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Foreword 
President Colin Blessley 

 

It is hard to believe that we are now in month 6 of the Covid-19 outbreak and how we 

have had to adapt our lifestyle, routine and habits to confront the threat of the pan-

demic. The lack of direct social interaction has, for many of us, been the most difficult 

impact to assimilate. Precisely for this reason, the importance of communication by oth-

er means has grown exponentially. 

 

This bumper edition of OH Notes is a clear indication of the vital role that the Association 

and this publication need to play to enable our membership to keep in touch. The num-

ber of contributions in this issue is much appreciated and I trust that the enthusiasm will 

continue for future editions.   

 

Communication has been a major contributor to the ability to hold two significant 

events at Croxdale Road this summer – a youth club summer camp and the Rugby Club 

Summer Social – and they are linked because we are connected, as recounted below. 

 

In early July, Simon Miller OHRFC received an email from the Federation of Zionist Youth, 

the oldest and one of the largest Jewish youth organisations in the country. The sports 

club where FZY had intended to hold their two week outdoor summer camp had pulled 

out of the agreement at the last moment and they needed to find an alternative loca-

tion. Simon forwarded the email to Richard Carlowe, who quickly reached an agree-

ment with the organisers. The event was a great success, was fully Covid-19 rules compli-

ant and generated some healthy revenue for the Association. It was highly organised 

and, in order to avoid interruption from possible bad weather, five large marquees were 

erected. 

 

When I was discussing the arrangements for the OHRFC Summer Social with Ian McCar-

thy, I mentioned the marquees to him and suggested that it might be a good idea to 

arrange for them not to be dismantled until after our event. Ian liaised with Richard, who 

put him in touch with the supplier (whom Richard had met previously), and a very bene-

ficial arrangement was concluded. It did not rain on our parade, but the sun was blister-

ingly hot, so the shade and the trestle tables and chairs provided were most welcome. 

 

I extend our thanks to all involved in these initiatives. This is a great example of how we 

can create value by being joined up and not, to use a currently topical phrase, remain 

inside our own bubbles. 

 

We continue to explore means of organising more Covid-19 compliant events at Bore-

hamwood and you will be kept fully informed. 

 

On a personal note, I was devastated to hear the news of the recent death of our good 

friend, Harold Couch. He and I had worked very closely on Association matters over the 

last 8 years. You will find a tribute to Harold compiled by Peter Vacher in this issue. 

In the meantime, stay safe and stay well.        
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Four months after our last edition and things a form of 

normality is starting to return.  

 

Croxdale Road has been playing host to cricket match-

es; a hugely successful two week Summer Camp for 150 

or so kids which brought some much needed income to 

The Association and OHRFC’s end of season get togeth-

er. 

 

Hopefully the slow return will continue and, by the next 

edition, we will be about to attend the Old Lags Christ-

mas Lunch and other similar events. Who knows, we 

could also hold an actual OHA Annual Dinner rather than a virtual one! 

 

The April Edition of OH Notes contained the most content published in living 

memory, and was very well received by all. Incredibly, this one contains even 

more yet it is far from quantity over quality. I would like to give a  big thanks to eve-

rybody who has contributed.  

 

Please continue to submit articles, comments and photographs for the next edi-

tion, which is due out in December. Please email to richard.carlowe@oldhabs.com 
 

Richard Carlowe August 2020 

Editorial 
Richard Carlowe 

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

away since our Last Edition: 

 

Harold Couch (1954). Died 23rd July 2020 

John Patrick (1944). Died 22nd May 2020 

Rev Canon Beaumont L Brandie MBE (1959). Died 19th May 2020 

Margaret Flashman (Staff). Died 8th May 2020 

Graham B Jones (1950). Died 5th May 2020 

David Gadbury (1959). Died 26th April 2020 

 

Please email any entries to admin@oldhabs.com. We would love to receive some 

nice news!! 
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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: _______________________________________________ 
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  _______________________________________________ 
 
  _______________________________________________ 
 
Email: _______________________________________________ 
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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 
OHA Zoom Get Together 

Thursday 28th May 2020 

 

On the evening of what should have been the OHA Annual Dinner, circa 50 OH 

members got together online for a virtual drinks session. This was, of course, an OHA 

first. 

 

The evening started with a few welcoming words from our President, Colin Blessley, 

and a number of tributes to OHs who we have lost in recent months, notably Simon 

Gelber—tribute by Clive Hyman, Tony Alexander - brother Nigel said some magnifi-

cent words (Ed Note: These can be found later in this edition of OH Notes) and 

John Carleton – staff who was remembered by John Wigley (Ed Note: these can 

be found later too). 

 

In recognition of the fact that this was replacing the Annual Dinner, some partici-

pants in the call were actually wearing a bow-tie! It was, from the feedback that 

we have received, a great success and enjoyed by all of those who joined. 

 

One of the wonderful aspects of the session is that geography and time-zone have 

no bearing on people’s ability to participate. We had OH from Johannesburg, 

New York City, Wichita, Dallas and, a little closer, Devon, who joined us for just over 

an hour of good, free entertainment and bonhomie. Of our Past Presidents, we 

were joined by John Egan, David Heasman, Harry Hyman, Rodney Jakeman, Gra-

ham MacFarlane and Peter Vacher. 
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The Names to The Picture 
As reported in the last issue of OH Notes, this amazing picture of the OHRFC Annual 

Dinner in 1959 at Hendon Hall Hotel is owned by Peter JS Vacher ('55) and donated 

to OHA via David Heasman ('59) who was instrumental in the Clubhouse refit.  

We had umpteen responses as to who is who in it. Barry Newton (‘58) responded: 
 

I regret that I was not there as from May 1959 I was enjoying the pleasures of National 

Service and playing Northern Command Rugby plus occasional matches against 

Yorkshire clubs . However I did play with many of those in the photo before and after 

my long "holiday". Sadly business travel interfered too much after a few years but 

Nobbly's records would reveal all! 

 

Table 1 Nearside L to R  Charlie Amstein/ John Feltham /Arthur Spratt Kerswell  

                Farside   L to R  DK/John Kirkby/John Parker/Ken Davis/Keith Coggins/DK/

  DK/Finn Graham  /Eric Percy 

Table 2   Nearside L to R  5 x DK / Peter Vacher/David James/DK/John Coggins/ DK 

                Farside       only one known is Neil Forsyth  3rd from right  

Table 3   Nearside L to R DK/Peter Stevenson/DK/DK/Adrian Fuller/DK/ Philip Alter 

  man /DK/John Hanson/ Dick Cook/DK 

                 Farside     L to R  Tony White/ Marshall  Lumsden/only other certainty is Peter 

  Sheills  4th from right  with possible Brian Pinnell 2nd from Right 

Table 4   Nearside L to R Tony Pettit/ Taffy Barling (IC Rugby at School)/Malcolm  

  Tappin/Barker- Benfield/DK/John Stagg/Donald Wells/ Ken Maddocks/ DK 

                  Farside   L to R  DK/ Michael Robinson/ DK/ Roger Leverton/ John Boon/                         

  Roger Easterbrook/DK/DK  

                 Regret the rest are too far away to recognise 
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Bob Stagg  (‘72) has found these in his father John’s records: 
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Bob Stagg  (‘72) has found these in his father John’s records: 



 10 

 

Peter Vacher/August 2020 

 

Unfurling this panoramic photograph once again – it had lain rolled up in a drawer 

for years – prompted in me, at least, a reminder of how things used to be, the 

chance to see again the myriad faces of OHRFC friends and stalwarts, many depart-

ed, others still very much around, with whom one had played a seemingly endless 

series of games for the club.   So many faces, so many names, those like Amstein, 

Feltham, Kerswill, Graham, Percy, Ashberry, Coggins, Stagg, Stevenson, Cook, Robin-

son, Alterman, Beaumont, Jamieson, White and more, the very back-bone of the 

club in the post-war years.  How fitting then that this image should be properly 

framed, all those present identified or most of them, and given its due position on the 

clubhouse wall. 

 

After all, 1959, was typical of a time when our Dinner could attract 140 or more din-

ers, when we would invite the great and the good of the rugby world to attend as 

our guests alongside a veritable battalion of club members and their friends. Woe 

betide you if you failed to attend!  The dinner was a key event in the club’s season – 

hopefully the First XV might have won their match that day - and an occasion for a 

great degree of rather pleasurable eating and drinking.   I had returned to the club 

just a year or so earlier after National Service and in those days, we ran no less than 

seven sides with each table at the dinner more or less aligned to a nominated team 

with its captain in the gunner position.   

 

As hosted by the Club President, on this occasion it was Frank Jackman, the top ta-

ble would invariably  include the Presidents and Secretaries of both Middlesex and 

Hertfordshire County RFU’s plus invited guests from our regular ‘old boy’ opponents 

and a top man from the London Society of Referees.  Most notably, though, we 

would welcome the President of the Rugby Football Union itself and expect a speech 

from him.  And not to be outdone, there’s our Headmaster Dr T.W. Taylor at the top 

table, with the school rugby master, ‘Taffy’ Barling, out among the players.  

 

If  the speeches were sometimes worthy rather than inspired that was the way of for-

mal dinners like these.   Usually the Club Captain spoke or a junior member was invit-

ed to propose one of the litany of toasts – remarkable how those bread rolls could 

sting if they hit you in the right place.  Happily, special guest speakers were often far 

from dull.  Take the never to be forgotten Irish and British Lion winger Tony O’Reilly 

who spoke without a note and told a host of jokes against himself, or England stars 

like the jacket-less Andy Ripley and the rather earnest Budge Rogers, and that great 

stalwart prop Ron Jacobs who told me that he had to make sure to get his train back 

to Northampton that evening as he’d be needed on the farm.  Yes, those were the 

days, my friends, when we could fill the Hendon Hall Hotel and create the kind of 

memories that this picture evokes.  For years it was the late Tony White who organized 

it all, his seating plans like military campaigns; later I was allowed to be his apprentice 

and eventually to take over the dinner in its entirety.  By then we had settled on the 

Mount Royal Hotel at Marble Arch [they call it a Thistle now] but that’s a story for an-

other time.  Or another photo. 

 

*With grateful thanks to Barry Newton for correctly identifying most of the names and 

to the late John Stagg for making sure we got them all right. 
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Habs’ In The 1940’s  
EMERITUS PROFESSOR JOHN HOLMES (‘49) 

Edited by Dr John Wigley  

THIRD AND FINAL PART 

 

Air Raids and the War. 

 

Air raids during school hours were spent in the brick and con-

crete surface shelters on the edge of the school field, in which 

we sat on rows of cement breeze-blocks. Uncomfortable and 

numbing to the bum. Normally this was only deemed necessary when raiders were 

“imminent”, as told by the local ARP who kept in touch with schools, hospitals and 

factories etc. 

 

However, late in the war, when the flying bombs (the V1’s or “Doodlebugs”) became 

a nuisance, more time was spent in the shelters because of the uncertain direction of 

their swift approach and their random destination. We sat carefully listening to the 

broken beat of their simple jet engine getting louder, rising to a crescendo of sound 

when they came closest to the school. Great was the relief as the sound passed its 

maximum and the note changed, indicating that the missile had gone by. Then the 

moments of complete silence as the engine cut and the “Doodlebug” fell to the 

ground with a loud (or louder) explosion. Our silence as we carefully listened to the 

changing noise of the flying bomb spoke volumes; our elementary physics had us 

ready to observe the Doppler effect. 

 

The school suffered a direct hit by a high explosive bomb in the early years of the 

Blitz. One or more sixth formers who were fire-watching at the time, were killed by the 

blast, which severely damaged one end of the main school building adjacent to the 

science block, but without significantly damaging the latter. 

 

The collecting of shrapnel was usually done after any heavy raid in which there had 

been a lot of anti-aircraft fire. Generally, shell fragments were quite small, and jag-

ged (and they rusted quickly), few larger than a cm or two. Occasionally larger piec-

es of a shell’s nose-cone, with numbers on them (and therefore much coveted) were 

luckily discovered. The AA guns were permanently situated in local parks and mobile 

guns were at night, placed at wide road intersections, where they had a good field 

of fire. The mobile Bofors guns were easily identified by their sharp barking note, dis-

tinct from the heavier thump of the permanent guns. Although all these guns were 

generally ineffectual, the great noise was good for morale, giving the feeling that we 

were fighting back. 

  

The aircraft engine sounds were also characteristic. German engines had a discerna-

ble beat in their rather low-frequency sound. Among allied aircraft, the smaller 
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planes (Spitfires, Hurricanes etc) used the Rolls-Royce Merlin engine that had no ob-

vious beat and had a higher frequency note than Jerry’s. Most easily recognized 

was the Harvard trainer with its very harsh and rough sounding engine.  

 

The V2 rockets came only towards the end of the war; they were not so easy to en-

dure. The problem was that no warning was possible because they made no ap-

proach sound whatsoever, coming down at supersonic speeds; indeed their ap-

proach sound came after the explosion. They contained sufficient high explosive to 

knock down a pair of semi-detached houses. When they first came, the authorities 

did not wish to acknowledge their existence and the first few that fell were interpret-

ed as “gas main explosions”. This silly deception could not and did not last long. 

 

We took all this in our stride without much fear, as I recall. No “counselling”, just get 

on with things. Certainly my parents never showed any alarm in my presence. All 

through the war, neither I nor any of my school-mates, had any doubt that we would 

win. Looking back, it is easy to see how the ordinary citizens were sheltered from the 

worst of the war, simply by things not being reported in the limited media available. 

It was long after it was over before the true horrors of the Russian front were realized. 

The media were presumably carefully monitored so that morale lowering events 

were downplayed. I remember that when Belsen was liberated, there were sufficient 

journalists and radio commentators with the advancing allied troops, so that descrip-

tions of the dreadful place were quickly released. 

 

The barrage balloons were a feature of all the war years. They were intended to de-

ter low flying by enemy aircraft and were usually set below 2000 ft. They were flown 

on long steel cables and those 

nearest to the school were at a site 

in the nearby park at the other end 

of Anson Road, Gladstone Park. 

Trailing cables hung from the bal-

loon. They were controlled by a 

group of male and female Civil-

defence workers and the raising 

and lowering of them was always 

worth watching. The balloons were 

big, ungainly, silvery-gray elephan-

tine objects, about the size of a bus, 

sometimes flaccid with lack of hy-

drogen. They tended to kick and 

sway to-and-fro if they were landed 

in anything much of a breeze and 

were obviously quite a handful. Again their presence in the sky was encouraging, 

indicating that some action was being taken to defend the city. 

 

My father was a leader of the local fire watching group and the log book came fre-

quently to our house as a result; he also had custody of several stirrup pumps, for use 

when incendiary bombs fell. These latter were best dealt with before they were well 

alight, and quickly dowsed with sand to prevent oxygen easily getting to their mag-

nesium bodies. Once well alight they were very difficult to extinguish with water. 

Most streets had large water tanks, made of welded steel sheets and about 30ft by 

8ft by 4ft. These static water tanks were to supplement domestic water supplies if 

Gladstone Park  

Swimming Pool 
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they were interrupted by a bomb or otherwise interfered with. A steel mesh covered 

their top to prevent rubbish building up in the tank (and so clog pump inlets). 

 
Habs Post-War.  

 

[Editor’s Note. Mr, Kemp, appointed Headmaster in 1920, retired in 1941 and was  

succeeded by Dr. Abson, the Head of Modern Languages, who retired in 1945. Mr. 

Oliver, the Deputy Head, then became Acting Head until Dr. Taylor was appointed in 

1946, when he resumed his position as Deputy.] 

 

Dr. Taylor and the much more impressive “Pop” Oliver always wore gowns in Assem-

bly and during the rest of the school day. The only other teachers who wore gowns 

were Mr. Cooper (who had succeeded “Josh” Blunt as head of the Lower School) 

and Mr. Parr (who taught English). [Ed. Mr. Oliver was a former naval officer who had 

fought at Jutland in 1916, whereas Dr. Taylor had remained a civilian during WW2.]  

