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Foreword 
President Colin Blessley 

 
You could say that 2020 has been a memorable 

year, mostly for all the wrong reasons. The corollary is 

that you all probably feel that this year should be for-

gettable – banished to oblivion, never to re-appear. 
 

I must confess to having been one of those who, back in April, was saying that this would 

be over by the summer. Well, with hindsight, how much more wrong could I have been? 

Summer came and went, with some glorious weather (was that a global warming bell 

tinkling somewhere remotely in the back of my consciousness?), and then we headed 

into autumn, with it getting gloomier ever since. 
 

In retrospect, we were so fortunate that we were able to hold the OHRFC Summer Social 

on 8th August at Croxdale Road, where a multitude of players, supporters and family 

members were able to meet in Covid-19-compliant surroundings and enjoy each other’s 

company, the excellent barbecue and Pauline Howard’s highly efficient bar service 

through the club house windows. Other than a good number of games of cricket, that 

was the extent of our activities post-23rd March. 
 

With the latest Tier 4 restrictions, a recommencement of permitted activities now seems 

more distant than it was a few weeks ago and no-one feels greater frustration than Paul-

ine, mistress of all she surveys, but with no loyal subjects. 
 

We have held a few Zoom events, as have the rugby and cricket clubs. What this has 

shown is that, despite all the difficulties and obstacles, our members are demonstrating 

ingenious initiatives to get people together and maintain social contact for peer groups, 

with considerable success. We should be most grateful for their efforts. The AGM and Ex-

ecutive Committee meetings have been held by Zoom and have been very effective. 
 

During the year, we supported two charitable organisations. In late July/early August, the 

Federation of Zionist Youth held their Summer Camp on our playing fields and was hailed 

as a great success. They have enquired regarding availability for the summer of 2021. 
 

In late November, we agreed that a local charitable initiative – WD6 Food Support – 

could use the club house extension to run a food bank, as their habitual venue at the 

Royal British Legion hall had closed down. We felt that we should support this worthwhile 

cause, particularly in view of the time of year coming on top of the hardship caused by 

Covid-19. 
 

I am delighted to say that this has been a resounding success, to which national super-

market chains and the HABS school have made a significant contribution, and even 

more delighted that we are seen by many, including Hertsmere Borough Council, to be 

helping to support the needy in our local community.  
 

This gives me a fitting conclusion to this Foreword. It is a true expression of the spirit of 

goodwill that we should be showing to our fellow humankind, particularly at this time of 

year. 
 

So, stay safe, stay healthy. I send you all my best wishes for a Merry Christmas and a Pros-

perous New Year, in the hope that we will be able to meet up in 2021 and take up where 

we left off.    
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“It’s Christmas Time, Zoom and Wine, Children bored of 

staying inside…”. 2020 is coming to end with lockdowns, 

closed borders and a general air of sadness and worry. 
 

It has been difficult times for almost everybody, yet there 

are positive signs. The vaccine could finally spell a return 

to normality, albeit a masked one for at least another 

year I’d imagine; the OHA’s marvellous support of WD6 

Food Support and their sadly needed food bank; bigger 

gatherings at online OHA events such as the AGM on 

Zoom which attracted Old Boys from around the globe 

and the fact that the days are getting longer. 
 

This edition of OH Notes is another full of reminiscences about Hab’s days gone by. 

Perhaps the time has come for us to move on after this edition. It would be good 

to hear from those who left after the 1970s. Perhaps some tales of School Plays and 

Concerts, Sporting Achievements, Eccentric Masters (Stuart Moore anybody?), 6S 

Reviews… 
 

It would also be good to know what people did after leaving Habs. We’ve had 

Trapeze Artists, Bookies, Explorers. Please send your article for the next edition, by 

28th Feb 2021, to admin@oldhabs.com. 
 

Have a very Merry Christmas and a Healthy and Happy New Year. 

Editorial 
Richard Carlowe 

Births, Marriages & Deaths 
The OHA is sorry to announce that the following Old Haberdashers’ have passed 

away since our Last Edition: 

 

John Lidington (1948). Died December 2202 

John Mitchell (1963). Died November 2020 

Henry Tillotson (1964). Died November 2020 

Colin J Hogg (1943). Died October 2020 

Richard Bright (1987). Died August 2020 

 John Whittenbury (1956). Died August 2020 

Norman F Barnes (1957). Died August 2020 

 

Please email any Births, Marriages or Deaths to admin@oldhabs.com 
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Not A Member?  
Please Join the OHA Now. 

 

Please email this form to admin@oldhabs.com or send it to the address above. 
 
I wish to apply for membership of the Old Haberdashers’ Association and, subject to 
ratification by the Executive Committee, agree to be bound by the rules of the Asso-
ciation currently in force. I agree that the information on this form may be held on 
computer in accordance with the Data Protection Act.  
 
Name: _______________________________________________ 
 
Address: _______________________________________________ 
 
  _______________________________________________ 
 
  _______________________________________________ 
 
Email: _______________________________________________ 
 
Mobile: _______________________________________________ 
 
Years at School: _______________________________________ 
 
House at School: _______________________________________ 
 
Signature:  _______________________________________ 
 
 

 
 

 

OLD HABERDASHERS’ ASSOCIATION 
C/O 73 Oak Tree Drive, London, N20 8QJ 

admin@oldhabs.com 
www.oldhabs.com 

mailto:admin@oldhabs.com
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Events 
WD6 Food Support 

 

Every Thursday evening, the cricket extension to the OHA clubhouse in Croxdale 

Road  plays host to WD6 Food Support, a newly established food bank for the peo-

ple of Borehamwood. 

 

Run by six tireless ladies who spend all week gathering food from major donors 

such as Morrisons and Marks and Spencer as well as from local restaurants, deli’s 

and shops, the clubhouse has become an essential requirement in the local neigh-

bourhood.  

 

The group is also being ably assisted by Al Metcalfe at the School who is organising 

collections of foodstuffs from staff, pupils and parents alike before kindly bringing 

them down to the clubhouse to be distributed. 

 

In times when the clubhouse is really not being used, it is great to see the Haber-

dashers’ community come together for the better good. 

 

Should you wish to get involved in any way then please email ad-

min@oldhabs.com or look for WD6 Food Support’s Facebook page. 
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Events 
OHA Annual General Meeting 

Monday 9th November 2020 

 

As with almost all events this year, the OHA AGM was held over Zoom and it attract-

ed a larger crowd than is usually present when it is held in Borehamwood. 

 

Please contact admin@oldhabs.com should you wish to receive a copy of the 

minutes of the AGM. 
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Ian Smart: 

The 4th form gave way to the 5th, and suddenly it was quite serious stuff. Not that there 

was any overt pressure either from school or home, it was just accepted that ‘O’ lev-

els were there to be taken and passed. Hardly as it is nowadays I suspect. Fortunately 

for me I managed to scrape together the requisite 5 passes to go into the 6th form, 

with subjects spread over both Arts and Science subjects – but not chemistry which is 

as much a mystery to me today as it was then. 

 

In the Easter of 1956 the school arranged an exchange visit to Emden, Germany 

which involved staying for a week (or maybe 2) with a German family. The aim, clear-

ly, was to give us practical help with spoken German before the examination, and I 

am sure similar exchanges took place for other languages. 

 

The journey out took forever; as far as I recall there was a cross-channel ferry to Calais 

followed by at least two more train journeys, some of which were in what was classi-

fied as 3rd class – wooden seats and extremely uncomfortable. However we arrived 

eventually, tired and bored, and were introduced to our host families. We were ad-

vised before we set out that it would be polite to take some kind of gift for our hosts, 

and that the most popular present would be fresh-ground coffee – and it was. 

 

My hosts were the Fritzen family who 

lived at Zeppelinstrasse 16 – mother, 

son Udo (my day to day host), and a 

daughter. There was no father and of 

course, being polite I didn’t ask – but 

did find out later that he had been a 

U boat captain and didn’t come 

home. 

 

Udo was a couple of years older than 

me which was a bit of a problem 

when going to his school as, for some 

of the time, I shadowed his classes 

and the content was a little senior for me. On the plus side, he rowed for his school 

(coxed fours) and on the middle Saturday of our stay I was invited to act as cox in a 

local regatta. I was, of course, totally inexperienced in this but to everyone’s surprise 

 

Our Time at Habs 
Ian Smart (’58), John Davis (‘59) and 

David Riddle (‘66) Continue to 

Reminisce About Their Time at 

Westbere Road 
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‘my’ boat actually won. I’m very doubtful that I helped in any way, so they must have 

been superb oarsmen. 

 

The whole trip was a great experience and linguistic help for me and was repeated in 

reverse when our hosts visited the UK a few months later. I hope they enjoyed them-

selves as much as we did. I didn’t maintain contact with Udo or his family for very long 

but to my surprise have found him still living at the same address (via the phone book) 

64 years on. 

 

In general foreign trips were not as many or varied as they are today, mostly because 

of post-war economic conditions. I don’t recall, for example, that there were ski trips 

in my time. The school did produce an annual senior play (often but not always 

Shakespeare) and Dr Taylor was instrumental in taking the productions on tour to Ger-

many where they were extremely well received.  

 

When moving into the 6th form it was necessary to decide whether to take Arts or Sci-

ence subjects. In my case I didn’t have a clue what I wanted to do when I left school 

(hadn’t even thought about it) and sadly for me, school didn’t help. Careers advice 

in those days was extremely limited (not a criticism, simply the way it was). I have no 

doubt that if you knew that you wanted to enter the medical profession, law and so 

on, or if you were genuine Oxbridge material, then the requisite help and advice 

would be there. I had no firm views on anything, and my father wasn’t much help ei-

ther – he was a Chartered Engineer and thought I should get a State Scholarship in 

the Sciences and go to Cambridge. Not a chance. 

 

When the day came, we were lined up and simply asked whether we wanted to take 

Arts or Science. Since my immediate friends opted for Science I duly followed suit – 

not the wisest choice I have ever made. I did try to study Maths, Physics and German 

and the school did try to accommodate me in this. However after about a term it be-

came impossible to continue to fit German into my timetable and so I dropped it, 

leaving just the other 2 subjects. In retrospect I should have gone for English, German 

& Maths. To what end I don’t know but it may have been a better academic solution.  

 

Sport continued to play a significant part in school life. I managed to get a few 

games for the rugby 2nd XV but dropped back to the 3rd when my limits were recog-

nised. Cricket was slightly different; In 1956 I played for the 3rd XI and again the follow-

ing year, with varying degrees of success (bearing in mind that I neither bowled nor 

kept wicket). Nevertheless I was a little disappointed to remain in the 3rd team for my 

final year, although I was made captain. 

 

However, to everyone’s surprise, a star batsman from the 2nd XI failed consistently and 

swapped places with me. I managed not to disgrace myself and finally for the very 

last game of the season I was promoted to the 1st XI, probably because many of the 

real cricketers were taking examinations on that day and I was the only body availa-

ble.  

 

The game itself was against City of London School at Grove Park, South London. I 

don’t think we expected to win, as they had a star batsman J M Brearley (later of 

course Middlesex and England) who scored centuries for fun. However, we opened 

the bowling with John Bustard and David English and very early on in his opening over 

David removed Master Brearley for 0. The game petered out into a draw (I obviously 
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didn’t bowl, fielded the ball about 

twice and had to face the final over 

to block out the draw – 0 not out). 

Nevertheless a highlight on which to 

finish my school career. 

 

Looking back almost 70 years re-

minds me of some aspects I haven’t 

mentioned; the Tuck Shop open for 

crisps (plain with salt in a blue wrap-

per, only flavour available), Wagon 

Wheels and Spangles plus much, much more. The swimming pool at Westbere Road, 

admittedly indoors but totally unheated so freezing even in the height of summer. The 

annual swimming gala held at Seymour Street in Central London (a jolly half day out if 

you weren’t a swimmer). Otto Pask in room 36, a bit like climbing Everest to reach. 

Boxing under the auspices of Col. Hewson until it was eventually proscribed nationally. 

