
imagined that twelve editions 
later we would be into colour 
and approaching 4,000 Old 
Bucks traced. 
The network is now stronger 
than ever, and this is 
reflected in many ways. It 
means different things to 
different members. Some 
want reunions, some want to 
reminisce, some want to 

exchange emails. Some want 
to recognise they were given 
a great education by a 
dedicated set of teachers. 
Others, I know, prefer more 
passive participation. Their 
contributions are just as 
valid. Whatever it is for you, 
I would like to know and 
share this, so keep sending 
your material. And I hope 
you like the first colour 
edition! 

Graham Frankel 

Lampshire makes light work of 704lbs.                       Page 20 Relaxing in Athens   Page 16 
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Chairman’s Corner 

Old Buckwellians News is 
published twice yearly in 
May and November by the 
Old Buckwellians Associa-
tion. You will need to join 
the Association to ensure 
you receive future editions. 
Contact the Editor (see be-
low) for all subscription en-
quiries. 
UK Membership: 
£3 per annum by standing 
order 
£12 for five years’ member-
ship by cheque 
Overseas Membership: 
£5 per annum by standing 
order 
£20 for five years’ member-
ship by cheque 
Back issues: 
(from November 1999) are 
available from the Editor for 
£2 each. Discount of 25% if 
you order five or more! 
Cheques should be made 
payable to the Old Buck-
wellians Association. 
Please send your news 
items and other articles for 
publication to the Editor by 
email if possible. Original 
photographs will be re-
turned. 
The Editor reserves the right 
to shorten or otherwise 
amend items for publica-
tion. 
The Editor 
Graham Frankel 
46 Mandeville Road 
Hertford 
Herts 
SG13 8JQ 
UK 
Tel: 01992 422246 
E mail: 
gfrankel@bigfoot.com 
BHCHS web site: 
www.bhchs.co.uk 
Webmaster: Pete Berrecloth 
 
The Old Buckwellians Association 
President: Trevor Lebentz 
Chairman: Alan Woods 
Vice-Chairman: Malcolm Beard 
Treasurer: Chris Waghorn 
Secretary: Graham Frankel 

Old Buckwellians 
News 

AS I stood outside the house 
this morning, pondering what 
to say in this short piece, I 
heard a distant sound. Quite 
often, we get RAF Tornados 
going over us as they turn 
right on the River Wye to 
avoid over flying Chepstow. 
Today was a bonus; the full 
flight of the Red Arrows; fly-
ing straight and true. I’ve not 
seen them here before but 
their welcome intrusion into 
my thoughts was somehow 
apt. I’m a bit of a nostalgic at 
heart, which is why the 
School and the Old Boys are 
so dear to me. The spark of 
the Red Arrows today was 
akin to that. 
We’ve recently had the awful 
terror events in London, and 
dreadful and frightening as it 
has been, the response of the 

public and of our public ser-
vices has been quietly digni-
fied and courageous. These 
values sum up the spirit of 
our people, and in my view, 
reflect the principles that our 
various Headmasters and 
Staff sought to inspire in us. 
The continuing reliability of 
our OBA friendships is testi-
mony to that. 
Our AGM was held at the 
School earlier in the year, and 
my thanks go to those who 
supported us. You will see the 
article elsewhere in this edi-
tion of the Newsletter about 
the display of rediscovered 
trophies (well actually, some 
never previously seen by us!). 
The Headmaster of the Guru 
Gobind Singh Khalsa College, 
Mr Toor, and his staff made 
us most welcome, and nothing 
was too much trouble as they 
unlocked doors of classrooms 
to allow us to go back in time. 
It was good also to learn of 
the College’s climb up the 
rating charts and to see them 
closing in on Chigwell. Next 
year, we are planning to hold 
the AGM in London, which we 
hope may aid travelling, and 
we are looking at famous loca-
tions. I’ll say no more for now, 
but rest assured, it won’t be 
costly for the Association! 
Our Annual Dinner ap-
proaches with our old friends 
at the Metropolitan Police 
Sports Club. Our speaker will 

be Dr Keith Harris, whom 
some of you will remember for 
his footballing prowess. 
Among our usual formalities, 
I look forward to presenting 
Kate’s painting by Arnold 
Smethurst to the winner of 
the bidding. If you need any 
encouragement to attend, 
then the video of last year’s 
proceedings is, as promised, 
on our website. As they say, 
enjoy! 
You can still buy OBA Ties, 
which are available from Mac 
Beard, and I am delighted to 
report that sales of the OBA 
Polo Shirts are going well. We 
cover our costs and the feed-
back on both look and quality 
is good. As I write, there are 
over 70 shirts out there being 
proudly worn, and not all in 
Britain either. Let me know if 
you have so far failed to ac-
quire one of these prized 
items! 
I hope this finds you and 
yours well, and that the sum-
mer has treated you well, if 
only occasionally! 
Very best wishes 

Alan Woods 

We are pleased to report that the 
subscription rate has been left un-
changed for 2005. Postage rates 
seem likely to increase following the 
Post Office’s bizarre proposal to 
change the basis of their charging 
from weight to size, so we shall need 
to keep this under review. 
Several members have now re-
newed by PayPal. This seems to 
work well and means you can make 
the payment from your credit card 
just by sending us an email. Our web 
site has more information and a link 
to the PayPal site. 
Some banks now allow any pay-
ments to be made electronically via 
their own web sites. This method of 
payment helps us in two ways - 
reducing our administration and also 
avoiding PayPal’s administrative 
charge. If you use this method be 
sure to include an identifier that will 
allow us to recognise you - prefera-
bly including your start year at 
BHCHS as well as your surname. 
We are grateful to the many mem-
bers who have renewed their sub-
scriptions without needing a re-
minder. If you paid for five years you 
can check the expiry date of your 
subscription on the data sheet en-
closed with this edition. 

I HAVE discovered that the school 
league table I published in the last 
edition was incorrect, and the per-
centage of pupils obtaining five or 
more A – C grades at GCSE should 
read as shown below. 
This means that GGSK is even 
closer to overtaking Chigwell than I 
had previously reported. GGSK also 
achieved the 7th highest result in the 

School League Tables: 
GGSK Closing in on Chigwell! 

whole of Essex. I confirmed to Mr 
Toor, Headmaster of GGSK, that Old 
Bucks will be quite delighted to see 
Chigwell overhauled, but it seems 
more likely they will both end up at 
100% before too long. 
Apologies to Mr Toor for my error 
which demonstrates the potential 
dangers of using the internet for 
research. 

School 

 2003 2004 
Chigwell 95 99 
Guru Gobind Singh Khalsa College 86 97 
Braeside 100 96 
Davenant 85 89 
West Hatch 59 61 

Five or more A - C grades (%) 

Roding Valley High 52 55 
Debden Park 47 55 
King Harold, Waltham Abbey 40 39 
St John’s, Epping 29 32 

Subscriptions 
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News & Notes 

phies now. We are grateful to Mar-
garet Smith for helping to rescue 
these items, and her husband Ken 
for cleaning and restoring the cups! 

Woodford & District School Sports 
Boys Championship 
JC Mead Esq 
1931 – 1964 
 

Debden Sports Gala 
440 yards relay 
Boys under 15 
1949 – 1955 
 

Hayward Cup 
For jumping events 
1969 – 1984 
 

Inter House Music Cup 
Campbell Matthews 
1951 – 1960 
 

Hardman Cup 
For public speaking 
 

Grover Memorial Cup 
For cross country 
1968 – 1969 
 

Beresford Cup 
For cricket 
1969 – 1972 
 

Gymnastics Cup 
 

Inter House Swimming Cup 
Presented by the Headmaster 
1967 – 1972 
 

Inter House Basketball Trophy 
RT Cave 1961 
1962 - 1970 

Several readers have asked me if I 
knew what happened to the trophies 
that used to belong to the school. 
Until recently I believed they had all 
gone to Roding Valley High following 
the closure of BHCHS. But recently I 
was called by Margaret Smith, the 
mother of Russ Smith (1970) and a 
long-standing committee member of 
the Loughton OGA. She told me that 
some trophies originating from 
BHCHS could be scrapped if a good 
home was not found. I thought we 
should at least rescue these relics 
and offered to collect them. 
The trophy haul was not what I was 
expecting. I was familiar with the 
names of several cups (not that I 
ever won any!) but most of this se-
lection appear to have been used for 
a limited number of years, as you 
can see from the list. The “Mead” 
trophy was won by BHCHS in 1964 
but it seems like it was never re-
turned to whoever was responsible 
for awarding it (that information is 
not apparent on the cup itself!) Two 
of the trophies have no winners or 
dates inscribed and were presuma-
bly never awarded. A further two (not 
listed) are inscribed as belonging to 
Luctons School. I have made some 
enquiries but I have not yet found 
any evidence of an active alumni 
association for that school. 
We are open to suggestions about 
what should happen to these tro-

Trophies Rescued! Polo Shirts Now Available 
In the last edition Alan Woods men-
tioned that he would arrange to order 
a further supply of the new and very 
smart navy polo shirt displaying the 
school badge. He now has limited 
quantities available at £13 plus post-
age & packing in the following sizes 
(with approx chest equivalent): 
M (38-40) 
L (42) 
XL (44-46) 
XXL (48) 
XXXL (50-52) 
Postage & packing: £2.25 UK, £3.50 
(Europe), £5.50 (ROW) 
Orders and enquiries to Alan Woods 
by email: alwoods@attglobal.net 
Old Buckwellians ties are also still 
available from Malcolm Beard at £5 
each. Call Malcolm on 020 8504 
7850 for more information. 

Derek Melven (1948) lives in Rhode 
Island USA. He told me that his 
sister went to an auction in Leigh-on-
Sea and saw a framed BHCHS 
photo (whole school) taken in July 
1943. This was the first in the series 
of panoramic photos taken at 
BHCHS. She bought it and gave it to 
Derek during a recent trip to Eng-
land. Derek was delighted to be able 
to say that the photo was before his 
time and he is prepared to offer it to 
anyone who would like it. If anyone 
is interested, please contact me and 
I will put them in touch with Derek. 

First School Photo 

Old Bucks AGM - heading for Westminster! 
We returned to the school for the 
AGM this year and were again grate-
ful to Mr Toor for his kind hospitality. 
We completed the formal proceed-
ings in less than an hour, allowing 
further time for socialising at the 
King’s Head. There were no nomina-
tions for any of the committee posi-
tions and the present committee 
were all willing to continue for a 
further year. Their respective reports 
were all accepted by the 14 mem-

bers present. 
Discussion of how we might attract 
more members to attend led to the 
suggestion that we should try hold-
ing the meeting in Central London. 
We are grateful, therefore, to Mike 
Gapes (1964) who has offered to 
book us into a Committee Room at 
the House of Commons. Full details 
will be available in the next edition. 
See p 10 for a summary of the Ac-
counts for last year. 

Auction Result 

Thanks to everyone who participated 
in the auction of the Arnold 
Smethurst painting which came into 
our possession following the death 
of Kate Coulson. She had been 
given the painting by Mr Smethurst 
on her retirement from BHCHS. 
We had a good response to this and 
there were several bids. 
The successful bidder was Ray 
Caswell (1946) and the Woodland 
Trust, one of Kate’s favourite chari-

ties, is the beneficiary. 
Ray asked me not to publish the 
amount of his winning bid but it was 
a very generous sum. You can read 
more about Ray Caswell on page 
19. There are no current plans to 
start a BHCHS rival operation to 
Ebay. 

Mr Alf Parlons 
Does anyone remember Mr Parlons 
who taught at BHCHS for one year 
only - 1944/45? I was recently con-
tacted by his son who is interested to 
know if we have any photos of his 
father or other information about 
him. I may have a photo in the 
“unidentified” section of the archive 
but it would be very helpful to know, 
for example, if Mr Parlons was a 
form teacher during his short stay. 

Ray Caswell 

Finding Old Bucks 
Stats freaks may notice that there is 
no “Datafile” table in this edition - 
this was due to the number of other 
features I wanted to include. We are 
still finding more Old Bucks. At the 
time of writing the total number 
traced and living (including staff) is 
3,682 and we have 1,889 subscrib-
ers to OB News. The elusive mem-
ber of YOS 1970 has still not been 
found, but there are now eleven year 
groups where less than ten of the 
year group remain untraced. 
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BUCKS FIZZ    Appointments, promotions, and other news 

At the age of 70 (or indeed 
any age), abseiling down a 
500 foot tower may not be 
every Old Buck’s idea of fun. 
But for Hugh Barklem (1946) 
this was a special mission. He 
was raising money for Cancer 
Research UK in a sponsored 
event in July. Having lost 
several relatives and friends 
to cancer, he was determined 
to do something to help. The 
tower he descended was 
Guy’s Hospital in London (this 
photo shows him on a prac-
tice run at Twickenham sta-
dium). Although he is now 
safely back on the ground, it 
is still possible to help him 
reach his target of £10,000. If 
you would like to do this 
please contact the Editor. 

Congratulations to Emma Hull, the 
eleven year old daughter of Adrian 
Hull (1973). Emma finished third in 
the final of Junior Mastermind earlier 
this year scoring an impressive 28 
points, only two less than the winner. 
Emma’s specialist subject in the first 
round was The Life and career of 
Howard Carter and the discovery of 
the tomb of Tutankhamun. She 
qualified for the final as the highest 
scoring runner up, and in the final 
she chose the Saga of Darren Shan 
as her specialist subject. Pictured 
above with Adrian and her sister 
Sophie (9), Emma has recently 

started at St John’s Secondary 
School, Epping. 
Emma was selected for the show 
from a total of 500 entrants. She 
says she has been interested in 
archaeology since the age of six 
when she read a book on the sub-
ject, and she is keen to become an 
archaeologist. Her other interests 
include horse riding, dancing and 
playing the clarinet. 
Adrian is an accountant/consultant 
working mainly in the voluntary sec-
tor. He has been married to Victoria, 
a Pharmacist and former pupil of 
Loughton CHS, for 23 years. 

Jeremy Searle (1979) has been 
appointed Managing Director at GFI 
group in Singapore tasked with 
setting up an oil brokering operation 
in Asia. He has been based in Sin-
gapore for the past twelve years. 

Congratulations to Dick Nichols 
(1962) who has become a granddad. 
Chloe Jessica Nichols was born to 
Dick’s daughter Hayley on 8th March 
weighing in at 8lb 7oz. 

John Spinks 
(1961) has 
recently been 
appointed on 
a half-time 
secondment 
from the 
University of 
Hong Kong 
(where he is 
a Professor of 
Psychology 
and Senior 
Adviser to the 
Vice Chancel-
lor) to a posi-
tion as Ex-
ecutive Director for U21 Liaison at  
Universitas 21 Global. U21 is a 
global e-learning consortium of lead-
ing universities that offers high qual-
ity on-line MBA and other masters 
degree programmes in manage-
ment. For John, this means that as 
well as retaining his base in Hong 
Kong he is working every other week 
in Singapore. 

Congratulations to Matthew Read 
(1983) and his wife Nerissa on giving 
birth to Maximilien James Read. 
After a stint at West Hatch 6th Form, 
Matt completed a British Airways 
sponsored Aeronautical Engineering 
degree at Bath University. But he 
was drawn by the big lights of the 
City and joined the JP Morgan 
Graduate Training scheme in 1995. 
Matt now heads up Technology 
Vulnerability Management Strategy.  
During his many trips to New York 
City with JPM, he met Nerissa, who 
was from Melbourne. They were 
married in Windsor in 2003 and are 
now enjoying family life in Fog City, 
San Francisco. Max joined them on 
May 24th weighing in at 8lb 2oz and 
21.5 inches long. 

In September 2004 Jon Roberts 
(1956) was appointed as Associate 
Fellow at the Centre for English 
Language Teacher Education, Uni-
versity of Warwick. Jon had previ-
ously been a lecturer at Reading 
University and completed his PhD in 
2003 on the topic of student-
teachers’ perceived personal and 
professional identity development. 