 

In about 1947 Dr. Taylor, arranged to show us the Leni Riefenstahl film of the 1936  

Olympiad, which had been held in Berlin, perhaps in prepara-

tion for the 1948 Olympics which were to be held in London. He 

introduced the film to the whole Upper School in the Assembly 

Hall. We were generally impressed by this piece of propagan-

da, and it gave us a little understanding of the attractions that 

the German population must have felt for the Hitler regime. I 

have my own copy of the other Riefenstahl film, “Triumph of the 

Will” and its attraction remains, in spite of its awful connota-

tions. 

 

In 1949 Dr. Taylor scandalized some strait-laced governors and 

parents by holding dancing lessons in the Assembly Hall, alt-

hough dancing was common-place in local youth clubs.  

 
DISCIPLINE. 

 

After the strains of war, there were some “high junks”. Dr. Taylor was one of the few 

teachers to own a car, an old Fiat, and on one occasion it was discovered on the 

top of the coke heap outside the boiler house, doubtless man-handled there by sixth 

formers. There were rumours that a bottle of gin was found in the prefects’ room dur-

ing a school dance. 

 

Some of the discipline at Habs was arbitrary and poorly handled. The system of 

“diaries” in the Lower School worked reasonably well. Each of us was supposed to 

carry a little red diary at all times. A real or perceived misdemeanour was recorded 

at the appropriate day and time box in the diary by the initials of the teacher in-

volved. The latter had called “Bring out your diary!” at the time of the incident. The 

mark was absolved by a detention. Too many such diary marks resulted in a caning. 

Prefects could also give diary marks. On the whole, diary marks reflected the daily 

mood of the teacher, rather than the magnitude of the offence and minor errors (not 

wearing your school cap in the street, talking during assembly, failing to stand at the 

call of prefect or simply “mucking about”) were punished arbitrarily too. 

 
 

Dr Taylor 
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Other Masters of Note. 

 

Three who remain memorable are  Mr. Wilkinson, Mr. Parr and Mr. Smith. 

 
Mr. Wilkinson. 

  

Mr. Wilkinson was a very large man indeed, who wore dark pinstriped suits and had 

an orotund voice entirely in keeping with his appearance. He taught History, but it 

seemed likely that school teaching was not his life’s work. Indeed, after a couple of 

years he left us to join the Foreign Office and as someone pointed out, “now our 

American allies will be very firmly sat on”. His classes were very dull and he gave us 

homework such as “the foreign policy of King Henry IV” or similar unexciting sub-

jects. 

 
Mr. Parr. 

 

Mr Parr taught English in the lower school. He was noted for his extremely uncertain 

temper. On occasion he would erupt into a frenzied rage, leaving him purple of 

face, inarticulate with fury and very likely to break a ruler on his desk. These out-

bursts did not relate in any way to the severity of the incident responsible. It was ru-

moured that he may have been shell-shocked in the first war and so we were rela-

tively gentle with him. Small boys can be very cruel. 

 
Mr. Smith. 

 

Mr. Smith taught Maths and General Science. He was a small man, with greying friz-

zy hair, spectacles, rabbity teeth (through which he hissed), a strong Scots accent 

and a singularly untrustworthy smile. He had a habit of repeating himself when met-

ing out discipline. “Yoo buy! Cum oot on the flooorr”. He also taught usefully useless 

things, which of course I remember to this day. For example, P to eleven significant 

figures is reproduced by “How I wish I could recollect an artful dodge for maths”. Try 

saying that with a strong Scots accent! 

 
Other Masters. 

 

Other masters’ names from the past include Carrington, Crossman, Spafford, 

Beynon, Cave, Abson, Sturgeon and Thomas. Mr. Beynon taught me Applied Maths, 

Mr. Cave, English and Mr. Thomas was the assistant gym master. Of these, only Ab-

son taught me.  

 

The School Today. 

 

When in 2001 I visited Haberdashers’ in Westbere Road I felt that, in contrast with 

the 1940’s, it looked very run down. The old school field was covered with cheap 

cement classrooms, but the coat of arms was still intact at the base of the bell tow-

er. It is now called “Hampstead School”. At Page Street, where the 113 bus used to 

stop in almost rural surroundings, there is now a complex, six-lane traffic junction, 

with an overpass. However, in its splendour between Elstee and Aldenham, the pre-

sent-day school is in an environment far more rural than was Westbere Road.  
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[Editor’s Note. In 2001 Hampstead School was awarded “Gold Star” status by Ofsted, 

putting it amongst the top 6% of schools in the country, despite half its almost 1,300 

pupils having English as a second language and 10% of them being refugees. In 2012 

Ofsted judged the school to be “Good” and in 2016 reported that “This school con-

tinues to be good” despite the inspectors having arrived on the first day of the au-

tumn term, a severe test for any school, possibly even for Habs Elstree, with its 2017 

Sunday Times School of the Year award.] 

  
The Happiest Days? 

 

No, they were not the happiest days of my life. I chafed at the petty restrictions of 

school life and the war made for an uncomfortable daily round. But like the curate’s 

egg, parts of it were indeed excellent and those had a great influence on the rest of 

my life.  

 
Concluded, with many thanks to John Holmes. Do any other O.H. have similar, or 

contrasting, memories? If so, send them to admin@oldhabs.com for future editions  
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Alan Woolford (‘51) 

 

I have been reading OH Notes this morning during our Lockdown indoors and was 

transformed to Westbere Road and memories of staff and past pupils. I was reminded 

of Mr John Knight, who was my House Master in Russells and he was obviously short of 

6th form so interviewed me before appointed me House Captain, while still in the 5th 

form. Of course Harry Pain and his unique method of teaching. Wilfred Hewitt was not 

a mentioned master but I remember him taking long individual sessions with me and 

others on Pure Maths and basic work that I was never to forget and helped me work-

ing through the Maths, I later needed a degree in electronics and Broadcasting 

sponsored by the BBC. 

 

The newsletter has been 2 hours of entertainment and nostalgia reminding me that 

because of  a direct hit bomb destroying the Family house in 1940 in Welling (then 

Kent), my school fees were paid by a Clement Atlee 100% grant, but this fact was 

never leaked to other members of the school. It has similarities to the grants given out 

to some victims of COVID 19 in 2020. 

 

Also a reminder that John Holmes, a friend and newsletter contributor at Habs, joined 

my Father and I to be self taught sailing while on holiday on the Norfolk Broads in 1948 

and, coincidentally, both becoming volunteers in the sport’s administration on oppo-

site sides of the Atlantic. I am still involved, at 88years old, with Sailability, (Sailing for 

the disabled) and, for a period as Regional Coach for the  area, I inspected Haber-

dasher’s School  teaching sailing on Aldenham Reservoir annually. 

 

 
Julian Goater (‘71)  

 

Just a note to say how much I enjoyed this last newsletter, espe-

cially the memories of Westbere Road (which I never went to 

but is where my Dad started teaching), Flower Lane (where I 

started at Habs), Chase Lodge and of course the early years at 

Elstree.  I still get confused about the dates and years around 

that time! I know the Prep School moved to Elstree in September 

61, but thought the Seniors arrived the following year? Are you 

able to confirm? [Ed note: They both moved in 1961] 

 

Some interesting comments about some of the staff! Never knew 

my Dad was ‘Basher’ Goater!! 

 

 

 

Habs’ In The 1940’s  
Responses to Previous Articles 

Barry Goater starts 

his son’s running 

career 



 19 

 

Ian Smart (‘58) 

 

Many thanks for the latest notes – a most impressive publication and extremely read-

able. Commenting on the articles by Professor John Holmes, and bearing in mind my 

years were 1951 – 1958, I do remember the chemistry lab assistant Disboro who was 

exactly as described. The labs were always as pristine as they could be, and it 

seemed to be a personal affront to him if we should dare actually do anything to dis-

turb them. Ken Blessley, in his memories of Westbere Road in the 1920s, mentions him 

as also the RSM of the Cadet Unit which I’m pretty sure he wasn’t in my time. KHB also 

calls him ‘Desborough’ which I suspect is probably correct. 

 

I also recollect John Dudderidge who, in addition to PE, also took some chemistry les-

sons. There was one memorable day when, in order to demonstrate some reaction or 

other, he had to light a Bunsen burner. Unfortunately, as he did so, the burner be-

came detached from its oxygen supply, and the flame went straight to the rubber 

tube connecting to the supply. Never before have so many lads ducked for cover in 

so fast a time – but JWD’s reactions were quick enough to turn it off pronto. 

 
Ron Partington (‘51) 

 

I should like to add a small note to the article by Jeff Warren (45) who was responding 

to Habs in the 1940’s, published in the previous edition of the OH Notes. He writes 

about his time at Brympton d’Evercy where  the Preparatory School was evacuated 

at the beginning of the second world war. He comments on the incident of a small 

boy who fell into the lock that fed the ornamental pond in the main gardens behind 

the house, when Miss Biggs had to dive in to recover the child. 

 

I was the boy who fell into 

the deep end of the lock, 

where the overhanging grass 

at the sides  were a hazard 

to the unwary. In fact it was 

Mrs Clive who unhesitating-

ly  dived in, dressed in her 

usual long black skirt and 

blouse to recover me from 

the water. I still remember 

clearly being taken by one 

of the teachers back to the 

farmhouse to be dried out. 

The squelching of my welling-

ton boots, which were full of 

water, as we slowly traversed the gravel pathway, will remain as a vivid memory. 

 

Many years later in the 1970’s I believe, I took some Dutch friends to visit the House. At 

that time the estate was owned by  Charles Ponsonby-Fane the grandson of Violet 

Clive. A number of the main rooms at  Brympton were being opened to the public on 

a few occasions in the year, as the family was endeavouring to create a Stately 

Home. The car park was being controlled by Mrs Clive Ponsonby –Fane and her hus-

band was working in a new vineyard being planted near to the clock tower. After 

touring the house I went to have a few words with the owner to explain I had stayed 

Brympton d’Evercy, Yeovil 
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in his house. He said to me that this was a coincidence as he pointed  to  someone 

near to the entrance gates who also had been evacuated to the house.  I ran across 

to meet this person who I recognised as Michael Dare. He worked for a petroleum 

company in Nigeria and was on annual leave. Needless to say we had a long chat 

on days past and present.  

 

What are the odds on meeting a school friend ( 1 of 20),  30 years later in a location 

which was open only a few times in the year, where we had only spent a relatively 

short time together? 

 
Michael Clark (‘47) 

 

I had the privilege of being a pupil at Haberdashers Aske’s Hampstead School 

throughout the Second World War – joining in September 1939 and leaving in July 

1947. 

 

Thinking back over these years and comparing them with the experiences of my 3 

grandsons  (none of them unfortunately at Habs!) – has made me appreciate the 

outstanding job carried through by the staff – high quality teaching and governance. 

 

In those days, of course, we had no parents dropping us off at the school gates and 

no school coaches. Public transport was the only way to get to Westbere Road or to 

the sports ground at Mill Hill – unless you cycled! I was fortunate to have a trolleybus 

stop outside the Leather Bottle pub at the top of my road, Park Grove in Edgware. 

We also had to carry our gas mask and ID Card at all times outside school. 

 

What amazes me now is how brilliantly the school governors and staff managed the 

transition between peacetime in 1938 and wartime in 1939. For example, I was due to 

start at Westbere Road in September 1939. That proved to be impossible. The school 

lay just inside the London evacuation Zone and we would have to start at the sports 

ground in Mill Hill. This depended on a new classroom being completed in time – we 

ended up starting at Copthall Girls School further up Page Street (not a girl in sight!). 

 

Two wartime experiences stick in my mind: 

 

During the blitz we had a Junior School Assembly in the quad at the back of the main 

school. Without any warning we heard what was now the familiar sound of a heavily 

laden German bomber in the light cloud above us. The Junior School Head shouted  

“ EVERYBODY DOWN”– it is amazing how quickly you can all lie flat on the ground 

when you need to do so. The bomber passed and we were told that it had dropped 

its bombs on the Handley Page  Factory a few miles away. 

 

For the second incident, we were in the Science Block, heard a strange noise and 

witnessed one of the first Germen V1  “Doodle Bugs” flying up the railway line next to 

the school.  

 

I will sign off here. If there is anything worth publishing please do so. As you will have 

surmised I am no longer a Spring Chicken –92 on November 1st and feeling a bit like 

the last survivor of my Year Group – all my close friends including Tony Peacock and 

John Gaskell are no longer with us in person. 
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Our Time at Habs 
Ian Smart (’58), Nigel Brown (’60) and 

Jonathan Maplesden (‘63) Reminisce 

About Their Time at Westbere Road 

Ian Smart 

 

I am probably not being unduly optimistic by stating that my school career 

(academic and sporting) was distinctly underwhelming. To begin with, I had no inten-

tion of going there. 

 

I grew up in Muswell Hill, North London, and went to Coldfall Primary School which 

suited me just fine. When the time came to decide on secondary education, my 

thoughts went no further than Stationers’ Company School, a local grammar school 

where all my friends would be going (and where, later, an English master from Habs’, 

Ralph Sexton would become Headmaster). However, my parents quickly knocked 

that idea on the head – they thought I should try for ‘Haberdashers’ Aske’s School in 

Hampstead’. On asking why, as it had never even been mentioned before and I had 

never heard of it, I was told because Great Uncle Sydney or whoever went there be-

fore the 1914-18 war. 

 

This didn’t endear the place to me especially when I found out that they played rug-

by – I was at that time the Hornsey Borough under 11 goalkeeper and had visions of 

a professional career with Arsenal. Nevertheless, my parents prevailed and I didn’t, 

so one fine day sat the entrance examination. I strongly suspect that my intellectual 

prowess peaked that day. 

 

I was also somewhat dismayed by my first sight of the Westbere Road buildings. Hav-

ing managed to pass the entrance examination, my father took me took me to the 

school for an interview. Being extremely anxious about the whole process, imagine 

my feelings when the car turned into Westbere Road and, rising before me, I saw……

Colditz! You must understand that this was a very famous TV series of the time, and 

the setting used for the programme could easily have been located at Habs’. 

 

The interview itself went reasonably well, although, coming from a very gentle prima-

ry school staffed almost entirely by ladies mostly of the spinster variety and of a cer-

tain age, I was totally unprepared for inquisition by gnarled old fogies (or so it 

seemed) like Pop Oliver, Bill Crossman and Freddie Payne – still less for  discussion with 

the demon Headmaster Dr Taylor. Surprisingly I managed to overcome that hurdle – 

although having never studied Latin, I had no clue to an answer for “the name given 

to a period between monarchs”  - and was accepted to start as the holder of a Mid-

dlesex County Scholarship in September 1951 in Form 1S. 

 

That first day will remain with me forever. Coming from a small primary school where I 
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was reasonably senior, to a huge place like Haberdashers’, was an eye-opener – it 

was just so vast with boys hurtling around all over the place. The first lesson was Regis-

tration (or ‘here’s what you are in for’) with Form Master John Browning who I believe 

also started his Habs’ career that day and taught me German which seemed to go 

well (for some reason I had an affinity with German which stayed with me for many 

years). Next up History; enter one T E Carrington. Need I say more? He did initially put 

the fear of God into us, but it didn’t take long to work out that it was mostly bluster. 

 

Other demagogues quickly followed suit. Bill Crossman and Wilf Hewitt for Maths, 

Freddie Payne Physics, Johnnie Knight Chemistry, Lt-Col. Hewson Geography and 

CCF, I think Mr. Beynon for English and Fergie Smith Biology. Others of note further up 

the school were Otto Pask (German & French), Taffy Barling for French and Rugby, 

Tommy Sanderson Latin, John Welbourne Latin & CCF, Dr McLellan Music and so on. 