Morning break, playing football in the playground, where each year group had its 

hard-won pitch, and so many more. Messrs Payne, Oliver, Crossman and others enjoy-

ing a lunchtime stroll round the local streets for a quiet cigarette or pipe. Miss Prid-

more (school secretary). Mouse Griffiths, a classics master who always seemed to be 

about to be overwhelmed by the boys around him, but who in reality had been a 

cross country half-blue. The Art Master Mr Keevil arriving daily in his beautiful open-

topped Lagonda. Formal dances at school where one could bring a partner – as long 

as she attended North London Collegiate School (Habs’ Girls’ was at Acton in those 

days, and hardly recognised). And so on……… 

 

I hope this gives some idea of the way the school was all those years ago. If I have 

given the impression that I didn’t enjoy it then that is not so. Overall I had a great time 

and formed many friendships, some of which survive to this day. The school was not, 

of course, anywhere near the academic powerhouse it is today. It was effectively a 

grammar school which educated those who wished to be educated to a decent 

standard. Others may have an alternative view of the place. My own brother Keith, 

who joined in 1956 would have a totally different opinion – not least because he at-

tended both Westbere Road and the current site at Elstree, and was also a boarder, 

which was not possible in my time. 

 

Present day members of the school, both staff and pupils, should reflect quietly on the 

foresight of Dr Taylor and the Haberdashers’ Company who recognised that change 

was needed to survive, identified and funded the Elstree campus which has devel-

oped to an extent unimaginable in the 1950s. Also, of course, to the ‘wisdom’ of the 

Labour Government which abolished the direct grant system in 1976 and which led 

directly to the pre-eminence of the school as it is today. 

John Davis: 

There was such a mass of material in the last OHA Notes that I felt I needed to write 

something that showed a little different aspect of school life.  I have made a lot of 

comments, but recalling real dates and places sometimes produce a jumble of dis-

connected thoughts – which probably explains why at the earliest moment I gave up 

Latin, and failed ‘O’ Level French dismally.   

  

MD Brearley 
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Anyhow.  Thought that the date of the bomb dropped on the school had been es-

tablished.  The school was not the target but the railway lines and probably the Hand-

ley Page factory were.  There is now an atlas of all buildings damaged and destroyed 

during the war in London.  In that I found the date the block of flats at the corner of 

West End Lane and Dennington Park Road were largely destroyed – which saw us 

move, and apparently I slept in a drawer for a couple of weeks after that.  When I 

can get to London again I will find that date the school was hit. 

  

Joining the Main School in 1952 saw me starting in Form 1A, of which Wilf Hewitt was 

form master.  At some time he told us that his favourite singer was Canadian Paul 

Anka, although I do not think he had made songs by then.  Except in exceptionally 

bad weather one had to leave classrooms except for breaks and lunch.  Morning 

break saw the distribution of 1/3rd pints of milk to all youth.  Lunch was in the dining 

hall on long tables with wooden benches.   Am certain food was not memorable – 

but even though most rationing had gone by then would suspect varieties available 

were limited.  At first lunches were 10d, and one bought tickets.  A couple of years lat-

er ‘Pop’ Oliver announced at the morning assembly that because of unforeseen rises 

in food prices lunch tickets would go up to 1/- each.  Cannot recall much about the 

first year although failed to learn anything from Dr. McLellan in music classes.  Recall 

that he was short sighted and gave out lines – which one wrote on the blackboard. 

  

Highlight of school years prior to 

being able to join the CCF, was 

the annual day out.  In 1953 we 

went to see the Coronation Re-

view of the Fleet off Spithead.  We 

were on the S S Whippingham, a 

paddle wheeler owned by British 

Railways, that had previously been 

one of the vessels that was in-

volved with the Dunkirk res-

cue.  1954 we went to the Derby 

Railway Works – saw steam locomotives being built, & drank the most ghastly 

tea.  Both these trips were by train from Cricklewood Station. 

 

Class numbers changed at some time and started to have the year and classroom 

number.  In fourth year (I presume) was in 4/27 – room 27 being ‘Tat’ Hewsons’ who 

taught geography.  What made Room 27 memorable was that it overlooked the 

lunch lines, and we found that light bulbs placed on the outside window sills would 

eventually drop onto the waiting queues below.  Think I must have been part of a 

class that believed that defenestration was important to life  For the following year as 

5/31 in Mr. Craig’s room – I think he was known as ‘Jacko’ but need confirmation.  It 

had tall windows that needed a hooked window pole to open and close.  Mr. Craig 

would always come in and fling the window open.  One time we had the pole bal-

anced outside, so when the window was opened the pole descended.  Shortly after-

wards Dr. Taylor came up, entered the room, and classily said “Mr. Craig I think this is 

yours.”  Handed it over and left the room.  We did not do that again, but creosoting 

desk lids closed was good fun.  Although not mentioned in his obituary I think it was 

that year that Beau Brandie and two or three others joined the school from one of 

other guild schools that had closed. 

  

SS Whippingham 
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Moving on to the Sixth form.  We seemed to have the same room for both 6B and 

6A.  Those were the two temporary buildings built on the playground.  “Auntie” Willett 

was our form master for both years, and always seemed very laid back as long as no 

damage occurred.  His pre-war stories of doing rifle drill with pitch forks etc., were al-

ways well told – and in retrospect suggest that “Dad’s Army” was a highly efficient 

military machine.  There were continuous fabric blackboards – of which we were al-

lowed one, I think there were three sections.  At various times our board was used for 

information, notices, and one term there was a book being run – cannot remember 

on what, but I am sure no-one made much money from it.  For my sins Mr. Hewson 

made me unofficial school meteorologist, this meant a pre-school trip onto the roof of 

the Science every day.  More than once Mr. Payne suggested that someone from 6B 

(M)and 6A (M) should not be allowed on his building’s roof.  I think it might have been 

the final assembly of the 1957/58 school year that a smoke bomb went off on the 

stage during prayers.  Dr. Taylor was definitely not amused.  Everyone was dismissed 

to their house rooms, which saw major overcrowding!  Anyhow someone confessed 

and was apparently expelled on the last day of school. 

  

You will note that I have not mentioned sports. Definitely an activity could have done 

without.  In 6B we attempted to arrange a tiddly-winks league – but it did not seem to 

be in the pantheon of acceptable sports that would bring acclaim to the 

school.  Luckily in 6A there was the option of playing tennis instead of cricket, but with 

no staff allocated to supervision we never over exerted ourselves.  Similarly the last 

major sports event each year was the cross country run.  The start was on the Chase 

Lodge playing fields, through a gate on the north side of the facility.  Needless to say 

there was a mad rush for the gate, and a few of us walked to it, and continued round 

the course at a similar pace.  As we anticipated we were chastised on our complet-

ing the event, to which our response was that we did not want to get in the way of 

the serious runners.  We did not say that we had considered stopping at a pub en 

route – but rejected the idea.   

  

Before I get to the end of this stream of conscious rambling, two other things come to 

mind.  For most of seven years I walked to school from West Hampstead along Mill 

Lane and down Westbere Road.  However in the 1957/58 school year Reg Howe, who 

lived on the far side of Hampstead Heath was the first pupil given permission to drive 

his 1936 Morris 8 to school.  Had to be parked in Westbere Road, not on school prop-

erty. Then the following year, starting in March 1959 I followed his example and drove 

my 1939 Morris 8 every day.  I think permission was given by Dr. Taylor. 

  

Finally the CCF.  The last year having been promoted to sergeant, with no talents in 

shooting, marching or band, I became the Army Section record keeper.  Had a key 

to the CCF office and thus anytime there was inclement weather I had a place to 

go.  Warm and dry.  And I have to dispute an earlier correspondent in that the rifles 

were Lee Enfield Mk 4 and Mk 4*.  They were, of course, bolt action .303, but I think we 

also had some .22 for use in the school range.  And the problems that arose when 

one Friday was left out leaning against a goal post.  Overnight it was stolen – but 

eventually recovered by the police a few days later.  Checking in and out became 

more rigorous after that.  The 1959 CCF summer camp  was at Aldershot and Field 

Marshall Montgomery gave the talk at the Sunday morning service – and we had a 

book on how many times he would say ‘I’ and ‘me.’  It was quite a number – and I 

finished my illustrious military career by dropping my sergeant’s stick right in front of 

the review officer’s dais.  Am certain that impressed Montgomery!        
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David Riddle: 

Prep – Mill Hill 

 

I was most interested to read Colin Blessley’s account of his time both at the Prep 

School in Mill Hill and at the Main School in those cross-over years between Westbere 

Road and Elstree since it mirrored mine. I can’t remember to be honest if we were in 

the same year or whether I was one year younger, but our memories are much the 

same. 

 

Having lived in that dreaded (for North Londoner’s!) part of the world known as Sarf 

London since attending Goldsmiths College immediately on leaving school to study 

for a BSc and teaching certificate, I’m ashamed to say that I have rarely returned 

north of the River and never to any OHA events. The recent reunion immediately be-

fore the lockdown was on my agenda, but it was not to be. I’m also ashamed be-

cause I really loved my time at Aske’s, having been fortunate enough to become 

one of the youngest Prefects at the time and also been a part of the ‘compression’ 

experiment. I was also fortunate enough to see the Aske’s Foundation from the other 

side of the fence when my first two years of teaching took me to Aske’s Boys School in 

New Cross, just up Telegraph Hill from my old College. Here I taught Biology and Zool-

ogy ‘A’ Level. Following another 7 years teaching at Colfe’s School in Lee Green, an-

other founded by a City Livery Company, the Leatherseller’s, I moved on to work for a 

year in a friend and fellow DJ’s second-hand electronics company. All of this time I 

had also run a mobile discotheque which included occasional stints at the Penthouse 

and Playboy Clubs as a stand-in. This was followed by 11 years in the Educational 

Computing Unit of King’s College London, and then back to Goldsmiths, firstly as the 

Senior Microcomputer Manager for Apple Macintosh systems, and finally as the Me-

dia Services Manager. 

 

Anyway, enough of that! I thought I would provide an alternative take on my time at 

the three school locations, concentrating on some of the ‘interesting’ and often extra

-curricular happenings in those same few years. 

 

Like Colin, I also lived in Stanmore, but at the other ‘end’ - almost bordering on Har-

row Weald near the old RAF Stanmore base and also close to the world-famous RAF 

Bentley Priory. Two other Askeans lived nearby, Michael Rouse (same year) and Peter 

Davies (one year older). From that location we required an additional bus, the 114, to 

get us to the start of the Edgware Road and a choice of two trolleys to Westbere 

Road, the 666 or the 645, or the 240a single-decker in the Mill Hill years. Being keen bus 

spotters we would also try and get the upstairs front seats on the way to Cricklewood, 

which stood us in good stead when London Transport first introduced the Routemaster 

in the early 60s. The four original prototypes, RM1, RM2, RML3 and CRL4 were often to 

be seen together in the Cricklewood Garage yard. The trolleys themselves eventually 

departed the scene to be replaced by RMs I think just before the school moved to 

Elstree and were retired to the great Cohen’s boneyard in the sky.. well Colindale ac-

tually! 

 

I have to say that my early years in Mill Hill were ‘difficult’ as I had arrived from my first 

Prep School (Alcuin House in Stanmore) in the second year. Having been there from 

the age of 3.5 and having had the wonderful Mrs Wolf as my teacher, I’m afraid to 

say that my abilities in Maths were way ahead of those of my new contemporaries. To 

his credit, I feel, but to the disdain of my fellows, Mr Clapton, who I think was fairly new 
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to the school, decided that there was little point in me being forced to follow along 

with the class, so gave me a Project.. to design a house from scratch, draw it all to 

scale, and cost all the bricks and other materials required. I was, of course, immedi-

ately labelled as a ‘teacher’s pet’, something that haunted me for some years. I liked 

pretty much all the teachers.. even Miss Geddy (or was it Geddie??), which probably 

also didn’t help my reputation! Miss Jago was sweet.. I think she taught Geography, 

and there was the ‘new boy’, Mr Flashman (History), as well. 

 

Incidents?? Well - I remember the Inter-House cross-country competitions vividly. For 

some reason, despite being over 6’ in height at that time, my stride length must have 

been pathetic, as I was always at the back of the field. These races I recall began at 

the school, went up to Chase Lodge around a very muddy course and back to the 

school. I also recall compulsory boxing (more later) and being whacked on the back-

side by Mr Clayton for not bring able to climb the ropes! My parents were not im-

pressed by the black-and-blue result on my rear end! 

