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A Question of Balance 
THANK YOU for all the kind 
comments about the last edition, 
and to all who have sent items 
for publication, or who have 
contributed to the continued 
development of our network. 
If you are one of our younger 
readers and you have the idea 
that pupils in an earlier 
generation behaved strictly in 
accordance with the school rules, 
make sure you see the article by 
David Hardy on page 5. 
If you read nothing else in this 
edition, don’t miss David 
Pattrick’s sparkling poetic satire 
(see page 13) of what life was 
really like at BHCHS. And if any 
of you are in danger of 
wallowing in a haze of nostalgia, 
please make sure of reading Ian 
Head’s article, also on page 13.  

This edition also sees the start of 
a major series. Peter Sharp 
begins the hitherto untold story 
(see page 10) of how the Old 
Buckwellians came into 
existence, and the organisation’s 
progress during the life of the 
school. Peter has done some 
impressive and detailed research 
which has thrown up some 
surprising facts. 
We also have several tributes to 
highly respected teachers who 
made an immense contribution to 
BHCHS over three decades. 
I used to enjoy reading the 
alumni magazine produced by 
my old university. Although it is 
now more than forty years since I 
was a long haired psychology 
student at Hull, I had a great time 
there. But when I received the 

latest edition of the magazine, I 
found it a bit disappointing. It 
seemed to have turned into a 
marketing brochure. I searched 
in vain for faces or names I 
recognised. Maintaining a 
balance between the nostalgic 
and the “here and now” is 
important. Just as important as 
the avoidance of those rose-
tinted spectacles. 
I look forward to receiving more 
of your contributions for 
publication, and also more clues 
that will help us find those who 
have somehow escaped being 
traced. 
I hope you will enjoy reading 
this edition and that you will feel 
that the balance is about right. If 
not, you know where to find me! 

Graham Frankel 
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Old Buckwellians News is 
published twice yearly in 
May and November by the 
Old Buckwellians Association. 
You will need to join the 
Association to ensure you 
receive future editions. 
Contact the Editor (see 
below) for all subscription 
enquiries. 
 

UK Membership: 
£4 per annum 
Overseas Membership: 
£6 per annum 
 

Subscriptions can be paid via 
Standing Order or sterling 
cheque. Send cheques or 
completed subscription forms 
to the Editor (address below). 
Payment can also be by 
PayPal and sent to this 
address: 
obsubs@genesishr.co.uk 
 

Back issues: 
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payable to Old Buckwellians. 
Please send your news items 
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publication to the Editor by 
email if possible. Original 
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The Editor reserves the right 
to shorten or otherwise 
amend items for publication. 
 

The Editor 
Graham Frankel 
46 Mandeville Road 
Hertford 
Herts 
SG13 8JQ 
Tel: 01992 422246 
Email:graham@genesishr.co.uk 
Web: www.bhchs.co.uk 
 

The Old Buckwellians Association 
Honorary Officers: 
President Trevor Lebentz 
Vice Presidents: Malcolm Beard  Alan Woods 
Executive Committee: 
Chairman: Dick Battersby 
Treasurer: Peter Sharp 
Secretary: Graham Frankel 
Committee Member: Rob Lane 

Old Buckwellians News 

Printed in the UK by 
THE MAGAZINE PRINTING COMPANY 

www.magprint.co.uk 

Tough Meeting for the Committee WWWeb Chat 

During the summer we gave the 
website a facelift, taking on board 
some comments received from 
members and other visitors. The 
main design change was to im-
prove the clarity of the menus. 
Another navigation aid was the 
addition of a site map. There are 
also some important changes in 
the way the data is organised, and 
you can now see not only whether 
we have found an individual but 
also if they are a member. 
There are various other improve-
ments, some of which are behind 
the scenes, allowing new pages to 
be created more easily. 
We monitor the number of visits 
carefully, and the statistics have 
been very pleasing. The number 
of visitors has steadily risen since 
the new site was launched last 
year, and we are now averaging 
almost 900 unique visits each 
week. It is clear that people are 
getting used to the idea that news 
items are starting to be posted on 
the web rather than always wait-
ing for the publication of the 
magazine. Those who prefer their 
news on the printed page should 
not be alarmed. There are no 
plans to discontinue the magazine 
in the foreseeable future. 
If you would like to be notified 
automatically of any changes to 
the website, you can do this by 
registering with one of various 
free services that can email you 
when any of the pages are 
amended or new pages added. 
One example, which seems to 
work quite well, can be found at 
www.changedetection.com 
There are many other web devel-
opments ahead. As web technol-
ogy improves, it will open up 
more possibilities - the committee 
and Ben Woodward our web de-
signer gave preliminary considera-
tion to a long list of ideas, some of 
which were kicked into touch for 
the time being. 
I am always very keen to hear 
comments about our website, and 
also to know if anyone would like 
to consider helping with the up-
loading of archive photos and 
other material. 

www.bhchs.co.uk 

From 1st January 2011 OBA sub-
scriptions will increase to £4 per 
year for UK members, and £6 for 
overseas members. The back-
ground to this, and the reasons 
for it, were outlined in the Spring 
edition. 
If you currently pay by standing 
order, you should have been con-
tacted during September about 
your subscription. A form will have 
been included with the letter. 
Subscription forms and all details 
are also available on our website 
www.bhchs.co.uk or on request 
from Graham Frankel. 
If you pay by standing order, and 
wish to continue receiving Old 
Buckwellians News it is essential to 
arrange to pay the new subscrip-

***Subscriptions*** 
tion from 2011. You will therefore 
need to contact your bank before 
the end of this year with a stand-
ing order amendment instruction. 
In fairness to the membership as a 
whole everyone must pay the new 
subscription in full in order to 
continue to receive the magazine. 
If you have not previously paid by 
standing order you will be con-
tacted only if your subscription is 
not renewed at the appropriate 
time and/or for the correct 
amount. In order to keep down 
administration costs it will be 
helpful if you renew the subscrip-
tion without the need for a re-
minder. If in doubt about the 
details of your personal subscrip-
tion please contact Graham. 

As you can tell from the photo, 
being on the OBA committee is 
not an easy job. The beers at this 
summer meeting were followed 
by an outstanding choice of curry 
prepared for us by James, a top 
class professional chef who hap-
pens to be the stepson of Chair-
man Dick Battersby. 
Did they discuss any business, I 

hear you ask. 
On the agenda this time were the 
arrangements for the next Quiz 
(see this page), the improvements 
to the website (see this page), and 
plans for the Annual Dinner. 
We then got down to the more 
serious business of enjoying the 
curry. 
Yes, it’s a hard life. 

CHARITY QUIZ NIGHT 
1. Note the date 
        2. Register your interest 
        3. Tell your friends 

Following our successful quiz last year, we have decided to do it again! We 
are very grateful to Phil Hughes (1965) our brilliant quiz master who has 
agreed to be MC again. 
Note the date: Saturday 30th April 2011  Start time: 7.30pm 
The venue will again be the Theydon Bois Village Hall 
Another great opportunity for a fun evening with other Old Bucks, and 
families and friends are all welcome. 
All profits from the evening will again be given to charity. 
Can you offer suitable items for auction and/or raffle? Last time, the auc-
tion of sporting events was very popular! 
Contact Graham to register your interest. 
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BUCKS FIZZ        News and notes about Old Bucks 

Visiting organist 

Generation Game 

Colin West (1962) was recently 
asked by Walker Books to compile 
and illustrate a book of bear 
poems. With verses by the likes of 
Spike Milligan, Roger McGough 
and AA Milne, the collection is 
great fun, with profits going to 
The Children’s Trust, which helps 
severely disabled children. Priced 
at £4.99, it’s the perfect stocking 
filler! 

Colin’s Latest 

Dr Who fans were quick to spot 
the appearance of Terrence Hardi-
man (1948) in one of the first 
episodes of the current series. 
Terrence described this as one of 
his “world weary roles”, where he 
was witnessing a futuristic Britain 
floating away on a starship. He 
assured me that his character was 
not as sinister as he appears in the 
photo. He added that he was very 
impressed with the energy and 
enthusiasm of Matt Smith, the 
current Dr Who. Terrence is being 
more selective about work these 
days, but there is no diminishing 
of his versatility. Just before the 
shooting of his Dr Who episode, 
he was at Glyndebourne taking a 
speaking role in the highly suc-
cessful production of Purcell’s 
Fairy Queen. This production was 
subsequently performed at the 
Albert Hall as part of last year’s 
Proms Season. 

Versatile Hardiman 

The Cambridge Lakes Golf Course, 
owned by Bob Barnes (1957), was 
the scene of an amazing golfing 
feat in April. Five year old Eleanor 
Gamble, from West Wratting 
Cambridgeshire, scored a hole in 
one at the 6th hole, clearing a lake 
and a greenside bunker in the 
process. Eleanor achieved her 
historic shot while taking part in a 
junior competition and the feat 
was witnessed by her proud par-
ents and great grandparents, as 
well as her playing partner, 10 
year-old brother Jacob. 
Bob Barnes was green with envy, 
commenting that he’d been play-
ing golf for 47 years and had not 
yet achieved a hole in one. 
I wonder whether JHT senior (see 
p 9) ever managed a hole in one. 
If any other Old Bucks want to try 
emulating Eleanor they are always 
welcome at Cambridge Lakes. 
Contact Bob by email: 
bob@cambridgelakes.co.uk 

Hole in One 

Loyal and attentive readers of OB 
News may remember the Vasec-
tomy Stakes feature published in 
an early edition. At the time, Peter 
Willis (1968) had produced more 
children than most other Old 
Bucks, but having added two 
more since then I believe he is 

now in the lead. This photo was 
taken at the 80th birthday party of 
his father Norman Willis (1940). I 
look forward to hearing if anyone 
has produced more children than 
Peter, or indeed more grandchil-
dren than Norman! See p 16 for 
more about Willis senior. 

Geoff Scott (1952) is organist a 
the priory church of St Mary and 
the Holy Cross in Binham, North 
Norfolk. He makes occasional 
appearances at other local 
churches and is seen here on a 
visit to All Saints, Melton Consta-
ble which is the home patch of 
brothers-in-law Keith Wells (1942) 
and Keith Self (1945). The photo 

shows Geoff with two Keiths 
(Wells left, Self right). Contempo-
raries of Geoff will know that he is 
the nephew of FA Scott. 

Another new job for the long-
serving and high flying RAF officer 
David Murray (1971). After thirty 
years’ service, he has now been 
appointed as Defence Services 
Secretary, which means he is re-
sponsible to the Queen’s Private 
Secretary for all matters concern-
ing the sovereign’s relationship 
with the Armed Forces and the 
Ministry of Defence. 
David has offices at both White-
hall and Buckingham Palace, and 
the rather impressive rank of Air 
Vice Marshal. I believe this is the 
most senior achieved by any Old 
Buck to date. 

Highest Flyer? 

Thanks to Roger Mew (1953) for 
some interesting information. He 
told me that Ye Olde Kings Head 
has now been bought by Lord 
Alan Sugar (who lives just a few 
hundred yards away). 
In July it was announced that the 
former haunt of many generations 
of BHCHS pupils and staff is des-
tined to become a Turkish restau-
rant. The grade two listed building 
is reputed to be 600 years old. 
Perhaps it may be a good place 
for Christmas dinner? 

Sugar’s Turkish Delight 
John Gray (1941) tells me that on 
a recent visit to England from his 
home in Canada he met up with 
his contemporaries John Read, 
Stan Newens and Bill Branch. He 
had not seen these three for more 
than sixty years. 
John Read must be one of the 
world’s finest networkers. Despite 
having lived in Spain for many 
years he has attended OBA Din-
ners most years and has also re-
ceived visits from many other Old 
Bucks at his home in Madrid. 

Sixty Years On 
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Truly International - Meeting of the Australasian Branch 
Report by Stuart Low (BHCHS 1952-58) 

The year 2010 was once again a 
first for the Old Buckwellians’ 
Australian Branch. Last year we 
welcomed Peter Slade from Can-
ada. This year, Martin Williams 
made his way across the Tasman 
Sea from Auckland, New Zealand. 
So we are now a truly interna-
tional antipodean organisation. 
As with previous gatherings, I had 
met with Bill Matthews and this 
time with the addition of Bill 
Hardwick, to discuss a date and 

venue. I had suggested the James 
Squire Restaurant and Bar in Syd-
ney’s Darling Harbour so we duly 
met to sample the local brew and 
the food on offer – any excuse for 
a glass of the amber nectar and 
some grub. 
The James Squire Bar is where we 
had met for our first gathering in 
2007 prior to a Harbour Cruise. It 
is an ideal venue as it offers an 
area partly covered by a glass 
canopy and partly covered by 
interlinked umbrellas and easily 
absorbed our group without dis-
rupting the other customers. 
James Squire was a convict who 
became Australia’s first well 
known brewer and to this day 
beer is brewed on the premises. 
The bar itself is situated on King 
Street Wharf which is part of the 
Darling Harbour retail, restaurant 
and entertainment area. Until the 
late 1980’s, this was an area of 
warehouses and shipping. It is 
crossed by the Pyrmont Bridge 
which linked the Central Business 
District to the Western side of 

Darling Harbour. This bridge, once 
a busy thoroughfare is now a 
pedestrian only bridge but being 
a swing bridge still opens at cer-
tain times of the day to allow tall 
masted boats to enter and leave 
Cockle Bay. Darling Harbour is the 
location of Sydney’s Aquarium 
with its World famous dugongs 
(the original mermaids), Sydney 
Wildlife World with its native ani-
mals including Rex the giant salt-
water crocodile, and the National 
Maritime Museum with its de-
stroyer the HMAS Vampire and 
submarine the HMAS Onslow (no 
relation to Mrs Bucket). 
It is also a stone’s throw from the 
Crown Casino and Paddy’s Market 
with the whole area being served 
by regular ferries, the light rail and 
the Monorail - in fact an ideal 
central location. 
I am happy to say that Sydney 
turned on a magnificent day for 
us. After a cold start the tempera-
ture rose to about 20C which felt 
much warmer in the sun especially 
under the covered area. 
In previous years we had man-
aged to entice around a dozen 
old boys to attend our meeting. 
Last year with the addition of 
wives and partners we had 19 of 
us at the Lord Nelson. This year I 
am thrilled to report we had 29 of 
us including 17 Old Bucks. This 
was a great turn out with a num-
ber of new faces and maybe next 
year with some of those who 
couldn’t attend we might make 40 
or even dare I say 50. 
We duly met on the 17th July at 
around 11.30am and congregated 
around the two large refectory 

tables that had been set aside for 
us and renewed acquaintances 
from previous meetings and 
greeted the new faces to our 
group. It was especially pleasing 
to see two of the new faces in 
Martin Williams, who as I say trav-
elled from New Zealand and 
David Lee who had come from 

Adelaide for the day – a journey 
of over 1,100kms as the crow flies. 
Both incidentally wore their Old 
Bucks tie. 
We also had other interstaters in 
our group with Stuart Evans from 
Victoria, Chris Aplin, Gordon Mas-
ters and Grahame Clark from the 
ACT. Incidentally Grahame also 
has the honour of being the 100th 
Old Buck traced in Australia. It was 
a great effort for those who had 

travelled so far to be with us. 
The meeting was very casual with 
meals ordered individually at the 
bar and brought to the table. This 
allowed those who wanted to talk 
and eat later to do so and those 
who were ready to eat earlier 
could do so without any pressure 
on the others. 
Whilst at previous meetings sport-
ing and academic prowess was 
exaggerated and discussed, this 
time there was more talk about 
families and personal happenings 
which made the whole meeting 
far more casual and friendly. 
The meeting eventually began to 
break up at around 3.30pm with 
the last of us leaving sometime 
after 4pm with assurances that 
there must be another gathering 
next year and maybe a venue in 
another city. 
I would like to thank those who 
came and made my efforts so 

worth while and thanks to our 
new members who I hope enjoyed 
themselves and who we will see 
again in the future. 
It was especially pleasing to see 
David Lee and Paul Faithfull be-
cause while Paul left school in 
1989, David had left in 1949. A 40 
year gap which only goes to show 
that whatever era we were at 
school it must have had a pro-
found effect on us to have the 
desire to meet up and reminisce 
about it. As reported in the last 
OB News, Paul and I had met up 
at the World Masters Games in 
Sydney last year both of us being 
volunteers for the games. 
Those attending were: Les Bassett 
(1953) and Clare, Guy Lee (1953) and 
Ann, Bill Matthews (1945) and Ruth, 
Phil Harper (1957) and Sheilagh, Bill 
Hardwick (1956), Chris Aplin (1949) and 
Elizabeth, Stuart Low (1952) and Sylvie, 
Michael Cooper (1949) and Jean, 
Gordon Masters (1948) and Eleanor, 
Stuart Evans (1953), Martin Williams 
(1957), David Lee (1944), Tony Brandon 
(1948) and Pat, Richard Horton (1969), 
Paul Faithfull (1988) and Emma, John 
Drakes (1960) and Lee, Grahame Clark 
(1953) and Ros. 

I hope that other Australasian Old 
Bucks who read this will think 
about joining us next year. 

Richard Horton, Guy Lee, Bill Hardwick 

Chris Aplin and Sheilagh Harper 

Phil Harper, Paul Faithfull 

David Lee and Martin Williams 
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  2010 2003 
Argentina 1 0 
Australia 97 56 
Austria 1 0 
Belgium  1 2 
Bermuda  0 1 
Brazil  1 1 
Canada  45 32 
China  1 1 
Cyprus  3 4 
Denmark  4 3 
Egypt 1 0 
France  32 18 
Germany 14 10 
Ghana  1 1 
Greece  1 1 
Holland  2 1 
Hong Kong  9 5 
Indonesia  4 1 
Ireland  3 1 
Israel  5 4 
Italy  3 2 
Japan  2 2 
Kenya  0 1 
Libya  1 1 
Malta  1 1 
Monaco 1 0 
New Zealand 23 18 
Norway  3 2 
Oman 1 0 
Philippines 1 0 
Portugal  2 1 
Saudi Arabia  1 1 
Singapore  4 2 
South Africa  10 5 
Spain  20 6 
Sweden  1 1 
Switzerland  4 4 
Thailand  8 3 
Tobago 1 0 
USA  81 63 
Zimbabwe 0 1 

TOTAL 394 256 

DATAFILE 
This shows where the overseas Old 
Bucks are based. The right hand 
column shows the comparison 
with 2003, when we last published 
this information. Data for English 
counties will appear on the 
website. 

RECENT articles about two fires 
prompted me to recall two other 
fires caused by yours truly. 
I was always known as “Boffin” 
due to my messing about with 
rockets, explosives and daft 
gadgets. Not satisfied with set-
ting light to the airing cupboard 
at home, I decided to import a 
home-made rocket to the Physics 
Lab at BHCHS and left it over-
night. When I returned to school 
next day, several fire engines 
were parked in the school. Also 
an ominous note from FAS (Mr. 
Scott) pinned to the classroom 
wall, asking for the boy who had 
put an incendiary device in the 
Lab to report to his office. This 
caused much merriment among 
the class as I slunk off to see 
FAS. I explained that it was not 
my intention to cause a fire, but 
that the mixture must have ig-
nited spontaneously! (more de-
velopment work needed then). 
To his eternal credit after a stern 
talk and the famous stare, I was 
dismissed. My boffin like activi-
ties were not quenched, but the 
next conflagration was at least 
limited to my own trousers. Later 
that year I found a new formula 
for the explosive used in hand 
grenades, but decided it could be 
improved upon. Where else 
would you keep the improved 
mixture but in your trouser 
pocket? 
Obviously the development work 
was again inadequate, as during 
the after school chess club, I felt 
a severe and unrelenting pain in 
the under-pant department. This 
was accompanied by smoke 
pouring from my pocket and 
again much laughter from my 
classmates. The benefit of having 
the Physics lab for our classroom 
was that swan-neck taps were 
fitted, so I leapt in the sink and 
turned on the water. As the pain 
subsided, the guilt increased so I 

Perilous Pyrotechnics 
By David Hardy (BHCHS 1952-59) 

dashed out and cycled home, to 
avoid being caught red handed. 
I spent three weeks in Forest 
Hospital being repaired. When 
Brian Ferrier was kind enough to 
visit me, he gave me a poem he 
had written about my pyrotech-
nics, to be sung to the tune of 
Tom Dooley. 
Recently while clearing my late 
father’s flat, I discovered a letter 
from “Spud” concerning the two 
incidents. I am very glad he 
never realized I had actually 
pinched some of the chemicals 

from the school lab. 
Nowadays I even worry when 
my grandchildren play with 
matches! 
Thank you FAS for not extin-
guishing my fledgling scientific 
career. 
Later in life, my career moved 
me from chemistry to electron-
ics, with boffin like inventions in 
Concorde, the Jodrell Bank tele-
scope and almost certainly some 
of the silicon chips in your PC 
and television at home. 