The Head of PE was D F C Thomas who was a Welsh international hockey player and 

represented GB at the 1956 Olympics. Also Barry Goater, Biology and cross-country 

runner (father of Julian, an international runner). Finally in this segment John Dud-

deridge, PE & Chemistry but primarily President of the British Canoeing Union and 

Olympian. 

 

Apart from the masters, there was one group of immortals of whom we newcomers 

had to take note – the Prefects, led by G B Morrison (School Captain), who ap-

peared to be a very fearsome chap indeed. His Deputy, however, seemed to be 

much more reasonable – Marshall Lumsden, who many believed should have been 

School Captain. It was always thought that this was vetoed by Tom Taylor on the 

grounds that, since Marshall was Captain of Rugby and Cricket as well as Warrant 

Officer in the CCF, he (TWT) wasn’t going to give him the School Captaincy on top. 

True or not, I don’t know. 

 

Clearly most of us settled in quite quickly, at varying 

levels of success. There were several highflyers, not nec-

essarily in my year. I can think of Leon Brittan, Peter Op-

penheimer, Michael Kustow, Nicholas Serota, all of 

whom rose to great heights in their various worlds, plus 

David Leverton (solicitor who was part of the defence 

team for ‘Lady Chatterley’s Lover’) and Mike Bragg 

who as an army officer was a test pilot for the hover-

craft. In many respects the one who stands out most is 

Clive Ohrenstein, who took the usual Arts subjects at A 

level and then, in one year, took the necessary Science 

subjects to go on to be a very successful orthodontist. 

There will be many more whom I have forgotten – apologies. 

 

Life in 1S carried on quite gently I think. Getting to school was of itself a daily adven-

ture. For a start I had to get from my house to Muswell Hill Broadway, which was ei-

ther a short bus ride (43 or 134), or a mile walk (all uphill) or, if I was really lucky a lift 

from my father – but this was rare since he was usually off to work very early. Then 

Muswell Hill Broadway to Golders Green on the 102 bus, followed by a sometimes en-

thralling trip down to Cricklewood Station on a 606 or 645 trolleybus (remember 

them?). The enthralling part would be on turning right from Finchley Road into Child’s 

Hill, a 90⁰ angle into a quite steep downhill road. The fun part was when the driver got 

his speed and angles wrong, and the trolley arms would come off and bounce 

Professor Peter Oppenheimer 
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about making a sizeable racket. Sometimes took as long as 15 minutes to restore or-

der and carry on. Fortunately, there was usually at least one master on the same jour-

ney so all excuses for lateness were deemed valid. By the way, in those days travel 

was free as we were given free bus passes for travel to and from home and school – 

but no modern day coach service. The return journey would be similar but probably 

not as much walking, too tired by that time.  

 

The exception to all this was on games days when large parts of the school traipsed 

out to Chase Lodge in Mill Hill (very close to the current Saracens ground) which in-

volved getting up to the A41 Hendon Way, and then the 113 (I think) bus to Page 

Street, and a walk again of around a mile to Chase Lodge itself. The main building 

was a fairly battered place, and I believe had served as the school itself during the 

war. Facilities were somewhat limited (primitive) but the grounds themselves were 

spacious. However, given the winter weather, very often the pitches were water-

logged and we were then forced to endure a cross country run round local roads 

and fields. Not so much fun. 

 

Getting home from Chase Lodge was uncomplicated; walk to Mill Hill East under-

ground station, Northern line to East Finchley followed by 102 bus back to Muswell Hill. 

In later years the presence of young ladies from North London Collegiate School was 

a bonus. 

 

First year winter sport was devoted mostly to teaching us the basics of rugby, not for-

getting the bane of my life which was tackling. I never was any good at that, so 

quite often got an unwanted knock or two. When we eventually started to play in a 

structured way it was deemed that I should be a scrum half, which position I kept for 

most of my (undistinguished) career although I did occasionally venture out to full 

back or wing. Being short sighted, of course, full back was often even more of a 

nightmare – at least as scrum half I could be somewhere near the action. 

 

As far as I recall the masters who took us for rugby had all played to a greater or less-

er extent, from Taffy Barling (Welsh of course, and maybe 1 schoolboy cap at stand-

off) through TEC (Leicester Tigers during the war, or so he maintained) and several 

others. At a later stage there was a PE master called Paul Delight, a quiet and 

thoughtful chap who eventually became a clergyman but his chief claim to fame 

was that he played serious rugby for Old Blues and Middlesex in the days when the 

County Championship was pre-eminent. He did become an England triallist but no 

further. I must say that I learned more about playing rugby in one afternoon with him 

than I did in the entire rest of my career. 

 

In the summer term most of us played cricket, although some did opt for athletics or 

tennis – but I suspect you had to be of a reasonable standard to do this. Again the 

usual suspects were in charge and in general those summer days passed uneventful-

ly. 

 

Looking back more than 60 years later, it does seem to have been quite a laid-back 

experience. As far as I was concerned there were no real pressures, which probably 

contributed to my intellectual decline. There were text books to read, but far too of-

ten I couldn’t be bothered and I usually managed to scrape through exams without 

too much effort, so my parents didn’t seem to be bothered either. I doubt that I 

could have got away with it in today’s climate. 
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One other aspect of school life was music, from the annual carol service in St. Mar-

tin’s in the Field church in central London, to various choirs and musical offerings such 

as Gilbert and Sullivan. I managed to appear in several of these, quite correctly al-

ways in the chorus, and they were most enjoyable. Please see the photograph 

above of the 1952 or 1953 production of ‘Ruddigore’ with several of us either 1st or 2nd 

years as bridesmaids – all clutching bouquets of flowers like machine guns. 

 

Individual music lessons were also popular. Now I really wish I had learned to play the 

piano (I would love to play the organ – all that noise) but a pre-requisite for that was 

a piano at home, which wasn’t going to happen. Failing that, violin, but far too pop-

ular so I finally opted for the viola with Jack McDougall. He was a very pleasant man 

who for a short while put up with me but, because of a lack of any kind of interest or 

effort from me, soon gave up. Instruments such as the trumpet or clarinet were never 

an option. 

 

So life in year 1 drifted by, and in my second year I found myself in 2A, quickly fol-

lowed by 3B. Say no more. I should, of course, also mention the woodwork and 

handicraft lessons, taken mostly by Geoff Hickman (also involved with cricket) and 

John Lear. These, in general, were great fun although not exactly productive apart 

from the table lamp I made in woodwork which graced my home for a few years. 

 

Moving up into the 4th year introduced a much more serious element into the game 

– the imminent requirement to sit GCE ‘O’ Levels. This did mean at least taking things 

a bit more seriously but, to offset that, there was the possibility of representing the 

school at sport. I can’t quite remember the protocol for this; I imagine that those who 

were in any way gifted would have been chosen automatically but I was never in 

those circles. Nonetheless, I did seem to manage to creep into most rugby and crick-

et teams, mostly in the bottom level and more often than not (particularly for cricket) 

as 12th man. Oddly enough I did get a game most weeks. 
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The other great introduction was the CCF, Combined Cadet Force, which in those 

days was given rather more emphasis than now (the war was only 10 years previous-

ly). Most people joined the CCF, as the Special Service Unit was rather less important 

than I believe it is nowadays. 

 

I took the easy option and joined the Army section where I rose without trace to be-

come a L/Cpl in my final year. I did have great fun when I joined the CCF band 

(deadly serious stuff in those days) where I ‘played’ at various times the bugle, side 

drum, and finally something I could get to grips with, the cymbals. Very satisfying. 

Band practice was on a Saturday morning, at school, with Lt-Col Hewson and our in-

structor Mr. Imhoff. Quite where he came from I know not, but it was a pleasant way 

of getting through the morning until the time came to disappear somewhere to play 

sport. 

 

Life in the Army section was hardly onerous; Friday afternoons were given over to it, 

with the occasional certificate to aim for (Cert A, T, etc) and marksmanship badges 

available if you could shoot straight enough, on the school’s own range at Westbere 

Road. There was also an armoury consisting, almost entirely I think, of Lee Enfield .303 

rifles very likely from the 1914-1918 war. I doubt very much if such an open campus 

would be allowed to host an armoury nowadays. 

 

Three CCF memories remain with me to this day. In 1956 I applied for, and to my sur-

prise got, a week’s course at Shorncliffe Army Camp (Kent) to take a train driving 

course for Cert T. I so looked forward to that but, of course, the great mismanage-

ment called Suez came along at exactly that time and the course was cancelled. To 

‘compensate’ I was given a week’s drill course with the Welsh Guards at Pirbright – 

and I can assure you that it is no fun whatsoever to be shouted at for 7 days by Welsh 

Guards Corporals or Sergeants. 

 

The other memories come, I think, from the same summer camp at Catterick, possibly 

in my Lower Sixth year. Firstly school lunch for the whole last week of term was maca-

roni cheese (yes, all five days, I know not why). In addition I had foolishly volunteered 

to be a part of the advance guard so went up a day early. Arriving at Catterick 

somewhat late, the only meal available was, of course, macaroni cheese – which I 

loathe to this day. 

 

Much more fun was the train journey to Catterick. A small group of us, seeking some-

where to sit, found an almost empty carriage with just one occupant – a regular sol-

dier, Sergeant (I think). He was very pleasant, allowed us in, and chatted amicably 

enough to several grotty 17 year olds. After a while, somebody noticed this chap’s 

medal ribbons – chief of which was something crimson. After a few moments’ 

thought, we suddenly realised that this was the Victoria Cross, and that the holder 

was the great, and sadly now late, Bill Speakman. He was most gracious, waved 

away our apologies, and carried on smoking. 

To be continued in the next edition 
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Nigel Brown 

My happy 7 years at Haberdashers were at Westbere Road in its final years. Despite 

rather crowded and elderly buildings, the school maintained its proud history and 

high academic and sporting reputation. Somehow I passed Habs entrance exam 

and interview, got successfully through O and A levels, and went on to Cambridge 

and a rewarding business career – for which I remain ever grateful. 

My route to/from school was via the 660 trolley bus from Finchley, shared with several 

others wearing their Habs caps and navy and grey uniforms, and rivals from UCS in 

their stripeys.    

 

Particularly remembered teachers - in Lower School Messrs Carrington (History), 

Hewitt (Maths), Keevil (Art), Nicholas (English), Sanderson (Latin). In Upper School & 

Sixth Form  Messrs Baynes (History), Barling (General studies), Doughty and Moody 

(English), McNair and Pask (French). I’m afraid I never shone at Science! 

 

I was in Hendersons House (then under Lt-Col Hewson who also taught geography 

and led the CCF). I valued the cross-years camaraderie of the house system and am 

glad it still exists. I don’t think I contributed many house points for sport but I did for 

work, and wore my house tie proudly. 

 

I’ve good memories of midweek rugby and cricket at Chase Lodge (including the 

communal hot baths after muddy wet games), but later followed my father’s prefer-
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ence for rowing, which the school then offered at various hired boathouses on the 

Thames tideway, reached by the Brondesbury-Richmond train.  Messrs Browning and 

Percy rode the towpath on rickety bikes while we rowed the murky river in our eights. 

The exciting challenges were the Head of the River race, and several summer term 

regattas, involving extra practice on the river Saturday mornings, and a pub lunch 

after. 

 

I also enjoyed CCF on Friday afternoons. The basic training in khaki involved new skills 

and disciplines, and summer camp in North Yorkshire was a great adventure. But 

graduating to the RAF section was more exciting, particularly the opportunities, then 

greater, to visit airfields on field days and camps, and to fly in, and often co-pilot the 

Chipmunks, Provosts, Ansons etc hanging around. A special memory is of flying out 

from N.Ireland in one of the last Shackletons, kept for meteorological surveying, and 

feeling like some wartime bomber crew! 

 

Other special school memories are of music and drama. I sang as a treble in the 

school choir, which, apart from concerts and carol services, involved trips to sing in 

the old Gresham Street Haberdashers Hall, absorbing the atmosphere of City Livery 

Company life and history. At school I also took part in the annual Gilbert and Sullivan 

performances, which involved staff and pupils in much revelry.     After my voice 

broke, I concentrated on learning the organ, with Mr Flowers, in the school hall, and, 

as I improved, deputized for the hymn at morning assembly and at other events. 

Having “got my grades” through school, organ-playing served me well at college 

and through the years.    Similarly, appearing in school plays, including two amazing 

tours to Germany, has encouraged me to perform in local am-drams as a hobby ev-

er since. 

 

The last year at Westbere Rd holds particular memories, not least because we all 

knew that the Elstree move was on the cards. Also, having been like others pushed 

through to A-levels after 6 years, I just had to focus on the then-required Oxbridge ex-

ams in December, and otherwise could relax and enjoy the duties and privileges of 
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being School Prefect (which included such rare duties as hosting VIPs and senior girls 

from the Acton school) and also School Librarian, and could read and get involved 

in CSU community activities, without serious timetable commitments, or Thursday 

night shoe polishing for CCF. I hope that, in today’s very pressured curriculum, there is 

still time occasionally to just enjoy being “around the school”!  

 

The Haberdashers’ “esprit de corps” carried on through University, and career – alt-

hough work took me many miles away from the school. I had Haberdasher college-

mates at Trinity, whom I met regularly, and we enjoyed inviting school teachers for a 

social meal each year. As now, many of those Habs alumni have gone onto distin-

guished careers. Through my more modest business career, I’ve tried to keep in 

touch personally or through OHA dinners and OH “day-backs”, and we all continue 

to share very special and grateful memories of our Haberdasher schooldays. 

Jonathan Maplesden 

On leaving school I talked my way into a management trainee position with Bowater 

Scott Corporation at Walthamstow. They were then the world's biggest manufacturer 

of tissue and toilet paper. I basically hated it but befriended the only other trainee, 

Richard Bliss from Cheltenham. Now a life-long friend married twice to the same la-

dy ! 

 

 

By late 1964 we resigned from the course and transferred into the factory for three 

times the pay. The sole intent was to save up and then see the world. Mid April 1965 

we set off for Australia overland, and on May 13th my life changed for ever again 

(more good luck), when two lovely young New Zealand ladies picked us up in south-

ern Greece, and we had a five day ride with them to Istanbul. Richard and I contin-

ued on through many adventures, and eventually made it to Western Australia, and 

Carmela & Jonathan. 

1969 Wedding Day 
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after corresponding with one of the girls I was invited to the farm for Christmas.  

 

This was to Southern Hawkes Bay and I quickly realised that I was well and truly in 

Heaven on Earth. I was told that professional qualification was necessary before mar-

riage, or at least some demonstration  of application,- which was achieved through 

both Otago and Auckland Universities, and ending as Chairman of Directors of the 

leading private land development consultancy in NZ.  Now after 51 years - four chil-

dren, 12 grandchildren and numerous blessings I would not swap either my life or my 

future with anyone. 

 

This sounds a rather smug summary of 70 plus years, but I am grateful to Habs for the 

start, the lessons in life from my parents, and the grounding provided in this country.  

 

Opportunities abound, and the politics are free of the lies, bias, and prejudice that 

seem to abound in so many other places. 

 

 
L to R. Twin sons Ken and David, 

Carmela, Jonathan and older 

daughters Nicola and Claire  
L to R. Twin sons Ken and David, 

Carmela, Jonathan and older 

daughters Nicola and Claire  

L to R. Twin sons Ken and David, 

Carmela, Jonathan and older 

daughters Nicola and Claire  
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Our democracy is broken. And unless we fix it, our po-

litical and economic frustrations will only get worse. 

Let’s break down what we mean by democracy, a 

term so over-used that it may as well describe a style 

of sofa. Democracy is People Power. It’s not elections. 

That we have chosen an indirect democracy, one 

where People Power is delegated to elected repre-

sentatives and a bureaucracy, doesn’t change de-

mocracy’s soul. 