In this extract from the Welwyn & 
Hatfield Times 4 May 2005 Graham 
McClelland (1965) is seen opening 

a new Clinical Pharmacology Unit in 
Welwyn Garden City. Graham is 
Global Head of Clinical Pharmacol-
ogy at Roche, the Swiss pharmaceu-
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Stephen Parker (1970) recently co-
founded the UK Stem Cell Founda-
tion with Sir Chris Evans the biotech-
nology entrepreneur to promote 
clinical trials using stem cell thera-
pies in patients suffering from other-
wise untreatable diseases. He has 
also been appointed Managing Di-
rector of Celtic Pharma, a global 
private equity firm based on the 
pharmaceutical industry. Celtic 
Pharma’s initial funding of $300m 
enabled them to purchase Xenova, 
one of the UK’s leading biotechnol-
ogy companies in June 2005. 
Stephen was previously Chief Finan-
cial Officer at Oxford GlycoSciences 
and has been a consultant for sev-
eral leading pharmaceutical compa-
nies. He has a PhD in Biochemistry 
from Oxford University and an MBA. 

Michael Laver (1960) has recently 
moved from Dublin, where he was 
Professor of Politics at Trinity Col-
lege, to New York, where he is now 
Professor of Politics at New York 
University. Prof Laver has an exten-
sive publication list and his research 
specialist areas are in comparative 
politics and party competition. 

Noahs Ark Chemicals Ltd, founded 
by Bharat Bhardwaj (1979) has 
won the 2005 Queen’s Award for 
Enterprise in the international trade 
category for export achievement. 
The award means that the global 
trading and distribution company, 
dealing in commodity and speciality 
chemicals, has been recognised to 
be among the best of UK compa-
nies. 
Dr Bhardwaj started Noahs Ark 
Chemicals as a family company 
operating from a back bedroom in 
2001 in Cambridge. He moved his 
operations briefly to Buckhurst Hill, 
where much of the finance planning 
work is still undertaken. 
Now Noahs Ark Chemicals has 
grown to a company with a turnover 
of £5m-plus with offices in Cam-
bridge and in Antwerp, Belgium, 
employing a multi-national team of 
people exporting chemicals around 
the world, including China, Europe, 
Korea, South America and the US. 

David Powell (1958) was only at 
BHCHS for one year, but remembers 
several of his class mates from that 
year and contacted us recently from 
his home in NSW Australia. David 
originally trained as an engineer but 
has since worked extensively as a 
management consultant with many 
leading companies. His latest book, 
Spirit Intelligence was published in 
paperback earlier this year. 

Simon Rose (1977) manages a 
successful chain of optometrists with 
branches in Hackney, Harlow, 
Waltham Cross and Ilford. Rose 
Optometrists has always kept up to 
date with new technology and re-
cently Simon launched a new form of 
vision correction called Orthokeratol-
ogy - or “Ortho-K”. This is widely 
available in many countries but only 
arrived in the UK this year. 
The treatment starts with an initial 
series of four eye examinations 
using sophisticated eye-mapping 
equipment (see photo above). Fol-

lowing this patients are prescribed a 
new type of contact lens which is 
worn during the night. This lens 
gently flattens the cornea thus tem-
porarily correcting the eye’s focus. In 
the morning the patient simply re-
moves the lens. This allows normal 
vision during the day, without wear-
ing spectacles or contact lenses. No 
surgery is involved in the treatment 
and it is safe and reversible. 
Simon is prepared to offer the initial 
examinations free to Old Bucks. 
Contact details for all branches at: 
www.roseopticians.com 

Here is another interesting book 
from one our members. Alfred Wain-
wright’s Pictorial Guides to the Lake-
land Fells have been best-sellers for 
the past fifty years. Now, for the first 
time, a comprehensive programme 
of revision and updating has begun. 
Chris Jesty (1953) trained as a 
cartographer with the Ordnance 
Survey and assisted Wainwright with 
the maps on his last two books. 
Before Alfred Wainwright died in 
1991 he requested that if ever the 
guides were to be revised, Chris 
Jesty should be given the job. The 
first of these revisions is now avail-
able. 
Originally appearing in 1955, The 
Eastern Fells is published by Fran-
ces Lincoln Ltd. Six further volumes 
are currently in preparation. 
For more information see the Fran-
ces Lincoln web site: 
www.franceslincoln.com 

Congratulations to Stephen Jones 
(1959) who was awarded a CBE in 
the Queen’s Birthday Honours in 
June 2005. Until recently Stephen 
was Chief Executive of Wigan Metro-
politan Borough Council. 

Stephen Street (1971) recently 
appeared in a TV programme featur-
ing the 100 top albums of all time. 
Stephen is a record producer for 
groups including Blur and The 
Smiths. I hope to include a feature 
on Stephen in a future edition and 
thanks to Toby Braddick (1971) for 
spotting this recent TV appearance. 

A new career dimension for Bill 
Allan (1961). Bill is co-head of the 
EU and Competition Law group at 
the leading law firm Linklaters. Re-
cently, while maintaining his position 
at Linklaters, Bill has joined the Law 
Faculty at Cambridge as a part-time 
lecturer in competition law. He tells 
me he found the role-reversal 
(especially acting as an examiner) a 
trifle disconcerting - but it’s better 
than writing the exams! It is, he says, 
a great opportunity to get back into 
the academic side of law which he 
has always enjoyed. 
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water one by one and the 
burning Lakonia drifted 
away from them. Montcalm 
carried two lifeboats of her 
own so Jeff ordered these to 
be launched to help the 
swimmers. Some of his crew 
showed great courage by div-
ing overboard to help strug-
gling survivors into the boats 
or directly on to the ship. 
Eventually, Jeff and his team 
rescued 277 of the Lakonia 
passengers. Many of those 
who died had not been prop-
erly instructed in 
how to use their life 
jackets, and they 
suffered broken 
necks from the im-
pact of jumping into 
the water. If they 
had been told to 
simply fold their 
arms they might 
have survived. After 
his rescue operation 
had continued for 
several hours, Jeff 
took the Montcalm 
closer to the blazing 
liner and then 
sailed right round 
her to make a final 
check. He then 
handed over the 
operation to an-
other ship that had 

arrived and headed 
off to Casablanca 
with his grateful 
guests. 
One of the other 
ships on its way to 
the scene was a 
22,000 tonne Brit-
ish aircraft carrier 
HMS Centaur. The 
Admiralty re-
quested the Cen-
taur to take on the 
task of scene com-
mander. On arriv-
ing at the blazing 
ship, on the morn-
ing of 24th Decem-
ber, the Captain of 
the Centaur was 
still not certain 
whether any more 
survivors remained 
on board the La-
konia. One of his 
engineering officers 
was Lieutenant-
Commander John 

Parry (BHCHS 1941-48). 
John was selected to survey 
the liner from a helicopter 
and attempt a landing if pos-
sible. The helicopter circled 
the Lakonia several times 
and then hovered over the 
deck while John assessed the 
risks. This was a potentially 
dangerous operation – with 
the fire still burning below 
decks – and he had to deter-
mine whether the deck would 
either be too hot to stand on 
or even if it would take the 

the Azores, and many of the 
passengers were looking for-
ward to visiting Madeira, 
which was to be the first port 
of call. 
It was never discovered what 
caused a small fire to break 
out in the hairdressing salon. 
The most likely explanation 
is an electrical fault. But 
there was no immediate 
widespread panic. In fact, 
according to witness ac-
counts, there was no panic at 
all. For several hours after 
the initial outbreak of fire, 
passengers continued their 
leisure activities. Some no-
ticed smells of smoke and 
just assumed it was a minor 
problem in the engine room. 
Meanwhile the efforts to put 
out the original fire were 
failing. There was no sprin-
kler system on board, and the 
hoses proved inadequate to 
control the blaze. Eventually, 
the crew realised that they 
were failing to quell the 
flames, and began handing 
out life jackets. 
Meanwhile, a British 
freighter, the MV Montcalm 
was making its way across 
the North Atlantic. Captain 
Jeff Kempton (BHCHS 1945-
51) was unaware of the trag-
edy developing just a few 
miles away from him until he 
received a radio signal from 
the distressed ship. Immedi-
ately he ordered preparations 
to be made to approach the 
Lakonia and asked his crew 
to prepare to receive a few 
hundred guests. The Mont-
calm was one of the first 
ships to arrive on the scene 
and, when two miles from the 
blazing ship, came across her 
lifeboats with survivors. Jeff 
took on board the people in 
three of these boats but then 
decided that things did not 
look right and that it would 
be prudent to have a closer 
look at the casualty. It was 
still dark and although the 
sea was quite calm a careful 
approach was made to avoid 
the risk of injuring anyone in 
the water and it was indeed 
found that the sea was full of 
survivors, stretching out in a 
long band as they entered the 

DURING the final weeks 
of 1963, an amazing and 
tragic incident occurred 
at sea. Two ex-pupils of 
BHCHS were involved at 
the scene – possibly the 
most dramatic Small 
World incident yet re-
corded in these columns. 
On 19th December 1963, a 
newly overhauled and redeco-
rated Greek-owned 20,000 
tonne liner Lakonia left 
Southampton for a Christ-
mas cruise, with six hundred 
and fifty one passengers and 
three hundred and seventy 
one crew on board. The pas-
sengers were mainly from 
Britain and included many 
from the London area. 
The nightmare that devel-
oped was nothing sudden, 
and began with a seemingly 
minor problem. Three days 
after setting sail, the La-
konia was making its way 
through peaceful waters of 

The stricken Lakonia photographed by Jeff Kempton  

Bucks to the Rescue 

Jeff Kempton on MV Montcalm 

MV Montcalm 
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weight of a man. He man-
aged to land on a six-foot 
strip of deck, the remainder 
having been burned away, 
and surveyed the scene. 
From where he stood, he 
could feel the intense heat 
radiating from the exposed 
superstructure below, even 
though there were no flames 
in the immediate vicinity. It 
was obvious that no one 
could still be alive in any 

part of the ship, and there 
was nothing more that could 
be done. The Centaur eventu-
ally recovered fifty-five vic-
tims and transported them to 
Gibraltar to be laid to rest 
with others who had been 
found at sea. 
The final death toll from the 
disaster was one hundred 
and twenty eight. By the 

time John Parry landed on 
board, the Lakonia was list-
ing heavily. It eventually 
sank on 29th December while 
being towed to Gibraltar by 
three salvage tugs. 
At the time, neither Jeff 
Kempton nor John Parry 
knew of each other’s involve-
ment in the drama, nor of 
their connection via BHCHS. 
JH Taylor became aware of 
the significant role played by 
these two from local press 
reports, and there was a brief 
mention of the incident in the 
Roding magazine at the end 

of the school year. This re-
port did not mention a fur-
ther link between the school 
and the tragedy. Two of the 
people rescued by Jeff Kemp-
ton were the grandparents of 
a first-form pupil, Julian 
Donn (BHCHS 1963-70). Jeff 
only became aware of that 
fact earlier this year as a 
result of my researching this 
feature. 
The full story of the Lakonia 
tragedy was recorded by 
Geoffrey Bond (see picture on 
this page). Lakonia was pub-
lished in 1966 and is a 
graphic reconstruction of the 
dramatic events leading up to 
and during the tragedy. 
Jeff Kempton left the sea in 
1965 and worked for a ship-
ping company as a shore 
based superintendent and 
then technical manager 
based in Paris then Rotter-
dam. He returned to the UK 
in 1977 as British agent for 
the RSV Dutch shipyard 
group. Later he ran a yacht 
charter company in Mallorca 
until his retirement. 
John Parry completed 38 
years in the Royal Navy, re-
tiring in 1985 after reaching 
the rank of Commodore. He 
was awarded the CBE in 
1985. After leaving the Navy 
John operated as an Over-
seas Defence Consultant for a 
number of years before acting 
as chief race officer for the 

Whitbread Round the World 
Race in 1989/90. 
I am grateful to John Parry 
and Jeff Kempton for lending 
me various materials and for 
their support in producing 
this article. 

Survivors being rescued                                                                          Photo: Paris Match 

John Parry’s helicopter prepares to land on Lakonia                                                                                                     Photo: Paris Match 

John Parry receives his CBE 
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I AM prompted to write these delib-
erations, not so much by the re-
quests from the editor and other 
readers for former members of staff 
to actually contribute something to 
the magazine, but by cheeky-
chappy Alan Goswell’s quirky article 
(The Unseen War, OB News May 
05). To me, his blatantly provoca-
tive comments were like a red rag 
to a bullologist, and so I could not 
resist the temptation to present the 
scenario from a quite different per-
spective. 

In the guise of a ‘grumpy old man’, 
despite beaming out from beneath a 
base-ball cap, he describes his 
dismal experience of attempting to 
learn Biology by rote at BHCHS. 
Thankfully AG does not have the 
ubiquitous US head-gear on back-
to-front, but I venture to suggest 
that is more than can be said for his 
somewhat prejudiced theory. He 
even has the nerve to put a 
‘reverse-spin’ on the actualities. It 
calls to mind the apocryphal story of 
poor old Canute, who most people 
now regard as a vain and foolish old 
king trying to defy the waves. In fact 
he was demonstrating to his syco-
phantic courtiers that he could no 
more effect the movements of the 
tides than the man in the moon! I 
can well understand AG’s indigna-
tion, because as a lad I too found 
myself in a somewhat similar decid-
edly uncomfortable situation. Until 
the age of about fourteen I had 
enjoyed most academic subjects, 
but that was before bumping into a 
dispiriting trio of so-called teachers 
responsible for Chemistry, Physics 
and Maths. They were respectively 
tired, tedious and tyrannical. In total 
contrast to their Biology colleague 
who was quite inspirational, and so 
my die was well and truly cast! 

I don’t know whether or not what’s 
his name was playing the devil’s 
advocate, by unequivocally assert-
ing that Biology is nothing more 
than a test of memory, whereas 
Physics and Maths both provide 
intellectual challenges, and English 
lessons even allow for creativity. 
Either way, I thought it might be 
worthwhile shedding some light on 
this contentious argument, without 
necessarily generating any further 
heat. Surely AG’s account is a 
prime example of a writer not letting 
the facts get in the way of a good 
story. Making such sweeping gener-

Needed Urgently: Physics with some Fizz 
By Frank Mattick (Biology 1961-66) 

alizations about the respective 
merits of studying two quite dispa-
rate scientific disciplines is akin to 
comparing chalk and cheese, and in 
this instance says more about the 
personalities involved than the 
subjects under discussion. It should 
be obvious even from the two cau-
tionary tales referred to above, that 
some teachers really do make a 
difference, one way or the other. In 
the case in question here, Ernie 
Turner seems to have done neither 
himself nor AG any favours; and as 
a former teacher and subsequently 
a teacher-trainer, I deplore the fact 
that he apparently failed to display 
any genuine enthusiasm for his 
subject or eagerness to help his 
pupil. On the other hand he was to 
some extent merely a ‘man of his 
time’, and therefore cannot solely 
be blamed for a didactic approach, 
which in the hands of some could 
be tedious, and about which AG 
quite understandably complains. 
That wearisome strategy was de 
rigueur in those far-off days, for 
teaching all academic subjects, and 
so one should resist the consider-
able temptation to shoot the mes-
senger. After all, one cannot casti-
gate King Alfred’s host for not hav-
ing a microwave oven with the timer 
set to ‘cake-bake’. 

When I began teaching in the late 
1950s I started in the department of 
a much older, wiser and far more 
diplomatic soul than myself. I was 
allowed a free hand to teach how-
ever I chose, whilst he quietly ex-
perimented with enquiry-based 
learning programmes. I am 
ashamed to admit that I spurned the 
heaven-sent opportunity and ig-

nored what he was trying to do. I 
was ignorant enough to think he 
was wasting his time, and arrogant 
enough to imagine I could do a 
better job. How wrong I was, on 
both counts. It took the publication 
of the radically different practical-
based Nuffield Biology courses in 
the mid 60s to point the way ahead 
for the rest of us one-time dyed-in-
the-wool traditionalists. Thereafter 
Biology teaching and learning very 
quickly became much more experi-
mental and far less prescriptive, 
with less emphasis being placed on 
Anatomy, Morphology and Taxon-
omy, and far more on Physiology, 
Bio-chemistry, Maths, Statistics, 
Ecology and Animal behaviour. 

