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Foreword 
President Colin Blessley 

 

These last 14 months have been one of the strangest times that any of us have experi-

enced in living memory. The degree to which everyday activities have been impossi-

ble to carry on as a result of the successive lockdowns since 23rd March last year has 

never been experienced before, not even during times of global conflict. 
 

The activities of the Association and its sporting affiliates have all been significantly 

impacted – the complete loss of a full rugby season, a short respite for the cricketers 

during the summer, only a few football matches, no golf or shooting and virtually no 

social events. The only notable exception was the OHRFC Summer Social on 8th Au-

gust last year, which was a resounding success, with a fantastic barbecue and social-

ly-distanced bar service through the clubhouse window and extension door, all 

bathed in glorious sunshine.  
 

All this has meant that, since late March 2020, with the one exception just mentioned, 

no revenues have been generated to fund the mostly fixed running costs of the prop-

erty at Croxdale Road. We have, nonetheless, been fortunate in benefitting from 

Central Government grants for the hospitality, sports and leisure sectors, which have 

helped to minimise the negative financial impact of the lockdowns. 
 

However, it would appear that, barring any major setbacks, we are heading towards 

a cautious and gradual relaxation of the restrictions, which should mean that we can 

re-commence our sports and social programmes. The cricketers have now finalised 

their fixture list for the upcoming season and our other clubs are working on their re-

starts. 
 

The first social event in the calendar is the Clubhouse Lunch (aka “Old Lags”), which is 

scheduled for 22nd June, the day after it is currently foreseen that the country will be 

open for business, albeit with some ongoing precautions yet to be specified. It will be 

great to be back in the clubhouse and enjoy the results of Pauline’s culinary skills, as 

well as a proper pint or two. So, fingers crossed…. 
 

It is, therefore, very appropriate that this edition of OH Notes has a focus on sports. Let 

us hope this is a good omen for our clubs, who, before lockdown, had achieved un-

precedented levels of success in their respective competitions.  
 

It is with great sadness that, since the last edition of this publication, we have to report 

the loss of two of our Past-Presidents – Donald Wells ((1966-1967) and Mike Bovington 

(1993-1994). Until his passing, Donald was the oldest surviving Past-President and it is 

doubly sad that we since learned that his widow, Scottie, also died recently. They 

and Mike were regular attendees at events at Croxdale Road and they will be sorely 

missed. 
 

To conclude, let’s hope that the oncoming of summer will bring brighter weather and 

enable us to enjoy sunnier times and put the trials and tribulations of the last 14 

months behind us. Stay well and stay safe.   
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“It is a breeding ground for comedians” is a quote now 

often used to describe the School, but it has also had its 

fair share of sportsmen too. 
 

This issue of OH Notes has a definite sports bent and in-

cludes excellent articles written by some OH Sporting 

Greats as well as a look at the history of OHRFC. 
 

This term at Habs has finally welcomed back inter-school 

sporting competition and there is a definite feel that life is 

slowly returning to some form of normality. There is even 

to be an OHCC versus Habs Dads fixture in the coming 

weeks, at Croxdale Road and, who knows, perhaps Pauline will be able to open 

the bar there again to us all in the very near future. 
 

In the meanwhile I really would welcome your comments, articles, advertisements 

or photographs for the next issue which, all being well, will appear late August or 

early September.  Please email admin@oldhabs.com 

Editorial 
Richard Carlowe 

Births, Marriages & 

Deaths 
The OHA is sorry to announce that the following Old Haberdashers’ have passed 

away since our Last Edition: 

Roger Lyle (1955) (Former OHA Secretary). Died April 2021 

Jack Hurst (Staff). Died 26th March 2021 

Simon Wayne (2000). Died 18th August 2020. 

 Roy Lidington (1945). Died 15th March 2021 

Peter Cook (1970) . Died 15th February 2021 

 Brian Binding (1943) Died January 2021 

Bernard Dawkins (1943). Died 21st January 2021 

Michael John Bovington (1951) OHA Past President. Died 17th January 2021 

Abhishek Banerjee-Shukla (2007). Died 14th January 2021 

Donald W Wells (1948) OHA Past President. Died 13th January 2021 

Nicholas Britton (1972). Died December 2020 

John Lidington (1948). Died 12th December 2020 

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

 

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

 
 

 

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

admin@oldhabs.com 
www.oldhabs.com 
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Running and racing at international level certainly gave me the challenges and ex-

citement which a 'normal' life cannot match. I miss it! 

 

Being part of the British athletics scene in the 1970's and 1980's was absolutely bril-

liant.  This was the era of Dave Bedford and Brendan Foster, and then Coe, Ovett, 

Cram, and Moorcroft.  World records were being broken with amazing regularity - of-

ten by Brits.  From the moment Bedford broke the 10,000m world record at a fairly de-

serted Crystal Palace one Friday night in 1973, things took off.  A new stand was built 

at Crystal Palace, transforming it into a proper stadium.  Foster did the same thing at 

Gateshead, setting a world record for 2 miles on his home track.  The crowds were 

back, with promoters at classic venues like Oslo, Stockholm, Helsinki, Zurich and Brus-

sels trying to out-do each other, putting on amazing feasts of record-breaking athlet-

ics.  The 'head promoter' who seemed to be in control of who ran where, and against 

whom, was London police sergeant Andy Norman, who made sure Crystal Palace 

got a slice of the action too.   Not only would the British and European stars be com-

peting at these meets - the 'travelling circus' would also include John Walker and Rod 

Dixon from New Zealand, Steve Scott and Sydney Maree from America, and Africans 

Filbert Bayi, Mike Boit and Henry Rono.  The atmosphere of excitement and expecta-

tion was infectious, and we all benefitted from being part of this scene, meeting and 

competing against many of the best runners in the world. 

 

As far as my own career was concerned, yes I did get to compete for England and 

GB, at Cross-Country and on the track.  Looking back now, it was quite a ride, with 

lots of travel, friendships, and perhaps a few decent achievements along the way - 

although these were unfortunately outnumbered by numerous 'near-misses'!  Worst 

thing was I didn't quite make it to the Olympics.  I set University and RAF records, and 

was privileged to represent my country many times, but failing to make the Olympics 

has rankled all my life since.  I won the English National Cross-Country title in 1981, by 

the biggest ever winning margin (nearly 2 minutes), and came 4th in the World 

Champs that year.  I was British and AAA National Champion at 10,000m in 1982 and 

came within 1 second of the British 5,000m record, and within 4 seconds of the 

10,000m record, held at the time by Brendan Foster and Dave Bedford.  So near - and 

yet so far!!  

 

Whilst at Oxford I gained my Blue, and competed at 5,000m in the World Student 

Games in Moscow (1973) and Rome (1975), finishing 4th and 3rd respectively.  Later, 

in 1982, after years of failing to get selected for major Games, I ran the 10,000m in the 

European Championships in Athens (finishing 5th) and Commonwealth Games in Bris-

 

Habs Sporting Icons 

Julian Goater (‘71) 

UK Long Distance Athlete 
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bane (picking up the bronze medal).  In 1983 I made the final of the 5000m in the first 

World Athletics Championships in Helsinki. And over the years I competed five times 

in World Cross-Country Championships, in Limerick, Madrid, Rome, New York and Lis-

bon.  As a veteran I turned more towards the new sports of Triathlon and Duathlon 

(run/bike/run), and for what it's worth, twice became 'world age-group duathlon 

champion'!  Since then I've concentrated more on coaching and biking, and have 

even written a book - 'The Art of Running Faster'. 

 

Fantastic I hear you say!  It could 

have been better, but yes, it was 

pretty good.  But where did it all 

start? 

 

Why, at Haberdashers' of 

course!  From a very early age, Habs 

provided me with the ideal opportu-

nities and encouragement, 

which gave me the motivation to set 

out on what became a mission to 

run. Fast!  As fast as I possibly 

could!!  It was such a wonderful and 

exhilarating feeling, and being part 

of the very successful Haberdashers' 

cross-country teams, where we 

scooped up numerous trophies and 

medals and were unbeaten for 2 

years, simply added to my motiva-

tion.  Believe it or not, the fact that 

my Dad was the master i/c cross-

country at school had absolutely 

nothing to do with this!  He encour-

aged me of course, and naturally 

took pleasure in my success, but he 

never pressurised me into running.  Nor gave me any special rewards for doing 

well!  He would treat all members of the team equally, and impress on all of us that 

we dressed, acted and performed as a team.  When he got a car and learned to 

drive (with the benefit of several lessons from staff colleagues Doug Yeabsley and 

Dave Wrench), I was able to run to school sometimes (instead of cycle) as he could 

take my clothes and books.  I remember occasionally being asked by incredulous 

boys at school  'Poor you, does he make you run to school?'. 'Absolutely not', I re-

plied, amazed that they might have thought he did.  

 

I have no idea why, right from the start, I found running easy.  Genes?  Both 

my parents could run, and my Dad had been a respectable half-miler, with a fear-

some sprint finish (he says!).  But he wasn't really a distance runner, and much to his 

disappointment - and certainly mine! - I didn't inherit his ability to sprint, so perhaps 

genes aren't the explanation.  Lifestyle?  Perhaps - we had no car or TV, and so 

walked or cycled everywhere, and were always playing games of football and crick-

et outside. Diet?  WeIl it wasn't quite the wartime diet, but rationing had only recently 

stopped, and we still had our daily allowance of orange juice and cod liver oil to 

take.  Not forgetting the free school milk!  All very healthy.  We certainly weren't likely 

UK Cross Country Championship Start 

1981 
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to get fat, let alone obese!! 

 

Whatever the reasons for my running talent, I was always mentally extremely com-

petitive.  It wasn't quite the end of the world for me if I lost - but I would try my 

damndest not to lose, and would enjoy the battle.  It wasn't that I enjoyed pain - it 

was simply that I didn't find running painful!  But I did enjoy that winning feeling - 

team or individual, or preferably both!   

