
professional singer). 
While listening to this music 
it was as though I’d been 
eerily transported back in 

time to the school assembly 
hall. 
The concert was conducted, 
of course, by Donald Ray, 
head of music at BHCHS 
from 1951 to 1961. The 
photo below shows the choir 
and orchestra in March 1961 
- not the concert on the CD 
but many of the participants 
will have been in both 
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BHCHS Choir on CD! 
YES, it’s true. The Choir 
and Orchestra of Buck-
hurst Hill CHS have just 
made their first ever CD. 
Thanks to Dick Greening 
(BHCHS 1954-61), we now 
have available a superb 
archive recording of the 
music from the 1959 
Christmas Concert. 
The original recording was 
made by Dick on the school’s 
Vortexian tape recorder. 
Dick describes in the cover 
note how the tape managed 
to survive, eventually being 
transcribed for posterity. 
The CD contains (we think) 
all the music from this con-
cert - more than 30 minutes 
in all. I found the quality of 
the performance quite re-
markable. A particular fea-
ture is some very secure 
orchestral playing in the 
Vaughan Williams 
“Fantasia on Christmas Car-
ols”. The baritone solo in the 
same piece was Cecil Lloyd, 
father of Ian Lloyd (BHCHS 
1951-58) - also a fine per-
formance (Mr Lloyd was a 

Dick Greening 

Donald Ray conducts the School Choir and Orchestra in Bach’s “St John Passion” March 1961 

No editorial on this occasion. My 
article on page 16 will be quite 
enough from me for the time 
being. But thanks for all your 
kind comments on the last edi-
tion. Please feel free to contact 
me with ideas how OB News can 
be improved and keep sending 
me material for publication. 

Graham Frankel 

events. 
Dick has kindly offered to 
produce copies of this CD at 
cost. It will come in a very 
smart cover with Dick’s re-
cording notes, the full pro-
gramme details, and embla-
zoned with the school crest. 
The exact price will depend 
on demand. If you would like 
to order a copy or ask for 
more information you can 
either write to Dick at Sky-
lark Cottage, 122 Freehold 
Street, Lower Heyford, Bi-
cester, Oxon, OX25 5NT or 
email him at: 
nbtoerag@yahoo.co.uk 
Please note Dick will not be 
able to process orders until 
around the middle of No-
vember. 
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Old Buckwellians 
News 

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

Small 
World 
Old Buck news snippets  

I MET John Whaler on a 
recent trip back to England 
to attend a College reunion 
and sort out my house which 
we are selling. We have now 
decided to stay here a while 
longer and in addition to 
buying a house here we are 
almost at the point of get-
ting our green cards at last! 
My new job as manager of a 
Cardiac Rehabilitation Cen-
ter in Mount Kisco, close to 
New York City, is going 
really well. About 30% of the 
job is clinical, which I am 
doing my best to learn, and 
the rest involves setting up 
exercise programs for our 
members, many of who are 
closely monitored by teleme-
try machines. I walk around 
with a stethoscope around 
my neck all day, take about 
200 blood pressures per 
week and frequently draw 
comparisons with Dr Green 
from ER mainly because of 
the close similarities of our 
bald bonces!!! 

FRED SYKES (1959) tells 
me he was on holiday on the 
north coast of Cornwall last 
year. Taking a walk just 
outside a fishing village he 
was half way up a cliff path 
and met someone resting by 
a stile. Getting into conver-
sation with this person, it 
turns out that he was a for-
mer teacher at BHCHS. 
Who was this teacher?! 

THE BHCHS web site has been 
tremendously successful in helping 
us establish our network. The origi-
nal idea for establishing the site, in 
1999, was proposed by Ian Dock-
ing. It was then designed and man-
aged by Nick McEwen, subse-
quently being taken over and fur-
ther developed by Pete Berrecloth 
(read more about Pete on page 7). 
All three worthy gentlemen were 
from the same year at BHCHS 
(1976 entrants). Until recently the 
various parties involved in running 
the site had not met together, so we 
had plenty to discuss when this 
meeting finally happened, over a 
congenial curry. Nick, Pete and 
yours truly were joined by Dick 
Battersby who has been a regular 
source of sensible advice on a wide 
range of OB topics. Ian Docking 
was unable to join us (he lives in 
New Zealand - we drank a few 
toasts to you Ian!) 
We spent some time talking about 
how the site should move forward in 
the future. We agreed that one of 
the main problems was the difficulty 
in having a single “webmaster” to 
deal with all the various processes 
involved in uploading material and 

trying to ensure there are enough 
changes to the pages to encourage 
repeat visits. 
While we munched our poppadoms 
Nick attempted to explain to us 
about ASPs. I just about grasped 
that these are absolutely nothing to 
do with Cleopatra. “Active Server 
Pages” is a new concept that would 
allow more than one person to 
access the site and upload more 
information. 
Without pretending to fully under-
stand the concept I did promise my 
colleagues that I would ask our 
readers if there is anyone out there 
who can give us some space on a 
Web Server - specifically on a Mi-
crosoft IIS machine running under 
Windows NT (no, not another bibli-
cal reference) so we can run ASPs. 
If you think you can help, and ap-
preciate a decent curry, please 
contact the Editor 
One section of the web site that has 
developed slowly is the “time-line”, 
listing significant events in in the 
School’s history. If anyone has got 
any suggestions for new items to 
add to this please contact Les Wil-
son (his email address is shown on 
the time-line page). 

Recently, my family and I 
went to a barbecue at Phil 
Bonner’s house in Stamford, 
Connecticut. He has just 
moved there and only re-
cently (6 months ago) his 
wife had a little boy called 
Josh (Phil calls him Josh 
Bosh and is teaching him to 
say “British” as his first 
word!). Anyway there was a 
good contingent of English-
men there including to my 
surprise another Old Buck, 
a certain Danny Hatter, who 
I not only taught but was a 
foremost member of 2W, the 
class I spent a good deal of 
time with as their form 
teacher and the group which 
one Xmas covered my car 
with so much shaving foam, 
it was hidden from sight! 
Danny for those who remem-
ber him, was a great foot-
baller and indeed captained 
the Essex School’s U18 
team. He is about to get 
married and is presently 
living in New York City. 

BHCHS Website News 

ROBERT DRUCE (1947) 
tells me that he has now 
completed his latest novel 
My Dad’s a Policeman. This 
will be of particular interest 
to former pupils from 
Robert’s era because it is 
autobiographical and set in 
“Monkswood County High 
School.” 

TERRY KILLICK (1949) 
recently visited PETER 
SOUTHGATE (1949), their 
first meeting for 53 years. 
They discovered that Peter’s 
cousin runs the village shop 
only 150 yards away from 
Terry’s house. 

I am grateful to CHRIS 
ROWLAND (1965) for his 
help in finding JOHN 
NEEDHAM (1971). They 
attended the same church in 
Manchester, but only real-
ised the BHCHS connection 
when they both participated 
in a “house group” meeting 
that Chris was running. 

Pink going for green 

A news update from Nigel Pink (BHCHS 66-73, staff 78-89). Nigel 
moved with his family to New York in 1997. At first he thought he 
might return to the UK, but things have changed…. 

At least two Old Bucks have 
found their niche managing 
pubs. Either of these sound 
like ideal venues for a mini-
reunion. ANDY HOY (1973) 
is the proprietor of The 
Green Man in Royston, 
Herts and JEFF LEACH 
(1969) owns The Old Eng-
lish Gentleman at Saffron 
Walden. It’s likely both es-
tablishments are frequented 
by Old Bucks living in those 
areas who didn’t realise they 
could swap school stories 
with the landlord. More in-
formation about Jeff’s pub is 
at www.thelocalnet.co.uk/oldenglish.htm 

and more about Andy and 
Jeff in the next edition. 
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ON June 23rd 2002, the hills of mid-
Wales echoed to the sounds of 
1960’s rhythm and blues music, 
courtesy of Old Bucks band “The 
Black Cat Bones”. Pete Mustill 
(drums), Paul Morrison (bass), Paul 
Johnson (harmonica), Barry Jack-
son (guitar) and Geoff Blyth 
(keyboards), all vintage ’58 Buck-
wellians, re-formed after 37 years to 
perform “one last time” at the Eagle 
Hotel, New Radnor, Powys. 
If you survived the sixties scene in 
or around Buckhurst Hill or Chigwell 
you may remember the ‘Bones. 
Between ’62 and ’65 they were 
regular performers at local school 
‘Hops’ and at the Cellar Club, under 
the Congregational Church Hall in 
Palmerston Road. They achieved 
15 minutes of fame when they 
appeared on national television in a 
talent competition for groups called 
‘Ready Steady Win’ in 1964.  
Always champions of the authentic 
blues music sound, the ‘Bones 

Bones Re-connected 
recreated much of their original 
repertoire for an enthusiastic audi-
ence of about 200 in the packed 
Welsh pub. In the audience was ex 
Loughton schoolgirl Sally Shillitoe 
(as she was then), who remem-
bered visiting the Cellar Club in 
1964 with her sister, Jane. “We 
were real fans” said Sally. “When I 
saw the posters here in Wales, I 
couldn’t believe it - I had to come 
and see them again. My sister will 
be so surprised”. 
“It’s been great to get together 
again after all these years – we had 
a good laugh, and decided we’ll do 
another one in another 37 years 
time, when we’ll all be 92! Having 
got back in touch with each other 
through the Old Bucks, we all plan 
to stay in closer touch from now on, 
with a little music-making going on 
from time to time” said Geoff Blyth. 
[Multi-talented Geoff can also be 
seen playing the piccolo in the 
school orchestra on page 1] 

Bones relax before their gig: L to R Geoff Blyth, Paul Morrison, Paul Johnson, Pete 
Mustill, Barry Jackson 

Sign finds new home 
IN the last edition of OB 
News I published an appeal 
from Dave Stancer for some-
one to take possession of the 
original school sign. Dave 
had been looking after this 
since the school closed. Sev-
eral offers were forthcoming, 
but I think readers will 
agree with the choice for the 

sign’s new home. Soon after 
the last edition was pub-
lished I had a call from Pe-
ter Tidmarsh (BHCHS 
1976-83) who is Headmaster 
of St John’s Primary School, 
Buckhurst Hill. Peter told 
me he had a very suitable 
place to display the sign 
permanently in his school 
library. 
I contacted Dave Stancer. 
Delighted with this sugges-
tion, he immediately offered 
to take the sign over to Peter 
and the photo  shows the 
handover ceremony. 
The sign will now be seen in 
its new location by quite a 
number of Old Bucks whose 
offspring attend Buckhurst 
Hill Primary. 
One slight surprise for Peter 
was that the sign’s original 
colour scheme had been al-
tered substantially after 
Hugh Colgate’s retirement. 
This raises the question: 
should we try to get the sign 
restored to its former state, 
with a blue background and 
multicoloured crest? If so, 
which headmaster’s name 
should be displayed? Is 
there anyone with signwrit-
ing skills who could do this 
for us? Maybe a suitable 
topic for the web site bulle-

tin board…. 
Dave Stancer is now plan-
ning his retirement with the 
assurance that the sign has 
found a good home. After a 
teaching career spanning 37 
years, Dave has every right 
to look forward to a happy 
retirement. Twenty four of 
those thirty seven years 

were spent teaching at 
BHCHS, following his ap-
pointment in 1965 as Handi-
craft Teacher. He is one of a 
select few members of staff 
who can claim to have 

served under all (four) head-
masters at Buckhurst Hill. 
Since the closure of BHCHS 
Dave has been teaching at 
The Sandon School, Great 
Baddow. 
Peter Tidmarsh trained as a 
teacher at Avery Hill Col-
lege and worked as a teacher 
in Barking and Dagenham 
before his appointment as 
Head at St John’s in 2000. 
Peter’s brother Ian (70-76) 
and Dave’s son William (84-
89) both attended BHCHS. 

The handover ceremony: Peter Tidmarsh (left) and Dave Stancer 

The school sign in Hugh Colgate’s era. 
Should we try to restore the original 
colour scheme? 

As they were: L to R Paul J, Barry, Paul M, Pete and Geoff 
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I PASSED through BHCHS 
almost totally anonymously. 
Not for me great academic 
success, or fame on the 
school stage or sports field. 
And though I mixed with the 
cigarette puffers of the bike 
sheds, I never partook of the 
dreaded weed myself, and 
can’t boast of a single deten-
tion, Saturday or otherwise, 
decorating my report book. 
The one place I did show 
some sign of life was in the 
Art Room. It was here I 
could escape from the mys-
teries of quadratic equations, 

or recover from 
the rigours of 
one of those 
cross-country 
runs we all 
remember so 
fondly. Under 

the kindly and patient eye of 
Mr Smethurst, I drew, 
painted and lino-printed 
myself to distraction. This 
was the ‘swinging sixties’, 
but BHCHS remained in 
something of a glorious time 
warp. I vaguely recall some 
weird surrealistic sixth form 
murals adorning the walls, 
(remember how the handful 
of ‘A’ level students had their 
hallowed corner behind the 
cupboards?) but most of us 
were more than happy to 
continue in the tradition of 
the goatee-bearded, bow-tied 
Adrian Hill, whose TV pro-
gramme “Sketch Club” was 
all the rage. 
For those of us who yearned 
for more than the meagre 
ration of art afforded us, 
(and due to our eccentric 6 

Inspiration from the Art Room By Colin West 
Colin West (BHCHS 1962-67) is one of many talented artists to have emerged from the inspired tuition of Arnold Smethurst. Colin’s humorous 
verse and stories are highly acclaimed and he has been described by The Good Book Guide as “the most consistently good poet of the absurd for 
children since Edward Lear.” All the illustrations in this article are from Colin’s latest book The Big Book of Nonsense (Hutchinson, £19.99). For 
more information about Colin and his work check out his web site at www.colinwest.com 

Day Timetable, some weeks 
were, alas, completely art-
less) Mr Smethurst ran the 
Art Club. 
Here the enthusiastic 
amongst us tended to be 
somewhat more adventur-
ous. I remember once, hav-
ing dreamt of creating a 
startling Picasso-like 3-D 
masterpiece, 
emerging 
from the 
store room 
with a huge dollop of brown 
modelling clay on a platter. I 
was soon brought down to 
earth. “West, what have you 
done?” joked some wag, to 
the amusement of the rest of 
the class. 
I also recall one of my class-
mates plotting to paint an 
erotic female nude 
(inevitably from imagina-
tion), but sadly this never 
saw the light of day. And 
there were the inspiring 
books in the school library. 
John Farleigh’s “Graven 
Image” full of wonderful 
wood engravings was one in 
particular that fired me with 
passion. Another memory is 
Mr Smethurst’s ‘Visual 
Quiz’. Remember the small 
reproductions of works of art 
pinned to the wall by the art 
room door? The artist’s iden-
tity was revealed by lifting 
the picture. This bit of fun 
helped me know my Arp 
from my El Greco. And then 
one momentous day Mr 
Smethurst pinned up some-
thing else - news of a Satur-
day morning art class at 
Loughton College. I went 
along, discovered the place 
was full of females, and was 
soon planning my full-time 
study of art with relish. And 
so it was, in the summer of 
‘67, I fled BHCHS and em-
barked on my long career as 
a student. 
What a contrast Loughton 
College proved. Long hair, 
free love and bad language. 
And that was the staff. One 
of the tutors there, though, 
provided a reassuring link 
with the past – David 

Hughes, an Old Buckwellian 
some ten years my senior. 
From Loughton I went to 
Wolverhampton Polytechnic 
to study Graphic Design. A 
year above me was another 
Old Buck, Paul Taylor, 
whose work I admired 
greatly. I particularly recall 
a violin he embellished with 
fine decoration. Meanwhile I 
was becoming increasingly 

interested in book illustra-
tion, and managed to gain a 
place at the Royal College of 
Art, where I was to study 
1972-75. (In those days you 
could study art almost in-
definitely. It’s only a slight 
exaggeration to say I went in 
during Flower Power and 
came out during Punk.) 
Making my uncertain way in 
the world of Children’s 
Books, my first title was 
published in 1976, since 
when I’ve written some fifty 
more. They’re hardly literary 
epics, the words often acting 
as an excuse for the illustra-
tions, but I must thank my 
old (Welsh) English master, 
Mr Griffiths, who gave me 
encouraging grades in my 
latter days at Buckhurst 
Hill. To those of you with 
children, I apologise if you’ve 
ever had to endure readings 
of my works Have You Seen 
the Crocodile?, One Day in 
the Jungle or Monty, the Dog 
Who Wears Glasses. Looking 
back at my days at Buck-
hurst Hill, I remember many 
of my contemporaries with 
affection - the wittily inven-

tive George Collins, the 
amusing Chris Deboos, and 
my friends Pete Blackman, 
Bob Nicholls and Raymond 
Green. Although relegated to 
the ‘C’ stream, and hence 
feeling somewhat “written 
off”, I also remember some 
fine teachers who did their 
valiant best to drum a little 
knowledge into our thick 
skulls. Who can forget Mr 
Orrowe’s useful introduction 
to the world of woodwork, or 
Tommy Leek’s fascinating 
explanation of the formation 
of ox-bow lakes? And 
throughout my life I’ve re-
membered more than any-
thing Mr Smethurst’s guid-
ing hand. I was delighted to 
learn from OB News that he 
is alive and well and living 
in Wales. I was even more 
delighted, having written to 
the man, to receive a reply 
and to know that he remem-
bered me. I’m 
pleased to say 
his handwriting 
has lost none of 
its artistic flair 
or vigour which 
you may recall 
from your report 
book, or from 
the calligraphy 
inside your 
hard-won school 
prize. What fond 
memories I have 
of his room at 
the end of that 
first floor corri-
dor. The door 
that was the 
door to my sal-
vation. 

Does the school look familiar?! 
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DATAFILE 

Notes 

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

Where?…... Which Year?…... 
Australia 50 
Belgium 1 
Bermuda 1 
Brazil 1 
Canada 28 
China 1 
Cyprus 2 
Denmark 3 
France 13 
Germany 10 
Ghana 1 
Greece 1 
Holland 1 
Hong Kong 5 
Israel 4 
Italy 2 
Japan 2 
Kenya 1 
Libya 1 
Malta 1 
New Zealand 17 
Norway 2 
Saudi Arabia 1 
Singapore 2 
South Africa 5 
Spain 6 
Sweden 1 
Switzerland 3 
Tanzania 1 
Thailand 3 
USA 59 
Zimbabwe 1 

Honours Boards 

By popular request (well one person asked me) I am resuming the 
series of Honours Boards photographed by Ken Bray (BHCHS 1940-
45) before the school closed. Apart from two deceased - Michael Gor-
man in 1950 and John Davis in 1999 - we are in touch with all except 
one - PA Tarran, who started at BHCHS in the 5th form. 