Traditionally the teaching of Physics 
and Maths at school-level, and 
more often than not at university 
too, routinely involves individual 
students being presented with hy-
pothetical problems involving things 
like springs, screws, pulleys and 
pendulums etc. These conundrums, 
they are expected to solve them-
selves by applying universally ac-
cepted principles. However such 
pseudo-scientific endeavours typi-
cally seek to confirm and reinforce 
the cut-and-dried solutions with 
which tutors are all too familiar. In 
other words, generations of Physics 
students have been obliged to re-
invent the wheel over and over 
again for decades, or in some 
cases for centuries. Consequently, 
even though a very small minority of 
pupils find Physics and Maths intrin-
sically interesting, possibly stimulat-
ing or even good fun, such second-
hand studies do not usually provide 
a truly scientific education. Indeed 

the students involved merely learn 
something about the methods and 
findings of age-old well-documented 
scientific enquiries, but never actu-
ally indulge first-hand in the scien-
tific process itself. I wonder if that is 
why so few pupils ever choose to 
continue studying these subjects 
beyond the compulsory introductory 
stage. For whatever reason, in 
recent years that situation has got 
far worse, with fewer and fewer 
students electing to do Maths and 
Physical sciences at university. So 
much so, that entire departments 
are being closed down, and those 
which survive are only able to do so 
by offering bargain-basement 
courses, and by teaching more 
affluent overseas students than the 
ragged-trousered home-grown 
variety. 

Since the known laws of Physics 
seem to be virtually finite and immu-
table (at least until another Newton 
or Einstein comes along) the very 
idea of demonstrating anything 
remotely original, particularly at 
school level, is rather fanciful. In-
deed even in the real world, when-
ever someone pops up with a genu-
inely novel theory he is usually shot 
down by his peers, whose own 
reputations may be called into 
question by the new pronounce-
ment. It seems to me that what is 
and indeed always was needed, is 
some dramatic change in the phi-
losophy and methodology of teach-
ing such vitally important disci-
plines. One such attempt came as 
long ago as 1967 in the form of a 
series of books called “Physics is 
Fun” by Jim Jardine. Sadly neither 
that publication nor others in the 
same vein which followed, seem to 
have made the subject the slightest 
bit ‘user- friendly’ or any more popu-
lar. 

Because Biology is a far less exact 
and predictable science; involving 
as it does such a vast assortment of 
different organisms, and infinite 
numbers of endlessly variable indi-
viduals each with an impressive 
array of structures, systems and 
interactions, all of which can be 
studied at different levels, it is not 
too difficult to do something truly 
original. And to be given such a 
stimulating opportunity early in their 
life, is sometimes a life-enhancing 

(Continued on page 9) 

Frank Mattick in 1963: middle row second from left 
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Gin CORNER 
Tony Jolly’s…… 

HUMAN instant judgement, 
as we all know, can be hope-
lessly unreliable. How many 
courts have experienced “eye 
witnesses” saying  “…he was 
definitely the man I saw at 
the scene of the crime”; then, 
after some fair pressure, “…I 
feel fairly certain that that 
man was…” to “well, I think 
that he was …” and finally to 
“.. he might be the man…” 
This is really horrifying when 
someone may be given a “life” 
sentence for a crime he hadn’t 
committed. Such quick and 
emotionally voiced opinions 
are frequently made about 
“organisations” and then, 
after learning more, one sees 
those having given such voice, 
have become part of the set of 
people originally criticised. 
Pronouncements made after 
years of experience prove 
vastly more accurate – ironi-
cally those giving voice in this 
case are frequently labelled 
“Grumpy old men” despite 
many females emulating this 
phenomenon. Indeed, it is not, 
in the main, a case of being 
“grumpy” but simply that 
years on this earth have 
clearly indicated to the 
“wrinklies”, basic truths about 
homo sapiens(?) behaviour. 
Thus very accurate percep-
tions of what a person is 
really like, especially in these 
days of fashionable “hidden 
agendas” and shallow-minded 
short-lived trends, can be 
truly revealed. 
We have read in our daily 
papers both of a doctor mas-
querading as being proficient 
in a certain area and wrongly 
consigning many children to 
very harmful and stressful 
years of treatment for some-

thing from which they did not 
suffer and an “expert witness” 
delivering suppositions and 
NOT facts which led to an 
innocent mother being jailed. 
Reportedly, those who came 
into contact with these 
“dangerous” professionals 
found them extremely arro-
gant thus displaying some-
thing that one would not ex-
pect from someone secure in 
justified ability?! 
Perception of this sort is vital 
when offering oneself for a 
major operation - so many 
people do not “look around”. 
My first, and right, hip re-
placement was carried out by 
a chap who learnt from the 
“inventor” (Charnley) and 
went on to become the leading 
world authority. He was re-
laxed, could laugh at himself 
and even treated me as if I 
was intelligent! One surgeon, 
whom I did not choose, virtu-
ally patronised those who 
consulted him virtually say-
ing “go and play trains; this is 
all above your intelligence”; 
he proved to be variable in 
performance. My first surgeon 
having retired, my recent 
second and left hip replace-
ment was carried out by a 
much younger man at the top 
of his profession who was a 
little more reserved (socially 
shy) but answered all ques-
tions, showed a really focus-
sed approach (not one out to 
impress!) and demonstrated 
empathy and commitment. 
Egotism and arrogance usu-
ally indicate insecurity and 
hence an underlying profes-
sional inadequacy. When op-
erating as a Law Society Ex-
pert Witness I always told the 
judge that I preferred the 
term “specialist” to the term 
“expert “ as I had found that 
the more one knows the more 
one realised how much one 
didn’t know! I suppose we 
should be grateful that those 
who go out of their way to 
project how great, accom-
plished and superior they are, 
make such a brilliant job of 
advertising that they really 
aren’t!! 
Tony Jolly (1943-49) 

even a life-changing experience for 
some impressionable youngsters. 
Thus if a teacher is enlightened and 
bold enough to encourage when-
ever appropriate a genuinely inves-
tigatory approach into some 
courses, his pupils soon develop 
confidence in their own abilities to 
organize suitable activities, monitor 
their observations, critically ap-
praise their techniques and draw 
valid conclusions. In these respects, 
one-off teaching opportunities in 
Biology are virtually limitless, con-
strained only by the imagination and 
enterprise of the teacher and the 
ability and enthusiasm of his stu-
dents. Moreover, rather than con-
stantly looking for the ‘right answer’ 
like his Physical Science col-
leagues, the unshackled open-
minded Biology student can be 
challenged to use his ingenuity in 
unfamiliar situations to solve genu-
ine questions. As a consequence, 
the philosophy developed and the 
knowledge understanding and 
wherewithal gained by his own 
efforts, are transferable skills and 
form a sound basis from which a 
wide variety of more advanced 
studies can proceed. I’m not sug-
gesting that all Biology courses 
should necessarily be exploratory, 
but that it is an enjoyable and suc-
cessful strategy that might be con-
sidered by a tutor before starting to 
teach any topic. 

Had Alan Goswell arrived at Buck-
hurst Hill just 4 or 5 years later, he 
could well have found himself in the 
splendid 6th form Biology Class of 
‘65. That particular cohort of 16 
keen and very able Botany and 
Zoology A-levellers was the only 
group of students I ever had the 
pleasure (and with hind-sight the 
privilege) of teaching for four con-
secutive GCE years. It seems they 
were so bored by the whole busi-
ness, that 50% of them were pre-
pared to continue for several more 
years with similarly tedious studies, 
until they got PhDs. One even had 
a good enough memory to reach 
professorial status! Two other of his 
near-contemporaries achieved the 
same distinction, one in the class of 
‘64 the other in ‘66. 

Who knows, had AG joined their 
ranks, he could now be writing 
belatedly instead of me, to whinge 
tongue-in-cheek, about the fact that 
his Physics tuition was too pedantic 
and the phoney experiments which 
he dutifully duplicated week after 
week were so predictable! 

It’s a funny old world isn’t it? 

(Continued from page 8) Caption 
Competition 
Result 

THE winner of the competi-
tion in the May 2005 edition 
was John Harnden. We are 
delighted that our winner this 
time is one of the original 
entrants to BHCHS and he 
has received his prize of a 
Fujifilm Digital Camera. On 

hearing that he’d won, John 
commented: “I’m over-
whelmed. I am well-known 
for my disreputable sense of 
humour but I thought the 
judges would surely have a 
higher sense of decorum. 

Well, the photo was actually 
taken in 1962, but it was a 
great caption nevertheless. 

Other captions that the judges 
liked, included these: 

Having contaminated Mr Lake-
man’s distillation experiment, 
Wilson receives a cruel and un-
usual punishment. 
A young John Lakeman demon-
strates to a group of bemused 
6th formers how to dispose of a 
neutralised acid solution without 
blocking the lab sink. 
A new competition is on page 
17. 

Chemistry Class of 1970 
celebrates unblocking of 
School Toilets 

John Harnden 
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Waltham Abbey Roadshow 
Disco Entertainments 

 

Quality Mobile Discos for any occasion 

18 yrs experience & competitive prices. 

Call Steve on 01992 764379 or 07746 
427594 
 

Steve Bryant (1977) 

OB NEWS CROSSWORD 
No.6      “Morning Break”    By Mike Ling 

No convoluted clues or tortuous anagrams; just simple clues and 
general knowledge. 

 DOWN 
1 Afternoon performance (7) 

2 Scandinavian (5) 

3 Lacking in confidence (5) 

4 Capital of Ghana (5) 

5 Wheat used for pasta (5) 

7 Near resident (9) 

9 Pulsating (9) 

12 US state, capital Des 
Moines (4) 

13 Small lake (4) 

16 Confer a right (7) 

17 Disadvantage (5) 

18 Submarine (1-4) 

19 Belief (5) 

20 Blood constituent (5) 

 ACROSS 
1 Large round fruit (5) 
3 Historic Essex town (7) 

6 Fit of temper (7) 

8 Provide food and drink (5) 

10 Natural and unaffected (5) 

11 Plan (7) 

14 Dig up (6) 

15 Fictional Wimbledon resi-
dent (6) 

17 Lawn game (7) 

20 Author of Gulliver’s Trav-
els (5) 

21 Trunk (5) 

22 Erect (7) 

23 Environment (7) 

24 US state, capital Augusta 
(5) 

Solution on page 21 

 2004 2003 2002 2001 

Receipts      
Subscriptions (net) 2773 3899 4145 9748 
Interest - National Savings - gross   250 477 
              Bank deposit - gross    2 
              Building Society - net   6 93 
              Capital Reserve - net              528 421 132 111 
Sales of Association ties - see balance sheet 36     

Sales of Association polo shirts 464     
Donations & sale of old Newsletters  155 251 304 

 3801 4475 4784 10735 

Payments      
Cost of newsletters & website expenses & admin 4345 4260 3614 3828 
School Sign refurbishment  and dedication 440     
Annual dinner 2004                  
Cost £3150 less members payments £3140 10 237 125 122 
Deposits for booking for Annual Dinner 2005 500 200 100 - 
Purchase of Polo Shirts 567     
Miscellaneous Expenses/Subsidy on Polo Shirts 61     

 5923 4697 3839 3950 

Excess of Payments over Receipts -2122 -222 945 6785 
Corporation Tax     15 
Net difference of Receipts / Payments  -2122 -222 945 6770 

     

     

     

Old Buckwellians Association: 
Accounts 
Receipts and Payments: Year ending 31 Dec 2004 

 2004 2003 2002 2001 
     

General Fund Account     
Balance as at 1 January 35905 36128 35183 28413 
Add surplus/ deduct deficit for the year -2122 -223 945 6770 
Balance as at 31 December 33783 35905 36128 35183 

Assets     
Building Society    14358 
National Savings Deposit Bond    10122 
Stock of Polo Shirts Stock remaining - 
£25 25    
Stock of ties b/f  £213 - £35.50   177 213 298 428 

Cash at bank     
Current Account 777 1416 1975 2981 
Deposit Account 32804 34276 33855 7665 

Current Liabilities     
Creditor    -323 
Corporation Tax    -48 

 33783 35905 36128 35183 

     

     

     

Balance Sheet as at 31 Dec 2004 

In his report presented to the AGM 
Chris Waghorn, our Treasurer, 
pointed out that the reduction in 
subscription income is explained by 
the fact that many members have 
chosen the “five year” method of 
paying their subscription. Given the 

large number of new members who 
joined in 2000 and 2001 we would 
therefore expect income to rise 
again during 2005 and 2006 and 
should once again cover the costs of  
producing OB News and maintaining 
the web site. 

Errata 
In the “Flashback” item on page 14 
of the last edition the third person 
from the left in the top row of the 5C 
photograph is Howard Bennett and 
Tony Kind is on his left. 
In the same article I also deprived 
Alan Manning of four grandchildren - 
he has nine! 
Thanks to all who have encouraged 
me to publish further archive photos 
- there are many more to come! 
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IN JANUARY 2005, three 
Old Buckwellians, who fin-
ished school in 1959, met in 
London. The three were; 
Alan Moore LL.B., a retired 
solicitor and businessman; 
Dr. Roy Oliver B.Sc., Ph.D., 
D.Sc., retired Reader in zool-
ogy at Dundee University; 
and, myself, Donald 
Shephard B.Sc., M.P.A., re-
tired trainer for the Califor-
nia Environmental Protec-
tion Agency. 
We are all family men. Alan 
has two sons and grandchil-
dren; Roy has four children; 
and I have three grown sons. 
Alan, Roy and others estab-
lished the AIM listed colla-
gen producing company, Tis-
sue Science Laboratories.  
We are all comfortably re-
tired. We were relaxed to-
gether even though it is at 
least forty years since I last 
saw Alan. We reminisced, 
covering such exploits as the 
horse drawn caravan holiday 
in Ireland we shared with 
Robin Ronan, when the 
painting of the school tower 
came up. 
Our recollections are not 
identical. Gabriel Garcia 
Marquez wrote in his mem-
oir, Living to Tell the Tale, 
“Life is not what one lived, 
but what one remembers and 
how one remembers it in or-
der to recount it.” In that 
spirit, I have included only 
mutually agreed details. 
In 1958, after we had com-
pleted our A Levels, we spent 
a few weeks decompressing. 