 

In our indirect democracy, we have a social contract. 

We pay taxes, obey the laws - in turn, the government 

represents our interests, is accountable to us and 

doesn’t waste our taxes. Citizens own the government. At least, that’s how the sys-

tem is supposed to work. In reality, our governments have been and are violating our 

social contract, and now, that same contract is broken. How so? 

Representation in Government 

We want a government comprised of people from our communities, however di-

verse they may be. One that doesn’t govern while segregating and protecting itself 

inside an ivory tower. One that, at its influential end, doesn’t see the world through 

the lens of a narrow, often privileged identity.  

 

We also want elected representatives who represent the interests of their constituents 

– and not be subject to a party whip, funds from lobbyists or some personal ideologi-

cal crusade. After all, if our representatives don’t represent us, who will? 

 

In reality, we have neither. A narrow strata of society wields tremendous influence 

over government. And MPs, Senators and the rest of the elected mob deprioritise 

their constituents’ needs and wants. 

 

The Broken Contract 
The New Book from Saqib Qureshi (’92) 
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Efficiency and Effectiveness 

We also want an efficient government—one that doesn’t take our hard-earned taxes 

only to turn around and squander. In reality, government burns through taxes at so 

many levels. 

 

There is, for instance, a cost involved in delay that government seems oblivious 

to. When there are delays, not only is work not delivered, but we, the taxpayers, con-

tinue to pay for ongoing costs. There is also that every government project seems to 

break its budget. Projects which were to cost £5m suddenly end up costing twice 

that.  

 

And then of course, the lack of performance in the public sector. Is it entirely coinci-

dental that every public sector in Western democracies takes off more ‘sick days’ 

than does every private sector? Does government really recruit sicker people? Or 

does it make healthy people sick? Or is there a performance culture gap at play? 

Accountability to Citizens 

Finally, we want accountability. We pay our governments to work for us, but how of-

ten do we hold our officials, both elected and unelected, responsible and call them 

to account?  

 

To be clear, we don’t do that during elections – that’s not accountability. Candi-

dates hit us with a fire hose of promises and false statements, and if the win, they as-

sume office typically with just about enough resources to pay for an assistant and a 

desk. They then do what they want for four or so years for which we have no inde-

pendent verification of what they have really achieved, and then come back with 

another hose.  

 

And 99.5% of our government isn’t even elected – the civil servants. 

 

There is a whole lot that we can fix without uprooting every brick in the system. But 

unless we start to fix our democracy, the lunatic fringe will continue to find it easy to 

capture our political and economic frustrations to chart us into more volatile and 

counter-productive waters. 

 

You can find The Broken Contract on Amazon. 

 

Saqib Qureshi is a Fellow of the London School of Economics and Political Science, 

where he completed his undergraduate and PhD degrees. He has written for The Fi-

nancial Times, The Wall Street Journal, The Independent, and The Spectator. He is al-

so the author of Reconstructing Strategy: Dancing with the God of Objectivity, and 

the CEO of Building Capital Inc. 

Win a signed copy of The Broken Contract 
To enter please email your name and address to  

admin@oldhabs.com 

Competition open to OH Members Only 

Closing date 30th September 2020 

https://www.amazon.co.uk/Broken-Contract-Democracies-Accountable-Representative-ebook/dp/B08BX5MFWJ
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The Happy Puzzler 
Gavin Ucko (‘87) was not your  

archetypal Habs Pupil but since  

leaving has built up the very  

successful Happy Puzzle Company  

 

If my parents had known in advance that my A Level results 

would have spelt the name of a TV station, they would have 

been thrilled, expecting me to get BBC. They were not quite 

so thrilled when it turned out to be CNN. 

 

I took the scenic route. I failed to get the five B grades need-

ed to get into the sixth form but somehow convinced them I 

would be worth a gamble. 

 

I went through UCAS and the Polytechnic equivalent and 

failed to get a single offer at university. I also came out with the third worst set of A 

Level results in my entire year at school. En route to that I became the first person in 

UK exam history to get an A in their French A-Level oral and fail the written paper so 

badly that it translated into an overall fail - practically impossible, but I did it. 

 

I then had to suffer the ignominy of having to leave my gap year for eight weeks to 

retake my French in which I scraped an E. 

 

Somebody at Ealing College of Higher Education believed in me and gave me a 

place on a degree course studying psychology.... 

 

And then I spread my wings and flew...  

 

I combined my newly discovered love of psychology with my obsession with games 

and the rest, as they say, is history. 

 

I am sure that had I been able to do A Levels in 1980's pop music and Watford Foot-

ball Club I would have been off to Cambridge. Unfortunately my English literature 

reading list didn't feature Smash Hits magazine and back copies of Look In. That's not 

how life works. 

 

GCSEs and A-levels do measure something. They measure how good you are at do-

ing GCSEs and A-Levels. Thirty years later these have the same life relevance to me 

as 'pigs in blankets' on Christmas Day (Ed Note: Gavin is Jewish!) 

 

If you are reading this post today and either you, or somebody close to you has not 

received the results that they had hoped for, remember that the world is littered with 
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highly successful people who flunked their exams and went on to become heroes of 

society and highly successful people. 

 

There is no substitute for reaching your own potential, and if that means studying at 

university to be a doctor, a physicist, a lawyer or accountant, or whether you enter 

the University of life and work through by gaining experience in other ways, being the 

best you can be and nothing more is just fine. 

 

Believe in yourself and there are others out there who will believe in you, I promise. It 

might take time to find them, but they are absolutely there! I say that from the heart 

because it really has happened to me. 

 

A couple of years ago I was privileged to have a coffee with my old English teacher, 

Michael Cook. He gave me the most wonderful backhanded compliment ever. He 

asked me if I had realised that had I been at school today, I would have needed 

classroom support. I asked him whether he meant that I would have been on the 

special-needs register. He agreed that I almost certainly had ADHD which had no 

label in those days. But he pointed out that in spite of that, and in spite of all of my 

struggles at school, I've made a success of myself. 

 

As an employer, my own experiences have led me to look well beyond the exam re-

sults on the CV of a candidate. 

 

I look for a person. I look to see what they do for society, how they give back to their 

Community, and how they challenge themselves to be the best person that they 

can be. As a result of that I have employed some of the most outstanding individuals 

I have ever met.  

 

So once again, if you've received your results recently and you haven't got what you 

hoped for, don't let it stand in your way. Use it as a springboard to finding where your 

strengths lie, and go for it! And if you find yourself getting knocked down again, pick 

yourself up, dust yourself down and go again… And again… And again. You will get 

there eventually. Good luck! 

 

And in reference to the reports attached... 

 

Amongst the comments from my German teacher telling me that he has failed to 

find any way of teaching me, or my head of sixth form asking me to use my failure to 

get on ‘Blockbusters’ as a cue to give my A Levels my undivided attention, lies a fad-

ed gem from my form-master Michael Anderson, pointing out that my ability to or-

ganise others to entertain themselves might turn out to be useful... I wonder what 

happened with that then… 
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Tim Baxter (‘53) Composer 
Tim played the Cello in the School Or-

chestra and has now carved out a  

career as a composer 

Timothy Baxter’s childhood was a life in music with musical parents. He went to Hab-

erdashers school, and he began the piano and cello whilst in school. His formative 

years were very much centered around the church, first as a choirboy and later as an 

organist, and so naturally his compositional work started early. The motet, O Most 

Merciful, was written, when he was fifteen years old thus heralding a promising career 

as a composer. 

 

He began his musical studies at the Royal Academy of Music in London in both piano 

and composition. His initial composition teacher, the South African Priaulx Rainier, was 

a pivotal and encouraging figure, who had the young student enter the Academy’s 

yearly composition competition, which he won. This early success led to Baxter direct-

ing his attention primarily to composition, and so further competition success fol-

lowed. In his younger days he won a number of prizes for his compositions. 

 

Amongst his teachers in composition were Anthony Milner and Alan Bush, and his at-

tendance at the Dartington Summer School of Music led to contact with a diverse 

and influential range of composition teachers such as Stefan Wolpe, the Polish com-

poser Witold Lutoslawski, and the American composers Elliott Carter and Aaron Cop-

land. 

 

He has also studied conducting with Peter Gellhorn (BBC and Glyndebourne). And, 

furthermore, he has a B.Mus. degree from the University of London. 

 

Timothy Baxter was a freelance performer for some years, for example with the Lon-

don Philharmonic Choir, Ballet Rambert, the London Ballet Company, and the Martha 

Graham Dancers. He has also been vice music director at The Old Vic Theatre and 

cantor and organist at St. Philip the Apostle, Finchley. As a freelance pianist he 
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worked together with the cellist Jaqueline du Pré. 

 

He was Professor of Composition at the Royal Academy of Music in London from 1965

-1990 and is Fellow of The Royal Academy of Music (FRAM). In addition, he was an in-

ternational examiner for the Associated Board of the Royal Schools of Music from 

1966-2005. 

 

Since 1990, he has lived in Denmark and is a member of the Danish Composer’s Asso-

ciation and has been in Komvest Composer’s Association since 2009 and was its 

chairman for some years. 

 

He has continued to write works for the church, including choral pieces, cantatas, or-

gan works and liturgical arrangements. Furthermore, he has written much chamber 

music, ballet music, orchestral music and for educational use. 

 

His musical ‘The Birth of Jesus’ has been produced three times at Queen Elizabeth Hall 

in London and has also been recorded. Two CDs have been published. 

 

His music can be heard in concerts in Denmark and abroad. His educational music is 

in much use all over the world. 

 

CDs: A portrait CD from 2015 and The Birth of Jesus - A Christmas Musical, 2018 

Available from: 

http://naxosdirect.com/labels/claudio-records-4341 

http://www.claudiorecords.com/ 

 

Music publishers: ABRSM, www.sheetmusicplus.com, Educational music 

An Inspiration and Lesson 

For Us All 
Clive Hyman (‘79) writes about Jack 

Buse, “a remarkable young man” 
Throughout our lives, we are all moved by acts of bravery and stoicism in the face of 

what can sometimes appear to be overwhelming circumstances. Inspirational stories 

are always particularly welcome, especially when world events seem to be full of 

‘doom and gloom’. And this is why I wanted to take the opportunity to tell you about 

a remarkable young man – Jack Buse. 

In 2012, 2½-year-old Jack was diagnosed with leukaemia and only spent two weeks 

at home that year; the rest of the time he was a patient at Great Ormond Street Hos-

pital. Thanks to the charity Chance to Shine, Jack was motivated to play cricket dur-

ing his very painful but life preserving treatment. Jack loved playing with a miniature 

bat and ball from his bed and ‘playing nets’ like his cricketing heroes in the long hos-
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pital corridors, usually insisting that a nurse or doctor had to go too! He became a 

mad cricket fan, nurturing a desire to go to Lords when his treatment was complete. 

I’m pleased to report that thanks to the wonderful work of the doctors, nurses and 

amazing team at GOSH, as well as his own fighting spirt, Jack was able to ring the fa-

mous ward bell when his treatment was over. He has now been in remission for 8 

years. 

Jack’s chance to shine 

Jack has been using the time since his recovery to champion the work of Chance to 

Shine as one of the charity’s Ambassadors. In fact, I met Jack at a fundraising dinner 

organised by the charity. Chance to Shine gives all children the opportunity to play, 
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learn and develop through cricket. The charity was raising funds not only for its work in 

primary and secondary schools but also hospitals and Special Educational Needs 

schools. It also organises street cricket projects for children in urban areas, with no ac-

cessible clubs or green spaces. 

At the dinner, Jack deftly conducted some of the live auctions – something that 

would be daunting to many of us but not for this courageous 8-year-old (as he was 

then). One of the items he auctioned was the opportunity to be team mascot at the 

2018 ODI at the Oval; escorting the England and Australian captains onto the ground 

and witnessing the coin toss. 

I successfully bid for the item on the proviso that Jack himself took the prize as our gift 

from Hyman Capital, in recognition of this remarkable young man’s bravery through-

out his treatment and in his subsequent recovery. Jack’s willingness to help others is 

something I can only describe as very inspirational, and it was only fitting that we 

could give something back to him. ‘Giving back’ is an ethos that we at Hyman Capi-

tal share, as principal sponsor of the Old Haberdashers Cricket Club soon to be the 

sponsor of the Old Haberdashers Association Football Club. And I encourage every-

one, both in your personal and corporate life, to ensure you are contributing to the 

wider community in which we all live. 

Making the most of life 

I'm very proud to say that Jack did a great job as mascot. On top of that, the Eng-

land cricket team were remarkably generous and kind to Jack. Now 11-years-old, 

Jack is fully recovered and there’s no stopping him. Regularly playing U12 cricket at 

his local club, Hoddesdon CC in Hertfordshire, Jack’s love for the sport has not dimin-

ished at all. He still aspires to play at the highest level and nothing will hold him back. 

As Jack says: “In 2012 I had cancer, but I always felt better when I was out of bed. 

Playing cricket in the corridors really helped me get up and out of bed even on days 

where I didn’t feel great.” What a brilliant inspiration! 

 



 39 

 

Memories of VE Day 
 Malcom Tappin (‘55) recalls the day as 

a 7½ year old 
On this day I was 7 and a half years old. I was living with 

my parents in Wembley Middlesex which is a London 

suburb. For most of the previous year I had been evac-

uated to Beacon Hill, a small village in Surrey. This was 

due to the V1 and V2 rockets which were causing 

damage all over London. The war was something I had 

always known and when in March there was talk of an 

end to it I was not really aware of the consequences. 

 

There was great excitement at breakfast time with talk 

of what to do. It seemed strange that my father was 

not going to work and many friends called in and many 

cups of tea were drunk. This was despite the fact that 

food, including tea, sugar and milk, was rationed.  

 

I knew something was going to happen when I saw my 

mother making sandwiches! This meant a day out of 

some sort. A treat. My father was making plans with the 

couple who lived in the flat below us. Off we went to catch the trolleybus. This went 

all the way to Paddington Green. Lots of chatter and laughter as it steadily filled up. I 

cannot recall the route we took when we reached the terminus. My next memory is 

arriving at Hyde Park Corner where there were masses of people with nearly all the 

men in uniform and some of the women too. We sat on the steps of the memorial op-

posite St Georges Hospital. (It has since been moved to Tooting). Some people had 

got carried away and, in their excitement, had climbed lamp posts and buildings 

and had then fallen off. The general atmosphere was very jovial but some people 

had gone too far. This silliness was pointed out to me by my father. Someone took a 

fancy to my mothers’ hat which had to be recovered. It was damaged and she re-

fused to wear it so my father put it on his head. This was one of the first silly thing I saw 

him do! I realise now how much the war had taken from all the adults. As children we 

knew nothing else. 

 

We proceeded down Constitution Hill with a throng of people. The rumour was that 

‘they’ were going to come out on the Balcony. By this time I was being swept along 

by the excitement. I had never known such a mass of people and began to realise 

that this was what people had been waiting for. I could just glimpse the Palace and 

eventually arrived at the front of the Victoria Monument. We got onto a step which 

helped me to see more. There we stood and watched the crowd dancing and em-

bracing and singing. Many years later one learnt that Humphrey Littleton was playing 

his trumpet. There was certainly music being played but was it him? I like to think so. 

The crowd was building and there was a sense of anticipation. What for? An enor-

mous cheer and onto the balcony came the King and Queen with the two princess-
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es and Winston Churchill. The cheering got louder and louder and some attempt was 

made to sing the National Anthem. Suddenly I was picked up by a soldier who had 

been next to us and held head high for a perfect view. My highlight.  

 

By this time we had become separated from our friends. My father then gave the or-

der for us to make our way home. Back to Paddington Green and the trolleybus. 

When we were on our way the conductor sat down and chatted and my father re-

minded him that we had not paid our fare. He declined to take the money. It 

seemed he was in party mood too.  