ANOTHER piece of memora-
bilia from BHCHS is the 
unloved School Song. My 
inclusion of the tune in the 
first edition of OB News 
started a certain amount of 
speculation. Was there ever 
an accompaniment? If so, 
what happened to it?  
If there was ever an 
“official” version it hasn’t yet 
come to light, but I am 
pleased to report that by a 
truly Mozartian feat of 
memory Gordon Forster 
(BHCHS 1939-44) has now 
written out the full accom-
paniment. 
We now need to find some-
one who can produce a digi-

School Song lives on 
tal version for inclusion on 
the BHCHS web site. Any 
offers, contact the Editor. 

Year* Intake Found Deceased % 

1938 90 24 21 50 
1939 90# 47 9 62 
1940 90# 40 9 54 
1941 98# 49 15 65 
1942 90# 51 8 66 
1943 92# 64 8 78 
1944 90# 47 10 63 
1945 102 54 9 62 
1946 106 58 9 63 
1947 110 68 7 68 
1948 104 46 5 49 
1949 105 67 6 70 
1950 102 56 3 58 
1951 101 66 8 73 
1952 97 56 5 63 
1953 119 72 4 64 
1954 109 80 1 74 
1955 112 68 5 65 
1956 97 71 3 76 
1957 107 77 7 79 
1958 117 89 6 81 
1959 107 79 1 75 
1960 101 62 5 66 
1961 100 73 4 77 
1962 95 74 3 81 
1963 83 60 1 73 
1964 79 54 2 71 
1965 84 63 0 75 
1966 86 64 2 77 
1967 101 67 2 68 
1968 83 59 0 71 
1969 97 74 1 77 
1970 89 76 0 85 
1971 93 69 1 75 
1972 89 59 0 66 
1973 81 63 0 78 
1974 74 48 0 65 
1975 65 46 1 72 
1976 132 69 3 55 
1977 131 66 5 54 
1978 123 79 1 65 
1979 135 56 2 43 
1980 123 40 2 34 
1981 125 37 2 31 
1982 110 51 0 46 
1983 110 30 1 28 
1984 121 23 1 20 
1985 88 22 0 25 

Totals 4833 2813 198 62 

CB8 - CB11 20 
CM0 3 
CM1 36 
CM2 21 
CM3 21 
CM4 9 
CM5 25 
CM6 22 
CM7 20 
CM8 6 
CM9 6 
CM11 13 
CM12 10 
CM13 18 
CM14 8 
CM15 23 
CM16 92 
CM17 20 
CM18 6 
CM19 7 
CM20 8 
CO1 - CO16 47 
EN9 14 
IG1 10 
IG2 - IG5 19 
IG6 21 
IG7 48 
IG8 93 
IG9 113 
IG10 144 
RM1 - RM17 76 
SS0 - SS17 55 

Where in Essex? 
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Having spent time in the company 
of the Yellow Pages, the Internet, 
Talking Pages, and Directory En-
quiries trying to find the phone 
number of what used to be BHCHS 
so I could ask if I could come down 
for a quick visit I finally admitted 
defeat. Not knowing what the 
school was now called had become 
my undoing. There was of course 
only one option left, which was to 
just drive down there and hope 
there might be someone there. 

Pulling up to the gate I was rather 
surprised to see a circus tent 
pitched in the playing fields. I was 
moderately sure that it wasn’t there 
ten years ago. I would have remem-
bered seeing it as I prepared myself 
for one of the totally miserable 
cross-country runs (which contrary 
to the term I did my best to walk). 
The circus did of course mean that 
that school was not the deserted 
place I thought it might have found 
myself in. 
I popped into reception and asked 
whether it would be at all possible 
for me to have a quick look around 
and perhaps take a few photos.  
With the small request that I both 
take off my shoes and wear a hat 
when I went into the assembly hall, 
as this was now a holy place, I was 
able to wander around and do what 
I wanted. 
Normally when you visit somewhere 
that you’ve not seen since child-
hood you are surprised at how 
small it actually is. Not so Buckhurst 
Hill boys. It’s still an impressive size 
and I can see why I constantly got 
lost in the first few days there. 

Taking a right past the assembly 
hall I went first to see the “music 

room”. This was through the dining 
hall in which I duly queued for lunch 
everyday (and despite the common 
idea that school dinners weren’t 
nice I actually quite liked them). 
You can think back to places you 
know, but there is something about 
physically being there which trig-
gers many more memories. There 
were certainly areas of the school 
that I’d forgotten about. 
The “music room” had a dual pur-
pose. It was my form room for the 
last two years at the school. In 
addition is was the room in which I 
and my fellow “musicians” played 
some spectacularly dreadful tunes 
on some rather old xylophones as 
this was infinitely preferable to 
kicking spherical objects around a 
field in the pouring rain (and defi-
nitely better than rugby, whose 
rules were as I recall to avoid catch-
ing the ball at all costs and should 
the ball happen to land in my arms 
as I frantically flapped them about 
trying to stay warm, then to get rid 
of said object with all the speed I 
could muster to the nearest avail-
able person regardless of what side 
they happened to be on). 
Getting involved in music was a 
good excuse for avoiding the te-
dium of running about the sports 
field. It also meant I got involved in 
school plays (like “Gunslinger” with 
me five-o-clock-shadowed up with 
grey make-up). I remember singing 
Bass in a Gilbert and Sullivan “Trial 
by jury” even though my voice was 
so high I dare say on occasions it 
was only audible to dogs. 
A strong memory of a music event 
featured school-friend (and still 
good friend) Anthony and myself 
playing in an orchestra. By now you 
won’t be surprised to read that we 
were playing xylophones but may 
be surprised to find out we were 
positioned at the very front. The 
orchestra was playing something by 
Holst and our sole job was the play 
just four notes in quick succession 
at the end of the piece. Four notes 
we thought might be just beyond 
our bounds of otherwise consider-
able musical talent, so we prised off 
all the other notes from the xylo-
phone. Having limited the notes to 
the ones we needed to play whis-
pered discussions centred on the 
possible order in which the remain-
ing notes might be played. Having 
discussed the possibilities of vari-
ous combinations and the merits of 
practicing a piece of music before 
playing it to people we decided than 

rather than worry about getting it 
right we should just blind people 
with our enthusiasm and hope that 
the beaters remained intact. To this 
day I’d like to think we pulled it off. 
Unless anyone would like to step 
forward and shatter this belief. 

Doubling back on myself through 
the dining hall you get to the base 
of the stairs. Having come into 
school late one day (after an ap-
pointment at the dentists) I noticed 
a pool of blood around the staircase 
(It is of course possible that it had 
been mopped up and my memory is 
embroidering the story for dramatic 
effect). Apparently someone, and 
I’ve no idea how, had fallen over 
the banisters and had hit the floor 
much to his detriment and spent a 
rather long time thereafter in hospi-
tal. 

At the top of the stairs on the left is 
the art room. I peered through the 
door and remembered how big the 
art room had been (having previ-
ously forgotten there even was 
one). 

Walking 
along the 
long corridor 
(without the 
old obliga-
tory “tunnel 
of death” – 
should any-
one remem-
ber such a 
thing) you 

get to the computer room. The 
computer room is I’m pleased to 
say still a computer room. The only 
noticeable different between ten 
years ago and today is that instead 
of two BBCs there were twenty 
PCs. 

(I believe back in my day there may 
have also been a BBC “Master” as 
well, but being a machine of such 
unutterable power it was locked 
away in a back room lest a pupil 

decide he might want to use it.) 
Further along the corridor is the 
library and through the window I 
could see the back room in which I 
took my French aural examination. 
With my French teacher shouting 
French at me and me certainly not 
replying in French and I dare say 
probably not in any sort of under-
standable English either. 
Just beyond the library is the phys-
ics lab. The sole memory of this 
room is simply that I don’t ever 
recall being in it. I remember I defi-
nitely took the Physics exam and 
therefore I assume I probably was 
in there at some stage, no doubt 
counting the oscillations of a pendu-
lum, but for some reason my mind 
has blocked it out. The only reason 
I knew it was the physics lab is that 
is what it said on the door 
(apologies go out to whoever it was 
that I'm sure tried to teach me 
something.) 

Next to the physics lab is the chem-
istry lab. The chemistry lab most 
certainly does have memories since 
on my first day at school the chem-
istry teacher wanted to prove that 
certain concentrations of acid were 
not necessarily dangerous. This he 
proved by taking my hand and 
pouring some hydrochloric acid on 
it. I’m pleased to report that I am 
typing this with all my digits intact. 
Various other chemical related 
stories come to mind, but in these 
“enlightened” times they may be 
viewed as somewhat dangerous 
they should probably remain be-
tween the class and me. 
Walking to the end of the corridor I 
went back down to reception and 
thanked them for letting me look 

(Continued on page 7) 

A Nostalgic Return By Matt Whitby 
Many Old Bucks have asked me “What’s the school like now?” Matt Whitby (BHCHS 1983-88) 
took a look round and has sent this account. 
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Dr JOHN HAMSHERE 
(BHCHS 1953-1960) re-
calls an occasion when 
one of the chemistry staff 
vented his frustration 
that he was unable to 
raise the interest of a 
pupil in chemistry or any 
other science. 
This particular pupil was 
a fine cellist and appar-
ently spent far more time 
practising the cello than 
learning chemistry. The 
master threw down this 
challenge: 
“I’ve been teaching you 
chemistry for several 
years now and I expect 
you cannot even name a 
single element.” The re-
ply came back: “...er, 
string sir?” 

Tale from the 
Chemistry 
Lab 

around and took a wander across 
the playing fields to see the small 

pavilion where we got changed for 
various things. In my mind I also 
thought they were built whilst I was 
there but inside was a plaque say-
ing “This pavilion was presented in 
1955 by the parents association, 
the Essex education committee and 
the school. Hon architect Mr. Jo-
seph W Taylor A.R.I.B.A.” I guess 
it’s just another false memory. 
So after declining the opportunity to 
visit the circus I left the school 
behind. Next due to return in April 
2012. 

Matt 
Whitby 
Now lives 
in Hamp-
shire with a 
son and 
two pianos 
and tries 
ever 
harder to 
make a 

disproportionate relationship be-
tween the amount of work he does 
and the amount he gets paid. 

(Continued from page 6) 

DURING the school year 
1949/50, I found myself re-
siding in class 5X. I was one 
of several from the previous 
year’s 5R, along with other 
5th formers who had not 
achieved the necessary 
School Certificate credits to 
gain Matriculation exemp-
tion, and thus entry to the 
6th Form. 
You can imagine our reac-
tion, on the first morning of 
the new school year, when 
“Arry” (not yet latinised, I 
think) Samways, who had 
been our form teacher in 5R, 
the previous year, swept in 
as our Form Teacher. 
“Did you expect to be here, 
Brown?” 
“Yes, Sir.” 
“WELL I DIDN’T!!!” 
It was immediately after 
lunch, on a pleasant sunny 
day, when we were gather-
ing, to await the teacher for 
the afternoon lesson. Some-
one, I forget who, produced a 
firework - a “tuppeny 
banger”, the one that was 
quite fat with the fuse on a 
stalk out of the top, which 
he displayed to the class. 
Suddenly, someone else pro-
duced a cigarette lighter and 
lit the fuse. Luckily the bot-
tom window, the one that 
leaned inwards, was open 
and while the rest of us 
sought the sanctuary of our 
desks, the firework went out 
the window. 
“What’s going on?” asked 
Tommy Leek, standing in 
the doorway. 
“Nothing, Sir, we chorused. 
Tommy turned to leave, and 
there was an enormous ex-
plosion. 
“That’s what it sounds 
like,” ...and he left the room. 

Trouble with a capital T! 
The afternoon lessons, how-
ever, continued, as normal 
and at 3.45pm the bell saw 
us leaving for home. 
But what about tomorrow’s 
registration? The following 
morning, “Arry” appeared, 
signed the absentee book, 
checked the dinner num-
bers, and dismissed us to 
assembly. 
Maybe Spud will remind us 
of the rule about fireworks, 
but nothing. 
So the day went on until the 
last lesson, when “Arry” 
appeared to take Latin for 
the ex-5R contingent. When 
at 3.45pm the bell rang for 
the end of school, the lesson 
continued……. and contin-
ued…. until 4.30pm, when 
“Arry” closed his book, said 
“You may go”, and walked 
out. 
The most important thing 
about this incident was that 
no further mention was ever 
made by anyone, but what 
discipline! 
About two years after I had 
left BHCHS, I paid a return 
visit to the school. I felt a bit 
hurt that, apart from Don-
ald Ray, with whom I still 
have occasional contact, 
none of my teachers seemed 
to have time to talk to me, 
except Mr. Samways, who 
invited me to join him while 
he was watering the cricket 
pitch. I really appreciated 
that 40 minutes or so with a 
very special schoolmaster. 

Discipline - Arrius Style 
By Allan Charlwood (BHCHS 1945-52) 

Allan Charlwood (centre) pre-discipline. 
Allan is shown here in 2R. On his right is 
Brian Brown (mentioned above) 

Demon 
Webmaster 

PETE BERRECLOTH 
(BHCHS 1976-81) has been 
looking after our web site for 
the past two years, in which 
time he has introduced some 
remarkable developments 
and improvements, building 
on the fine start made by 
Nick McEwen. 
After leaving school Pete 
spent a year on a sponsored 
BTEC course at East Ham 
College. During this time he 
acquired his first home com-
puter - a VIC 20 and pro-
grammed a few games which 
were published in computer 
magazines. This motivated 
him to start another BTEC 
in Computer Programming. 
As part of this course he 
spent some time working at 
the GLC in County Hall and 
then with Neopost in Rom-
ford. 
A permanent job as a Pro-
grammer with Neopost fol-
lowed and he is still at Neo-
post, a global mailing sys-
tems company, 20 years 
later: having moved through 
the ranks of Analyst and 
Project Leader he is now 
Manager of Systems Devel-
opment. 
Pete lives in Woodford 
Green. He is married to 
Julie and they have two chil-
dren - Daniel aged 4 and 
Olivia aged 2. 
You can see all the family 
and examples of Pete’s other 
web design work at his own 
web site: 
www.digitalornaments.com 
Pete is always happy to ad-
vise anyone who would like 
to set up a web site, and can 
be contacted by email at: 
pete@demonpete.co.uk. 
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IN 1994, whilst on holiday 
in Devon, my wife Sheila 
and I decided to call on Jack 
Taylor. We had a rather 
vague idea of where he lived 
– but knew it was near 
Kingsbridge. A call in the 
local Post Office at Sherford 
revealed that Jack collected 
his pension every Friday, 
and of course was well 
known. 
When one’s last memory of 

this man was that of him 
swooping into the hall each 
morning assembly – gown 
flowing – a vision of him 
collecting his pension in the 
Post Office made him seem 
very human. 
When we met him he made 
us most welcome – in spite 

of our unannounced visit. He 
was on his own, as his wife 
was in hospital following a 
fall. 
He did not remember me, of 
course. Not being one of 
those blazing comets zoom-
ing over Roding Lane from 
time to time! I had no expec-
tations of him in that re-
spect – the pleasure was all 
mine in seeing him again 
after 44 years. 
We had a long conversation. 
He was bright and inter-
ested in us and in our lives. 
Jack discussed his life and 
family in retirement – which 
to us was in a rather remote 
spot – but he was happy 
there. 
There were plenty of family 
photographs around – in-
cluding great images of his 
father in that golfing rig 
peculiar to the late 19th and 
early 20th centuries. Seemed 

A Memory of Jack Taylor By Bill Banks (BHCHS 1945-50) 

Bill Banks recalls a visit to Jack Taylor, the first Headmaster of BHCHS from the opening of the school until his retirement in 1966. 
Mr Taylor died in 1995 at the age of 92. 

WHILE new UK cars are now rarely 
seen in Oz, old UK cars, and espe-
cially MGs, in which I have a spe-
cial interest, are often seen. MG 
parts are readily available and the 
MG Car Clubs are well patronised. 
The MG Car Clubs are often called 
on by the organisers of Olympian’s 
parades and the like, because they 
are the only organisations capable 
of putting sufficient open top road-
sters together in one spot at the 
one time. 
I have put special reinforcing under 
the rear deck of my little 1962 Aus-
tin Healey Sprite roadster in case I 

get called on to take a couple of big 
male weight lifters perched up on 
the back, rather than just a couple 
of little female gymnasts. I have one 
real, pukka MG. It is a 1968 MGC 
GT, a car not renowned in UK, as 
the motor-noters of the era judged it 
more by sports car standards than 
by more appropriate Grand Touring 
car standards. With a straight six 3 
litre engine and overdrive, it is a 
car, I maintain, that makes a lot of 

Oz Style MG Motoring 
By John Hambley (BHCHS 1950-57) 

sense for Australian (good roads) 
long distance touring. 
The Austin Healey Sprite is a Mk 
IIa, which has a better looking Pinin 
Farina body, a larger engine and 
front disc brakes compared with the 
better known bugeye Sprite. The 
MG Midget Mk I was badge engi-
neered from this version of the 
Sprite. The Sprite is regarded as an 
honorary MG for all but MG national 
meetings. The Sprite is my (fine 
weather) hooning-around-town car. 
Canberra is a city of roundabouts. 
They come in all sizes from half a 
metre to half a kilometre across. 

Canberra even has one roundabout 
not far from where I live with only 
two roads radiating from the round 
bit in the middle! Sprites do not 
slow down for roundabouts, which 
always makes it interesting when I 
am followed by someone in a 
heavy, lumbering, floppy modern 
keen on showing this little old car 
just what motoring is all about. The 
picture shows the two cars, myself 
and my wife. 

like time travel. Those caps! 
It was a memorable visit. 
Such a nice man. Frail, but 
full of life and interest. 
I wrote to him of course 
thanking him for his hospi-
tality. His reply, part of 
which is reproduced below, 
illustrated his good humour 
and interest in all of us who 
were privileged to be in his 
school. Sheila and I were so 
glad we had made the effort 
to visit him. 
This piece of memorabilia 
came to light only recently 
as our furniture came out of 

store after nearly four years 
during which time I have 
been engaged in building a 
new house. 
For those of you of a certain 
age – look up Psalm 90 
(Homework). I keep his let-
ter and photographs in the 
Bible at that reference in 
memory of Jack Taylor. 
[We are in contact with Mr 
Taylor’s son: Dr John Taylor 
didn’t attend BHCHS but I 
was grateful to him for his 
permission to publish a re-
cording of Mr Taylor’s voice 
on our web site - ed.] 