The School Tower 
By Donald Shephard (BHCHS 1952-59) 

The usual end-of-year activi-
ties were scheduled. I re-
member only a school play 
but I believe there were 
more. 
Roy Oliver and I had gath-
ered a can of red paint, a 
paint brush, two or three red 
balloons and some string. We 
easily climbed the perimeter 
wrought iron fence and 
walked to the back of the 
school. We shinned up the 
drain pipe of the one-storey 
flat-roofed lavatory. We do 
not recall how we carried the 
can of paint. Perhaps it was 
hooked over an arm as we 
climbed. 
From the lavatory roof we 
shinned up another drain 
pipe to the ledge around the 
two-story gym.  The ledge 
was two or three feet wide 

Reminiscing in London. L to R: Don Shephard, Alan Moore, Roy Oliver 

with a low brick edge. The 
tiled roof proved to be an 
obstacle too steep to walk up 
until I found that the corner 
was like steps. We went up it 
bent double to steady our-
selves. We straddled the 
ridge of the gym roof and 
proceeded slowly to the 
tower. Climbing the six feet 
or so from the roof to the 
tower was troublesome but 
we finally made it. Pillars 
supported the domed roof of 
the cupola. We painted a red 
cross on some of the pillars 
and hung red balloons from 
others. 
Having had so much diffi-
culty getting up to the tower, 
we decided to try the trap 
door in its floor. This led us 
to the interior of the roof 
above the main body of the 
school. With the help of a few 
matches, we stumbled our 
way around the attic rafters. 
We had further difficulties 
finding an exit. We do not 
recall where we dropped 
through to the upper storey. 
Perhaps it was into one of the 
class rooms or science labs. 
We descended the “down 
only” staircase and climbed 
out through the window of 
the prefects’ room. 
Once outside, we painted the 
tongues of the lions on the 
two concrete urns that 
guarded the staircase to the 
school’s main door. We knew 

that door was reserved for 
staff and that headmaster 
“Spud” Taylor would see our 
primitive graffiti the next 
morning. 
Why did we do it? You may 
well ask. It is difficult now to 
recall motivations of forty-
seven years ago. Certainly 
there was the challenge of a 
good climb, “because it was 
there.” There was also a cer-
tain rebellion against seven 
years of authority. After leav-
ing Roy and Alan in London, 
I visited my mother who now 
lives in Yorkshire. She re-
peated her old opinion that 
separately Roy and I were 
good boys but together we 
were trouble. 
In London, Alan had said 
something that was news to 
me. 
“We all knew who did it, but 
nobody wanted to risk your 
university careers.” 
“Spud” Taylor did tell the 
assembled school that we 
should own up and no harm 
would come to our university 
chances so I suppose he un-
derstood the student code of 
silence. We did not own up 
and he cancelled all extra-
curricular activities. Now, at 
this safe distance in time, we 
own up, we did it. 
I am wondering if others 
have memories of those last 
few weeks of school before we 
scattered to the unknown 
winds. I would be glad to 
hear your recollections in this 
forum or at: 
shepherd@jps.net 

The three miscreants at school, a few years before the escapade. Class 2A 1953-4 form master Mr Barnett 
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the end of their final year. 
However great the attrac-
tions of school, most of us will 
surely have had our attention 
focussed firmly on life out-
side. Not so young Hardiman. 
Breaking all the normal con-
ventions, there was no in-
volvement from the staff in 
this production. The Duke in 
Darkness, a “cloak and dag-
ger” melodrama, was the 
chosen play. Terrence not 
only produced it - he took the 
lead role and also designed 
and helped to build the set. 
The play was a great success. 
Interviewed afterwards by 
the local press, JH Taylor 
commented “I do not know 
why the sixth form has not 
produced a play on its own 
before. I suppose it is because 
we have never had a Hardi-
man.” Other leading roles 
were taken by Michael Abra-
hams (a virile performance, 
according to the local press), 
David Lee and Mike Stew-
ardson. 

lips, and – apart from two 
small mispronunciations – 
his performance was flawless. 
His voice had range and ma-
turity, his features were more 
mobile, and his movements 
more controlled and graceful. 
But there were many other 
fine performances. Stephen 
Rees as the Chorus, John 
Drinkwater as Mephisto-
philis, Roger Williams as 
Beelzebub, Peter Bolding as 
Lucifer (proud, strong, terri-
fying), Peter Cowling as 
Charles V, and Michael 
Stewardson (a most effective 
figure of fun), Ray Haver as 
Wagner (a bright and confi-
dent actor), Jim McManus as 
Robin (admirable sense of 
timing), Graham Rutherford 
and David Sewell (beautifully 
spoken parts) all came in for 
high praise. 
Innovation 
But before Terrence Hardi-
man left for Cambridge, 
there was time for one fur-
ther magnificent contribution 
to drama at BHCHS. Never 
before had a play been per-
formed by sixth formers at 

All the World’s a Stage 
Drama through the decades at BHCHS: Part four 1956-1957 
IN the last chapter, covering 
the period 1953-55, we left 
the story with Terrence Har-
diman’s outstanding perform-
ance as Prospero in The Tem-
pest. 
1956 was a highly significant 
year on the stage at BHCHS. 
A year of triumphant success, 
and the culmination of some 
outstanding acting talent 
that had been developing in 
the early 50s. 
The senior school play fea-
tured the high point of Ter-
rence Hardiman’s school act-
ing career, playing the lead 
in Marlowe’s The Tragicall 
History of Doctor Faustus. 
Harold Whiting had per-
suaded Terrence to sit the 
Cambridge Scholarship ex-
amination. With his place at 
Cambridge now secure, Ter-
rence was able to focus his 
attention on acting. Mr Wig-
ley’s review of Faustus in the 
Roding magazine was de-
lightfully phrased: 
Terrence Hardiman in the 
performance of his life made 
a superb Faustus. The great 
verse rolled smoothly from his 

Staff Room upheaval 
Meanwhile, there was drama 
of another sort being faced by 
JH Taylor, with the simulta-
neous loss of two stalwart 
members of the English de-
partment. Harold Whiting 
had joined the school in 1951 
and as well as producing a 
series of plays had taken on 
the editing of the School 
Magazine. He was responsi-
ble for introducing Shake-
speare into the dramatic pro-
gramme and it was clear 
from various reports that the 
standards of production in-
creased steadily under his 
leadership. Peter Gray, who 
had been on the staff since 
1950, concentrated his efforts 
on Junior Drama, producing 
seven plays during his ten-
ure. He was admired for his 
geniality and good temper, as 
well as his pictorial skill. 
It is unclear whether the 
production of a staff play 
was, in part, a demonstration Faustus 1956 

Faustus: Terrence Hardiman and John Drinkwater 
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of not wishing to be outdone 
by one of the pupils, or to 
show resilience following the 
loss of two key members of 
staff. But in December Frank 
Winmill masterminded a 
further innovation with the 
staff production of a one act 
drama Birds of a Feather by 
John Oswald Francis. Ac-
cording to Mr Wigley’s re-
view, the cast included Mr 
Foister as a “completely con-
vincing” Tom Tinker, Mr 
Tilley as a “lively Dicky”, Mr 
Franklin as a “forceful Jen-
kins” and Mr Sillis as an 
“urbane and sporting 
Bishop.” 
The final drama in a crowded 
year was the Junior Play, 
produced by Mr Mead. Here 
the stage itself must have 
been rather crowded, with 
thirty characters performing 
Thirty Minutes in a Street by 
Beatrice Mayor. 
Mr Bell, one of the new mem-
bers of staff, reviewed the 
play and was impressed by 
the teamwork shown by the 
many participants. He picked 
out a number of the cast for 
special mention: Chris Hib-
bitt (exhibiting his errant 
underwear and managing it 
thereafter with considerable 
aplomb), Norman Flack 
(flouncing off, the essence of 
feminine nonchalance), Gra-

ham Rutherford and Christo-
pher Dawn (pop-popping 
with gusto). 
The Rivals 
The task of producing the 
1957 senior play fell again to 
Frank Winmill. He chose 
Sheridan’s satire The Rivals. 
Judging by Derek Dutton’s 
review the standards 
achieved in recent years ap-
peared to be well maintained. 

Among those given special 
mention were John Drinkwa-
ter’s Mrs Malaprop (she 
dominated her role with 
ironic self-confidence, produc-
ing her “isms” with delicate 
timing and absolute aplomb), 
Alan Perkins’ Sir Anthony 
Absolute, Mike Abrahams’ 
Jack Absolute (with the right 
proportion of dashing lover 
and hesitant hero), David 

Charlesworth’s Faulkland (a 
perfect satire of the worried 
little sincere man of obses-
sions somewhere between 
Hamlet and Alfred Prufrock). 
The actors playing female 
parts were also compli-
mented: John Lowe’s Lydia 
(affectedly languished), Peter 
Morden’s Julia (clearly de-
fined, even to her self-
conscious pronunciations), 
and Tim Chowns’ Lucy 
(indeed a little “mistress” of 
her part).  
At the end of the school year, 
Mike Abrahams emulated 
the previous year’s efforts by 
producing and taking the 
leading role in a sixth form 
play – Journey’s End by RC 
Sherriff. His performance as 
the ex-public school Company 
Commander was described 
by John Ingram as wholly 
convincing. Other noteworthy 
performances from Alan Per-
kins, John Drinkwater, Mi-
chael Alcott, Graham 
Brookes and Duke Maskell. 
Unfortunately, we have not 
yet found any photographs 
from either of the 1957 pro-
ductions. Even more regret-
fully, Messrs Perkins and 
Lowe are still on the list of 
missing Old Bucks. 
The next instalment will see 
us move into the next decade 
- and yet another appearance 
from Terrence Hardiman. 

July 1956: Full cast of The Duke in Darkness 

July 1956: The Duke in Darkness 
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BHCHS WAS my first job and was a 
wonderful school to start my teach-
ing career. The staff in the 1960’s 
were a real family group and Frank 
Mattick in Biology was such an ex-
cellent mentor to me. He made the 
first few years, inevitably a steep 
learning curve, both exciting and 
rewarding with his massive stock of 
available resources. Many of you will 
remember his complex but clear 
multi-coloured diagrams, both on the 
board and on Banda copy sheets. 
I wonder what you remember of me? 
Perhaps frustration with the noise of 
the dinner queue outside the lab at 
the end of the morning and my at-
tempts to keep it quiet? Perhaps 
later on, when I had become Head of 
Biology in 1967, the animal popula-
tion in the laboratory challenging the 
Sixth Form to do some research? 
We had trout hatching, huge moon 
moths breeding at the back, tree 
frogs, guppies in a genetic breeding 
experiment, and a demonstration 
bee hive with marked queen and 
drones. Wow, what a place to learn 
in!! One dinner time in the summer I 
was called to deal with a swarm of 
bees that was outside the lab in the 
shrubbery. I donned the gear and for 
the first time ever puffed smoke at 
the bees to calm them, whacked the 
branch they were on, and caught the 
swarm in a box. Life was never dull 
at BHCHS! 
Both the head teachers I worked 
with, Mr “Spud” Taylor, and Hugh 
Colgate taught me a great deal in 
their very different ways, as I am 
sure they did you too. 

A Career Tale 

By Alan Bartlett (Science teacher, then Head of Biology 1964-1969) 

Enough of reminiscing about 
BHCHS but where did I go when I 
left in 1969? 
We had had a variety of students 
teaching in Buckhurst Hill and I, in 
my youthful enthusiasm, decided I 
wanted to help student teaching. I 
applied for jobs in Colleges of Edu-
cation, both locally and at distance 
and not for the last time got the one 
far away, this time in Manchester. 
Where at BHCHS I had met enthusi-
asm in pupils and staff and some 
considerable freedom as a teacher, 
in Didsbury College I met disinterest 
from both, and no freedom at all. We 
lasted 4 terms as a family in isolation 
in the North! 
We moved back to Berkshire where I 
took a job as Head of Science in a 
secondary modern school in Read-
ing, which would go comprehensive 
very shortly. I met one of the worst 
classes of my career and had to 
move them upstairs to keep them in 
the room!  They did me a good turn 
however since some of the boys in 
this group found a sailing dinghy and 
asked if we could “do it up.” We did 
Science of materials including GRP! 
At the end of the year we sailed it 
and I caught the “bug” for sailing that 
I still have – it’s become my main 
hobby and some might say lifestyle! I 
did basic and advanced sailing tests 
and became an RYA Instructor.  
Back in the Science department we 
piloted some exciting curriculum 
work through the mid-1970’s and as 
the school expanded to an 11-18 
Comprehensive I became a Senior 
teacher and Head of the Sixth Form. 

A new and very young 
head teacher came to the 
school and soon asked 
me whether I wanted to 
be a deputy head. He 
explained it had taken 
him some time to get a 
DH post and perhaps I 
had better start trying! I 
did so, two applications, 
one local, one in Devon. 
You guessed it, I was 
successful in Devon, and 
once again the family, 
including wife Fiona in 
the middle of a B.Ed. 
course moved. 
The Deputy Headship 
was in a very large (1500 
students) community 
college at Ivybridge in 
South Devon. The whole 
place was alive with adult 
education and further 
education classes mostly 
in the evenings, but also 
at outreach centres 
across the South Hams 
area. If it’s Wednesday it 
must be Art Appreciation 
at Shaugh Prior! 
We also had a large Sixth Form and 
many community groups using the 
college at the weekends and in 
holidays. I was writing the timetable 
for the very first time!! (A Madonna 
song seems appropriate here!) The 
complex problem of providing staff 
time in lieu during the week, for their 
work on an evening class was an 
added nightmare to the already 
difficult task of such a big timetable. 
However I survived this for the next 
7 years and managed to introduce 
even more variation into it including 
a 4-6pm slot for both pupils and 
adults in mixed groups. As a family 
we had a good time in Devon, in a 
super part of the country with sailing 
and community work. I joined Round 
Table, and still have friends from 
there today. But the ambitional gob-
lin still sat on my shoulder from time 
to time! So I started to apply for 
headships and nearly came back to 
Essex in the shape of a new school 
at South Woodham Ferrers but not 
quite! Several years on and a good 
number of applications later, I ended 
up as head teacher at Wyedean 
School to the North of Chepstow and 
we moved again! 
The school was a very good place to 
work, with 750 pupils in an 11-18 
comprehensive and a very compact 

group of schools feeding it. The 
pupils came from rural Gloucester-
shire and the edges of the Forest of 
Dean and so were quite mixed in 
their backgrounds. The first few 
years there were difficult as there 
was a period of industrial action by 
teachers which meant I did not have 
the freedom to lead and manage as I 
would have wanted, but we survived 
and some development took place. I 
continued to teach science, and also 
PE to the Year 7 boys so I got to 
know each intake as they arrived. 
We started family life there in 3 
acres in the Forest with a horse and 
sheep, and ended in a revamped 
500 year old cottage, minus the 
horse and sheep but plus the large 
dog. I had gone back to running in 
Devon and here we took on some 
running challenges, the most elabo-
rate being to “run” the length of 
Offa’s Dyke some 182 miles from 
Prestatyn to Chepstow. This was an 
amazing event which over the last 5 
– 10 miles involved the whole school 
and many parents and members of 
the community running to raise 
£4600 for charity, a lot in 1986. We 
also did a 100 mile run with the 
Sports Centre manager running the 
whole way supported by idiots like 
me! 
So I got to be 49 years of age and 

And here we have kitty - Alan Bartlett at BHCHS 
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Small 
World 

AS ONE of a first year intake that 
grew up after the war our hazy 
understanding of it was like living in 
the afterglow of a kind of modern 
legend which mystified and en-
thralled. 

It was certain knowledge around the 
school that all the masters had 
been war heroes or were otherwise 
engaged in secret work. This 
evoked a feeling of awe and rever-
ence and a wish to bask a little in 
their glory. One had to be con-
stantly alert in case a master went 
‘over the top’ and reverted to a state 
where their special training took 
over. It was with a kind of fatalism 
though that, as if lured by sirens, 
the boys yearned to glimpse this 
other persona. When, rarely, a 
master did receive sufficient provo-
cation it was mesmerising and 
terrifying as I am sure others can 
attest. 

One edifice of war that remained in 
the classroom was the ancient, 
imposing grey tannoy set bolted 
above the blackboard, always omi-
nous because of its huge size and 
unremitting silence. Only once was 
an announcement ever made to the 
school on an otherwise unremark-
able morning, during maths. The 
sudden shock of hearing this cyclo-
pean device bursting into life 
stunned everyone dumbstruck and 
it was several seconds before 
hearts resumed beating. 

I remarked about this eternally 
silent tannoy to a colleague who 
had been a pupil 1939-45. He said 

Cowshed Secrets 
By John Webster (BHCHS 1959-64) 

he couldn’t remember these sets 
being around at the time but added 
that he had been an air raid prefect. 
He used to ride a bicycle around the 
corridors blowing a whistle. Pre-
sumably there was a 6th form bicy-
cle too as I can’t imagine riding up 
and down the stairs during a school 
exodus. 

Forthwith all the school took shelter 
in what were affectionately known 
as the “cowsheds”. In my time these 
were used as changing rooms and 
did indeed smell like cowsheds. 
There were two that were kept 
locked. One was for the grounds-
man’s equipment and the other 
belonged to Mr Robinson who was 
occasionally observed arriving or 
leaving on mysterious business. 

As these sheds were situated 
around the perimeter of the play-
ground it must have been thought 
that the school alone would suffer 
the fall of bombs and thus the per-
sonnel would survive. Actually 
these brick built rooms would not 
have deceived anyone, let alone the 
Luftwaffe who were obviously 
trained in that sort of thing. To wipe 
out the boys in one effort was more 
than likely and was probably the 
plan of some insane ex-teacher 
turned architect. 