  

I clearly remember my first House Race at the Prep School in Flower Lane, aged 8, 

finishing 4th against the older boys.  And a year or two later, now at Elstree, Mr Flash-

man, running with us, jokingly pulling me back by my T shirt because he couldn't 

keep up!   On wet weather Games afternoons it was always a pleasure to be sent 

out for a cross-country run when rugby had been cancelled - get round quickly and 

you could then go home early! 

 

I certainly didn't start doing any real running training until 3rd or 4th form.  For me, our 

lunchtime games of playground football were far more important than running in 

those early days - they were actually much more important than school lessons as 

well!  These games were very competitive and we would often go back to the first 

lesson after lunch soaked in sweat!  A normal daily routine would be: cycle to school, 

play football before school, play football at mid-morning break, play the main game 

of football at lunch time, cycle home after school.  Games and PE lessons would be 

fitted in too. I didn't have much time - or energy - for any extra training! 

 

Gradually however, 

with more success-

es, running did start 

to take on a great-

er importance.  We 

built a superb cross-

country team and 

had a full calendar 

of races in both Au-

tumn and Spring 

terms.  Such was 

the standard, all of 

our first team would 

regularly gain se-

lection for Hertford-

shire, to take part in 

the All-England 

Schools Champion-

ships.  The majority 

of our school races 

were relay events with teams of 4, or more usually 6 runners, which were brilliant for 

team building, and offered the added spice of having to tactically select which run-

ner should run which leg.  These relay events captured the excitement of running for 

a team, and my Dad's mantra of 'Every Second Counts', which he often bellowed 

while we were racing, inspired us all to produce performances which we might never 

have dreamt possible! 

 

Our home event was the Goater Cup, which attracted all the best local schools - 

1970 Cross 

Country 

Team. 

Rear:  A Nash, 

Goater, 

Tanswell 

Front: Brown, 

Pinder, Clark-

Lowes 
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and King Henry 8th GS, Coventry, such was the rivalry between the schools (and the 

Masters i/c !!).  Whatever order we ran in, team captain Ben Brown would always run 

the last (glory) leg.  By that stage he only occasionally had any teams in front of him 

to overhaul, but he always delivered the goods!  And whenever there were cups 

and medals to be collected, they would be presented to us at morning assembly by 

Headmaster Tom Taylor.  This certainly put cross-country running on the map, and 

made it a popular sport within the school.   

Of course this recognition motivated us all still further. A particular highlight was when 

Habs won 2 races on the same 

day!  Having won the John Lyon 

Schools Relay in the morning, we 

went straight on to Cranford and won 

the Thames Valley Harriers Schools 

race in the afternoon.  The Head's 

desk was overflowing with silverware 

on the following Monday morning! He 

loved it & the school did too! 

 

Our training at school wasn't just a 

case of going out for a jog; under my 

Dad's supervision we would often do 

some quite intense sessions, on hills, 

plough, and on circuits in the school 

grounds. But also by now I was in the 

lower 6th, and following a training 

schedule set by my club coach Bob 

Parker.  One session I remember doing 

regularly after school was 5 times the 

length of Dagger Lane (about 1 mile), 

with 3 minutes rest at each end.  I think I would have run to school in the morning as 

well!  This sort of training transformed my performances.  Before I met Bob I used to 

average about 15 miles per week, maximum 20.  My first season with Bob in the sum-

mer of 1969, following a 40 miles per week schedule, led to me reducing my time for 

1 mile from 4.45 to 4.20 - a great improvement, but still not good enough to make the 

final of the English Schools.  But the following year, now averaging close to 70 miles 

per week, I was winning the English Schools 5000m,and even setting a world age 17 

record for 3000m. 

 

So 1970 was a breakthrough year for me - but the next 10 years would be a recurring 

case of two steps forward, one step back, due to injuries, illnesses and constant con-

flict, first with my tutors at Oxford, and then throughout my RAF career, with bosses 

and RAF team managers.  I got my GB vest in 1973, and set personal best times in 

1977 and 1980, but still didn't make the Games.  1981 was the real breakthrough year 

for me, and it's hard to explain why, as it was the most stressful and unpleasant time 

at work.  Perhaps that helped - it was such a pleasure to get out and run, fuelled by 

my undeniable anger!  If you're interested, there's more about this in the book! 

 

At any rate, I failed again to make the Olympics in 1984, by which time I was 31 and 

getting past my best.  But looking back on my career as a whole, there were few 

better times, or happier memories, than those halcyon days at Haberdashers', where 

it all started, and for which I am eternally grateful. 

1970 Goater 

Cup Win 



 11 

 

Full 1970 Cross Country Squad including Barry Goater and 

Mike Palmer  (Men’s 3,000m Steeplechase Runner in 1960 

Olympics) 

Julian winning the 1981  

National Cross Country 

Championship 
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Habs Sporting Icons 

Benedict Bermange (‘93) 

Cricket Statistician 

The story goes back to 1984.  My father had always been a cricket fan.  When he 

was at Haberdashers’ he once took a hat-trick with his off-breaks and he used to 

make regular trips to Lord’s to see Denis Compton and Bill Edrich score runs by the 

bucketful.  He thought that at the age of 9 I was old enough to be taken along to 

watch Middlesex play at the ‘Home of Cricket’ and so it proved.  Those were the 

days of the Sunday League – 40-overs a side from 2pm until 7pm and on that occa-

sion Hampshire were the opposition. 

 

We took our seats in the old Grand Stand and I was hooked.  Dad taught me how to 

score – as he used to - and I still have my pencil markings from that day showing that 

Clive Radley scored 62 and was named ‘player of the match’. 

 

That summer was dominated by the all-conquering West Indies team who defeated 

England 5-0 in their Test series, but better was to follow that winter when England won 

their Test series in India by two matches to one.  I would always be a few minutes late 

for Period 3 as our morning break ran from 10:35 until the top of the hour, and play 

would finish for the day at the same time, which meant a quick removal of my ear-

piece with which I had been listening to Test Match Special during the break. 

 

When I was in P8 in the final year of the Prep, Mr Chalk appointed me ‘scorer’ for 

each of our school’s first three matches of the season, which ensured a neat score-

book, if slight frustration.  Fortunately, further up the school, other teachers had more 

faith in my medium-paced offerings, and after taking two wickets in my first four de-

liveries for the school, I appeared more regularly in later years. 

 

In the 6B, I was appointed captain of the School 3rd XI, which was more of a social 

side than anything else.  One of my predecessors in that role was William Man, who 

subsequently became School Captain, and he instilled the values of enjoyment, 

while still trying to win.  Under my leadership, we were unbeaten, helped in no small 

part by the contributions with the bat from Gus Lock, who years later was to take on 

a position with somewhat greater responsibility than middle-order batsman!  Having 

Mr Dawson – Headmaster at the time – umpire some of our matches no doubt 

helped in no small part too! 

 

In 1987 a small article appeared in the Daily Telegraph announcing the launch of a 

rating system for international cricketers.  Fortunately, this was the time before dad 

took exception to the number of times David Beckham used to appear on the front 

page and they changed to The Times!  At the time, the ratings were sponsored by 

Deloittes, Haskins & Sells – the firm which eventually became Pricewaterhousecoop-
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ers.  As a fan of both cricket and numbers, I wrote off for more information, and re-

ceived a letter back from Rob Eastaway, one of the inventors of the system. 

 

We stayed in touch and four years later I had to spend a week’s work experience af-

ter completing my GCSEs.  While most of my friends ended up at their respective 

dad’s accountancy or law firms, I asked Rob to see if I could spend a week working 

with him.  By that time he was working for the PR Company set up by Ted Dexter – the 

former England batsman and by then Chairman of Selectors.  So I took a train and 

two buses to Ealing for an eye-opening start to the world of work.  Recently Ted had 

his autobiography published, for which he asked me to contribute various statistical 

nuggets. 

 

I hadn’t originally planned to take a gap year, but Haberdashers’ had just started a 

Gap Year scheme with KPMG.  I turned up for my interview and discovered that the 

interviewer was not only a massive cricket fan, but also a friend of Rob Eastaway.  

Small world!  I spent four months with 

KPMG and then three months at Coopers 

& Lybrand, before studying Natural Sci-

ences at Durham, and captaining my 

college cricket team. 

 

My gap year gave me the chance to 

play cricket for Old Habs under the cap-

taincy of Robert Wheal and alongside my 

former Maths teacher Keith Davies. In my 

first year, Keith had filled in for Mr 

McGrogan who was on a month's sab-

batical and memorably wrote on my re-

port: "A very good term's work - he must 

calm down in class if he is to improve fur-

ther". Hopefully I did calm down in future 

years. For Old Habs I was able to rekindle 

my opening bowling partnership with Paul 

Eversfield - with whom I had bowled out 

St Peter's School on Devon tour some 

years earlier. It was a team full of charac-

ters - Tony Wise, Howard Lancaster 

backed up by Gelbs, Bob Clarke, Rod 

Smith (whose nickname would not be al-

lowed these days!), Cronners and Alan 

Newman, just to mention a few of them. 

We actually did Ok!  

 

I returned to Coopers & Lybrand after graduation to start a training contract, before 

being offered the chance to run the newly merged firm’s (Pricewaterhousecoopers) 

website.  This was a natural progression as I had actually set up the first-ever Coopers 

& Lybrand website while at Durham which consisted entirely of cricket ratings! 

 

In late 1998 I received a phone call from Gordon Vince – a former University friend of 

Rob’s and also his co-inventor of the cricket ratings a decade beforehand.  He was 

working for the TV graphics company who had won the contract for the 1999 Cricket 
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World Cup in England.  They needed an additional person to travel around the coun-

try, sit in commentary boxes, and score the game on a computer which would in turn 

feed all the on-screen graphics.  I thought for a couple of seconds, before saying an 

emphatic ‘yes’.  So my annual leave from PwC that year consisted of trips to Worces-

ter, Leicester, Bristol and Canterbury to work alongside David Gower, Ian Botham and 

other cricketing greats. 