Mr Taylor in 1966 shortly before his 
retirement - photo by David Faulkner 

Mr Taylor and Bill Banks - taken during 
Bill’s visit in 1994 
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THE FAMILY regards 
Harry Potter and Hogwarts 
as a strange and magical 
phenomenon. They don’t 
believe me that Buckhurst 
Hill County High was much 
the same. 
Of course, it wasn’t a 
boarding school nor was it 
coed, but otherwise, it was 
quite similar. There was 
Mr. Watkinson, for exam-
ple, in his tattered old 
gown. He would wind the 
sleeve around his hand and 
use it to wipe the black-
board. He preferred to use 
the wooden board eraser, 
skillfully thrown against 
the paneling, to awaken 
sleeping boys in his math 
class. 
Mr. Ray, the music master, 
would sweep into assembly 
and charm us with Chopin 
piano études, the effect 
inevitably spoiled when his 
flying gown caught the door 
handle. Then there was Mr. 
Sillis, who left me with my 
most memorable educa-
tional experience when he 
picked me up by the lapels 
of my blazer (badge and 
all), lifted me off my feet 
and slammed me against 
the wall. I never again 

turned in late homework 
for his class! 
Just like Hogwarts the 
school was divided into 
competing houses. As I re-
call, I belonged to Roding, 
named for the river that 
ran by the playing fields. 
Roding House was distin-
guished by a red stripe be-
neath the potato and gravy 
on the school tie. Also by a 
red soccer shirt and white 
shorts, the only items 
which intervened between 
flesh, frozen earth and 
northeast wind. The other 
houses Hainault, Chigwell 
and Forest were decked out 
in yellow, blue and green. 
As one of the smaller, less 
mature boys I found my 
calling in various female 
roles in the school plays. 
Can’t remember now 
whether I scored any house 
points for those perform-
ances. Somewhere on the 
paneling of the assembly 
hall my name was recorded 
in gold leaf. I wonder if it’s 
still there. [Yes, all the 
Honours Boards are still in 
place, see page 5, and the 
Central Line train still runs 
intermittently from Buck-
hurst Hill Station, platform 
9¾ - ed]. 

BHCHS: Shades of Hogwarts 
Tim Chowns (1953-60) was traced in Georgia, where he has 
been living since 1968. Tim is Professor of Geology at the State 
University of West Georgia. The following is an extract from his 
Christmas Letter of 2001 in which he draws some interesting 
comparisons between BHCHS and another celebrated school. 
Tim obtained a County Major Scholarship and after leaving 
BHCHS read geology at Leicester University. For more infor-
mation about Tim’s current activities his web site is at http://
www.westga.edu/~geology/web_htm/tchowns.html 

CONGRATULATIONS on your 
leader in Friday’s edition. The news 
of our Prime Minister obtaining 
public school tuition for his children 
is, as we know, nothing new since it 
even applies to the total education 
of a plethora of Labour MP’s off-
spring. As I understand it, it was 
Shirley Williams of the Fabian Soci-
ety who mistress-minded (politically 
correct) the crusade for Compre-
hensive schools - a real example of 
idealistic intellectualism which has 
been proved a total disaster and 
which is now admitted openly as 
such by New Labour especially in 
that a perfectly good system was 
blown apart. 

The system of Secondary Modern, 
Technical and Grammar schools 
catered for all in-built equally impor-
tant academic, technical and practi-
cal talents fairly, especially as a 
pupil failing the old “Scholarship” or 
“11+” but being a late-developer, 
swapped in the “3rd year” with 
failures at the grammar school. In 
any case, whilst in industry I found 
innumerable PhD’s who were edu-

Preserve us from Intellectuals 

A letter to the Daily Telegraph from Tony Jolly (BHCHS 1943-49) 
following the controversy over the education of Tony Blair’s children 

cated in the former type of school. 
At least all schools taught grammar 
which the pupils exhibited by writing 
and speaking in a grammatical way 
thus not giving rise to ambiguities 
which, I have found in my latter 
years as a specialist polymer con-
sultant, to be the origins of so many 
faulty projects in building and con-
struction. 
Public schools have usually always 
produced high standards mainly 
through low pupil/teacher ratios and 
why shouldn’t people spend what 
money they have in benefitting their 
children if they don’t have as much 
pleasure from pouring it into self-
indulgence. My own grammar 
school, Buckhurst Hill, which fre-
quently appeared in the top 52 
schools in the country, was quickly 
wiped out by Reg Prentice the 
bullet firer for Harold Wilson aided 
by a lefty Essex E.C. and before 
Margaret Thatcher, a grammar 
school girl herself, realised what 
was happening and before my 
school could organise itself to be 
self-reliant. 
Others were luckily able to achieve 
the latter with time on their side. As 
one ex-public schoolboy I know 
said “Dissolution of the State gram-
mar schools was an obscenity!” 
So Tony Blair realises the truth and 
acts accordingly but that still leaves 
us with seeing Shirley Williams, the 
seemingly unrepentant “creative 
intellectual genius” in the papers 
and on the TV, and I believe made 
more unpalatable by the knowledge 
that her daughter was placed at a 
Public school! “Preserve us from 
intellectuals especially hypocritical 

Tim Chowns now…and on a school trip in 1957 (bottom right). Others shown are Mer-
vyn Bernstock, John Hawker and David Cobb. Photo supplied by David Charlesworth. 

SEVERAL BHCHS teachers 
had sons who attended the 
school as pupils. But surely 
John Pattenden (BHCHS 
1939-44) must be unique in 
having had a daughter who 
later taught there. Jane 
Pattenden taught history for 
a single year, 1982-83, be-
fore moving into adult edu-
cation. 
After her first day at Buck-
hurst Hill, Jane told her 
father about her experi-
ences. She said that on ar-
riving in the BHCHS Staff 
Room, she was allocated a 
locker previously occupied 

Family Connections 

by another history teacher 
who had just retired and 
who had started teaching at 
BHCHS the year after John 
had left. In case anyone 
doesn’t know who this was, 
here’s a clue from Alan 
Willingale, a contemporary 
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ALMOST from the moment I 
arrived at Buckhurst Hill in 
1965, I got involved in the 
Dramatic Society. I had dab-
bled around the edges of a 
local ‘am dram’ group (The 
Wanstead Players) but was 
far too young to join them. 
So looking around the main 
hall here was a stage, some 
dusty scenery, a few beaten 
up rostra, curtains that al-
most closed, goodness knows 
what in the damp store be-
low the stage and, best of 
all, a lighting board to play 
with. Alas, as a first year, I 
was not allowed up the ver-
tical ladder to the delights of 
the wooden platform, 30 feet 
above the stage. I had to 
serve an apprenticeship on 
the stage before I could 
clamber above it. 
Starting with some verse 
speaking in the annual com-
petitions (do any schools 
hold those now?), I joined 
the Junior Dramatic Society. 
After-school rehearsals in an 
empty form room, trying to 
learn lines, a dress re-
hearsal and then, usually at 
Christmas, a couple of per-
formances. The main event 
of the evening was always 
preceded by some rather 
worthy music - Purcell, Han-
del or similar. One pro-
gramme shows The Found-
ling Hospital Anthem by 
Handel - was that really one 
of his greatest hits? 
Meanwhile we aspiring 
thesps quaked in our cos-
tumes and sweated under 
Dave Clapton’s greasepaint 
in the woodwork room, 

which was pressed into ser-
vice as the dressing room. It 
was, I think, the only time I 
ever laughed in there as 
Dave Stancer kept a very 
strict house. Adults paid 2/6 
and schoolchildren 1/6 to see 
these spectacles. I still have 
a programme for Toad of 
Toad Hall in 1967 (run-off 
by the fading stencil ma-
chine) which curiously fails 
to note who produced and 
therefore took responsibility 
for the show. However, in 
order to add some much 
needed authenticity to the 
scene where Toad falls in 
the river, a kettle of water 
was poured over my head by 
the anonymous producer, 
just before I came on. This 
had not been mentioned in 
rehearsals. Like the cat in 
the Tom & Jerry cartoons I 
flew straight over back-
wards in a puddle of the cold 
water, as I dashed on stage. 

Apparently some paying 
customers thought it had all 
been carefully rehearsed. 
Despite a limited season as 
Toad in Toad of Toad Hall 
(1967), I realised very 
quickly that I was on the 
wrong side of the scenery. 
However, looking back there 
was a pecking order, which 
was never actually ex-
plained. The career path 
was from the Junior to the 

Senior Dramatic Society and 
only then was it possible to 
get hands-on experience 
with the dusty lamps hang-
ing from above the stage and 
bolted on brackets high on 
the auditorium walls. It was 
the spotlights that I was 
interested in – not the lime-
light. 
The amazing thing was how 
the hall, which during as-
sembly could be so dull and 
tedious, could be trans-
formed into a focus for such 
excitement when the cur-
tains were drawn and the 
stage lights were on. It was 
also a great team experience 
as masters and pupils pulled 
together to get the show on. 
The teachers who got in-
volved were always enthusi-
astic - Pete Downey, Taffy 
Griffiths, Brian Rooney and 
Chris Toms stand out in my 
memory. Pete would often 
produce and help build the 

scenery and was a real driv-
ing force. 
Looking back the choice of 
plays was generally a bit 
worthy; lots of Shakespeare 
of course and later during 
my time, A.P.Herbert, but 
then something called Cur-
tains for Auntie, Juno and 
the Paycock and the aston-
ishingly good Richard III. 
I was very saddened to see 
the obituary for Andrew 
Hardman (OB News May 

2002) which mentioned his 
performance as Richard III. 
It was my first production 
with the seniors and I can 
vouch for his brilliant per-
formance. When I first saw 
him rehearse I thought he 
was actually one of the mas-
ters. Did he become a profes-
sional actor? Phil Hinds was 
just as good some years later 
as Hamlet. 
It was difficult to find plays 
that had an all-male cast 
and the solution was to 
“borrow” girls from Lough-
ton Girls School - another 
good reason for being in-
volved in dramatics. Richard 
III used four girls from 
Loughton. But there was a 
problem as there was a 
walk-on part for the Daugh-
ter of Clarence. Not really 
worth getting a fifth girl 
down, so guess what…yes, 
me (pictured on the left of 
frame). The advice I was 
given was that to look like a 
girl I should keep my legs 
together – at least when 
sitting. Curiously there was 
no great leg pulling. But 
that really was it - back-
stage for me from then on.  
I joined the lighting team 
and with my ‘am dram’ ex-
perience soon became 
trusted; to be fair after Dick 
Battersby left nobody else 
was interested. I always 
looked forward to after 
school rehearsals when we 
could fire up the lights and 
create a bit of an atmos-
phere. In setting up some 
lights for one production I 
recall the fastest and most 
spontaneous one-liner I 
think I’ve ever heard. One of 
the scenery lads was clam-
bering along the rafters 
above the stage (there was 
no H.S.E. then or nobody 
would even have been al-
lowed to look up that high 
let alone climb up there) and 
he found, for some bizarre 
reason, an old scull. “Sir”, he 
called down to Pete Downey, 
“there’s an oar up here.” As 
quick as you like someone 30 
feet below lobbed back 

The Play’s the Thing   By Phil Hughes (BHCHS 1965-72) 

Phil in Richard III. Others shown are Alison Woodbridge and Margaret Collins as The 
Duchess of York and Queen Elizabeth. And who is that lurking in the background? 
Surely not the Editor trying to remember his two lines…... 

Phil Hughes has worked for the BBC since leaving school. He is now a Producer with Radio 2 and in his spare time runs the Hospital 
Radio station at Whipps Cross. 
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“What’s her name?” Pretty 
corny really and I have no 
idea why that has stuck 
with me all these years ex-
cept that it probably typified 
what great fun it all was. 
So having been accepted as 
Mr Lighting I was even al-
lowed to keep my own key to 
the wooden trap at the top of 
the vertical ladder that got 
you onto the lighting bridge. 
Why on earth at a school 
was the lighting board put 
up there? At Loughton Girls 
school, where a couple of us 
would sometimes help with 
their shows – but that’s an-
other story, it was at stage 
level. Many evenings after 
school were spent cleaning 
and re-focussing lamps, fit-
ting coloured jellies and gen-
erally trying to make some-
thing of the primitive facili-
ties. For Hamlet we even 
pressed an angle-poise, bor-
rowed from the biology lab, 
into service as an extra 
light. 
It was a real coup when 
Taffy decided to do the Fire 
Raisers by Max Frisch. I got 
agreement to hire-in a 
proper flame-effect spotlight. 
Enthusiasm – yes, budget – 
no! Even a blown spotlight 
bulb was a drama. As Kate 
Coulson always told me they 
cost 30 shillings each. 
The actual lighting board 
would never now pass a 
safety test. It had 24 circuits 
but only 12 actual dimmers. 
They were large, resistance, 
slider dimmers that got too 
hot to touch after being run 
for 10 minutes and they 
smelt of burning dust. There 
were occasional sparks and 
flashes and I was never con-
vinced of the earthing ar-
rangements. Frustratingly 
these 12 dimmers had to be 
constantly re-plugged to 
avoid simply switching 
lamps on and off – much 
more artistic to fade them 
up and down. But even Eric 
Franklin’s star pupils would 
realise that meant you could 
not fade all of them at once 
and of course turning the 
remainder on and off caused 
the bulbs to blow more fre-
quently. As Kate Coulson 
always told me…. 
I got one rather neutralising 
shock from one of the lights 
in the hall as I was cleaning 

the inside. I was up the scaf-
folding tower to reach the 
light and luckily the tower 
had rubber wheels on the 
wooden floor. It taught me 
never to trust anyone else’s 
claim that the board was 
turned off. We cut various 
lengths of thin timber to fit 
under 4, 6, 8 or 12 dimmers 
so they could be brought up 
and down smoothly and to-
gether. But everything had 
to be done by verbal cue; we 
couldn’t see the stage, we 
were way above it, almost 
behind it and we had to be 
curtained off. So I have no 
idea how our subtle lighting 
changes appeared to the 
audience. Presumably they 
had no idea either. 
The big advantage of being 
up above was that we were 
left alone and the small win-
dow up there provided a 
convenient access to the cool 
roof, to keep illicit bottles of 
beer well chilled. 
It was such a buzz to be in-
volved backstage in the 
school plays and it shaped 
my life. I headed for the 
BBC and after almost end-
ing up in television (quite 
accidentally), I joined the 
Radio Engineering division 
in 1973 (the only person 
there with an A level Latin – 
thank you Harry Samways 
and Brian Boothroyd), 
moved across to production 
in 1980 and have been there 
ever since. I’m still back-
stage running the Radio 2 
production department now, 
after having worked across 
almost all of the main 
shows. Believe me the light-
ing on those really is noth-
ing to be proud of! 
But I think I learnt more 
from being involved in the 
drama side of school life 
than I ever did from 7 years 
of French. So thank you eve-
ryone who got involved and 
made the plays so worth-
while and enjoyable. The 
final memory is of the sense 
of emptiness going back-
stage the morning after the 
last performance, when it 
was all over. All the effort, 
rehearsal and care had just 
vanished and strangely it is 
exactly the same with mak-
ing radio programmes. 
There is simply nothing left 
at the end. 

HAVE you had your prostate 
checked recently? It could be a 
matter of life or death. 
You are all probably aware that, as 
men grow older, the more likely 
they are to develop prostate prob-
lems. Usually these problems are 
relatively harmless, such as in-
creased frequency and/or difficulty 
in passing urine, which are caused 
by benign enlargement of the pros-
tate. Sometimes, however, the 
problem can be life threatening 
such as prostate cancer, especially 
if it is an aggressive form. Obvi-
ously, the sooner it can be diag-
nosed and dealt with, the more 
likely it is that the patient will re-
cover.  
I was diagnosed with prostate 
cancer early this year. Fortunately, 
however, further extensive tests 
showed that the cancer was con-
fined to my prostate and it had not 
spread elsewhere. I elected, there-
fore, to have my prostate removed 
by surgery, and the operation was 
performed successfully in mid-May 
2002. Post operative pathology 
tests showed that the cancer was 
completely removed, and the sur-
rounding tissues were unaffected.  
My prostate cancer was detected 
by chance. - I visited my GP for a 
referral so that I could take part in 
a Seniors Bowel Cancer Preven-
tion Programme, and he suggested 
that I should also have some tests 
to check out my prostate. One of 
these involved a blood test to de-
termine my prostate specific anti-
gen (PSA) level. The normal range 
of PSA in the blood is about 0 to 4 
micrograms per litre of blood, but 
my level was 13. I was referred to 
a urology specialist, who consid-
ered that a PSA level above 10 
indicated a 50% chance of having 
prostate cancer, so he arranged for 
me to have a prostate biopsy, 
which is the only way to show for 

certain whether cancer is present. 
It involves the removal of very 
small pieces of prostate tissue 
(using a fine needle) which are 
then looked at under a microscope 
to see if cancer cells are present 
and, if so, how aggressive they are 
(i.e. how fast the cancer will grow). 
My cancer cells were rated 9 on a 
scale of 10, which meant I could 
not delay the treatment too long 
before it would spread elsewhere.  
I feel very lucky to have had my 
prostate cancer detected at such a 
relatively early stage (before it 
spread elsewhere), so that it could 
be “cured” by surgical removal. A 
further indication of the success of 
the operation is the fact that my 
PSA level is now less than 0.1  
The main reason for me to draw 
your attention to my experience is 
to encourage you to have your 
prostate checked out on a regular 
basis, even if you have no 
“symptoms”. If you are unfortunate 
enough to have prostate cancer, it 
is best that it is detected as soon 
as possible, so that your chances 
of a complete cure are increased. 
My urology specialist recommends 
that you should begin having tests 
in your mid-40’s. I would recom-
mend opting for a PSA blood test 
(probably in conjunction with a 
DRE) and, if necessary, a biopsy 
of your prostate.  
In my opinion, the digital rectal 
examination (DRE) on its own is 
not very helpful because, if the 
prostate is found to feel hard, the 
cancer is probably at a relatively 
advanced stage. Although my 
prostate was enlarged, it felt soft, 
which is usually taken to indicate 
the absence of cancer. I also had a 
DRE four years ago, before I 
moved to Melbourne, and the 
doctor concluded that my prostate 
was okay. This was why I had not 
bothered to have it checked again 
until recently.  
Footnote  
There are some very informative 
and readable publications available 
about prostate cancer and various 
types of treatment. I obtained 
some very good booklets from my 
GP and from the Anti-Cancer 
Council of Victoria (visit the web-
site at: 
www.prostatehealth.org.au). Simi-
lar sources of information are avail-
able in other countries. 