However, I digress concerning the 
tannoy on this memorable occasion, 
when some boys found themselves 
in the empty transmitting room and 
managed to broadcast to the whole 
school, swearing and adding a 
snatch of a chart song for effect. 
Then we heard, “Quick, get out, run 
for it!” - followed by the sound of 
receding footsteps and shouting. 
Within half an hour the names of 
the foolhardy culprits were being 
read out in an emotional voice such 
as one would use to announce the 
end of the world. They were told to 
report to Mr Scott immediately. 

No doubt they were soon frog 
marched to the locked cowshed, 
handed over to Mr Robinson, and 
never seen again. 

That must explain why the cow-
sheds were full of old, ragged, 
smelly clothing. I for one was con-
vinced of this and vowed somehow 
to stay alive for the next five years. 

[Thanks John. I feel sure there may 
be some more cowshed stories…. 
Ed] 

having almost gone into the leisure 
and hotel business sat in late 1989 
reflecting on the next ambitional 
move. Not another headship I de-
cided. Then I saw a job advertised in 
Hampshire as a local authority in-
spector, applied and was successful 
with a slightly better salary!! We 
found, for me, the perfect house on 
Hayling Island with water frontage 
and its own mooring, and the job 
proved good as well. Then in 1982 
the Education Act brought in Ofsted 
and inspections, and life changed, 
many would say not for the better. I 
became a registered inspector and 
led some 20 Ofsted inspections. I 
moved to lead the inspection team in 
the SE of Hampshire and then in 
1996 was acting Chief Inspector for 
two terms before blissfully retiring 
early in 1997. The deal was however 
to go on working for Hampshire for 
at least two years and I did so with a 
great programme of development 
with just two or three schools. 
I am still working, but I choose to! 
Since 1997 I have worked with 
NPQH (the National Professional 
Qualification for Headship) as a tutor 
and assessor, supported schools in 
crisis, worked a lot with governors in 
training and head teachers ap-
praisal, and more recently worked 
with the more deprived areas of 
Portsmouth. I have gone back to 
amateur dramatics here on Hayling. 
Some may remember I produced a 
play at BHCHS in 1965 called “A 
Resounding Tinkle” by N.F.Simpson, 
which was really a satire on subur-
ban life, perhaps in Buckhurst Hill? I 
have three boats, two sailing din-
ghies and a big cruising sailing cata-
maran, with beds and gin and tonic! 
The family has expanded from the 
two girls to include three grandchil-
dren, and most days the aging mus-
cles still work and I remain quite 
healthy. Fiona and I celebrated our 
ruby wedding anniversary in 2004. 
Looking back at this career I again 
feel I have been lucky to work for 
and with a wonderful range of pro-
fessionals and young people. For the 
start that BHCHS gave me and the 
enthusiasm of my pupils there, espe-
cially those in the Biology Sixth form 
I remain very grateful. I would be 
delighted to hear from any of them 
from the years of 1964-69, and will 
mention only one person who I met 
when I joined Hampshire in 1990 as 
an inspector. First team meeting and 
I am approached by a youngish man 
who asks “Did you teach at 
BHCHS ?” answer “Yes I did.” “Well” 
says the RE Inspector for Hamp-
shire, named Alan Brine, “Then you 
taught me!” You never know where 
an ex-BHCHS pupil or teacher will 
pop up next! 

Jim Tredinnick (1939) and his wife 
went on a five day trip to Llandudno 
in March. On these holidays the 
passengers are assigned to a table 
of four in the restaurant. Jim and 
Sheila began conversing with the 
other couple at their table and Jim 
soon discovered that was talking 
with someone who was not just 
another former pupil of BHCHS but 
also from the same year group – this 
was John Pattenden (1939). 

Matthew Hicks (1983) is a racing 
car designer. I mentioned to him that 
I knew of another Old Buck who was 
in the same profession - Paul Drew-
ery (1978). Matthew said he knew 
Paul very well as they had worked 
together for Renault, but neither of 
them had been aware of their 
BHCHS connection. 

Another pair who have worked to-
gether for some time but only re-
cently realised their link via the 
school are Phil Cox (1972) and 
Peter Acland (1960). Phil is a Doc-
tor working in a specialist NHS Trust 
in Birmingham and Peter is a Foren-
sic Pathologist also working in Bir-
mingham. 

We are grateful to Graham Finbow 
(1971) who lives in South Africa. 
Earlier this year he was in Johan-
nesburg on a business conference 
and started chatting to someone 
who, like Graham, came from On-
gar. It was not long before they 
realised the other crucial connection 
and we traced Paul Booth (1954). 

Roger Schooley (1943) lives part of 
each year in Barbados and has sent 
several post cards. On a recent card 
he told me that he and his wife had 
taken a cruise up the Amazon (“like 
the Roding but larger”, says Roger). 
They got talking to one of the other 
passengers at dinner who turned out 
to be Brian Rolfe (1947). 

Brian Hand (1940) is another stal-
wart member who has helped us find 
several Old Bucks. Last year he 
happened to mention to a bowls 
partner that he was going to miss a 
bowls match because he was at-
tending the Old Bucks Dinner. “Who 
are the Old Bucks?” asked his part-
ner. When Brian explained, the lady 
said “my brother was one of the 
original pupils at that school.” Hence 
we have now traced Don Hughes 
(1938). 
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THE BIG white ship towered over 
us, the deck rails crammed with 
excited, cheering youngsters. A 
chartered train from Waterloo had 
brought us right into Southampton 
docks a few yards from the gang-
plank. Nevasa sailed for Gibraltar at 
3.40pm, and the Needles, silhouet-
ted by moonlight, were our last sight 
of Britain. 

The voyage got off to an inauspi-
cious start, with many suffering from 
seasickness across a rough and 
bleak Bay of Biscay. Next evening 
the distant lights of the Tagus estu-
ary were clearly visible. But then fog 
off southern Spain caused a de-
layed arrival and curtailed visit to 
Gibraltar. We did nevertheless enjoy 
a stunning vista approaching the 
Rock through the busy Straits. Two 

days later we were in vibrant, col-
ourful Italy, wandering around 
Naples on a bright Sunday morning, 
followed by a tour of the vast, awe-
inspiring Roman ruins of Pompeii. 
Twenty or so from BHCHS had 

Cruising with Lottie SS Nevasa Educational Cruise 1966 
By Peter Sharp (BHCHS 1960-67) 

joined this 17-night sixth-form edu-
cational cruise, with Tom Leek and 
‘Duffy’ Clayton as party leaders. The 
ten year old, 20,500 ton Nevasa had 
started life as a purpose-built troop 
carrier. Anyone expecting a luxury 
cruise liner was in for a disappoint-
ment, since after a 1965 refit she 
was effectively a floating boarding 
school. With capacity for 1,400 
passengers she was twice as 
crowded as today’s budget cruise 
ships, and the upper decks were 
mainly restricted to the 300 cabin 
passengers. Student accommoda-
tion comprised fifty bunk-bedded 
dormitories -- ours was the window-
less, 40-berth Jellicoe (starboard/
amidships on E-deck, right on the 
water line). Food in the self-service 
cafeteria was a notch above school 
dinners standards. The ship’s inte-
rior seemed all bulkheads, pipe-
work, gloss paint, stained plywood, 

and Formica. 
Some young 
officers, and 
their rather 
dubious 
‘Masters at 
Arms’, 
seemed bent 
on trying to 
instil a bit of 

naval discipline in us. Nevasa was 
certainly cheap, cheerful, and 
‘character building’, but she was well 
kept, well run, and above all repre-
sented excellent value. 
Continuing eastwards at a sedate 16 
knots, we negotiated a gloomy and 
choppy Straits of Messina; likewise 
the Dardanelles. Istanbul in winter is 
chilly, murky, and rather drab. The 
roads were full of old American cars 

driven anarchi-
cally (our tour 
bus nearly 
came to grief 
due to reckless 
overtaking on 
the Galata 
Bridge). But the 
eastern flavour 
was intriguing, 
the Topkapi 
Palace and 
Blue Mosque 
were like noth-
ing we had 

ever seen before, and souvenir 
shopping in the famous Bazaar was 
fun. 
Nevasa’s on board activities com-
prised:- classroom lessons in school 
groups, port lectures in the large 
Assembly Hall/Cinema, navigation 

lessons/
bridge visits, 
deck hockey, 
and various 
entertain-
ments, in-
cluding films, 
discos, and 
quizzes. The 
expert lectur-
ers were 
available to 
take semi-
nars, so we 
suggested 
securing the services of an attrac-
tive, young, blonde historian from 
the University of Kent. But canny old 
Tom was ahead of us, and asked 
what specifically we would want her 
to talk about. Because we could not 
have cared less we were stymied, 
and so ended up with a Tory MP as 
our guest speaker! 
There was also a reasonable 
amount of free time, a fair portion of 
which was spent in what we called 
“The NAAFI” – actually the Recrea-
tion Room, a large coffee/snack bar 
with a jukebox that always seemed 
to be playing the Beach Boys’ 
You’re So Good To Me. The coedu-
cational environment was a novelty 
for us single-sex grammar school 
boys, and some of the more self-
confident lads soon struck up ship-
board romances.  But reaction to 
their conquests was mixed, and 
unbeknown to themselves and their 
beaux, one or two of the young 
ladies concerned were subject to 
unflattering soubriquets (I can still 
picture “Grotty Lottie”!) A few of us 
still in the awkward, gangly adoles-
cent stage made rather clueless and 
less successful attempts at such 
dalliances. But everyone seemed to 
enjoy it all in their own way, and 
there was a lively, fun atmosphere 
and good camaraderie. 
The best day at sea was that spent 
crossing the Aegean - clear blue 
skies, calm indigo water, and the 
occasional appearance of white, 
pine and olive grove speckled Greek 
islands. Relaxing on deck was the 
favourite inactivity, soaking up this 
mesmeric mini-Odyssey - a real 
taste of Mediterranean cruising. 
Early Friday morning we berthed at 
Piraeus, for Athens. The gods pro-
vided another fine day for a superb 
tour of the historic sights, and an 
excursion to ancient Corinth. On the 
Saturday, some of us took a train 
back into Athens, and ended up 

having a restaurant dinner – a wel-
come contrast to Nevasa’s lack-
lustre offerings. Athens also repre-
sented the first opportunity for binge 
drinking, of which one or two took 
advantage, much to their chagrin the 
following morning. 
Berthing at 9.30am in the Venice 
Lagoon, Nevasa’s deck officers 
managed to collide her broadside 
with the dock. The loud boom and 
shudder were accompanied by 
flakes of paint dropping off the dor-
mitory wall! With true  British naval 
valour, we spontaneously and rap-
idly mustered on deck like rats up a 
drainpipe. Shortly afterwards, a 
slightly shaken looking Staff Captain 
was seen in Jellicoe inspecting the 
(apparently minimal) damage. 
Venice in December was magical – 
cold, tranquil, deep shadows, light 
mist -incredibly atmospheric. There 
were no organised tours, so we 
spent the three days independently 
exploring this astonishingly beautiful 
and totally unique place:- the canals 
and bridges, the alleyways and 
squares, the churches and muse-
ums. 
And then it was almost over - a final 
return to the ship to collect belong-
ings, a waterbus to Marco Polo 
airport, and an evening BEA flight 
back to Blighty. It was the first ex-
perience of flying for some of us too, 
so another bit of an adventure. A 
couple of hours later, we were back 
at Gatport Airwick, and on a coach 
bound for Buckhurst Hill. 
Gibraltar, Naples, Istanbul, Athens, 
Venice – this excellent itinerary 
provided five very different destina-
tions spanning the whole Mediterra-
nean, plus a sampling of shipboard 
life. For young lads who had hardly 
been anywhere it was a fantastic 
experience. We learned some geog-
raphy, history, archaeology, sea-
manship - and also probably some-
thing about ourselves. 

The Nevasa at anchor off Gibraltar 

Peter Sharp in St Mark’s Square, Venice 

The BHCHS party approaching the Parthenon 
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Old Boys 
The Palace the white orthography 
announces 
Here were once the wealthy 
Sparring with imagined ills 
We meet again – been sixty years. 
You showed a trophy from those days 
Not an Old School Tie – a cap, 
Headgear that all the little 
Big heads at grammar school 
Must wear on pain of late afternoon 
Detentions. 
The elderly, the old, the venerables 
Bathed in Buxton sunshine, 
Breaking the bread of memory; 
Sharing crumbs of wartime discomfit. 
And all those things lifted 
From the portmanteaux of our minds, 
Luggage from our trains of thought, 
In sight. Boys to men of our ultimate 
Destinations. 
Here we meet again, 
Musing on that curious metamorphosis 
We have undergone from butterflies 
The creased chrysalis. 
This is your life – and mine. 
A journey of wondering ‘where to?’ 
Now we know. 
Peter and Paul 
Two little dickie birds sitting on a wall 
Where the Derby sun illumines 
Children in the nearby park. 
It also shadows them. 
None wear school caps. 

Peter Godfrey 

Then and now - a meeting in Buxton 

Last year two Old Bucks from the 1939 year group - Paul 
Rattenbury (left in the photo) and Peter Godfrey arranged to 
meet at The Palace Hotel in Buxton. The last time they had met 
was when they cycled from school together on the last day of the 
summer term, more than sixty years earlier. Their shared 
interests include writing poetry and I have included a 
contribution from each of them. Paul’s poem is a nostalgic and 
fascinating glimpse into life during the Second World War. 
Peter’s offering was written as a memento of their recent reunion. 

Peter and Paul have also given me tremendous support in the 
establishment and development of our network. Peter has written 
several excellent and amusing articles that were published in 
earlier editions of OB News and Paul has provided many helpful 
ideas and unfailingly honest but constructive feedback to an 
editor who is still learning the ropes. 

Homework 1941 
 

Homework spread on dining table, 
Windows blacked out for the night, 
Sirens start their scary wailing, 
Sudden bang gives Mum a fright. 
 

Local Ack Ack joins the barrage, 
Go outside to watch the fun, 
Dornier caught in cone of searchlights 
Drops its load and dives to run. 
 

Load shrieks down on Longwood 
Gardens, 
One just knows that some will die, 
Our turn next ? we hear them coming, 
Family under table dives. 
 

All is soot and dust and choking, 
Whole house shaking-chest feels tight, 
Pressing punch that hurts the eardrums, 
Then Dad asking “you alright”? 
 

Counted down a stick of seven, 
One out back and one in road, 
House still standing, German error, 
Dud out back did not explode. 
 

Try to finish half-done homework - 
How to measure height of cliff ? 
Plumbline, pole, and check the angles, 
Drawing looks like hieroglyph - 
 

Even worse now using candles, 
Power-cut as the blitz extends, 
Worst of all, no power to wireless, 
Now I’ll miss how ‘Itma’ ends! 
 

But bed demands, though battle rages, 
Death descends from orange sky, 
Wake at four, with ‘all-clear’ sounding, 
Curse the huns and hope they die. 

Paul Rattenbury 
(On this night 3,216 were killed/wounded, 
12,394 made homeless) 

Caption Competition 
A RETURN to the classroom 
for this competition and I 
thought it was high time we 
had a photograph featuring 
Peter Sillis. There can be few 
readers who are unfamiliar 
with Mr Sillis, who headed 
the history department from 
1944-1982 and was the long-
est-serving member of staff. 
His immense contribution to 
the School extended well 
beyond the history depart-
ment and I hope will be the 
subject of a full feature at 
some stage. 

This photo, taken in 1963 by 
a future editor of OB News, 
includes a glimpse of a 
cheeky Dick Dempsey, an-

other member of form 3X. 

As announced in the last edi-
tion our sponsorship by Fuji-
film is now ended following 
Graham Rutherford’s retire-
ment and we are grateful for 
all those digital cameras. 