 

I moved to Bristol in 2001 to work for a consulting company set up by a former band-

mate from University, and over the next few years had a few freelancing trips with the 

cricket – to Bangladesh, South Africa, Zimbabwe and Pakistan.  I also worked on the 

Nottingham Test Match in the memorable Ashes summer of 2005.  Sky had just been 

awarded the contract for all the UK cricket from 2006 onwards and they needed a 

couple of statisticians, and I was asked if I would be interested. 

 

So I left running finance projects for GE Capital and joined Sky in March 2006.  And 

that was 15 years ago.  I am still in Bristol with two boys – aged 7 and 6 although for 

geographical reasons, I fear they may not follow in their father’s and grandfather’s 

footsteps in “Serving and Obeying”.  The past year has brought different challenges – 

last year I worked on the cricket remotely on the whole, with a clever piece of kit at 

home which enabled me to speak to everyone at the ground, while managing to 

keep the numbers down on-site. 

 

Alas with many of my weekends in the summer taken up with working, I haven’t 

donned my whites in anger for quite a while.  However, with two young boys, once 

the summer months hit, there are always demands to play in the garden, where the 

boys seems to exhibit far more talent than I did at their ages. 
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OHA Sporting History 

OH Athletics Club 1960 

Ian Powell (‘53) 

 
 

 

 

 

Barry Shaw captained the winning 

OHAC team at the Inter-Old Boys 

Championships and Medley Relay 

held at Rutlishians ground at Mer-

ton. 

 

 

 

Julian Irwin (2nd from right) 

confirms that including him-

self and Barry, the team also 

comprised Barry Goater, Pe-

ter Sulston, Mike Palmer, Cliff 

Nash, Tony Shrimpton and 

110m hurdles Rome 1960 

Olympian, Vic Mattews. Gil-

bert Husband was President 

of the Club. 

 

Following pages: was a 

dinner in honour of the 

team, at which our 

Olympians were the 

Guests of Honour and I 

found myself sitting op-

posite Vic Matthews.  My 

abiding memory of the 

occasion is of seeing the 

hapless waitress spilling 

ground ginger down the 

front of Vic’s Olympic 

blazer instead of his slice 

of melon! 
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OHA Sporting History 

OHRFC Almost 100 Years 

Ago. 
Dr John Wigley on OHRFC’s History 

This is an edited extract from “Making a Mark. A History of the Old Haberdashers Rug-

by Football Club from 1923 to 1957” compiled by George Jamieson and published in 

1957. 

 

A change from Association to Rugby football at the school was first discussed in 1911 

during the Headmastership of Mr. Wagstaffe. Apparently some mild scrum practice 

and desultory drop-kicking took place, but the idea died almost at birth. We next 

hear of Rugby Football in 1921 about a year after Mr. F.K. Kemp had come to the 

school as Headmaster. This time the idea became a reality, and in September, 1922, 

Rugger goalposts went up for the first time on the school field at Cricklewood. 

 

Mr. Kemp (an Oxford Old Blue) took an active part in the change-over, and Stanley 

Norton (an Old Merchant Taylor), at that time Sports Master, set forth with missionary 

zeal to convert the school to the new code. With whistle in one hand and stick in the 

other, he saw to it that there were fewer wing forwards hovering round the scrum 

than we are accustomed to see on the Rugby fields of today. Norton’s heart and 

soul were in the great game of Rugby Football and his energy and enthusiasm were 

the inspiration of the School and the Old Boys in those early days. 

 

For many years the school had played Association Football and the Old Haberdash-

ers Football Club ran two strong sides in the Southern Amateur League, but it strug-

gled on for two seasons and then the sad day came for its members when it had to 

disband through lack of new recruits from the school. But we must not forget that the 

Old Haberdashers Football Club was the forerunner of the Rugby Club of today, as 

many of its members transferred their allegiance to the new club.  

 

How did the Old Boys Club come into being? We know that various informal meet-

ings were held during the winter of 1922/23 … but the first official meeting … was 

held at the school on 14th July 1923. This day, therefore, can be taken as the date of 

birth of the Club.  The subscription was fixed at one guinea, to include 2s 6d subscrip-

tion to the Haberdashers Old Boys Club.  [Forerunner of the OHA.] Norton an-

nounced a list of fixtures for two XV’s for the season 1923’24 and those present elect-

ed the Club’s first officers. 

 

The first recorded Committee meeting was held on 24th July 1923, when it was decid-

ed that the Club would not pay more than 12s 6d for jerseys and that “blue knickers” 

would be worn! The Club colours of blue, white and magenta had already been 
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adopted, blue and white being taken from the school colours, with magenta to 

make the Old Boys’ colours distinctive. At the next Committee meeting, held on 2nd 

October 1923, a letter from the Headmaster, saying that the school would pay the 

first year’s ground rent, was “received with acclamation.”  

 

The first two matches were played on 6th October 1923, on the Home of Rest for Hors-

es ground adjoining the school field at Cricklewood. OHRFC’s 1st XV defeated Sidcup 

“A” XV by 17 points to 6. OHRFC’s “A” XV lost to Old Dunstonians by 0 points to 25.  

 

The teams were a blend of older members who had played Soccer at the school 

and learnt their Rugger elsewhere (mostly in the Services) during the First World War) 

and of young members who had had one season’s Rugger at the school. They some-

times revealed a certain inexperience. There is a story that one OHRFC player was 

about to touch down between the opponents’ posts when a team mate shouted, 

“You can’t score between the posts!” so he withdrew, dodged a couple of their 

players, went round a post, and touched down as instructed.  

 
Ed. The first-known fixture card is for the 1925/26 season. 

 

OHRFC nearly Fifty Years Ago. 

 

The following are edited versions of the OHRFC reports for the season of 1972 / 73. 

The first report appeared in the school magazine, “Skylark” for the Autumn Term of 

1972. 

 

It would be pleasant to record that in this our 50th season the Club’s fortunes were 

changing for the better, but unfortunately this is not the case. We have not made a 

good start to this season and it has been very galling for all concerned, not least the 

Club Captain (N.S. Ususkin) to have had players not available of the calibre of Roger 

Walters, Melvyn Steele and David Goy. The last two are now playing again but jack 

Elliott dislocated his collar bone in the second game, against U.C.S. Old Boys. With all 

due respect to them our reserve strength is not of 1st XV standard. On the credit side 

we were pleased to welcome back to the Club, Malcolm Tappin and Rob Matthew-

man both of whom are in the 1st XV. I feel sure that Nick Ususkin would be pleased to 

vacate the fly-half position if a replacement could be found, though in Peter Stewart 

we have an Andy Ripley type No. 8. Lack of scoring power is our biggest problem. 

 

With the 1st XV not being able to settle down with a regular side, the junior sides have 

suffered even more with very mixed fortunes. Nobbly Tanner has had to work harder 

than ever to complete sides on a Saturday – the plague of late cry-offs has been in-

creasing. Under Robin Vallance, the “A” XV has done well one week and let them-

selves down the next with so much depending on availability. John Hanson has yet to 

appear for the side, but John Green has made a welcome return to the pack. We 

have only realised three sides on several occasions so the Ex “A” under Dick Wells 

and the “C” under John Cooper have had to combine. We are endeavouring to lev-

el out the fixtures for the junior sides. 

 

This being our 50th year, we are hoping for a maximum turnout at the social functions. 

The Annual Dinner is on January 13th at Bucklersbury House, a Beef & Beer Evening in 

the Clubhouse on 24th February, the Old Players’ Lunch on Saturday 31st March and, 

finally to wind up the season the 1st XCV play the president’s XV on Sunday 8th April. 
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We hope to see many of you at these functions. 

 

At the end of the Autumn Term there were seventeen remaining 1st XV fixtures. The 

second report appeared in “Skylark” for the Summer Term of 1973. 

 

With the first game of the 1973 / 74 season only just a week away, we are naturally 

hoping for a big improvement in the results over last year. David Goy took over the 

captaincy of the Club at the beginning of March this year. Though the team man-

aged to win four of the last ten games, they saved their best performance for the 

day of the Old Players’ Re-union Lunch at the end of March when they lost by 12 

points to the Old Millhillians. If Mel Steele hadn’t hit the corner flag in the closing 

minutes it would have been a notable victory. The junior sides also suffered from 

availability problems and it is certain that without Nobbly Tanner we would not have 

been able to field the four sides each week.  

 

Any player who is in London for the weekend would always be welcome to play for 

the Club and kit could be found if necessary. This season is “Recruitment Year” and 

the newly appointed recruitments secretary is making every effort to contact the 

younger players who have stopped playing to dust their boots and start again with 

the O.H. 

 
Ed. After such negatively toned reports was recruitment successful? Perhaps a past-

player remembers and will send his reminiscences?  

 

1963 OHRFC 1st XV Reunion.  
Left to right - Everett (Landau) Lakeland, John Boon, Melvin Steele, Peter Stewart, 

Marshall Lumsden, Malcolm Tappin, Philip Alterman (c), Duncan McLaren, Peter 

Shiells, Rodney Jakeman, Tristram Evans, David Leverton, John Parker, John Hanson, 

Ian Powell 
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OHA Sporting History 
A History of Rifle Shooting 

and The OHRC 
Dick Winney (‘60), Chair of OHRC  

 

In the beginning there was the bow and 

the Longbow of the English dominated at 

Crecy (1346) and Agincourt (1415). 