When not setting fire to his trousers David was hard at work revising for A levels. L to R: 
Graham Pearse, John Hawker, David Hardy, Alan Wickens, Mervyn Bernstock (back 
view). Photo taken in July 1959 by Jeff Harvey 
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THE continual howling of the 
huskies was a real surprise when 
we arrived at Mushers’ Lodge, 
which was to be our initial base 
for the Arctic Biathlon I had 
agreed to do to raise money for 
the charity Kid’s Company. The 
howling was not ferocious or 
frightening; instead it was eager 
and excited, but also it was non 
stop. This was the first taste of 
what was to come in a long 
weekend in Kiruna, one of the 
most northern towns in arctic 
Sweden, well into Lapland. 
We had left a relatively mild 
London at breakfast time, flown 
to Stockholm and then trans-
ferred on to a plane up to the far 
north of Sweden, landing in a 
tiny airfield covered in snow. My 
office was supporting the charity, 
and I had rashly signed up think-
ing it would be a tremendous 
opportunity for adventure. We 

would spend two days in ‘teams’ 
competing against each other on 
‘tasks’, the principal two of 
which were a dog sledding race 
and a cross-country skiing endur-
ance race. I began to wonder if I 
had been overly eager when, 
without exception, everybody I 
told I was going on the trip 
looked aghast and queried if I 
would have time to do the neces-
sary training fully to be able to 
survive and compete in arctic 
temperatures. My stock answer 
became ‘Well, Ben Fogle man-

Rob’s Arctic Biathlon 
By Rob Lane (BHCHS 1969-76) 

aged it with relatively little train-
ing, so hey what’s the problem?’ 
I convinced myself, but probably 
no others, with that. I now have 
great admiration for what Ben 
Fogle achieves. 
The first ‘task’ was to climb onto 
our individual dog sleds, with 
four huskies, and sled through 
the forest, away from the relative 
comforts of Musher’s Lodge 
(namely electricity and running 
water) to our main base for the 
weekend, the ‘Wilderness 
Camp’. This was a series of log 
cabins with no electricity, no 
running water, but lots of atmos-
phere. Dog sledding is quite an 
art, but had to be mastered al-
most immediately. I was glad I 
am a reasonably competent 
downhill skier as there were 
some similarities in standing on 
the back skis of a sled being 
pulled at some speed over rough 
terrain by four huskies. In late 
November in Lapland there are 
3½ hours of daylight each day 
and so the trip was undertaken in 
moonlight and with our trusty 
head torches pointing the way. 
Miraculously, we arrived in one 
piece at the Wilderness Camp 
where at least wood stoves had 
been lit and a hot meal (reindeer 
stew) was being prepared on a 
wood-fuelled cooker. Lighting 
was provided only by candles, 
our water was brought to the 
camp in large containers and 
heating was by wood stoves 
which burned themselves out 
within two hours. So from two 
hours after having gone to sleep, 
we were sleeping in an unheated 
log cabin in the middle of the 
Arctic. 
We were led by an ex-SAS Ma-
jor and the following morning, 
having woken, put on the very 
few layers of clothing which we 
had taken off to climb into our 
sleeping bags, visited the small 
collection of square wooden huts 
where a planked seat with a hole 
constituted the camp lavatories 
(no chemicals used, by the way – 
not needed in sub-zero tempera-
tures), we had the day’s briefing. 
The first day was the dog sled 
race where we could competi-
tively use the skills we had ac-
quired the previous evening. The 
dogs as usual were baying to go 
and the skill in winning the race 
(which my team did!) was in 
pacing the dogs in the morning 

so that they were not exhausted 
in the afternoon, and remember-
ing to climb off the sled on every 
incline and run beside it with the 
dogs to avoid tiring them unduly 
– but also making sure you did 
not get left behind. The first day 
was an impressively ‘balmy’ 
minus 5oC and the race was 
across frozen lakes and through 
forests, with a lunch stop in a 
traditional Lapland tepee for a 

hot plate of reindeer stew (again) 
and coffee. The race was enor-
mous fun, the only challenge 
being that I discovered that hus-
kies ‘go to the lavatory’ as they 
are running, which is quite an 
experience, but you realise it is 
quite sensible once you get used 
to the idea. 
Day two, however, was more 
challenging. The temperature had 
plummeted to minus 29oC over-
night and cross-country skiing 
30km is not a walk in the park. 
We started during daylight and 
the scenery was stunning; the 
mostly twilight state of the day-
light itself meant that the snow-
covered forests were bathed in 
deep pink light and the only 
other people we saw were local 
Laplanders who were using their 
favourite method of transport, 
which are dog sleds. The chal-
lenge of this cross-country ski 

though was the extreme tempera-
ture. I never realised how cold 
cold could be. I had the same 
complaint as Ben Fogle (but that 
was my only similarity), which is 
that when you exhale, your 
breath freezes and so icicles form 
on your nasal hairs, eyelashes 
and eyebrows, and your collar 
and hat become dusted with a 
thick layer of ice particles. We 
all looked extraordinary. The 
touch of hypothermia which I 
began to experience was rather 
less fun however, and it is inter-
esting how it silently takes hold 
of you without any realisation, 
just with (fortunately) others 
noticing that you have slowed 
up. 
The race ended back at Mushers’ 
Lodge and when I arrived back 
there, the team doctor told me to 
sit in the sauna, fully clothed in 
my four layers of arctic gear, 
until I had thawed out. I sat there 
for 40 minutes with not a bead of 
sweat breaking out, but slowly 
my inner core came back to 
something approaching normal. 
Quite an experience. 
It was a tremendous thing to do 
and we raised almost £40,000 for 
the charity and, to cap it all, after 
three weeks I regained the feel-
ing in the tips of my fingers, 
which had disappeared with mild 
frostbite! 

Rob (far right) and his friends 

Rob pushing a sled 

Rob’s scary dog 

Rob on his sled 
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ERIC “JOHNNY” JOHNSON was 
one of the real characters among 
the staff at BHCHS. His former 
pupils may be surprised to learn 
that he went to a public school in 
Northampton on a scholarship. He 
studied chemistry at London Uni-
versity and served in the RAF be-
fore starting his teaching career at 
Park Modern Secondary School in 
Barking. He was a keen and skilled 
rugby player, representing both 
Northampton and Blackheath 
clubs. He arrived at BHCHS in 
1955. At some point during his 
early years at BHCHS he seems to 
have left the staff to move to 
Leyton CHS. This was described in 
the 1958 Roding as a “brief excur-
sion” and he was welcomed back 
– apparently with a promotion to 
Senior Chemistry Master. 
His pupils will remember that he 
was rarely far away from his next 

cigarette, and in 1967, his health 
began to suffer. He was absent for 
most of one term, and then suf-
fered a heart attack shortly before 
Easter. Health problems contin-
ued, and he finally took early 
retirement in 1972. He died in 
1977. 
I have fond personal memories of 
his teaching. I often wondered 
whether his helpful hints during 
chemistry tests were purely a 
reflection of his kindness or a 
shrewd understanding of how to 
motivate pupils. 
Here is an assortment of memo-
ries submitted by admirers... 
 
Mike Davies (1955) 
Mr Johnson was a real character 
with a very easy going nature and 
sense of humour. He was a very 
creditable goalkeeper in staff 
matches although his heart was in 

Rugby. My one memory is his 
attempt to teach us touch rugby 
when the football fields were 
covered in snow and ice. He felt it 
would keep us warmer than play-
ing football. However, standing 
around trying to learn the rules 
had the opposite effect. He didn’t 
get many converts! 
Richard Fergusson (1958) 
I recall him advising us of the 
danger of concentrated acid by 
him showing us in class the tie he 
was wearing. It was full of holes. 
He once said to us: “with all the 
cigarettes I smoke I could have 
bought a Rolls Royce but who 
wants a bloody Rolls Royce”. 
What a character! Sometimes we 
would bump into him in the Spivs 
(Travellers Friend) in Woodford 
and he was always the same - 
friendly , jovial with a story or two 
to tell. 
Hugh Smith (1958) 
I remember on one occasion I was 
in the 6th form chemistry lab along 
with a group of other A level 
chemists, when Mr Johnson came 
in from the next door classroom 
having dismissed the class be-
cause of, in his own words, “my 
conjunctivitis is playing up”. 
Er, no, Mr. Johnson, we're making 
tear gas! And we were - acetone 
and bromine mixed together had 
us all with streaming eyes. Mr 
Johnson was intrigued and quickly 
got down to refining and analys-
ing our little experiment. His en-
thusiasm for his subject rubbed 
off on to me and I'm sure to all 
who took chemistry. 
Philip Lewis (1958) 
He was inspirational, whilst not 
suffering fools gladly. He gave real 
personal interest in each of us and 
our experiments. His generous 
displays at the end of term would 
now be totally illegal and far too 
dangerous. Large lumps of potas-
sium or sodium metal were 
thrown into water and phospho-
rus or magnesium were liberally 
ignited in oxygen in a bell jar. His 
S-level tutorials were magnificent. 
He had a rather socratic approach 
rather than being didactic which 
enhanced our ability to think from 
first principles. I am forever grate-
ful. 
Richard Yoell (1954) 
His down to earth approach to his 
subject that made me decide on 
chemistry for my BSc. He would 

often be seen in the senior chem-
istry lab puffing on the last dregs 
of a roll-your-own after most of 
the school had departed. 
Peter Sharp (1960) 
After the O levels exams had fin-
ished, Mr Johnson thought that he 
would keep the faithful interested 
with an introduction to organic 
chemistry. He was going to create 
a red azo dye, replicating the 
industrial process in the labora-
tory. From a concoction of colour-
less substances we could expect to 
see at the end a test tube of red 
liquid which would permanently 
dye cotton. Half the class were not 
interested in chemistry at all, so it 
was a real yawn for many as he 
performed goodness knows how 
many measurings and mixings, 
heatings and distillations, coupled 
with detailed explanations as he 
went along. As things proceeded 
no significant change was evident 
in the flask of slightly yellowish 
liquid. At one point he forgot to 
use tongs to handle the vessel and 
picked up a boiling hot flask with 
his bare hands, instantly dropping 
it onto the floor where of course it 
smashed to smithereens. I think 
his attempt to modify "Bugger" 
into "Bother" was only moderately 
successful. Our barely suppressed 
mirth was not lost on him as he 
rose from having examined the 
mess behind the front bench with 
a decided, "So I suppose you think 
that's funny ?" look on his face -- 
a magical BHCHS moment. To his 
credit, he was not going to be 
beaten by this minor setback. In 
the remaining hour or so he rap-
idly repeated the whole process, 
not stopping to explain this time, 
and using a smaller quantity. Just 
before the lunchtime bell rang he 
announced that this was it, per-
formed one last alchemical ma-
nipulation, and hey presto half a 
test tube of clear liquid miracu-
lously turned to bright scarlet 
before our eyes. You had to hand 
it to him -- one of the great char-
acters, and a pretty good teacher 
too. 
 
Last word to Phil Robinson (1964)  
who remembers this classic com-
ment….. 
“The trouble with the third form is 
their balls are growing faster than 
their brains.” 

“Johnny” Johnson - The Right Chemistry 

Keeping goal for the Staff in the match versus the 1st XI 1960             Photo David Forbes 
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OB NEWS CROSSWORD 
No.16   “a.k.a.”   By Mike Ling 

The clues with a question mark yield answers which relate to the title, 
in a sporting context. 

DOWN 

1 Sporting interception (6) 

2 Serving no practical purpose 
(6) 

3 The mongrels of Barnsley? (5) 

4 The park keepers of Glasgow? 

6 Markings on a tennis court (9) 

7 Capital fellow (8) 

8 Abstained (8) 

11 Little devils of Lincoln? (4) 

15 Moonraker county (9) 

17 Songbirds of Norfolk? (8)  

18 The dogs of Huddersfield? (8) 

20 The sheep of Derby? (4) 

21 Join in (7) 

22 Small firearm (6) 

23 Cutting edges in Sheffield? (5)  

26 Employing (5) 

ACROSS 
1 Del and Rodney in Bolton? (8) 

5 Designed (6) 

10 Revered men of 
Southampton? (6) 

12 Run out of puff, quite literally 
(4,5) 

13 Carnivores of SE London? (5) 

14 Flying predators of Sheffield? (4) 

16 Genuine (7) 

19 Anatomically, relating to a 
small circular area (7) 

21 The upper class of 
Peterborough? (4) 

24 Tapestry wall hanging (5) 
25 Fickle (9) 
27 Peninsula of SW Europe (6) 
28 Fully satisfied (8) 
29 Method (6) 
30 The birds of Brighton? (8) 

9 Hitting it off (8) 

Solution on page 17 

Gin CORNER 
Tony Jolly’s…... 

The extraordinary weather this 
year, starting with dramatically 
low temperatures, has produced 
some wonders in the garden. For 
instance, many perennials are 
bigger and stouter; the delphini-
ums have not produced their 
rather snappable stems but much 
stouter ones, coping with the 
heavy bloom weight. The prac-
tice of removing spent blooms 
has produced even more lovely 
ones than usual. 
Recently, in the company of 
friends I visited an Eisteddfod 
for the first time, The Llangollen 
International Musical Eisteddfod 
in fact. What an impression it 
made on me, giving rise to very 
moving contemplation. The 
“field” was filled with young 
people from all over the world, 
mainly all dressed in their na-

tional costumes giving rise to an 
extremely colourful and impres-
sive atmosphere. More impres-
sive still were the wonderfully 
happy and friendly attitudes ema-
nating from them all, together 
with good English language ac-
companying it on conversing 
with them whilst imbibing re-
freshments at the various stalls. 
Music was not restricted to the 
main concert hall but emanated 
from many small sites all around 
the area. 
It really got home to one that it 
was obviously a reality that all 
the world’s “ordinary” people 
could live together peaceably and 
affectionately. One learnt that 
only too often someone would 
stand up in the main hall and 
announce sadly that their fellows 
were not present that year as they 
were “at war” and then, next year 
both parties were happily partici-
pating in the Eisteddfod again, 
thoroughly enjoying each other’s 
company. 
What possibilities therefore there 
would be if all the bigots, politi-
cally ambitious egotists, and  
intolerant religious persons were 
eliminated from world society – 
it would be possible to enjoy 
music, ice cream and everything 
with everyone. Only non-
humanly derived disasters would 
traumatise us all! 

Tony Jolly (1943-49) 

STATS SUMMARY 
Old Bucks traced (YOS* 1938 - 1985) (not including deceased) 3,681 
Deceased          495 
Percentage of all pupils traced (YOS 1938 - 1985)    86.5% 
Number still to be found        654 
Teachers traced (not including deceased)      109 
Top five years (numbers traced)           YOS 1973 (100%) 
               YOS 1970 (98%) 
               YOS 1959 (97%) 
               YOS 1957 (96.1%) 
      YOS 1956 & 1961 (96%) 
Top five years (membership**)        YOS 1940 (86%) 
            YOS 1949 (86%) 
            YOS 1943 (81%) 
            YOS 1942 (78%) 
            YOS 1959 (74%) 
Total membership (including staff)    2,005 
See our website for more detailed information, including the names 
of those in each year group who have not yet been found. 
* YOS includes anyone in the cohort who started after the first year 
** membership as a % of number traced (excluding those deceased) 

One Small Step              By Hugh “Harry” Smith (1958) 

“Alright, who’s the ping merchant?” - Pete Sillis in 1959 as he swung round 
from the blackboard and we all swung round too knowing that the Bic 
peashooter had been unleashed once more on one of the great bulbous 
lampshades. But who? Surely not Grey, no not Denis, just looking at him, a 
picture of innocence, a look of complete nonchalance, not the type to get 
up to silly little pranks. All the regular suspects were busy scribbling down 
notes in their exercise books – “no representation without taxation” - bat-
tle of Skegness – all that sort of stuff. Just amazing though how such trivial 
episodes got us through the daily grind and made us feel that it was one 
small step towards anarchy, one giant leap against the Establishment. 
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JH TAYLOR had big plans for 
his son, also christened John 
Henry but usually called ‘Jack’. 
JH Taylor Jr was also a keen 
golfer but, unlike his father, his 
academic talents were also en-
couraged. Young Taylor was 
granted a place to read English in 
1925. His father wasted few 
opportunities to visit his son: 
It is pleasant to recall the occa-
sions when I went to Oxford with 
my team of professionals to play 
the Varsity team at Southfield. 
The idea of such a match was put 
into my head by my son who was 
up at Univ. from 1925 to 1928 
and a member of the Varsity 
team in each of those years. 
Rather I should say he transmit-
ted the idea, for it had emanated 
from the Rev CR Carter and Sir 
John Miles, president and vice-
president of the Oxford Univer-
sity Golf Club for 1925-26. As 
bait it was promised that we 
should be heartily welcomed, 
allocated to and put up at the 
various colleges to which the 
members of the Oxford side be-
longed, and generally fussed 
over. (Golf: My Life’s Work, p. 
204). 
Young Jack played in the varsity 
matches of 1926, 1927 and 1928, 
losing to Cambridge on all three 
occasions, much to the chagrin of 
his father. Jack found it difficult 
to play his best golf with his 
father watching and it was be-
coming clear that he was not a 
future Bobby Jones himself. But 
his father was far from disap-
pointed, as he reveals at the end 
of the chapter following a 

A Golfing Legacy 
Many readers will be aware that JH Taylor, our first headmaster, was the son of a golfing legend. John Henry Taylor senior (1871-
1963) was a dominant force in British golf from 1890 to 1913. He became the first English professional to win the Open and achieved 
this five times, as well as being runner up in four consecutive years during the same period. I was delighted to hear from Nick Smith 
who, despite having no other connection with BHCHS, kindly sent me an article he wrote for the University College, Oxford magazine. 
The piece that follows is an extract. 

lengthy tribute to his friend, 
Farky: 
I surmise that [Farquharson] 
derived the greatest satisfaction 
from winning, in partnership 
with my son, the University four-
somes competition, in which 
each college is represented by a 
graduate and an undergraduate. 
When I point out that the final 
was successfully contested 
against Raymond Oppenheimer 
and Mr JG Barrington Ward, 
representing Christ Church, the 
measure of Mr Farquharson’s 
achievement can be assessed, as 
he was not a low handicap 
player. As befitting a scholar he 
was sagacious in his mental 
approach to the game; consonant 
with his nationality he was perti-
nacious in his application, treat-
ing the game with the utmost 
seriousness, by which he won my 
wholehearted approbation. To 
his kindness I owe in large meas-
ure my connection with univer-
sity life and some of my proudest 
moments. When my son was 
elected President of the Junior 
Common Room at Univ., not the 
winning of any of my five Open 
Championships pleased me more 
(p. 208). 
Not many fathers get the chance 
to choose between the two! 
Still a formidable golfer, JH 
Taylor Sr captained the British 
team to victory in the Ryder Cup 
of 1933, the only captain never 
to have played in the event him-
self.  
Young Jack Taylor, meanwhile, 
fulfilled his duties as Univ JCR 
President with aplomb and 
gained an Upper Second 
(possibly thanks to the tutoring 
of one CS Lewis) before forsak-
ing competitive golf and enjoy-
ing a distinguished career as an 
educationalist. He was headmas-
ter of Buckhurst Hill County 
High School, Essex, from 1938 
until his retirement in 1966. The 
school also adopted Univ’s col-
ours of dark blue and gold and 
sent many of its star pupils to 
Univ. It was to Farky that Jack 
turned for the school motto of 
Donata Reponere Laeti 
(“Rejoice to Repay”), words 
taken from the seventh chapter of 

Book 1 of the Epistles of Horace. 
Buckhurst Hill “was my father’s 
great love and his life’s achieve-
ment”, according to his son – 
yes, you’ve guessed it – J.H. 
Taylor (‘John’).  
By the third generation the golf-
ing genes had dissipated some-
what but John Taylor followed in 
the family footsteps by winning a 
place at University College in 
1958. He rowed for a successful 
1st Torpid but had no aspirations 
to compete against Arnold 
Palmer and co. Alas, he has yet 
to show the USPGA how the old 
game should be played but he 
has been generous in his help in 
the preparation of this article.    
I am grateful to Nick Smith for his 

permission to publish this extract. 
If you would like a copy of the full 
article Oxford’s Golfing Greats 
please contact me. 
The photograph of JHT Senior and 
Junior was not part of Nick’s origi-
nal article. It is a happy coinci-
dence that I was contacted a few 
months earlier by an excited 
David Collis (1956)  with the news 
that he had got hold of a photo of 
Spud “with hair”. I refused to be-
lieve him at first but here is the 
proof. Will we ever get a similar 
shot of Hugh Colgate…..? 
Golfers of the Old Buckwellians 
Association still compete annually 
for the JH Taylor Putter Trophy, 
thus perpetuating the legacy from 
our perspective. 