 

Home late afternoon and the final act of the day was a bonfire at the end of our 

road. As it got dark it felt different. There was illumination from the bonfire and the 

people’s torches. Suddenly there was a gasp as searchlights came on and just 

danced in the sky. No anxious looks to see if they had spotted something. Like every-

one that night their operators were just having fun.  
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Life at Habs was disrupted by the war. When it be-

gan on 3 September 1939 some parents sent their 

sons to safety out of London, twenty boys were 

evacuated to Wellingborough, and few of the ex-

pected new boys turned up, so the number on 

the roll fell from over 500 to less than 400. Just be-

fore term was to have started the Auxiliary Fire Ser-

vice took over most of the Westbere Road site, ex-

cept for the Science Building, which became the 

Sixth Form quarters, and most boys were accom-

modated at Chase Lodge, the school’s sports 

ground in Mill Hill, where the house itself, changing 

rooms and pavilion, were hastily turned into 

crowded and inadequate classrooms. 

 

During the war boys and masters alike endured one of the worst winters of the centu-

ry, 1939-40, the blitz, the VI’s and V2’s and rationing of food, clothes, and fuel, etc. 

They dedicated many hours to A.R.P., Fire Watch, the Home Guard, and to harvest 

camps. Boys rarely had five days full days teaching a week and when air raid sirens 

wailed they got up from their desks and ran for the bomb shelters. The Westbere 

Road site was hit by a delayed-action bomb and a boy and a master were killed in 

air raids. Boys, parents and masters lived with anxiety and strain, not only for them-

selves but for friends and relatives serving in the Forces or languishing in prisoner of 

war camps. 

 

There were therefore many reasons for Habs to celebrate VE Day and VJ Day. How-

ever, Skylark seems to contain no record of VE Day on 8 May, although Habs was in 

the London suburbs, almost within easy walking distance of the celebrations that 

took place in Whitehall, Trafalgar Square and outside the Palace.  

 

News that Japan had surrendered on 14 August arrived during the school’s summer 

holiday, when two groups of boys and masters were away at harvest camp. 

 

The group at Great Shefford in Buckinghamshire attended “a crowded service of 

thanksgiving” in the parish church and on the next evening sent “four senior repre-

sentatives” to a victory dance. 

 

The group at Seal in Kent contented itself with attending “a dance in the village hall 

on the night of VJ2”. 

 

Why did Skylark ignore VE Day? Were London’s schools given the day off for VE Day, 

so nothing actually happened at Habs?  Why was Skylark’s mention of VJ Day so 

brief? Did the editors consider that only news of Habs boys was really news?  

 

Memories and suggestions to the next edition of the Notes. admin@oldhabs.com 

1945—Victory at Habs? 
 Dr John Wigley on VE & VJ Day 
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School Combined Cadet 

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

Remembers the School’s Army  

Section. Part One of Two 

 

In the 1960s, the school had a large CCF contingent with three sections – Army (the 

most numerous, in terms of signed-up cadets), Air Force and Navy. 

 

I joined the Army Section – pretty logical in the light of family history, notably KH Bless-

ley’s war service record. 

 

My earliest memory is doing a lot of square-bashing every Friday afternoon. This nor-

mally preceded instruction sessions on such matters as map-reading, fieldcraft, mili-

tary tactics and weapons-handling. 

 

Every Friday we were required to attend school in our CCF uniforms. The army kit was 

essentially WW2 vintage. A rough khaki shirt and woollen tie, battledress tunic and 

trousers, beret with the school crest as a badge, a lanyard, webbing belt and gaiters. 

Footwear was again WW2 vintage – leather boots (both uppers and soles), which 

were worn on all occasions, whether it be for square-bashing, wading through the 

mud and water on the assault course in the school grounds or on field exercises. 

 

When the boots were issued newly to each cadet, 

they came with a mottled leather upper. It was a 

requirement to polish the toecap until “you were 

able to see your face reflected in it”! This required a 

lot of hard work next to the gas stove in the kitchen 

with a tin of Kiwi black polish and a spoon, which 

was heated over the gas ring and used to spread 

the polish on the toecap and work it into the sur-

face to obtain a smooth finish. This was then 

brought to a shine with industrious polishing with a 

duster. My mother was not best pleased with this 

work going on in her pristine kitchen, despite the 

obligatory use of many sheets of newspaper. Need-

less to say, if the boots had to be worn for any ac-

tivity other than the parade ground, they needed 

to be brought back to their immaculate condition 

before every Friday morning, with the depth of 

shiny polish increasing with each application. Any-

one who was imprudent enough to scuff the shine 
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at school on Friday morning risked being lynched.  

 

Another aspect of these boots is that they were issued with smooth leather soles and 

heels. We were given metal studs – which were more akin to large tacks – which we 

had to hammer into the underside of the boot. They were not very kind to the wood-

en floors in the school buildings! 

 

The webbing required similar continual attention. The belt was, as mentioned, WW2 

issue – you can see what they were like in the films. They consisted of a light khaki 

webbing strap and a number of brass items – the two parts of the front buckle and 

the two slides to hold them in place, a pair of buckles at the back for shoulder straps 

(generally to hold ammunition pouches) and the end-pieces which hooked into in-

ternal slots to adjust for the wearer’s girth. 

 

Cleaning the webbing was a particularly arduous task, as the belt had to be disman-

tled into its component parts. The webbing was cleaned with a product called 

“blanco”, which wasn’t white but a goo-like light khaki gel which was applied with a 

wet sponge to obtain a uniform colour. The brass components had to be cleaned 

and polished with Brasso, taking care not to get any brass polish on the webbing. This 

was particularly difficult for the rear buckles, as they were stitched into the rear of the 

belt, so a purpose-made brass shield plate was used. 

 

All this cleaning was quite time-consuming, but necessary, as every Friday parade 

started with uniform inspection after forming up. 

 

The CCF block was located in a former-BBC building behind Aldenham House, with 

its entrance opposite the Assembly Hall. It was connected to the House by a narrow 

internal passageway. 

 

Entering down the steps into the main corridor, the first door on the left was the office 

of the Commanding Officer, Colonel Hewson. He reminds me now of Captain Main-

waring in “Dad’s Army”, but he was a good officer with a mild temperament. He 

must have done war service, as had some of the older officers, some in more active 

roles than others. 

 

The next door on the left was the Quartermaster’s Store, which was run by a former 

regular Army Warrant Officer. I forget his name, but he was a good source of anec-

dotes if you got on his right side and a useful person when needing to wangle some-

thing additional in order to carry out some hare-brained unofficial activity or other. 

 

Opposite, up a couple of steps was the Armoury. This was entirely enclosed – no win-

dows, unlike the rooms on the other side of the corridor – and had strict security 

measures. Entering, on the right-hand side were the rows of weapon racks. 

 

When I first joined the CCF, the standard rifle was a Mk 1 .303 Lee-Enfield of WW1 vin-

tage, with rudimentary sights, bolt-action and magazine-loading. These are very 

much in evidence in the recent film “1917”. So, our weapons training started with 50-

year old equipment, but it served its purpose. Cleaning and maintenance was very 

much part of this and we spent many hours learning the art of using the “pull-

through” – a cord with a tubular brass weight on one end to drop down the barrel 

from the breech end and with slots at the other end to take the oil-soaked wadding 
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to clean and lubricate. We were giving dire warnings about the dangers of lack of 

cleanliness. 

 

There were a number of Sten Guns – WW2 sub-machine guns, which were made 

from re-cycled metal as part of the war effort. They were very basic and highly prone 

to jamming, which cannot have been terribly amusing for troops having to use them 

in anger, This was  principally down to the magazine on the left-hand side being the 

grip for the front of the weapon, so any misalignment caused the re-loading mecha-

nism to become jammed. 

 

The most-coveted weapons in the armoury were the Bren Guns, which also used .303 

ammunition. There was a lot of rivalry to be able to use these – of which there were 

only a handful – as they were great fun – not only on the range (at Bisley, with live 

rounds), but also on field exercises (despite their weight).  

 

In my last year in the CCF, the Mk 1s were replaced with the Mk 2 WW2 version of the 

Lee Enfield. The principal difference was the improved rear sight, which allowed for 

far more accurate calibration for shooting at distances of more than 50 yards! 

 

The next rooms in the corridor were the RAF and Navy Sections’ rooms. We did not 

venture into these very much, as there was a sort of friendly rivalry between Sections 

and I think that the Army Section generally tended to feel itself as being somewhat 

superior. 

 

On the left-hand side, the final room was the Army Section Sergeants’ Room, which 

was an absolute den of iniquity. More of this later. 

 

On the right-hand side, following on from the Armoury, was the Signals Store, with the 

entrance round the corner before joining the passageway to the rear of Aldenham 

House. Its contents, with which I was later to become extremely familiar as Sergeant 

I/C Signals, was largely made up of WW2 gear.  

 

There were two lines of equipment – radio and telephony – but these were all pretty 

basic. The telephony was particularly primitive. These were portable devices which 

  Mk1 .303 Lee Enfield 
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were battery-powered (large dry cells) and which could be connected in pairs by 

two cables or to a jack-plug switchboard for a network. Calls were advised by turn-

ing a magneto on the set. 
 

The radios were somewhat unreliable. There was a static WS19 set – very large and 

only capable of being transported in a vehicle, so was, essentially, the HQ radio. The 

only time it left the Signals Store was for field exercises, where it was planned that the 

location of HQ would be static, so it was no good for mobile manoeuvres. 

It was able to communicate with the “portable” sets that were carried by signallers. 

The more powerful set, with a theoretical 10-mile range, was the WS18 – an enormous 

back-pack radio which weighed a ton. The unfortunate signallers allocated these 

sets needed to be quite fit and have strong shoulders – not something for which the 

Royal Corps of Signals was renowned (and within the CCF Army Section, the general 

view was that the wimps were in the Signals, as opposed to the jocks in Infantry)! 

Matters were helped when a number of the NCOs in Signals brought their cars along 

to field exercises. 
 

The other piece of equipment, which, at least, weighed a lot less was the WS38. This 

set came in two parts – the radio set itself and the battery pack – which were carried 

in two front pouches mounted on the webbing straps usually used for ammunition 

pouches. This made any attempt at commando crawl a very uncomfortable experi-

ence but, at least, on foot they did not really impede movement. However, when 

they worked, they only had an effective range of 1½ miles. 
 

The real problem was reliability, even with careful treatment. They would wander off 

frequency or, sometimes, just not work at all. When they stopped functioning, they 

had to be sent off for repair or be replaced. Right at the end of my tenure as Signals 

Sergeant, we received some more up to date equipment, which I think may have 

been an American design, but it came too late to make any real difference to the 

effectiveness of communications on exercises. 

To be continued 

WS19 Wireless Radio Set 
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The John Stagg Diaries 
John was a prolific keeper of diaries. 

Reproduced below is the “best bits” from 

an OHRFC perspective 
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And Some of His Old Photographs... 

Prefects 1944/45, standing l - r: Not known; Hamley; John Stagg; Hickman, 

(Geoff or Jeff?). Seated l - r: Not known; Rex Harris; Dr Abson (I assume H/

Master?) Phillip[s; Eric Escoffey 

.'Some junior school team - or possibly 3rd XI' taken at Chase Lodge, 1943? 

Standing l - r: N. Haltrecth (Howard); P.M.Williams; Paul Freilich (Freiling); 

John Stagg; D.Nagli; Pollock. Seated l - r: all unknown except for boy at far 

right, Don Wells. 
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Army Cadets, no notes at all, so assume school CCF. John Stagg front row, 2nd from 

left. (He looks similar to the prefects shot, so guessing this would be 1944/45.) Others I 

recognise....middle row, 6th from left - Tony White. Front row, 8th from left - Eric Es-

coffey, 9th from left - Rex Harris, 10th from left - Geoff Hickman 

1943/44 season, probably the 2nd XV: Standing, l - r: A Goodman; Ken Maddocks; 

D.A.James; Derek Wilshire; Rex Harris; B Katz; J Griffiths; John Stagg; L H Harris; Gab-

Haslam (?). Seated, l - r: Eric Purcell; D.M.Phillips; W.T.A.Cox; N Haltrecht; Wygold  

Sitting (from left to right): Slat (forward): Stevenson (forward): Goodman (forward): Last 

(capt and forward): Stagg (stand-off): Griffiths (forward): Siebert (full-back): 

Standing (from left to right): Spores (forward): James (centre): White (forward); Harri-

son (scrum-half): Coggins (forward): Goodall (wing): Nicholls (centre) Causer (wing). 
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Memories of OHCC 59-88 
Ian Smart (‘58) looks back at his 30 years 

of OHCC enjoyment. Part One of Two 
The recent issue of the OHCC Spring 2020 newsletter, with its article about the 1960 

Devon tour, got me drifting down memory lane. 

 

The first thing to remember about cricket in those days is that there were no leagues 

(at least down South – north of Watford Gap things were a little different). All fixtures 

were ‘friendly’ and in the main they were, although there were just a few clubs who 

were renowned for being somewhat sharp or over-competitive. Naming no names 

but Radlett and Elstree spring to mind. 

 

I left School (Westbere Road) in 1958. Although I played a fair amount for the School I 

was not really very good. I didn’t bowl, batted indifferently in the middle or lower or-

der, and was not the most athletic of fielders. Having said which, I did manage a 50 

for the School 2nd XI against OHCC 2nd XI; opening the batting (why?) and scoring 

most of the runs with superb off-drives to the fine leg boundary. Anyway, having 

played for OHRFC in 1958-1959, it was a natural progression to join OHCC (and you 

didn’t like to refuse Nobbly Tanner at any time). 

 

My first few seasons were particularly ordinary. I played initially in the 2nd XI but later 

added some Sunday games as well. As at School, I did very little most of the time 

other than turning up, which was actually quite important. I did very occasionally 

keep wicket, but with no more success than anything else; for some reason I found it 

difficult to catch the ball with wicket-keeping gloves on and seemed to stop most 

things with my chest. 

 

The turning point was a couple of years in, at the annual game against the School. 

We didn’t have the greatest side, but were captained by Adrian Fuller, a proper 1st XI 

player who volunteered to drop down for a season to try to impose some sort of 

standard on the team. Desperately sadly for all, Adrian died far too young.  

 

Anyway in the School game we batted first (I think) and raised a decent total. Prob-

lem was, we didn’t really have much bowling and what we did have wasn’t that 

successful. In frustration Adrian threw the ball to me with the view that I probably 

couldn’t be much worse. For some reason it worked, I picked up a couple of wickets 

and we duly managed a win. 

 

From then on I was allowed to bowl, occasionally at first, then more frequently. I also 

developed my batting to the extent that I could often get 15 – 20 runs reasonably 

quickly. The batting improvement probably began with a game against Elstree 2nd XI, 

at their ground near the School. They batted first and scored 180 or so, but unfortu-

nately for us the only proper batsman we had was Adrian, who opened with John 

Whittenbury, no less. I was at no. 3 which gives you some idea of our strength. 

 

Adrian was out first ball, to his immense anger, and as I waited to pass him threw his 
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bat to me (there was very little personal kit available at that time apart, hopefully, 

from one’s own box) and said “this is the worst side I have ever played in” or words to 

that effect. Whittenbury whacked a few and was then out, to be replaced by a 

schoolboy – John Urry, later a Professor of Sociology at Lancaster University, but just 

recently passed away – about whom we knew nothing apart from the fact that he 

was a good chap. 

 

John batted as you would expect a lad from the School, coached by Doug 

Yeabsley, very correct and no risks taken. For some odd reason Elstree decided that 

the quickest way to dismiss me was to bowl medium pace short of a length outside 

the off stump, which suited my best stroke (the square cut) down to the ground. I 

managed to amass my second best ever score (93 not out) and John was undefeat-

ed on something like 60, so we won comfortably by 8 wickets. Adrian did have the 

good grace to revise his opinion of us after the game. 