 

Team sports were generally not good to me, but every so often everything seemed to 

go right. Like Colin, I enjoyed rounders, and on one occasion every ball I faced 

seemed to result in a full ‘rounder’. Unheard of for me. 

 

The day of the school photograph was another unfortunate one for me. Taken just 

before Easter it required us to discard our grey-flannel winter uniform for summer blaz-

ers for the day. Unfortunately, I forgot.. and ended up the odd one out relegated to 

the back row to be as far out of shot as possible. 

 

The uniform ‘thing’ followed me through to the first week of Main School as well with 

my parents convinced I should still be wearing short trousers.. whereas everyone else 

was in ‘longs’. Being closer to my final 6’6” by then, to say I stood out was rather an 

understatement, even in 1959. 

 

Westbere Road 

 

I’ve already described our almost identical journeys to the ‘new’ school. Regarding 

the new staff members, obviously the Head, Tom Taylor was very much revered. I’m 

pretty certain that his nickname (Spud) related to his bald pate! Others Colin didn’t 

mention were Doug Clayton (PE), Geoff Hickman (Woodwork and creator of TEC’s 

instrument of torture), ‘Spike’ (RE Chaplain and fall guy), and Dr. McClelland (Music 

and another fall guy) and Mr. Doughty (English). 

 

I can’t remember any specific classic situations with Spike, but all sorts of things used 

to go on behind his back.. including the multiple launching of ‘bumblies’. These were 

revolting blobs of semi-macerated blotting paper whose launch vehicle was the 

common-all-classroom ruler! They were launched skywards to impact the ceiling in 

order to create an interesting effect that was somewhat inferior to Artex. Clearly a his-

torical trait, previously launched incarnations of bumblie had been additionally 

dunked in the then-active ink wells before lift-off. Such activity was, however, usually 

nailed in TEC’s history lessons, when his rear-view vision would spot these launches and 

the board rubber launched by way of a counter-attack, or the unfortunate miscreant 

was pilloried.. literally! Other targets of TEC’s wrath on the second floor of the Junior 

School block at the west end of the school were the ‘bobbers’. These were the occu-

pants of the desks nearest to the windows that had an excellent view up the St. Pan-
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cras line towards Cricklewood Station. Timetables were memorised more thoroughly 

than the date of the Great Fire of London, and trains amazingly ran on schedule, de-

spite having travelled all the way from Manchester, Derby or Leeds. Eyesight was also 

not a problem at that age, so the loco numbers could be recorded if a ‘bob’ oc-

curred at the right moment Probably the best moment though was one memorable 

assembly... Wikipedia tells me it was in 1960. Morning Assembly was underway. Here 

the train line passed a mere road and a prefab-width away from the Hall. Although 

not quite at eye level, a modest jump ‘bob’ could reveal the numbers of the ex-

pected morning arrivals and departures. One morning, an unscheduled passer-by, 

hot from the Derby Works, was not a steam loco, but an amazing, exotic, blue, 6-

pullman car diesel multiple unit, named the Midland Pullman. This was to become a 

scheduled once daily business service from and to Manchester and Nottingham. 

 

Returning to the unfortunate Dr. McClelland, a total traditionalist, his piéce de re-

sistance was ‘scales’. I really don’t recall why, but we regularly had to sing/chant se-

quences such as “poo.. poo.. poo.. part”, ascending the scale to “foo.. foo.. foo. f**f” 

to much riot and hilarity. Afternoon lessons in the new Music Block were frequently in-

terrupted by 1st XV rugby matches, which were occasionally played on the back 

field, at least to my recollection. 

 

Unlike Colin, my ‘lot’ tended to travel on games afternoon to Chase Lodge by train 

from Cricklewood to Mill Hill and then walking up Flower Lane. I barely remember ever 

doing the journey all the way by bus. This was probably because it gave us the oppor-

tunity to check out the numbers of the LMS ‘Jubillees’ in the Cricklewood Loco Sheds 

on the way. In 1969 a large new maintenance depot was constructed on the site of 

the old goods sidings here in readiness for the replacement of steam by Class 127 

DMUs on the St. Pancras to Bedford route. These first went in to service in January 1960 

and were among the first vehicles to offer the rider a driver’s eye view of the line 

ahead.. so were a bit of a treat every week. 

 

On the informal sport front there was ‘British Bulldog’, also around by those same bike 

sheds referred to by Colin, but also a game where a tennis ball had to be kicked at a 

small ‘goal’ target, with the aim being to create as tight an angle for the next shot af-

ter the rebound. Formally, on site, there was the, often freezing, indoor swimming pool 

that I believe was supposed to be one of the first school pools in the country, as well 

as that dreaded boxing. The annual House Boxing competition involved a modicum 

of press-ganging. I was in Russells and for some unknown reason in the second year 

was ‘invited’ to represent the House I had no intention of fighting but was persuaded 

otherwise. The fateful day came and to my horror found I had been drawn against 

Phil Chambers (Calverts) who was the best boxer in school. Despite my height ad-

vantage (?) I had no idea how to box and was given no training. So I just did what I 

thought I needed to do and put up a basic defence. I don’t think Phil was initially go-

ing to wipe the floor with me, but I got bored and threw some punches that made 

contact. Those obviously hurt a bit, since it wasn’t long before I had been downed a 

couple of times and the fight was stopped before my brain was addled. I think I actu-

ally did get some credit for landing Phil the odd punch. 

 

Extra-curricular activities at Westbere Road were largely related to off-site ‘spotting’ 

activities. Along with Peter and Michael we regularly took a very circuitous route 

home. I have no idea how we squared this with our parents since the jaunts must 

have taken well over two hours. Sometimes it was a DMU to St. Pancras followed by a 
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visit to King’s Cross and the ‘shed’ area at the end of the platforms to spot the amaz-

ing A4 Pacifics in full steam along with the enormously powerful, brand new, noisy, 

dark and lime green Deltic diesels scheduled on the long runs to Edinburgh. The other 

trip home involved a trolley to Old Oak Common roundhouse (for Western Region’s 

Castles, Granges and Manors) and then on to Camden bus garage and sheds (for 

London Midland’s Pricesses and Jubilees). In all three locations we ran the gauntlet of 

the inspectors and railway engineers all with little attempt to hide our school ID apart 

from removing caps! We were never actually caught but frequently yelled at, despite 

the fact that to get in to the Roundhouse we had to clamber under loose-fitting wire 

netting. The final part of the homeward journey was from Stonebridge Park to Weald-

stone and then the 114. 

Running the London 

Marathon 
Clive Hyman (‘79) recollects running 

the Marathon in 2018 

The London Marathon: an experience to treasure 

As with many sporting events, this year’s London Marathon looked and felt very differ-

ent. Not only was it moved from April to October, the marathon was now an elite-

only race around multiple laps of a 1.5 mile central London course. This came as such 

a blow, not only to the thousands of club and fun runners who take part every year, 

but also to the many charities who rely on funds raised by runners in the race. In 2019, 

the event raised a record-breaking £66.4 million for charities across the UK. 

This news brought back memories of when I ran the London Marathon in 2018. The 

main joy of the event was raising some £9,000 for charity. And, even though I vowed 

that I would never ever do anything like that ever again because of the sheer ex-

haustion it created, I am now back training again but mainly for pleasure and not 

necessarily to run a marathon. 

A reason to get moving 

My motivation to participate in the London Marathon was the tragic death of my 

friend Martin Baker – a friend to many of us at the Old Haberdashers Association – 

and someone with whom I had shared many happy school years, rugby games and 

cricket games was a body blow I frankly did not expect. The whole OHA as well as 

the Rugby and Cricket Clubs still lament his passing. 

My instant reaction to the situation was that I wanted to regain my fitness and get 

back to a more active lifestyle. Like many others, I felt that if I continued on the path 

that I was treading, my weight would get even more out of control and my type 2 di-

abetes would see me out. So I thought of the most ridiculous challenge that I could 
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 undertake that no one would possibly believe that I would do it; in the summer of 

2017, I decided I would enter the London Marathon. 

I actually got my place by volunteering to run for the cricket charity Chance to Shine, 

but also supported several other charities including Prostate Cancer. 

The training begins but not without setbacks 

I trained for 7 months and this entailed three visits to the gym each week, two sessions 

with a coach and a free session in which I worked on the bike and on my endurance. 

As I learned, the trick to long distance running is not necessarily about pounding the 

road all the time but to build up the core body strength to be able to undertake such 

a physical endeavour. The Old Haberdasher’s Rugby Football Club (“OHRFC”) soon 

got sick of my social media posts on the bike and in my athletics vest returning home 

extremely tired after my workouts. 

However, the hard work was paying off. By Christmas 2017, I was very surprised to find 

myself being able to run 3 - 6 miles with no difficulties. As I learned on the briefing day 

for the London Marathon everyone gets injured training for the event and, sadly in 

early January, I too suffered an injury. One particularly winter evening, I went for my 

Sunday run, and completed a 12 mile run in full snow conditions. And then off I trotted 

to the gym to warm down and was greeted with rapturous applause by my coach. 

But unfortunately, I had injured my leg. 

I began to get very nervous that I wouldn't be able to train fully for the marathon just 

four months away. My coach reassured me that I needed to get my leg better with 

the right physiotherapy and that the running would easily return. My physiotherapist 

visits were vital and necessary as the running that I was doing once a week was hav-

ing its toll on my leg. I suffered from shin splints in the early 1980s when I took up cross 

country running, 7 miles a day in the hills of New England near Springfield MA. I was 

privileged to be an English Speaking Union Scholar, at Wilbraham and Monson Acad-

emy in Massachusetts, USA for 6 months from January to June 1980.  I ran with a 6ft 4 

man who of course took one stride and when I took two! Nevertheless this helped 

greatly with my fitness and enabled me to participate very actively in university level 

rugby in Cambridge. Luckily after about four weeks of intense physiotherapy, I was 

able to resume the gym, and then slowly back to my weekly run around the park. 

Focus on the job in hand – with the support of David Bowie 

What I found quite surprising was the mental discipline required to undertake this exer-

cise was far greater than I imagined. Thankfully, the single minded focus I had devel-

oped during my school days at Haberdashers followed by Christ’s College, Cam-

bridge and KPMG assisted greatly. I was able to focus on my running and shut out all 

the other brain activity which was trying to tell me to stop. 

With just 6 weeks to go to the marathon, I was back to running 6 miles on my weekly 

run. I decided that I needed to increase the distance I covered when running. I live 

close to Regent’s Park and ran round the outer circle as part of my training 

(according to my FitBit, it is just over 3 miles in circumference). So I started increasing 

my laps. Ten days before the marathon I completed six circuits of Regent’s Park, 

equivalent to 19 miles, one of the longest runs I had ever achieved.  
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However, I followed the advice of Patty Hewes and my coach and didn’t do a full 26 

mile run before race day. 

During my training, I had just downloaded David Bowie’s album Black Star and it 

would be on repeat at least twice on every circuit of the park. I know all the words by 

heart.  

Race day means an early start 

Race day arrived and it was a beautiful sunny April day in 2018. London was absolute-

ly packed at 7:30 am with runners headed towards Charing Cross station and London 

Bridge stations, en route to Greenwich. 

As I arrived in Greenwich, it was already hot and the walk up to the start line was filled 

with a mixture of anxiety and excitement. I was going to do something momentous in 

my own life as a mark of respect for Martin Baker and other people that I knew closely 

who had passed on in the recent past. I was allocated the last group , that is, one of 

the slowest runners in the race. We were delayed behind the main runners by about 

an hour. When we eventually crossed the start line we were in very dense running traf-

fic and it was difficult to establish a pace. I remember very clearly carrying my mobile 

phone and heavy battery with me which was extra baggage. However, it allowed 

me to keep in contact with my coach, my girlfriend Rachel, who was cheering me on 

at various points along the route, and also with the Old Haberdashers Rugby Football 

club supporters unit who were a huge support as I became to tire.  

The first 3 miles of the course were pretty uneventful. And I was able to enjoy the ex-

perience although I probably wasn't running at anywhere like the pace I had trained 

at because it was the hottest day that a marathon has ever been run on. Foolishly, I 

did not put on any sun cream and despite having skin that tans easily, I got burnt and 

even two years later the sun burn/tan lines that I got that day has only just disap-

peared from my chest. 