JH Taylor with his father c 1928 

JH Taylor Senior 
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In the beginning 
STATE grammar schools were in 
many respects run on public 
school lines, and the latter in-
variably boasted a prominent and 
active former pupils’ Associa-
tion.  
In the school magazine of 1945, 
headmaster JH Taylor wrote:  
I note signs of the growth of the 
school in the expansion of its 
activities... I look forward to the 
foundation of an old boys' asso-
ciation at the end of the war. 
The first leavers from BHCHS 
said goodbye in July 1943, five 
years after the school opened. 
Two years later, on 9th June 
1945, the first former pupils’ 
reunion was held. This also 
marked the formation of the Old 
Boys’ Association, as it was 
originally known. The original 
subscription was ‘five 
bob’ (25p). 
The inaugural chairman was the 
redoubtable Fred ‘FAS’ Scott, 
Head of Science and later Dep-
uty Head. This appointment was 
no doubt reflective of the callow-
ness of the original OBA mem-
bership, and the perceived need 
for a mature guiding hand. Cer-
tainly the school needed the 
OBA to succeed for the enhance-
ment of its own kudos. 
In 1946 the school magazine, 
reported: 
Signs of our having arrived at 
our majority continue to appear. 
The Old Boys' Association is 
swelling in membership and in 
the number of its activities… 
…The Headmaster reported with 
gratification the large member-
ship of the recently formed Old 
Boys' Association in spite of the 
difficulties of forming one when 
leavers had so soon to enter the 

armed forces. 
That year, for the first time, the 
Association contributed its own 
report for the school magazine, 
in a clipped, militaristic tone, 
evocative of the era: 
The Old Boys' Association has 
now been in existence as a going 
concern for nearly a year, and it 
is fitting that we should review 
all that has happened during that 
time as we make our plans for 
the future. The informal organi-
sation which was set up at the 
inaugural meeting last summer 
has worked exceedingly well. 
The district representatives who 
were chosen then have met regu-
larly in committee throughout 
the year. The OB's are already 
indebted to these stalwarts to an 
extent which it must be difficult 
for the rank and file to appreci-
ate… 
It went on to mention said stal-
warts by name (surnames only of 
course), including Slade  — Des 
Slade (1939) — who was joining 
the Royal Navy, but was to be 
OBA’s ‘Forces Correspondent’. 
An attempt to get an Association 
Football Club going had to be 
abandoned due to lack of avail-
able players, though a couple of 
matches against 
the school did 
take place, both 
won by the 
school. The first 
Old Boys versus 
school match 
had in fact taken 
place in 1944, 
and was won by 
the school, 5-1. 
The team even-
tually got going 
a year or two 
later. 
OBA reported in 
1947 that one of 

its prime difficulties was that the 
universities and the Services took 
up so much of the time of its 
members. As regards how to 
make joining OBA an attractive 
proposition: 
We hope that one day we shall 
have our own clubhouse and 
playing field. 
With the benefit of hindsight, 
one might say, “be careful what 
you wish for”. For in time this 
aspiration would come to domi-
nate OBA thinking, efforts, and 
finances for many years, with 
unfortunate consequences. 
In those early days, as the OBA 
endeavoured to find its feet, 
BHCHS supported it as much as 
possible. School facilities were 
made available for weekly club 
meetings (intended to start in 
January but postponed until May 
because of the terrible winter of 
1947), for dances, and for 
sports. 
The weather that year also ham-
pered the development of the 
fledgling football team, but in 
1948 they managed to beat the 
school twice. A cricket team 
started up in the summer of 
1949, and a tennis section 
started playing at Grange Farm. 

The Old Buckwellians Association is 65 years old this year. It has outlived the 
school by two decades, and is not ready to retire and draw its pension. The  
OBA has not enjoyed as much plain sailing as did its alma mater. Over the 
years there have been periods of growth and success. But there have also 
been a major white elephant, crisis meetings, near bankruptcy, and the mys-
terious disappearance of the Chairman and all the official records. There 
were times when the main Association might well have sunk without trace 
but for the efforts of a few stalwarts. 
However, the respect and affection held for the school by large numbers of 
its alumni, tempered by affront and dismay at its unwarranted closure, has 
provided the glue which has held OBA together. This continuing attachment 

has also enabled it to expand its membership dramatically in recent years. 
Eighty percent of members joined within the last ten years, and prior to that 
probably had little or no idea what was happening to the Association, or 
even that it still existed. Old Buckwellians News thinks it is time that the story 
was told. 
This history is based on the best available information, from various written 
sources and also from the contributions of a number of Old Bucks. No 
punches have been pulled and the infamous rose-tinted spectacles have 
been left in their case. 
As one eminent former BHCHS staff member used to say, Hold onto your 
hats and here we go … 

Assembly 

A ‘dramatic evening’ was held 
in 1948 (there would be more 
dramatic evenings over the years 
to come but not necessarily in-
volving the performing arts), 
and two dances were held. 
At the 1949 AGM a constitution 
was drawn up and approved, and 
a new committee was elected. 
It would be unwise to say in a 
School Magazine what form we 
hope the annual dinner will 
take. 
Thus wrote committee member 
Tony Flower (1938) in 1947. 
What they had in mind is any-
body’s guess, but the first annual 
dinner did in fact take place on 
1st December, 1949 at the Kings 
Head, Chigwell. According to 
the Hon Secretary Basil Chase 
(1938), it was: 
..socially and gastronomically 
unparalleled in our modest his-
tory. Precedent having been 
established it shall not be al-
lowed to lapse. 
And indeed it has not been al-
lowed to, since an annual dinner 
has been held every year since.  
The Association was finally 
given its present name in 1951. 
Des Slade remembers: 

Maiden Voyage: The Launch of the OBA 
Researched and narrated by Peter Sharp - based on archive and contributed material 

One of the first OBA football teams, about 1948                                                                           Photo Bill Robinson 
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I was competing in the high 
jump at an athletics match held 
at Bancroft’s School. They asked 
who I was representing, and 
realising that I had to be more 
specific than ‘the Old Boys’, on 
the spur of the moment I coined 
the name ‘Old Buckhurstians’, 
which was duly recorded. 
But this was not destined to be 
the adopted moniker. How did 
that then come about? Norman 
Willis (1940) explains: 
.. I can tell you because I was 
there. Fred Scott had called a 
meeting of Old Boys (of which I 
had just become one) to choose 
a name for the proposed Asso-
ciation.. I spoke against the 
"Old Buckwellians" name be-
cause I told him it sounded like 
a swear-word. Fred was very 
cross with me, not only because 
I was being coarse, but also 
because it was the name he pre-
ferred. The rest is history. 
The 1946 school magazine 
(having coined itself as 
‘Roding’) had suggested calling 
the Association, ‘Old Rodings’, 
this being: 
.. not less suitable and certainly 
more pleasant sounding than 
some of the names we heard .. 
If the school itself had been 
named ‘Roding County High 
School’ (as it arguably should 
have been) then this suggestion 
would surely have been a ‘no-
brainer’. But in the event, ‘The 
Old Buckwellians Association’ 
was officially adopted, only 
‘after long deliberation and 
considerable controversy’. No 
surprise there then.  
No one knows who actually 
dreamed up the chosen name 
(though the smart money is on 
Fred Scott). This rather trite, 
clumsy combination of Buck-
hurst Hill and Chigwell was no 
doubt thought to be a clever and 
imaginative solution. As a result 
however we have been saddled 
with something of a mouthful 
ever since. 

The 1950s 
Things progressed quite well 
during the early 1950s. But as 
the decade progressed, the OBA 
discovered that attracting school 
leavers to join a former pupils 
association was not so easy. 
By 1952 there were four distinct 
sections: football, cricket, 
hockey, and social (the hockey 
club having been founded by 
Tony Jolly (1943)). The tennis 
club had folded through lack of 

funds. The social side was run 
by Des Slade, and dancing being 
a very popular activity in those 
days, Des arranged many 
dances. These were held both 
monthly at the school and also 
sometimes at Ilford Town Hall 
where special buses were laid on 
to get people home. There was a 
regular five piece band who 
were so good that some non 
dancers came along just to hear 
them play. 
A club tie was introduced in 
1953, bearing a repeated single 
silver lion’s head taken from the 
school crest on a navy blue 
background. The single lion’s 
head became the OBA’s logo.  
In the 1956 Roding, the OBA 
had the confidence to say: 
We are quite prepared to chal-
lenge any decisions of the school, 
its Governors or any other body, 
when we feel it is necessary, in 
the school’s interest, to do so. 
Fighting talk indeed. But by the 
mid 1950s membership was not 
growing as hoped, and the OBA 
was urgently appealing for leav-
ers to join. A leavers’ tea held 
each summer provided the op-
portunity to address potential 
new members, sometimes cou-
pled with individual chats with 
leavers (this was all stopped in 
the mid 1960s for some reason).  
By 1957 the school dances had 
been phased out due to lack of 
support, and the committee was 
bemoaning a lack of members 
and a collapse of enthusiasm. At 
the 1957 AGM, according to 
Secretary Peter Miller (1938): 
Rival factions seemed deter-

mined to shake the Old Bucks to 
pieces with stupid wrangling, 
whilst the Committee, whilst 
elected, were powerless to do 
anything about it. 
What could be done to rekindle 
the flame? Back to Des Slade: 
I wrote to all members asking 
them to attend a special meet-
ing, or to send a letter of sup-
port for a drive to put the Asso-
ciation back on its feet.  
The special meeting was duly 
held and a new committee was 
elected under the continuing 
chairmanship of Ben 
McCartney (1938), who had 
taken over from Fred Scott a 
couple of years previously. 
Nearly a hundred members at-
tended meetings or sent letters 
of support. The key develop-
ment was the establishment of a 
fund raising target of £3,000 for 
the purpose of providing ‘a com-
munal ground for all sections, 
and a pavilion’. This amount 
was considered sufficient for the 

basic structure of the building, 
assuming that much of the work 
would be carried out by mem-
bers. 
To help raise funds, a prize draw 
was started up, dances were 
booked at the King’s Head, and 
donations were sought. The 
hope and the expectation was 
that by the following season the 
sporting sections would enjoy a 
new ground, ‘excellently situ-
ated and within easy reach of 
public transport.’ 
By the following year things 
looked brighter, and the Asso-
ciation was negotiating for a 
location in the Chigwell area for 
the playing field and clubhouse. 
The account will continue in the 
next edition. The contributions 
of Trevor Lebentz, Des Slade, 
Malcolm Beard and others are 
much appreciated. We welcome 
any further contributions or 
comments on this series of arti-
cles. 

Des Slade and Harry Samways at the 1953 Coronation Fair                 Photo Peter Hodder 

The Palais Glide: OBA Dance in the School Hall about 1951                                                                                                 Photo Des Slade 
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AMONG the various trophies 
that found their way into the Old 
Bucks office for safe keeping 
was one rather impressive trophy 
that was shrouded in mystery. I 
didn’t initially recognise the 
Mead Cup as one of the impor-
tant athletic or cross country 
competitions. 
I decided to investigate, partly 
from simple curiosity and partly 
in the hope that perhaps we may 
find a more appropriate home for 
the cup. 
The Mead Cup is quite impres-
sive, standing just over 14 inches 
high, including the removable 
lid. The inscription on the front 
reads: 

 

Woodford & District School 
Sports 

Boys Championships 
Presented by JC Mead Esq 

 

Engraved on the rear is the list 
(see below) of winning schools 
from 1931 until 1964. This is a 
rather interesting list, suggesting 
a flexible definition of 
“Woodford & District” but also 
giving a fleeting glimpse into 
some of the history of schools 
during the middle years of the 
century. 
The winners’ list gives us vari-
ous clues, but raises even more 
questions. Clearly, BHCHS won 
the cup on three occasions. But 
what happened after 1964? Was 
the competition abandoned? And 
who actually owned the trophy? 
There was obvious place to look 
for some answers. Surely the 
Roding magazines of the early 
1960s would contain some useful 
information. But careful inspec-
tion revealed no mention whatso-
ever of the Mead Cup in any of 
the magazines. It really seems 
surprising, given this was clearly 

an inter-school competition that 
the participation and success of 
our school was not even re-
corded. 
We cannot necessarily jump to 
the conclusion that the cup was 
actually retained at BHCHS be-
yond 1964. The trophy was one 
of several that found their way to 
me (see OB News, November 
2005) via Margaret Smith who 
was on the committee of the 
Loughton OGA for many years 
and knew of my interest in 
BHCHS memorabilia via her son 
Russ Smith (1970). Margaret 
tells me that the trophies had 

previously been held at Roding 
Valley High School and were 
destined to be thrown away, 
when they came into the posses-
sion of the Loughton OGA. 
I tried asking a few people who 
may have remembered some-
thing about the cup or its origins. 
Nobody I spoke to could help. 
Someone wondered whether JC 
Mead could have been connected 
with Gordon Mead who taught 
at BHCHS from 1951 to 1960. 
There appeared to be no connec-
tion. 
Next step was to scour the inter-
net, googling every conceivable 
combination of the words on the 
front of the trophy. No luck here 
either. I could find no mention of 
the cup nor of its mysterious 
benefactor. 
By now I was beginning to doubt 
whether I would ever discover 
anything else, but began to con-
sider whether there might have 
been some connection with the 
Woodford Green Athletics Club. 
It seemed likely, although not 
absolutely certain that the 
“sports” referred to on the in-

scription were athletics rather 
than some combination of other 
sports played in schools at the 
time. 
Readers may recall that we ear-
lier donated another cup from 
our trophy collection to Wood-
ford Green AC (OB News, May 
2007). I had a good idea who at 
the Club could help me. Archi-
vist and former President of the 
club Tony Maxwell gave me 
some useful information about 
JC Mead. Tony provided the 
following from his book Tiny 
Acorns Giant Oaks Will Grow - 
The First Hundred Years of 
Woodford Green Athletic Club 
1908-2008: 
During the period 1908-1914 JC 
Mead was a very influential 
member. Not only was he the 
chairman of the Men's Club for 
most of those years but he was 
also Chairman of the athletics 
Club. He was a "hands on" 
chairman, not only supporting 
all the activities of the club but 
also was a most generous bene-
factor sponsoring summer sports' 
meetings and dinners for the 
whole membership. Mead went 
on to become President in 1922 
and served until his death in 
1944. 
In March 1927 Woodford's 
President JC Mead presented a 
trophy that was to be called the 
Mead Merit Cup. The Mead 
Merit Cup was for the next 75 
years Woodford's most coveted 
trophy. 
Unfortunately, this confirmation 
of the identity of Mr Mead was 
the only part of the puzzle we 
could solve. We are no wiser 
about the remaining questions. 
My hope now is that someone 
reading this will be able to shed a 
little more light on the mystery. 
There are several other minor 
trophies in the collection given to 
us by Margaret Smith. I don’t 
know whether any of them will 
yield further mysteries, but at 
some point, when I can be both-
ered to clean them all again, I 
may create a web page to list 
them. 
The remaining trophies do not 
include the cups for the main 
competitions held at BHCHS. I 
have been told that these were 
bequeathed to Roding Valley 
High School when our school 
closed. 

1931 Woodford Bridge 
1932 Woodford Bridge 
1933 Aldersbrook 
1934 Aldersbrook 
1935 Woodford Bridge 
1936 Woodford Bridge 
1937 Chingford 
1938 South Woodford Senior 
1939 South Woodford Senior 
1947 South Woodford Secondary 
1948 Chingford Secondary Boys School 
1949 Woodford County Secondary 
1950 Woodford County Secondary 

1951 Woodford County Secondary 
1952 Woodford County Secondary 
1955 Wanstead High School 
1956 Chingford CS Boys 
1957 Wanstead High School 
1958 Wanstead High School 
1959 Wanstead High School 
1960 Nettleswell C Secondary School 
1961 Buckhurst Hill CH School 
1962 Mark Hall CSS 
1963 Buckhurst Hill CH School 
1964 Buckhurst Hill CH School 

The Mystery of the Mead Cup 

Mead Cup - list of winning schools 
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I LEFT BHCHS in 1975. It 
seems important to state this 
because as I read the May 2010 
edition of Old Buckwellians 
News, I had to check that this 
was indeed the same school. In 
an especially well crafted piece 
Mr Rooney (teachers never had 
first names) asks “where does the 
soul of a school go when it 
dies?” 
Perhaps I can help. 
The school successfully fed the 
universities and professions with 
a steady supply of boys with a 
good set of O and A levels. This 
allowed many of them to achieve 
a level of prosperity and success 
which would have been impossi-
ble without the impetus provided 
by BHCHS and its ilk. A job 
well done. 
But there is much more to having 
the soul for getting down (thanks 
Michael Jackson). As I rummage 
in the nooks and hideaways of 
my school memories, the true 
soul becomes crystal clear: 
• “Well done – you passed your 

French O level”  - a rare word 
of praise in the corridor, 
closely followed by “I bet he 
didn’t work for it” as my 
Chemistry teacher strolled past.  
Was the casual put-down part 
of the teacher training sylla-
bus? Such a universal skill 
can’t be instinct alone. 

• The music teacher tinkling a 
few bars and asking if this was 
a perfect or a plagal ending. If 
we were ever taught how to 
distinguish one from the other I 
do not recall it – and I think I 
would. Certainly my failed 

guesses weren’t sufficient 
stimulus to cause the subject to 
be revisited. So every day was 
guess day. 

• Perhaps the teachers of Physi-
cal Exercise yearned for the 
return of National Service. 
Wannabee sergeant major 
seemed to have been a job 
requirement. A quotation sto-
len from Harry Potter seems 
appropriate as a PE motto – 
“God I miss the screaming”. 
The achieved goal of the 
“exercise” was clearly that the 
boys should hate their time in 
the gym and the master even 
more. Today people don’t ex-
ercise enough – can anyone 
think of a reason? 

• Was the school really only 
established in 1938? Does that 
mean that those aged Latin text 
books were not contemporary 
with their contents? Perhaps 
they were bought second hand.  