Prostate Problems: A timely 
check 
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IN THE BEGINNING - 1938 – 
Essex County Council created 
Buckhurst Hill County High 
School – for Boys. 
My own involvement in this 
academy’s monastic life would 
commence in March 1939 when 
we inmates of Gearies Middle 
School trouped down to Ilford 
County High School for Boys, 
Barkingside to involve ourselves 
in the Great Selection Process, 
whilst the rest of the world con-
sidered what old Herr Hitler was 
planning in Europe. We were 
also allowed to submit our 
choice for secondary education. 
Mine was Wanstead County 
High as first choice where the 
black blazered inmates included 
young ladies of the girl sort. 
This appeared to be the ideal 
place to become educated in 
the ways of the world. Second 
choice the wine blazered Ilford 
County High – as it was ten 
minutes walk away and I wished 
to conserve energy for life’s 
battles ahead. 
Thus , as an example of the 
contradictions of Life, I was 
selected for Buckhurst Hill 
County High. Never heard of it. 
Wasn’t Buckhurst Hill some-
where like the dark side of the 
moon where villagers ate their 
young and hid furry tails down 
their trouser legs? Probably. Mr. 
Buckley, our teacher at Gearies, 
a fine fellow, surprised us all by 
entering into a nuptial arrange-

In The Beginning…. The Buckhurst Hill County High School 1939ers 

By Peter Godfrey 

ment with Miss something or 
other, another teacher, who, to 
us, and hopefully not to Mr. 
Buckley, bore a striking resem-
blance to a horse, told we few- 
like Pattenden J, Read T, and 
Horne N and myself – we lucky 
few, that we were being posted 
to a new and splendid educa-
tional establishment. A visit with 
Mumsandads served to im-
press. Critall windows and dé-
cor influenced by beaming Mr. 
Taylor MA. (Cantab)’s wife it 
was alleged. Art room with half 
roof in glass, a large torture 
chamber where boys could be 
stretched, roped, exhausted 
with medicine balls and would 
be required to run about frantic-
ally in their undergarments. A 
woodwork room! Scientific labs! 
A wondrous hall, shiny parquet 
floor. “Boys will wear house 
shoes” we were informed. What 
fun! There would be foreign 
holidays during the summer too! 
Wow and double Wow! 

Off to Warne’s, Gents outfitters 
in Woodford for blazer, cap, tie, 
house shoes – of course – and 
football blue and yellow clobber. 
Parents now impoverished and 
possibly going out at night to 
burgle or attempt to engage in 
threatening correspondence 
with the well off. “Nine pence in 
a plain envelope on the third 
tree in Barkingside Rec. – or 

your association with Fat Alice 
will be made known” sort of 
thing. 
Then the Fates came along to 
stamp all over the schemes of 
men and rodents. Blackout, 
Evacuation for the timid, Tony 
Dearson – who would follow to 
BHCHS two years later and I 
talked excitedly about playing in 
bomb holes in Evesham Way as 
depicted on a Govt leaflet. War! 
Schools closed! What about 
starting our serious education in 
Mid September? Mr.Taylor ap-
pealed to parents. The school 
could not open but a cunning 
plan had been devised. The 
Group System. Small numbers 
of chaps would receive their 
learning from peripatetic mas-
ters in parents’ homes. Volun-
teers were called for. And so a 
class was convened at my resi-
dence, 38 Dellwood Gdns. Il-
ford. This class comprised. An-
drews A, Yates C, Orbell R, 
Read T, Kelley P and Godfrey, 
P, (myself). There may have 
been a couple more, but this 
poor old chap can’t remember. 
But I feel six was the recom-
mended number of boys. To this 
small elite band Group tutoring 
was, I feel very successful. Mr. 
Crocker came youthful and 
smiley to inculcate the unwilling 
into the secrets of mathematics, 
Mr.Scott who reminded us of a 
warder from films about Dart-
moor, was science, Geography 
– sandy haired tallish master 
who probably had a name but it 
eludes my memory, Mr. Steel – 
English- reminding us of 
Mr.Quelch of Greyfriars. He only 
drank hot water. This curiosity 
set him apart in our minds. 
Probably a sufferer from com-
batant internal juices and so 
one should feel compassion. 
Boys lack this vital ingredient I 
fear. He was thus seen as an 
eccentric. Mr. May began our 
French explorations. History 
master – Mr.Romans? I think 
and perhaps Mr. Taylor MA 
(Cantab) saw to our R.E. He 

used to appear driving his black 
Austin two seater with dicky 
seats at the rear. Mr. Crocker 
rode a bike, others walked. This 
walking often led to long pauses 
between lessons. This we all 
enjoyed. Philip Kelley played 
the piano, the Winter War that 
Finland was engaged in with 
Uncle Joe’s lot and this inter-
ested us, tanks and aircraft 
were discussed, sandwiches 
eaten at lunchtime. During one 
of the down times, the Devil, 
well known for his interest in idle 
hands, demonstrated the under-
lying unpleasantness of even 
quite nice boys. How easy bully-
ing can break out. How it began 
I don’t recall, but someone hit 
Tony Read in the front garden, 
others were pleased to push 
and shove the unfortunate and 
undeserving victim. An act pro-
ducing a lifetime’s embarrassed 
guilt I hit my friend on the nose. 
It had something to do with his 
transfer to our school from an-
other, which wasn’t going to 
open. Mrs. Read understanda-
bly, never really cared much for 
me following this incident. 
The authorities decided as 1940 
arrived that schools could par-
tially re-open. A relief for the 
wandering masters. Our group 
would report for morning train-
ing in January. Surprise how 
small the class was – I think 22 
boys were mustered. At Gearies 
we had reached fifty boys and 
girls. First edict: House shoes 
will be worn at all times! Second 
commandment: Only Boy Scout 
badges may be worn on blaz-
ers. Several of us had come 
adorned with a lapel bright with 
Mickey Mouse Club, Cococub, 
Ovaltinies’s badges and their 
like. Off these had to come. 
The school seemed so empty. 
Only the single year before us, 
Men of ‘38 were present. Every-
where empty classrooms and 
talk of damage done by the 
occupying army – ours appar-

(Continued on page 14) 

Peter Godfrey (BHCHS 1939-44) is undoubtedly one of my “star finds” of this year. With minimal prompting, he has written an exten-
sive and highly amusing account of life at school during the early days of BHCHS. Here is the first instalment.  



 Page 13 Old Buckwellians News, November 2002  

HAVING recently met again my 
inspirational BHCHS art teacher 
Arnold Smethurst, and also having 
recently enjoyed reunion dinners 
with my old school pals Mike Nash, 
Andy Imms, Richard Tarry and 
Graham Wilkins, and observing 
what splendid young fellows they’ve 
developed into during the last forty 
years, my sadness on learning of 
the recent death of another school 
friend, Jeff Wardell, has been made 
all the more poignant. Jeff was 
someone I would definitely have 
sought out in the hope of meeting 
again. 
Back in the 50’s Jeff and I lived 
close by on the Debden estate, two 
of the ‘yobs from Debden’ as one of 
our more class-conscious BHCHS 
masters used to describe us. We 
were friends throughout our school 
years, indeed we were companions 
when each of us got drunk for the 
first time at age thirteen or there-
abouts. We’d already had a few 
‘trial tasters’ because Jeff’s father 
brewed beer and wine and he didn’t 
mark the bottles, so we sneaked a 
glass or two when nobody was 
about. Jeff’s father was such an 
easy-going and pleasant-natured 
man that he probably wouldn’t have 
cared much, but we kept it furtive 
anyway, just to be on the safe side. 
The trouble was, we’d never man-
aged to achieve that really desir-
able condition we’d observed, in 
which the drinker becomes com-
pelled to stagger into brick walls 
while singing ‘Knees up Mother 
Brown’. And so, one Christmas 
(1957 I think) Jeff devised a clever 
plan to get us drunk. 
On Christmas Eve, during the late 
morning and early afternoon we 
would make house calls to as many 
of the various friends and family we 
could find in our neighbourhood. 
This seemingly innocent social 
round would be OK with our par-
ents, but we knew that because of 
the seasonal jollity, by dropping a 
hint or two we could depend on 
being offered a small glass of 
sherry or beer or something at 
every house. And so, on that 
memorable Christmas Eve, after a 
great many house calls, we made 
our way unsteadily to the deserted 
potting shed on my father’s allot-
ment where we laughed hysteri-
cally, analysed our condition and 
discussed in slurred speech how 
absolutely marvellous we felt, then 
fell asleep. We woke up, freezing 
cold and feeling more ill than we’d 

ever imagined it was possible to 
feel, and vowed never to drink 
again. A vow neither of us kept. 
But not all the adventures Jeff and I 
shared involved this kind of dissipa-
tion. Some were quite athletic with 
lots of healthy running. Take for 
instance a sunny spring afternoon 
when we left school to walk home 
across the fields off Palmerston 
Road. Beside a garden fence we 
came across a pile of builder’s 
pebbles and amused ourselves by 
aiming them at a concrete post 
standing nearby. Jeff scored a 
direct hit, which bounced off the 
post, over the garden fence and 
struck a child innocently playing in 
the garden, who promptly ran in-
doors screaming. I insisted that the 
pebble was too small to have 
caused injury but Jeff was a decent 
lad and with commendable consci-
entiousness went to the house 

(dragging me reluctantly with him) 
to make sure the child was alright. 
The door was opened by a youth a 
few years older and a lot larger than 
us and Jeff began ‘We’re very sorry 
but the stone bounced …’ 
The next event took place in what 
seemed like slow motion: The youth 
grabbed both lapels of my school 
blazer (unwisely I’d been standing 
nearer to him than Jeff) shook me 
vigorously from side to side then 
flung me onto my back, saying 
‘That’ll teach you to be more care-
ful, now run for it before my old man 
catches you ‘cos he’ll kill you!’ 
Ominously raised voices were now 
coming from inside the house. We 
ran onto the field and when we 
looked back, a huge man on a 
bicycle had appeared, face red with 
fury, shouting incomprehensibly, all 
the while bouncing up and down as 
if riding a bucking bronco as he 
pedalled wildly across the uneven 
field. He was only thirty yards be-

hind and catching up fast. 
‘Good Heavens,’ said Jeff ‘let’s get 
a move on.’ (These are not the 
exact words that Jeff used, but they 
can serve to convey our sense of 
urgency). We broke into an adrena-
line-charged sprint not daring to 
look round, anticipating at any 
moment huge meaty hands closing 
round the backs of our necks. 
When, exhausted and gasping for 
breath, we did glance back we were 
dismayed to discover that he was 
still about the same distance behind 
us, still bouncing, still yelling, the 
only change was in his face which 
had turned to the colour of a boiled 
beetroot. 
The edge of the field was a hundred 
yards ahead, marked by a tree-
lined footpath with bushes where 
we could hide. With the energy that 
only fear produces we reached the 
path and ran along it, our pursuer 

no longer visible but still terrifyingly 
audible. The path humped over a 
drainage tunnel some four feet in 
diameter and thirty feet long, a 
place we sometimes stopped at to 
smoke on our usually more leisurely 
journeys to and from BHCHS. We 
ducked into the pipe and, bent 
double made our way to the middle 
where we collapsed. 
A couple of minutes passed then, 
like a scene from the most hideous 
nightmare, the bloated beetroot 
face appeared at the end of the 
tunnel, glared at us malevolently for 
a moment then disappeared from 
view. ‘I wonder what he’s going to 
do next?’ said Jeff (again, these 
were not Jeff’s exact words). We 
didn’t wonder for long. Within half a 
minute he re-appeared carrying an 
armful of bricks and rocks and 
began hurling them into the tunnel. 
As they bounced off the walls and 
whistled past our ears we exited 
from the other end and began 

sprinting across the next field, 
aware as never before of the dan-
ger we were in. Close behind us 
was the madman, bouncing along 
on his bicycle. This was no ordinary 
nightmare. This was a recurring 
nightmare. 
We were close to our limit. Ahead 
of us stood civilisation with houses, 
streets and people. Once on a road 
the maniac on his bicycle would be 
able to outpace us. But with the 
conviction that he would kill us if he 
caught us we were intent on taking 
refuge in the first house we came to 
and submitting ourselves to the 
protection of the householder. For-
tunately, we’d put in a good seventy 
yards between him and us by the 
time we turned the corner into the 
first street. 
Out of his sight now, we raced up 
the path to a house and hammered 
frantically on the door and rang the 
bell. After ten seconds, there being 
no sign of an occupant, we pan-
icked and sprinted the length of the 
street to make up for lost time. On 
to another front door with the same 
result. Our problem was that we 
couldn’t afford to wait long enough 
for someone to answer the door! 
The next building was a three-floor 
apartment block and with the ma-
niac still out of sight we dived into 
the lobby. There were two doors. 
Jeff rang one bell and I rang the 
other. No answer, so up the stairs 
we darted to the first floor and no 
answer from the two doors there 
either. On the top landing there was 
nowhere else to go, not even a 
window we could throw ourselves 
out of. And of course, there was no 
one in those two flats either, so we 
lay trembling on the floor confident 
of only one thing, that he hadn’t 
seen us enter the building. 
The psychopath dropped his bicycle 
on the forecourt with a crash. A few 
moments of deathly silence were 
broken by his heavy footsteps on 
the stairs accompanied by wheez-
ing and grunting. I thought that with 
a bit of luck I could make myself die 
before he arrived. But he never 
came up to the top landing. He 
stopped on the stairs for a long 
time, listening perhaps, then went 
back down. It must have been 
twenty minutes before we dared to 
creep downstairs and the first 
words were uttered: ‘Gosh, that’s a 
relief,’ said Jeff (or words to that 
effect). 
Jeff met a lovely girl called Carol, 
and so devoted were they to each 
other that I saw him less and less 
frequently, and eventually not at all 
after I moved away from Debden. 
And then forty years slipped by …. 

Jeff Wardell: A Friend Remembered 
By Martin Jordan BHCHS 1955-59 

L to R John Taplin, Mick Dunning, Martin Jordan, Jeff Wardell, Andy Imms. All ex-
BHCHS pupils except Mick Dunning. Circa 1961 



Page 14 Old Buckwellians News, November 2002 

ently not the Hun. They had 
neglected to wear house shoes 
it seems. The woodworking 
class was dark and locked but 
we could assemble in the hall 
and sing Mr.Steel’s school 
song. This was uplifting as our 
mentors grouped on the stage 
impressive in their gowns of 
black – the purpose of which 
was to become clear – blowing 
of adult noses and cleaning 
black boards. The blackboard 
rubbers were reserved by Mr. 
May and others for hurling, with 
unerring aim, at chaps engaged 
in important discussion of a 
private nature. 
Half days were short lived and 
all day teaching began and 
soon as numbers increased. It 
was then kindly explained to us 
that in order to limit the size of 
our class we should be split in 
“C” and “B” streams. It did not 
represent any demarcation, we 
were lied to, but just some 
would be Bs and some Cs. I 
was a C along with, as far as I 
can call to mind, the following: 
Carver G, Cullen P, Denton J, 
Firman V, Foster S, Green,P, 
Herbert D, Hubner P, Kelley P, 
Knight G, Millidge R, Morris L, 
Myers D, Rattenbury P, Read T, 
Vizard M, possibly one or both 
of the Copcutt twins. There 
should be one or two more but – 
memory again. 
Those I recall as being elevated 
into the “B” stream included: 
Andrews A, Argent T, Bates R, 
Bell D, Button K, French J, Gell 
D, Horne N, Orbell R, Pattenden 
J, Smith KC. 
I travelled from Barkingside 
railway station with Alf Andrews 
through the desperately cold 
winter of 1940. Waiting on the 
platform it was discovered that 
by careful and illegal manipula-
tion, the slot machines could be 
cheated. More than a single 
Beechnut Chewing Gum, two-
penny Nestlé’s chocolate bars 
and a brand of toffee could be 
had for a penny. After the right-
ful collection of the pennorth of 
goods, the metal tray was 
slowly and gently eased for-
ward. Just before it locked shut 
the provender would fall into 
place and quickly jerked forward 

(Continued from page 12) 
and looted. There was other 
bad behaviour on the trains 
from the ‘38 men. Light bulbs 
thrown out of carriage windows 
and younger boys caps re-
moved. The nameless culprits 
had to be spoken to and as the 
winter wandered off I took to my 
bike as the means of reaching 
the Roding area. 
Others shared the bike ride, the 
weak dismounting at Bald Hind 
Hill where the Royal Observer 
Corps on top of the telephone 
exchange peered towards the 
Thames Valley for the Luftwaffe 
who, as yet, had other people to 
pester. Then the freewheeling 
down to Chigwell and on to 
Chigwell Rise usually to be 
passed by Mr.Taylor in his mo-
tor. 
We would pass the large gun-
site on our right with its 4.5s as 
yet not treated to action and the 
school came into sight and later 
would prove the utter folly of 
prayer. We uttered up nightly 
requests for the Boche to de-
stroy the school in the night – 
no notice was taken of our ear-
nest requests until ‘44 when the 
V1 arrived. 
To be continued in the next 
edition…... 

Paul Fellowes: Shooting 
Star in Southend 

I KEEP finding more Old 
Bucks involved in vari-
ous aspects of the film 
industry. Paul Fellowes 
(BHCHS 1982-87) is one 
such. 
Paul’s interest in film began 
through a chance call from a 
friend asking for some help 
with a short he was produc-
ing. Paul jumped at the 
chance and then realised he 
had caught the bug. He has 
made several experimental 
films. His first film Night-
watch followed an evening 
with two Security Guards 
and their very personal 

problems. Next came Score. 
This was an exploration of 
story telling without dia-
logue following a day in the 
life of a £20 note. Paul was 
then approached by film 
company Phobia 4000 to 
produce the video for their 
debut single Driven released 
on Boy George’s Things to 
Come label and has been in 
discussion with the band 
regarding future projects. 
Currently Paul is writing, 
producing and directing 
another short film called 
Guide. He has also recently 
finished making a video for 
Southend United’s commu-
nity football programme, a 
further music video for a 
local band, and a degree 
film for a student friend. 
If that wasn’t enough, Paul 
also agreed to organise the 
first Southend Film Festival 
which took place in Septem-
ber 2002. 
I hope to give more updates 
on Paul’s career in future 
editions. 