Generosity knows no bounds 

The course from Greenwich winds its way through some of the most deprived areas of 

London. The abundance of refreshments and food that the spectators put on at their 

own expense for the participants proved the spirit of generosity with which London is 

well known. As I approached the formal watering stations, my fellow runners and I 

were treated to the sight of empty bottles strewn along the road where they been dis-

posed of by the runners who'd gone before us and, of course, we had to make do 

with limited supplies as we were at the back of the pack. 

I settled into a rhythm at about mile 7 and began to accept the fact that I was prob-

ably going to make it. One of the key things that we were told at the briefing is 99.9% 

of all people who start the marathon actually complete it. I kept in contact with my 

trainer, girlfriend and the OHRFC supporters group and sent pictures of the various 

milestones including some of the blow-up bouncy castles that I passed. To combat 

the heat, there were watering stations with shower sprays along the course. However, 

mindful I didn’t want any blisters, I did not go through the showers and I was jolly 

pleased I didn’t.  
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Half way reached 

As I approached Tower Bridge, which equates roughly to just about halfway point, we 

were faced with the prospect of turning right into Canary Wharf and Docklands. As I 

did so, I faced all of the faster runners coming back the other way who were literally 

12 miles ahead of us. This was very demotivating and I hadn't appreciated the nega-

tive impact that would have on me  

It was getting even hotter and the leg into the Docklands was really very tough. I be-

gan to experience what I can only describe as the wall. My motivation to complete 

the journey I had begun began to wane as my body told me that I wanted to stop. 

However, my head kept telling me that I had to complete this mammoth task. As I 

came back up to pass Tower Bridge, I noticed this wonderful lady standing in the 

road offering sausage rolls form a  large yellow Tupperware container. I grabbed two 

of them, one with each hand, and munched them very hungrily. Of course, the one 

thing I forgot to take with me was food. The course can take a long time to complete 

and of course I hadn't remembered that I may need to eat during the race. I should 

have taken either a sandwich or some other food on a camel backpack, which of 

course I didn't bother to purchase.  

As I ran along Upper Thames Street, there was a slightly surreal feeling. As in the Dock-

lands, I was a backmarker with the van clearing up the course and picking up the 

cones following close behind me. The time allowed on the course is some 8 hours and 

therefore because we were so far behind the leaders, the roads were beginning to 

reopen. The marshals were telling me to run on the pavement rather than on the road 

but you will of course have no doubt that I decided to continue to run on the road. 

Because of the situation, I did have a fear of not finishing and running into various 

problems about finding the course. However, the blue line on the road marking the 

official course was always very clearly visible right from the get-go, and I tried to fol-

low this as much as I could. Underneath Blackfriars Bridge, I ran past the old Peat Mar-

wick building at 1 Puddle Dock and it brought back some happy memories of 1983 

when I joined the firm.  

Support and encouragement for the final few steps 

It was quite spectacular to be shouted and encouraged the whole way through the 

course. At the briefings, we had been advised to have our names printed on the front 

and back of our vests that we were wearing so that the crowd could shout your 

name. This worked an absolute treat and kept me motivated particularly as I came 

along Victoria Embankment, up into Parliament Square and down into Birdcage 

Walk. The encouragement from the crowd was particularly motivating as the last part 

of the course is especially difficult as you've already run some 24 miles. However, using 

the step pedometer that I had and passing the mile markers just kept me going. I was 

running a very steady pace, albeit not fast, but at least delivering a consistent perfor-

mance. Running past Buckingham Palace and then up the Mail, I wanted to deliver a 

toothy grin as I crossed the line where I was greeted by my girlfriend Rachel. I com-

pleted the course in 7 hours and 28 minutes. 

The sheer exhilaration of finishing carried me over the line. However, within about 15 

to 20 minutes and despite the space blanket, I very quickly struggling to remain up-
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right. It was difficult to move, but Rachel and I eventually managed to find a taxi and 

got home. Once I was home, I discovered various chafing of parts of my body I won't 

go into, but suffice to say I went to sleep very quickly. When I woke the next morning, I 

was amazed not to have any injuries. In fact, my pre-booked sports masseuse told me 

that I was in really good shape considering I had run a marathon the day before. 

Give it a go! 

In conclusion, all I can say is that I think anyone can run a marathon at any age, if 

you train properly and you have the right mental discipline. And I want to thank Mar-

tin Baker for his camaraderie and friendship over the years, and for inspiring me on to 

do this almost impossible physical challenge. 
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School Combined Cadet 

Force in the 1960s 
OHA President Colin Blessley (‘65)  

Remembers the School’s Army  

Section. Part Two of Two 

 

Compared to the current CCF activity, in my time in the Corps we carried out a lot of 

field exercises. Some of these were local – in the Chiltern Hills, for example – and oth-

ers were more full-blown, generally being carried out on military battle training areas, 

such as Buckenham Tofts, near Thetford in Norfolk, or Crowborough in Sussex.  

 

Some of the more ambitious local exercises were carried out farther afield – I can re-

member a particularly enjoyable one around the Devil’s Punchbowl, just off the A3. It 

was an ideal location for war games in thick forest. 

 

The advantage of carrying out exercises on military property was that we could at-

tain a higher level of authenticity – i.e. we could use blank ammunition and thunder-

flashes. 

 

I can recall three such exercises, which were all at CCF Summer Camp – two at 

Buckenham Tofts and another at Crowborough, in Sussex.  

 

Buckenham Tofts was by far the more enjoyable location. It was a massive area of 

East Anglian countryside which had been taken over by the MoD – probably during 

WW2 – and turned over to train-

ing different divisions of the Army, 

including infantry, armour and 

artillery. There were a number of 

“no-go” areas where, as we were 

warned, there were still remnants 

of live ammunition, so this was a 

stark reminder to be up to speed 

in our map-reading skills. 

 

There was a lot of variety of ter-

rain – open fields, woodland, wa-

terways – which made it an ideal 

place for manoeuvres. In addi-

tion, there were quite a number 

of abandoned villages, many of which still had standing buildings in varying states of 

disrepair (or destruction, as some had clearly been targeted with live ammunition). 

These locations were a great location to carry out some of our more fanciful military 

Buckenham Tofts Hall 



 24 

 

skills, both offensive and defensive, including house-to-house clearance. 

 

Upon arrival, we were housed in barracks (sounds grandiose, but they were really 

rather run-down Nissen-style huts). There was also a NAAFI with a limited offering. The 

food was standard Army fare – wholesome, if uninspiring – and the accommodation 

was very basic. There was inspection every morning and our bedding had to be 

folded and stacked in a pre-determined manner to avoid penalty fatigues. We 

showered occasionally back at barracks but, generally, we lived in rather unhygien-

ic conditions, but it did not seem to matter. 

 

Field exercises generally lasted for more than 48 hours out in the open. I do not recall 

having bivouac tents so, unless you were on night-time guard duty, you slept on a 

small groundsheet under the stars, which, if it did not rain, was not too unbearable 

(camps other than Brecon Beacons, which I did not attend) were in the summer. 

 

We marched long 

distances, with the 

occasional break 

for a day-time 

snack or drink. 

There was always a 

night march in-

volved in each ex-

ercise, which was a 

severe test of our 

map-reading skills. 

Indeed, on more 

than one occasion, 

patrols got lost and 

officers had to go 

out in motorised transport (generally an Austin Champ jeep) to find them. 

 

There were quite a lot of ingenious ruses used in some of the defensive arrange-

ments, including the installation of tripwires (sometimes connected to flashbangs – 

strictly unauthorised, of course) and other devices. It was all great fun.  

 

When out on exercise, we received one meal off the back of an army lorry – gener-

ally pretty sloppy stuff – which was dumped into our larger aluminium mess tin. The 

small tin was for army tea – strong and sweet. After rinsing out our mess tins, these 

had to be stored back in our haversacks (along with the knife, fork and spoon set, 

which clipped together), but in such a way that they did not rattle – not acceptable 

for night assaults – which meant wrapping them in an item of clothing.    

 

There were strict rules about the use of blank ammunition. Rounds had a wooden 

projectile shaped like a real bullet to enable the reload mechanism to work without 

jamming. The most important of these rules was not to fire at people closer than a 

certain distance, but this rule often got ignored in the heat of the moment.   

 

Many of us, particularly after having been promoted above “Other ranks” decided 

that wearing battledress on exercises was an absolute pain, so during term-time we 

would scour the local Army-surplus shops (& sometimes up in town) to secure other 

Austin Champ 
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more suitable wear. I managed to find a paratroopers smock and some camou-

flaged trousers, along with some sensible boots with rubber soles. This way, I did not 

need to wear gaiters. I was far more comfortable and, almost more importantly, 

could move much more silently.  

 

We did not wear steel helmets on exercises, just the normal beret, which was not 

very practical and certainly uncomfortable, particularly in hot weather. So, many of 

us NCOs purchased different forms of headgear. I obtained a floppy jungle-issue hat 

with a brim all round, which, apart from being much more comfortable, served two 

purposes – it kept the sun out of my eyes, as well as stopping the rain dripping down 

inside my collar. 

 

It has to be said that we looked like a real motley crew – more like a group of mer-

cenaries than a unit of the school CCF – but we felt cool and it seemed to add to 

the enjoyment.  

 

Many other wheezes were dreamed up – notably how to keep the fags dry (simple – 

tobacco tin). The officers all took a tolerant and lenient view of these practices, as 

long as we performed well. 

 

When I look at the current outfits of the CCF Army Section I cannot but think how for-

tunate they are in terms of comfort, practicality and ease of movement. In our own 

way, I suppose that we were trying to achieve the same result, but as personal in-

subordinate initiatives. 

 

My only disagreeable experience in the CCF was at the camp in Crowborough. 

One day we were on the assault course run, in full gear and carrying our rifles – to 

introduce a bit of realism, I suppose. There was a low brick wall over which we were 

told to jump by a Regular NCO. I was one of the first to go – what none us realised 

was that on the other side of the wall there was a significant drop. Anyway, my jump 

was hardly Olympian and I fell badly with my left arm forward, hitting the ground still 

holding my rifle. The NCO stopped thinking it was funny when he realised that my left 

wrist was shattered. 

 

I was patched up at the local Army medical facility and then driven back to 

Stanmore by Wilf Hewitt in his old banger – it was not a particularly comfortable ride. 

I had the wrist re-set at Edgware General, but the significant distortion of the joint 

bones is still very visible (and occasionally painful if I move it in a way not intended).  

   

Overall, the CCF was one of the aspects at Haberdashers’ that I most enjoyed, par-

ticularly in my final year when I had little else to do than study for O Level Latin. In this 

year, the Sergeants’ Room and the Signals Store came into their own. Many hours 

were spent in the former, whiling away the day reading anything other than aca-

demic material and drinking endless cups of tea. Regular inhabitants included Rich-

ard Tucker, Tony Mead, Howard Evans and Langley Popley. The Signals Store was a 

convenient place for a fag break, even though there was an extractor fan which 

vented into the corridor, but no-one seemed to notice – Hewson was a chain-

smoker and his office door was invariably open. 

 

My enjoyment was what prompted me to join the Officers’ Training Corps at Bristol 

University, but that’s another story.  
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How dearly I remember Colin Blessley when he welcomed me from CCF infantry to 

Signals in 1965, where he was the NCO i/c. 

 

My first contact with Colin was in 1963 in 3/F during a school open day which took 

me away from the Transport Society model railway behind the school swimming pool 

to the open space to the north of the then prep school and first/second form school 

block. 

 

His recollections of dress uniform recalls the choice of either Blanco, which was rather 

like shaving soap, or the alternative of “Fleet,” which was applied like toothpaste 

and generally disapproved for 1937 pattern webbing belts, except by the Naval Sec-

tion. For field day exercises I gave up on all of that and converted to 1944 pattern 

webbing and pack, then to the ’58 stuff when pocket money would allow purchase 

from a surplus store (in the Strand, would you believe?)  and eventually proper cloth-

ing in lieu of stock-issued denims in order not to freeze after all night exercises in such 

exotic places as Sandhurst. Apologies are due here to Tat”, ie Major later Lt-Col Hew-

son who seemed to like me, but for his sparing attitude: however, if one wants to 

hear from the Quartermaster’s Store, I’d ask Roger Pidgeon – it was his father, Walter 

if I remember correctly, who took over that second room on the left around 1965. 