 

All children like to make a lot of noise, so 

they weren’t satisfied by the quite ‘swish’ 

of the arrows.  The Chinese got there first 

and invented gunpowder, which they 

used in fire lances and rockets.  By 1257 

some fire lances were firing wads of bul-

lets. The first proper cannons came into 

use by 1287. 

 

Muskets began to appear in Europe 

around 1521.  Early muskets had barrels 

four foot long and were somewhat clumsy 

weapons.  They could hit a man at a 

range of 100 yards – not a patch on the 

English Longbow – and much slower in 

use!  They were improved by the invention 

of the flintlock in 1550; but were smooth 

bore, firing round lead balls that were not 

very aerodynamic. 

 

It was found that accuracy could be greatly improved if the bullet could be made to 

spin as it came out of the barrel and this was accomplished by cutting diagonal 

grooves in the interior of the barrel.  These grooves are known as rifling and it took 

some time before they could be efficiently cut along the length of the barrel.  The 

early examples were very slow to load – by dropping the gunpowder down the barrel 

and forcing the lead bullet gown from the muzzle.  The grooves were also subject to 

severe fouling by the gunpowder residues.  For these reasons the rifles were initially 

used more for sporting purposes than as a military aid. 

 

In 1855 Claude Étienne Minié devised the shape of a bullet that would load more 

easily and thus speed up the reloading process.  The rifling in the barrel now in-

creased the accuracy to the extent that they could now hit a man at 500 yards.  Ri-

fles using the Minié bullet were used in the Crimean and the American civil wars. 

 

An essential requirement for the development of breech-loading rifles was the inven-

Dick Winney 
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tion of integrated cartridges.  The first part to be developed was the percussion cap – 

a neat combination of a small amount of explosive in a convenient container that 

would detonate when struck by a hammer or needle.  The next was to combine the 

cap, propellent powder and bullet together in a brass case which was safe and easy 

to handle; the first of these was made in 1808.  The first breech-loading rifle came into 

use in 1836 with the German Dreyse Needle gun.  It was adopted by the Prussian ar-

my in 1841; but it was not widely used until 1861. 

 

The improvement was so great that it released a flood of different designs.  Initially 

there were systems like the Snider-Enfield (1868), which was a conversion of a muzzle 

loader.  This was replaced by the Martini-Henry (1871-it took the British army some 

years to adopt any weapon) which had a falling block worked by a lever under the 

action and each cartridge had to be loaded separately. This was the British army’s 

basic weapon for almost 50 years.  The Americans did it better.  In 1860 Benjamin Tyler 

Henry developed a repeating under-lever rifle using a 0.44” cartridge. This was devel-

oped by Winchester into the 1866 and 1873 models – the 1873 model marketed as 

the Gun that Won the West was in production for 50 years. 

The plethora of breech-loading rifles appearing in the mid-1800s led to a sudden in-

terest in competitive target shooting.  The National Rifle Association in the UK was 

founded in 1859/60 with the aim of fostering a taste for rifle shooting in the volunteer 

movement. It was the declared aim of their chairman - Lord Elcho – to establish an 

Annual Prize Meeting and they set out to raise funds for this purpose.  Initially all the 

entrants were serving military personnel, or volunteers.  The first actual event was held 

on Wimbledon common in 1860 and it has been held every year, except war years, 

since then.  In 1909 the NRA relocated to its present home at Bisley in Surrey. 

 

The activities of the NRA in 1860 resulted in the foundation of many County Rifle Asso-

ciations (e.g. Hertfordshire and Lancashire).  It also spilled over into the colonies; for 

example: British Guiana founded the Demerara Rifle club in 1865, held its first rifle 

championship in 1867 and celebrated 150 years of competitive shooting by hosting 

the West Indies Regional Full-bore Championships in 2017. 

 

According to legend, during the Boer War (1899-1902) Lord Roberts was dismayed to 

find the rag-tag Boer farmers were able to pick off officers of the British army at dis-

tances of around 1,000 yards, when the British couldn’t even see the Boers!  Mind 

you, the army were cooperative by wearing red coats and white belts!  

 

Full-bore rifle shooting is expensive and there are relatively few places where such ri-

fles can be shot.  With the advent of the .22” long rifle cartridge (in 1887) it was possi-

ble for the principles of marksmanship to be learned cheaply and locally.  Some ele-

ments of the army were so concerned at the lack of marksmanship skills that they 

pressurised the government to do something about it.  At a meeting in March 1901 of 

members of Parliament. mayors and representatives of working men’s clubs it was re-

solved to form the Society of Working Men’s Rifle Clubs to promote rifle shooting for 

everyone.  Earl Roberts of Kandahar was the president and Major General Luard 

Chairman of the executive committee.  They collaborated with the British Rifle 

League and held their first small-bore championship at Crystal Palace in March 1903.  

The two organisations then merged to become the Society of Miniature Rifle Clubs.  

In 1947 the name was changed to the National Small-bore Rifle Association. 

 

Shooting at Haberdashers’ school began with a rifle club in 1905, which had a mem-
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bership of 100.  The school Cadet Force was formed in October 1914.  At Westbere 

Road the 25 yard range lay to the side of the lower school building.   

 

In 1956 there were a number of leavers who were interested in forming a rifle club to 

continue shooting:  the Old Haberdashers’ Rifle Club and this was encouraged by the 

Haberdashers’ Old Boys Club (the predecessor of the O.H.A.).  The support involved a 

loan to buy equipment.  This was augmented by a donation from F.S. Lyle, who also 

donated a large silver trophy – the Lyle Cup, used for our championship.  Founding 

members included, inter alia, Roger Lyle, Alan Morris, John Parker, Chris Morton and 

Chris Bishop.  Sadly, the first two named have since passed away. 

 

The club now shoots regularly throughout the Summer months – we hibernate from 

the end of October to mid-March.  All our shooting is on the NRA ranges at Bisley 

camp in Surrey.  Under normal circumstances we hold up to four “open days” at 

which we introduce newcomers to the sport and enter teams in a league run by the 

London and Middlesex Rifle Association.  Over the past years we have held matches 

against the school.  Unfortunately, the school no longer has rifle range; but it would 

be nice to have some more matches.  The highlight of the year is the Schools Veter-

ans Match held on a Thursday in July, followed by our annual dinner.  Sadly, the pro-

gramme has been interrupted by Covid-19 and, at present, we are not allowed to 

give one-on-one coaching, so cannot hold our open days.  Hopefully this will improve 

over the next month and things will return to “normal” once everyone has had their 

second Covid jab! 

Fast forward to the current date; Our first shoot this year was a general practice day 

on Sunday 11th April.  It was well attended and we shot at 300 and 600 yards.  The first 

match was the LMRA Schools Veterans match on Saturday 1st May for the Whitgift 

Challenge Cup.  Our team of four could only manage third place out of seven 

teams; but Chris Fitzpatrick had the highest individual score with 149.21 and Richard 

Hutchings scored his first “possible” (maximum 50 ex 50) at 800 yards, so it wasn’t all 

bad!  The actual results were: 

Oratory Cardinals  589.77 

Old Wellingtonians 588.61 

Old Haberdashers’ 572.54 

So, you can see I didn’t shoot very well! 

Our next event is on Saturday 15th May, when we will be shooting the first round of the 

LMRA league.  This would normally be the timing for the second round of three; the 

next round will be in June and will be at long range and the third round will now be in 

August at a date and at distances to be arranged = but at least we are shooting! 

For the record, to get a “possible” you have to get 10 rounds in 3.1 inches at 300 

yards, 10.2 inches at 500 yards and 13 inches at 600 yards, so we are quite a bit bet-

ter than they were in 1855! 
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Habs Brings IPL Cricket to 

Hertfordshire 
This Article Appeared in The Cricketer on 20th April 2021 and 

has been reproduced with their consent 

 

Overseas tours are the highlight of school life for many cricket-mad pupils. An oppor-

tunity to travel the world, play cricket in venues most people can merely dream of, 

and make memories and friends for life. And at Haberdashers’ Aske’s Boys’ School, 

it’s no different. 

Alongside the school’s annual tour to Devon, which has been running for over 50 

years, head of PE, Dan Kerry, organises an overseas tour every two to three years for 

the senior school’s 1st XI and development XI. Recent tours have taken pupils to 

South Africa and the Far East, as well as regular visits to Sri Lanka, where the school 

has built a network of opponents and familiar faces. 

In October 2020, Kerry was due to take his cricketers to India, capitalising on a long-

standing offer from Habs alumnus – and co-owner of Indian Premier League fran-

chise, Rajasthan Royals - Manoj Badale (’86), to host his former school at the club’s 

academy in Nagpur. 

Unfortunately, last year’s tour was can-

celled due to the coronavirus pandemic 

but, with Badale maintaining an open 

invitation, it’s a relationship Kerry, and the 

school, are keen to develop. 

Explaining how the relationship with Raja-

sthan Royals began, Kerry said: "I believe 

Manoj was a captain and student at the 

school in the mid-1980s, and my prede-

cessor [former Devon bowler Doug 

Yeabsley] said whenever you’ve got a 

team you think is strong enough to travel to India, give him a ring. 

 

"You can’t take any old side to India; you have to be a strong outfit because it’s so 

hard. We don’t mind losing every game, but you want to compete and enjoy it. 

"We were looking at the squad and thinking we’ve got some really good players who 

are going to be in the senior school in 2020 so we should try it. I sent him an email and 

he was really positive, remembering his tour with the school to Singapore with Doug 

and said how it was a fantastic experience for him as a young man and he’d be 

happy to help us come out to India. 

"The academy in Nagpur has accommodation, a school next door where we would 

have had the chance to meet the local kids and do a bit of teaching, training facili-

Manoj Badale 

https://www.thecricketer.com/rajasthan_royals.html
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ties on site and a pitch 500 metres down the road. I went out last January for a visit 

and it was amazing. It would have been living and breathing cricket for a week and 

then flying out to Mumbai to play four or five games against different schools. 