• “He seriously over-estimates 
his ability” on my school re-
port has caused me more than a 
few chuckles over the years. I 
imagined a staff meeting – 
“Colleagues, we have a boy in 
danger of leaving our institu-
tion with a shred of self-
confidence. We must redouble 
our efforts”. 

• Being dragged from a concert 
because I was guilty of talking.  
As he wrang the last decibels 
from that resonant Welsh lar-
ynx the torrent concluded with 
“…… so what are you then?  
Some kind of well known 
loony?” “Fairly well known 
sir” was the carefully imperti-
nent reply – Nil illegitimi car-
borundum after all. What was 
it with the shouting? Was it a 
matter of professional pride 
that everyone had to know 
another boy was being intimi-
dated? 

• Exam time. Sitting at those 
desks covered with decades of 
schoolboy graffiti and the head 
proclaiming “if you are sitting 
at a desk which has been de-
faced then you are accepting 
what has been done to the desk 
and I may choose to prevent 
you sitting the next exam” or 

some equivalent twaddle. Did 
any of us stand up and protest? 
Of course not. We wanted that 
certificate and heartless power 
had been exhibited. Naturally, 
confronted by behaviour so 
iconic of the school culture 
there was only one possible 
course of action. I wish I could 
remember some of my more 
witty inscriptions. 

• My English teacher explaining 
with the respected benefit of 
honesty that I would not be 
taking Literature O level be-
cause there was a danger I 
would spoil the pass statistics. 

“I’m not here for my health you 
know” was a popular exclama-
tion but it was never followed 
with enlightenment as to why the 
teacher was standing before us. I 
did once ask an individual whose 
personal distaste was obvious, 
why he had taken up the job.  
The surprisingly honest reply 
was that he had married a teacher 
and grew to envy the holidays. 

BHCHS R.I.P. 
By Ian Head (BHCHS 1970-75) 
Ian Head joined BHCHS in the third year. After leaving, he obtained a first degree in Electronic and Electrical Engineering from Surrey University followed 
by an MBA and various professional qualifications. He is Head of Gartner’s European Infrastructure and Operations Consulting at Gartner Consulting. 
While at Gartner he has worked with numerous Government and Commercial clients including major banks and insurance companies. He is currently in 
the process of expanding the UK Information Security Consulting practice, and is a frequent speaker at Gartner Symposia and Summits. Ian claims his 
principal achievements are being married to Alison for 32 years and father to 16 year old Callie and 14 year old Alex. 

It’s the Friday debate, not a teacher is late, it’s an issue that’s vital, one senses: 
What to do with the creatures who terrorise teachers, committing appalling offences. 
The rack and the screw would just about do, or the birch, or a jolly good caning; 
These are Sears’s ideas – first exterminate queers, and then reinstate military 
training. 
In impotent fury, a spluttering John Drury demands to know who is boss – 
If it isn’t the Head, is it Franklin instead? Frankly, none of the boys gives a toss. 
The Head’s room is locked. Outside access is blocked. Inside, pastoral care is 
ensuing. 
There’s the playing of roles and the baring of souls, which is something they all 
enjoy doing. 
Outside on the courts, a battle of sorts, see Rooney’s superior power: 
Float a lob, light a fag, hit an ace, take a drag, at a leisurely two miles an hour. 
In the new dining hall, boys are having a ball, in a supergroup led by Roy Skinner; 
The music is blaring as Hoss sits there glaring (he still hasn’t finished his dinner). 
It appears that the cream of the cross country team (last seen jogging towards 
Roding Valley) 
Have failed to discern that they made a wrong turn and have been picked up 
somewhere near Calais. 
And the last thing I saw through the Bio Lab door, a sight almost too sad to mention: 
Sitting tied up and gagged, his moustache gone, debagged, it’s Neil Rumbol in 
charge of detention. 

On such are careers built but I 
am sure that’s not the universal 
objective. 
As hard as I polish the glasses of 
nostalgia, I cannot find the rosé 
tint. More the haematic red of a 
young claret with the unmistake-
able hint of engine oil. “Sure, 
now he’s mixing his metaphors. 
He’ll be starting a paragraph 
with a conjunction next. There’s 
no hope for the lad.” 
At the risk of repetition, the 
school was successful in feeding 
the universities and professions 
with well qualified entrants. 
Those furrowed ranks of fertile 
minds successfully certified with 
precision if not with humanity. 
Though surely there is a me-
chanical heaven too.  
And that is the clue to the exam 
question. Please be assured that 
tonight the soul of BHCHS will 
be canoodling with the soul of 
the aged and outdated fridge I 
dropped in a skip earlier today. 
May they rest in peace together.  

POETRY CORNER 
Friday 4.30 
By David Pattrick (English, 1973-88) 
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TOM LEEK is one of that select 
band of staff who formed the 
backbone of BHCHS during 
three separate decades. When he 
was appointed as the second 
Deputy Head in 1973 (after be-
coming Senior Master in 1970), 
he became one of the few mem-
bers of staff who achieved two 
significant promotions without 
moving to a different school. 
Early years 
Tom Leek was born in Aston, 
Birmingham on 15th January 
1914. He graduated from Bir-
mingham University with a good 
honours degree in geography and 
an education diploma in 1936. It 
seems likely that at some point 
he was confronted by a tricky 
career decision, between teach-
ing and becoming a professional 
footballer. After captaining Bir-
mingham University FC, he 
played a number of matches 
representing English and British 
Universities both in the UK and 
Europe. He toured Australasia 
with an FA team in 1937 and 
was chosen to tour South Africa 
in 1939. Between 1935 and 1939 
he gained seven international 
caps for England and during the 
war he played for an RAF eleven 
in the Inter-Services Competi-
tion. During the late 1930s he 
was also playing for Moor 
Green, one of the leading clubs 
in the Birmingham area. While it 
is difficult, at this distance of 
time, to assess his potential as a 
footballer, there is no doubt that 
he was a top class player. A com-
ment on the Moor Green club 
message board remembers the 
leading players at the club: 
The very best was probably 
Tommy Leek…….. he played five 

times for England amateurs and 
may have turned pro but for the 
war which took six years away 
from his career. 
Many BHCHS pupils, witnessing 
Tom Leek’s skill on the soccer 
field, will have wondered how 
seriously he had considered a 
career as a professional foot-
baller. Tony Leek, Tom’s son 
believes that this was never a 
realistic possibility for him, de-
spite having had an approach to 
join Arsenal. Tony Leek de-
scribed his father as a “true Co-
rinthian” with a strong amateur 
ethos. He did not approve of the 
decision by Barnet FC to become 
semi-professional in later years. 
Above all, however, his devotion 
to teaching would have made an 
alternative career unthinkable. 
His first teaching post was at a 
grammar school in Lancashire, 
and at about the same time, he 
was selected to play for England 
Amateurs. After serving the in 
RAF during the war, he signed 
for Barnet FC who then played in 
the Athenian League. Shortly 
afterwards, he arrived at BHCHS 
to take up the post of Head of 
Geography. For several years, he 
was the only specialist geogra-
pher in the department, and the 
geography room remained his 
kingdom for most of the next 30 
years. 
Hero arrives at BHCHS 
Tom Leek’s reputation as a foot-
baller carried plenty of kudos. 
The Roding of 1947 reported: 
The fortunes of Barnet F.C. have 
this year had an unusual interest 
for members of the school, some 
of whom have cycled the long 
trail to Barnet on occasions. It is 
certain that Mr. T. H. Leek’s 
consistently fine play at centre-
half has done much to enable his 
club to become champions of the 
Athenian League and to win both 
the London Senior and London 
Charity A.F.A. Cups. 
In the following year, Barnet 
reached the final of the FA Ama-
teur Cup, losing 1-0 to Leyton-
stone. This was probably the 
peak of Tom Leek’s playing 
career, and undoubtedly he made 
a significant contribution to Bar-
net FC’s dominance of the Athe-
nian League – they finished as 
champions in two successive 
seasons during the late 40s. By 
now, however, he was in his mid 
30s, and he retired from competi-

tive football in 1951. 
Given his ability at football, it is 
not surprising that he took a 
strong interest in the fortunes of 
the school football teams, and for 
many years he coached the top 
groups on their games afternoons 
and would accompany the 1st XI 
to their away matches. Despite 
this, there does not seem to be 
much evidence that he tried to 
encourage pupils to take up the 
game at a senior level. There are 
exceptions, however. Michael 
Cooper (1944), one of the lead-
ing players at BHCHS, joined 
Barnet at Tom Leek’s sugges-
tion. It is pure conjecture, but I 
suspect that Tom Leek was either 
somewhat disillusioned about 

what was happening in the sport, 
or maybe he realized the precari-
ousness of a career in profes-
sional sport. He continued play-
ing staff versus 1st XI matches 
that were held at various times, 
until he was 60. We have some 
fleeting photographic evidence 
of this, and a few recollections. 
Peter Davis (1954) remembers 
playing in one of these matches, 
and recalls that an attempted 
shoulder charge on Tom Leek 
was “like charging a rock”. 
Consummate Professional 
As a teacher, he was one of the 
few seemed to have developed 
the rare skill of effortless disci-
pline. But this was just one of 
many qualities as you will see 
from the comments that follow.  

It seems likely that Tom Leek 
had significant reservations 
about accepting his second pro-
motion to share the post of Dep-
uty Head. His son Tony tells me 
that his father’s passion was for 
classroom teaching, and that he 
had turned down earlier offers of 
promotion for this reason. His 
tenure as Deputy Head lasted just 
two years. Apart from any other 
considerations it must have been 
tough to have shared the Deputy 
Headship, a position that had 
been one person’s domain since 
the school had opened. In 1975 
he stood down from the position, 
returning to the classroom as a 
part-time geography teacher for a 
further year before taking early 
retirement and moving with his 
wife Mary to Braunton, Devon. 
Many former pupils will remem-
ber Mary Leek, who was a fre-
quent visitor to the school. She 
was an English teacher herself 
and also ran a school of speech 
and drama. On several occasions 
she adjudicated in verse speaking 
competitions at BHCHS. 
Hugh Colgate summarised Tom 
Leek’s contribution to the school 
in the following words: 
When I came here in 1966, my 
predecessor, Mr. Taylor, said 
that it was one of the school's 
most fortunate moments when 
Tom came through the front door 
for interview in 1946. During his 
29 years’ service Mr. Leek gave 
the school his unique qualities as 
a teacher, a leader and a sports-
man. Nothing was, or indeed still 
is, too much trouble for him. 
Every facet of school life re-
ceived his unstinted service and 
his kindly unassuming quiet hu-
mour. 
Only a few years after his retire-
ment, Tom Leek began to de-
velop the first signs of Alz-
heimer’s Disease. He later devel-
oped bone cancer and died in 
November, 1987. Tom and Mary 
Leek had two children. Their 
daughter Carolyn was born in 
1944 and became a journalist. 
She died, tragically, at the age of 
54 from cancer. Tony Leek was 
born in 1947 and attended Forest 
School. He followed his sister to 
Southampton University where 
he studied Law, later working in 
a major City law firm, retiring as 
a Partner in 2008. 
I am very grateful to Tony Leek 
for his contributions to this trib-
ute - Ed. 

Tom Leek - Consummate Professional 

Playing in the Staff v 1st XI football 1960 
- photo David Forbes 
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Tom Leek the teacher……. 
Steve Cladingboel (1969) 
Mr Leek was the teacher at BHCHS 
for whom I retain the utmost re-
spect and the fondest memories. 
His style was direct, informative, 
and sometimes blisteringly funny; 
he came across as a man who had 
a real passion for his subject and 
knew it inside out; he commanded 
a well behaved class without ever 
resorting to shouting or intimidat-
ing, and remarkably he could 
draw the perfect circle freehand. I 
suspect that Mr Leek was both a 
competent artist and draftsman; 
he was certainly, for me at least, 
the perfect teacher. I can remem-
ber his lessons, his catch-phrases 
(at the end of the lesson: ‘we’re 

moving…’), I can hear his voice (he 
had a tone a little like Sir Anthony 
Hopkins but without the Welsh 
accent). I can still draw the local 
geological map with the mean-
dering Buckhurst Hill ridge to the 
left and the more rounded Chig-
well Ridge to the right with the 
River Roding winding its way be-
tween the two. 
Mr Leek rescued me one day. It 
was the last day of one of the 
terms in the first year – probably 
that first term. We had been told 
that we must return the school 
library books that we had bor-
rowed by a certain time that day 
(probably lunchtime) and I had 
forgotten. I remember going up 
to the library at the end of the day 
desperate to hand them back but 
too frightened to enter the library 
and explain myself to those big 
5th form library monitors who I 
could see therein. I was becoming 
tearful and Mr Leek came along 
the corridor and saw me. He 
turned and asked me what the 
matter was? I explained and he 

smiled, put a hand on my shoul-
der and guided me into the library 
where he instructed the monitor 
to check-in my books. This was 
done quickly and with no ques-
tion. As I turned to leave, Mr Leek 
had already started his way out 
but I was able to say ‘Thank you, 
sir’. Without looking back, he 
waved a hand as if to say ‘forget it 
- no problem’. The memory of 
that incident has stayed with me 
all these years and I smile now 
with gratitude as I write about it 
here. 
Steve Hyam (1956) 
Tommy Leek was one of the few 
who could keep my attention 
going for a whole period. An inci-

dent outside class 
springs to mind. The 
bully in the year 
above positioned 
himself outside the 
door to the Geogra-
phy Room, so that he 
could punch each of 
us in the face as we 
came out of Tom’s 
lesson. The last per-
son out was of 
course Tom, who 
having seen what 
was going on, 
punched the lad very 
hard, knocking him 
down the corridor - 
lesson learnt. Think 

of the problems if this was done 
nowadays, the bully would have 
had counselling and Tom would 
have been put on an anger man-
agement course or something. 
Philip Lewis (1958) 
Thanks to Tom Leek, I still enjoy 
the concepts of physical geogra-
phy and especially glaciation. His 
modulated voice and systematic 
approach was totally consistent. I 
remember how he said one got 
three marks at O level for saying 
that a plain was “flat, level and 
low-lying” and still use that as an 
example of giving a comprehen-
sive answer when I teach under- 
and post-graduate doctors. 
David Long (1972) 
Latterly Mr Leek developed a 
habit of spelling words out on the 
blackboard, often a dozen or 
more during a single period, inter-
rupting his narrative every couple 
of minutes with what became 
almost his catchphrase 
(“ontheboard!”) whilst turning 
round to write out relatively 
straightforward phrases such as 

continental drift as well as more 
challenging ones - roche mouton-
née, say, or cumulonimbus. This 
became a bit of a joke towards 
the end, albeit a good natured 
one, but it seems to have worked 
which in the end is all that mat-
ters. 
Robert Williams (1968) 
He was the teacher I most ad-
mired and in some ways tried to 
emulate as a teacher myself. Espe-
cially his ability to control a class 
without apparently doing any-
thing. I often repeat his catch-
phrase at the end of lessons, 
“We’re moving.”  Plus odd enjoy-
able variations, such as, “We’re 
migrating!” 
Andy Barton (1966) 
I took my A level Geography in 
1973. A small and obscure part of 
the syllabus (which apparently 
never came up in the exam) in-
cluded the ability to draw 3D 
relief maps from Ordnance Survey 
maps. Fortunately, Tommy gave 
us one of these to do for home-
work. It was a disaster and so he 
asked us all to repeat the exercise 
until we got it right. It was there-
fore very surprising (obviously a 
fine coincidence) when the exact 
same question came up in the 
exam. 
John Weston (1962) 
One thing from Tommy Leek that 
I remember was the following: 
“Please sir, my pen has run out” 
and then Tommy Leek “well you 
had better make it run in again”. 
Mike Davies (1955) 
Tommy Leek was my form teacher 
as well as my geography teacher 
and I always remember him as a 
true gentleman; “dignity” is the 
most apt word to describe him. 
He never lost his temper and al-
ways found time to listen to our 
problems. 

Brian Hunter (1948) 
I recall him as a master of the art 
of “non-action”.... appearing to do 
nothing yet in fact being incredi-
bly effective. Amid the dash, bus-
tle and flurry of us boys, he ex-
uded an elusive calm and quiet 
economy and, a bit like Macavity 
the cat, was never actually there 
when you went to tackle him. He 
could also direct the ball with a 
great deal of power and accu-
racy....reminiscent of his interven-
tions in the classroom.....straight to 
the point. Whatever he did, he 

commanded respect, on the field 
or off it, and would have made a 
fantastic role model for today’s 
aspiring young footballers. 
Gordon Bassett (1955) 
He was an inspiration to me and 
other aspiring footballers. Al-
though I had seen professional 
games at Spurs and Leyton Orient, 
it was having a quality first class 
footballer close hand at school 
and practices that showed us what 
a calm, thoughtful, clever player 
he was. We all strove to be like 
Tommy Leek. 
Les Smith (1953) 
I remember Tommy Leek the 
footballer with fondness and great 
respect. I played for the various 
year teams during my captivity at 
BHCHS. My father would take me 
to see Walthamstow Avenue of 
the Ithsmian League in which 
Barnet also competed, so I was 
immersed from an early age. Dur-
ing school football sessions Tom 
Leek would, on occasion, wear his 
white crested shirt with No 8 on 
the back. and wasn’t I fortunate to 

be a budding inside right. He 
taught me such things as periph-
eral vision, how to spot gaps in a 
defence through which one slid 
slide rule passes for the wingers or 
centre forward to latch on to. 
Weight and pace of the pass were 
paramount and he would follow 
me giving instruction as the game 
progressed. These virtual one on 
one sessions were great for an 
apprentice No 8 and were to 
stand me in good stead. It was 
master and pupil all over again 
and it convinced me of the value 
of coaching. I went on to take an 
FA Coaching badge and trained 
players from 8 years old to Senior 
level over 30 years so Tom's leg-
acy lived on. 

...and footballer 

School cruise November 1964                                  Photo GF 

Staff v 1st XI football 1970, from cine film 
by John Robins 
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MR CHAMBERLAIN told the 
nation that we were at war with 
Germany as I arrived at the 
house in Cheltenham where I 
was to spend the whole of the 
1939/40 academic year. I was 
there on a private evacuation, 
taken by my next door 
neighbours from Buckhurst Hill, 
the Flack family – who had de-
cided to go and stay with some 
newly married relatives “until it 
was clear whether there was 
going to be a war”. Apart from 
missing my Mum and Dad, that 
year of the “Phoney War” was a 
wonderful time for me. I played 
happily in the fields close to the 
house with a friend I made at 
school; I was well-fed and 
looked after by the Flack family 
and their relatives and above all 
else, Mr Dunn, the young hus-
band, taught me to read music, to 
play the piano and to sing. The 
war had no effect at all on my 
life. 
However, when I reached the end 
of my Primary education and 
time came to take the Scholar-
ship exam (this was before the 
1944 Education Act, remember) 
a major problem arose. Although 
I passed the exam and was ac-
cepted for Cheltenham Grammar 
School, the local authority would 
not give me a scholarship be-
cause my parents didn’t live in 
Cheltenham, so either my father 
would have to find the money to 
pay full fees – or I would have to 
go home. So it was that in July 
1940 I came home to take up a 
place at the (then very new) 
Buckhurst Hill County High 
School for Boys. That school had 
been cleverly placed by a 
thoughtful local authority with a 
large RAF station (No.4 Balloon 
Centre) on its northern edge and 
an Anti-Aircraft Gun battery just 
across Roding Lane to the East – 
clever thinking! 