 

I must correct Colin on some points, 

however. Some of the WS18 Mk IIIs had 

been replaced in the late 1950s by the 

WS38 Mk III, a backpack set, of which 

there were only four. Carrying an 18-

set battery alone was more strength-

ening exercise than shopping with 

mother or, indeed, PE with Dai Davies. 

All replaced in 1966 by the VHF WS88, 

that had to be worn on the left on the 

belt with a 90/1.5V battery on the 

right. The radio was made by Ecko (EK 

Cole – a name from the past when 

were growing up with television) and 

most certainly British: the kit was in-

deed British and a real discomfort without a balancing loaded backpack, so mine 

was always stuffed in a ’37 pattern webbing sack with shoulder-strap. Helped bal-

ance the Lee-Enfield No. 4 and blanks on the right side. 

School Combined Cadet 

Force in the 1960s 
Robert Lindsell (‘68)  Responds to 

Colin Blessley’s First Article 

VHF WS88 
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Colin’s successor was Dave Dymond, who arranged acquisition of the WS19 Mk III for 

us to join what was then known as the “CCF/ACF Intercommand Radio Network” 

through which we could talk with well over 150 other contingents; our callsign was 

One Six Charlie, inherited from Wanstead County High School, who must have been 

passivist in the mid-sixties! I still have some of the QSL (acknowledgement of contact) 

cards here! 

Prior to the 960s reorganization of the TA we were seconded, as it were, to 305 Signal 

Squadron which eventually became 70 Signal Regiment based in Duke of York’s HQ 

in Chelsea, and gained use of all sorts of, then, modern radio equipment, and joined 

them on weekend exercises, borrowing A41s and C11s (matron did not approve of 

the latter, as it required running a petrol generator outside the Sergeants’ Room, ra-

ther close to the darkness of the clinic). Dave’s successor Ian Ballard and I used to 

traipse around the University of London OTC and far afield to TA units in south London 

to borrow A40s to take to annual camp owing to the inconvenience of the 88s. Con-

trary to Colin, it was the NCOs who “stole” the radios but had no idea of how to use 

them: I remember having to set up an 88 for a sergeant in the middle of the Thetford 

jungle and asking for his callsign: Radio England was the reply: someone was Caroline 

and., well, imagine the others. 

 

One very interesting event was Colonel Sammy 

Lohan (remember him from D-Notice censorship 

days in the ‘60s?) when Geoff Pickering and I 

were deputed to be controllers for the first Festi-

val of London Stores procession around Hyde 

Park, operating from a second floor luxury bal-

cony suite at the back of the Hyde Park Hotel At 

the end, as we were progressing through the re-

ception area, a voice boomed out, “Bloody well 

done, chaps!” and Sammy duly introduced us in 

battledress to Princess Alexandra. Didn’t see her 

again until she formally opened the Mass Transit 

Railway in Hong Kong in 1980 – and she remem-

bered me! 

 

My last major signals event at school was to lay cables for a fête in the school 

grounds in summer 1968 to distribute sound to outposts all over the fields for a fête. 

Imagine having permission to crunch over private gravel on Keith Cheyney’s roof! 

Colonel Sammy Lohan 
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Memories of OHCC 59-88 
Ian Smart (‘58) looks back at his 30 years 

of OHCC enjoyment. Part Two of Two 
OHCC and Girls (playing cricket for us, obviously). 

I know that in recent years OHCC has had a pupil from the Girls’ School playing suc-

cessfully. All I can say is that she was not the first – on one Devon tour in the 1970s we 

suffered a series of injuries (some maybe self-inflicted) which meant that for one fix-

ture – can’t remember where or when – we would have been short. Fortunately one 

of our number had arrived on tour complete with girl friend who was duly volun-

teered. I’m glad to say that she didn’t have to bat or bowl, but as far as I recall she 

was a demon in the field. Quite what Nobbly made of it I can’t quite recall – a mix-

ture of ‘never in my day’ and ‘at least we had 11 on the pitch’ I suspect. 

 

We did play a couple of games against our WAGs, at Borehamwood. The rules were 

that proper cricket should be played but the men had to bat, bowl and throw the 

opposite way to normal (e.g. a right-handed batsman had to play left-handed). A 

number of the girls had played hockey, lacrosse or tennis and were proficient, so the 

games were actually quite competitive – sadly, they ceased after a couple of years. 

 

Devon Tour 

All of which leads me into Devon. I wasn’t on the 1960 tour, my first being about 1963 

or 1964. In those days we stayed at the London Inn, Ottery St. Mary, a brilliant pub run 

by Squadron Leader Curly (Tip-Top) Coates and his wife Marion. He was Curly be-

cause of his RAF moustache, and Tip-Top because that was his way of asking if things 

were all right. They were exceedingly kind and long suffering. 

 

The London Inn was well placed for almost all of the fixtures and served excellent 

breakfasts. I don’t remember if they also did evening meals, may just have been bar 

snacks but that didn’t matter as we invariably found somewhere to eat on the way 

back from the game. 

 

As there was no league cricket the tour would in fact last 7 days. On the Saturday we 

would play Seaton, Sunday at Budleigh Salterton (where the decision to bat or bowl 

first would depend on the tide timetables) and Sidmouth on the Thursday. Other fix-

tures were played variously against Exeter University, Erratics (Exeter University staff), 

Royal Marines Lympstone (a hard game usually against at least 2 Combined Services 

players – but the hospitality in the Sergeants’ Mess was outstanding), Kilmington (still 

outstanding teas, I believe), Yarcombe and Stockland, Exe Vale Hospital ( a weird 

place, actually a mental asylum – but we played against the staff, patients could on-

ly spectate), South Devon and many more. 

 

The cricket was usually of a higher standard than we were accustomed to, although 

playing games on consecutive days helped, but the real point of the week was the 

social side often led by Derek Kenward. It was not unknown for sessions to begin at 

11am with the first White Shield Worthington of the day. This was a quite potent IPA, 

bottled, and the only problem with it was that the beer had to be decanted with a 
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steady hand into the glass without any of the accompanying sediment. Too much of 

the latter could be lethal. 

 

Once the day’s game was finished and we had left whichever ground we were play-

ing at, there was often a wee pub crawl before returning ‘home’. There were occa-

sions when perhaps one or two had rather more than one or two, but usually most 

had recovered satisfactorily by the next morning (11am). 

 

One evening, our opening bat Glen Gross indulged himself on G & T, and by the 

morning was not at his best. He did volunteer to play, however, and to everyone’s sur-

prise (not least his own) scored a hatful of runs. He did confess later that he kept see-

ing 3 balls being bowled at him, so took the sensible course always  to select the mid-

dle one. 

In the early 1970s the tour ceased because of a lack of numbers but was resurrected 

around 1978. We did attempt to book in at the London Inn and indeed my family and 

I went down there so to do. Curly and Marion Coates had retired, and the pub was 

run by a quite strange (single) lady who kept several mean looking Alsatians around 

the place. She was happy enough to take the booking, although we were a bit wary 

as she seemed to have a rule of locking the bar if more than one customer was pre-

sent. 

 

OHCC 1st XI 1967 
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A few days before the start of tour I phoned to check that all was well, and eventual-

ly discovered that the poor woman had just recently collapsed and died, with her 

faithful dogs frustrating attempts for anyone to get near her. Utter panic at our end, of 

course. 

 

However after much phoning around and pulling in all the leads we could, someone 

(I think Mike Filer, but I could be mistaken) came up with the Bystock Hotel Exeter. This 

place was handy for the station and Exeter’s fleshpots, but not necessarily for all our 

fixtures, but sufficient for our needs and we were really lucky to find it at the 11th hour. 

In 1980 or 1981, my brother and his wife Susie, together with Roger Wilkinson and wife 

Marilyn (plus Roger’s father) acquired the Tower Inn and Round House in Slapton in 

the South Hams. This became the tour HQ for some time but, unfortunately there was 

not enough accommodation for all to stay, so we were somewhat scattered. Never-

theless it was a great place for food and (of course) drink. 

 

There was one major problem, however. The entrance to the driveway to the car 

park was exceptionally narrow and those with above average size cars (think BMW) 

had to be extra careful. It was not unknown for the stone walls suddenly to shrink and 

take some of the shine off the cars – no names etc. 

 

I spent all the 1981 and 1982 seasons in California, so didn’t commute but as far as I 

recall the tours continued satisfactorily. My last season was in 1988 and possibly my 

last 1st XI game was against Sidmouth – whom we beat (but with Martin Baker at no. 

10 batting in the last over, just me at no. 11 and definitely not looking forward to go-

ing in. Didn’t have to, thankfully). 

 

There are just so many great memories of that time that it is difficult to narrow them 

down. In those days the Sidmouth wicket ran more or less parallel with Fortfield Ter-

race, the access road to the club and I remember David Maconachie (left-handed 

bat) pulling a ball from the far end flat across midwicket for 6, out of the ground and 

still rising as it hit the wall of the then Fortfield Hotel about halfway up. Alan Phipps 

opening the batting, scoring an undefeated quite a lot, then opening the bowling 

and bowling unchanged. A great game at South Devon where I managed to re-

move the current Devon wicketkeeper, lbw with a googly and being told by him af-

terwards that he had spent 2 days in the previous week playing in a Gillette Cup 

match against Surrey and successfully resisted Intikhab Alam (then Pakistan’s leading 

leg break bowler) who basically only bowled googlies. Peter Lidington took at least 5 

wickets that day). 

 

Any game at Kilmington, if only for the teas. Fielding against somewhere like 

Yarcombe and Stockland with Mike Higham charging round the boundary only to dis-

appear into a bush. Roger Wilkinson & Mike Higham opening against the Erratics and 

putting on nearly 200 for the first wicket.  

 

Having the day off because of rain and finding our way to the Jack in the Green pub 

at Rockbeare, just outside Exeter. Naturally sampling the local ales and playing sub-

marines or something similar. Someone would shout “dive, dive, dive” and we would 

all drop down below the tables – much to the bemusement of the locals. Other silly 

games were available. 

 

Although OHCC was officially a ‘closed’ club in those days, rules were relaxed slightly 
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on tour, and two or three friends from other clubs joined us from time to time. We 

were occasionally offered the services of a local player if we seemed to be short; in 

one instance a chap then playing for Somerset 2nd XI was suggested to John Whitten-

bury to fill out the team, which offer was politely but firmly declined. His name? Kerry 

O’Keefe, later the Australian leg spinner 1971 – 1977. 

 

Other random memories 

My brother opening the batting and hitting the first ball of the match straight back 

over the sightscreen for 6 (on more than one occasion).  

 

Playing against the school, working hard to remove most of their top order only for a 

young chap (probably about 14, on debut) walking to the wicket – pads reaching 

over his head seemingly, but then playing a dogged forward defensive shot to any-

thing bowled at him (think Mike Higham, amongst others). 

 

Another time, also against the school, bowling with John Ridgley against one of their 

fast bowlers, (slightly precious shall we say) who couldn’t lay a bat on the ball. Finally 

John turned to me and said “why don’t you bowl him a piano and see if he can play 

that?”. Out next ball, to “I’ve never been so insulted in all my life”. 

 

Same chap opening the bowling against Fraser Bird’s XI (for whom I was privileged to 

play a few times). Opening bats were a couple of young Surrey 2nd XI players, namely 

Geoff Howarth (later New Zealand) and Alan Butcher (England) test players. First ball, 

decent length and direction but only medium pace – forward defensive shot for 4 

past cover. “You can’t do that” came the cry. Cue same shot, same result to the next 

3 balls. 

 

A stray 1st XI match at Borehamwood, OHCC fielding and Harold Gainsborough um-

piring at the non-bowling end. First ball of the over “no ball” is the cry from Harold. 

Next ball exactly the same, to the consternation of both batsmen and fielders. Finally 

we worked out the problem – more than the permitted number of fielders behind the 

wicket on the leg side. Only trouble was, Harold was standing, for no known reason, 

at point not square leg. 

 

Playing in a few 2nd XI matches with all 3 sons in the side with me (Keith was not 

around by then otherwise the scorers would have been extremely confused). They all 

acquitted themselves well, rather better than me I expect. 