"Obviously, it didn’t happen, but Manoj is really positive about us getting a Habs 

team out to India when the time is right." 

Beyond taking a whole team on tour, Kerry and Badale are also open to the possibil-

ity of sending individual pupils to the academy to further strengthen the bond be-

tween the two establishments. 

"That was talked about and they were really keen on the idea," Kerry continued. "We 

probably have a couple of pupils in the school who could hold their own at that level 

and it would be nice to create that link. Typically, students who have done cricketing 

gap years have gone to Sri Lanka or Australia, but there’s no reason why they could-

n’t go out to India." 

However, the tour is not the only link the school has to the IPL. Determined to give the 

boys some competitive cricket after missing out on a summer of matches, Kerry and 

his fellow staff staged an internal franchise tournament when the school reopened 

last autumn. 

"We had eight teams from Year 7, and four teams from Years 8, 9, and 10 so it was a 

decent turnout. It was the first weekend of October, so it was cold, but we put them 

into IPL teams and gave them coloured bibs and it was good fun!" 

And, after being warmly received by pupils and parents alike, it’s an event Kerry will 

continue to run in future years – and possibly with an exciting twist. 

"The great thing about internal games is you get more kids playing," Kerry explained. 

"Take Year 7, if you want to get eight teams out against other opposition, you’ve got 

to find another school – or a series of schools – who can play that number of teams 

and host that number of games. 

"But, with internal games, the kids can turn up and play against each other with no 

travel implications, and it’s something we’ll stick with, certainly for the first week of 

terms." 

 

He continued: "We had planned to do a video auction, but it was such a quick turna-

round that we didn’t know who was coming until the Friday before. We’d love to do 

an auction; it would be hilarious! But this time, we were far happier they were just out 

playing." 

It was one of many initiatives introduced as a result of lockdown at the school, both 

on and off the cricket pitch. The PE department hosted Zoom masterclasses with sev-

eral cricketers, including Joe Denly and former England opener Mark Ramprakash, 

virtual strength and conditioning sessions with the senior players, and video drills for 

fielding, batting and bowling. 

Kerry also encouraged the pupils to engage with tactical analysis, posting videos of 

past matches online accompanied by questionnaires, as part of the school’s strategy 
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to showcase PE and sports science as more than just fitness. 

"When we’ve had sessions washed out, we’ve often got the boys into the pavilion 

and done masterclasses for tactics, captaincy, or setting a field," Kerry said. "But this 

was the time we’d taken our own footage and let students write their tactical analy-

sis. 

"We used 20 minute clips of 1st XI matches and students could watch it and pick a 

particular player or something about the game – the field setting, the left-handed 

batsmen etc. – and answer questions which would lead them through different sce-

narios. 

"There wasn’t a 

right or wrong 

answer, it was 

just getting them 

thinking tactical-

ly about cricket 

and give them 

something to do 

on a dark and 

rainy day. Our 

director of sport 

was quite keen 

that PE and sport 

was more than 

fitness, there’s 

also skill devel-

opment, tactical 

and strategic 

understanding, 

and developing 

the cognitive 

side. After all, 

there’s only so 

many times you can take catches off a wall." 

And, having been successfully trialled in lockdown, tactical analysis – like the fran-

chise tournaments – has earned a place on the cricket curriculum. 

"When they came back to school, quite a few of the boys used the whiteboards in 

the nets to set challenges or fields to bowl at, which was nice to see," he said. 

"Previously, we’ve always led that, but they’ve started doing it themselves. 

"We’re going to take extra time to focus on the tactical and strategic side of the 

game to grow their understanding because the sooner students understand their 

own game, understand their strengths and weaknesses, they can be more effective 

players and just enjoy the game more. 

"That’s the aim. We want them to enjoy it and achieving that from the U12E team to 

the 1st XI is the sole focus – and it they’re playing well, that’s a bonus." 
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European Super League. A 

case of ignoring intangible 

assets 
Mark Kissack (‘84) discusses the failure of the ESL 

 

On Sunday 18th April 2021, 12 of Europe’s largest football clubs announced the for-

mation of the European Super League (ESL). In the ESL a closed group of clubs would 

be competing against each other on a weekly basis. Less than 48 hours after the an-

nouncement 9 out of the 12 clubs withdrew among uproar from the stakeholders 

(fans, managers, players, smaller clubs, associations). In this article I will discuss what 

the thinking was behind the ESL and how its failure was illustrative of the problems 

with a short-term profit focus.  

The largest European Clubs have expensive tangible assets in the form of huge stadi-

ums and training facilities. The squad of players constitute an intangible asset which 

are recorded in their financial statements. Their very large squads of players allow 

them to have two competitive football teams. They rotate squads regularly to ensure 

that players are not over-worked. 

What the owners of these clubs did not understand was that there were other intan-

gible assets that were not in their control. In accounting, an asset cannot be record-

ed in the accounts if you do not have control over it. Just because an asset is not 

part of the financial accounts does not mean that it should be ignored. In fact, 85% 

of the value of companies is not reflected in the financial statements because it re-

lates to intangible assets. 

The intangible assets related to football clubs that were ignored by the owners were 

primarily related to the relationship with key stakeholders. These stakeholders includ-

ed the fans, the managers, the players, the staff, football associations, smaller clubs 

and local communities. 

The clubs concentrated on the assets on their financial balance sheets and were fo-

cused on how to finance those assets. The revenue streams of these clubs include tel-

evision rights, sponsorship, stadium naming rights and stadium tickets. The business 

model of the clubs was focused on maximising these revenue streams to cover their 

expensive overheads. Covid disrupted these revenue streams as no fans were al-

lowed into the stadiums. 

The European Super League was an attempt by these clubs to raise revenues to fi-

nance their overheads. What they did not understand was that they were part of an 

ecosystem that needed to be managed as much as the assets on their balance 

sheets.  

Mark Kissack is a consultant, coach, speaker and author on the topic of Sustainable 

Transformation. He is also a long-suffering QPR supporter. mark.kissack@bluewin.ch  
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My Time After Habs 
“Tin Man” Martin Hill (‘84) on Big 

Changes to His Life 

 

It’s 2019. The sun is shining I’m in the grounds of a 

castle just outside of Barcelona. There’s a pool, all 

day free bar, packed work and play itinerary, com-

munal meals, and I’m with 200 amazing people I re-

ally like - it’s our annual 4 day work jolly, and my 

goodness these guys know how to do it! 

I’m creative director of one of the most respected 

independent innovation agencies there is, and I re-

ally do think I have the dream job - lovely supportive 

culture, interesting work, well paid and an easy 

commute into really nice offices. I’ve even started 

thinking - great this is as good as it gets - I’ll do this 

until I retire… 

So why am I now 6 months into a new venture as a glass artist and craftsman? (‘A 

what?’, as most of my ex colleagues say after a stunned silence…) 

The short answer is that the agency got sold to one of the Big Consultancies, and I 

knew I’d struggle. Throughout my 25 year career in interactive design for web, e-

commerce, interactive TV, advertising and mobile apps, I’d never felt I quite fitted 

into the corporate world. And working for a Big Consultancy was corporate on ster-

oids. Amplified by lockdown working at home, my soul was slowly being sucked into 

my webcam, so when voluntary redundancies were offered at the end of last sum-

mer, I did a few some sums, talked it though with my incredibly supportive wife Lisa 

(Hull - Habs girls ‘82) and pushed the big fat shiny eject button... 

But what next? A dream job was hard to follow - and I’d also had a shocking revela-

tion: for all my ‘creativity’ nothing I had ever created actually physically existed ! It 

was all just ones and zeros in the ether… 

So I began to explore more ‘analogue’ and artisan creative options and kept com-

ing back to glass. Not quite as mad as it seemed - after art college I had worked in a 

glass shop for a while, cutting glass and creating leaded lights. It seemed to make 

sense as it was a craft as well as an art, so it would stand more chance of being a vi-

able business (I still have a mortgage to pay and twins at university). 

I did some research, I ordered some glass, lead, solder and the tools I needed, and 

before I’d finished my last day at the Big Consultancy, I’d made a couple of test lead-

ed light panels. Not only did they come out better than I expected - but, boy was it 

satisfying. So that was it - decision made - Roughwood Glassworks was born. 
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I formed a vague plan: The core of the business would be designing and making 

leaded lights for architecture (think Edwardian front doors and fan lights etc) and 

garden ornaments. I knew it would take a while to build up a reputation with this, so a 

shorter term goal was to make fused glass objects fired in a kiln - lots of opportunity to 

be creative, and pretty saleable online to get some income started relatively quickly. 

I also had a yearning to sell at artisan markets. 

Then a longer term goal - learn the skills of proper traditional stained glass painting 

techniques. 

With this vague plan in mind I didn’t really think about it too much - just threw myself 

into learning, practising, creating, experimenting, honing my skills, and building a 

workshop at the end of the garden. 

So now 6 months later - how’s it going so far? I’d say much than I expected and I think 

lockdown has almost worked in my favour, accelerating my progress, because, well, 

there was nothing else to do! 

From a creative point of view, it’s been super fulfilling. I really like what I’m making 

and am genuinely proud of my work. Weirdly I never really got that with digital de-

sign. 

Probably more importantly, other people seem to like it too, and there is way more 

interest than I anticipated. The fused glass pieces are going down well, and the lead-

ed light work is developing faster than expected too - I already have a couple of 

original design commissions completed, with happy clients, and more in the order 

book which I’m currently working on. I also did my first artisan market mid April, which 

felt like a big milestone and went really well. 

The stained glass painting is coming on well -  I’m doing a course with a couple of 

master stained glass specialist, learning so much and very excited by the possibilities. 

The biggest success to me is how the enjoyment just keeps growing - the more I learn 

about glass, the more I love it as an amazing medium. 