 

In 1966 began the changing of the guard, as it were. A number of founding members 

were approaching retirement (or were moving away) and the current captain (Doug 

Gainsborough) was looking to step down. As a result the club was looking for some-

one to take over, so I was asked to be the 1st XI vice-captain for a season to see if 

that might work. I was appointed captain for the 1967 season. 

Fixtures 

As I stated at the beginning there was no league cricket and all fixtures were of the 

friendly variety, but not on a home and away basis – we played just one fixture a sea-

son against each club, and it was rare for the venue to change. On the whole this 

arrangement worked quite well, and usually changes were made if one club or the 

other became either too strong or too weak for us, and the fixture secretary had to 
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earn his money during the off season. 

 

There were also rare occasions when an arranged fixture could not be undertaken, in 

which case there was a fixture bureau available, which usually worked quite well as 

long as the clubs were honest in their appraisal of their strength, 

 

There was always a fixture against the School (all day for the 1st XI, afternoon for the 

2nd. team).  

 

There were always a number of clubs against whom we really enjoyed playing, re-

gardless of the outcome. Old Merchant Taylors (at their place, super pitch and even 

better clubhouse in an old mansion sadly now a housing estate), Bushey, Met Police, 

Old Stationers, UCS Old Boys, Old Lyonians, Essendon, Old Finchleians, Totteridge and 

so on. My personal favourite was always a Bank Holiday fixture away at Marlow, a 

lovely ground near the Thames. In truth they were usually a little too strong for us alt-

hough on one occasion they batted first and scored around 250 for 6 or 7. At exactly 

half time their skipper (Reg Peacock) walked off and declared and gave us a sport-

ing chance. Several of us batted well, led by Derek Kenward, and we eventually 

squeezed home in the final over. Great game, competitive and played in exactly the 

right spirit. Reg became a good friend of mine, but some years later sadly died in 

probably his preferred way – batted, scored a few, came in and sat down and that 

was it. 

 

From 1st September each year the ground reverted to OHRFC; there were occasion-

ally Saturday away games but the season ended in a social whirl of Sunday fixtures 

when we would travel to exotic places in Buckinghamshire like Forty Green, Jordans 

or Sear Green, in each case against some very friendly people. 

 
The Players 

From 1966 onwards a number of regular players were no longer available or played 

on a limited basis. Stalwarts such as Doug Gainsborough, John and Roy Lidington, 

Don Lundie, David Maconachie, Glenn Gross, Chris Robinson, Tony Pettet, Graham 

Jones and many more moved on. It proved to be quite difficult to replace many of 

them and it’s probably fair to say that the overall standard of the club was not quite 

as high as previously. 

 

However several long-standing folk did keep going, such as Derek Kenward, Geoff 

Wheal, John Whittenbury to name but a few, and over time some good quality play-

ers did join. Amongst those, in no particular order, were Barry Albone, Mike Higham, 

John Ridgley, my brother Keith, Alan Phipps, Mike Filer, Martin Baker, Peter Lidington, 

Neil Colverd, Simon Friend, Alan Newman, the Smith brothers Greg and Rod, Jerry 

Gibb, Steve Cronbach, Leigh Strachan, Andy Bracken, Terry & Rick Downes and 

many more who started to play for OHCC and the standard slowly began to im-

prove. 

 

However in the mid-1970s we did experience an acute shortage of decent players 

until a charm approach to the School (led by Barry Albone) started to turn the tide. 

It’s probably fair to say that during the period under review the batting could always 

be variable. Although many good batters played for us, there was never an air of 

consistency or regular high scoring – centuries were quite rare, and it was unusual for 

anyone to score (say) two 50s in consecutive matches. What was normally consistent 



 57 

 

was that most times the team as a whole could post adequate scores – not neces-

sarily enough to frighten the opposition but sufficient to give the bowlers a decent 

target to play with. 

 

The real threat to our opposition was normally the strength in depth of the bowling. 

The openers were, in general, medium to medium fast, although there were several 

(Mike Filer, Geoff Wheal, David Maconachie and Alan Phipps for example) who – if 

they were provoked or the pitch was unusually helpful – could be quite sharp. David 

Maconachie was a case in point; at School he was, I believe, genuinely quick with 

possibly the longest run-up I can recall, fully 25 plus yards but a combination of injury 

and age caused him eventually to bowl off just 4 paces. I can remember how often 

the opposition opening batsmen almost laughed as he marked out his run – and then 

went pale as his opening delivery pitched on a length and shot past their nose (yes, 

even at Borehamwood). The other chap we had who could be extremely fast was 

John Matthewman, who didn’t play that much for us. Two memories of him abide; 

first playing at Pinner on a very hard and bouncy wicket (the pitch was almost an in-

verted saucer, so wicket keeper and slips were below the horizon so to speak) John 

bowled well and fast and that was the only time as a slip fielder that I was ever 

scared in case the ball came my way (not that I would have seen it in any event). 

Second, bowling at Sidmouth after an evening spent well but not necessarily too 

wisely, John came steaming in but, just before reaching his delivery stride, veered off 

into a major dash for the facilities in the pavilion). 

 

We were well served with medium pacers, of whom pride of place must go to Tony 

Pettet (also a good rugby player) whose 10 for 46 against Pinner is I believe still the 

only instance of all 10 in the 1st XI. 

 

In some seasons the club’s bowling strength lay with the spinners. In my early days in 

the 1st XI Doug Gainsborough bowled a fair amount of left arm dobbers and was sur-

prisingly successful. Alan Lee bowled off breaks from a slingy action (straight arm) 

and could turn the ball quite sharply (but he moved away and ceased playing for 

us) and Derek Kenward had some success with his occasional leg breaks. Ian 

Schofield was a highly regarded leg break bowler who moved to Torquay and 

played for Devon, which obviously curtailed his appearances for us. 

 

In 1962 John Ridgley joined the club and was an immediate success. A knowledgea-

ble slow left arm spinner he had the stock deliveries of his kind plus the occasional 

‘wrong un’ which apparently was extremely difficult to spot. Unfortunately for us after 

a few years he left (together with Alan Phipps) to join Cheshunt who were overall a 

higher standard than OHCC but equally after several good years there they both re-

joined us. 

 

I played with John for many years, and I suspect I bowled more overs in tandem with 

him than with anyone else. I’m not being unduly modest if I say that he was by far the 

better bowler, but together we seemed to be able to get teams out – although it is 

true that it was rare that both of us took that many wickets in the same game. Very 

often I was able to cash in on his relentless accuracy by persuading the opposition 

that if they wanted runs they should attack me. 

 

In many ways we looked alike; a kind description would be ‘stocky’ as neither of us 

was particularly slim, good catchers of the ball and dogged in the field. There were 
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some matches when the only function of the opening bowlers was to have a few 

overs to take the shine off the ball before John & I took over. 

 

The club was well served with wicket keepers, notably John Lidington, Barry Albone, 

Mike Higham, Godfrey Haslehurst and Simon Friend. All were quietly efficient behind 

the stumps (but Simon did have a reputation as a stump demolisher) and it was rare 

that chances were missed or byes conceded unless the bowler was a bit wayward. 

In their different ways, John, Barry and Mike all believed that they could tell exactly 

what ball I would bowl by reading my hand action on release. This was extremely 

clever of them as usually I didn’t have a clue what the result would be until after the 

ball had pitched (if it did). Happy days. 

 
Officials 

In those days it was not mandatory for clubs to have an umpire, and the concept of 

neutrals was unknown. We were fortunate in several years to have the services of 

Harold Gainsborough (Doug’s father), occasionally Mr. Bartlett (Jerry Bartlett’s father) 

and. Later on, John Whittenbury. In the absence of a formal umpire members of the 

team would take it in turns and it was not unknown for both teams to work on the 

same basis. Strangely there were remarkably few examples of blatant cheating, but 

incompetence was not unknown. 

 

As far as scorers were concerned, we were of course brilliantly served by Nobbly Tan-

ner, whose devotion to OHCC, OHRFC and OHA was second to none. He invariably 

scored for the 1st XI (it was rare for him to miss a match) and the Sunday side as well. 

Again in those days not all clubs could bring along their own scorer and it was not 

unknown for Nobbly to fill in the opposition scorebook simultaneously with ours – all in 

beautiful handwriting and invariably 100% accurate. The only bee in his bonnet was 

an unacceptably slow over rate – he required (of us) at least 20 overs per hour (never 

mind the match circumstances) and would complain quite loudly if we fell short. 

OHCC 1st XI 1969 
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OBITUARIES 
Harold Couch (‘54) 

Died 23rd July 2020 

 

Harold left the School in 1954, followed immediately by National Service from 1954-

1956.  He was commissioned in the Middlesex Regiment serving in Cyprus at the time 

of EOKA, followed by 14 years in the Territorial Army. 

He studied to be a Chartered Surveyor whilst working in the Prudential estate depart-

ment.  Soon after qualifying he joined Hillier Parker May & Rowden and became a 

partner in 1969.  Harold specialised in the retail sector and the planning, develop-

ment and management of shopping centres. 

He served as President of the British Council of Shopping Centres (BCSC) and in 1991 

became a Trustee of the International Council of Shopping Centres (ICSC) and 

Chairman of the European board of ICSC.  His work took him to over 20 countries in 

Asia, Europe and North America.   

Following retirement, he was actively involved in a variety of voluntary organisations, 

ranging from The Glebe Committee of the Oxford Diocese, trustee of a gastrointesti-

nal trust, governor of a pre-prep school, to managing a Regimental War memorial 

homes estate, and that is not yet having mentioned his involvement with The Old 

Haberdashers’ Association. 

Harold died on 23 July in St Mary’s Hospital, having failed to recover from collapsing 

on the golf course two weeks prior. To his wife Dorothy, children Lizzie & David and 

grandchildren we offer our sincere condolences on their sad and sudden loss.  

Peter Vacher writes: 

As will be evident from the reminiscences and comments we have collated here, he 

was both a companionable friend and support to many in the school and OH com-

munities, as well as someone who excelled in many different fields of human en-

deavour.  With his fine school career as a springboard, he completed a distinguished 

period as a Territorial Army officer and was awarded the Territorial Decoration, at-

tained high office in his chosen career as a surveyor, captained his golf club and 

Neil Forsyth, Harold Couch, Harry  

Hyman and Andrew Tarpey Colin Blessley and Harold Couch 
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was a stalwart member of the Reform Club in London, while enjoying the many re-

wards of a happy family life. 

Like many others, I remember Harold as a Prefect at HABS but from afar – he was a 

’54 leaver and in Joblings while I was in Russells and a ’55 leaver.  As Peter Shiells 

makes clear Harold’s OHRFC rugby was split between the 1st and  A XVs teams.  I re-

member him as a boisterous presence on Easter tour, one time leading the assem-

bled post-match mob in songs of a robust nature doubtless learned from this TA days 

and also, more alarmingly recall him leading a group through our hotel room long 

after we’d attempted sleep and exiting through a window on to the roof for what he 

described as a ‘boarding party’.  Don’t quite know how he ever got go down. 

I was also fortunate to work with Harold on a group project to re-assess the future 

structure of the Association itself and to witness at first hand his willingness to listen 

but, above all, his clarity of vision. He knew that we needed to increase our range of 

services that we offered to members and saw to it that we began to embrace elec-

tronic communication and to build on our connection with the School. This clear-

eyed approach continued to be evident in his year as President of the Association 

[2000-2001], where he chaired the Executive Committee in a manner that was both 

concise and to the point, while always showing a degree of personal warmth that 

made him a pleasure to be around.  He knew that I had some knowledge of the UK 

jazz world and was always happy to talk about various musicians that he had en-

joyed hearing at the monthly concerts at the Reform Club.  

Undoubtedly his greatest contribution to the OH cause was in his exemplary leader-

ship of the Relocation Committee where, for over a decade-and-a-half, he brought 

the full weight of his professional expertise to bear on what turned out to be an ex-

tremely complex – and, eventually, unresolvable set of planning problems.  That 

aside, Harold turned out often for the OH Golfing Society and was an active pres-

ence at various Clubhouse and School events including the highly populated Pre-

1966 luncheon at the OHA clubhouse in 2014 and the equally splendid 1950s Reunion 

Lunch held at the School a year earlier. – Peter Vacher '55 

Here, in their own words are the reminiscences and memories of some of Harold’s OH 

contemporaries:  

Peter Shiells remembers: 

I am afraid my close association with Harold was restricted to rugby and occasional 

golf.  He did not play many games at the top level in OH rugby - WRT records show 

probably max 20 games in the 1st XV - certainly many more in the A XV with brother-

in-law Mike Bovington. My recollection is that TA interests took him away.  

My story about Harold derives from an incident from 1960/61 Easter tour: 

We [OHRFC 1st XV] had played at Chippenham on Good Friday and were 

staying at a hotel in Clifton. It was traditional to stay with one’s hosts after a 

game for a few beers and Harold with his car load did just that at Chippen-

ham before driving on to the hotel in Clifton.  

Disaster! The bar in the hotel was closed when Harold and his car-mates ar-

rived.  This was not in the plan and using skills learned in the army Harold led a 

small force to deal with the problem by forcing locks and obtaining access to 

the bar and the necessary lubrication after a long journey. 

Needless to say the landlord was not best pleased and the club president 
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Poppy Brown and captain Alan Cooper (who was himself guilty of many mis-

adventures connected to appropriation of odd articles after games of rugby) 

had to eat humble pie and take the consequences. I think we all had to con-

tribute to the damage mitigation - it was probably worth it! 

 

We did occasionally meet on the golf course but the one occasion when he invited 

Robin Mathew and myself to play at his course we were rained off and had to retire 

to the bar and just take lunch. A careful exodus was required a couple of bottles lat-

er.  We occasionally met in the world of business - usually at Construction Industry re-

lated dinners or conferences when on our best behaviour.  I remember his smile, his 

enthusiasm and I admired his knowledge/ability in his field – Peter Shiells, ’52 

 

Some words from Richard Fisk 

I much appreciate being included in this advice but don't think I can add anything 

to Peter's knowledge of and regard for Harold.  It is a very long time since I enjoyed 

Harold’s company - he was a far better sportsman than I - but he had time for every-

one.  And, of course, he gave so much of his time and professional skills as a surveyor 

to the OHA in connection with possibilities for the development of the site at Croxley 

Road.  Peter, you will have great difficulty in doing justice to Harold – Richard Fisk, ‘54 

and from Peter Hedges 

I am sorry to hear the sad news of Harold, who was in my form (3L) when I came to 

HABS. We were not particularly friendly, but in 1952 he and I, together with Willy Oe-

ters [later School Captain], cycled to RAF Detling in Kent to obtain our A and B glider 

pilots licence. A considerable number of years later I read an article about him, not 

sure where (Readers Digest?), I think in a military context (Territorial Army?). Long time 

ago – Peter Hedges, ‘54 

John Jeffers writes 

I didn't really know Harold very well but did enjoy one season of School 3rd XI cricket 

with him. He always seemed a very fatherly figure and was always keen to advise 

and help. David Yeadon was skipper of the 3rd's at that time and I know he does 

have the team photograph (1954).    An all-round "good egg" – John Jeffers, ‘54 

A message from David Yeadon 

I was very sorry to hear of the very sad news regarding Harold. Whilst not a personal 

friend and being a year behind him at school one particular story always springs to 

my mind whenever his name is mentioned. He was captain of the schools team at 

the Middlesex public schools 7's in, I believe 1954, when we did particularly well. We 

lost I think in the final but could have been the semi-final. The headmaster Dr Taylor 

stated how very proud of the team he was and what they had achieved for the 

school. He then instructed Couch and his team onto the stage so the whole school 

could show their appreciation - David Yeadon, ‘55 

John Kent recalls 

I am saddened to hear of Harold’s passing. He and I were indeed for a few years 

contemporaries at school, though he was not a particularly close friend, so I cannot 

write too much about him. Harold Couch arrived at the school quite late, into about 

the Fifth Form, perhaps, but I don't know from where. He was a good and keen 

sportsman and I believe I'm right in remembering that he was a Prefect in his final 
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year. When he left school, he did National Service with a commission in the Middle-

sex Regiment. I know this because my basic training was with the Middlesex Regt 

when I did National Service some years later, and he was remembered – John Kent, 

‘55   

Fellow-player Malcolm Tappin 

So sorry to hear that Harold Couch has died. Harold was one year ahead of me at 

school and I played for his A XV for the Old Boys. Always an enthusiast and at one 

time he was pushing Dick Cook for a 1st XV place in the back row. I remember he 

played a real stormer against Barnstable one Easter tour. He felt that problems were 

only hurdles to overcome. Hence when we were locked out of our hotel in Weston-

super-Mere he shinned up a drain pipe got in a window and came down to let the 

rest of us in. Problem solved. 