Fortunately for us boys, the Head 
had a direct telephone connection 
with the gun site opposite, so he 
received warning of oncoming 
air raids about five minutes be-
fore the public warnings were 
sounded, so we all had good time 
to evacuate the school and pro-
ceed (without running, please!) 
into the underground shelters that 
had been prepared at the top of 
the school field. As the Battle of 
Britain raged overhead, and the 
teachers watched from the door-
ways to the shelters, we boys 
were safe and sound under-
ground – except that we discov-
ered that we could climb the 
escape ladders at the end, and if 
you quietly and carefully lifted 
the steel escape hatch, we could 
watch what was going on as 
well. 
When the Blitz started that win-
ter, things got much harder to 
cope with. My Dad and my elder 
brother, with help from the man 
who had moved into the Flack’s 
house, had dug a very passable 
air-raid shelter at the end of our 
back garden (for some reason we 
didn’t qualify for an Anderson 
shelter) – the only problem with 
it was that it collected a lot of 
water when it rained and spiders 
found it a very comfortable 
home. We went into it once - 
after which my mother said she 
would rather die in her own bed 
than of pneumonia from sharing 
a hole in the ground with all the 
spiders in creation. After that we 
had a three-tier set of bunks 
built, supported by 6” x 6” posts, 
in our sitting room, mum and dad 
on the floor, me in the middle 
and my elder brother at the top. 
That year of the Blitz was diffi-
cult for all of us, though it af-
fected us in different ways.  My 
father worked for the PLA as a 
pay clerk in the Royal Albert 
Dock and was on the rota for the 
ARP Control Centre there. He 
was on duty the night of the great 
raid on the docks: his stress lev-
els were greater than many oth-
ers because he had been 
wounded in the Arras bombard-
ment in 1917, when most of his 
platoon were killed, and when he 
finally got home mid-afternoon 
on the day after the dock raid, 
having seen the total destruction 
of the houses he knew so well in 
Tidal Basin, he was shaking with 
stress well into the next day. It 

says a lot for the PLA as employ-
ers that everyone on duty that 
night was given a full day off to 
recover. At the same time, my 
brother was working as a marine 
engineer apprentice in the Victo-
ria Dock so my mother had two 
of them to worry about – that she 
managed to keep everyone on an 
even keel throughout the nightly 
stress of the air raids was a great 
credit to her. 
In addition to the bombs and 
parachute mines that fell in 
Buckhurst Hill and kept us 
awake and (for me at least) 
frightened through the night, 
there was the added problem of 
frequent loss of electricity, gas 
and water as a result of the 
bombing. We became very adept 
at improvisation, cooking over 
the sitting room fire (which we 
kept supplied by scavenging for 
wood down by the Roding and 
even cutting boughs off the big 
oak tree in the garden) and some-
times using my brother’s Scout-
ing skills to cook a roast dinner 
in a “biscuit-tin oven” he made 
in the back garden. 
Sleep at night was quite difficult 
at times, not least when the mo-
bile anti-aircraft gun (alleged to 
be a Naval Gun) mounted on a 
railway wagon stopped on the 
line behind Loughton Way to 
add its enormous noise to that of 
the guns in Roding Lane.  Fortu-
nately for me (and my colleagues 
at school) “last night’s raid, sir” 
was an acceptable excuse for not 
completing your homework. 
However we also had to get used 
to the Head coming into Assem-
bly in the morning and informing 
us that one or two of our fellows 
had been killed the previous 
night. No-one had heard of the 
word “counselling” – you just 
shut up and got on with it. 
The normal school day was fre-
quently enlivened by unexpected 
events. One day (probably in 
1941) the school was “defended” 
by the RAF against a mock at-
tack by the Scots Guards (who 
were billeted in the Old Rectory 
at St John’s), so we had a ma-
chine-gun crew crouching out-
side our classroom window (you 
need to know the architecture of 
the school to understand how 
they did it) firing frequent bursts 
of (I hope) blanks as they spotted 
Guardsmen crossing the River 
Roding. How our Maths master 

managed to keep his lesson go-
ing, I shall never know. (The 
Scots Guards won, of course!) 
On another occasion three Spit-
fires (with Polish pilots, I under-
stand) flew up the school field, 
below roof-top height, in forma-
tion, and just at the last minute 
hopped over the roof – but one of 
them misjudged his height, 
clipped a tree and dived into the 
side of a Nissen hut on the gun 
site opposite and was killed out-
right. The noise was tremendous 
and the sight even more exciting 
for my class who happened to be 
in the Art Room, which has a 
part glass roof so we saw it all. 
Two other events I recall from 
the early days of the war: the 
first was being machine-gunned 
by a German fighter plane as I 
cycled to school down Roding 
Lane. Actually I don’t think he 
was wasting bullets on kids go-
ing to school – I think he just 
pressed the trigger a bit early in 
order to get full impact on the 
RAF station. Whatever was the 
case, I got off my bike and into 
the ditch faster than I’ve ever 
done anything else in my life. 
The second was during a school 
holiday when I was on my own 
at home (mum by that time was 
doing “war work”, though 
whether it was still as a First 
Aider at the Clinic in Buckhurst 
Way, or working in the office of 
John Knight’s in Whitehall Lane, 
I can’t remember). I heard a low 
flying aeroplane and went out 
into the garden to see what it 
was. As I stood and looked up, I 
saw a string of little black things 
come from it – and still didn’t 
have the sense to see that they 
were bombs aimed again at the 
RAF Station until they started to 
explode, by which time it was a 
bit late to run inside! 
Although we lost ceilings and 
windows from blast damage at 
home, we escaped anything seri-
ous. Our nearest problem came 
when a string of phosphorous 
incendiary bombs were dropped 
– and fortunately didn’t explode. 
One was outside the first house 
in Loughton Way, while another 
dropped through the roof of No. 
15 Hurst Road. It passed by the 
bed of Mrs Roper, who lived 
there at the time. She, dear lady 
was stone deaf and didn’t know 
about it until she woke up next 
morning to find a large hole be-

A Schoolboy’s War 
By Norman Willis (BHCHS 1940-46) 
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side her bed and a bomb resting 
in the foundations! The joke 
about that event was that Eric 
Rowe, who lived in 2 Loughton 
Way, was a part-time Air Raid 
Warden, and rushed out of his 
house to warn everyone about 
unexploded bombs – only to 
discover he had run straight past 
the one outside his own front 
gate! 
Total black-out made going out 
at night rare and sometimes haz-
ardous. But my parents used 
occasionally to go for a beer in 
the Prince Alfred – a little pub in 
Alfred Road, known locally as 
the “Tin-Tan”. Fortunately they 
were not there when it received a 
direct hit and was blown to 
pieces. I went out to Scouts regu-
larly on Fridays walking up 
Palmerston Road to the 28th 
Group who met at the time in the 
Toc H hut behind the Congrega-
tional Church. When I got to 14, 
I was old enough to join the 
Youth Club that the churches had 
organised and met in the Old 
Rectory (which the Army had by 
then handed back to the Parish). I 
went there most nights of the 
week – having completed my 
homework before being allowed 
to go. We all went home in a 
group, for company in the dark 

streets, unless you happened to 
have a particular girl-friend. I 
remember quite a number of 
occasions when a “good-night” 
clinch was rudely interrupted by 
anti-aircraft gunfire and you ran 
home as fast as you could while 
the shrapnel rained down around 
you. (I must have been fitter then 
than I am now!) 
The worst part of the war, for 
me, was during the flying bomb 
raids in 1944. I was a fairly 
highly-strung teenager and the 
uncertainty of when their engine 
was going to stop and the bomb 
drop and explode had a serious 
effect on my nerves. Fortunately 
for all of us at Buckhurst Hill 
High School, we had broken up 
(early) for the summer holiday 
the day before one of the V1s fell 
in Roding Lane and blew our 
caretaker’s house apart and 
smashed all the windows in that 
end of the school. I was the first 
pupil to get there after the blast 
and Mr Taylor, the Head, asked 
me to help clear up and I shall 
remember for ever going into the 
Solarium, where the Biology 6th 
Form did their dissections, and 
seeing the pools of different 
coloured dyes mixed up on the 
floor with all the broken glass. I 
was sufficiently “wound up” by 

then that my parents arranged for 
me to go back to the Cheltenham 
area, where the Flack family still 
lived, for the whole of the ex-
tended summer break. They had 
moved to a bungalow in a village 
called Swindon, and I worked 
there as a labourer on the village 
farm (not that I think I was much 
use!), but it was a great experi-
ence for me, because it was still a 
farm run as they had been years 
before. So I have worked with 
horse-drawn reaper-binders, 
stooked corn sheaves, used a 
pitch-fork to load farm carts, 
helped to build ricks in the farm 
yard, and worked on the baling 
machine when the steam driven 
threshing machine came. So 
many of the farming practices 
you see in museums and books 
of “how things were in the coun-
try” are things I have done. It all 
seems a long time ago. 
Two last things. When the V2 
Rockets were falling, one ex-
ploded its tail section just above 
our school when we were out on 
the school field at break time. 
One (small) bit fell between 
Charlie Rush and I as we were 
talking together – a bit frighten-
ing. Teachers wasted nothing in 
those days and our Science mas-
ter, Mr Scott found the gears that 

were used to steer the vanes on 
the rocket at the bottom of the 
school field – and used them to 
explain to us the mechanics of 
gears. It was that same rocket 
that fell just behind the John 
Knights’ office in Whitehall 
Lane and blew in the windows of 
the office my mother was work-
ing in. She is reputed to have 
dealt with the situation by shout-
ing “shut up screaming you silly 
women: get this lot cleared up, 
there’s work to do!” Some girl 
was my mum. 
Lastly, there was VE Day: a little 
before my 16th birthday. There 
was a great street party in Albert 
Road. A huge bonfire was lit on 
the road at the junction with 
Lower Queen’s Road, on which 
all sorts of things were burnt, 
including some people’s furni-
ture (I vividly remember an arm-
chair in flames) as well as (later 
in the night) several people’s 
front fences. Most of us were too 
drunk or just too excited to no-
tice – or frankly – to care. I 
danced in the street with every-
one I could find, even including 
my mum (that’s a let-down for a 
teenage boy), drank beer that 
others bought for me from the 
Prince of Wales, and kissed 
every girl I could find who 
would let me. A great end to five 
never-to-be-forgotten years. 
This article first appeared in the 
U3A News, January 2010. 

Norman Willis (right) with his father and older brother 

Crossword solution 
The related answers refer to nick-
names of professional soccer teams 

Norman Willis worked in 
educational media and pub-
lishing throughout his career. 
As Assistant Director at the 
Council for Educational Tech-
nology he was one of the 
pioneers who brought com-
puters into schools in the 
1970s. He has lectured 
widely on educational tech-
nology in the UK, Europe, the 
USA and Australia. He has 
lived in Buckhurst Hill for the 
whole of his life. Norman’s 
sons Peter and Geoff both 
attended BHCHS. 
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Bringing the House Down 

    FINAL POSITION 
YEAR Notes CHIGWELL FOREST HAINAULT RODING 

1941   2 1 3 4 
1942   3 1 4 2 
1943   4 2 3 1 
1944 1 2 1 4 3 
1945 2 2 1 4 3 
1946 2 2 1 3.5 3.5 
1947 2 4 3 2 1 
1948   3 4 1 2 
1949 3 3 2 1 4 
1950 3 3 2 1 4 
1951 3 4 3 1 2 
1952 3 3 2 4 1 
1953 3 4 2 1 3 
1954 3 3.5 1 3.5 2 
1955 3 4 3 1 2 
1956 3 4 1 2 3 
1957 3 4 2 1 2 
1958 3 4 2 1 3 
1959 2 4 3 2 1 
1960 3 4 2.5 1 2.5 
1961 3 4 2.5 1 2.5 
1962 3 4 1 2 3 
1963 3 3.5 1 2 3.5 
1964 2 4 1 3 2 
1965   3 1 4 2 
1966 3 2 3.5 3.5 1 
1967 3 3 3 3 1 
1968 3 3 1 3 3 
1969 3 1 2 4 3 
1970 3 1 3.5 3.5 2 
1971   1 3 4 2 
1972   1 4 2 3 
1973 4 1 3 3 3 
1974 4 1.5 3.5 1.5 3.5 

AVERAGE 2.9 2.1 2.5 2.5 
OUTRIGHT WINS 5 12 10 6 

      

Notes      
1 Incomplete - due to war 

2 
Points did not include one or more events when 
school magazine was printed - final positions 
(other than winning house) estimated 

3 Final positions (other than winning house) esti-
mated from house captain's comments 

4 No data, other than the winning house 

THE HOUSE SYSTEM was a 
feature of school that most will 
have been aware of and perhaps 
remember with mixed feelings. 
An anachronism, creating en-
tirely irrelevant divisions be-
tween pupils or a useful way of 
engendering healthy competition 
that cut through the normal age 
boundaries? Even if the tie and 
PE shorts gave a constant signal 
of your house, I have a strong 
suspicion that the majority of 
pupils were oblivious to the state 
of the competition at most times 
during the year. Except perhaps 
when the winning house – some-
times referred to as “cock house” 
– was inscribed onto the board in 
the Assembly Hall. Those of us 
with limited sporting ability will 
have had little direct interest or 
involvement. 
Nevertheless, the house system 
was an integral part of school life 
for many Old Bucks, and even 
those who were not part of the 
house scene may care to follow 
the story of how the house sys-
tem flourished, faltered, almost 
died and then sputtered back into 
life briefly before finally expir-
ing. 
Foundations 
The adoption of a house system 
was clearly something that the 
first Headmaster, JH Taylor, was 
keen to promote. The 1939 
School Magazine gives a clue as 
to how the allocation of houses 
would work: 
There has been no need during 
the first year to adopt the usual 
division of a school into four 
houses. Athletic competition has 
been on an inter-form basis. It 
may be possible and desirable at 
a later date, when the school has 
reached a certain stability, to 
devise a house system on a geo-
graphical basis. At the moment 
the preponderance of Ilford boys 
in the school prevents this basis 
of division. 
The following year sees the first 
mention of the house names. 
There is some curious reasoning 
as to how the house names and 
allocation to them were devel-
oped. The 1940 magazine also 
contains a rather surprising com-
ment about the school’s name: 
Next September the school will 
be divided into four houses, 
Hainault, Chigwell, Forest and 
Roding. It has been thought de-
sirable to utilise and perpetuate 

the names of the areas from 
which our boys come, especially 
in view of the unimaginative 
name of the school. It will not be 
entirely possible to allocate boys 
to houses on a geographical 
basis but certainly all boys from 
Epping, Theydon and Loughton 
will be allocated to Forest 
House, those from Wanstead, 
Woodford and Buckhurst Hill to 
Roding House and all from Chig-
well to Chigwell House. 
The 1940-41 year was the first in 
which a house championship was 
instituted. The 1941 magazine 
records the result: 
We congratulate Forest House 
on being the first to win the In-
ter-House Games championship. 
We record the fact, for the bene-
fit of any generous Governor or 
parent, that we have no trophy to 
symbolise this honour. 
It was not long before the idea of 
geographical allocation was 
questioned, and another rather 
surprising new idea was briefly 
adopted, as explained in the 1942 
magazine: 
In future boys entering the 
School will not be allocated to 
Houses until the end of their first 
year. In this way a fairer and 
more equitable distribution of the 
available talent can be at-
tempted, although this may 
partly invalidate the present 
geographical basis of allocation. 
The lack of a house trophy was 
resolved in 1944, as the indirect 
result of a tragic event. In Octo-
ber 1942, Tony Chapman, who 
was the first School Captain and 
Head Prefect, contracted spinal 
meningitis and died within days, 
just a few weeks into his fourth 
year at BHCHS. From the me-
morial fund set up in his name it 
was decided to buy a trophy for 
the House Championship. Tony 
Chapman had also been the first 
captain of Chigwell House. 
There is a strange irony that 
Chigwell would fail to win the 
house championship until its 29th 
year. 
In 1946 it was announced that 
the allocation to houses would 
happen on admission, and not at 
the end of the first year. But it is 
not clear whether there was ever 
a return to geographical alloca-
tion. Indeed, the future basis of 
house allocation is shrouded in 
mystery. Certainly the numbers 
in each house were approxi-

mately the same in subsequent 
years. 
Scores on the Doors 
The table below shows the win-
ning house for each year the 
competition was held. There are 
only a few years where the sec-
ond, third and fourth placed 
houses are definitely known. 
This is because the competition 
included summer sports (initially 

just cricket, but later swimming) 
where the competitions were 
incomplete by the time the 
school magazine went to print. In 
some cases it is possible to be 
quite confident about the final 
order, but where this is less cer-
tain I have estimated a rank order 
on the basis of results recorded, 
and taken into consideration the 
comments made by house cap-
tains in their review of the year. 
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as drama and in 
any case only Chig-
well were capable 
of winning.” 
It is not clear why 
the final year of the 
competition was 
not recorded on the 
honours board, but 
according to Hugh 
Colgate’s report to 
parents, the last 
house competition 
was in fact in 
1974/75 when the 
trophy was shared 
between Chigwell 
and Hainault. Hugh 
Colgate’s comment 
to parents doesn’t 
quite match the 
reasoning of Dave 
Stancer’s account, 
and he implies that 
the house system 
could be re-
considered at a later 
date: 
We have given a 
great deal of thought to the or-
ganisation of the Houses. In a 
day-school, houses have little 
meaning outside games competi-
tions. The form is the natural 
unit and our pastoral system is 
based on a horizontal, not a 
vertical structure. Smaller num-
bers in the first and second years 
began to make the house system 
difficult to run. We are therefore 
replacing the four houses…..by 
houses based on the form units 
X, Y and Z. This is for an experi-
mental period. When we ulti-
mately become a four-form entry 
school the four houses will be 
revived. 
Between 1975 and 1979, there is 
no apparent use of the four house 
names, but in the school year 
1979/80, Hugh Colgate’s predic-
tion was fulfilled at least par-
tially. There was no apparent 
revival of the former system, or 
indeed the Chapman Trophy, but 
the first year forms in that year 
were called 1C, 1F, 1H and 1R. 
It seems, however, that the house 
system didn’t return until the 
pupils entering in 1979 were in 
their 5th form. By now all the 
new entrants that followed this 
cohort had been placed into simi-
larly named forms. And so, in the 
year 1983/84 the house structure 
made a brief return as announced 
by Hugh Colgate in his annual 
review: 
On our Sports Day we returned 
to the House competition which 
was won by Roding House...We 

Are We a Legend? 
In some cases, these comments 
may have been a little optimistic, 
but a few are quite amusing. 
Chigwell’s consistent failure 
became a source of much con-
sternation among the successive 
captains. Some seemed unaware 
of the phenomenon whereas 
others tried vainly to exhort 
greater efforts from their succes-
sors. Ian Terry, the Chigwell 
captain in 1959, reflected the 
exasperation of all earlier genera-
tions in his question:  
“Are we becoming a legend? It 
would appear from our history 
that we are incapable of becom-
ing Cock House.” 
We may never discover the real 
cause of Chigwell House’s ap-
parent sporting inadequacy. Not 
only did they fail to win the 
championship in its first 29 
years, but there was a twenty 
year spell where they apparently 
finished either third or last. 
One hypothesis would be that the 
house masters may have had 
some influence in the matter, by 
the enthusiasm that they man-
aged to engender in their teams, 
and perhaps by their selection of 
the house captains. We do not 
have a record of the identity of 
the house masters until the first 
school roll was published in 
1948/49. This was the beginning 
of the era when Hainault were 
dominant, winning in ten of the 
years between 1948 and 1961. 
During this time, Tom Leek was 
their house master. But Hain-
ault’s dominance did not persist 
into the 1960s. They failed to 
win outright again (despite the 
fact that Tom Leek remained 
house master until 1973). Tom 
Leek’s spell as house master (at 
least 25 years) was the longest, 
and this was followed by the 21 
years during which Bernard 
Samways was house master of 
Chigwell. 
The other two houses each had at 
least six different house masters 
during the period for which we 
have records. Even so, there is 
some evidence that the house 
master may have influenced 
things. Another of my favourite 
comments by the house captains 
was that of Mick Spinks. After 
thanking all the team captains for 
their contribution to Roding’s 
victory in 1966, added the fol-
lowing compliment to house 
master Eric Franklin:  
….and finally, “Doctor” Frank-
lin, who cured some untimely 
“injuries” and “illnesses” just 

prior to the Athletics and Cross 
Country meetings. 
We need to return to the curious 
phenomenon of Chigwell House. 
Their failure to become Cock 
House for so long was only part 
of the story. When they finally 
managed to win the champion-
ship in 1969, they then achieved 
a string of successes that sur-
passed any of the feats of the 
other houses in earlier years. In 
fact they won each year until 
1974 (tying in that year with 
Hainault). At that point, the 
house system was revised, and 
there was no further winner of 
Chapman Cup. 
Last Shall be First 
Perhaps we shall never discover 
why Chigwell languished behind 
the other houses for so long. But 
we do have some evidence to 
explain the dramatic change that 
occurred in 1969. Dave Stancer, 
who had arrived to teach wood-
work and metalwork at BHCHS 
in 1965, was asked to assist Ber-
nard Samways as the Chigwell 
house master in about 1968. The 
genial and iconic classics teacher 
was approaching his retirement, 
and had been suffering from ill 
health. Dave Stancer was very 
keen that Chigwell should go all 
out to win the house champion-
ship at least once for Bernard 
Samways. And so it was, with 
Brian Jones as house captain, 
that Chigwell achieved their first 
win. The craft of Stancer was not 
limited to the woodwork shop. 
He was smart enough to realise 
that winning house champion-
ships was not simply a matter of 
having talented sportsmen. It was 
possible to accumulate points 
simply by taking part in all the 
available competitions. Maybe 
this had been part of the reason 
for Chigwell’s earlier failings. 
Dave Stancer took it on himself 
to ensure that there was a full 
team for all relevant sports. 
House Demolition 
After Bernard Samways retired, 
Dave Stancer became the official 
house master, and Chigwell con-
tinued its winning streak. By the 
time they had won the trophy for 
the fifth year, Hugh Colgate 
decided to abolish the house 
system. There were a number of 
contributing factors, as Dave 
Stancer has explained: 
“…..it was felt to be an outdated 
relic from the public school era; 
it took up too much time for 
those pupils in school teams; it 
interfered with academic work 
and other school activities such 

held a junior Swimming Gala in 
our now shortened, but heated 
pool. Again Roding House won 
the competition. 
There is a certain justice about 
this. While Roding House had 
won the old Chapman Cup six 
times, it had failed to match the 
more frequent success of Forest 
and Hainault, and had missed out 
on the dramatic resurgence of 
Chigwell. 
I have not yet discovered any 
subsequent records of the compe-
tition, but it was not long after-
wards – in 1986 – that the first 
year entry was only large enough 
for three forms, thus seeing the 
demise of Roding House. Then, 
in the final two years, the entry 
was reduced again to two forms, 
leaving only Chigwell and Forest 
House represented by the first 
forms of those years. Maybe this 
also is a just conclusion to the 
story. 
For the record, Forest - with 12 
outright wins -  must be consid-
ered the most successful house in 
the history of the school. While 
Hainault had more wins that 
Roding, they are exactly level 
based on the rank order analysis 
in the table. As for Chigwell 
House…...I suppose they are a 
legend! 