Last year I had half an eye on the retirement on the horizon, but actually that was ter-

ribly negative mindset when you think about! It sounds a bit of a cliché, but it was 

definitely the right decision to focus on enjoying the NOW, and suddenly the future 

now looks look another great adventure, and I can’t wait. 

www.roughwoodglassworks.co.uk 
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My Time at Habs 
The Second Instalment of Dave  

Riddle’s (‘66) Reminisces 

 

The Move & Elstree 

 

The end of summer term in 1961 saw the school move lock, stock and barrel to El-

stree. This was no ordinary move. I can’t really remember whether everyone took part 

or whether it was actually the beginning of the summer holidays and I volunteered, 

but many pupils were fully involved helping with packing at one end and unpacking 

at the other, something that would simply never happen today.  

 

Academically I was chiefly a scientist, but also enjoyed Geography. In fact John 

Rolfe apparently told my Mum at a Parents Evening in the 4th Year that if I studied 

the subject at A-level he thought I could make it to Cambridge. Unfortunately, be-

cause I had my heart set originally on becoming a vet, I was unable to study the re-

quired sciences for that *and* Geography instead of Physics which I disliked despite it 

being the subject my mother had taught. In the Sixth Form our allotted form master 

was one Dave Wrench, teacher of Chemistry, but also a rugby player for Harlequins 

and called up to play for England at that time (1964/5?). It was his first teaching post 

and I don’t think he was particularly good at it, but he was an OK bloke despite a lot 

of the lads considering him to be a bit of a bully. 

 

I therefore also enjoyed reading the account in a recent Newsletter of ‘Aske’s in the 

40s’ and surprised to see the account of Johnny Knight’s Chemistry lessons. I vividly 

remember his lessons in the early years at Westbere Road to be as described and sur-

prised that he was at the school for so long. I really don’t remember him making the 

move to Elstree though? Perhaps I’m wrong. I do remember John Carleton, who very 

sadly passed away recently, arriving though and think that Jim Bausor was Head of 

Physics and Science at that time. 

 

As already mentioned, I was also ‘accelerated’ from the 4th year in to the Lower 

Sixth, studying Elementary and Additional Maths, English Literature and Language 

and French O-level at the same time as Zoology, Botany, Physics and Chemistry. To 

cut a long story short, despite being almost the only one in my year group to pass 5 O

-levels at first sitting, I went on the next year to not achieve the grades needed to get 

me in to Bristol University where I had been offered a provisional place to do Veteri-

nary Medicine. Having a year in hand owing to the accelerant, I opted to try again 

the following year along with General Studies, Physical Geography and Geology and 

S-Level exams in Zoology and Chemistry. Unfortunately, my results didn’t improve that 

much although I did pass everything, so ended up with a grand total of 10 O-Levels, 

4 A-Levels and 2 S-Levels but all with poor grades! Hence to UCCA clearing and the 

direction of an interview for a BSc and teaching certificate at Goldsmiths or an of-

fered interview to be an ATC at Heathrow on the same day! 
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Something never to be forgotten at Elstree was the winter of 1962-63. The Autumn 

Term came to an end with it just being very cold with even the sea and the Thames 

starting to freeze over in places. Over Christmas and the New Year, North London, 

along with many other parts of the country, received more than a foot of snow, so 

we returned in January to a bit of a wonderland. Aldenham House has been built on 

a site where there were suggestions of Roman earthworks in the surrounding area, 

and where, in the late 19th and early 20th Century, Vicary Gibbs amassed a huge 

collection of Chinese flora. He had also built a substantial water garden with water-

ways and ponds. Most of this ‘system’ was concrete-lined and the largest of the 

ponds had been further dug out and made in to a swimming pool during a period of 

occupancy by the BBC during World War II. That winter the entire system froze over, 

with the pool ice reaching well over a foot thick. I don’t know what is permitted now, 

but at that time pupils were allowed complete freedom to roam the 40+ acres of 

school grounds and woodland, with no checks that I can recall ever being made on 

where we went. So it was that for almost three months the old swimming pool be-

came our skating rink at every midday break time. On only the odd occasion did a 

thaw set in for a few days, but it had little impact on the snow depth or ice thickness, 

and even though a couple of times I remember the ice melting next to the walls, this 

simply left a giant monster ice raft that was still a secure platform. Amazingly, I don’t 

remember one instance of anyone either falling in the pool or getting hurt. Further, 

one morning in early ‘63 it was so cold (-4F) that several of Lewis Cronshaw’s coaches 

came to a grinding halt on the A41 when their fuel lines froze solid! 

 

At other times of the year the grounds were freely explored and even the adjacent 

woodlands on the NE side of the site could be accessed through (or under!) the 

fence. About the only place that we never normally ventured was Spud’s parterre to 

the SE of the House and Tyke’s Water Lake in the Park beyond which required the ne-

gotiation of the front of Aldenham House. Of course the Girl’s School hadn’t been 

built then as it was only completed in 1974. Film buffs will no doubt know and recog-

nise, unless you were never late for the school coach and didn’t have to catch the 

108 to Allum Lane, like 

Colin and I on the rare 

occasions when a 

coach didn’t turn up 

at Stanmore, and have 

to walk up the old 

driveway to the House, 

that the Lake and 

iconic bridge have 

been the setting for 

many films including 

episodes of the 

Avengers. Those 

coaches by the way 

were contracted to 

Lewis Cronshaw who 

operated a large, 

mainly very modern 

fleet out of their base in Hendon. Does anyone remember their very flash models with 

two pairs of steerable front wheels?? 
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As mentioned, I studied Botany, Zoology, Physics and Chemistry at A-Level and so 

was very involved in the Zoology Department in particular. John Creedy and Barry 

Goater both encouraged the practical side of their subjects, with Barry being an ex-

cellent Bryologist, Chiropterologist and Lepidopterist and John being a keen aquarist. 

The latter resulted in a large number of both cold-water and tropical fish tanks being 

set up in the Zoology lab along with the usual collection of stick insects, locusts, lab 

rats and an observation hive. By the 4th year the tanks, at least, had been entrusted 

to me and a slightly older boy called Mitchell to look after. This required hours of our 

time after school. There were very few days in my whole time at school when I didn’t 

catch the late (5.30pm) coach home. Additionally, not long after moving to Elstree, 

John and Barry decided that the Edwardian waterways and ponds required some 

attention and clearing-out. Being artificial many, if not all, of the ponds had cast iron 

stop-cocks installed.. somewhere! It fell to a number of intrepid explorers to try and 

discover exactly where these were while the sections were still full of mud and water 

in order to progressively drain sections of the concrete waterway and pond and then 

to clean out the years of stinking mud from the bottom. I’ll always remember the ex-

citement when we found the one in the first large pond opposite Calverts House 

rooms and we managed to get the stop-cock open with one of those large, long, 

hy-

drant keys! Now one might think that this kind of activity would take place both ap-

propriately supervised and at weekends or during the holidays, but no...! This was 

Habs in the 60s, so it wasn’t supervised, at least on a regular basis, and our 

‘workwear’ of wellingtons and some kind of protective outer-ware became an addi-

tion to our House lockers. Goodness knows what we must have smelt like in afternoon 

lessons or in the coach on the way home!  

 

Elstree Water Feature 

Thanks to Dr St John for the  

photograph 
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Another memorable incident has never been admitted to or recorded before since 

although pretty drastic, I’m not sure that anyone made a fuss about it, or what ex-

cuses were offered. During a pond clearance session when only Mitchell and I were 

working after school, we had accumulated a lot of bulrushes and other rubbish dur-

ing a period when the big pond by the road bridge had dried out a great deal dur-

ing the summer. We decided that we needed to get rid of this, so set about trying to 

have a bonfire. Mitchell had some matches which on their own proved to be of no 

use. Various tools such as spades, forks and mattocks were accessible to us, with per-

mission, from Mr. Packer the Groundsman’s tractor store which was always open. 

Mitchell went looking in there for something rather more inflammable and came 

back with a can of red diesel fuel. He proceeded to pour this over the pile of dead 

bulrushes from the bridge. Fortunately, while still on the bridge he then cast a lighted 

match on to the pyre. It went up like a volcano and so we both ran for it. Over our 

shoulders, to our horror, we saw the inferno catch the hairy base of a nearby palm 

tree that then also erupted in flames! Fortunately it all died down of its own accord 

which is just as well since we didn’t have a hose handy and we weren’t that far from 

the House rooms. 

 

Like Colin, I was also a keen member of the CCF, but enlisted in the Naval section un-

der Lieutenant Hickman where I reached the rank of Petty Officer. Friday afternoon 

sessions weren’t particularly exiting mainly involving drill, including rifle drill, rope work 

and chart reading activities. However, I also joined the rifle club and regularly visited 

Bisley Ranges for Sunday afternoon competition shoots using the School’s Lee Enfield 

303 rifles. I’m pretty sure these we carried these ourselves on the train from Waterloo 

but almost certain we didn’t borrow them from Bisley. On one occasion we bivou-

acked overnight there. In the middle of the night there was a lot of shouting and 

commotion. A nearby tent had ‘mysteriously’ caught fire and the resident Gurkha 

Brigade had come running complete with their stirrup pumps to put the fire out. 

 

Field trips were excellent as well. These were to Plymouth for a week on the frigate 

HMS Arethusa (in a hammock!) and a passage to Portsmouth, a week on an MFV 

sailing the Firth of Clyde from Gourock to Campbeltown, Millport and a trek up Goat 

Fell on the Isle of Arran, and a week at Royal Marines 41 Commando in Poole Har-

HMS Arethusa 
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bour with a trip (after lunch) on one of their fast RIB assault boats. We also visited HMS 

Ganges at Harwich on another occasion where there was a training centre for boy 

cadets. Closer to home there was sailing in Bosuns and Wayfarers on the Welsh Harp 

and Aldenham Reservoir and my first sailing excursion in the very small Mirror on the 

Aquadrome at Rickmansworth. After just a few minutes and in the middle of the first 

tack, the boom caught my life jacket preventing my 6’6” body crossing from one 

side to the other and promptly inverting the boat. We then proceeded to drift down 

the entire length of the Aquadrome immersed in freezing cold water. 