After his eye injury which curtailed his playing days he took on an important role as a 

contact with the school rugby. He would watch their games and got to know them 

and acted as a conduit to the OH. It was always a pleasure to meet up with him and 

he will be missed – Malcolm Tappin, ‘55 

Michael Bragg’s school memories 

Personal memory is of an exemplary player and captain on the rugby field. And I re-

call his kindness, sympathy and encouragement when Mr Barling gave him the job of 

telling me I had been dropped from the firsts! Unusual in an 18 year old! – Michael 

Bragg, ‘55 

Geoff Strange’s recollections on the wing 

Well Peter, that’s a sad event. Harold was always  a fairly reserved guy who played 

some excellent rugby mainly 1st XV. My only incident with Harold occurred during an 

A XV game at UCS Old Boys ground, Isleworth. Playing on the wing I was finding it dif-

ficult to run round my opposite number who had an excellent defence. After 

‘scorching the mud’ on 5 or 6 occasions there was simply nobody with me to pass 

the ball on to. Harold (Captain for the day) had seen the situation and came over to 

me whispering, ‘Geoff, next run I will be outside you and we should be able to get 

around this chap’. Next run came along with a superb pass as usual from Steven 

Glass, I was away, but the opposing wing was there again. And clamped tight by his 

excellent tackle I remembered Harold’s words !! shifted the ball out to Har-

old……..!!!!!!!!!!!    Where was Harold? Nowhere to be seen, still trundling along in the 

centre of the pitch some 20 or so yards behind. Most embarrassing, of course, as I 

had made a pass on Harold’s presumed instruction. Not a word or apology from Har-

old. Nothing more to be said as Harold to me at least was a man of few words. 

In my absence from Old Boys activities Harold went on to several important functions 

within the Association, all of which I would miss. But he was an inspiring figure never-

theless…the classic deep thinker. His sister Joan was a lovely lady. Mike Bovington’s 

wife of course.  That’s my only memory guys….he was after all some 5 years ahead of 

me at school - Geoff Strange, ‘57  

Some words from Graham Thompson 

Harold Couch was a few years ahead of me at school and I remember him only as a 

Prefect (School Captain?). I never got into enough trouble to warrant his attention 

and keeping at a respectable distance always seemed the best policy.  My sympa-
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thies of course go to his family and those who knew him better – Graham Thompson, 

‘57 

Ian Smart notes Harold’s TA decoration 

Sad news, indeed. Harold left school in 1954, when I was in the 3rd form so our paths 

there crossed most infrequently. We were both members of OHRFC, albeit at vastly 

different levels, but he always came across as a perfect gentleman – never a cross 

word, always encouragement. I noted from the obituary notice in the Daily Tele-

graph that Harold had been awarded the Territorial Efficiency Decoration (TD) which 

was given for a minimum of 12 years’ commissioned service in the Territorial Army. 

Given that my own father held the same decoration, I can vouch for the hard work 

and dedication which Harold would have given. He will be much missed - Ian Smart, 

‘58 

John Egan’s rugby memories 

Harold was captain of the best XV and VII during my years at school and a number 

of his XV/VII made it into OHRFC, notably John Hanson, Nigel Fuller, Terry Robbins, Ray 

Kipps, Tony Pettet and Julian Farrand.  Harold’s playing days were cut short by a 

knee injury, if memory serves.  As a wing forward he did not get many 1st XV opportu-

nities with Dick Cook and Derek Kenward in possession but was, I believe, a fairly reg-

ular A Xv player, although he did have TA duties to perform at weekends. - John 
Egan, '56 

Ian Powell recalls 

So sorry to learn of the passing of Harold, a fellow member of Joblings a 

year or two senior to me.  Condolences to his family and friends.  

He was also the officer in charge of the training company when I joined the 

1st Middlesex Regiment in Cyprus in 1956 after National Service basic 

training. I believe he subsequently organised a rugby match between TA members of 

the Middx and London Scottish Regts. - Ian Powell, '53  

 

OHA work with Harold by Colin Blessley ‘65 

As an adolescent regular at Croxdale Road, in tow to my parents Ken and Gwen, my 

first recollection of Harold was that he and my father seemed to have frequent dis-

cussions on professional matters, both of them being Fellows of the Royal Institution of 

Chartered Surveyors. On occasions, the subject matter would centre on issues relat-

ed to the premises at Borehamwood. 

 

When I started playing for the OHRFC while still at school, Harold would occasionally 

appear as a spectator on the touchline and then be at the bar for a few post-match 

beers. 

 

As my professional career took me to Spain to live and work in May 1973, although 

continuing as an overseas member, this meant that my OH playing days were over 

and contact with fellow members became sporadic. 

 

All this changed in 2012 when, a few years after returning to the UK, I was 

“persuaded” by one Rodney Jakeman to put myself forward as a candidate for the 

Presidency of the Association. 
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As a result my election, one of the more significant roles that befell me was to be-

come a member of the Relocation Sub-Committee, which had been chaired by Har-

old for many years. My induction was akin to a non-swimmer being chucked into the 

deep end – all the other members of this Sub-Committee (and Harold, in particular) 

had been involved in the project for many years, so the learning curve was steep, to 

say the least. That I managed to get up to speed was largely due to Harold’s support 

and guidance. 

 

Harold was an excellent Chairman and had the ability to maintain the focus of our 

discussions on the relevant issues at hand, a quality born of his considerable profes-

sional experience. He also displayed admirable patience, particularly when dealing 

with less intelligent executives of property development companies and, indeed, my-

self. 

 

While the Relocation project itself was – and still is – immensely complex, our meet-

ings were always enjoyable, despite the occasional reverses suffered. 

 

I have very fond memories of Harold collecting me at Gerrards Cross station after a 

long haul from Dulwich and having the opportunity for a quick update during the car 

journey to his lovely house in Fulmer, before being greeted at the door by Dorothy 

and the dogs. 

 

Our deliberations were suitably assisted by the production of some excellent white 

wine on ice from Harold’s cellar, to general appreciation in the dining room at the 

front of his house. 

 

The last time that I saw Harold was at a lunch at the Club House a few weeks before 

lockdown. He was in fine form, displaying his usual mischievous sense of humour. That 

is how I wish to remember him – he will be sorely missed. 

 
Kindly Compiled by Peter JS Vacher ‘55 

John Patrick, who was at Haberdashers from 1939 to 1944, died last Friday (22 May) 

at the age of 93. He had been in a nursing home since August of last year, following 

a stroke and a fall. 

  

Growing up in Harrow, as with so many of his fellows, John cycled to the School at 

Westbere Road. By the time he left School, London had become the target of the 

flying bomb, though John did not remember people being over-worried by them 

(even if one came over while he and his friends were cycling to and from School). In 

his last year at Habs, John took part in fire-watching from the roof of the building, alt-

hough the time of incendiary bombs (to light up the area for further bombing) was 

mostly over. 

  

On leaving school John served in the Royal Navy as a radio mechanic and became 

interested in the wider discipline of electronics. His training on board also provided 

John Patrick (‘44) 

Died 22nd May 2020 
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the skills that formed the basis of a 43-year career at the General Electric Company 

at the Hirst Research Centre in North Wembley, where he rose to be an engineering 

manager. In his early years at the GEC John studied part-time at Chelsea Polytech-

nic and obtained a BSc degree. 

  

John enjoyed a wonderful 64 year marriage with his wife, Mary, who sadly prede-

ceased him by five weeks. Our thoughts are with their son, daughter and their fami-

lies. 

Rev Canon Beaumont L Brandie MBE (‘59) 

Died 19th May 2020 

The Bishop of Chichester Writes: 

Canon Beaumont Lauder Brandie, Fr Beau for short, who 

died on 19 May, aged 79, was an Anglo-Catholic priest, 

loved by many, feared by some, and uniformly respect-

ed. Those who got to know him discovered his sense of 

humour and the generosity of his human qualities. He 

was an outstanding pastor and friend, but his exuberant 

exterior also hid a personal reserve and sensitivity. 

Beau’s defining passion was his commitment to the 

Christian faith as the Church of England had received it 

in its Catholic fulness. This passion also made him an en-

gaging teacher. He not only gave the clear impression 

that he knew what he was talking about: he obviously 

believed it. 

The strength of Beau’s conviction could, at times, be a bit overwhelming. Worship 

and the sacramental system was unquestionably an epiphany of the truth about our 

origin and our destiny. It had to convey both mystery and certainty. 

Beau loved worship. His approach to it was as theatrical as his name. He mastermind-

ed numerous big events. They included the annual National Pilgrimage to Walsing-

ham, and landmark eucharistic celebrations at Wembley and in the London Arena 

and the Albert Hall. 

The preparation and delivery of these events demanded stamina and attention to 

detail. Beau was as tough on himself as he was on his loyal team. But only he got to 

wear the succession of uniforms that marked him as a priestly Master of Ceremonies, 

the recipient of various decorations, from both Church and State, for distinguished 

service, and as the Captain directing operations through his walkie-talkie. 

The sort of instructions we overheard were direct and memorable. “Beau to altar, 

Beau to altar: stop faffing. Cense and go! Now! Over.” 

For generations of Sea Cadets from Brighton, Fr Brandie was most certainly their cap-

tain. He was also a father figure who understood the fragility and complexity of life 

for young people who lived in unglamorous neighbourhoods. 

As a young Priest Administrator at Walsingham, I had to step up to working with Beau 
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each year at the National Pilgrimage. I also became familiar with receiving his regu-

lar requests for prayers to be said at the Shrine. 

These requests revealed the desperate circumstances that are so often faced by 

young people in areas of multiple deprivation. 

Any request from Beau indicated how well he knew the people involved. He had a 

merciful heart for “idiots” who got into trouble, not always of their own making. He 

was certain that Mary, Our Lady of Walsingham, would understand broken-hearted 

youngsters, their siblings, biological and non-biological parents and carers, and that 

she would intercede for them, as a mother, with Jesus. 

Beaumont Brandie, as his own mother always called him, was an only child, born in 

London in 1940. His father, a quiet man, was a senior officer in the London Fire Bri-

gade. Beau’s mother was the powerful figure in the household, once described as a 

bit of a Hyacinth Bucket. 

Beau gained a place at Haberdashers Aske’s School, and then read theology at 

King’s College, London, under the suave tutelage of Sydney Evans. He spent a year 

at St Boniface’s, Warminster, preparing for ordination. 

Beau was ordained in 1965, serving his title at St Augustine’s, Whitton, in the diocese 

of London. A second curacy followed, at St Wilfrid’s, Portsea. In 1977, the then Bishop 

of Chichester, Eric Kemp, appointed him as Team Rector of the Resurrection, Bright-

on. It comprised six churches and a church primary school. Beau resisted later plans 

for pastoral reorganisation and remained there until retirement in 2010. 

In this demanding parish, Beau established a rigorous discipline of prayer, in the daily 

Office and mass. Curates were drilled in the priestly duties. Baptisms, weddings, and 

funerals were conducted. God was worshipped with gusto and splendour. 

Within the diocese, Beau was well known as a person of strong convictions. Bishop 

Kemp valued him as a competent, hard-working priest and as an ally in withstanding 

the ordination of women. 

Beau made an important contribution to the administrative Chapter of the cathe-

dral. He was also an outstanding supporter of his own parochial school and of the 

part that the Church has to play in education, serving for many years on the Dioce-

san Board of Education. 

Beau exemplified confidence in the priestly vocation and ministry of his time. What 

constitutes best pastoral practice today is dramatically different from 50 years ago. 

As a realist, he understood that. He also urged that change should not be an excuse 

for neglect of attention to the primary demands of prayer, worship, and professional 

priestly skill. 

The consultant who told Beau that he only had months to live was amazed by his 

calm response. But as a priest, he explained to his doctor, “If I can’t cope with that 

after all this time, something’s gone wrong with the system.” 

But nothing had gone wrong. Beau prepared to die as he had lived: with disciplined 

faith in the triune God he had long served, and with a deep love for the Mother of 

God incarnate, Jesus Christ. 

485 

Thank to The Church Times for this Obituary. 
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Margaret Flashman (Staff) 

Died 8th May 2020 

Margaret, the wife of Basil Flashman, the 

much respected and fondly remembered 

Headmaster of the Habs’ Prep. School, 

passed away on 8 May 2020. She was 91 

years old. 

  

Having spent the War years as pupil at the 

Haberdashers’ Aske’s School for Girls, Mar-

garet re-joined the School at Acton in 

1968 proving to be a popular and inspira-

tional teacher of Domestic Science, as 

well as an appreciated and approacha-

ble colleague. For a number of years, she 

also taught the joint Boys’ and Girls’ 

Schools Sixth Form General Studies (now 

termed `Enhancement & Enrichment’) Do-

mestic Science course. After twenty years sterling service to the Girls School, Marga-

ret retired in 1988.  

  

Basil, meanwhile, had been made Headmaster of the Boys’ Prep. School in 1966 

and, as the Head’s wife, Margaret was in her element. She maintained a great en-

thusiasm for meeting people, hosting School occasions and making new Prep. par-

ents feel welcome via newly initiated cheese and wine parties and coffee mornings 

with mothers – all vital to the building of the Prep School’s reputation as a caring and 

sociable institution.  Margaret was a wonderful ambassadress for the School and was 

known as such throughout the Habs community. Such was the affection for the Flash-

mans that when Basil retired in 1989 the Prep. parents gave them a superb evening 

reception, which they were driven to and from in a specially provided Rolls Royce. 

  

Basil died in March 2014. Margaret is survived by her son David and daughter Ger-

aldine (both of whom were educated at Elstree) and ten grandchildren. 

Graham B Jones (‘50) 

Died 5th May 2020 
Graham joined Habs in 1943 – the start of a life long friendship with Alistair Dickson 

and Dan Lundie. 

 

Sport played a large part in his school life where he boxed, played rugby and was 

an Army Cadet, but cricket – he was a quick bowler- was always his delight, both at 

school and in later life. He started the West Country Cricket Tours whilst he playing for 

OHCC. 

 

Graham left school in 1950 to do National Service which took him to Korea and Ger-

many then, upon returning, took up his place at St Catherine’s College Cambridge 
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to read Mathematics. He also met his wife Mary at 

Homerton College and they married in 1956. 

 

Graham worked for ICI Paints in Slough for some years 

before he decided to teach Maths and, living in Bea-

consfield, taught first at High Wycombe Technical 

College and then at Sir William Borlases’s Grammar 

School in Marlow. Elstree cricket was a feature during 

these years! 

 

In 1966 the family moved to Rousdon in Devon in or-

der for Graham to work at Allhallows School where he 

was Head of maths and cricket. He became a House-

master, ran Ten Tors Teams and was involved in the 

CCF. Upon “retirement” he taught for 5 years at Exe-

ter School. Whilst he was Head of School, he was 

“bound” apprentice to Haberdasher Colonel Bull, the 

Chair of Governors and, having served his appren-

ticeship, became a Liveryman of the Haberdashers 

Company. 