Graham Frankel (Roding) 
In case you are wondering, the 
Editor’s contribution to Roding’s  
points tally was precisely zero. If 
only they had counted ping pong! 

The Honours Board: Chapman Memorial Cup 
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Where are they now? 

Wolf Merklein (Michael Rudolph) 
(1940) 
I have the happiest memories of 
my years at Buckhurst Hill. Teach-
ers I remember very well include 
Mr Taylor, Mr. May, Mr. Scott and 
Miss Rayner who was my class 
teacher. Unfortunately, I had to 
leave the school at the end of the 
fourth year and graduated from a 
school in London. My family 
moved to the USA in 1948 and I 
am currently retired in Tallahas-
see, Florida. I shall always be 
grateful for the years I spent at 
Buckhurst Hill which gave me an 
excellent educational foundation.  
As a matter of fact, many people 
here thought I was college edu-
cated when I first arrived in this 
country! 
I would particularly like to learn 
more about the circumstances 
that led to the closing of the 
school and just what has hap-
pened to the building and 
grounds it was on. It seems to me 
that by any measure the physical 

Alan Cruchley (1938) 
I was totally unaware that the 
school had closed in 1989. A bit 
devastating. Did it get in the way 
of the motorway? Many times 
when visiting the UK I thought of 
dropping by the school, and now I 
regret more than ever that I did 
not make it. 
I am luckily in good health and 
enjoying my retirement by sailing 
on Georgian Bay, Lake Huron. 
I have many vivid memories of the 
school, still unfinished on Sept 
15th, and the prior parents eve-
ning meeting when the hall had 
to be lit by car headlights. Also 
our first gathering in the locker 
room before our first assembly in 
the gym because the hall was 
unfinished. 
Tovey was the first boy to wear 
long trousers! Two shillings and 
sixpence gave us hot lunches for 
the whole week. My claim to fame 
is that I was the scorer of the first 
goal for BHCHS against another 
school. That was against Cran-
brook College. It was the second 
shot to go into the net. Dickie 
Wheatley was offside! 

plant should have been service-
able for more than a century. I 
have many times wondered how 
much education has changed in 
England since my boyhood. And 
whether Buckhurst Hill returned to 
an all male staff after the war. I 
was there just at a time when 
many of the teachers were leaving 
for the armed forces and being 
replaced by women. 
I particularly enjoyed being able 
to hear the school song on the 
website and to learn that the 
words to it were penned by Mr 
Steele who was my English 
teacher. Though I hadn't actually 
heard the music since leaving 
more than 50 years ago, it 
sounded as familiar as ever and 
brought back many happy memo-
ries. 
The single most salient memory I 
have of Mr May was after Duncan 
Vere gave a fabulous recitation in 
front of the French class of Le 
Chanson de Roland and Mr May 
went into raptures in English 
about the excellence of the per-
formance. We let him go on for 
what seemed like an eternity be-
fore we informed him of his rule 
that only French was to be spoken 
in the class and the fine for each 
English word spoken was a penny 
a word. 
I don’t recall what kind of a settle-
ment was made (or who got the 
money). Perhaps Duncan does. 

During the past year, several more long lost Old Bucks have turned up, mainly living overseas. The first two contributions below are 
examples. More information about Alan and Wolf will appear in the next edition. I am pleased to have some news of Bucks from all 
decades, and I hope this will encourage more of you to send updates for the next edition (preferably with a photo). As always, I am 
particularly keen to hear from you if you have not previously appeared here, or perhaps in one of the early editions. 

Graham Styles (1950) 
I spent most of my working life in 
a purchasing environment, mainly 
in the building and civil engineer-
ing and aviation fields, retiring a 
year ago. 
I worked with Geoff Stanley (1948) 
for 18 years in Chelmsford, having 
taken some time to realise that we 
were both Old Bucks. 
I am a member of Leigh Orpheus 
Male Voice Choir; the background 
of the school choir and madrigal 
group under Mr Ray as well as St 
Mary's Chigwell Church Choir 
being very influential. 
I am married with four offspring-
all long since departed but still 
regular visitors to the home. 

David Broome (1951) 

My cycling has dropped off a lot 
over the past two years. Once I 
had reached 200,000 lifetime 
miles, I felt I had to do something 
different. 
Apart from researching and writ-
ing up a two year history project 
on my local area (St Albans), I 
started visiting as many islands as 
possible around the coasts of 
England and Wales. 
I combine this with visiting sites 
where I had work involvement in 
the past, English and Welsh vine-
yards, the occasional big hill or 
mountain to walk up, bird-
watching, the occasional old 
friend to visit and so on. 

Richard Yoell (1954) 

The badminton team photo 
shown in the last edition has Tony 
Wilkinson, not Ken Airs at bottom 
left. He was in my class and pre-
ceded me by one year to South-
ampton University where he stud-
ied Physics to my Chemistry (I 
took two goes to pass maths A 
level, as did many others.)  You 
don’t give a date on the photo so 
I can only wonder why I am not in 
the photo, as I was always under 

the impression that I, and a few 
others, re-established a badmin-
ton club after hearing that mem-
bers of staff were keen to chal-
lenge somebody. While I well 
remember Tony playing I must 
admit to being a bit hazy about 
Ted Moore (was there any sport 
he didn’t excel in?) and Johnny 
Hurn. Afraid I can’t put a name to 
top middle, but he does look 
familiar. I do remember some 
matches we played, especially 
against Woodford Girls High (such 
innocent fun!). 
I have continued to play badmin-
ton until recently when need for a 
replaced aortic valve stopped me 
in my tracks, literally. Still, it’s now 
seven weeks after surgery at Pap-
worth hospital and I hope to be 
back playing very soon. I never 
reached the heights quoted by 
Jeff Powell, but put it about a bit 
in the Bedfordshire county 
leagues. 
The undated photo of the bad-
minton team in the last edition 
was from 1957-58. Apologies to 
Tony for my error – ed. 

Peter Phillips (1958) 

After completing O-levels, I de-
cided to pursue my strong interest 
in agriculture and worked on 
several farms, which was a prereq-
uisite for the National Diploma in 
Agriculture course at Writtle Col-
lege, Chelmsford. 
I thoroughly enjoyed Writtle and 
subsequently declined a job in 
animal feed sales in favour seeing 
a bit of the world before attempt-
ing to settle down. 
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In 1969 I emigrated to Canada 
where friends were living in To-
ronto. A few weeks after arriving I 
joined a firm of agricultural news-
paper and magazine publishers’ 
representatives and embarked on 
a career that previously I had not 
known existed. A bonus, in my 
eyes, was that I was able to travel 
to various parts of Canada and the 
USA on an expense account. 
Times were good! 
At the end of 1971 I returned to 
England with my new Canadian 
wife and joined IPC Business Press, 
initially on British Farmer and 
Stockbreeder and later Poultry 
World and Poultry Industry. 
In 1977 I was invited to join 
Agripress Canada as Publisher of 
its Agri-book Publishing division. 
My wife and I decided to settle 
permanently in Ontario and 
moved back to Canada, now with 
two children. In 1981 the owners 
of Agripress offered to sell the 
Agri-book division to another 
employee and myself. We went 
into business as AIS Communica-
tions Limited. 
From a modest beginning we built 
a respectable publishing business 
and expanded into construction 
related journals and trade shows, 
although agriculture continued to 
be our most important market. 
Our Top Crop Manager title was 
widely regarded as the leader in 
its field. (Pun intended). 
In 1987 my wife and I separated 
and divorced. In 2004, AIS Com-
munications was bought by Annex 
Publishing and Printing Inc. My 
partner and I stayed under con-
tract until 2006 to run the busi-
ness on behalf of the new owners 
and then retired. 
I have been living in the small 
Lake Huron Resort town of Grand 
Bend since 1993, with my partner 
of ten years, Teresa, a portrait 
artist. 

Martin Pippard (1959) 
I retired at the end of September 
2009, having spent the last 3 years 
as Dean of the Medical School in 
Dundee. It was very busy right up 
to the last, and we (Grace and I) 
then marked the break by taking 
off for a long-promised visit to 
our daughter (who has lived and 
worked in Fiji for the last 3 years) 
and to the North and South Is-
lands of New Zealand. We have 
now moved to Burford in Oxford-
shire. I am going to miss Scotland 
where we had lived for over 20 
years, but still have a few Munros 

Paul Rochester (1963) 

The Annual Dinner, October 2009: 
as I sat at the dinner table sur-
rounded by my school chums, the 
memories and recollections mo-
mentarily became all too real. A 
hand from behind was placed on 
my shoulder. “Boy, I have not yet 
received your promised home-
work” Surely none of the ex-staff 
in attendance would recall a miss-
ing essay 45 years on? Then of 
course I realised that it was in fact 
Graham reminding me that I still 
had not submitted my ‘What I Did 
In My Life’ report. Here it is at last! 
I was never a high-flyer but did 
reasonably well at O levels and, 
after considering leaving at the 
end of the fifth year, eventually 
stayed on in the sixth form but 
struggled with A levels. As a result 
I did not get the grades required 
to go on to university and (at 
home) kept quiet about the UCCA 
clearing scheme having realised 
that I had reached the limits of my 
academic abilities. The A level 
results were however good 
enough to get me a job in the 
(then) Post Office Telecommuni-
cations organisation after compet-

ing against new university gradu-
ates. I worked in London in the 
International part of the organisa-
tion on telegraphs, telex (both 
now defunct) and telephony for 
over 15 years before, in 1986, 
applying for a job in Oswestry, 
Shropshire working on the intro-
duction of the new national digital 
network. (Those who can remem-
ber back to the early 1980s will 
recall that the telephone network 
previously suffered from frequent 
wrong-numbers, cut-offs and 
engaged tone!) 
After 39 years I am still here and 
still working for what is now BT. 
But just starting to seriously con-
template retirement! 
In 1977 I married Angela Jones, an 
ex-LCHS girl, and we lived in Hert-
fordshire until our move to Shrop-
shire in 1986. Angela had previ-
ously lived in Norfolk and Suffolk 
and was more than willing to 
move somewhere more rural. This 
was just one of several reasons 
why we decided to pursue the 
opportunity of the move. We have 
been very happy here with the 
only drawback being that it has 
been more difficult to visit family 
and friends. We have three sons 
aged between 28 and 22, all of 
whom have now flown the nest. 
It is now several years since I re-
ceived ‘the call’ from Graham. This 
was shortly followed by a call from 
Steve Williams who had been a 
close friend at school although we 
had lost touch over the years. We 
exchanged the usual details and 
thought it a coincidence that his 
son was in his final year at 
Loughborough University whilst 
mine had just commenced his 
first. A few days later my son 
called having been newly ap-
praised of a couple of dubious 
events from his father’s past. He 
had recently started a job in the 
student union bar and it turned 
out that it was Steve’s son who 
was ‘showing him the ropes’! 
Steve and I attended the next 
Annual Dinner and over the years 
several others from the 1963 year 
group have joined us. We use the 
event as an opportunity for an 
annual get-together and to keep 
in touch and reminisce about the 
many happy times, often spent in 
the British Queen in Buckhurst 
Hill. (Now, I believe, turned into a 
restaurant.) We are currently look-
ing forward to trying the new 
venue and would of course be 
really pleased to see others from 
the 1963 vintage. 

Graham McClelland (1965) 
Graham is keeping busy in Luxor, 
Egypt where he has been living for 
the past five years running a prop-
erty development company with 
his wife Di. This was featured re-
cently in a Sunday Times article. 
He is also keeping up with some 
of his earlier healthcare activities - 
consulting for a multinational 
pharmaceutical company that is 
trying to build a new drug devel-
opment capacity in Africa; with a 
project to reduce the amount of 
drug abuse in a big middle east-
ern country; and setting up a 
Master’s degree in clinical re-
search at the University of Alexan-
dria. 

Gary Edwards (1971) 

Sitting at the back of a class, flick-
ing paper pellets at each other, 
did any of us, I wonder, ever con-
template where we might be in 
the years ahead or foresee the 
person we would someday be-
come? On those memorable foot-
ball trips to Spain with Frank Silver 
and Co, was there any inkling of a 
time to come when the hairline 
would be receding and tinged 
with grey, the six-pack starting to 
resemble a Party 7? Looking back, 
where did the years go? 
Along the way, there were key 
events that seemed to mark the 
passing of time, heralding a new 
chapter in life. Turning eighteen 
and standing at the bar with that 
first (legal) pint.  At the altar, jok-
ing with my Best Man about mak-
ing a run for it before the service 
started. Holding in my arms the 
warm bundle that was my first-
born, astonished at the colour of 
her eyes then, as though in a 
blink, a mere 20 years later giving 
her away on her own wedding 
day. More recently, in March this 
year, a milestone that I certainly 
couldn’t ignore - 50! Only a few 
weeks beforehand, another hospi-
tal, another squirming little bun-
dle and we welcomed our third 

to climb which should provide the 
incentive to return at intervals 
over the next year or two (Grace 
has already climbed all 283 of 
them). 



Old Buckwellians News, November 2010 Page 22 

grandchild into the world. 
I left BHCS after my O levels and 
started my career in the petro-
chemical industry before moving 
into building services contracting 
and subsequently construction. If I 
thought that 'escaping' school 
had put an end to education and 
exams I was sorely mistaken as 
there followed seven years of day-
release, night school and home 
study before I decided to give the 
acquisition of knowledge a break.  
My career path has been a wind-
ing one, to say the least. The pro-
jects have been diverse - office 
towers, shopping centres, airports, 
hospitals, laboratories and sports 
stadia. Given the devastating im-
pact the economic downturns in 
the early nineties and again re-
cently have had on the construc-
tion industry, I’ve been lucky. In 
34 years the longest period I've 
had my feet up, between jobs, has 
been three weeks. I can only hope 
that continues. The CV records a 
succession of employers, with me 
never staying very long with any 
one organisation (four years at 
most) and interspersing projects in 
UK with various overseas con-
tracts. 
In March 1996, I penned a few 
lines for the OBA News - my im-
pressions of Lebanon at the end 
of the civil war where I was living 
and working at the time. Little was 
I to realise that less than a month 
later I, along with a large number 
of other ex-pats, would be evacu-
ated from Beirut when hostilities 
broke out once again with Israel. 
After nearly a week of continual 
airstrikes a brief ceasefire was 
declared, the airport was opened 
and at our company's behest we 
were herded onto planes (one 
piece of luggage only - leave 
everything else) and flown home.  
By the time the situation had 
stabilised and our construction 

team re-mobilised, I had become 
heavily involved with another 
project in Uzbekistan and was 
then, shortly afterwards, posted to 
Dubai where I spent two years 
working on the initial phase of the 
airport redevelopment before 
returning in 1998 to London.  
Five years on and two unexpected 
phone calls changed our lives 
again. The first brought the op-
portunity of a position in Poland 
for me. This came at the same 
time as my daughter, Samantha - 
then 19 - receiving a call from 
Cyprus with an offer of a singing 
job. For several years our lives 
seemed to revolve around airports 
in London, Warsaw and Limassol 
and upon my return to UK in 2005 
I soon found myself ‘home alone’ 
looking after house and dogs. My 
son Nick, having spent time with 
me working on the development 
in Warsaw, had also moved to 
Cyprus and then my wife joined 
the children, wanting to be close 
at hand during Sam’s pregnancy. 
There, in the military hospital on 
the base at Akritiri, our first grand-
child arrived in June 2006. 
With the whole family back in UK, 
2008 saw another change of di-
rection for me and a move to 'the 
dark side' - working in London for 
a much-publicised residential 
developer (not particularly fa-
voured by Prince Charles at the 
moment). If you asked me what 
next - I really couldn't say. 
There is an expression I came 
across in Poland that just about 
sums up the trials and tribulations 
of modern existence and which 
translates as ... Life is brutal and 
full of ambushes. It rings very true 
with me. Whenever I feel settled 
or see a nice straight path ahead, 
something unexpected comes out 
of left-field and whatever plans 
may have been on the table get 
torn into confetti. So, for now, 

Gary Edwards shown in the football touring party to Spain 1976. This photo was taken 
from a press report. 

Tim Low (1973) 

After I left school in 1978 and 
having some artistic talent I went 
to study art at Loughton College. I 
was there for a couple of years but 
didn’t really achieve what I had 
hoped for so left and had a short 
stint with a photographic firm in 
Epping. I thought that I might be 
able to use my talents there but 
ended up being no more than a 
dogsbody and no prospect of 
doing much better, so left. 
I then decided that I would make 
a career in the British army and 
while I was waiting to begin train-
ing I worked for a while in a pri-
vate hospital in Buckhurst Hill. 
I did my army basic training at 
Catterick in Yorkshire, my home 
county, and trained as a signaller 
in the 14th Signals Regiment. 
After a brief period of leave I went 
to Loughborough and subse-
quently to Germany where I spent 
the remainder of my 12 year army 
career. My first posting was Celle 
where I was married to a Scottish 
girl who was also in the army and 
whom I had met back in the UK. I 
had a son, Christopher, from that 
marriage but unfortunately the 
marriage didn’t work out and I 
remained in Germany and moved 
on to Verden. 
In Verden I married a German girl 
and we had two boys, Tommy and 
Mikey, who still live in Germany. 