 

Playing against Whiteoaks CC (Surrey based, and for whom Peter Shiells, stalwart 

OHRFC member, played) on the day of the 1966 World Cup Final (truly). A long trek 

down there, batted first and poor old Donald Lundie was run out in the first over with-

out facing a ball. Then torrential rain, match abandoned, into the bar to watch the 

game on a borrowed TV – bliss. 

 

Playing at Marlow, on a pitch slightly to one side so that the long leg boundary was a 

long way; us batting, a shot to that boundary which didn’t quite have the legs to 

reach it, their fielder (lovely chap called Mike, left armer spinner, quite tall but chunky 

and no Usain Bolt) lumbering after it. Nearly there, and one of our wives (I think Jean 

Kenward) very kindly picked the ball up and gave it to him. 4 to us, and a few rude 

words from Mike. 
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The Law of The Wild. An 

Ecologist’s Life 
Professor Ian Swingland (‘65) extracts his 

mentions of Habs from his latest book. 

At Haberdashers’ Aske’s  Prep School, Mill Hill, Miss Wozencroft stood out in my 

memory as someone who made me learn all of my times tables. I shared a desk with 

Colin Blessley ……….Miss Mary Geddie was a tall, elegant, maidenly lady of some er-

udition and discipline. She inspired me as my natural history teacher and used a small 

simple microscope which I still have.  From that day on Miss Geddie had me trapped 

into a lifelong love of nature and its amazing diversity. 

Haberdashers’ Aske’s School, Westbere Road, Hampstead circa 1958. 

Front row David Shemuel, Vijay Singh and Shulman. Ian Swingland is behind Shemuel. 
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All animal societies can provide examples of precisely the same aspects of their 

communities as I observed in Haberdashers’ Aske’s; for example, the wall that divid-

ed the adjacent Boys’ School from the Girls’ School had a shiny top improved by 

boarders.  Neither School has boarders any longer! 

Expedition to the Cairngorms. Barry Goater (extreme right). Ian Swingland with spec-

tacles (ca. 1964). 

 

Newbrough Swingland Snr., one of my forebears who had escaped from the Low 

Countries as a Protestant against the Catholic hegemony, had become the largest 

cork merchant in England in the late 17th century at 10 Rood Lane in the City of Lon-

don, now the 'Walkie Talkie' building……. He was also a Freeman of the Haberdash-

ers Company like Robert Aske. They both had this vision of the Company subsidising 

the best education for boys from families who could not afford the cost. 

 

Ian’s book is available at:- 

 

- Paperback: https://www.amazon.co.uk/Law-Wild-Ecologists-Life/dp/183818550X  

- eBook: https://www.amazon.co.uk/Law-Wild-Ian-R-Swingland-ebook/dp/

B08J8GY77W/ 

https://www.amazon.co.uk/Law-Wild-Ecologists-Life/dp/183818550X
https://www.amazon.co.uk/Law-Wild-Ian-R-Swingland-ebook/dp/B08J8GY77W/
https://www.amazon.co.uk/Law-Wild-Ian-R-Swingland-ebook/dp/B08J8GY77W/


 34 

 

OBITUARIES 
John Mitchell (‘63) 

Died November 2020 
 

 

My father, John Mitchell, who has died aged 75, was the founder of Carbohydrate 

Polymers, a scientific journal which grew from humble roots to become one of the 

publisher Elsevier’s lead journals. John recognised the need for this much-needed 

outlet for research into polysaccharide science – the branch of food technology fo-

cused on the carbohydrates found most often in plants, algae and micro-organisms 

Born in north London, the son of Albert Mitchell, who was in charge of general elec-

tion campaigns for the Conservative party, and Marjorie (nee Woodcock), a home-

maker, John attended the Haberdasher’s Aske’s school for boys, followed by New-

castle University, where he read physics. He married a fellow student, Susan Simpson, 

in 1967 and they raised three children. They divorced in 1988. 

 

John’s first job was at Unilever, where he played a key role in developing the formula 

for Quavers crisps. At Unilever, he discovered a deep interest in food technology 

and left to study for his PhD at Nottingham University in 1970. 

 

At Nottingham, John was appointed a lecturer, reader and in 1993 professor of food 

technology, latterly emeritus. Described by his colleague Christopher Gregson as 

“the Patrick Moore of the food materials science world”, John was an engaging 

teacher. Undergraduates relished lectures as John walked across the dais with, say, 

one foot stuck in a wastepaper bin, or trying in vain to put his hands in the pockets of 

his inside-out lab-coat. Before his inaugural lecture, colleagues had to attach multi-

ple safety pins to stop his academic gown from falling off. 

 

In 2005 he was a founding member of the European Polysaccharide Network of Ex-

cellence (EPNOE), a platform for sharing research and expertise. In 2008 John was 

awarded the Food Hydrocolloids Trust Medal, a recognition of influential knowledge 

leaders in the food material science area. In setting up global research networks, 

John was grateful to be able to travel widely and valued the strong friendships he 

built with colleagues around the world. 
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In 2003, he set up his own company, Biopolymer Solutions, to provide scientific consul-

tancy services to manufacturers across the pharmaceutical, biomaterials and ingredi-

ents sectors. John enjoyed helping both small and large companies. He used his 

knowledge to create products ranging from novel breakfast cereals to gelled pet 

foods. 

 

A true polymath, John played chess for London and Hertfordshire and later for Leices-

tershire. He was an active member of Loughborough Chess Club for 50 years and was 

committed to helping the development of junior chess players. He loved music, play-

ing the piano and clarinet, and travelling widely with his second wife, Margaret (nee 

Hill), whom he married in 1993. He knew everything about politics and economics. A 

kind and generous man, with a strong social conscience, he always went out of his 

way to help people. 

 

He is survived by Margaret, his children, Hugh, Rose and me, and his granddaughters, 

Tess and Juliette. 

Colin Hogg (’43) 

Died October 2020 

 

Back in the 1940’s Colin hoped to join up with 

the Indian Army but was told he had a heart 

defect so his hopes and plans had to 

change. Quietly slipping away last Wednes-

day at the age of nearly 94 one wonders if 

they got it wrong! 

 

Colin was born in Liverpool in 1927 – he never 

knew his father who died as a result of injuries 

received on the Western Front when he was 

2 years old. His mother remarried but Colin did not get on with his stepfather. His life-

long friendships with the Draycott family, the Griffiths' at Wigmore and his friends from 

Haberdasher's Askes provided the family he missed. He forged a successful career as 

an advertising executive, working for such diverse companies as GEC, Goya, BEA 

and British Rail. 

 

He travelled extensively in Europe, often bringing home a soft toy for Alison. He had a 

keen interest in photography, and loved books, classical music and gardening. He 

was a perfectionist, had a sharp and lucid mind, an awareness of current affairs, and 

an incredibly strong grip!  

 

Colin married Jean in 1954 and their joy at receiving a Telegram from the Queen 

congratulating them on their Diamond Wedding is one of our fondest memories be-

fore Mum's dementia closed in. Alison was born in 1958 when they lived at Hugh-

enden Manor in Buckinghamshire. Margaret came along in 1963, and there is a won-

derful photo that Colin took with Jean cradling her squawking baby, and Ali looking 

on as if to say “What on earth have you brought home Mum!” 

 

They shared a love of Alsatian dogs and 7 lovely “girls” shared our lives. 
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Changes in Colin’s job meant a family move to Harrogate in 1969 where his passion 

for gardening – especially orderliness and a green striped, weed and worm-cast free 

lawn, caused much amusement. 

 

His lawn was his pride and joy, and no-one, not even the dog, was allowed on it – 

poor Mum had to tip toe over the lawn with the washing line and remove it by the 

time Colin got home from work. 

 

North Yorkshire was a beautiful place to live, but when ill health forced Colin to take 

early retirement, he and Jean decided to move house and return to his beloved Her-

efordshire.  

 

They, along with Chris the gardener, created a beautiful cottage garden in Buckton, 

and lived there for 10 years. But there was a bit of Colin that could not cope with 

muddy lanes so they moved again, this time to Ashford Carbonel and got the best of 

both worlds – a lovely village life but no mud on the roads. 

 

In 2015, due to Jean’s deterioration and Colin’s increasing frailty, they moved to Lyn-

hales Hall Nursing Home. 

 

Sadly Colin’s last illness meant he had to be admitted to hospital and he was not to 

return. We are both touched by the kind messages we have received from members 

of staff at Lynhales. 

 

Colin and Jean had four grandchildren – Joey, Fiona, Dan and Jono; it is sad that 

Dad left this world without meeting his first great granddaughter, Clemmie, who was 

born just 5 days later. 

 

Colin’s faith was strong, he was a Church Warden and spent many hours cutting the 

grass in the graveyard where he chose to be buried. It seems particularly apt that he 

will be laid to rest with Mum in the area that he dug and cleared himself.  

 

My friend Richard Bright, who has taken 

his own life aged 51, was a director 

and executive producer of many ac-

claimed and illuminating arts docu-

mentaries. His recent credits as an ex-

ecutive included Angela Carter: Of 

Wolves & Women, the moving Werner 

Herzog film Nomad: In the Footsteps of Bruce Chatwin and the humorous Greg Da-

vies: Looking for Kes. 

 

Born in Eastcote, north-west London, Richard was the son of David, a teacher and 

Saracens rugby player, and Jennifer (nee Yeoman), a headteacher. I met him at 

Haberdashers’ Aske’s school in Elstree, Hertfordshire, where he devoted his energy to 

Richard Bright (’87) 

Died August 2020 

https://www.imdb.com/name/nm2272209/
https://www.imdb.com/title/tt8768188/
https://www.imdb.com/title/tt8768188/
https://www.imdb.com/title/tt10011296/
https://www.imdb.com/title/tt10011296/
https://www.imdb.com/title/tt10011296/
https://www.imdb.com/title/tt10011296/
https://www.bbc.co.uk/programmes/m000bh0n
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 rugby, record shops and indie gigs. He went on to do a degree in German and poli-

tics at Cardiff University (1989-92) and then a postgraduate diploma in documentary 

film production at the Cardiff Centre for Journalism Studies (1994-95) 

 

Subsequently he developed a huge variety of TV shows for BBC Bristol and independ-

ent companies including RDF, IWC and Flashback, before landing a job at the BBC 

on The Culture Show in 2010. He was soon directing full-length documentaries, includ-

ing Tom Waits: Tales from a Cracked Jukebox, Alan Cumming’s The Real Caba-

ret and Dangerous Desires: The Scandalous Life of Egon Schiele. He also did much 

work with BBC Scotland, creating films for other directors. 

 

Laser-focused at work, Richard was amiably disorganised at leisure, with a love of late

-night drinks with his many friends and of unreliable vintage cars, Coronation Street 

and meandering journeys across eastern Europe. 

 

In 2017, he married Livia Papp, whom he had met on the steps of the Hungarian State 

Opera House in Budapest. He asked her for directions and they hit it off so well that 

she ended up giving him a tour of the city. Richard and Livia made the perfect cou-

ple – entertainingly quirky, bohemian and devoted to each other. 

 

Richard was a loving son and provided high-quality care and frequent visits for the 

four years his father suffered from Parkinson’s. Balancing this and his subsequent grief 

with the extraordinarily high standards he set himself at work proved demanding, but, 

with Livia’s help, he was able to cope. 

 

Tragically, during the coronavirus lockdown Richard’s coping mechanisms unwound 

and he suffered a breakdown. He had the strength to seek professional help, and 

those close to him did everything possible to provide support. But in the end Richard 

found that he could go on no longer. 

 

He is survived by Livia, his sister, Kathryn, and five nieces and nephews. 

 

John Whittenbury (‘56) 

OHA President 1997-1998 

Died 28th August 2020 
 As one of the older generation still in touch with the 

current OHCC membership , I thought it appropriate 

to pen a few words. 

 

I was saddened to hear another long time supporter 

of the OHCC , John Whittenbury, passed away in Au-

gust. 

His playing career was divided fairly evenly between 

the 1st & 2nd XIs between 1958-1999 , captaining the 

latter for several seasons and totalling 327 appearances for the club including Sun-

day XI.  Our playing careers only overlapped in Johns latter years of playing, as he at 

https://www.imdb.com/title/tt6535968/
https://www.imdb.com/title/tt6535968/
https://www.imdb.com/title/tt6535968/
https://www.bbc.co.uk/programmes/b00nf012
https://www.richardbrightfilms.com/799904201174
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one time became the oldest player to play for the 1st XI by making an annual ap-

pearance at Yarcombe on tour for a few years where he would keep wicket. Also 

around this time both his sons ,David and Stephen were playing for the club, David 

playing for several years in the 1st XI. 