PHOTOGRAPHIC MEMORY 

This was the scene of devastation at BHCHS on 11th July 1944. An enemy flying bomb landed adjacent to the caretaker’s house. The 
caretaker, Mr Beresford, was blinded, and several other family members suffered serious injuries. The bomb fell at lunchtime on a day 
that would normally have been a school day. But Mr Taylor had decided that the summer term should end a few days early because of 
the threat of bombs. This photograph shows the remains of the caretaker’s house. 
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Present 
Moss, Ivan 1962-1969; Smith, 
Martin 1970-1977 
First round 
After a heated debate Ivan 
grudgingly bought the first 
round. 
Election of Chair 
There being no chairs present 
none were elected. A stool was 
briefly considered but was dis-
missed. 
Apologies 
None, apart from the two sorry 
souls present. 
Minutes of previous meeting 
By some extraordinary oversight 
no minutes of the previous 
meeting had been written. 
Perhaps some old BHCHS pun-
ishment, such as two laps of the 
two-bridges course, or hanging 
from the wall bars, should be 
wrought on the unfortunate 
omitter. 
Matters arising 
None: apart from the selection 
of a suitable retiring corner. 
Old Masters 
There was a lively discussion on 
whether Mr. Franklin should be 
hauled before the International 
Tribunal at the Hague for crimes 
against OBs. Some OBs had 
haunted memories of fear rid-
den, quaking first years cower-
ing in odd nooks and grannies 
as a begowned Mr. Franklin 
swept passed suppressing in-
cipient riot and commotion with 
a glare. Others present said 
once you got to know him he 
was a ‘pussy cat’ 
 

School Motto 
The article in OB News on the 
school badge and motto led to a 
scholarly discourse by the two 
classicist present, one of whom 
confessed to actually having ‘O’ 
level Latin. There was some 
doubt as to whether the article 
had perpetuated an error. The 
classicist present who was not 
burdened by ‘O’ level Latin in-
sisted the true meaning as de-
termined in the sixties was ‘take 
now pay later’. 
The old apology “ignosce mihi 
tarde venienti” was proposed by 
the younger on the senior OB 
but dismissed in a haze of nos-
talgia. Ex-students of Helen 
Boyd/Price would remember the 
saying as clearly as their bank 
pin number. 
Prize Paper 
Such is the burgeoning interest 
in OB’s in the interest of histori-
cal accuracy it was suggested 
that OB should offer a small 
prize for a learned paper on 
matters pertaining to BHCHS. It 
was suggested the title of the 
first paper should be “Was 
Tommy Leek’s catch phrase 
‘we’re moving’ a statement of 
his educational philosophy or a 
recognition of our impending 
spatial displacement.” 
Date of Next Meeting 
In true contravention of the aims 
of BHCHS no date was set and 
thus the road to success and 
harmony was truly destroyed by 
the road-digger of oblivion. 
Erratum 
In the minute ‘Old Masters’ for 
‘grannies’ read ‘crannies’. 

Old Bucks in Kenilworth 
Committee Meeting 
Earl of Clarendon 8th April 2002 

Old Buckwellians AGM 
Guru Gobind Singh Khalsa College 9th May 2002 
Present 
About 35 members. 
Election of Officers 
All present committee had 
agreed to stand for re-election 
with the exception of Buzz Mor-
ris who was retiring as Treas-
urer. Chris Waghorn was duly 
elected as the new Treasurer. 
Jon Dane was elected as Din-
ner Secretary. Graham Frankel 
was advised by the Chairman 
that the position of Newsletter 
Editor included that of Secre-
tary. Graham attempted to re-
cover sufficiently from the shock 
of this news to take half decent 
notes of the meeting. 
Accounts 
The Annual Accounts were 
summarised for the members 
present and had been duly au-
dited. 

Subscriptions 
It was unanimously agreed that 
the subscription should remain 
unchanged for a further year. 
Constitution 
A revised draft constitution, 
which had been drawn up by 
Chris Waghorn, was discussed 
in detail. Amendments were 
agreed and a final version of the 
new constitution has been pre-
pared. If you are a member you 
should find a copy of the consti-
tution enclosed with this edition. 
In the absence of further sug-
gested amendments it will be 
ratified at the next AGM. 
Vote of Thanks 
The meeting recorded its thanks 
to Mr Toor for once again allow-
ing us to use GGSK for our 
meeting. 

Paul Charsley’s Mazda Mp3 Richard Mendoza with his “Mygale SJ 2000” 

Speeding Fine 

RICHARD MENDOZA 
(BHCHS 1980-87) has had 
another excellent season on 
the motor racing circuit. 
After gaining his first pole 
position at Lydden Hill in 
June he finished in second 
place. In another race at the 
same meeting, Richard led 
the race for 12 of the 15 laps 
then got passed in a “mad 
manoevre” to finish in third 
place. We look forward to 
hearing about some victories 
in due course. Richard sup-
ports the Orchid Cancer 
Appeal through his racing. 
He was treated for cancer on 
two occasions earlier in his 
racing career. 

Yet another Old Buck racing 
driver has come to light. 
Paul Charsley (BHCHS 
1978-83) lives in St Louis, 
Missouri and is involved in 
the saloon racing variety. 
Paul sent me an exciting 
account of a recent race at 
the Gateway International 
Raceway, a major circuit in 
Madison, Illinois. In this 
particular race Paul’s Mazda 
Mp3 was involved in an ar-
gument with a Neon, and it 
sounds like we may have 
been close to losing another 
Old Buck rather suddenly. 
But there was a happy out-
come for Paul and he fin-
ished in third position. 
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THE PROJECT to trace all 
former pupils and staff be-
gan 1999. The idea was con-
ceived during a relaxing 
holiday in Cyprus. It oc-
curred to me that I had no 
idea what had happened to 
most of the people I’d been 
to school with. Thirty years 
had slipped by and I’d only 
kept in touch with three of 
them. I didn’t attempt to 
analyse too deeply the rea-
sons why I hit on this idea 
at that particular time. 
I wasn’t interested in some 
huge reunion, just knowing 
what they had done. I then 
started contemplating how 
the phenomenon of email 
and the Internet could make 
finding and communicating 
so much easier. It would be 
easy enough to set up a web 
site so the 90 odd others 
from my year could join in. 
I left the idea simmering 
until we got home and I 
tried a quick search on the 
www to check whether any-
one had attempted anything 
similar. Sure enough, I 
quickly found myself at Nick 
McEwen’s original BHCHS 
site! This was the start of a 
most productive partnership 
firstly with Nick and subse-
quently with “Demon” Pete 
Berrecloth. It soon became 
clear there was no point in 
limiting my activities to 
those who started at 
BHCHS in 1961. We were 
going to find all 5,000! Once 
that decision had been made 
the newsletter was the obvi-
ous next step. Many of the 
older generations of Old 
Bucks would not yet have 

 

access to the Internet and, 
in any case, the printed 
word was more appropriate 
and convenient for the kind 
of material I was likely to 
receive. 
Before starting out in ear-
nest, I had to do a sanity 
check with my trusted friend 
and adviser Bill Allan. Bill 
and I have been friends 
since we were five year olds 
at Charlie’s Fish Shop 
(Churchfields) and he was 
the only Old Buck I’d seen 
regularly since we left 
school.  
Bill’s advice was typically 
sound. I suppose you could 
say we have a kind of under-
standing. His reaction con-
firmed that I had failed my 
sanity check. Without actu-
ally telling me he thought I 
was insane, I knew that’s 
what he was thinking. But 
he also told me he’d been on 
the Old Buckwellians mail-
ing list in the past but had-
n’t heard from them for sev-
eral years and didn’t know if 
they still existed. 
I decided it was time to take 
the first steps in the project. 
At this stage I had no mate-
rial to publish, and the only 
Old Bucks I’d traced were 
the others who’d found 
Nick’s site (maybe 20 or so) 
and the three I’d kept in 
contact with. I wrote letters 
to various local papers in the 
Buckhurst Hill area, and 
was encouraged by the re-
sponse. Communications 
started arriving, including 
some from rather surprising 
locations. Relatives of for-
mer pupils had seen the 

letter and sent the informa-
tion to whichever far distant 
place the Old Buck was now 
living. 
One of the calls I received 
was from Malcolm Beard 
who asked me if I was aware 
of the Old Buckwellians As-
sociation and would I be 
interested in continuing the 
project as part of the Asso-
ciation. That was the start of 
another happy and produc-
tive partnership. Within a 
few weeks I had attended 
my first Old Bucks Dinner 
(nothing like school dinners, 
I’m glad to say), paid £5 for 
my tie, and, more impor-
tantly, received the names 
and addresses of the 
“original” Old Bucks. There 
were about 350 names on 
the list. I’ve had great en-
couragement and support 
from Malcolm, Buzz, Trevor 
and others like Des Slade 
and Bob Horne who have 
been involved with the Asso-
ciation over many years. 
It was time to launch the 
first newsletter. I’d collected 
material from some of my 
early contacts and also from 
Brian Hughes, who’d previ-
ously edited “OBA News”. 
Hugh Colgate (Headmaster, 
1966-1985) was also very 
helpful, providing me with a 
lot of information from for-
mer pupils who’d kept in 
touch with him either di-
rectly or via their parents. 
I was (and am!) a novice in 
the skills of editing and pub-
lishing. A twelve page news-
letter seemed like a major 
undertaking, but 420 copies 
were duly photocopied, sta-
pled and distributed. Mac 
Beard had warned me that 
the address list of the 
“original” Old Bucks was out 
of date, so I wasn’t discour-
aged by the fact that around 
40 newsletters were re-
turned undelivered. I’m 
pleased to say that since 
then we have managed to re-
trace most of the original list 
– some of them had main-
tained their standing orders 
despite having moved house 
several times! 
Most of you will be familiar 
with how the story has de-
veloped from that point. 
Over the following 18 
months from that first news-

Memoirs of a Buck Hunter 
As threatened in the previous edition the Editor reveals the story of why and how he took on the 
massive and totally eccentric task of tracing former pupils and staff of Buckhurst Hill CHS. With 
apologies to those readers who have heard parts or all of this before…….. 

letter, the numbers on our 
books increased steadily - 
see chart on page 17. De-
spite one or two little tricks 
I have developed (see later) 
the most important method 
of finding people remains 
“word of mouth”, and I’m 
indebted here to many of 
you who have taken the 
trouble to pass on informa-
tion and clues about others. 
Our own web site has at-
tracted a steady stream of 
new contacts and this has 
been supplemented in the 
past year by Friends Re-
united 
(www.friendsreunited.com). 
A summary of sources of 
tracing Old Bucks is shown 
in the table on page 17. 
Of course, the task has its 
frustrating moments. I don’t 
mind when I get the brush 
off from someone who is not 
interested (I appreciate their 
honesty!) Nor does it bother 
me unduly when I have pro-
ceeded on a long trail to find 
someone and failed. In these 
situations I’m happy to let it 
rest - often I will subse-
quently find a new lead that 
is more productive. But 
sometimes I get no response 
from someone who I’m confi-
dent is the person I was 
looking for. When this hap-
pens I am disinclined to 
write or phone again, or 
continue searching for the 
same person elsewhere. I’m 
left not knowing whether 
the lack of response was 
simply lack of interest or 
inertia. 
Quite often I get asked the 
question – why are you do-
ing it? There are a number 
of different answers, but I 
have gained a huge amount 
of satisfaction from many 
aspects of the project. It has 
involved learning several 
new skills – I mentioned the 
publishing and editing be-
fore. 
The detective work has 
probably given me most sat-
isfaction. During the early 
months it steadily became 
apparent how easy it was to 
find people. Starting with 
various search sites avail-
able on the Internet, I then 
progressed to using the “UK 
Info Disk” (www.192.com) 
which gives access to all 
electoral rolls in the UK. I 
was a bit reluctant to use 
this at first, seeing it as 
rather intrusive. I also knew 
that many of the people I 
contacted by this means 
would, in the first instance, 
assume my real motive was 
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now because he’s out on a 60 
mile bike ride…” (at this 
point I was even less confi-
dent than before, given that 
that David Broome I was 
looking for is over 60). Then 
she continued… “but yes, he 
did go to Buckhurst Hill 
School.” 
Another interesting chal-
lenge has been to learn how 
to use the computer to store 
and organise the data and 
automate the repetitious 
administrative tasks as far 
as possible. I have some way 
to go here. Twice a year I am 
still faced with a mountain 
of envelopes awaiting the 
sticking of thousands of lit-
tle labels. But I also have a 
band of willing helpers in 
these mundane jobs. 
Maybe the greatest satisfac-
tion has been in meeting so 
many new people myself and 
knowing that the project has 
enabled so many old friend-
ships to be renewed. 
I was quite surprised when, 
during the early days of the 
project, it started to become 
apparent how others shared 
my curiosity about the lives 
and careers of other Old 
Bucks. A letter arrived from 
one of the people I’d traced 
telling me that my phone 
call had really “bucked him 
up”. Was he serious, I asked 
myself. 
I must here mention the 
reaction of the staff. I have 
had an enormous amount of 
encouragement from so 
many of them. This has also 
provided a means for the 
staff to maintain contact 
with each other. Before his 
death in 2000 Hugh Colgate 
had organised a number of 
staff reunions and I hope 
this network will now con-
tinue. 
Very many people have 
helped in the task of finding 
Old Bucks. Far too many of 
you to name individually. 
But I would like to mention 
some of those overseas who 
regularly help me by phon-
ing, or even visiting, likely 
“finds”: Ian Docking in New 
Zealand; Stuart Low and 
John Beard in Australia; 
Dick Mugridge, John Gray 
and Colin Overy in Canada; 
Peter Taylor and David 
Woollard in the USA. 
Thanks also to those who 
have helped in many other 
ways. Again, I’m sorry I 
can’t list you all but I must 
mention a few: Terence At-
kins, who has now survived 
two massive envelope-
stuffing sessions without a 

murmur of complaint; Gra-
ham Seeley, who has done a 
superb job of printing the 
last three editions; Alex 
Pryde, who kindly arranged 
for two of the original school 
photos (which I received in a 
damaged state) to be profes-
sionally re-framed; Sherwin 
Hall, who made several vis-
its to the Essex Records Of-
fice to obtain the elusive 
missing names of pupils in 
the early 40s; Dick Bat-
tersby, Rob Lane, David 
Long, Mike Horsnell, Mike 
Hare and Cliff Potter who 
have given me great advice 
and help on editorial, legal 
and other matters; the OBA 
stalwarts Buzz Morris, Mac 
Beard and Trevor Lebentz 
who have given so much 
encouragement; the web-
masters Pete Berrecloth and 
Nick McEwan. Finally, 
while thanking people, I 
must mention my wife Faith 
and son Tom who have been 
so tolerant of the time I 
spend “Bucking”, and their 
help in all manner of jobs: 
taking messages, dictating 
copy for publication, advis-
ing a totally non-artistic 
editor on page layout and 
graphics. 
There are many more of you 
out there who have offered 

to replace the windows in 
their house. 
I have had many interesting 
and amusing responses to 
my phone calls. On one occa-
sion, my call was answered 
by a child of maybe 5 or 6 
years of age. “Can I speak to 
……..?” I asked. Without a 
moment’s hesitation the 
response came back: “No, 
you can’t, he’s on the job.” 
I’m pleased to say there was 
a happy conclusion to that 
particular investigation. 
After the first few months I 
began to refine the search 
techniques by making more 
use of other contacts. Many 
people have helped here – 
relatives, employers, aca-
demic and other associates. 
Usually all I need is to find 
someone who knows or can 
locate the person we’re look-
ing for, and they will usually 
be happy enough to pass on 
a message. The more I got 
into this the more I began to 
see how apparently small 
clues could often lead to a 
successful result. I could 
give many examples but 
here’s one that was particu-
larly satisfying. I had been 
looking through old Roding 
magazines for clues about 
what pupils had done after 
leaving school. There were 
normally brief reports in-
cluded from information 
gleaned by the headmaster. 
The 1961 Roding mentioned 
that David Broome (51-56) 
had “taken a temporary post 
in the Bahamas”. David 
would not be easy to find 
without some additional 
clues - the UK Info Disk 
listed more than 40 matches 
on the name, and that was 
assuming he’d returned to 
the UK from his temporary 
post 40 years earlier. So I 
went into my preferred 
Internet search engine - 
Google - and entered the 
keywords “david broome” 
bahamas (the quotes round 
the name are important). 
Only a few results emerged 
from this, and the first was 
a report in a newsletter of a 
cycling club based in St Al-
bans. It was written by a 
David Broome recalling 
when he’d been a member of 
another cycling club in the 
Bahamas. This didn’t look 
very promising but I went 
back to my list of 40 
matches on the name David 
Broome and, sure enough, 
there was one listed in St 
Albans. I called the number 
and the phone was answered 
by Mrs Broome. “Sorry, you 
can’t speak to David right 

to help and are probably 
waiting for me to suggest 
how. If anyone would be 
interested in joining the 
unofficial editorial team 
(maybe I should make it 
‘official’?), I’d like to hear 
from you. Alternatively I can 
always use more help on the 
newsletter distribution 
team, given that it is impos-
sible to give a lot of notice 
prior to the arrival of copies 
back from the printer. For 
this particular job, it is help-
ful if you are within reason-
able distance of Hertford. 
After seven newsletters 
13,000 mailings 18,000 
emails (sad, isn’t it!), I have-
n’t lost any of my original 
enthusiasm. Of course, it 
will become steadily harder 
to trace the remaining Old 
Bucks. Eventually, I sup-
pose the volume of material 
for publication will reduce 
but it would be good to 
maintain OB News at its 
present size for as long as 
possible. So please keep 
sending me material and 
contact me if you have any 
news items to report. Also, if 
you have any clues about 
Old Bucks not yet on the 
“found” list, I’d be delighted 
to hear from you. If you 
don’t have access to the 

 % 
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For Naive, the daughter of 
Chief Biggabangga, on 
Tommy Handley’s madcap 
tropical island, everything 
was new, and her catch 
phrase was: “What is a ...?”. 
When McDuff Jr. came out 
with the line: “What is a 
traitor?” with Naive’s into-
nation pattern, it brought 
the house down. 
Derek mentioned that 
Wolfit reprimanded the au-
dience at the end of the per-
formance, but he did not 
add that Wolfit was casti-
gated in the press the fol-
lowing day, and the general 
opinion seemed to be that he 
got what he deserved. 
As a youth, I used to spend 
a high proportion of my 
meagre pocket money at-
tending performances in the 
West End, and saw Wolfit 
acting on a number of occa-
sions. He was a superb ac-
tor, and was utterly bril-
liant as King Lear, but was 
less successful as an actor-
manager, and tended to 
employ mediocre actors. No 
doubt this was partly for 
financial reasons, but there 
was probably a more impor-
tant factor.  
Another expedition for Sixth 
Formers a year or two later 
was more successful in rela-
tion to its intent. During the 
day we visited an exhibition 
at the Tate Gallery of a col-
lection of van Gogh’s paint-
ings, assembled from 
around the world - a won-
derful experience, and in 
the evening attended a per-
formance of  “The Provok’d 
Wife”; for some weeks after-
wards, we were wishing a 
pox upon each other, and 
‘busting our britches’ over 
the least annoyance. 