Tommy has now qualified as a 
bricklayer which I understand is a 
good trade in Germany. Whilst 
wetting the baby’s head after 
Tommy was born a Champagne 
cork flew into my eye crystallising 
the cornea and despite treatment 
I still have limited vision in that 
eye. I was made redundant from 
the army but decided to stay in 
Germany with my family and ob-
tained a job in a pet food ware-
house where I worked for a num-
ber of years. Whilst there, my 
mother and stepfather (Stuart Low 
1952 – 1958), came out to visit. 
I had a serious accident at work 
when half a tonne of canned pet 
food crashed down on top of me 
whilst being shifted and to this 
day have not been able to work 
due to severe pain in my back. An 
operation could be possible but if 
it failed I could end up wheelchair 
bound so prefer to take pain kill-
ers to help ease the pain. 
My marriage in Germany failed 
and I returned to the UK to stay 
with my birth father in Bradford, 
my mother and stepfather having 
emigrated to Australia. Whilst in 
Bradford I met my current partner, 
Bev, and we live in a terraced 
house in Bolton Woods in Brad-
ford. Bev has children of her own 
but they have all left home and 
have families of their own so there 
is just the two of us. 
I have been to Australia twice to 
visit my mother and stepfather in 
Wollongong, once with Bev and 
once alone. The last visit was in 
October/November last year and I 
was lucky enough to go to Cairns 
and not only swam on the Great 
Barrier Reef but visited a crocodile 
farm and travelled by train to 
Karunda in the mountains behind 
Cairns and back on one of the 
longest cable cars in the Southern 
Hemisphere. 
Fortunately none of the activities 
were too strenuous for my back 
although I did suffer some effects 
after. After being in temperatures 
of 30C plus I don’t have to tell you 
about the conditions which 
greeted me after I returned to the 
UK. 
I hope to return down under 
again but this time with Bev and 
her young grand daughter who 
can’t wait to stroke a Koala, pat a 
Wombat and feed a Kangaroo. 
And meet her (Aussie) Nan and 
Gramps. 
Lance Corporal (Signals retired) 
Tim (TJ) Low. 

we'll play things by ear. 
Next year sees another milestone, 
our 30th Wedding Anniversary. As 
for career, there is the possibility 
of a project in the South of France 
(I've already checked out the 
flights from London and Lar-
naca ... it's commutable!). Any-
thing might happen. Who knows, 
in another 15 years I may get even 
be asked to update the OBA on 
the next chapter. 
In the meantime, a little voice is 
calling ‘Gwandad!’ from out in the 
garden. Got to go ... things to do! 
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Paul Charsley (1978) 

I recently moved from Saint Louis 
where I had a Coffee shop called 
Espresso Mod for four years 
(voted best in St Louis three years 
in a row!). It had a British Sixties 
theme to it, with music and old 
movies on the big screen, like The 
Italian Job etc. See photo below. 
Then I was offered a job to help 
run the Jim Russell Racing School 

which has a Lola Formula 3 based 
racing school, Mitsubishi Evo 
School and Audi Sportscar Experi-
ence featuring the Audi R8 V10. 
So my wife and two kids, Carter 
and Ava picked up and moved in 

Marc Sivell (1978) 
I left school and moved to France 
for over 18 months. I came back 
and eventually ended up doing O 
and A levels after a period of 
work/unemployment/travel in 
Essex. Then on to the Polytechnic 
of Central London where I com-
pleted a degree in psychology and 
social science. I then worked for a 
partner of the UNHCR (the UN 
Refugee Agency) in Bosnia and 
Croatia and returned to Oxford 
University and completed M Phil 
in Social Anthropology. Then to 
University of London (Barts and 
London Medical college) to do a 
postgraduate diploma in Occupa-
tional Therapy. I worked at a num-
ber of hospitals in London and 
was mobilised (voluntarily) and 
spent a year with the army in the 
Balkans. I have subsequently been 
deployed to Iraq and Afghanistan 
on numerous occasions. I worked 
as a Lecturer at Brunel University 
and am now spending much of 
my time between France and 
Central Asia working. 

Dan Southwell (1980) 
Dan’s brother Greg (1974) tells me 
that Dan is now a Chef in Mel-
bourne. He migrated with family, 
and retrained over the past three 
years out there. He’d had enough 
of over twenty years as a bond 
broker in the City. 
Idea for an alternative reunion 
venue Stuart?! - Ed 

James Armitage (1982) 
(known as Jamie Goodes at BHCHS) 

I enjoyed (most of) my time at the 
school, doing well academically 
(10 ‘O’ levels), played the trom-
bone (grade 8), performed in 
musicals, sang in the choir, did 
public speaking, was in the school 
cricket team (opening bat), chess 
team, and rugby team (first year 
only). 
I took ‘A’ levels at Chigwell School, 

November and now I get to enjoy 
living in the wine country and 
going to the racetrack everyday. 
It’s a lot of fun and I’ve got to 
work closely with Allan McNish 
and will soon be doing something 
with the Ex-Stig Perry McCarthy. 
I’ve recently done some work for 
Skywalker Sound on the Iron Man 
2 movie and appear on a F1 Pod-
cast at “formula1blog.com”. 

then went to Cardiff University to 
study architecture. I became a 
qualified architect, did a PhD at 
the London School of Economics 
and now have my own practice.  
I live in Somerset with my wife 
and son. 
Contemporaries of James may 
remember him playing Dr 
Barnado in the production of  
Carrotts in 1987 (see photo p1) - I 
have some more great photos of 
the play and hope to cover it in a 
future edition - Ed. 

PHOTOGRAPHIC MEMORY 

This superb post card dates from around 1910 but will be instantly recognisable by all Old Bucks. I am grateful (again) to Terence Atkins 
for allowing me to scan this photograph. We think it is unlikely that the guy parked on the bridge is the father of JH Taylor (cf photo on page 
9). We are also uncertain whether the road name is a mistake, or possibly the picture was taken prior to it being called Roding Lane. 

Fishy Challenge 

Colin Overy (1953) has set an 
interesting challenge for the an-
glers amongst our readers. Who 
can claim to have caught the 
largest fish? 
The one shown here is an arctic 
char, caught by Colin on the Cop-
permine River in the North West 
Territories of Canada, and cooked 
for dinner soon afterwards. 
Colin’s fish weighed about 20 
pounds and it was, er….……..this 
big. 

Missing Chairs 

Spotted by Peter Nicholls (1962) 
while on holiday in Hardin, Mon-
tana. These chairs were in a mu-
seum. Peter wonders how they 
managed to get so far away from 
Buckhurst Hill. 
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Pick ‘n Mix 
Ray Orpin (1957-64) 
I am prompted to write further to 
three unrelated items in OB News 
May 2010. 
Denis Grey’s item brought back 
many memories. We went to the 
same junior school (St Nicholas) 
as we only lived half a mile 
apart. He was always a cheeky 
guy (in the nicest way) and I 
think it shows from his photo. 
Secondly I think Andy Salisbury 
was one of the best maths teach-
ers I ever had - a subject I didn’t 
care for at the time, but became a 
cornerstone in my engineering 
career. Mr Salisbury was always 
known as “Andrew John Salis-
bury”, particularly by my mate 
Dave Thame and I know not 
why. I also recall that AJS was 
the most accurate projector of a 
piece of chalk on this planet. 
Finally I saw that the interests 
pie chart includes model rail-
ways. I work as a volunteer sig-
nalman and inspector on a real 
one (4 foot eight and a half etc), 
the Bluebell in Sussex. In the 
photo, I am not on the Bluebell, 
but on a visit to Bishop’s Stort-
ford box just before its functions 
were moved to Liverpool Street. 

Longest Journey 
John (1942-47) and Tony (1944-
49) Harvey 
We are slightly embarrassed that 
you should list us (so far) as 
leaders in the “Longest journey 
to school” challenge, as we know 
of another, as well as Tom Fogg 
and Robin Boram, who travelled 
further than us to school. He was 
Alan Spearman (1938) who lived 
beyond Tom in the centre of 
Fyfield village and we reckon the 
“leadership” might be a close 
call between Alan and Robin. 
Your use of Google Maps to 
calculate distances is credible, 
although we must query your 
mileage for Tom Fogg. He lived 
on the outskirts of Fyfield, about 
two miles north east of Shelley, 
so he had to be that distance 
further from the school! 
However, all sorts of queries 
come to the fore. Not least, is the 
fact that all of us so called Ongar 
boys, including John Lacey, Ted 
Green and Arthur Howard, had 
to travel in the difficult days of 
World War II and the immediate 
post-war period. Few people had 
cars; public transport to the out-
lying villages of Fyfield and 
Stondon Massey, was very lim-
ited so Alan, Robin and Tom had 
tough cycle rides of about three 
miles  to Ongar station, to which 
the remainder of us had a mere 
half mile walk. We then caught 
the steam train to Buckhurst Hill 
and walked down Roding Lane. 
As you say “pre-167 bus days”. 
Because of our journey we were 
given special dispensation to 
arrive at school after morning 
assembly. 
By November 1957 the electrifi-
cation of the line as part of the 
Central Line was completed to 
Ongar and attendees of the 
school since that time would 
have had a vastly different jour-
ney from us. It would be interest-
ing to know Malcolm Glass’s 
route to the school from Dod-
dinghurst. We rather think it 
unlikely that he cycled to Ongar 
station as Robin Boram did from 
neighbouring Stondon Massey 
some 20 years earlier! 
Your “geographical” feature 
prompts us to recall that, in the 
school’s early days, every boy’s 
house membership was deter-
mined by his address. Thus, the 
Ongar boys were linked to those 
from the Loughton and Epping 

From the Editor’s Postbag…… 
areas to form Forest house. This 
created some territorial attitudes 
which stimulated inter-house 
rivalry to a keen level. In 1944 
the system was changed to en-
sure a more precise numerical 
balance of house membership, 
perhaps with the underlying 
thought that the “tribal” connota-
tions were not entirely whole-
some? Tony became a first 
“victim” of the new random 
allocation, being placed in Hain-
ault house, hitherto the preserve 
of those who came from the Il-
ford direction. We were very 
disappointed at that time that he 
was unable to join John in For-
est! 
Thanks to John and Tony, and 
many others who wrote in about 
the longest journey to school. 
Perhaps we should now turn to 
the shortest journey?  -  Ed. 

Life after 167 
Philip Ridealgh(1968-75) 
As a Redbridge import my jour-
ney to school was only 7.9 miles 
but involved the 86 or 193 bus to 
Ilford, and the 167 to the school. 
In the first week or so at 11 years 
of age bus journeys were a nov-
elty - until a helpful driver of a 
167A told me I was on the wrong 
bus! Somehow this was con-
verted in my brain to “your bus 
pass isn’t valid” - so began a 
long walk home. The 167 and I 
had a mixed relationship, includ-
ing getting drunk on a single 
decker version having downed a 
quarter bottle of vodka at the end 
of the 5th year (thinking I would-
n’t be back), and on another 
occasion arriving at the school 
gates to find that the new term 
was still a day away. 
Seeing the gaggle of Yamaha 
FS1Es in the car park always 
made me envious but there was 
no way my parents would let me 
loose on one - which is maybe 
one reason I now cherish a Ya-
maha XJR1300 (or maybe it’s 
just mid life crisis). Even today 
groups of bikers will always 
congregate around a FS1E. 
In May I am sailing across the 
Atlantic on a 65 foot Farr to 
Portsmouth - the last thing I 
promised myself I would do 
while still at BHCHS. I had to 
bribe my wife with a week in 
Antigua to be allowed to go: she 
couldn’t see the attraction of a 
month cramped up with 10 men 

and a canvas hammock. 
Peter Downey - you were great, a 
teacher that wore clothes with 
style, and made Chaucer's Can-
terbury Tales exciting. Maybe I 
was just lucky catching him early 
enough not to be disillusioned. 
All in all the early 70’s experi-
ence at BHCHS was good - 
teachers believed in you (How 
hard did Mavis Leach work to 
get me through French CSE!!). 
You left school with a belief that 
most things were possible - and 
looking at the contents of OB 
News they obviously were. 

Nobility at BHCHS? 
Ian Bardrick (1956-63) 
I am prompted to write further to 
Page 191 Folio Byzantium vol 3 
Decline and Fall, John Julius 
Norwich names Count Baldwin 
of Hainault as the first Latin 
Emperor of Constantinople in 
year 1204 - did any of his de-
scendants attend our once great 
school? 
We had four pupils with the sur-
name Baldwin: none were in 
Hainault House - Ed 

Happier Hiking Memories 
Jeffrey West (1960-67) 
Thanks to Ian Hammond and 
Peter May for their recollections 
of the 1964 school trip to Ger-
many. I too was on the trip, and 
in response to Peter’s letter in the 
May edition, that’s me on the left 
of the four lads slumped on the 
ground, and I think he is right 
about it being Christopher 
Hammond on the far right. As 
for others on the trip, my diary 
tells me I shared a cabin on the 
ferry with ‘Withnall, Wood and 
Woodward’ - no prizes for 
guessing how cabins were allo-
cated. But I’m sorry that Ian and 
Peter’s memories are not so fa-
vourable. Despite the odd blister, 
I thoroughly enjoyed the holiday, 
and it was one of those formative 
experiences that have continued 
to have an influence on my life. 
From it, I developed a love of 
walking, an activity that has 
given me many good friends 
over the years and that I continue 
to enjoy. Indeed, my wife and I 
are planning to do the Tour du 
Mont Blanc in August this year, 
a trek that takes you around the 
base of Mont Blanc through 
France, Italy and Switzerland. It 
may be blister time again! Even 
youth hostels have given me 
good times over the years, pro-
viding friendships and a base to 
see some wonderful places at 
home and abroad. And it would 
be remiss of me not to thank the 
three masters on the trip, one of 
who lanced my blister - surely 
above and beyond the call of 
duty. I would also like to pass on 
special thanks to Dave Clapton - 
the German I learnt at school has 
stood me in good stead, both 
professionally and personally 
over the years. Herzlichen dank. 
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Obituary 

I WAS sad to hear from one of 
his daughters that John Steff died 
in December 2009. 
He had led a very full life and 
travelled extensively. He was an 
active member of many social 
groups reflecting his wide range 
of interests including Bridge, 
Scrabble and Jazz Appreciation. 
He was treasurer of the local 
Blind Society, and Bracknell 
Probus. 
John Steff had a stroke in No-
vember 2009 and died five 
weeks later of pneumonia. His 
daughters were with him. 

WITH the death of Peter Hodder, 
in January 2009, we lost a sig-
nificant figure in the history of 
the school. Peter was also the 
first of our number to qualify as 
a dentist. 
Peter’s strong interest in photog-
raphy led him to becoming a 
professional photographer before 
qualifying as a dentist. As a pho-
tographer, he was invited by JH 
Taylor to become the semi-
official school photographer, and 
was therefore responsible for a 
large proportion of what is cur-
rently now in the archive. 
Not only many of the formal 

Peter Hodder 
(BHCHS 1938-45) 

John Steff 
(BHCHS 1943-48) 

I learn about the death of Old 
Bucks in various ways, but find-
ing a full page obituary on open-
ing The Times on 25th June gave 
me a considerable jolt. 
I knew that Ian Dunbar was one 
of the more eminent former pu-
pils, and that he had risen to the 
top of the prison service. Given 
the nature of his work, it is per-

fectly understandable that he had 
resisted my general appeals to 
tell readers about his career. Ian 
was, however, an active member 
of our network, and attended 
reunions of the 45ers. His former 
class mates will all have seen the 
full obituaries that were pub-
lished and there is a link to the 
tribute in The Independent on our 
website. 

Ian Dunbar, CB 
(BHCHS 1945-52) 

Ken Goodyear 

Peter Redfern (1940) died in 
February 2010, reported by his 
cousin John Redfern (1939). He 
lived in Radwinter, near Saffron 
Walden. He had suffered from 
Parkinson’s Disease for many 
years. 
Albert Austin (1941) died in May 
2008. He lived in Harlow. 
Reported by his cousin Hugh 
Brothers (1948). 
Gordon Reed (1943) died in 
February 2010, reported by Ted 
Parsons (1943). Gordon had 
suffered ill health for many years. 
He lived in Chigwell. 
Geoff Hunt (1944) died in August 
2008. He lived in Cerne Abbas, 
Dorset, and was the brother of 
John Hunt (1945) who died in 
2007. A full obituary will be 
published in the next edition. 
Arthur Western (1947) died in 
December 2009. He had been a 
teacher for forty years in England, 
the Bahamas, Cayman Islands, and 

ALTHOUGH Ken Goodyear 
only taught at BHCHS for two 
years he was one of those excep-
tional teachers who made a sig-
nificant impact. 
Ken Goodyear joined the staff in 
January 1947 primarily to teach 
mathematics. His degree, how-
ever, from St Catherine’s Col-
lege, Cambridge, was joint hon-
ours in mathematics and geogra-
phy. He taught both subjects at 
BHCHS as well as being a first 
year form master and house mas-

in New Zealand, where he 
eventually retired. He lived in 
Auckland. 
Brian Trace (1950) died in May 
2010 after a long illness. He lived 
in Paignton, Devon. Information 
from Ken Rimmer (1951). 
Steve Nice (1954) died in August 
2010 following a long illness. He 
lived in Puckeridge, Herts and was 
the brother of Trevor Nice (1951). 
Roland “Ron” Watts (1956) died in 
June 2010 from motor neurone 
disease. An obituary will be 
published in the next edition. 
Russell Bell (1963) died in June 
2010. He had been suffering from 
pancreatic cancer. Russell was a 
long-standing member of the 
OBA and had played football and 
golf for the OB teams. He lived in 
Buckhurst Hill. 
Mike Ellis, who taught Economics 
at BHCHS from 1964 to 1967, died 
in March 2010 from pancreatic 
cancer. He lived in St Albans. 