 

Another activity I recall at Elstree in the early years which, at least initially, appeared 

to occur without Staff objection was the flying of model aircraft. This usually took 

place before school on the fields where the hard courts are now (Ed: Not any more!). 

Most, if not all, of it was by control line rather than free-flight, and most was with very 

basic ‘flying wings’ with no under-carriage using tiny 1-2cc engines. These were also 

usually stored in lockers along with their highly inflammable fuel. Control-line flying 

was usually carried out in pairs in ‘chase’ mode with one ‘wing’ trying to catch the 

other on similar length lines and then overtaking either above or below. Sometimes a 

paper streamer was attached, the aim being to chop off bits of tail with the prop of 

the chasing wing. All this took place almost overlooked by the Staff Room which was 

then located above the Woodwork Shop and next to the Art Studios on the first floor. 

On one occasion I had spent a long time building a more realistic plane than the 

standard ‘wing’ and had proudly taken it in to school. It had a spring-loaded under-

carriage, was painted in sage green dope and looked quite impressive. Unfortunate-

ly it survived just a few circuits before getting out of control when one of the control 

lines snapped and smashed in to the ground, never to be rebuilt. It’s a wonder no-

one was beheaded! 

 

Real aircraft were, of course, also a feature of life at Elstree. The nearby Airfield was 

reasonably busy with small single-engined private aircraft constantly doing circuits 

and bumps. Every so often a two-engine plane would fly in, and one of these was an 

extremely noisy Piaggio with rear-facing propellers. In addition to the airfield, the CCF 

RAF section had their own small glider. Launched across the front fields by a rubber 

bungy cord and prevented from taking off more than a couple of feet by vertical 

baffles on the leading edges of the wings, this was, of course, TEC’s pride and joy! 

 

Looking back over my time at Habs I had always assumed that I wasn’t that great at 

sport and certainly never really gelled in team games. Compared to someone with a 

more active dislike of them, I suppose having enjoyed rounders, captained one of 

the lower rugby teams.. cant remember if it was the 3rd XV or Under-16s.. being in the 

swimming team, water polo team, rifle club team and being a keen sailor who went 

on to be an RYA Senior Instructor when a teacher, I suppose I wasn’t that bad, and 

once or twice as with Prep School rounders, everything went just right for me and I 

had a really good game. One of these occasions was playing at St. Dunstan’s (my 

Dad’s old school) ground in Catford, and the other was at City of London’s ground in 

Grove Park.. both located in South London where I was to spend all of my working 

life. On both occasions things seemed to just go right for me and I actually received 

passes and scored tries... instead of being by-passed as was more usual! The one 

sport I never mastered though was football. That round ball has a mind  of its own at 

my feet!  
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My Time at Habs 
Malcolm Tappin (‘55) and His  

Motorbike Obsession  

 

One of my lifelong interests have been motorcycles, particularly old and unusual 

ones. I was chatting with fellow enthusiasts recently, a lot of that goes on these days, 

about why and when we first got hooked. I realised it was 66 years ago. So I decided 

to put finger to laptop to record it. It does not give much idea of school life at the 

time but it does highlight some differences between then and now. Also I do think 

that the Haberdashers education gave us confidence to make our way in the world.  

 

In the school summer holiday of 1954 three Haberdasher school mates, Jeremy Fox, 

Peter Warwick and me went on a cycling tour in France. It is difficult at this distance 

in time to appreciate what an adventure we were setting out on. I am not sure that 

today’s parents of 16 year olds would allow their children to go. The only method of 

communication was post. It was to be a major stepping stone, or two, in my progress 

to adulthood.  

 

We were staying at Youth Hostels and only the first night was booked. We had an itin-

erary and the plan was to look at some Chateaux in the Loire Valley. My parents did 

come to Victoria to see us off! That was probably because when I had loaded up 

with two panniers, a large saddle bag and a ruck sack even getting on the bike was 

difficult and it was almost impossible to steer. That was the only time my mother 

showed any concern. My father said I would get used to it. Up the Harrow Road join 

the Edgware Road, round Marble Arch to Hyde Park Corner and then Victoria Sta-

tion. I would be a little cautious 

to do that in a car today but 

that was all familiar territory to 

me on a bicycle in those days.  

 

Got on the train to Newhaven, 

then the boat and disembarked 

in Dieppe. The bikes went in the 

hold and slid about a bit. Need-

ed some adjustment to the 4 

speed derailleur. A short ride to 

Rouen and our pre-booked 

night in the hostel. Bunk beds 

and make your own meals. The 

one hostel stipulation was to 

have a sleeping bag, just a 

sheet folded over and sewn up around three sides. The hostel provided the ‘blankets’ 

– mere rectangles of any material left after the war. 

 

 We progressed south via mainly country roads and there were signs of rebuilding fol-

Malcolm’s YHA Membership Card 
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lowing the war damage. The natives were friendly and we were delighted to find we 

could go into cafes and drink cider without any problem. I do not think I had ever 

been into an English pub. My only experience was when a lot younger I had stood 

outside a few eating crisps whilst my aunt went in to ‘wet her whistle’ on a ‘do not tell 

your mother basis’. 

 

At Orleans we met the Loire. We had paid some attention to our geography lessons 

and worked out it would be better to follow it down stream as that would make the 

going easier. The Chateaux were magnificent, if a little down at heel. All was going to 

plan. Due to the major upheaval of the war the hostels were often uninhabited barns, 

solid and dry but they were spartan. A large 

sleeping area with bed frames and covers, a 

kitchen with basic cooking equipment, a 

sink and outside ‘facilities’. We were often 

the only travelers. The key was kept by 

someone in the village who would stamp 

your card and, in the morning, come and 

collect the key and wish you ‘bon voyage’.   

 

Late one afternoon at a very rural location 

we got access, spread our stuff around and 

made some supper. All very normal. We 

were playing cards when suddenly we 

heard a pop, pop noise getting closer. A Ve-

lo Solex!  

 

It was ridden by a lady who turned out to be 

a farmer’s wife who lived a distance away 

and was in the habit of staying in the hostel 

in order to get to the local market early and 

back to do whatever farmer’s wives had to 

do. Some slight embarrassment as 3 teenag-

ers living and eating in a barn do spread 

themselves out a bit. She immediately set 

about putting the place in order and put her 

padded sleeping bag on the bed furthest from ours. By this time, I was busy inspect-

ing the machine. I had seen many Solexs on the French roads and was more than in-

trigued. In my broken French I tried asking some questions and eventually she indicat-

ed I should try it. Not the ideal machine to venture forth on with lever throttle and no 

clutch BUT when I got it going – a revelation. I returned it with many thanks. 

 

She said she would be turning in early as she would be leaving first thing for the mar-

ket. She got her washing stuff and proceeded to strip to the waist to have a very thor-

ough wash! I was amazed but as one of the other lads said.’ “she’s French.”  

 

So, in the space of an hour, I had ridden my first two-wheel powered machine and 

seen a naked female torso. It has led to a lifelong search for the perfect motorcycle 

and the perfect female form. I have got close at times but am still looking. 

 

The rest of the tour went well and when I got home my mother thought I had lost 

weight! 

Velo Solex 
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OBITUARIES 
Jack Hurst (Staff) 

Died 26th March 2021 

 

A nine-year-old North-West London boy has raised close to £30,000 and counting for 

a charity that has helped him cope with the sudden loss of his father. 

Alexander Wayne wanted to thank Grief Encounter, which has supported his family 

since his dad Simon died, aged 38, after suffering a heart attack during a Portuguese 

holiday last August. 

Inspired by the efforts of the late Captain Sir Tom Moore — who raised almost £33 mil-

lion for NHS charities by walking laps across his garden — Alexander will undertake a 

5k run next month in his father’s memory. 

“We used to love running together,” he said. “We ran three times a week during the 

first lockdown. 

“I would like to raise money for Grief Encounter because they have been supporting 

me, my sister [Olivia] and my mum.” Although he had thought that that he “wouldn’t 

be too sad” after a few months, “I now realise that it’s not that easy. Therefore, I 

want to raise money so they can continue to support children like me.” 

In an emotional interview with the JC, Mr Wayne’s widow Natalie said her son’s char-

itable efforts showed that “through utter devastation and sadness, there can be in-

spiration. Alexander is only nine and he set up something with a purpose. People can 

Mr WJ (known to all as Jack) Hurst, former Habs’ Head of Languages from 1968-1991, 

peacefully passed away on 26 March aged 91. 

Jack was appointed as a teacher of languages in 1961 when the School moved to 

Elstree. It quickly became evident to the Headmaster, Tom Taylor, and senior col-

leagues that a truly exceptional teacher and polymath had joined Haberdashers.  He 

became Head of Spanish in 1964, Head of French in 1966 and Head of Languages in 

1968 – a post he held with great distinction until his retirement in 1991. 

Jack was a first-rate teacher whose passion for his subject was boundless and gener-

ations of pupils benefited from his infectious and compelling enthusiasm for lan-

guages. Former colleagues also remember him as a true friend, and a lovely, gener-

ous man with a real zest for life.  

Simon Wayne (‘00) 

Died 18th August 2020 
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take a leaf out of his book.” 

Prior to her husband’s death, the family had been spending more time together than 

ever before because of Covid restrictions. Mr Wayne, a senior lawyer, and Natalie, 

the head of product at a technology company, would balance work with home-

schooling. Like many in lockdown, they also acquired a puppy. 

“We had gorgeous summer months together with barbecues and having dinner as a 

family, which we never used to do.” 