 

Graham is survived by his wife Mary, his four children 

and eight much loved grandchildren. 

David Gadbury (‘59) 

Died 26th April 2020 

A second generation pupil at Haberdash-

ers, David died aged 78 on 26th April 2020 

as a result of extensive injuries in a road 

accident whilst cycling near his home. 

  

He pursued a career in finance in Local 

Government and later with Southern Wa-

ter at the time of its privatisation and on its 

takeover by Scottish Power. After retire-

ment he advised Royal National Institute 

of the Blind. With his interests in languages, 

history, reading, gardening, tennis, foot-

ball, cycling and a passion for American 

blues music he lived an active life up to his 

death. 

  

He leaves his wife Brenda and daughter Helen. 
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Firstly, I would like to thank everyone who has shown the family, myself, Jenny his 

daughter, Tim his son and Maggie, his partner of over 30 years, such tremendous sup-

port and for all the kind words that have been expressed following such a harsh and 

unexpected event. It has been a source of great comfort during this brutal time to 

know the high regard in which he is held. 

 

This should have been the date of the Annual OHA Dinner and it reminded me of a 

number of past occasions. Over fifty years ago, our father, Terry, was President of the 

OHA. I was still at school and this was the first time that I had been to the Haberdash-

ers Hall then in Gresham Street. Tony had moved to Staffordshire and he arranged to 

come down by train. It was January and we had a significant snowfall, which meant 

that Tony was severely delayed. He may or may not have actually made the dinner, 

but I certainly remember him afterwards being at the Pub in Goswell Road and slid-

ing along the street! 

 

Ten years later in 1978, we attended with our father for the last time. Dad was not 

very well and Tony took him home immediately after the end of the dinner. He then 

drove back into town and we met up to continue having a good time. 

 

Tony always loved a good time…… 

 

When Tony was President in 1991, to my regret, I was unable to attend the dinner, but 

Tony has been a regular attendee and in recent years Maggie has accompanied 

him. He established a routine for the evenings. Meet in his favourite local Pub, The 

Swan, in Bushey for a quick sharpener and then he would organise a car or minibus 

into the City. Many friends have joined him on these occasions and it was a source of 

great pride to him. There are a lot of tales that could be told of the OHA dinner eve-

nings - but not tonight. 

Tony was a committed Old Haberdasher. He did not make an academic mark at the 

school, but the values that he learnt and held dear shone through. Loyalty and com-

mitment were at the forefront of whatever he did especially with his connection to 

the Old Boys Lodge and of course his passion for the OHRFC. 
 

There is an African saying that I would like to share with you. “No man or woman real-

ly dies until everyone who knew, or knew of them has stopped speaking about and 

remembering them” 
 

Two Old Haberdashers, Simon Gelber and my Brother, Tony, will be with us for a 

very long time.  

 

Please raise your glasses to toast them both. 

MEMORIES 
Tony Alexander (‘62) 

Tony’s brother Nigel’s words given at 

OHA Zoom meeting 28th May 2020 
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As most of us know, a few weeks ago John Carleton died in his early 80’s after teach-

ing at Haberdashers’ from the 1950’s to the 1990’s. I have been asked to pay a trib-

ute to him as a one of his former colleagues, albeit only from 1973. It is a privilege to 

be able to do so. 
 

Each of us will probably remember John in a different way, a way appropriate to the 

several roles that he played in the school; teacher, disciplinarian, colleague.  
 

Many of the pupils to whom John taught chemistry in the early years of his career, 

some of whom are now world-renowned scientists, professors and Fellows of the Roy-

al Society, remember him as a brilliant and inspiring teacher. Here are a few testimo-

nies, written before his death. 
 

Prof. Tim Mitchison, FRS, Harvard Medical School, “A truly outstanding teacher. I 

teach a fair bit at Harvard these days but I’ll never fill his shoes.” 
 

Prof. Peter Parham, FRS, Stanford University, “In the Sixth Form he was like a colleague 

to his A-level classes.” 
 

Prof. Morgan Sheng, FRS, Vice-President Genentech Corporation, California, “I have 

fond memories of Mr. Carleton for turning me on to science.” 
 

Prof. Robert Lamb, North Western University, Illinois, “Mr. Carleton’s teaching was like 

magic.”   
 

As John’s career developed he rose from chemistry teacher to head of science and 

then became second master in charge of school discipline. There was an aura 

about him, perhaps connected with his neatness, precision and tidiness, which creat-

ed an indefinable sense, not exactly of menace, but of something, a mysterious 

something, that put apprehension into the heart of the most confident and self-

regarding Haberdashers’ pupils, yet behind that persona he was a kind and fair man.  

As a colleague John was not always easy to get to know. He was a quiet, reserved 

and shy, but he was also considerate, perceptive and understanding. He was a man 

of integrity, always honest and straightforward, giving his views clearly and succinct-

ly, whether to his juniors, to successive headmasters or to parents and governors. He 

did not baulk at a challenge.  
 

John had high standards and was a master of organizational detail. If he said he 

would do something he did it, when he said and how he said. In a school with about 

a hundred teachers and over a thousand pupils, and a complicated routine, his 

sense of duty and reliability played a key part in ensuring that the school was well-run 

over so many years.    
 

I shall remember John as a great school master. He spent all his professional life and 

almost all his actual life at Haberdashers’. He deserves our profound thanks for that. I 

salute his memory. 

John Carleton (Staff) 

Dr John Wigley’s words given at OHA 

Zoom meeting 28th May 2020 
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Anyone who played with or against Simon in his long OHCC career will have memo-

ries of the way he played; quite brisk (but not really fast) bowling in his early days but 

often with swing or movement of the pitch, obdurate left handed batting sometimes 

with bat and pad close together, and reliable close fielding. He was a good catcher 

of the ball (at least when I played with him) but not necessarily the fastest mover in 

the outfield. 

 

There was one particular game which stands out, if only for one ball. I think it must 

have been a Bank Holiday Monday in the early 1970s when we managed to secure 

a game against Hampstead CC, at their ground in West Hampstead. I don’t know 

quite why we (or they) made this fixture as OHCC in those days, although of a rea-

sonably decent standard, were not on the same planet as the big clubs like Hamp-

stead, Brondesbury or Ealing for example. 

 

Nevertheless we duly arrived for an 11.00 start, lost the toss and were invited to field 

on a scorching hot day and perfect wicket. Out we shambled, followed by the 

home opening batsmen – an older chap who clearly was a stalwart of the team and 

a young lad (maybe just left school, or at university) who certainly looked the part. 

 

Simon opened the bowling. First ball, average pace, decent length but a little out-

side the off stump – not so much the corridor of uncertainty, more the hallway of 

‘please whack me’. I was at first slip, and all I can remember is that the innocuous 

looking delivery made its way down the pitch and suddenly started to swing in. It 

never did stop swinging until it took the top of leg stump, and posh young lad retreat-

ed crestfallen. 

 

That was the perfect ball and, needless to say we didn’t produce any more of those 

all day. Hampstead amassed a very large total for very few wickets, and we were 

duly thrashed – but we (and Simon) did at least start on top. 

 

Simon was also a most gregarious chap, particularly good with small children. A 

great cook, of course, who loved his food and drink. He was responsible for introduc-

ing my 3 then-small sons to the delights of fresh seafood, for which much thanks. 

Many of us will remember fondly going back to his mother’s apartment in Hamp-

stead (much too grand to be a mere ‘flat’ and, besides, I think she owned the entire 

block). I suspect there were often gentle card games of one sort or another, but the 

crowning glory of the occasion was always the bacon sandwiches beautifully served 

by SHG, Never forgotten. 

 

A sad loss to OHCC and the OHA in particular but also to the wider game of cricket. 

Simon Gelber (‘73) 

Ian Smart (‘58) talks of Simon & the OHCC 
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CLUBS AND SOCIETIES 
Rugby 

For those that attended the Socially Spaced Summer Social will know how successful 

an event it was and great to see all of you there - but for those who were unable to 

join us hopefully the recap below will do it justice.  

 

With competitive rugby suspended until October at the earliest the Summer Social 

offered a great op-

portunity to get the 

Habs’ Community 

together to reflect 

on a successful - al-

beit curtailed - sea-

son and look for-

ward to the next 

time we can step on 

to a pitch together 

whenever that may 

be. It was a interest-

ing mix of re-working 

the normal end of 

season dinner with a 

+1 friendly event 

(this year’s naked 

race is postponed 

indefinitely).  

 

 

Huge shout out 

to Moony for 

masterminding 

the operation 

and for Taj pull-

ing strings be-

h i n d  t h e 

scenes.  Moony 

had managed 

to secure a 

marquee for 

shelter in the 

event of thun-

derstorms. But it 

turned out to 

be more im-
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portant for providing shade with murmurs of “it’s possibly too hot” making the rounds 

and no amount of Clarky’s novelty Methuselah of “Prosecco” could cool down. 

Great spread provided by Hansons catering who were able to provide this following 

all government guidelines & Pauline ensured the drinks were kept flowing with a one-

way system and distanced queuing.  

 

Monkey re-affirmed his position as favourite for Poet Laureate with his always excel-

lent Toasts to the season & Ian Sanderson confirmed that there is hope for democra-

cy yet with not a single dubious winner amongst this year’s award winners. This was 

also an opportunity to announce the appointment of Simon Miller as Director Of Rug-

by who has been diligently whipping the committee into shape with preparations for 

building on the already successful brand of rugby and unique club culture that Old 

Habs offers.  

 

It was also an opportunity to sign off on a very successful 2 years under Jonny Whit-

tle’s captaincy, who also picked up the John Stagg Shield for outstanding contribu-

tion to the club, with a lingering sense of who knows how it could have ended & also 

recognition of the great job that Carl has achieved with the 2s whilst “rebuilding from 

the Coley years”.  There is also recognition for the 100 cappers Ian Mcghee, Jonny 

Whittle and special recognition for Nigel Alexander who has turned out for Old Hab-

erdashers across seven decades – we are looking forward to number eight! 

 

Finally on to the all important announcement on this year’s award winners which are 

as follows and follow us on Instagram at oldhabsrfc for more pictures from the day.  

 
Award winners: 

 

Supporters player of the year - James Clark  

Man of steel - Jonny Gatus  

Newcomer - Harvey Taylor 

2nd XV forward - Sean Curry 

2xv back - Gareth Jones 

1st Xv forward - Jay RT 

1st xv back - Conor Michaels 

1st XV player of the year - Harry Briffitt 

 
Special Awards: 

 

Ian McGhee - 100 games 

Jonny Whittle - 100 games, 1st XV Captain 2018-20 

Carl Stevenson - 2XV Captain 2018-20 

Nigel Alexander - OH Legend across 7 decades 

John Stagg Shield - Jonny Whittle 

Seb Taylor Award (Captain’s Player of Season) - Monkey 

 
Thomas Arnott OHRFC 

OHFC’s 

New kit 
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Cricket 

Following the opening win versus Leverstock Green, the 1st XI’s season has stuttered 

with a couple of fixtures affected by the poor weather and two defeats in between. 

In the second weekend of the revised 2020 league season, the 1st XI welcomed Wat-

ford Town II to Croxdale Road. OH were in a strong position, having bowled Watford 

Town out for 142 before the rain intervened and the match was abandoned.  

The following week, OH struggled batting first at home and fell to a disappointing 120 

all out versus Cheshunt Rosedale, eventually losing by 4 wickets.   

The next weekend saw one of the hottest days in memory and all were glad when 

OH won the toss and elected to bat against Old Finchleians. Despite a good plat-

form of 85-3 being set, the late assault never materialised as some disciplined bowl-

ing, a slow outfield and the tiring heat affected the batsmen and OH ended about 

20 runs short of where they would have hoped, posting 156-6 after their allocated 45 

overs. Despite some good individual performances with the ball, by Hasit Mehta and 

James Benson in particular, Old Finchleians were always ahead of the required rate 

and reached their target with 3 wickets and 6 overs to spare.  

Despite being on the wrong end of results, the 1st XI continue to learn and develop, 

which we hope will put them in good stead for when the league returns in its normal 

guise next year.  

This season’s goal for the 2nd XI is all about finding the right combinations in the 

team and justifying our promotion to division 10A with some strong performances. Af-

ter the opening day defeat to Bamville, the 2nd XI have bounced back strongly. OH 

started strongly against Pinner 2nds, who seem to be the team to beat in division 

10A, but the game was unfortunately rained off. OH then convincingly beat Letch-
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worth 4ths away and Northwood 3rds at home with some stellar performances from 

Zain Hemani (a current Year 9 school boy) and Shayantan Chowdary, respectively.  

There have also been well-contested but close losses for OH in Sunday friendly fixtures 

away to South Loughton and away to Little Berkhamsted Sahibs. These friendlies give 

an opportunity to players looking to come into the Saturday teams and to new play-

ers at the club. Notable performances have come from Luke Tullo and Stuart Haring 

with the bat.   

Wednesday T20 fixtures have also continued with great attendance from the current 

school boys and recent leavers, with some help from OH and our friends Belmont and 

Edgware. OH have had 5 current school boys represent OH at our games this year, so 

it’s safe to say the cricket club is building solid foundations for the future.  

The Rifle Club normally shoots from March to October with the main event being the 

Schools Veterans Match which has been cancelled this year along with much of the 

annual programme.  Full-bore rifle shooting has now resumed in a limited way and the 

British Championships normally held in July will take place between the August bank 

holiday and September 19th in separate blocks  Meanwhile, some normality has re-

turned with the OH Rifle Club being able to book electronic targets on a roughly 

monthly basis. 

 

Our first practice 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 allow six people to 

share a 2-hour time slot because of social distancing rules.  For our next two shoots (on 

19th June and Sunday 18th August) we booked two targets and filled 

them! Unfortunately, because of social distancing rules no direct one-on-one coach-

ing is allowed, so we cannot hold an open shoot for inexperienced shooters. 

 

This Sunday’s shoot was a particular success; because we laid on a (socially dis-

tanced) curry lunch at the Winney caravan and invited a number of people who 

hadn’t been to Bisley for some time – particularly Sylvia Morris and Lyn Amstein and 

her younger daughter Laura.  This proved such a success that we are going to have 

to have a repeat!  By a quirk of timing our next event is the club championship 

booked for Sunday 20th September and the Queen’s Prize Final is on that Saturday! 

 

I attach some photographs – you will notice that we could not take a group photo of 

everybody and the secretary (Peter Winney) doesn’t appear in any of them, because 

he was wielding the camera.  In all there were 18 participants from as far apart as 

Bath, Stoke on Trent, Rutland and Eastbourne. 

 

We were particularly fortunate with the timing, as the rain started just as we finished 

shooting and had taken down the gazebos! 

Rifle Shooting 
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Our excuse for being there – Bill 

Hinton using an electronic tar-

get at 900 yards.  

Laura and Lyn Amstein and 

the Winneys  

Richard Hutchings and David 

Raeburn  

Charlie & Linda Freeman 

+ Amsteins  

Tony Dawson and 

Kerry  John Valentine  

Football and Golf 

Football: Old Habs Football Club will be kicking off the 2020/21 season on 5 Septem-

ber.  The team are pushing for promotion back in to Division 4 of the Arthurian 

League, but will have to get past the likes of Old Merchant Taylors, St Albans and 

Westminster. As ever, OHFC are keen for new recruits, so please get in contact with 

Joe Stolerman at OHFCfixtures@gmail.com or joseph.stolerman@gmail.com if you are 

keen. 
 

Golf:  Please contact robert.clarke@xerox.com 

mailto:OHFCfixtures@gmail.com
mailto:joseph.stolerman@gmail.com
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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 