On this occasion, however, we 
are delighted to be able to 
offer a cash prize of £25, 
kindly donated by Malcolm 
Beard (1941). Malcolm has 
been involved with the Old 
Buckwellians Association for 
many years and was recently 
appointed as Vice Chairman. 
Closing date for entries (one 
only per member please!) is 
31st December 2005. 
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LIONEL MARSH once called me 
“jack of all trades, master of none”. It 
was said in jest, but as in all humour 
there was a grain of truth in it. I’ve 
spent the rest of my life trying to be 
the “master” more often than the 
“jack”! 
BHCHS was incredibly important to 
me, as for very many of you. I came 
from an East End family that had 
gone “posh” and moved out to the 
sticks for the good life. Both my 
parents left school at a relatively 
early age, but with a profound re-
spect for education. This respect 
was transferred to (enforced in?) me 
from a very young age and I think we 
can consider our generation as one 
of the first to really benefit from 
education levelling the playing field 
socially and economically. 
I arrived at BHCHS in 1978, being 
only the third year to be divided into 
selective and non-selective classes 
(passed/failed 11 plus). In retro-
spect, this must have been a very 
difficult time for the staff, coping with 
the change from grammar to com-
prehensive, but we didn’t know any 
difference. 
I can still remember the register 
being called – “Andretti, Birch, 
Charsley, Church, Denham, Dodd, 
Dorrell, Drake, Drewery Fernan-
dez…….” 
I certainly wasn’t the brightest in the 
class, nor the best sportsman, nor 
the most popular – perhaps Lionel 
Marsh was right. But I tried hard and 
persevered. One thing I did excel at 
was being tall – I was always the 
tallest in the class and ended up 6’7” 
- it certainly wasn’t the nutritional 
value of the school dinners that 
made me that tall! 
I was always very keen on sport at 
school – I played for the 1st XI soc-
cer, played for the school at rugby, 
cricket, basketball and came 3rd in 
the Essex championships for high 
jump. Looking back, the time and 
effort put in by all the PE staff was 
quite amazing and it’s a shame that 
current school children don’t enjoy 
that. 
I remember being in the 2nd year and 
playing cricket versus Chigwell – 
they scored a very impressive 92 in 
20 overs but Lionel Marsh bet us an 
ice cream each we couldn’t beat it. 
We did and he paid up! We also 
made some very important trips to 
Maes Y Lade in Wales – the Essex 
outdoor learning centre – I remem-
ber more than one person learning 
how to sleep outside in the pouring 

Ups and Downs of a Rugger Star 
By Dean Dorrell (BHCHS 1978-85) 

rain for bad behaviour! 
In the end I got 4 ‘A’ Levels – an A 
and 3 B’s that wasn’t quite enough to 
get me into Cambridge (despite the 
best coaching from HAC and Mr 
Cunningham) and decided to study 
Economics at the University of Not-
tingham. 
In the summer before going to Not-
tingham, I was badly in need of 
money and decided to find a sum-
mer job in the City. In the end, I took 
a permanent position at Nomura the 
Japanese securities house in the 
bond settlements department. I 
remember often working till midnight, 
going out till 4am and being back at 
my desk at 8am – oh, for that sort of 
stamina now! I was fortunate to find 
an industry at its very birth and com-
bined with hard work and some good 
luck made some progress. 
My parents’ desire for me to con-
tinue my education won in the end 
though. After a year at Nomura, I 
resigned and took my place at Not-
tingham. However, I was told I would 
always have a job there during my 
holidays and after graduation, which 
made a massive difference to my 
finances. 
I had gradually stopped being a 
“jack” at sport and decided to see if I 
could master rugby. We all know 
BHCHS was primarily a soccer 
school, and it was my number one 
sport for a long time. But eventually, 
I became too big and my propensity 
to punch the opposition (successfully 
behind the referee’s back but HAC of 
course saw it all) combined with a 
lack of skill, persuaded me rugby 
was my game. 
I had been introduced to the 15 man 
code in the 1st and 2nd years by 
Kevin Wyre but it was the arrival of 
Adrian Crawley that changed it all for 
me. He really focused on us as 
individuals, spending a huge amount 
of time with us. We went from being 
beaten by Davenant by 50 points 
one season, to beating them com-
fortably the next. I owe him a lot for 
teaching me the basics of a sport 
that wasn’t naturally played at 
BHCHS. 
At University I played the whole of 
the first year in the 2nd XV, played for 
the 1st XV in my second year, during 
which I had a “Roy of the Rovers” 
moment! I had a girlfriend who lived 
near Blackpool and I had played for 
the local big club, Fylde, in the 2nd 
XV during the holidays. In the follow-
ing term I had a call from the club 
coach, Bill Beaumont (the ex-

England captain) to ask me to play 
for the 1st XV versus Wasps in a 
televised game 2 days later! Despite 
Rob Andrew and several other cur-
rent England internationals giving us 
a good beating I was very happy to 
have played first class rugby. 
I went on to play for English Univer-
sities at second row. In my final year 
at Nottingham I was recruited to play 
for Saracens and managed to get 
into the 1st XV immediately. I formed 
a very young partnership on one 
side of the scrum that performed well 
against all the top teams that year – 
perhaps it was me or maybe I got a 
bit of help from my partner – a young 

Jason Leonard! 
During this time my studies took a bit 
of a back burner – but despite sub-
mitting no written work during my 
final year (I had a very understand-
ing professor) I managed to get a 
2.1. 
It was very interesting at this time to 
contrast the amount of effort I had 
spent trying to get into Cambridge as 
an undergraduate (enormous) to the 
amount needed post grad (nil). Be-
cause of my rugby skills I was ap-
proached by a Cambridge college 
who basically gave me two cursory 
interviews and then gave me a 
place! In the end I decided not to 
take up the place but earn some 
money in the pre-professional rugby 
era. 

I went back to Nomura as a graduate 
trainee and started working as a 
bond trader. Things went well and I 
ended up moving to Paribas, traded 
government bonds, arbitrage, and 
become head of bond trading. Like 
many ex-pupils I benefited enor-
mously from the “Big Bang” deregu-
lation of the City of London and 
during the 90’s it was difficult not to 
do well. 
I had carried on playing rugby in the 
1st XV at Saracens – often bumping 
into Kevin Wyre who was playing in 
the lower teams – and grew to be a 
very fit 17 stone 10 pounds! I had 
many tough matches, especially 

against Martin Johnson at the outset 
of his career, and eventually 
changed clubs to Rosslyn Park, also 
in the Premier division. 
The start of the pro era, combined 
with a nasty shoulder operation and 
a badly damaged knee, persuaded 
me to give up first class rugby in 
1995. I had the offer of a contract at 
Harlequins but this was not worth 
giving up the City for. 
In the City I managed to get pro-
moted to my own level of incompe-
tence, moved firms to give up man-
aging completely, then got promoted 
even higher despite my protests  
(yes really!) and eventually got fired 
for my department breaking all re-
cords (yes, for profits you cynics!) I 

(Continued on page 20) 
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ret’s Hospital, Epping. Somehow I 
managed to gain HNC in Medical 
Microbiology and pursued a career 
as a Medical Laboratory Scientific 
Officer. I married in 1974, had a 
daughter (Natalie) in 1977, a son 
(Matthew) in 1979 and a divorce in 
1984, all before I’d reached the age 
of 30. In 1979 I decided that working 
for the NHS wasn’t going to pay the 
bills and so took some government-
funded training in IT. I’ve never 
looked back – well ok, I’ve rarely 
looked back. I worked as a computer 
programmer for various companies 
between 1979 and 1990. I then took 
a job with one of the world’s largest 
software companies, Oracle Corpo-
ration.  Apart from a two-year ‘gap’, 
I’ve been with them ever since, most 
recently as a software engineer. 
In 1988 I married again, to someone 
who coincidentally has the same 
name as my first wife, Susan Marga-
ret. That’s all they have in common – 
but I won’t go there! In 1990 we had 
a son, Jack, who I’m proud to say is 
doing far better at school than I ever 
did. A couple of years ago I took the 
opportunity to work from home and 
we moved to Poole, Dorset. Walking 
the dog regularly on the beach cer-
tainly has its attractions. I became a 
grandfather in 2001 and again in 
2003, with a third expected later this 
year. I wonder how many others in 
my year are grandparents? Unfortu-
nately, I lost contact with all my old 
friends when I left BHCHS, although 
I did bump into John Stone once at a 
Real Ale festival. Then a few years 
ago, through the BHCHS web site, I 
got in touch with John Rogers. We 
email each other now and again and 
we managed to meet for a beer in 
London one lunch time. 

Where are they now? 

Bob Normington (1964) 
I left Buckhurst Hill School in 1971, 
to study Music at N.E.Essex Tech./
Colchester Institute / Music school. 
Left there in 1975, and then spent 20 
years working with an international 
charity, including several years in 
India then Latin America. Married in 
1981 - we now have two kids and 
are happily settled in Coventry, 
where I teach English to overseas 
students. With a lot of moving I’ve 
lost touch with most people from 
both of these places - if anyone 
remembers me, do be in touch! 

Dave Hayter (1965) 

Although my time at BHCHS wasn’t 
particularly remarkable, I still bear 
just a little loyalty to the old place. In 
that regard, I have found it interest-
ing to read the wide variety of micro-
autobiographies which have been 
published in recent years. I thought I 
should expand a little on the ex-
tremely brief piece I wrote in 1999. 
Having attained only mediocre re-
sults at O-level, I dropped out of the 
A-level course in 1971 after about 
eight months, to take up a post in the 
Pathology Department at St. Marga-

Richard Worby (1954) 
Married 1968, lived in Essex until 
1981, Surrey since then, three chil-
dren, six grandchildren, still working, 
happy! 

David Reeves (1958) 
David is currently President of Play-
station for Europe, Middle East, 
Africa and Australasia. 

Ron Smith (1963) 
I am now usually to be found near 
Munich (40 km SW). I’m divorced 
with a 14 year-old daughter (German 
mother), whom I see ½ the time. I 
work mainly at the nearby German 
Space Operations Centre, in com-
puting-related matters. (I’m  
migrating from VMS to Linux). I have 
been in Germany since 1987; and 
was previously at the Water Re-
search Centre in Stevenage and at 
Rank Xerox in Welwyn Garden be-
fore that. 

Glyn Palmer (1967) 
Married with 2 children, currently 
living in Epping. Just scraped though 
my exams and after school spent a 
few aimless years until I got a job at 
the BBC in 1978. I kept my head 
down and out of trouble and am still 
there. I occasionally see other fellow 
deviants and misfits from BHCHS. 

Geoff Shynn (1967) 
After spending most of my working 
life in IT within the advertising indus-
try, I escaped in 2000 and am now 
an IT consultant. Living in Essex 
(still!) with partner Anita and kids 
Michelle, Chris and Daniel. 

Matthew Ridealgh (1972) 
This update on Matthew is from his 
brother Philip (1968). 
Matthew had a motorcycle accident 
about 18 months ago, broke his leg, 

Darren Kelly (1975) 
Married with two kids, I live in Buck-
hurst Hill and run a small business 
locally. 
I am (still) learning the classical 
guitar and watching the Irons so I 
guess I am living in the land of 
‘Robinson Crusoe’ and ‘The Singing 
Ringing Tree’. 

Devan Rajendran (1975) 
I graduated in 1986 as an Osteopath 
and Naturopath. I was married in 
1987, and divorced 10 years later! I 
have 2 girls, aged 12 and 16. 
I am currently working in private 
practice in Rochester, Kent. I also 
lecture for various osteopathic col-
leges both in the UK and internation-
ally at undergraduate and postgradu-
ate level and am presently doing an 
MSc. 

Byron Baker-Brown (1977) 
I am a copper in the third busiest 
station in the country. I save lives, 
get in fights, nick people, deal with 
drugs, prostitution, domestic inci-
dents, thefts of all descriptions, 
robberies, car chases, RTA’s, alco-
hol related incidents, drink drive, 
fatal accidents, suicides, murders, 
illegal immigrants, find missing peo-
ple, etc etc etc.  Most of these are 
daily routines that I have to deal with 
and a lot more, but so do the other 
coppers on my team. 
I am married with four wonderful 
children and I am taking my ser-
geants exam in March 2006. 

Simon Foxhall (1978) 
Living in Cornwall, married with two 
children. Practice Manager for a 
large firm of solicitors. 

Ray Caswell (1946) 
Upon leaving BHCHS with an ac-
ceptable number of O levels, I 
started work in one of the big five 
clearing banks. My first break was 
being taught the law of banking by 
Ken Knights(1943-1948)[Clayton’s 
case] and then receiving advice on 
accountancy, from Duncan Horne
(1943-1947)[“The debits are  on the 
same side as the window”] 
After 14 years in banking, I decided 
that in view of the changes then 
taking place, there would be very 
little left in the way of opportunity for 
advancement, and it would be better 
to change career. 
I secured a post with a manufactur-
ing concern ending up as company 
secretary but  the company went into 
receivership in 1975. Never- the- 
less I was lucky enough to be se-
lected for the post of accountant with 
a firm of fine art dealers in Old Bond 
Street, W1. The job was fulfilling in 
that, not only did I keep the com-
pany’s books but I also logged the 
incoming stock. The firm dealt 
mainly in old masters but also sold 
watercolours and prints, from all 
periods. This spell of employment 
gave me an abiding interest in draw-
ings and pictures. 
Since 1985 I have been an account-
ant in property management. What 
have I got, after over half a century 
of working? An eighty year lease on 
a two bedroom flat in the poor part of 
Loughton, a Ford Mondeo and a 
folding bicycle. But with very happy 
memories of school days in Roding 
Lane. 

I have had some major health prob-
lems - the first being a brain tumour, 
successfully (nearly) removed in 
1986. I had a series of follow-on 
operations then, when I thought I 
was finally in the clear, a second 
tumour removed at the end of 1998. 
I was essentially off work in 1999, 
then started a 25 hour week (where 
the usual is 40 here) which contin-
ues until today. Though very much 
improved, I have some permanent 
defects. I get back to Essex 2 or 3 
times a year, and keep in touch with 
some old locals. By the way, OB 
may mean Old Buckwellians to you. I 
usually think of it as Oberbayern. To 
most Germans, it’s a brand of tam-
pon (I believe). Thought you should 
know. 

has had it rebroken and reset. His 
recuperation included holidays in 
Mexico and Lanzarote, and being 
driven around Paris in a convertible 
Mercedes CLK. Some people have a 
hard life. 
His flat is great, his girlfriend is great, 
and his hopes for Arsenal are unre-
alistic. He currently has 3 bikes, a 
Blade, a Varedero, and a Dominator 
- why does Mr Honda have to have 
such macho names for his products? 
The last big accident was hitting and 
writing off an Escort van which 
turned right in front of him. His bike 
at the time was actually ok, so I hate 
to think of the state of the van before 
Matthew hit it. His last collision was 
due to a driver turning....left in front 
of him, whilst on the Dominator. So if 
anybody wants a low mileage Blade, 
or Varedero, or a very cheap Domi-
nator - get in touch.  

It would be great to hear from some of you who have not yet sent information about yourselves! Please send items to the Editor and feel free to include a photograph. 
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Sandy Rass (1985) 

After leaving school I went to the 
Italia Conti Theatre School for 3 
years, and have appeared as a 
singer/dancer in various West End 
shows and tours including Starlight 
Express, Cats, playing the leading 
role of Billy Lawlor in 42nd Street, 
singing Ricky Martin in Living La 
Vida Loca, etc. Although still per-
forming when I have the time and 
inclination I am now lucky enough to 
earn my money from writing pop 
music, which was what I always 
wanted to do. I am currently writing 
and producing with Mike Stock, of 
Stock Aitken Waterman fame. My 

Scott Randall (1981) 
Working as a UK Equities trader for 
Citygroup. Happily married since 
1999, one boy - Leon, one girl - Eva. 
We live in Woodford Green. I am still 
in touch with a few lads from Buck-
hurst Hill....Rob Hartwell, Richard 
Kitney, Nick Cook, Glen Cooper, 
also Neil Martin and Chris Gillett 
from Ray Lodge. Always available 
for drinks with yourselves and the 
above lads. 

Matthew Hicks (1983) 
After leaving school, I studied Inte-
rior Design at College. That wasn’t 
for me, so I started working in motor 
sport. After University I started work 
with Reynard Motorsport in the Indy-
car design office. I was there 5 years 
then moved on to Formula One, first 
with Arrows (jumped out just before 
they went bust) and then Renault F1 
Team, mainly doing research and 
development work. 