From the Editor’s Postbag…... 
Macbeth Revisited 
John Gray (1941-46) 

I was very pleased to read 
Derek Cass’ account (OB 
News May 2002) of the Fifth 
Form expedition to Donald 
Wolfit’s presentation of 
‘Macbeth’, although I did 
not need the article to re-
mind me of this most memo-
rable occasion; it has come 
to mind many times over 
the intervening years. My 
recollections of the ‘army’ 
vary a little from Derek’s, 
and there are some points 
that may be worth adding. 
The ‘army’, to my recollec-
tion, consisted of three men 
(who ever heard of an army 
of two?). They always en-
tered in the same order, and 
the first two were of average 
height, while the rearguard 
was about five feet tall, and 
reminds me in retrospect of 
Baldric of the Black Adder 
series. After the first few 
appearances, the trailing 
midget received an enthusi-
astic round of applause 
every time he came onto the 
stage from an audience 
seeking to make up for a 
lack of any other form of 
engagement with the play. 
At that time, radio was the 
prime medium of entertain-
ment and information. One 
of the highlights was 
‘ITMA’, a comedy half hour, 
which was enjoyed by a ma-
jority of the population 
every Thursday evening 
(and is probably beyond the 
memory of many of the 
readers of this Newsletter). 

Softball Summer 
Geoff Hawker (1940-45) 
I well remember the 
“softball summer” of 1943 
(Brian Mummery’s letter 
OB News May 2002). These 
lunch-time bouts could be 
murderous. Our champion 
pitcher was Joe Cramp 
whose delivery was so pow-
erful that few could stand 

against him. Nevertheless, 
on one occasion the boy with 
the bat swung wildly 
(probably with his eyes 
closed) and, by pure chance, 
not only connected with the 
ball but drove it back hard 
into Joe’s midriff. End of 
game, and team standing 
round worrying about the 
law of involuntary man-
slaughter! Fortunately, Joe 
recovered and played many 
a hard game thereafter. 
At that period of WW2 those 
who were “rabbits” at foot-
ball or cricket had to parade 
on Wednesday afternoons, 
however wild the weather, 
in gym kit for cross-country 
running (winter) or athletics 
(summer). During the 
“softball summer” the pow-
ers-that-be decreed that one 
of the “athletics” exercises 
would be rounders, to be 
supervised by a female 
member of staff. One such 
willing victim duly turned 
up to referee the proceed-
ings, clearly expecting ten-
nis balls and little sticks for 
bats. Imagine her reaction 
when the little horrors (us) 
insisted on comparatively 
massive softballs and yard 
long shillelaghs! I cannot 
remember her name, but 
she stoically soldiered on, 
albeit with ashen face and 
trembling limbs. 
Brian mentions the US air-
men who may not have sur-
vived long. What I do re-
member is an event – proba-
bly shortly before the end of 
the War – when, during an 
art lesson in the south-east 
wing, we witnessed a 
trainee Spitfire pilot mis-
judge his run on Roding 
Lane and crash in the field 
just to the east of the 
School. Death, of course, 
was instantaneous but, to 
this day, I cannot drive past 
the School on the M11 
(which now passes through 
that field at a lower level) 
without remembering him. 
[I am pleased to report that 
Joe Cramp’s midriff made a 
full recovery - he made no 
mention of this incident 
when I traced him last year. 
- ed] 

Wasted Years 
Neil Pettifer (1968-75) 
I was quite moved to read 
the snippet from Eric Mills 
(OB News May 2002). I do 
remember Eric though not 
well. I am sad to read such 
stories - how awful for some-
one to have to endure the 
cruelty of children without 
any real support. 
I too was bullied for the first 
4 - 5 years and was frankly 
miserable. There was no-one 
for me to turn to and the lip 
service paid to ‘pastoral 
care’ as it was called was a 
joke. 
It was only in the run up to 
‘O’ Levels when people real-
ised that academic achieve-
ment was important that 
things began to change. 
We did have some great 
teachers but we also had 
some sadistic bullies (I 
won’t name names). We also 
had teachers who were 
frankly cruel and those who 
had obvious favourites to 
the extent that they ex-
cluded some of us. 
We had teachers who didn’t 
teach!! One of the reasons 
for my being bullied was a 
lack of skill in sports. How-
ever I on no occasion had 
any tuition or coaching in 
either cricket or football and 
to this day I do not know 
what offside means! This 
was in my view an unforgiv-
able lapse. 
Buckhurst Hill had fantas-
tic academic standards and 
I am forever grateful for 
that but as to social skills 
and giving a fully rounded 
education for life it was 
pretty useless. 
It was not really until my 
fourth year at university 
that I really was able to 
come to terms with myself - 
fortunately not too many 
wasted years! 
Let’s remember BHCHS for 
what it really was. Many 
good points, some excellent 
and a lot of crap too. 
I hope you publish this be-
cause it would be nice to 
think that some of those 
who caused me a lot of per-
sonal misery might read it 
and reflect. 
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Colin Harbott (1944)  I lost contact 
with all my old friends from school 
when I moved to Surrey following 
my marriage to a Loughton High 
School girl. I lived there until 1988, 
working as an architect in private 
practice and then the Department of 
the Environment. When I retired I 
moved to Gloucestershire. [Colin 
would like to hear from his old class 
mates – ed] 

Ken Hearn (1945)  After leaving 
BHCHS at the age of 15 I attended 
the London School of Printing in 
Stamford Street SE1 (now the 
London College of Printing at the 
Elephant & Castle); then two years’ 
National Service in the Royal Artil-
lery aspiring to the grand rank of 
Lance Bombadier! 
Since ‘demob’ I have been running 
the small family printing business 
which my son is now carrying into 
the fourth generation. 

Keith Riches (1946)  After leaving 
school I took employment with 
Grindlays Bank in Whitehall, just 
adjacent to the Cenotaph. After 
National Service in the RAF I 
worked at WT Henleys Telegraph 
Works in Hatton Garden for many 
years. However after they were 
taken over by AEI they were moved 
to Co. Durham. 
By that time I had acquired a wife 
and produced two children and had 
no desire to move up north. I stayed 
in the electric cable industry for 
several years and then moved on to 
a German manufacturer of luxury 
kitchens and appliances, a hospital 
sterilizer manufacturer, and finally 
back to an Iranian Bank in the City. 
We have lived in Essex for most of 
our working lives and we are now 
enjoying our retirement, and visiting 
our four grandchildren in this coun-
try and the USA. 
I have not kept in contact with for-
mer class mates, but I did bump 
into Ivor Foster who, at that time, 
enjoyed an interest in radio con-
trolled gliders. I still dabble with 
model flying from time to time. The 
other class mate that I do see is 
Roy Washington who lives in Seat-
tle. He comes to this country to visit 
his father and the last time he came 
Roy and I went up to the old school 
and were allowed to wander around 
to refresh our memories of 1941, 
doodle bugs and all that. 

Keith Burton (1947)  Having strug-
gled through five undistinguished 
years I then completed 3 no jumps 
in the long jump, representing For-
est House in the annual Sports 
Day, probably a school record at 
that time. I did aspire to the school 
1st XI for the season 1946-47 al-
though our fixtures were limited by 
the bad weather in early 1947. I 
was a member of the notorious ‘C’ 
stream of the mid forties having 
only respect for ‘Spud’ Taylor and 
‘Grace’ Dolman our form master. I 
remember the sighs of delight on 
the appearance of the young assis-
tant school secretary whenever she 
appeared in the classroom. I think 
most of the class fancied her like 
mad, in our ways. I joined Unilever 
whilst awaiting National Service in 
the RAF. I spent most of my two 
years in the depths of Norfolk play-
ing plenty of football in between my 
duties as a pay clerk. I returned to 
Unilever in 1951 and stayed with 
them until I retired in 1990. 
I had many roles within the Com-
pany; Sales accounting, the early 
days of IT (we called it manage-
ment services), house services and 
Building management and for the 
last few years Head of Debt Recov-
ery for one of the associated Mar-
keting Companies. 
Married to Rita for 47 years we 
have 2 sons and 5 grandchildren. 
Trevor (45) an ex. BHCHS (1976-
74) and Terence (42) Davenant 
Foundation Grammar School old 
boy. 
My hobbies and pastimes are seri-
ous D.I.Y, gardening, playing piano- 
mainly blues, Boogie and non-
classical - much to the disapproval I 
would think of our late music master 
Mr Goodchild. 
Since retirement we have lived in 
Norfolk, Cambridgeshire, Hertford-
shire and now in Suffolk - much to 
my surprise, I have an Old Buck 
near neighbour Roy Hunnisett 
(1941-46), and have recently re-
newed friendships with Dave King 
(1942-47) and contacted Barry 
Andrews (1943-48) and Albert 
Burns (1947-52) 
I would like to know the where-
abouts of Brian Astley (1942-48) 
Peter Fry and Fred Manning (1942-
47) of my era. [We are in contact 
with Brian and Fred, but I’d be 
interested if anyone can help with 
news about Peter Fry - ed] 

John Wilson (1948)  On leaving 
school I joined Spicer & Pegler 
Chartered Accountants. After Na-
tional Service of which part of the 
time I was in Northern Ireland (it 
was quiet then) I returned to Spicer 
& Pegler and qualified as a Char-
tered Accountant in 1958. From 
1954 to 1957 I was Secretary of St 
John’s Loughton Cricket Club – 
during this time we played Old 
Bucks 2nd XI a number of times. 
There were a number of Old Bucks 
in our team - some names I remem-
ber are Lawrence Gooderham, 
Andrew Pallant and John Peters. I 
met Christine, who went to SW 
Essex Technical College and was a 
Sunday School teacher, took a cub 
pack and was a youth club leader, 
in a graveyard. We were married in 
1958. We had two sons, now in 
their 40s, with four grandchildren. I 
have always been interested in 
politics, joining the SDP in 1981, 
subsequently transferred to the 
Liberal Democrats in 1987. After a 
campaign master minded by my 
younger son Mark we both became 
Liberal Democrat Councillors for the 
London Borough of Havering 1990-
94. Whilst working part time in the 
early 1990s I was asked to do a 
financial exercise for the group who 
eventually took over our school. I 
was in no way responsible for al-
terations to the assembly hall. In 
December 2000 Christine became 
ill and subsequently disabled which 
has severely curtailed what she can 
do. This has given me a fair amount 
of caring duties to perform. 

Brian Southwell (1949)  On leav-
ing school I worked in a library until 
National Service in the RAF. After 
demob was a clerk in the film indus-
try and then 10 years as an engi-
neering draughtsman. Finally I 
settled for the Probation Service 
and ended up as an Assistant Chief 
Probation Officer in Hertfordshire. I 
retired 9 years ago following a heart 
attack and thanks to the NHS am fit 
and active, and am currently run-
ning a drop in club for our local 
Baptist Church, working an allot-
ment, helping as a volunteer at a 
local Infants School where I am 
also a School Governor. I also find 
time to read the paper! I have been 
happily married to Patricia for 46 
years, one son and one daughter, 
three grandsons and one grand-
daughter. 

Ken Driver (1951)  I moved to 
Jersey in 1973, am married with 
two daughters and three grand-
daughters. Half of our family live in 
New Zealand and we are lucky 
enough to be able to spend our 
winter months out there. 

Alan Dunn (1951)  On leaving 
school I worked briefly with the local 
firm W&C French Ltd, and then with 
the Iranian Oil Services Co. in Lon-
don. In 1957 I obtained a contract 
to work in the Persian Gulf with the 
Kuwait Oil Co. I returned to England 
in 1965 to work and live in Maid-
stone, Kent, where I still live with 
my wife Sylvia. We have one 
daughter and one grandson. 
Now that I’m retired, we are plan-
ning to move to Cornwall, which we 
are hoping will be in the very near 
future. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[Contemporaries of Alan - centre in 
this photo - may remember another 
Dunn in the same year at school. 
This was his nephew Bill Dunn, who 
is some three months older than 
Alan – ed]. 

Campbell Matthews (1952) I read 
Geography at QMC, then migrated 
northwards to do a Dip.Ed at Dur-
ham and had my first teaching job 
in Carlisle. I returned to the North 
East for a Head of geography Dept. 
post at Houghton le Spring Gram-
mar School but within two years I 
migrated to lecture in Geography at 
Sunderland College of Education. I 
stayed in this job for ten years by 
which time the College was being 
absorbed into the Polytechnic (now 
Sunderland University). 
I was ordained in 1971 in Durham 
cathedral, served my curacy at 
Ryton on Tyne and then held in-
cumbency posts the first for eight 
years in the Durham diocese and 
then for the next eighteen years in 
several other parish and diocesan 
posts in Carlisle diocese. 
I was fortunate to be able to spend 
two sabbaticals in South America- 
Argentina, Uruguay and Chile. We 
retired to Corbridge Northumber-
land in 2000, which at least enables 
us to be nearer three of our four 
children. 

Where are they now? 
We have now published a total of 566 “where are they now?” items in the seven editions of OB News. This 
means there are well over 1,000 of you I’d still like to hear from! Your peers at school will be interested to read 
about you. Write as much or as little as you wish, and feel free to include a photo (preferably of yourself). 
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Gordon Hartnell (1954)  Like many 
I am always grateful for my educa-
tion at BHCHS, although as I lived 
in Walthamstow at that time, I was 
never quite sure how I came to be 
there. Daily trips on 144, 38A and 
167 buses were an integral part of 
my childhood. 
Regret having had no contact with 
my 5b classmates since leaving 
school. My grandfather suggested I 
might always have gainful employ-
ment if I opted for mechanical engi-
neering, so I spent four years get-
ting an HND. I joined the Old Bucks 
during this period and enjoyed 
many cold wet afternoons playing in 
goal for the thirds, behind such 
stalwarts as Des Slade, Trevor 
Lebentz and Brian Sparks. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Managed to get a graduate appren-
ticeship with a heavy engineering 
group in Wolverhampton - boiler 
fabrication and foundries, a far cry 
from Essex lanes and fields. I opted 
for construction and was sent to 
Gloucestershire to work on building 
an early CEGB nuclear station. In 
1962 I joined the group’s company 
in India, their first volunteer, travel-
ling by boat; a two week voyage via 
the Suez Canal to Bombay, then 
across India by train to Calcutta. 
Worked on various power plant 
projects in different States, before 
returning to the UK in 1965. 
Moved to a Surrey based firm of 
Consulting Engineers soon after, 
became a Chartered Engineer and 
am still with the same firm! Worked 
on industrial power generation and 
spent time in Western Australia on 
mining projects, before switching to 
project engineering within the steel 
industry in the 1970’s, by way of 
Scunthorpe, Mexico, Iran, Egypt, 
Peru and finally South Wales since 
1983. When Mr Buckley tried to 
explain the mysteries of a blast 
furnace during science class, little 
did I expect to be involved in build-
ing such beasts at Port Talbot some 
40 years later! Am currently in-
volved with aluminium sheet pro-
duction in Newport. 
I remarried in 1985 to a wonderful 
Welsh girl, Patsy, have two teenage 
Welsh daughters, plus older twin 
boys and a daughter from my first 
marriage and enjoy life on the coast 
between Cardiff and Swansea. 
Visitors welcome if you are ventur-
ing westwards. 

I was pleased to make contact with 
Mr Smethurst earlier this year, in 
relation to a printing group while at 
BHCHS. Greetings to old class-
mates including Bob Combes, Colin 
Hornett, Peter Bolding, Mike Page, 
Alan Perkins, Barry Turner and 
David Browning – Gordon who? 
they will no doubt mutter. E mail 
Gordon.Hartnell@btopenworld.com 

Malcolm “MASS” Smith (1955)  
Woodford Green Primary School 
with demon fast bowler Frank Mar-
shallsay and, I believe, Ian 
Sleightholm. Sat and failed en-
trance exam for Bancrofts and 
joined BHCHS as “third highest 
qualified student” in 1950. From 
there it was downhill all the way – to 
a miserable 3 O Levels – despite 
spending most of my time in the A 
stream. With no planned career 
joined National Provincial Bank. 
Called up in 1960 for National Ser-
vice – RA Pay Corps attached to 
the Royal Inniskilling Fusiliers in up-
country Kenya. Short visit to Kuwait 
when Saddam’s predecessor, Gen-
eral Hassan, similarly threatened 
but the “Skins” frightened him off 
(they scared me and I was on their 
side). Pulled back to Bahrain (all 
this, incidentally, under canvas – 
none of your fancy-dan Air Condi-
tioning!) then returned to Nairobi to 
complete my two years. Resumed 
banking career and subsequently 
became one of the originals in the 
Bank’s new Organisation & Meth-
ods Dept. Married Anne, moved to 
Chelmsford and sired Julia and 
Steve. Banks merged to become 
National Westminster and, thank-
fully, O& M is all the rage. Westmin-
ster Bank brought several 
‘antiquated’ European branches to 
the merger and we were asked if 
anyone spoke French. In one of 
those life-defining moments I 
thought of Winkle (you’ll be hearing 
frrrrrom me) Irving and said I’d got 
an O level in the language. Com-
puterisation projects followed in 
France and USA. I joined Interna-
tional Division running overseas 
payments departments until ap-
pointment, to my utter amazement, 
as Principal of the International 
Training Centre. Took early retire-
ment aged 51 since when I helped 
a chum run banking courses in 
Czechoslovakia for a short time. 
Sadly, Anne died aged 43 just as 
we moved to Gosfield from Brain-
tree. Now, happily married to Cice-
lie and a proud grandfather of two 
boys. Hobbies include golf, music, 
freemasonry, travel (several tours 
following the England cricket team), 
watching Essex CCC and, like one 
other tortured soul featured in an 
earlier edition, follow Colchester 
United all over the country! Reading 
back copies of your esteemed  

publication brings back happy 
memories of charismatic teachers 
like Spud, Harry Graydon, Winkle, 
Tommy Leek etc. One, however, 
stands out in my mind and, if any-
one suffered boys’ inhumanity to 
man, it was Mr Harris. A mathemati-
cian of genius – probably, but as a 
disciplinarian – hopeless and, boy, 
did we take advantage. I recall he 
would set our homework and, then, 
enthusiastically responding to our 
“theoretical” questioning would 
proceed to do it on the board! Is it 
too late now to apologise to him for 
my part in the cruelty? Of my con-
temporaries, names which spring to 
mind are Derrick Lello, Mick Alcott, 
“Tas” Unwin, “Hugh” Ryan and Ken 
Simmonds – whatever happened to 
those Likely Lads? 