We have also learned of the following deaths... 

team photographs, but other fine 
examples of his work remain. 
Some years ago, Peter gave me a 
superb set of photographs from 
the early 1950s. Some of these 
have been published in earlier 
editions but there are many more 
gems amongst them. 
Considering the breadth of his 
interests you may not be sur-
prised to learn that there are 
other interesting facets of his life. 
I am grateful to Peter’s son 
Robin for providing us with ad-
ditional information, which will 
appear in the next edition. 

ter of Roding House. 
Like his close contemporary 
Tom Leek, Ken Goodyear was a 
very fine amateur footballer, 
representing the British Universi-
ties before going on to captain 
Ilford FC in the Isthmian League.  
His qualities both as a footballer 
and teacher were recalled in the 
amusing tribute written by Bryan 
Brown (1945) [Sporting Masters, 
OB News November 2007]. 
Ken Goodyear left BHCHS in 
1949, taking a promotion to Sen-
ior Master of mathematics at 
Beal Grammar School. He went 
on to become Head of Mathe-
matics and stayed at Beal until 
his retirement in 1977. He then 
moved to Macclesfield. In retire-
ment he supported many chari-
ties, and wrote about a hundred 
hymns (he was a Methodist). 
Not long after Bryan’s feature 
was published I was delighted to 
hear of a chance meeting be-
tween Ken’s nephew and Eddie 
Cook (1946) from which Eddie 
learned that Ken Goodyear was 
still alive. Sadly, by then, he was 
suffering from Alzheimer's Dis-
ease. However, I made contact 
with his daughter Lynne, with 
whom he was living. 
Ken Goodyear died in January 
2010 at the age of 92. 
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Donald Ray 

WITH the death of Donald Ray 
in March we lost much more 
than a highly gifted musician. 
His genial enthusiasm and ability 
to motivate and encourage musi-
cians at all levels was admired by 
all who knew him. Don’s arrival 
at BHCHS followed a difficult 
period in the school’s musical 
life. I make this statement not 
just from talking with pupils who 
were there, but also from the fact 
that the departure of the previous 
head of music occurred without 
comment in the school notes of 
1951. Compare that with the 
following tribute written about 
Don Ray at the end of his decade 
at the school. It reads a bit like 
an obituary (but written almost a 
half century before his death) 
and is a splendid account of his 
importance to BHCHS. 
Most of the audience at the sum-
mer concert must have felt sur-

prised, a little mystified and possi-
bly shaken towards the end of the 
Headmaster’s thanks to Mr. Ray 
for the feast of God’s plenty he had 
served for their delight. “There is a 
sadness on these occasions,” re-
marked Mr. Taylor, “because I am 
very conscious that each summer 
concert may be the last to be con-
ducted by Mr. Ray.” It was too 
much to hope, he went on to say, to 

keep indefinitely a music master of 
his quality and the school had 
enjoyed his music making for a 
decade. “O, my prophetic soul,” 
was the sadly apt quotation that 
came swiftly to one’s mind the very 
next day when Mr. Ray tendered 
his resignation on his appointment 
as Director of Music at the Laty-
mer School, Edmonton. The Head-
master had also observed that if 
that were fated to be the last con-
cert what a rich and fitting tribute 
it would be to Mr. Ray’s work over 
the last ten years. We had listened 
to the singing of our own Choir, 
and augmented by some of the 
Choir of Woodford County High 
School, pleasing witness to Mr. 
Ray’s charm and persuasiveness; 
we had been delighted by the sing-
ing of the Madrigal Group.... Both 
the junior and senior orchestras 
had played to us; we had been 
moved as never before by the fine 
playing of Pearn and Rowland in 
Bach’s D Minor Concerto for two 
violins; the first public perform-
ance of the Junior Brass section 
astonished us by its verve and 
assurance, and Weaver’s skill in 
Haydn’s Trumpet Concerto showed 
these juniors what heights can be 
reached by talent and application. 
Animating all was the obvious 
enthusiasm and gusto of singers 
and instrumentalists, the joy of 
belonging which perhaps is the 
good conductor’s summum bonum. 
Yet, if not all of Mr. Ray’s musical 
range was illustrated that evening 
we recall to mind the performances 
of the Messiah and Bach’s St. John 

Passion music by the augmented 
Choir and Orchestra, the only 
occasion in all our school activities 
in which everybody in the school 
community can participate, the 
most exciting of our musical ven-
tures. All eyes in the Hall were 
focused on the conductor, the fons 
et origo of it all, attracted not only 
by his musical range and sensibil-
ity but by the winning graciousness 
that from the beginning has irradi-

ated his devotion to the music of 
the school. The steady succession 
of skilled young musicians nur-
tured by Donald Ray, the successes 
of the Choir in local Festivals, the 
unknown number of boys who owe 
to him their first real appreciation 
of good music, his piano playing 
on all occasions, notably in his 
two-piano recitals with John Har-
rop, his asides to his audience, 
young and old, all are facets of a 
rare musical and humanist endow-
ment which has graced our music 

for years. 
It is, therefore, greatly to be re-
gretted that he will not be able to 
enjoy the amenities of the new 
Music room for which he has long 
been waiting. When the walls were 
rising the Headmaster suggested 
that a foundation stone be laid, 
inscribed simply with the initials 
‘D.E.R.,’ as a tribute to his musical 
master-building, but on reflection, 
Donald Ray needs no brick or 
marble to linger, like a well-loved 
tune, in the grateful recollection of 
those with and for whom he made 
music. 
Donald Ray grew up in Ching-
ford and was born into a non-
musical family- his father was a 
joiner and carpenter. At an early 
age he joined the choir at Ching-
ford Parish Church, and this was 
the foundation of his musical 
career. He eventually became 
head chorister and began piano 
lessons. He attended Wanstead 
CHS and then Hull University 
where he studied English, French 
and Music. The post at BHCHS 
was his first teaching job. His 
decade at BHCHS is best de-
scribed by the tributes on the 
following page. After four years 
as Director of Music at Latymer 
School he moved to St Mary’s 
Teacher Training College, at 
Strawberry Hill Twickenham 
initially as a lecturer and then as 
Head of Music. He took early 
retirement in 1983 and subse-

quently joined the Associated 
Board of Music as an examiner. 
As well as teaching, examining 
and performing, Don Ray was 
well known and highly respected 
as a choral conductor. He con-
ducted, at various times, the 
Selwyn Singers, the Epping 
Phoenix Choir, and the South 
West Essex Choir. As accompa-
nist of the Crouch End Festival 
Chorus he played an important 
part in establishing its reputation 
as one of London’s leading 

choirs. His recitals were often in 
conjunction with other pianists. 
The two piano concerts at Ching-
ford, primarily with John Rippin, 
were always popular, and the 
proceeds were always donated to 
the East Anglia Children’s Hos-
pices, raising thousands of 
pounds for this charity. In recent 
years, many Old Bucks became 
regular attendees and it was won-
derful to see how the audiences 
grew each year. 
Don was a devoted family man. 
He married Barbara in 1954 
(they had originally met at 
school when aged 11) and they 
had three daughters and eight 
grandchildren. Barbara’s death in 
2005 was a severe loss, but in his 
final years his partner Ellen - 
mother of Old Buck David Long 
– was a constant companion. 
In recent years I enjoyed his 
playing at the Chingford piano 
concerts, and was honoured that 
he and Ellen often attended con-
certs in which I was singing with 
various chamber choirs. Even 
though I felt he recognised flaws 
his comments were always help-
ful, perceptive and encouraging. 
Don Ray remained an active and 
enthusiastic musician until his 
death at the age of 81. A few 
days before he died he was 
choosing music for a new U3A 
choir he was forming. 

Graham Frankel 

Senior Orchestra 1959 

With the orchestra, approx 1960                                                           Photo Dick Greening 
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Gordon Masters (1948) We have 
lost a most wonderful influence. 
His rendition of Mozart’s Turkish 
March was an inspiration to every 
fourth-former. 
David Tilly (1949) In my first cou-
ple of years at BHCHS I was in 
Donald's school choir, then as a 
soprano of course. I always ad-
mired his patience and quest for 
perfection. Many will also remem-
ber him for his fashion sense and 
the champion of the cable stitch 
polo neck pullover. Outrageous in 
a grammar school then! Well 
done Donald and rest in peace. 
Mike Hare (1950) I always enjoyed 
his playing whilst waiting for the 
Hall to fill up for Assembly. His 
repertoire was surely infinite over 
the time I was there and many 
became my favourites. One par-
ticular piece I desperately wanted 
the title of before I left and I’d 
managed to narrow it down to the 
composer. I ambushed him on his 
way to a class one morning; he 
was very gracious and took the 
time to run through a few tunes 
before he eventually found the 
correct one. I can only imagine 
what other boys and masters must 
have thought as they passed by 
two of their colleagues “lah-lah-
lahing” in the corridor! 
Gerry Burne (1953) I am sure that I 
am just one of many whose lives 
were enriched by his teaching and 
feel lucky to have fallen under his 
influence. 
Guy Lee (1953) When I first came 
to BHCHS it struck me as a huge, 
impersonal and scary place after 
my little primary school. The sheer 
enormity of the school was em-
phasised by the morning assembly 
when 600 or so boys gathered in 
the hall. The juniors came in first 
and the delay was quite consider-
able before those revered sixth 
formers appeared in the gallery. 
What helped me most during 
those trying moments was either 
Mr Ray playing something quite 
beautiful on the piano or listening 
to one of his choice of records. To 
this day, my love of Mozart can 
surely be attributed to his choice, 
on so many mornings, when we 
were treated to the Symphony 40 
in G minor. A true “gentle” man 
who brought beauty and music to 
my life. 
Bernard Rochester (1954) I recall 
the joy in music with which Mr 
Ray always imbued his lessons. I 

particularly remember him dem-
onstrating syncopation with some 
great boogie-woogie on the piano 
in the Main Hall. I wonder what 
Mr Taylor thought if he heard it. 
Also, his delight when, two sec-
onds after the ending of Berlioz' 
March to the Scaffold, the end-of-
period bell rang out. “Berlioz 
would have loved that”, he 
shouted. 
Rev Nicholas Luckett (1955) He 
was a popular and talented 
teacher and musician, but also 
under his leadership music played 
a prominent part in the life of the 
school. With unbounded enthusi-
asm he organised an array of 
musical activities to which he 
devoted time and energy well 
beyond the demands of the class-
room and curriculum. We enjoyed 
Junior and Senior Choir, Orches-
tra, smaller choral and instrumen-
tal groups, and there was a thriv-
ing annual house Music Competi-
tion. With Donald we learned to 
listen with attention to a vast 
range of classical music, not only 
with the benefit of his knowledge, 
but often with a dash of humour 
(eg he introduced us to Delius’ On 
Cooking The First Hero in Spring). 
He invited professional musicians 
from Sadlers Wells and elsewhere 
to entertain us with recitals (eg 
the percussionist Sidney Blades) or 
to join us for evening concert 
performances as soloists. On one 
occasion the soloist in question 
began Three Kings from Persian 
Lands Afar before any indication 
from the baton, and Donald was 
left to recover the situation as best 
he could! (We have it recorded! - 
see the BHCHS website-ed). 
We had many an outing to the 
Metropolis, both to attend con-
certs and sometimes to take part.  
Donald encouraged as many of us 
as possible to take up a musical 
instrument: when, after having 
some success on an old wooden 
flute belonging to the school, it 
was felt I needed to have my own 
instrument, he had no compunc-
tion about ringing up my parents 
one evening to persuade them to 
buy one. 
There being only five boys in our 
“A” level Music group, we enjoyed 
personal Donald’s tuition until 
sadly he left BHCHS halfway 
through our course. His popularity 
was reflected by the generosity of 
all the boys in the Music Society 

and throughout the School when 
a collection was made. I was des-
patched to London to purchase 
farewell gifts: among them we 
gave him a conductor’s baton 
inscribed with his name. 
Music was Donald Ray’s lifelong 
passion: the inspiration we boys 
took from him continues to en-
hance our lives even now he is 
gone. 
Doug Baker (1957) I was certainly 
not one of Mr Ray’s star pupils but 
I suspect he never knew the im-
pact his lessons had on each of his 
pupils in their later lives. In my 
case his lessons must have con-
tributed in some way to the im-
pulse I had one day to pick up a 
friend’s guitar and start fiddling 
with it trying to play a chord. The 
outcome was many happy years 
playing in amateur rock & roll 
bands (starting while still at school 
and culminating in several years 
playing professionally after leav-
ing university). I am sure he had 
similar impacts, great and small, 
on hundreds of aspiring young 
musicians over the years. It is just 
a shame that more of us did not 
take the trouble to let him know 
this before he died. 
Tony Morden (1957) Now there 
was a teacher and a half! I will 
never forget his masterful direc-
tion of the massed concert choirs 
in which I was privileged to take 
part. What music! What inspira-
tion! 
Colin Redman (1957) He was a 
man I admired and I responded 
well to his teaching methods. 
Once he kept my class back for 
five minutes before being allowed 
out for its morning break because 
of some breach of discipline. I 
cannot remember what the inci-
dent was but I do remember we 
had five more minutes of music 
and I felt rewarded rather than 
punished. I had intended to come 
to his next recital to tell him so. It 
just goes to show how one should 
not put off until tomorrow the 
things one could do today. 
Terence Atkins (1958) We were so 
privileged to have such a re-
markably fine musician as our 
(equally good) teacher. I recall the 
St John Passion which made such 
a huge impression on us all in 
1961. Choir practices at school 
were always such fun. I’m sure 
countless of us loved his playing 
before we could articulate why. In 

recent years, when privileged to 
be involved with him in the 2-
piano concerts, I found myself still 
in absolute awe of his legendary 
playing and felt that I learnt 
something from every sound he 
produced. 
Derek Heater (History 1959-62) 
I greatly admired and respected 
Don Ray. Indeed, looking back 
over my long life, much of it spent 
in a fair variety of educational 
posts and playing with different 
styles of musicians, I have met his 
match in character and profes-
sional quality but very rarely. I 
make this judgement having 
known Don in the middle of the 
last century as a BHCHS colleague, 
a fellow musician in and out of 
school, a close friend and from the 
friendship between our two fami-
lies. At one time we both lived in 
Chingford and, in due course, Don 
suggested that, as we each had 
after-school commitments, it was 
a waste of petrol to use two cars. 
One morning, in a week when it 
was Don’s turn to drive, his car – a 
basic Ford – would not start. So, 
he telephoned me to pick him up, 
and then Spud to explain that he 
would be too late to play in morn-
ing assembly and I to take my 
form’s (5β) register. 
On our arrival, Don went to the 
Headmaster to apologise fully. 
Spud had a hostile attitude to-
wards cars, and little knowledge 
about them. He said, with unchar-
acteristic tetchiness, “Why didn’t 
you use the starting handle?” 
“There isn’t one,” Don responded. 
Spud was not placated. “Why 
haven’t you bought one?” Don 
explained: “In this model there is 
no hole to put it in.” End of con-
versation! 
I experienced Don’s kindliness as a 
conductor, unlike some severe 
and impatient wielders of the 
baton under whom I have played. 
One particular event I remember 
was the performance of the St 
John Passion. I was playing princi-
pal second violin. Rehearsals went 
splendidly. But on the evening of 
the concert, for no evident reason, 
instead of repeating the first few 
lines, I carried on. Luckily, Fred 
Scott (Deputy Head), who was 
sitting next to me, correctly re-
peated and I quickly joined him 
and the other seconds. Don did 
not glower at me but grinned and 
raised a quizzical eyebrow. As 
usual with Don’s concerts and 
church music, the programme was 
perfectly organised and a great 
and enjoyable success. 

Donald Ray - a teacher remembered 
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AFTER leaving school, David 
Conway joined his father and 
uncle in the family wholesale 
fruit and vegetable business in 
Spitalfields. Following the retire-
ment of the elder Conways he 
and his cousin ran the business 
until it was wound up in the mid 
eighties. David then worked for a 
large fruit and vegetable importer 
and remained in the business 
until his death. 
In his teens he was a talented 
karter and he progressed to auto/
rally cross where he did well. He 
then moved on to saloon car 
racing (Escorts and Imps) com-
peting at Snetterton, Brands 
Hatch etc. From there he moved 
onwards and upwards to Formula 
Ford and again did quite well 

David Conway 
(BHCHS 1938-45) 

until it became too expensive so 
he then took up sailing and ski-
ing as well as playing squash. 
David skied right up to the end 
of his life accompanied by his 
wife, Chris, and frequently with 
Alan Cook and his wife. 
David met Chris when he was 17 
and they were married in 1967. 
They had two children and three 
grandchildren. Their son works 
in marketing and their daughter 
is a paediatric registrar training 
to be a consultant. 
Despite being at BHCHS at the 
same time as David I only met 
him in very recent years, just 
before he became ill. We met 
one New Year at mutual friends, 
Jim and Linda Edwards, who 
have known each other since 
1963. When young the two cou-
ples spent wonderful holidays 
together in David’s parents cara-
van in the South of France enjoy-
ing ‘interesting’ car journeys to 
get there. Jim was David’s me-
chanic in the early days of his 
racing and this came in handy on 
these holiday trips! It was clear 
that they found David to be a 
loyal friend and fun to be with 
and they miss him sorely. 
David was diagnosed with kid-
ney cancer in November, 2008 
and died on 28th March 2010. 

Gordon Lacey 

AFTER leaving BHCHS John 
Hambley studied at Manchester 
University, and moved to Austra-
lia in 1962. He worked for the 
Australian government for the 
whole of his working life, pri-
marily in the Bureau of Census 
and Statistics, where he started as 

John Hambley 
(BHCHS 1950-57) 

CHRISTOPHER ALAN GRAY 
died on 23rd December, 2009; he 
had managed to survive his 78th 
birthday by just a few minutes. 
He went through the normal 
transitions of a Loughton child-
hood: Staples Road Junior 
School, Cubs and Scouts. 
Following the 11+ examination, 
Chris entered BHCHS in 1942. 
After a number of narrow shaves, 
the family survived the aerial 
attacks of the Luftwaffe, and 
Chris completed a successful but 
undistinguished career at school. 
He spent National Service in the 
RAF, and was trained as a radar 
operator. Strangely, he was in-
volved in a naval exercise, and 
spent four days plying his trade 
on a destroyer. The rest of his 
service was spent near Wey-
mouth. He loved the country in 
the region, and spent much of his 
free time roaming the cliffs. His 
love of the area stayed with him 
for the rest of his life, and he 
used to make regular pilgrimages 
to his haunts in Weymouth. 
After the RAF, he entered the 
College of St. Mark and St. John 
in Chelsea where he qualified as 
a teacher. Following his time at 
College, he went on a cycling 
tour of the West Country, and 
there met Shelia, who was to 
become his wife. 
Their first residence was a con-
verted Thames barge which they 
had bought, and which was 
moored on the River Medway. 
Not long afterwards the couple 
moved to Shelia’s home town of 
Sheffield, where their daughter 
was born and where they lived 
out the rest of their days. 
Chris taught at an elementary 
school in Rotherham, and be-
came Deputy Headmaster there. 
He regularly used to regale the 
family with tales of amusing 
incidents at school, and on the 
weekend outings into the coun-
tryside that he organised for his 
city-dwelling pupils. He was a 

much-respected teacher, and the 
news of his death can still bring 
tears to the eyes of people whom 
he taught as children many years 
ago. 
Eventually, Chris was offered an 
early retirement package, which 
he was happy to accept. This 
would relieve him of the burden 
of dealing with computers, and 
the demands of the job had 
brought it to a state where teach-
ing was no longer fun; the supply 
of amusing anecdotes had dried 
up. 
Chris was loyal in maintaining 
contact with his family in Somer-
set, but visits had to be curtailed 
when Shelia became ill. For a 
number of years, Chris was tied 
close to home. Shelia died in 
2006 and Chris was devastated, 
but then resumed his visits to 
Somerset. 
For over a third of a century 
Chris was editor of the Yearbook 
and Chairman of the Sheffield 
Cricket Lovers’ Society. In this 
capacity it was his duty and 
pleasure to receive and entertain 
a variety of interesting guest 
speakers, including many of the 
Greats of cricket. 
He was a member of Yorkshire 
and Derbyshire Cricket Clubs, 
and would watch games in both 
counties. He would regularly 
take with him a group of cricket 
lovers, some of them physically 
handicapped, a kindness that 
enabled him to gain entry for his 
dog to grounds where canine 
cricket lovers were not normally 
welcomed. 
Chris was a superb trainer of 
dogs, and enjoyed their compan-
ionship, particularly during his 
retirement years. His daily walks 
in the woods kept him active, 
brought him into contact with 
many dogs, and, more particu-
larly, with their owners. He had a 
large circle of friends from the 
dog-walking fraternity. 
In late November, 2009, Chris 
fell in his apartment, and his 
condition declined steadily, ex-
cept for one brief rally. Eventu-
ally, he was transferred to a hos-
pice where he spent his last few 
days. His affairs were in order, 
and he seemed reconciled to his 
impending demise, after a satis-
fying life in which he devoted 
much time in service of others. 

John Gray 

Chris Gray 
(BHCHS 1942-49) 

a programmer. His work in-
volved frequent travel to all the 
Australian capital cities, and to 
New Zealand, where he would 
present papers at conferences and 
work in the local offices. 
John met his wife Jean at Man-
chester University and they had 
three daughters and four grand-
children. John and Jean loved 
travelling, and explored many 
parts of Australia, including the 
most remote areas - the “Corner 
Country” where South Australia, 
Queensland and NSW join. They 
also frequently returned to the 
UK to visit friends and family, 
and more recently Canada where 
one of their daughters was living. 
John was passionate about old 
cars, and was a keen member of 
the local MG Club at his home 
near Canberra. 
John died in July 2009, after 
suffering from pancreatic cancer. 