Iain Gaskin (1984) 
Left BHCHS and joined Liz Air al-
most immediately. Three and a half 
years training turned me into an 
Avionic Technician (read box-
monkey), and I headed north to 
sample the delights of Scotland for 7 
years. Married to Emma, First child 
(Hannah) at 21, second (Jack) at 25. 
At this rate life expectancy of mid 
30s. We moved to East Anglia in 
2000, now living in Norwich (plus 
Oman, Turkey, and the Middle East 
in general). Currently serving on No 
6 Squadron, but apparently I’m now 
on the list for short sharp relocation 
before Coltishall closes. Finally 
finished my Computing Degree with 
the OU, which leaves much more 
time for computer games and shout-
ing at England (Rugby). 

Joe Lampshire (1985) 
Hello to everyone in the Old Buck-
wellians community. I cannot believe 
that it has been 14 years since leav-
ing Buckhurst Hill Boys. It only 
seems like yesterday that I was 
upsetting most of the staff including 
but not limited to Nigel Pink for one. 
(By the way thanks for saving me on 
the trampoline). I have many years 
of great memories at BHCHS: track 
and field days, swimming competi-
tion or just being chased by Mr 
Marsh for bunking over the R.A.F 
camp, these were all memorable 
times. Unfortunately there are also 
some very sad memories; for me the 
saddest two were the manner in 
which the school closed down and 
the passing away of Dr Kassman, 
who as I am sure all who remember 
him will agree with me what a great 
man he was. Shortly after leaving 
school I started to work for a medium 
sized Lloyds broker in London. Over 
the 14 years since leaving school I 
have slowly progressed up the lad-
der and now manage three divisions 
within the company. Which just goes 
to show that anyone who decides to 
apply himself can make a success of 
their life. 
Outside work I still love my sports 
although never good at football (as 
most of you who saw me play for the 
Old Buckwellians 4th team will ap-
preciate) I have found an aptitude for 
power lifting. For those of you who 
do not know the disciplines involved 
they are the “Squat, Bench Press & 
Dead Lift” I recently competed at the 
British Championships in Birming-
ham and picked up the Silver medal 
overall whilst breaking the East 
Midlands squat record with a 320K 
squat (704lbs). I am hoping that I will 

got caught up in a political vacuum 
when RBS bought NatWest and 
decided to make a complete break 
from the City. 
I got back into my sport and the taste 
of the outdoors that Nigel Pink had 
given to me in those wet Welsh hills 
came back with a vengeance. I 
resumed rock climbing and Alpinism 
– climbed Mont Blanc and many 
difficult routes in the Alps and then 
had a few trips to the Himalayas. 
That ended on a mountain in 2002 – 
15 miles from Everest and despite 
being a very hard climb is one of the 
most beautiful mountains in the 
world. I got HACE at 6,000m – basi-
cally altitude induced stroke symp-
toms that are usually deadly. After 4 
days not moving in a tent I managed 
to successfully walk the 60 miles out 
to the nearest airstrip. However, this 
put paid to my plans to climb Everest 
in 2003 – I was going to be the tall-
est man on Everest! 
After 7 years living in Berkshire, I 
decided I’d like to live nearer the 
mountains. I had accumulated a wife 
and 3 children by this stage, and 
they decided we had to be near the 
beach as well. In the end we found a 
wonderful house in SW France, near 
Biarritz in the Pays Basque. The 
house came with two gites, that we 
have continued to let out 
(www.francesw.com) and are in the 
process of renovating an old farm to 
provide more holiday accommoda-
tion. The area is absolutely stunning 
– superb countryside, with big moun-
tains and skiing in one direction, and 
unspoilt beaches with great surfing 
in the other. They love rugby as well! 
I only wished I had paid more atten-
tion in John Whaler’s lessons! 
These days I given up playing rugby, 
but watch Biarritz and my local vil-
lage team, go rock and ice climbing 
as much as possible and am gener-
ally happy in semi-rural France. I’d 
love to hear from any of my old 
school mates – 
dean.dorrell@tiscali.fr 

(Continued from page 18) 

Paul Cook (1981) 
I now live in Hertfordshire, have 
been married to Tracy for 14 years 
and have two beautiful daughters 
Mollie 6 years and Amber 18 
months. Managing Director of suc-
cessful electrical and networks com-
pany, worked abroad in Europe 
providing power for shows and con-
certs. Look forward to hearing from 
old friends. 

be picked for the Commonwealth 
powerlifting championships in Sep-
tember 2005 although the guy that 
took the Gold will be offered the 
position first. Why it took me the best 
part of 30 years to find something 
that I am reasonably good at the 
Lord only knows. 
This ability to lift takes me around 
the world with a Christian charity 
named Tough-Talk. The charity is 
made up of Ex-gangsters, Ex-
Bouncers, Ex-debt collectors who all 
claim to have had a life changing 
experience. The main thrust of our 
work involves prison visits, whereby 
we share our backgrounds and 
stories with the inmates and perform 
powerlifting demonstrations and also 
let them participate by way of com-
petition with each other, which as 
you can imagine they love. 
On top of all this I still find a lot of 
time for my wife Denise. We tied the 
knot on the 13th October 2004 in St 
John’s Church Buckhurst Hill, close 
to where I grew up. Denise teaches 
hairdressing in London and is also 
an aerobics trainer. 
It has been great to be able to share 
with you all a little of my life and 
hope that you may all be encour-
aged to persevere in whatever you 
do. If anyone would like to contact 
me to either catch up or would like 
prayer they can contact me through 
the tough-talk web site: www.tough-
talk.com 
[John Kassman was Head of English 
from 1982 until 1989. A few months 
before the school closed John died 
following a short illness - Ed] 

Simon Gibson (1981) 

Married, with one little boy of three 
months. Living in Auckland, New 
Zealand, which was just about far 
enough away. Working hard as an IT 
manager and relaxing hard by lazing 
on the boat fishing. Miss Leyton 
Orient and a few old friends from the 
school - Mark Houghton and Jim 
Moore. Remember sliding sports 
bags along the playground in the 
snow? All highly dangerous, and 
who could forget “an isobar is a line 
on a map joining two places of the 
same pressure” - Mr Lowry, how 
could we ever forget. If we had, we 
would still be standing on the table. 
Could Mr Clapton really not smell? 
Hope you are all as happy as me! 

I now work for a company called 
Prodrive. I am working on the Su-
baru World Rally Team as an engine 
designer. I got married in 2003 to my 
lovely wife Stephanie, had a great 
honeymoon in Las Vegas and Ha-
waii. 

first single release is the Fast Food 
Song, which I co-wrote and co-
produced, and reached Number One 
on the Box official video chart, and 
was number 2 on the Official Top 40 
Charts!! I have also done 2 remixes 
of the soon to be re-released hit, 
Santa Maria, and I am working on 
various other projects. 
I bought my first home in New Cross 
in 2003, and I’m really happy here. I 
went back into studying recently - 
doing a Psychology degree at Gold-
smiths, which is very convenient and 
great fun!!! I love it!!! 
[I note that one of the agencies 
promoting Sandy’s material is 
“Bucks Music Group Ltd”. - Ed] 
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From the Editor’s Postbag…... 
Fraternal Records 
Howard Williams (1944-49) 
Whilst wishing to congratu-
late Mark Warwick and his 
brothers and the Hawker 
brothers attending Buck-
hurst Hill CHS I would like 
to point out that my brothers 
and myself achieved this in 
the ‘40s, ‘50s and ‘60s. I 
started in 1944, my brother 
Colin in 1946, Keith in 1953 
and Martin in 1957. I feel 
sure that we were the first to 
achieve this honour. 
On another note of interest I 
think I may have taken the 
photo of Eddie Cook winning 
the 100 yards in 1952, as I 
was and still am a very inter-
ested athletics follower hav-
ing been the Essex County 
Secretary for 36 years. Eddie 
was a good friend of my 
brother Colin and I think 
Colin and I were responsible 
for introducing Eddie to his 
wife, Pat, as we worked to-
gether for some years and 
were all good friends. 
[Apologies for this omission. 
You may be interested to 
know that there was at least 
one of the Hawker or Wil-
liams brothers at BHCHS in 
every year between 1940 and 
1962. Nine of those years, had 
three or more of the brothers 
on the roll - Ed] 

Found in Sidmouth 
Ron Bridges (1952-57) 
An old school friend of 
mine—Robin Graver - whom 
I recently contacted after 45 
years or so (well, why rush 
into things?) very kindly sent 
me a copy of OB News in 
which I note that I am in-
cluded on your “missing-but-
not-entirely-presumed-dead” 
list. 
Well, here I am currently 
residing in Sidmouth, having 
moved from Eastbourne, Sus-
sex a year ago (and to where 
I hope to return as soon as 
possible). Having drawn your 
attention to my whereabouts 
(no secret to those having 
access to insolvency ar-
chives), I am filled with fear 
lest schoolboy creditors 
should take up the pursuit. A 
casual reflection on the won-
der of compound interest and 
you will understand my fore-
boding. 
Nevertheless, it’s time to 
come in from the cold and 
accordingly - after a gruelling 
day of busking outside Exeter 
Cathedral - I am able to en-
close my cheque for five 
years’ membership and 
would welcome any non-
financially motivated contact 
from anyone who remembers 
me. 

Health Warning 
Bill Banks (1945-50) 
Your headline “Nearly There” 
in the last edition of OB 
News spurred me to think of 
the time when the lists of 
ancient Old Boys are in fact 
empty ie all gone! Perhaps 
“All There” would be appro-
priate. Future editions which 
have female pictures on page 
one should carry a health 
warning – remember the old 
Old Boys. 

Sporting heroes 
Les Hawkes (1947-52) 
I was interested to read the 
article (OB News, May 2005) 
by one of my old pals Eddie 
Cook. I remember we used to 
play soccer together for the 
school, but the problem was 
Eddie was so fast, he didn’t 
have time to turn left or right 
and ended up either in Rod-
ing Lane or Chigwell RAF 
camp! 
I associated my time at 
school in the same vein as 
the writer in Where are they 
now? (Brian Clements): not 
memorable, did not apply 
myself to the academic side, 
although I played every sport 
the school could put my way 
– football, cricket, cross coun-
try, basketball, athletics. I 
loved them all. I remember 
playing for the school 1st 
eleven at both football and 
cricket while still in the 4th 
form and winning school col-
ours. Was I proud! It also 
enabled me to play in the 
same side as my hero Mick 
Cooper – what a gent he was. 
I left school with no qualifica-
tions and drifted into engi-
neering which employed me 
for nearly 30 years, starting 
as a line mechanical inspec-
tor and ending up deputy 
departmental manager. So 
perhaps I progressed despite 
my education! I’ve since been 
a Newsagent, Driving In-
structor, and Chauffeur and 
am now gracefully retired. 
My sporting life was a great 
disappointment despite some 
success in soccer. I played for 
my Regiment and was se-
lected for the Royal Regiment 
of Artillery BAOR versus the 
RAF and also played senior 
amateur football. It is ironic 
that now in retirement I have 
achieved some success, hav-
ing recently played for my 
county at bowls. 
I have fond memories of the 
lads at school and hope this 
may remind them of me. Es-
pecially Eddie Cook and Ar-
thur Weston who I know has 
been asking after me. 
[Les tells me that in addition 
to the jobs he mentioned 
above he has also been a 
Scout for various London 
soccer clubs including Leyton 
Orient, Wimbledon and Mill-
wall. – Ed] 

More staff news please! 
Sylvia Yeldham (Ancillary 
Staff 1978-83) 
My work at BHCHS was 
mainly typing and repro-
graphics, but as all this took 
place in the Medical Room I 
was also involved in looking 
after boys with banged heads 
and scraped knees etc. My 
stay at BHCHS came to an 
end when a change to the bus 
routes made my journey very 
difficult, and especially so if a 
167 was missing! 
I enjoyed my time at the 
school and despite the fact 
that most of the news is prior 
to those years I find all the 
items in OB News interest-
ing. I am always disap-
pointed when I reach the last 
page. 
I hope OB News goes from 
strength to strength and look 
forward to the next edition. 
Just one thing, it would be 
nice to have more news from 
members of the teaching 
staff. Can you get them to 
write about some of their 
experiences and tell us what 
they are doing now? 
[I am very grateful to Sylvia 
for her comments and espe-
cially for sending me a superb 
selection of archive photos, 
some of which will certainly 
appear in later editions – Ed] 

Sylvia Yeldham (see letter above) with some of the non-teaching staff at BHCHS in 1981. 
Left to right: Sheila Fuller (School Secretary/Bursar 1980-89, Mary Hawkins (Laboratory 
Technician 1977-84, Sheila Temperton (Secretarial Assistant 1973-81), Sylvia Yeldham 
(Ancillary Assistant 1978-83) 

Crossword Solution 
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Teaching standards 
David Sewell (1950-55) 
I was surprised to note refer-
ences to previous letters in 
OB News criticising the 
school and its standards. 
During my education, I at-
tended eleven different estab-
lishments ranging from pre-
primary, through secondary 
and technical to university 
and postgraduate studies. I 
also engaged in various lei-
sure and interest studies. 
This background I feel led me 
to have a fair knowledge of 
the education standards ex-
isting in the country during 
the 40s, 50s and 60s. 
In general my experience was 
that students received the 
education they deserved. 
Those that paid attention 
and worked hard were 
treated with respect and 
taught with enthusiasm. 
Also, the teaching was gener-
ally of a good standard. 
Those students who were 
disinterested, not prepared to 
work and frequently rude or 
arrogant got a minimum of 
teaching. 
The standards at BHCHS 
were very much on a par 
with those of the grammar 

Athletic greats 
John Batchelor (1952-59) 
Regarding the article by 
Eddie Cook (from the photo 
obviously a very fine sprinter 
– and what a story), he asks 
who else won National 
Schools titles.  In my last 
summer at BHCHS a rather 
large but surprisingly good 
(for his bulk) cross-country 
runner from the fifth form 
asked me if I could help him 
fulfil his ambition to run a 
mile in under five minutes. I 
had found this very hard at 
his age, but after a number of 
after-school training ses-
sions, based mostly on pace-
judgement, I eventually 
paced him to his target on 
the old School track. I was 
smugly pleased to have 
helped this aspiring star to 
what I was sure would be his 
finest athletic achievement. 
His name was Peter Aston 
(son of World Cup referee 
Ken). I believe he went on to 
win two All-England Schools’ 
titles, and I think may have 
gone on to represent GB as a 
senior international……at 
hammer throwing! 