 

I mainly knew him as a long-standing regular umpire for the club both at Croxdale for 

league matches, the school match and down in Devon where he would regularly 

join the end of season excursion to stand at Exeter, maybe Kilmington but most defi-

nitely at Sidmouth. John and Hilary would stay away from the players in the serene 

surroundings of a country house hotel and in my early years on tour I remember play-

ing a rather hungover round of golf at Honiton with John. 

 

After moving to Stroud, John umpired for Stroud CC but still came down to Devon 

and occasionally up to Hertfordshire for matches , certainly just after the move away. 

He was, I believe, the first OH to undertake the ACUS umpire course and become 

qualified and since inspired several to follow. He was one of the few umpires who 

would regularly signal the batsman running one short and his giving of a guard 

‘covering two’ was in the style of Churchill! Any challenge of a decision in the bar af-

terwards was always met with a good-humoured justification of its correctness. As a 

qualified umpire myself, being qualified certainly gives one a greater degree of con-

fidence in making decisions which are of course always correct, even if the recipient 

doesn’t agree with it.  

 

He was cricket club President for some years and his continued advertising of his Fi-

nancial Services on the inside front cover and back page of the fixture card helped 

offset the cost of its production. 

 

Whilst not being in much contact with the club in recent years, John for me is yet an-

other one of the club members that, in my early years helped cement my continuing 

association with OHCC. For many of my cricketing generation , he was one of the 

regular figures that was around and sadly will never be again. 

RIP John 

 

Alan Newman (‘81) 

I am sad to read of the passing John Whittenbury.  John and I were close friends 

throughout our entire schooldays, including preparatory school, Quainton Hall in Har-

row and, of course, H.A.H.S., Westbere Road.  He was very fond of telling friends that 

his father was the Manager of South Harrow Gasworks.  John's school nickname was 

"Slug" - he seemed very fond thereof! 

Michael Petzold (‘56) 

Norman passed away peacefully in Huntington, New York on 

August 22, 2020. Norman was President and CEO of his family 

specialty food importing business, B&R Classics. Previously he 

Norman F Barnes (‘56) 

Died 22nd August 2020 
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was President and CEO of Walkers Shortbread Inc., based in Hauppauge, New York, 

a subsidiary of Walkers Shortbread Ltd. of Aberlour, Scotland, where over twelve years 

he more than doubled its presence in the USA and expanded the business from spe-

cialty stores into many other trade channels. He served for five years as President and 

CEO of Swiss cookie company, Kambly, USA. For more than 30 years, Norman was a 

senior marketing executive with Campbell Soup Company culminating his career 

with the company as President, Campbell World Trading Co., Inc. He had an extraor-

dinary wealth of experience in both the mass market and specialty food industries 

and was always happy to share his wisdom and knowledge with others. 

 

Born in London shortly before the start of WWII, Norman spent most of the first five 

years of his life being cared for by his mother, grandparents and aunts while his father 

served in the British army in Dunkirk, India and other locations. He was very proud to 

have attended The Haberdashers' Aske's Boys' School from 1950-57. Norman spoke 

fondly of his time at the School, particularly as a member of the 1st  Rowing VIII and 

the Army Section of the School's Combined Cadet Corps (in which he attained the 

rank of Sergeant).  

 

It was Diana, his beloved wife of 58 years, who suggested Norman apply to a job 

opening at Campbell Soup Company in Norfolk, England in the early 1960s. They 

moved from London to the Norfolk countryside and so began Norman's lifelong ca-

reer in the food industry that would take his family from England to Belgium, Canada, 

and finally the United States. 

 

Norman was a bon viveur and loved entertaining, fine food, wine, travel and music. 

He leaves behind his wife, Diana, two daughters, Karen and her husband Christopher 

Riley, Julie Barnes and her partner Michael Coulson, and two grandchildren, Emma 

and Jonathan. He will be deeply missed. 

MEMORIES 
Tony Alexander (‘62) 

Nigel Alexander (‘71) remembers his 

brother 
Anthony (Tony) James Spotiswoode Alexander was born in wartime Birmingham. Our 

Father, Terry (‘30), was serving in the Royal Tank Regiment on the Indian / Burmese 

border, preparing for the invasion of Singapore.  His mother, Sheila, was living with her 

Aunt and Uncle and Tony spent the first few years of his life in Edgbaston.  Terry re-

turned to the UK and in 1948 the family moved back to Golders Green in London to 

the house where Terry had been brought up. Cecil Mann (‘17), one of the founder 

members of the OHRFC was his Godfather and Cecil gave Tony a pair of Gold Cuf-

flinks for his 21st birthday.  They had been worn by the Queen and made by his com-

pany (Garrard) who were the then Crown Jewellers.  His other Godfather was Donald 

Blessley, (‘27). The OH connection was strong from his earliest days.   
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Anthony attended the Prep School at Flower Lane in Mill Hill and it was there that he 

acquired the nickname of “Beet”.  This came from the A.A. Milne poem, Alexander 

Beetle and he carried this through to Westbere Road and Elstree.  

 

He developed a cartoon character for his name, a stylised “Teddy Boy” with an out-

size quiff, cigarette dangling from his mouth, drainpipe trousers, and winkle pickers. I 

am sure, if he could have avoided Bill Cross-

man, he would have worn that outfit to school.  

I found one of these drawings inside a text-

book when I was at the school which I instantly 

recognised as his work! 

 

Tony was one of the “Removal Men” that 

moved the school from Westbere Road to El-

stree.  I am sure he enjoyed that more than sit-

ting in class.  In later years, he certainly looked 

forward to organising their relaxing reunions at 

various pub locations around London.  Alt-

hough Tony did not have an outstanding aca-

demic career, he passed some ‘O’ levels, but 

did not enter the sixth form.  I joined the school 

in 1962 as he left and I certainly felt his residual 

presence, but was looked after by his friends 

who were still there! 

 

Tony joined Deeko, a paper products compa-

ny run by an OH, Jack Tigg (‘17), who was a 

friend of Fathers and he caught the bus every morning at 6.30am along the North Cir-

cular Road to the factory in Edmonton.  He was doing everything in the factory and 

warehouse and at one point turned up at home with a bright red van with the name 

emblazoned on the side, which Dad insisted was parked away from the house.  Alt-

hough National Service had been stopped, Tony had been in the CCF at school and 

he joined the 6th Parachute Battalion (TA) based in Finchley.  He attained his wings 

after some adventurous drops.  

 

Those early working day starts never prevented him enjoying life and he started regu-

larly playing Rugby for the OHRFC.  He had only played one game for the 1st XV at 

school, as far as I recall against QE Barnet, playing in the second row.  His first ap-

pearance for OHRFC had been in February 1962, while still at the School, for the Extra 

B XV playing alongside John Egan and Peter Vacher.  Fame followed after scoring a 

try and he was promoted to the BXV where he scored again. By 1964 he was regular-

ly playing for the AXV and in November 1965 he made is 1st XV debut where he re-

mained until the end of the season.   Alongside his debut, the season marked his first 

OHRFC Easter tour, Cross Keys, Tredegar and Lydney.  The results were not inspiring, 

but high enjoyment levels had been established.  Tony did not tour again with OH un-

til 1978, although he spent a fair time with the club when it went in 1976 to Durham, 

as by then he was living in Ryton, outside Newcastle.  A major contributor to tour fun 

had returned to the OHRFC.  

 

He moved to Newcastle Under Lyme in 1966 and played for a local club, Trentham. I 

remember him telling some tales about their opponents on a Saturday, who on the 

Tony’s 

“Teddy 

Boy” 
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following Sunday were playing Rugby League and also about a fixture on the Isle of 

Man, which involved almost a week of travelling!  However he did get selected to 

play for Staffordshire a few times, being kept out of a regular place by Mike Cole-

man, an England international.  The family moved North and East where his shift work 

for Kimberley Clarke, as the Paper Mill superintendent, prevented him playing Rugby 

along with the guillotine accident that severed the fingers of his left hand. At the 

Newcastle Royal Infirmary they stitched them back on and the “claw” emerged.  It 

was a pioneering operation that enabled him to keep his fingers but with limited 

movement.  As always, he made the most of it and when he resumed playing for 

OHRFC, this disability never impaired his capacity to take a ball in the lineout or a 

maul.  

 

Tony returned to London in 1976 and of course he resumed playing Rugby for OHRFC.  

Searching through the records, we finally played our first game together in John 

Boon’s CXV in November 1977 with our father watching us.  The following year he was 

back in the 1st XV nearly 13 years after he had made his first appearance and we 

played our first 1st XV game together in September 1978.  His last game for the senior 

side was in March 1986, fittingly on Easter Tour, against New Ross in Ireland.  He cap-

tained and ran the CXV for two years 1984 -86 as well as turning out for various sides 

with his last appearance on the 1991 Easter tour for the Skylarks when he was in the 

second year of his three year Presidency of OHRFC.  He had a short cameo in a one 

off  “Veterans” match in 2002, to turn out with his son, Tim, my son, Sam and me.  Four 

Alexander’s on the pitch at the same time! Our father, Terry, would have been de-

lighted. Tony  played 95 1st XV games in his OHRFC career with a total number of 259 

games for the club.  He was a founder member of the “40 club” started by another 

OHRFC stalwart, Chris Robinson, which celebrates all those that have played for the 

club over that magic age!  Terry is recorded in Nobbly Tanner’s records as the first OH 

to have achieved this in 1953.  

 

Tony was a regular touchline supporter even through the bleak times when the club 

was in danger of having to cease playing regular fixtures.  With the recovery in our 

playing strength and the success of the last 10 years, Tony was at the centre of activi-

ties.  As well as being OHRFC President 1990-92 he was also the club Secretary as well 

as becoming OHA President in 1991.  In these roles on the committees, he was in-

volved in all aspects of the club including the relocation plans and liaison with the 

School.   He valued that close relationship with the Headmasters and Governors even 

at those times when interests appeared to diverge and he has been instrumental in 

ensuring our continuing close association.  Alongside this he also was a member of 

the Old Boys Lodge and was their Almoner. 

    

In his business career he worked for a number of large corporate enterprises including 

Kimberly Clarke in Newcastle and for LRC that returned him to London.  But as an in-

dependent spirit he set up his own distribution and logistics business.  He was involved 

with a variety of products, including Peaudouce nappies and Neutradol odour mask.  

A few vintage vials of that product are still around and as effective as ever!  The busi-

ness had its ups and downs, but through this Tony maintained a “never say die” atti-

tude and he was still undertaking Consultancy work after he had retired.  He was a 

Member of the United Kingdom Warehousing Association and the Chartered Institute 

of Logistics. 

 

Tony married Angela Scoins in 1966 and they had two children, Jennifer, born in 1969 
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and Tim, born in 1971.  Angela passed away in 1994.  Tony moved to Bushey and his 

long and enduring relationship with the Swan pub had been established.  Alongside 

this he had met Maggie and they settled down together in Bushey Heath.  Little 

Bushey Lane was their shared home for over 25 years.  Family festive gatherings and 

outdoor summer BBQ’s were real events that all of their extended families enjoyed 

together.  Tony has four Grandchildren, Josie and Frank and Lily and Lois.  He delight-

ed in their growing up and their achievements.  

 

Maggie has been a consistent and loving partner, and they shared many interests 

and activities together.  They played Golf at least weekly at Aldenham Golf Club and 

visited family and friends in the Caribbean and around the UK.  Tony could always be 

found collecting for the RNLI as well as supporting Maggie at Radlett Tennis Club.  

They were a true couple, always being seen together at social functions across the 

many different facets of their lives.  

 

It is very challenging to attempt to create a picture of Tony’s life and to convey a 

sense of the man.  He lived life at full throttle with a generosity of spirit and openness.  

Until they proved otherwise, everyone was a friend and he would be loyal and stead-

fast to all whom he met.  He had strong opinions and we disagreed on quite a num-

ber of points.  But always we knew that we were bound together, not just in the 

scrum, but also as brothers of the closest kind. 
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CLUBS AND SOCIETIES 
Rugby 

Last season was a record season. The 1st XV finished third, one point behind Colches-

ter in second. It was felt that we had an easier run in so the playoffs may well have 

been achieved. Third was, however, a fantastic achievement and our highest ever 

position. The A XV also finished third in the Middlesex Merit Premier League. This is also 

a record high position. 