Brian Shadbolt (1956)  I was at 
BHCHS from 1953 until 1956 when 
my family moved to Chelmsford and 
I went to King Edward VII Grammar 
School. After A levels I went to 
Shoreditch College at Englefield 
Green in Surrey, part of London 
University’s far flung campus. In 
1963 I took a job in Havant, living in 
Southsea and spend all spare time 
sailing and as an RNLI inshore 
lifeboat coxwain. I married in 1965 
and in 1966 moved to Bermuda. My 
son and daughter were born and 
still live there. I worked, at first, for 
the education dept. of the Bermuda 
government and in 1974 started my 
own business, designing, manufac-
turing and retailing jewellery. After 
my wife and I separated I moved 
back to UK in 1987, living in Kenil-
worth [Kenilworth branch take note! 
– ed] and in partnership in a busi-
ness in Warwick. In 1994, while 
skiing in Colarado, I met a lady and 
we married in 1995. We have spent 
since the end of 1996 converting a 
derelict granary near Alcester into 
our home. 

Dave Perry (1957)  After school I 
went into the British Merchant 
Navy. I sailed with Cunard, Royal 
Mail Lines, Canadian Pacific, but 
most of the time I was with Port 
Line. I was in it for eight years alto-
gether. I married an Australian girl 
in 1965 (we are still together) and 
came out to Australia for good in 
1966. I have done a number of 
things for a living including being a 
Police Officer in Tasmania for 13 
years. I must admit that I was not 
that happy at BHCHS as one of the 
masters seemed to delight in pick-
ing on me. His name was Steele 
and was a French Master and my 
Form Master. I was very nearly 
expelled for taking a swing at him 
after he had spent five minutes 
poking me in the chest with his 
folder. My father was called to the  

School and after he heard what had 
happened, he tore strips off the 
headmaster and I was reprieved, 
but also a marked man from then 
on. 
My close mate at the time was 
Keith Bourne who lived at Lough-
ton. I believe he went to Norway, 
but that was the last I heard of him. 
Much water has flowed under the 
Bridge since then but I still wonder 
what became of some of the boys. 
I'm semi-retired now, but the wife 
and I have a couple of Self Con-
tained Holiday Units which we let 
out and this keeps us busy. 

Chris Jesty (1958)  Shortly after 
leaving school I went to the South 
West Essex Technical College, 
where I was a member of the Stu-
dents Union Executive Committee 
and eventually became Vice Presi-
dent. I was also the Rally Secretary 
and Secretary of the Rag Commit-
tee, but my pride and joy was edit-
ing the notice board which was the 
nearest thing we had to a college 
magazine. After that I went to Aber-
deen University where I was the 
Editor of the Forestry Society 
magazine and Secretary of the 
Motor Club. Then I moved to South-
ampton, where I was trained as a 
cartographic draughtsman at the 
Ordnance Survey. I was the Editor 
of the Southampton Motor Club 
magazine and bought a Mini Coo-
per S which I entered in the Scot-
tish International Rally, but I didn’t 
do very well. 
Throughout the 1970s I devoted my 
life to the production of a series of 
guides to views from mountaintops 
in Britain, living in the hotel on the 
summit of Snowdon on one occa-
sion and in a tent on Scafell Pike on 
another. In the 1980s I devoted 
myself to writing books about Dor-
set and East Anglia. Then, in 1990, 
I started work on the revision of 
Wainwright’s Pictorial Guides to the 
Lakeland Fells, but received a 
major setback when they were 
taken over by another publisher 
who decided that the books should 
not be revised. Nevertheless, I am 
still the only person to have been 
allowed to make alterations to the 
author’s hand-written maps and 
text. I have also produced maps for 
books by Wainwright, Mike Harding 
and other authors. 
I now live in Kendal, where my main 
interest is the collection of my fa-
vourite scenes from television. At 
various times I have had 70 jobs 
with 30 different organisations, and 
I have had 50 addresses. 12,000 
copies of my books have been sold, 
and 38,000 panoramas. [I hope to 
feature some of Chris’s work in a 
later edition – ed]. 



 Page 21 Old Buckwellians News, November 2002  
Dave Ablett (1959)  has spent 
many years working overseas since 
attending Writtle Agricultural Col-
lege and has lived and worked in 
over 120 countries. He has now 
moved to Wales and in semi retire-
ment has bought a smallholding 
and also the local village pub. 

Alan Jones (1959)  I graduated as 
a dentist, BDS, at the University of 
Newcastle-upon-Tyne in 1965. 
Freddie Sykes, another Old Boy, 
was in the same year. By choice, 
my profession took me abroad for 
many years of my career. I spent a 
year in Labrador with the now de-
funct International Grenfell Associa-
tion. Returning to the UK, I worked 
as an associate in a Romford prac-
tice before joining British Airways 
Medical Service in 1968. The staff 
discount on fares was made full use 
of and I travelled the globe. In 1975, 
newly married, I swapped the airline 
industry for the oil business and 
joined Brunei Shell Petroleum and 
stayed in the Sultanate for seven 
years. During that time, my mar-
riage failed but I did treat HH the 
Sultan in a, pardon the pun, stop-
gap arrangement. I was also the 
emergency cover for the British 
Garrison and its resident Ghurkha 
battalion. As a part-time presenter 
for British Forces Broadcasting, I 
discovered that dentistry and radio 
are similar; in neither case can the 
audience answer back! 
Again, I returned to England, and 
joined the Royal Navy as a locum in 
my capacity as Surg.Lt.-Cdr.(D) 
RNR. It was to solve a temporary 
manpower problem that had oc-
curred. After sailing across the 
Channel from HMS Raleigh for the 
umpteenth time, I was released by 
the MOD at the end of my short 
contract. Three months in Guern-
sey, with the School Service, again 
as a locum, followed. 
Restless, my next destination be-
came the Copperbelt in Zambia. I 
travelled to all corners of the coun-
try and other African nations. Africa 
nearly got the better of me when I 
was relieved of my car at gunpoint 
by an armed gang. Fortunately for 
once their victim was left alive on 
the edge of town, losing only 
money, wristwatch and the com-
pany car together with his dignity. 
After two contracts, four years, in 
Kitwe, Zambia, I switched to Irbid in 
northern Jordan. An old dental 
professor of mine had been ap-
pointed Dean of the newly estab-
lished Dental School of the Jordan 
University of Science and Technol-
ogy. I went to help on his staff. The 
devaluing Jordanian dinar forced 
me to return to England in 1990 
where I joined a practice in Shep-
perton. Travelling though was still in 
my blood and  

patients requested to be regaled 
about a visit to Angola during a lull 
in the civil war, and my participation 
on an ecological expedition in re-
mote Andean Bolivia during a harsh 
winter. 
My life changed, in 1994, when a 
dental alumni, a good university 
classmate, was widowed. After 
several visits to her home on the 
Isle of Wight, I moved to East 
Cowes. I worked, on what was to 
become my last professional post, 
for the Local Health Authority. In 
1996, I married my friend and inher-
ited a family of two grown-up 
daughters. 
I took retirement in 2000 and I 
concur with the old adage that I am 
as busy as ever. I am trying to be 
consistent enough to get a handi-
cap at golf; am secretary of Ryde 
Rotary Club; do charity work for 
WaterAid; hold a season ticket for 
the local Raiders ice-hockey team; 
and have joined the Board of Visi-
tors at HMP Parkhurst. As yet I can 
report that I have not met any Old 
Buckwellians amongst the inmates. 

Frank Frusher (1960)  I was the 
most distinctive boy in the first year 
of 55/56, arriving from HCHS still 
wearing that uniform, at the end of 
the second term. The cap badge 
was metal, a silver eagle, and I was 
told that other boys approaching the 
station could see it glinting in the 
sun as I crossed the Roding bridge! 
The relief was immense when I 
slipped into the BHCHS uniform! 
This pre-dated George Binet’s 
notorious fluorescent socks by a 
couple of years; he started a trend 
which earned us a lecture from 
Spud in assembly. If you are won-
dering why, after 42 years, this is all 
I can come up with, I can only reply 
that I have never been able to take 
life very seriously. This has pre-
vented me from scaling any great 
heights, but I have had a lot of fun 
doing it. 

David Lloyd (1961)  Having spent 
40 years strenuously avoiding any 
contact with BHCHS: the building, 
the institution or the personalities, I 
find that I have now mellowed, and 
would be delighted to learn of old 
friends, bullies, and staff. The only 
individuals from BHCHS with whom 
I am still in contact are: Jean-Pierre 
Garcier, the French language As-
sistant, who worked on the staff, 
round-about 1957/8 (there should 
be an accent in there somewhere, 
but my French has always been 
pathetic, having been taught by 
North: one lesson every other day 
for 7 years) and Brian Mountford, 
now the Reverend Brian, Cannon of 
a church in Oxford. Brian was in the 
year after me. For the past 8 years I 
have been working as the  

curriculum consultant to the Univer-
sity of Glasgow, Medical School. 
However I am about to move to a 
new post managing evaluation at 
the Open University. 

David Waller (1961)  No job when I 
left, but decided on a career in 
accountancy. Articled Clerks in 
London were paid £5 per week, so 
settled for trainee in Chigwell Coun-
cil at £6 14 shillings per week. After 
first part of Qualification moved to 
Cheshunt Council. Shortly after 
married Joan in 1966. Passed next 
stage of qualification and in 1968 
moved on to Harlow Council where 
I completed the CIPFA exams. 
Started as an Accountancy Assis-
tant and worked my way up to 
become Treasurer of the Council in 
1990.In 1999 temporarily took on 
the job of Chief Executive. This did 
wonders for my pension and when 
the new Chief Executive was ap-
pointed I sought early retirement. A 
decision I have not regretted. 
Since retiring I have taken up golf 
which I find totally addictive. Occa-
sionally go and watch Essex play 
cricket at Chelmsford and support 
Rye House Speedway. Joan and I 
have been married for 35 years 
(several life sentences), we have 
three boys. One aged 32 currently 
on a trip round the world before 
going back to University. One aged 
30 an actuary and one aged 22 just 
finished University with a Physics 
degree who has a bar job, has golf 
lessons and professional wrestling 
training. All right for some. Enjoyed 
my time at BHCHS but the journey 
from Ongar every day was not that 
enjoyable. Glad I don’t have to do 
that any more. 
[There was another David Waller 
who attended BHCHS from 1950-
55. We have not yet managed to 
trace the older David Waller – ed] 

John Norton (1962)  I was far from 
a star pupil and look back on my 
school days with mixed feelings. 
Amazingly although my academic 
talents were very limited, for most 
of the eighties I was Assistant Sec-
retary of the Association of Op-
tometrists (very interesting job) and 
then a business management/
marketing consultant (my maths 
masters would be amazed!) before 
stepping out of commerce to care 
for my wife. My spiritual develop-
ment evolved through life experi-
ence with family (we have one son, 
two daughters and one grand-
daughter) and all the trials of life 
(Gill my wife has had a horrendous 
time health wise) I am lucky enough 
now to be able to work to help 
people in their own development 
and the process of self realisation 
(about which I am currently writing 
a book). I have studied psychology,  

physics, metaphysics, history of 
religion, world religions, psychic 
science and other related areas 
over the past 15 years. Both Gill 
and I have worked as counsellors 
and I combine this with my work as 
a medium. Much of my work is 
done for charitable causes and we 
run regular spiritual workshops in 
Westcliff on Sea where any excess 
funds are put in a pot for the hospi-
tals in London which look after her. 
We very much believe that spiritual 
awareness is about this life here 
and now, that it can and does help 
people and is not just about “the 
hereafter”. Anyway that’s what we 
are up to and should there be any 
old boys (or their families) out there 
who are in need of a good listening 
ear or are interested in spiritual 
awareness I would be pleased to 
offer what help I can. For that stuff I 
can be reached via john-
spirit@hotmail.com 

Steve Hyam (1963)  After school I 
worked for 6 years at the old Metro-
politan Water Board – where I met 
my wife, moving on to BP at Harlow 
in 1970 – working with Brian Mar-
shallsay who featured in a recent 
edition of OB News and Tony 
Wheatley and later on John Harding 
who was in my year. I worked 
through the ranks – Computer 
Operator/Programmer/Systems 
Analyst/Auditor/Project Manager, 
finally being made redundant in 
1992. I then worked as a part time 
computer consultant, mainly in the 
NHS, tried to retire, got bored and 
for the last two years have been a 
Lotus Notes administrator at BP 
Hemel Hempstead. Not worked this 
year so far as they ran out of 
budget, but are threatening to find 
some. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Steve (left) OB Hockey team 1967 

Martin Higginson (1965) obtained 
a BA in Business Studies from City 
of London Polytechnic and a PhD in 
Transport Studies in 1988 from 
Polytechnic of Central London. His 
career has been entirely in trans-
port, latterly as Head of Public 
Transport at the Transport Re-
search Laboratory, Crowthorne, 
Berkshire. Martin has recently been 
appointed as Principal Transport 
Planner, Corus Rail Consultancy, 
York. Martin was married in 1975 
and has three children, a daughter 
aged 26, son 22 and daughter 9. 
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Peter Wood (1965)  I left BHCHS 
with “A” levels in physics, chemistry 
and pure maths; getting me through 
the latter probably ranking as Eric 
Franklin’s greatest achievement. 
“You’ve used a sledgehammer to 
crack a nut again, Wood”. I went on 
to Imperial College, London to read 
for a honours degree in Geology, a 
subject that had interested me 
since my early childhood. I was 
always reading geology books in 
Clanger Bell’s reading classes 
leading to comments in my report 
book such as “must broaden his 
reading “. I graduated in 1968 but, 
not liking the employment situation 
amongst the mining companies that 
were offering me jobs, I did what so 
many graduates have done and 
went for a job in banking in The 
City.  
I commuted to London, originally 
from Essex but in 1984 I moved to 
Hampshire to pursue another of my 
hobbies; freshwater fishing. Whilst 
at BHCHS I had been a keen an-
gler, something I shared with Dick 
Robson (1958-65), Barrie Harbott 
(1959-66) and the late Pete 
Thorogood (1958-65). One year, 
Dick and I skipped school on 16th 
June (the first day of the fishing 
season in those days) since my dad 
had offered to take us to a special 
lake for the day. Dad, Dick and I 
had a superb day’s fishing in glori-
ous weather and so on the following 
morning Dick and I, sporting deep 
suntans, handed in our “sick” notes. 
I cannot think why our classmates 
were so sceptical! One day, Dick 
and I took our fishing rods in to 
school and on the way home went 
fishing in the River Roding under 
the bridge. Despite the “helpful” 
abuse we received from homeward 
bound pupils we were quite suc-
cessful with Dick catching a very 
nice roach indeed. I expect all that 
you catch in the river these days is 
a nasty disease. Barrie Harbott and 
I also shared some fishing adven-
tures. I won’t go into how we be-
came known as the “two Wood 
Brothers” but we have maintained 
the soubriquet to this day.  
I commuted to the City for thirty 
years first working in the major 
corporate lending offices of a large 
clearing bank and for the last fifteen 
years in its head office. It was a 
world away from geology but it did 
provide me with a decent living. As I 
became more senior, however, I 
found my own personal time being 
eroded away and increasingly I was 
being prevented from following my 
own interests of geology and fish-
ing. It was the loss of both of my 
parents that made me realise that 
while I had so many things that I 
intended to do “one of these days”,  

unfortunately there were not so 
many of those days left. I had to 
make some decisions about my life. 
Early retirement was becoming 
more common in banking and so, in 
1999 when I got the opportunity to 
leave with a decent package, I 
grabbed it and haven’t looked back.  
I have gone back to my geology in 
a big way. I have built a workshop 
for preparing rock specimens for 
study, joined a number of geologi-
cal societies and have been travel-
ling the world to look at all kinds of 
geology. There is so much of it to 
see. In two years I have been to the 
US twice, Iceland, France and New 
Zealand as well as numerous trips 
to many parts of the UK including 
several trips to remote Scottish 
islands. Later this year I will be in 
Chile, crossing the high Andes to 
study volcanoes, followed by a trip 
to Oman and then a return trip to 
New Zealand. Retirement? It was 
the best career move I ever made. 
I’m just glad that my employers 
realised they could make more 
money by paying me to stay away! 

John Cavill (1967)  I have to say 
that I was glad to leave BHCHS. I 
recall being offered the opportunity 
to join the Old Bucks at the time 
and thinking ‘not on your life’. I 
would not have been able to explain 
my feelings clearly then but looking 
back now I felt that the school had 
never understood my asthma which 
limited my ability to fully join in 
some parts of school life. Forcing 
me on to a pollen-ridden playing 
field during lunch breaks in high 
summer when there were exams to 
prepare for was to say the least 
unhelpful! Also obliging me to par-
ticipate in cross country runs - I only 
had to complete one lap when 
everyone else had to run two but 
this was probably because they 
wanted me back in time for the next 
lesson, and they did not want the 
embarrassment of having one of 
their pupils found collapsed in a 
field! 
However there was a redeeming 
feature, the Chess Club. My pas-
sion since before joining the school 
and still an interest now although I 
no longer play competitively. I recall 
my days spent in the company of 
David Strauss, Richard and David 
Turnbull, Mike Spinks and the rest 
of the team with great affection. To 
use a verb in circulation in those 
days, I enjoyed ‘mashing up’ the 
computer program on postcard-
chess.com earlier today! 
After leaving with a couple of ‘A’ 
and a bunch of ‘O’ levels, I started a 
career in what was then called ‘data 
processing’, now more grandly 
‘information technology’. The days 
of paper tape and punched cards 
are long gone, replaced by PCs and 
the Internet. I am composing this on  

a machine that is more powerful 
that the one that I started on and 
which took most of a building to 
house, never mind the air condition-
ing and false floor for the wiring. 
Does any one else remember pro-
gramming in assembler? An art 
sadly lost on the twenty-somethings 
in my office and redundant in these 
days of much cheaper hardware. I 
wonder if there is some such code 
still being run on an elderly main-
frame out there somewhere? 
I spent most of the 1970’s at Ilford 
films, first based in Ilford itself and 
later in Basildon and while there 
progressed from programmer to 
project manager. Around the time of 
the office move I married Sheri, a 
local girl I met at a Christmas dance 
at Loughton Hall close to where we 
lived. I confess that I gate-crashed 
the event but I did come away with 
my best Christmas present before 
or since.  
When Ilford’s fell on hard times, I 
turned to the City and have worked 
in or close to the Square Mile since. 
After spending time at Centre-file 
and County NatWest I joined Phil-
lips & Drew in 1988, now UBS 
Global Asset Management, in 
Lombard Street. I still manage 
projects and have yet to tire of the 
variety of project and business 
challenges available in this stimulat-
ing environment. At Centre-file I 
found myself working with Philip 
Shannon another Old Buck. 
Strangely it was only when we were 
away on business and enjoying a 
beer in a Toronto bar one evening, 
that we realised that we had 
BHCHS in common. A long way to 
go to find that out! 
In 1981 I discovered that the Chris-
tian faith was real for me, an amaz-
ing and wonderful find that is still 
fresh today. Sheri and I are both 
Christian counsellors and endeav-
our to help people with a variety of 
psychological and emotional issues 
from both inside and outside the 
Church. Sheri is registered blind 
with some residual vision, being 
partly albinistic and we have a 
special interest in helping people 
with visual impairments adjust to 
and cope with their conditions. It 
was on a counselling training 
course last year that I finally came 
to terms with my resentment at how 
I felt I had been treated at BHCHS. 
Within a week I received a letter 
from Graham asking if I was the 
former pupil he was seeking. Now 
that timing cannot be a coincidence! 
When I get the chance I like to go 
walkabout and recently joined a 
group tour to China which was the 
trip of my lifetime to date. A special 
pleasure was the cruise through the 
Yangtze Gorges which sadly will be  

flooded next year when the new 
dam comes into operation. 
What else ? We live in Ingatestone 
with our two cats (easier for us than 
children) and are going through the 
elderly parent phase. We have just 
Sheri’s mother with us now and she 
is quite frail and in hospital as I 
write. My other interests include 
examining the financial accounts of 
local VI (visual impairment) chari-
ties which arises from the CIMA 
(then ACWA) accounting course I 
passed in the early 70’s. Also read-
ing, theatre, music, food and walk-
ing (still can’t run !). 
A chest specialist recently told me 
that I would be taking a risk if I 
visited the Andes to see Macchu 
Picchu on account of the reduced 
oxygen levels, but there are plenty 
of other wonderful places at lower 
altitude to see if the opportunity 
presents itself. 