THE Old Bucks Cricket Club does not 
appear to have featured to any extent 
in the OB News over the past few 
years and reading of the sad deaths 
of Charlie Summers, Alan (Joe) 
Colton in the last issue and these 
preceded by similar news of Ches 
Warren, sent me on a trip down Mem-
ory Lane. 
Although not a cricketer in the true 
sense of the word, either at school or 
in later life, I joined the Cricket Club 
fairly soon after leaving school in 
1948 with such luminaries as Ben 
McCartney, Derek Elliot, Doug 
Clarke, Jack Sutton, Charlie Sum-
mers, Derek (Dan) Boone, Colin 
Bradley and others, all of whom had 
been in the higher forms of the school 
when I was a mere first former. A 
daunting experience, playing with 
such stars and being expected to 
perform to their, what seemed to me, 
very high standards. The memory 
from over fifty years ago is now 
somewhat suspect but I do remember 
the annual match against the school 
(in one of which I made my debut), a 
keenly fought contest with the school-
boys often proving the equal to their 
more illustrious seniors. 
It was unfortunate that the Old Bucks 
were rarely able to attract the very 
best of the cricketers when they left 
school – naturally enough they opted 
to test their talent in the higher eche-
lons of club cricket such as Loughton, 
Buckhurst Hill, Woodford Wells, Ep-
ping and other such clubs. However, 
what the Old Bucks lacked in talent, 
they more than made up for in enjoy-
ment and enthusiasm both on and off 
the field.  The social obligations after 
the match were almost always en-
joyed to the full and the driving home 
at a sedate 30 m.p.h. after an eve-
ning spent in the local many miles 
away was something which would not 
now be even dreamt of (by most 
people, at least!!). 
One of the highlights of yesteryear 
was the annual fixture against Brede 
Cricket Club, a small village side from 
close to the coast in Sussex. Home 

Old Bucks Cricket Club 
Remembered 

and away on alternate years, it again 
provided a splendid opportunity for 
conviviality and I am sure the local 
publicans looked forward to the fix-
ture as much as we did, giving them 
the most profitable weekend of the 
year. One year, an Old Buck who 
shall remain nameless was caught 
driving the wrong way up a one way 
street (well under the influence!) by 
the local constabulary, late on a 
Saturday evening in Hastings. When 
he explained that he was a member 
of the Old Bucks Cricket Club, he was 
let off with a cheery wave and asked 
to be more careful in the future. 
In later years, the building of the Old 
Bucks clubhouse in Roding Lane 
North in conjunction with the Old 
Boys Football Club was a catalyst for 
team spirit and shared labour – much 
of it with plenty of sore thumbs from 
the building and floor laying. Unfortu-
nately, we were not to retain use of 
the ground for very long and after a 
few years of enjoying our own pavil-
ion and ground, the whole lot fell into 
disuse and the Old Bucks Cricket 
Club disbanded, with a number of 
members finishing their cricket ca-
reers with other local clubs. 
Many friends that were made during 
those years, too numerous to men-
tion, have now dispersed to various 
parts of the world with at least two 
that I know of now living in Australia. 
One, sadly, is now a confirmed Aus-
sie (shame on him) but maybe this is 
where the wearers of those baggy 
green caps learnt their cricket!! The 
Old Bucks have spread their influ-
ence far and wide and I am sure are 
still enjoying their odd pint or two in 
their local, even maybe combining it 
with watching a bit of cricket (not 
nearly as good as when we were 
playing, of course). It would be nice 
to hear from any who would like to 
regain contact – I can be reached by 
e-mail on “brianastley@f2s.com”. 
 
Brian Astley. 1942-1948 (and still 
going strong!). 

Coming Up…… 
Features in the next edition will 
include: 

♦ Report Book Gems - keep 
sending your amusing items 

♦ Transformation in USA 

♦ Reunited - a reunion with an 
unexpected twist 

♦ Echoes of Epping Forest 

♦ Drummer Extraordinaire 

The Society is still flourishing and new 
members are always welcome. The 
results for this season’s fixtures were 
as follows: 
Old Bancroftians: drew 2-2 
Old Chigwellians: drew 2-2 
Old Foresters: lost 1-3 
The J H Taylor Putter competition 
took place at Toot Hill Golf Club in 
June. Winner this year was Mick 
Dowling (1962), with Bob Barr (1967) 

the runner up and Mark Burnage 
(1970) finishing third. 
As an appetizer for the Old Bucks 
Dinner we plan to hold another after-
noon of fun on Bob Barnes’ very 
pleasant Par 3 course at Cambridge 
Lakes (Trumpington Road, Cam-
bridge) on Thursday 13th October 
2005 starting at 2.00pm. 
Anyone interested in joining please 
contact me : 
Dave Blythe Hon. Secretary OBGS 
Phone 020 8527 4970 
David@landerse4.freeserve.co.uk 

Old Buckwellians 
Golfing Society 

school I attended in Leeds for 
three years, a school highly 
thought of in the area. 
At BHCHS I encountered the 
teacher for whom I had the 
highest respect of all, ESJ 
McCollin. From the moment 
he walked into the room you 
knew exactly where you 
stood. Work and behave and 
you enjoyed your schooling, 
step out of line and you soon 
discovered the reputation for 
stern discipline was well 
founded as I experienced on 
one occasion. It was also at 
BHCHS that I came across 
the teacher for whom I had 
the least respect. No names, 
but my opinion may have had 
something to do with a deten-
tion that I felt was com-
pletely unjustified. 
BHCHS served me well and I 
believe those who were dis-
satisfied with their time at 
the school should look at 
themselves first to find at 
least some of the causes. 

Mick Dowling (left) receives the JH Taylor 
Putter from Dave Blythe 
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Obituary 
Beryl Blomfield 

Alan Anthony 

ALAN ANTHONY was head of Ger-
man at BHCHS from 1960 until 
1963. One of his pupils, Alan Vick-
ers (1957) writes….. 
“Mr Anthony was a charismatic 
teacher who influenced those with 
whom he came into contact. He had 
a great sense of, often sarcastic, 
humour which appealed to sixth 
formers – I previously mentioned the 
story of how he leaned back on his 
chair in the library vestibule and 
informed one of the pupils that his 
father had come to the school – just 
before the entrance of a rather 
sweaty plumber! 
When I was in 5 Alpha, he proposed 
offering German from scratch to A 
level in three years. This was a 
challenge indeed and at times those 
who went for it (a small group of 
three – myself Rob Barnes and Clive 
Barber) felt it was probably a chal-
lenge too far but with Alan Anthony’s 

Two much-admired teachers, who were almost exact contemporaries at 
BHCHS, died within a few weeks of each other earlier this year….. 

BERYL BLOMFIELD was born in 
Epping and attended Loughton CHS. 
After completing her degree at St 
Hugh’s College, Oxford, she taught 
mathematics at several girls’ schools 
including Roedean, Christ’s Hospital 
School, Hertford, and Herts & Essex 
High School, Bishops Stortford. 
In 1959 she became the first female 
teacher to be appointed to the staff 
of BHCHS in peace time. There had 
been several lady teachers at the 
school during the war years, but the 
staff room had remained a male 
preserve from 1949, when Vera 
Crook departed. Her appointment 
may have been considered a fairly 
bold appointment by JHT, but there 
is no doubt it was a successful deci-
sion. She was a popular teacher with 
all year groups. 
In 1964 she moved to Loughton 
CHS where she became Head of 
Mathematics and ultimately Deputy 
Head. 

help (and that of Mr Clapton) we 
made it. Sadly the idea of doing 
Russian to O level at the same time 
fell by the wayside! In his view the 
hardest aspect of Russian was the 
verb. He apparently had a three 
volume treatise on the Russian verb 
at home and this “barely scratched 
the surface” 
I suspect that he never really felt part 
of the BHCHS scene – too much of a 
maverick - and I would have loved to 
have asked him about this and to 
have learned about his career post 
BHCHS. I will never forget him 
charging down the corridor, arms full 
of books, black gown billowing be-
hind him and the magnificent blond 
locks bouncing around his head 
ready to introduce some more 
“idiotic” German phrases (rarely 
“idiomatic” phrases) to his next 
class. My love of the language and 
culture of Germany forty years on 
stems entirely from his inspiration.” 
Knowing that I had recently traced 
Mr Anthony, Alan Vickers asked me 
in June if I would pass a message to 
him. This resulted in our discovery, 
from his wife Carol, that Alan An-
thony had died on 27th May. She 
told me that he had been very fit and 
involved in all sorts of activities; 
walking, poetry-writing, a reading 
group. Then, earlier this year he 
developed a rare and untreatable 
cancer of the pleural lining. 

Beryl Blomfield died on 30th April 
2005. She had been ill for a long 
time with heart problems. 
Beryl Blomfield is survived by her 
partner Betty Coles, with whom she 
had shared a house for 45 years. 

Beryl Blomfield in 1959, with John Ingram 

GEOFFREY TIJOU (BHCHS 
1954-59) died on 16 March 
2005 following a long illness. 
Geoffrey was an accountant 
for the whole of his working 
life, latterly working for Dur-
ley Hill and Partners, a firm 
of Consulting Engineers in 
Bromley. His main interest 
outside of work was support-
ing Leyton Orient, and he 
had been a season ticket 
holder for many years until 
illness prevented him from 
attending matches during the 
past year. 
Geoffrey had been a member 
of the OBA since 2001. He 
had lived in Ashford with his 
partner Margaret for sixteen 
years and he had two daugh-
ters from a previous mar-
riage. Sadly, Geoff never saw 
his first grandson who was 
born in December 2004. 

Geoffrey 
Tijou 

CHARLIE SUMMERS died on 2nd 
June 2005 after a long battle with 
Parkinson’s Disease. A member of 
the original intake at BHCHS, he 
was a keen cricketer and an active 
member of the Old Buckwellians 
Lodge. 
He is survived by his wife Marion, 
daughter Jane,  and two grand-
daughters. 
We have received a number of trib-
utes to Charlie. 
Bob Horne (1941) writes…. 
It was with deep sorrow that I read 
that Charlie has passed away. 
Charlie was involved with the O.B.’s 
since its foundation and I remember 
him in the early days of the Cricket 
Club and his great enthusiasm for 
the game. 
In 1951 his Banking career took him 
to the Channel Islands, in particular 
Jersey and if I remember correctly 
he was at Martins Bank in St Helier. 
A group of Old Boys went there on 
holiday including John Read ,my 
brother Duncan, Buzz Morris, Ivor 
Foster and myself and we were 
introduced to the licentious life of the 
Capital which was recovering from 
the German Occupation. We must 
have gone to at least four coffee 
bars in one evening! In later years 
he was a memorable friend and 
gentleman and a loyal OB. He will be 
sadly missed by his contemporaries 
and if there is a party in the next life 
he will be an entertaining host to us. 
My deepest sympathy to his family  
at this sad time 
Tony Jolly (1943) writes….. 
The inevitable of course but none 
the less very sad. Charlie and I were 
both in Chigwell House and both 
potty about cricket. 
I enjoyed his company in later life 

Charles Summers 
both in the Old Bucks Lodge and 
especially in the OB’s Cricket Club 
with him as skipper. 
He was the epitome of an affable, 
kind and genuine  gentleman. 
Michael Cooper (1949) writes……. 
I was secretary of the OB cricket 
club (from 1954 till 1966 - when I left 
for Australia) and I well remember 
the conviviality and enthusiasm that 
Charlie provided on the cricket field 
and indeed in the hostelries to which 
we all retreated in the evenings after 
matches! 
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JACK SUTTON was one of 
the more enigmatic Old 
Bucks. His name will be well 
known to those loyal 
“originals” who had been 
involved in the Old Buckwel-
lians Association since the 
early days. At some point 
during the mid-seventies, at 
which time he was Chairman 
of the Association, he sud-
denly disappeared off the 
scene. Despite being told we 
were unlikely to trace him I 
made strenuous attempts – 
to no avail. There were a few 
reported sightings from sev-
eral years earlier, once in 
Hong Kong and another more 
locally, but it seemed he had 
no interest in being found. 
Richard Sutton was not one 
of the more academic mem-
bers of the 1940 intake. His 
bowling for the U15 cricket 
was commended but he left 
school at the earliest oppor-
tunity to become a stockbro-
kers’ clerk. He continued as a 
keen cricketer for the Old 
Bucks team and John Rivers 
tells me that on one memora-
ble occasion he achieved the 
remarkable feat of getting 
four wickets with the first 
four balls in a match. 
In March this year Brian 
Hand (1940) told me he had 
obtained information sug-
gesting that Jack Sutton had 
died. 
The news of Jack’s death was 
confirmed when we managed 
to contact his youngest 
daughter, Victoria and she 
told me that he had died in 
July 2004 following a brief 
but typically defiant battle 
with cancer. Victoria is the 
youngest of Jack and Bessie’s 

Jack Sutton 
five children. 
Many of the long-standing 
members will be very sorry, 
but not surprised to learn 
that we never managed to 
contact Jack again. 
Brian Hand writes…. 
It was purely by chance that I 
heard that two old Woodford 
boys were talking about times 
gone by when one asked the 
other if he knew what had 
happened to Jack Sutton. 
Whilst not Old Bucks them-
selves they had known him 
all their lives. One revealed 
that, whilst shopping in Il-
ford recently, he had been 
approached by a lady who 
recognised him and con-
firmed that she was the 
daughter of Ron Sutton, who 
was Jack’s elder brother. She 
told him that Jack had sadly 
died in July last year in the 
Newmarket area. 
I first met Jack in 1940, when 
we both entered form 1B. Eve-
ryone liked Jack with his 
happy-go-lucky attitude to life 
and he was a friend to all. 
Even though he did not com-
plete his schooling at 
BHCHS, he remained very 
loyal to the School and be-
came a founder member of 
the Old Buckwellians, when 
this was formed under the 
guidance of Spud Taylor and 
Ben McCartney, eventually 
becoming Chairman. 
He was particularly involved 
with the cricket team, and 
was a useful medium paced 
bowler, an effective and ade-
quate foil to Doug Clark’s 
artistic leg cutters. Many of 
us will remember the gener-
ous hospitality provided by 
his wife Bessie, and Jack at 
his houses in Buckhurst Hill 
and Loughton. 
The last time I met Jack was 
in the late 1970s at the For-
esters pub in Loughton, where 
I used to lunch, but I had 
little time to talk to him as he 
was in a rush clearing out his 
house in Albion Hill from 
which he was moving. He 
then seemed to disappear 
completely. 
It was only some years later I 
heard he had gone to Hong 
Kong, after successes and 
failures in London. 

Dennis Francis 

DENNIS FRANCIS (BHCHS 
1942-47) died in February 
2005. After leaving school 
Dennis became an architec-
tural student, employed by 
Tooley and Foster, architects 
in Buckhurst Hill. He mar-
ried Lillian and they had a 
daughter, Susan. After quali-
fying he enjoyed a long part-
nership with architects in 
Northampton. He and Lillian 
became county champions at 
bowls. He was a mason and 
was organist for the society. 
He was a verger at his local 
church. 
But for me this man was an 
inspired, if not genius musi-
cian. Although I was aware of 
him at school, he was a year 
ahead and I first really got to 
know him when I was told 
that a traditional jazz band 
in Loughton wanted a trom-
bone player. Dennis was the 
pianist and soon converted 
me from brass band mode. 
Dennis wrote all the music, 
in different keys for the dif-
ferent instruments. He did 

Dennis Francis (standing, second from left) with other members of the Saints Dance Band 
and their devoted followers. Robert Hiscott is seated, second from right. Dennis Francis 
died ten days after this photograph was taken 

this, solos, harmonies, riffs, 
without any reference to a 
piano or a main score, hold-
ing the whole very compli-
cated and inspiring creations 
in his mind. One of the other 
musicians who could do this 
was Mozart, but the dancers 
didn’t hear Mozart at the 
Ilford Palais or Stratford 
Town Hall, our peak venues. 
Years of tremendous fun, an 
era ended. 
An extraordinary man, called 
by the Almighty, we miss 
him. 

Robert Hiscott 

John Gosling (1938) died March 
2003. He lived in Calderdale. 
John Moncrieff (1938) died June 
2003. He lived in Norwich. 
George Knight (1939) died May 
1995. He lived in Sandwell. 
Harry J Blake (1940) died August 
1989. He lived in Hendon. 
Denis MJ Hockley (1940) died prior 
to 1984. Information from Allan 
Charlwood (1945). 
Eric R Sharpe (1944) died 29/10/04. 
He had been suffering from Parkin-
sons Disease for many years. Infor-
mation from his widow. 

We have also learned of the following 
deaths….. 

Donald I Chapman (1946) died 
about 1984 as a result of a car acci-
dent. Information from his brother 
Brian E Chapman (1949). 
Bob Waller (1948) died 28/1/05. He 
had been suffering from cancer. 
Information from his brother Bill 
Waller (1945). 
Terry Anderson (1949) died in 
November 2004 following an embo-
lism. 
David R Selby (1953) died 9/4/04. 
He had been suffering from cancer 
of the spine. Information from his 
brother Jim Selby (1948). 

01933 228855  Printed by 

Robert Druce 
ONE of the outstanding scholars 
from the early years of BHCHS, Dr 
Robert Druce (BHCHS 1940-47), 
died in Italy, following a brain 
haemorrhage, on 20th July 2005. 

Peter Porteous 
PETER PORTEOUS (BHCHS 1941-
47) died on 12th August 2005. Peter 
was known at school as Ken Warren 
and was a professional actor. 
Obituaries for Robert and Peter will 
appear in the next edition. 
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