 

The Extra A XV played its first fixtures for 20 years, winning all 3 of them. 

 

The teams are hosting quite a few genuine OH and the numbers are growing. This is 

a very positive sign.  

 

Johnny Whittle and Carl Stephenson have both stood down as captains, to be re-

placed by James Clarke and Gareth Jones. James is the best Number 8 in the 

League and will be a great captain. 

 

The RFU has taken the decision to cancel the 2020/21 rugby season for all levels be-

low Premiership and Championship.  As such OHRFC will not make an assault on Lev-

el 6 in London 1 North.  Tentative plans are in place to restart rugby at our level in 

January  RFU plans - COVID status contingent -  should mean the lads will play 

matches against local opposition.   

 

This will not be in a traditional league format, but we will be able to test our resources 

and skill set against teams from both our current league standard (Level 6) as well as 

teams who ply their trade above us in Level 5.   

 

The OHRFC October fitness challenge was a huge success in both terms of kms cov-

ered and monies raised.  We managed some 13,700kms, so well ahead of the target 

of 12,429kms (or circumnavigation of the UK  coastline).  As of tonight, we have 

raised £12,480 (£15,273 with Gift Aid) against our target of £10,000.  The monies will 

be split evenly between Prostate Cancer UK and RNLI in memory of two great and 

truly missed members, Martin Baker and Tony Alexander. 

 

The Cricket Club has enjoyed an eventful season, beginning with a club day on 11th 

July. The anticipation to play was palpable and I think we are fortunate to have had 

half a season of cricket, all things considered. 2m distancing, six over hygiene breaks, 

hand sanitiser, alcohol wipes, elbow bumps and sweat not saliva have slowly be-

come the norm. 

 

Consequently, the Herts League ruled out playing for prize money, promotion or rele-

gation during the 2020 season, so for the 1st and 2nd XI it has been very much a 

Cricket 
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case of refocussing and planning for 2021. The 1st XI remained in division 4A and are 

now well familiarised with the opposition, but the challenge for Club Captain Rhys 

this season was to replace the experience of Gelbs in the side. Not once this season 

did the 1sts field a side with an average age over 30, and in most weeks this was 

much closer to 25. With youth has come a lack of match experience, and at times 

we have struggled to really capitalise on winning positions, but equally to dig our-

selves out of a middle order collapse or to break a batting partnership that has taken 

the game away from us. Nevertheless, the theme of the season for the 1sts has been 

experimentation with player selection, batting orders and roles in the team. Overall, 

finishing 6th having played 9, won 3, lost 4 and 2 no results is probably a fair a reflec-

tion of how the season has gone for the 1st XI. Plenty to work on in the off season but 

a season wiser in 2021 will do a world of good. 

 

The 2nd XI have, in contrast, continued to grow from strength to strength. Promotion 

to division 10A offered the 2nds a new challenge, but it’s one that the new captain 

Pavan has met. It was a shaky start with a contentious loss to Bamville, but since then 

the 2nd XI went undefeated for the remainder of the season, having played 9, won 

5, lost 1 and 3 no results overall and finishing top of the table. The 2nds will remain in 

the division next season, however with the hindsight of having sampled the competi-

tion. Teams such as Bamville, Pinner and West Herts will all pose a significant threat to 

yet another title win 2021. 

 

Elsewhere, OHCC fielded numerous Sunday sides as players were keen to fit as much 

cricket into the summer as possible, and the strength of availability allowed us to or-

ganise three 3rd XI fixtures, although one was rained off. Part of that success goes 

down to the mid-week T20 fixtures that have taken place in conjunction with the 

school, allowing the cricket club to invite some of the boys to play Saturday and Sun-

day cricket for the club. We will continue to build on that interest and have ambitions 

to enter a 3rd side into the League in future years. 

 

Finally, after much delay and deliberation the Old Boys’ Day fixtures finally took 

place on 27th September. The 1st XI suffered a narrow loss to the school in a high 

scoring affair whilst the 2nd XI swept aside their school counterparts. 

The club was saddened to hear about the passing of John Lidington, whom I under-

stand had a long association with the cricket club and is fondly remembered by 

many.  

 

We have had early discussions about how to repair/replace the score hut, which has 

fallen into disrepair, and these are ongoing.  

 
Please can we also make an appeal to the wider OHA community for any interest in 

becoming a qualified umpire? Online courses are currently being offered by the ECB, 

and the cricket club will cover any related costs. Further, we can pay an umpire's fee 

up to £40 per match and will provide teas free of charge. Please ask anyone interest-

ed to get in touch with shajeen@hotmail.co.uk.  
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The Rifle Club normally goes into hibernation from November through to mid-March 

each year, with the main activities building up to the British full-bore rifle champion-

ships in July.  This year was different! 

 

By dint of good luck (good planning!) our first shoot was on Sunday 22nd March just in 

time before ‘lockdown’.  All ranges were then closed for more than three months.  

 

Our first shoot after lockdown was on Sunday 21st June and it was so popular that we 

had to book an extra target to fit everybody in – the NRA only allowed six people to 

share a 2-hour time slot because of social distancing rules.  For our next two shoots (on 

19th July and Sunday 16th August) we booked two targets and filled them!  Unfortu-

nately, because of social distancing rules no direct one-on-one coaching is allowed, 

so we couldn’t hold an open shoot for inexperienced shooters. 

 

The August shoot was a particular success; because we laid on a (socially distanced) 

curry lunch at the Winney caravan and invited a number of people who hadn’t been 

to Bisley for some time. 

 

The British full-bore Championships were re-organised into two separate tranches in 

September, but without any of the usual school or team events to which we subscribe.  

Our good luck / timing prevailed again and our last shoot of the year, at which we run 

the club championship was scheduled for the day after the Queen’s Prize finished, so 

that went off smoothly! 

 

In all, instead of some 10, or 12 events we managed to complete 5, so I reckon that 

was pretty good in the circumstances.  

 

The Rifle Club is now “resting” until the middle, or end of March.  A provisional pro-

gramme has been drafted; but this year there are some problems with date clashes 

and we really do not know what further restrictions there will be due to Covid-19.  The 

full programme will be distributed once we have the necessary target bookings in 

place – hopefully mid-February. 

 

The main event of the year should be the Schools Veterans Match which takes place 

in July followed by the Annual Dinner at the London & Middlesex Rifle Association 

Clubhouse.  The scheduled date for this is Thursday July 15th.   

Rifle Shooting 
 

Football 

We have been playing back at the School and have won our last 5 games in a row, 

all since we have received our new Hyman Capital sponsored kit. It is going well.  

 

We have a new intake from those who came back from university last summer which 

doubled the size of the squad. Our players are 90%Habs’ Old Boys. We won a game 9

-4 recently and 7-0 this weekend.  

 

The league is still going and, even in Tier 3, we can continue to play. 
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Golf 
 

 

 

 

 

We would normally have 8 or 10 fixtures per year but, this year, we finally managed 

to play in three events: A summer meeting at Harleyford with only a few players; then 

a match against old Cholmelenians on 24th September at Porters Park where we lost 

3-1 in an 8-a-side; finally an autumn meeting at Brookmans Park on a terribly we day 

so with only a few players. 

 

In the circumstances we did not have many play for us at all over the year and we 

hope that there will be more events next year. 

 

For information or to join with us, please email robertc.clarke@btopenworld.com 

OH Notes 

 
Please Submit Your Articles, Photographs, Reminiscences, 

Births & Marriages etc 

 

To: admin@oldhabs.com 

 

We would really appreciate some advertising as well.  

Very favourable rates available. 
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1888-93 R.W. HINTON 

1893-96 W.J. JONES 

1896-97 W.C. WITT 

1897-98 S. PHILLIPS 

1898-99 A.S.K. SCARF 

1899-1900 W.H. BARKER 

1900-01 H.K. SELMAN 

1901-02 H.G. DOWNER 

1902-03 C.E. NEWBEGIN 

1903-04 H.M. WAYNFORTH 

1904-05 J.H. TOWNEND 

1905-06 H.A. HARMER 

1906-07 W.A. LYTHABY 

1907-08 G.J. FREEMAN 

1908-09 H.F. BROOKS 

1909-10 V.J. MOULDER 

1910-11 E.J.G. SMEE 

1911-12 C.J.L. WAGSTAFF 

1912-13 W. PADDOCK 

1913-18 W.C. BRETT 

1918-19 W. PADDOCK 

1919-20 H.B.P. HUMPHRIES 

1920-21 REV. F.J. KEMP 

1921-22 REV. W.H. BRAINE 

1922-23 K. MCMILLAN 

1923-24 J.N. GREEN 

1924-25 H. PARKER 

1925-26 H.H. CHAPLIN 

1926-27 S.H. NORTON 

1927-28 G.C LUNDBERG 

1928-29 H.E. DULCKEN 

1929-30 L.J. HASKINS 

1930-31 A.C. MANN 

1931-32 S.E. WAVELL 

1932-33 W.F. SERBY 

1933-34 J. LUCAS 

1934-35 L.P. BATSON 

1935-36 J.E.G. MOODY 

1936-37 P.G. MACDONALD 

1937-38 D.L.I. EVANS 

1938-45 L.J. GOOCH 

1945-46 H. NORMAN 

1946-47 W.R. CLEMENS 

1947-48 W.H. CROSSMAN 

1948-49 F.H. YALE 

1949-50 A.G. JENKINS 

1950-51 DR T.W. TAYLOR 

1951-52 A.N. BONWICK 

1952-53 S.H. BEAN 

1953-54 S.E. PHILLIPS 

1954-55 T.N. MCEVOY 

1955-56 G. BATCHELOR 

1956-57 P.C. BROOKER 

1957-58 G.G. LLOYD 

1958-59 F.A. JACKMAN 

1959-60 L.J. MILLER 

1960-61 REV. A.M. MANN 

1961-62 C.G. GARDNER 

1962-63 K.H. BLESSLEY 

1963-64 M.J. JACKMAN 

1964-65 J.B. BLOWFELD 

1965-66 D.A. BLESSLEY 

1966-67 D.W. WELLS 

1967-68 E. CINNAMON 

1968-69 J.S. ALEXANDER 

1969-70 E.T. PURCELL 

1970-71 N.A.H. JAMES 

1971-72 E.H. AMSTEIN 

1972-73 R.A. BENGE 

1973-74 P. ALTERMAN 

1974-75 C.J. ROBINSON 

1975-76 D.G. KENWARD 

1976-77 L.F. BROWN 

1977-78 J.A.R. BEAUMONT 

1978-79 B.H. MCGOWAN 

1979-80 P.J. STEVENSON 

1980-81 A.G. BUCHANAN 

1981-82 A.T. WHITE 

1982-83 C.R.B. JAKEMAN 

1983-84 D.A. JAMES 

1984-85 B.A. GOODMAN 

1985-86 G.T. WHEAL 

1986-87 J.G. STAGG 

1987-88 P. ALTERMAN 

1988-89 N. FORSYTH 

1989-90 A.F. COOPER 

1990-91 P.J.S. VACHER 

1991-92 A.J.S. ALEXANDER 

1992-93 P.J. EGAN 

1993-94 M.J. BOVINGTON 

1994-95 A.K. DAWSON 

1995-96 R.M. KIPPS 

1996-97 C.R.B. JAKEMAN 

1997-98 J.R. WHITTENBURY 

1998-99 A.E. MORRIS 

1999-00 A.M. NEWTON 

2000-01 H.E. COUCH 

2001-02 A.J. PHIPPS 

2002-03 D.J. BROWN 

2003-04 G.J. MACFARLANE 

2004-05 D.J. HEASMAN 

2005-08 A.P.S. NEWMAN 

2008-10 H.A. HYMAN 

2010-12 J.A. CORRALL 

2012-15 C.P. BLESSLEY 

2015-16 M.S. BAKER 

2016 - C.P. BLESSLEY 

 

Past Presidents 
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Merry Christmas and a Happy and Very 

Healthy New Year from all of the Executive 

Committee of The Old Haberdashers’  

Association. 