Peter Haseldine (1967)  After 
graduating in Economics at London 
University I qualified as a Chartered 
Accountant in 1974. Soon after-
wards I found myself specialising in 
commercial insurance claims and 
for the past 13 years I have been 
working for a major firm of Loss 
Adjusters negotiating claims for loss 
of profits from all types of busi-
nesses on behalf of insurance 
companies. In 1987 I married Lynn 
and we still live in Buckhurst Hill. 
My hobbies continue. The bus ticket 
collection now needs many albums 
thanks in part to those of you who 
kindly used to give me your redun-
dant bus passes at the end of each 
term. These have been regarded as 
top quality “swaps” by correspon-
dents world-wide over the years. In 
1979 I passed the bus driving test 
and subsequently spent many 
happy summer week-ends working 
as a driver for Grey Green 
Coaches, doing everything from 
regular express services to London 
sightseeing and day-trips to France. 
Holidays have tended to be biased 
towards photographing tram and 
trolleybus systems around the 
world, over 580 systems in 70 
countries to date. In recent years I 
have concentrated on delving into 
obscure regions of the former So-
viet Union where the grounding of 
Mr Whaler’s Russian classes has 
proved invaluable. More normal 
activities find us enjoying good food 
and wine, attending the opera and 
walking in Switzerland. [Peter can be 
seen in the choir photo on p1 - front row, 
right hand end You can just see the bus 
ticket in his top pocket - ed] 

Rob Terwey (1968) is Strategic 
Planning Manager for Cumbria 
County Council responsible for all 
development and transport matters. 
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drive from our parking spot outside 
the school gates, to the Royal Festi-
val Hall. Here, at 5pm, a well known 
organist would improvise for an 
hour on the spectacular Festival 
Hall organ. We all enjoyed the 
music, but Steve, being a pianist, 
rather envied the man at the con-
trols! 
Now Steve’s car was not an old 
banger, it was a passion on wheels. 

A smart black, highly polished 
Rover 90 with real red leather 
seats, that was his scene. Sedately 
cruising round the lanes of Chig-
well, he would take great delight in 
putting it into ‘freewheel’. I was 
never quite sure exactly what this 
did mechanically, but it did involve 
several turns of a large bright silver 
wheel just under the dashboard. 
Steve, who did a weekend job as a 
wedding photographer, once 
showed me how black and white 
prints were ‘burnt off’ in meths to 
dry them quickly to take to the 
reception. Very spectacular, espe-
cially if you overdid the meths! 
Anyway he volunteered(?) to take 
our wedding pictures. It was quite a 
low key affair, and ended up as a 
party at our flat in Putney. The only 
trouble was my father brought his 
home made wine. Steve was one of 
the many guests to find how strong 
it was! The pictures turned out fine. 
I often wonder what has happened 
in the intervening years. Sadly now, 
we may never know. 
[Following up leads in Thorn’s for-
mer South African company led me 
to the unwelcome news that Steve 
was found dead at his home near 
Johannesburg in 1999. This infor-
mation was subsequently confirmed 
by the Foreign Office - ed]. 

Graham Smith (1970)  I run an 
extremely busy taxi service in Hud-
dersfield. The activities are re-
stricted to two clients (Emmeline, 
15, and Joshua, 12) who argue that 
they should not be expected to pay 
fares to the “family business”. In my 
spare time I manage the European 
Customer Finance programme for 
Fujitsu Services (formerly ICL)! 
Married to Vanessa, a college lec-
turer in Sheffield, we have main-
tained our near bankrupt status 
since leaving Swansea University in 
1973 by consistently spending a 
third of our post tax income on 
holidays. Children have not curbed 
the travel bug which I picked up, if 
you’ll excuse the expression, from 
Tommy Leek and Co on SS 
Uganda. Unusual adventures have 
included Nepal, Cuba, Polar Bear 
watching and the Trans Siberian 
Express. 
After graduating in Economics I did 
not pursue the “natural” career in 
Accountancy for which I had been 
groomed. I will be eternally grateful 
to John Cleese and Monty Python 
for persuading me to avoid what, for 
me, would have been death by 
boredom (apologies to all you rich 
accountants and FD’s out there!). 
Instead I sold for Procter and Gam-
ble and achieved notoriety for driv-
ing Head and Shoulders market 
share in Yorkshire to new dizzy 
heights. Such fame. 
After P&G I moved to ICL. I really 
enjoy my current role – devising 
and promoting Customer Finance 
solutions, training the salesforce, 
liaising with banks etc. Involves 
quite a few trips on the dreaded 
East Coast Main Line, but so be it. 
My three main hobbies are Taylors 
Landlord, Black Sheep and Mar-
stons Pedigree. Learnt the art at the 
British Queen where you could 
drink 13 pints of Red Barrel and still 
stay sober. Still fondly remember 
Bridge Club (thanks to late Bob 
Sears) and illicit games of brag. 
Anyway, love to hear from Old 
Buckwellians, especially any 
“British Queeners” of the late 60’s 
or 1970 leavers who don’t take life 
too seriously - “the graveyards are 
full of indispensable people”. Don’t 
think that’s what “Donata Reponere 
Laeti” means, but then I did fail 
Latin twice. Sorry Harry. Email: 
grahamfsmith@aol.com 

Stuart King (1973)  I had a very 
happy 2 years at BHCHS and was 
very sad to leave. I am an Assistant 
Head teacher at Inverurie Academy 
in Aberdeenshire. 

Dave McCann (1973)  I did PPE at 
University College Oxford and 
graduated in 1976. I joined Price 
Waterhouse (now Pricewaterhouse-
Coopers) straight from college and  

I'm still here. I am a Partner based 
in Beijing where I have been for the 
last 5 years. I still regard London as 
home and still have my family home 
in Woodford. 

Andrew Greenstreet (1977) I have 
many happy memories of my time 
at BHCHS and would be delighted 
to hear from anyone who remem-
bers me 
(andrew@asgreenstreet.com or 
01245 603505). The school had a 
tremendous ethos and I consider 
that I was most fortunate to be 
guided by some marvellous teach-
ers and role models. After Buck-
hurst Hill I went to Bristol University 
and studied law for three years. 
Following graduation, I attended the 
Solicitors Final Exam course at the 
College of Law in Guildford, Surrey 
and then spent two years as an 
articled clerk in Lincoln’s Inn Lon-
don. After a short period with a firm 
of international accountants, I 
worked as an assistant solicitor with 
a city of London law firm. Having 
built up some international contacts, 
I decided to go overseas for a ‘few 
years’ (which turned into 14). I 
worked initially for an international 
law firm in Jersey, Channel Islands 
and subsequently for another inter-
national law firm in Bermuda. I have 
been extremely fortunate to work in 
a broad range of disciplines, often 
on some fascinating projects and to 
build friendships throughout the 
world. Along the way I got married 
to Martina from Coburg, Germany 
and we have two great children. 
Educational considerations and a 
long held ambition to establish my 
own law practice have recently 
brought us back to the UK 
(Chelmsford). I now have the good 
fortune to practise in my own law 
firm – A.S. Greenstreet Solicitor’s 
Practice (www.asgreenstreet.com) 
in the areas of corporate and com-
mercial law, wills and probate, 
trusts and residential conveyancing 
with plans to branch into other 
areas subject to client demand. 

Bharat Bardwaj (1986)  After 
BHCHS, degree at Manchester 
Met. University, MSc at Loughbor-
ough, PhD at Bath. I worked for ICI, 
Sumitomo Corporation, Gantrade 
Corp. and started Noahs Ark 
Chemicals in 2001 – this is a Com-
modity Chemicals Trading company 
-  we arbitrage through positions 
with 500-5,000mt parcels of chemi-
cal. This is not paper trading but 
with real volumes that move on the 
seas. I am married, no kids. I was 
always in bottom three in cross 
country at BHCHS and was terrible 
at sport. This ‘handicap’ later drove 
me to run the London Marathon 
twice, 1997 (together with Neil 
Johnson  - another Old Buck) and 
1999. Now I’m back to normal - fat! 

AFTER leaving school Steve 
moved from his family home in 
Ilford to a flat in Loughton and went 
to work for Thorn Lighting in En-
field. His laboratory work involved 
testing the performance of industrial 
lamps and fittings. 
He continued to work at Thorn up to 
about 1978. Then he was given the 
opportunity to transfer to Thorn’s 
South African division. I felt he 
welcomed the thought of a fresh 
start in a new country. 
We maintained contact for a year or 
two, and then nothing. Several 
attempts were made to remake 
contact, but without success. Later 
Thorn sold off their South African 
assets. 
I first made friends with Steve in the 
fourth form, mainly because we 
were useless at sport, and spent 
the best part of one afternoon a 
week running up and down a wind-
swept playing field with two or three 
other poor unfortunates in the 
‘dregs eleven!’ But thankfully we 
also had science, music, photogra-
phy and cars as a more positive 
common interest.  
Steve was one of the founder mem-
bers of the ‘Scientific Film Society,’ 
which met after school in the Geog-
raphy Room. The films came free 
from various companies and scien-
tific establishments. Whilst in the 
lower sixth, ‘The Soviet Weekly’ 
was reluctantly made available for 
reading in the school library. Ignor-
ing the propaganda, it was the only 
way of finding out what science was 
happening behind the Iron Curtain. 
That was until ‘The Soviet Exhibi-
tion’ came to London. Some 6th 
formers asked for a school trip, but 
this was ‘not thought appropriate.’  
Steve helped organise one! It was 
arranged that a group of about 20 
fifth and sixth formers would pick up 
a coach from Buckhurst Hill under-
ground station, straight after school. 
A safe distance from school, we 
thought, but the powers that be, 
found out. The excitement gener-
ated by this ‘heroic’ show of Soviet 
achievement in cold war Britain, 
was nothing compared to the trou-
ble we all got into for organising a 
coach trip without insurance! 
For several terms, it felt that most of 
our time in the sixth was spent out 
of school. On Wednesday after-
noons, Steve, myself and a couple 
of others, would take it in turns to 

Earlier this year Dick Greening (BHCHS 1954-61) gave me a clue that 
we hoped would lead to me finding his old friend Steve Machin in 
South Africa. 

Steve Machin, photograph by Dick 
Greening c.1961 

Steve Machin: Some memories 
By Dick Greening 
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Obituary 

We have learned 
of the following 
deaths….. 
Sid Bryett (1938-45) died 
on 25th July 2002 follow-
ing a long struggle with 
Parkinson’s Disease. Sid 
was one of a select band of 
the school’s original pupils 
who achieved outstanding 
success both sporting and 
academic. There will be a 
full obituary in the next 
edition. 
Art Brown (1943-50) I 
was informed by his wife 
Karen that he died on 16th 
June 2002 following a 
heart attack. 
Raymond Gildersleve 
(1938-40) died in March 
2002. 
Tom Pratt (1939-46) died 
in about 1982. 
Colin D Williams (1946-
51) died some years ago. 
Martin Spain (1979-84) 
died in 1991 following a 
road accident. 

Alan Gwilliam 
Alan attended BHCHS from 
1940-45. He died in October 
1995. His career was in the 
civil engineering, starting 
with WC French and subse-
quently with Wm Moss. He 
lived in Cheltenham. He 
and his wife Sonja had a 
son and a daughter and 
three grandchildren. 

Brian Delaney 
In the May 2001 edition 
of OB News there was an 
appeal for information 
about Brian Delaney 
(BHCHS 1953-58). I re-
cently discovered that he 
died around twenty 
years ago in rather 
tragic circumstances. 

Tony Bambridge 

It is especially sad to learn of Old Bucks who with distinguished 
careers and who died at a tragically young age. Tony Bambridge 
(BHCHS 1946-54) is one such. I am grateful to Mike Horsnell 
(BHCHS 1956-63) of The Times for obtaining the following 
obituary published on Tony’s death in 1998. 

Anthony Bambridge, managing 
editor of The Sunday Times, died 
from cancer yesterday aged 62. He 
was born on August 27, 1935. 
Sunday newspaper journalists are a 
breed apart from the rest of Fleet 
Street. Freed from the daily de-
mands of moving news but living 
with the constant anxiety and un-
certainty of judging days ahead 
which stories will grab the discern-
ing weekend reader, they must 
strive to be that little bit more 
thoughtful, more imaginative, more 
creative. Tony Bambridge was the 
epitome of the Sunday broadsheet 
journalist, and one of the trade’s 
very best exponents. 
He knew and felt the pace of the 
week: the stories to ignore (they 
had “no legs”), and the ones to grab 
and run with because they gave 
opportunity for investigation, revela-
tion or just plain entertainment - 
qualities which are the essence of 
Sunday journalism. With him, the 
rhythm was instinctive, and those 
around him counted themselves 
lucky if they could catch some of his 
magic and learn from it. 
Anthony Martin Bambridge began 
as a financial journalist. With a 
degree in economics from the Lon-

don School of Economics - and 
after National Service as a second 
lieutenant in the Royal Army Pay 
Corps - he joined The Economist in 
1960. Four years later he moved to 
The Observer as business editor, at 
29 the youngest in Fleet Street. 
Working under David Astor’s editor-
ship, his love affair with the Sunday 
papers began. 
He was a distant contender to be 
Astor’s successor in 1975 but when 
that job did not come his way - 
partly, no doubt, because he had 
fallen from favour over his mischie-
vous role in a notorious copyright 
action the paper’s political corre-
spondent Nora Beloff had brought 
against Private Eye - he stepped 
temporarily out of newspapers to 
head Unilever’s department of 
press relations. But he was a 
poacher who could not turn game-
keeper, and within two years he 
was back in journalism at the invita-
tion of Harold Evans, then editor of 
The Sunday Times.  
Assistant editor, business editor, 
home editor, executive editor, man-
aging editor - in 20 years on the 
paper he held virtually every senior 
post and was responsible, as time 
and occasion demanded, for every 
section of the paper, whether 
launching one, revamping another 
or responding to an editor’s urgent 
instruction to “get down there, Tony, 
and sort it out”. He could always be 
relied on to do just that. He took on 
problems, absorbed them and 
solved them.  
He was not a writer as such, though 
the occasional piece, stylishly writ-
ten, carried his byline (he was also 
the co-author of a controversial 
book on the SAS in Gibraltar). His 
hands-on skill lay in being the flam-
boyant presenter of stories: he was 
the master of headline and layout 

and a discerning editor of copy. 
No one was better at spotting the 
intellectual flaw in a story or the 
fatal gap in an investigation. But, 
whereas other executives having 
found the weakness might, in the 
heat of press day production, use it 
to spike the story or terrorise and 
humiliate the writer, Bambridge 
would always try to correct the flaw 
and plug the gap. This exemplified 
his high level of professionalism 
combined with a wish always to 
help those less experienced than 
himself. 
All this was done with quick wit and 
humour; he was famous for his one-
liners that would convulse the 
newsroom and ease the tension 
with laughter no one could resist. 
Those above him sometimes did 
not understand his ways. Why was 
he not taking things seriously? But 
he was. He always did. It was just 
that he knew how to get the best 
out of people in a more sophisti-
cated manner than that symbolised 
by rough old Fleet Street ways. 
Bambridge’s most influential years 
were spent under the editorship of 
Andrew Neil. As part of Neil’s inner 
circle, he became the paper’s pio-
neer into the computer age, myste-
riously disappearing from the edito-
rial offices in Gray’s Inn Road one 
evening to prepare the way for 
Wapping. He devised the emer-
gency production schedules that 
enabled The Sunday Times to be 
produced by journalists operating 
for the first time without the tradi-
tional print workers. The result was 
that The Sunday Times never lost 
an edition in its leap over the wall, a 
crucial factor in the fight against the 
print unions’ stranglehold. 
Appointed managing editor in 1993, 
he took over the administrative 
running of the paper. It is a vital job 
but one that can degenerate into a 
sideline of running budgets and 
signing staff contracts. Not for him. 
It was just another area of expertise 
in which to become involved. Be-
sides, with Tony Bambridge’s ex-
perience and judgment available on 
tap, no editor could fail to draw on 
them. He would be asked to run his 
eye over the most difficult stories 
and the most intricate investiga-
tions. He was both back-stop and 
umpire. 
In a profession known for taking its 
toll on home life, he always took 
great strength from his family. He 
leaves his widow Judith, two sons 
and a daughter. 

Neil Allen 
Neil was at the school from 
1951-55. He left at the end 
of the fourth year to start 
an apprenticeship in the 
family cooperage business. I 
believe it was one of the 
oldest such businesses in 
the country, with Neil and 
his brother Graham being 
the fourth generation. 
Neil died suddenly on 18th 
May 2002 and was cre-
mated at Parndon Wood 
Crematorium on 27th May 
leaving his wife, Jo, and a 
son and daughter. 
Those who played football 
at BHCHS will remember a 
determined full back and a 
fine friend. I was fortunate 
enough to see Neil only a 
few weeks before he died 
and he was as happy and 
friendly as I recall from 
those far off days when we 
were close friends and 
team-mates. 

Ken Rimmer 