In August, they decided to travel to Portugal for a two-week holiday with friends, 

booking a villa. They enjoyed meals, sport and watched the sunset on the beach. Mr 

Wayne booked a surprise boat trip in Faro, in the Algarve, and dinner to celebrate his 

wife’s 39th birthday. 

Two days later, he sat down to breakfast after a 10k run saying he felt light-headed 

and nauseous. The family assumed it was dehydration but called emergency services 

as a precaution. 

Coronavirus protocols precluded Mrs Wayne from accompanying her husband in the 

ambulance so she followed by taxi. “I never saw him alive again. 

“I got to the hospital and was waiting in the reception for a few hours. After three 

hours, I became worried. I didn’t understand what was taking so long. I thought they 

would put him on a hydration drip and send him home. 

“But then the doctor told me Simon had a severe heart attack and the next 24 hours 

were critical. 

“It didn’t make sense in the context of Simon,” she added. “He was 38-years-old, a fit 

guy. He had no pre-existing conditions. He would play football and squash.” 

Her husband was transferred to a hospital in Lisbon and his parents, in-laws and Mrs 

Wayne’s sister arrived. But he suffered another heart attack and died on August 18. 

On the advice of the Grief Encounter, Mrs Wayne used “simple language” to tell the 

children what had happened. 

“It was the most heart-breaking conversation I have ever had,” she said. “I could not 

let that be the lasting memory of the holiday. On the last night, we went to the 

beach and toasted Simon.” 

Since returning to London, she and her children have moved in with her parents, the 

extra support helping them to cope during the pandemic. 

In December, family and close friends released 39 balloons from Hampstead Heath 

to mark what would have been Mr Wayne’s birthday. 

The couple met as teenagers on a Reform Synagogue Youth Israel tour. “We were 

together for 23 years. We were married in 2009 over the Amalfi coast. Life is not the 

same.” 

She praised the support of Grief Encounter at such a difficult time. “We have all had 

counselling online over Zoom. The charity has been amazing, a safe space for us to 

talk. 

“My kids are my ‘why’. I can play and talk to them. I am a mum first and foremost. I 

make sure what they need is taken care of. In the evenings, I reflect. Simon was the 

most incredible person — I cannot lose sight of that.” 

Launching the campaign last week, she expected to raise around £1,000 and was 

shocked when donations exceeded £20,000 in two days. “The response has been un-

believable,” she said. “I thought just my friends and the families of Alexander’s friends 

would support it. Now so many people are sharing and talking about it, even people 

we don’t know.” 

https://www.justgiving.com/fundraising/alexander-wayne 

Reproduced from The Jewish Chronicle 11th March 2021 with thanks 

https://www.justgiving.com/fundraising/alexander-wayne
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Roy Lidington (‘45) 

Died 15th March 2021 

Roy was born on St, George’s Day, 23rd April 1928 at Finch-

ley in N.W. London. 

 

Soon after his birth, his parents, Norman and Grace, 

bought a 3 bedroom, semi-detached house in Edgware-

bury Gardens and it was there that he and his brother, John, lived for the early part 

of their lives. 

 

Roy attended Edgware Infants and Junior Schools and, in 1939, he won a scholarship 

and free place to the Haberdashers’ Aske’s School which at that time was situated 

at Hampstead. Towards the end of 1939, soon after the outbreak of the Second 

World war, both he and John were evacuated to Beaumaris in Anglesey to avoid 

the London blitz - they were away from home for just over a year, living with their 

widowed grandmother, at first in a mansion named Brynhyfred, where an uncle and 

aunt ran a strange religious community and, later, in a house of a former mayor of 

Beaumaris, Mr Roberts, whose lovely terrace house overlooked the Menai Straits with 

distant views of the Snowden mountain range and the Great Orme at Llandudno. 

Roy attended Beaumaris Secondary School for one term and then transferred to Fri-

ars Grammar School in Bangor which involved a journey of 6 miles, often by bike, 

alongside the Menai Straits and over the Menai Bridge. 

 

Early in 1941, Roy and John returned to live in Edgware for the remainder of the war, 

sleeping in a Morrison shelter in the living room and, in the mornings, often picking-up 

shrapnel from anti-aircraft shells and, occasionally, listening with apprehension to the 

frightening sound of German ‘doodle-bugs’ and rockets which sometimes exploded 

within a mile or two of the house but , fortunately, never really close by. 

 

Roy continued his education at Haberdashers’ and, in 1943, was successful in the 

Matriculation and School Certificate examinations and then, two years later, he 

passed the Higher Schools exam with Honours. His parents could not afford to send 

him to university and there were very few scholarships available at that time so, hav-

ing been rejected for National Service, due to asthma and a suspect spine, he had 

to seek some form of useful employment. He had always had a fascination and inter-

est in maps and building plans and, quite fortuitously, in 1945, his mother spotted an 

advertisement in ‘The Times’ by a firm of surveyors, auctioneers and estate agents 

who were seeking a school leaver to serve articles for a period of 3 years and to 

study for the professional examinations. 

 

So it was that, on the 20th September 1945, Roy arrived at the offices of Messrs Brit-

ton, Poole and Brown on Wellington Road, St Johns Wood - right opposite Lord’s 

Cricket Ground - to begin his apprenticeship. On that very same day, an attractive, 

slim, dark-haired girl of 15, by the name of Rosa Thorn, also started work in that office 

as a switchboard operator and filing clerk. It was far from love at first sight! Roy did 

not even ask her out for a date for nearly 12 months and it was not until Rosa left the 

St Johns Wood office to work at Hoare’s Bank, in Fleet Street, that the relationship re-
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ally blossomed. Roy eventually proposed to Rosa in St James’ Park one glorious sunny 

evening, after a theatre outing, and they were married at St James Church, Edgware 

in March 1953. 

 

Married life began in a top floor flat of a Victorian house in Christchurch Road, 

Streatham Hill but Roy was still having to spend a great deal of time studying for the 

professional examinations of the Royal Institution of Chartered Surveyors, the Char-

tered Auctioneers and Estate Agents Institute and, in the 1960’s, the Chartered Land 

Agents Society, eventually becoming a Fellow of all three professional organisations. 

 

Roy and Rosa’s first son, David, was born in 1956 and, two years later, just before their 

second son, Peter, was due to be born, they bought a house in Northwood on the 

NW outskirts of London. Then, in 1961, their third son, Tony, was born. 

 

Having finished his apprenticeship in 1948, Roy began working as a junior surveyor in 

the County Valuer’s Department of the Middlesex County Council - he was to remain 

in local government service for the rest of his working life. Over the years, he pro-

gressed up the ranks in the Department, which, prior to its absorption into the GLC, 

was headed up by Ken Blessley (OHA President 1962/63 and father of our current 

President Colin Blessley) and, by the time that the Middlesex County Council was 

abolished in 1965, he was the County’s Deputy Estates Manager. On transferring to 

the newly created GLC in 1966, he became Principal Land Agent and , by the end of 

his professional career, in 1983, he enjoyed the grand title of Assistant Director of Rec-

reation and the Arts with a supporting staff of over 500 officers. 

 

Roy’s experience and expertise were exceptional and far-reaching in terms of prop-

erty management. His responsibilities extended from managing over 20,000 acres of 

Green Belt land around London (including 49 farms, 105 smallholdings, 14 golf cours-

es, several mansions, extensive woodlands, lakes and sand and gravel pits); to the 

daily operation of all the landing piers on the River Thames from Tower Bridge to Rich-

mond; to the South Bank Arts Complex and countless public open spaces in London. 

He loved his work, especially that involving agricultural estate management. He often 

related his most satisfying and rewarding achievements as being responsible for the 

first farm open days on land in public ownership and the establishment of a Farm In-

terpretation Centre at Park Lodge Farm, Harefield which included a rotary milking 

parlour, with viewing gallery and a herd of 150 Friesian cows, where schoolchildren 

from deprived inner city areas of London, such as Poplar, Tower Hamlets and White-

chapel, were brought to see for themselves, often for the first time in their lives, real 

farm animals, farm machinery and the countryside. 

 

The Centre continues to this day. Roy retired from public service in 1983 and his retire-

ment party was attended by over 60 farmers and smallholders. 

 

Roy was always interested and involved in sport. Encouraged by his father, he con-

centrated on cricket and, for 3 years, was in the Haberdashers’ School 1st Xl as an 

opening batsman and occasional off-spinner. Soon after leaving school, he became 

an active member of OHCC and played regularly for over 25 years and, mostly in the 

1st Xl. He made 179 appearances for the 1st team, scoring 1760 runs, taking 58 wick-

ets and 41 catches, mainly in the slips. He became an active member of the cricket 

committee, was Fixture Secretary for a number of years and went on to become 

President between 1975 and 1977. He was particularly proud to be President in 1977 
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when Peter was captain of the School 1st Xl - a ‘double-act’ that had not been 

achieved before then nor since. He took up golf in 1966 as a member of Pinner Hill 

and, later, he joined Enfield and, for a short period, Lyme Regis Golf Clubs. He was 

also President of the GLC Golfing Society for 2 years. 

 

After retirement, Roy and Rosa moved to Dorset, in 1986, and settled in Rectory Cot-

tage in the village of Symondsbury. In 1993, having been forced to give up playing 

golf due to back problems, Roy decided to try his hand at bowls and, very quickly, 

he became a keen member of both the indoor and outdoor bowling clubs in 

Bridport. The highlight of his bowls career was in the millennium year, 2000 - he was 

men’s captain and the club were winners of the Ist Division County League title as 

well as winners of the South Dorset President’s Cup. In addition, he was one of the 

team which won the County Fours Competition, thereby qualifying to play in the Na-

tional Championships at Worthing. Of special significance too, in that same year, was 

the fact that, at the age of 72, he won his first club competition, the Junior Cup, hav-

ing been a losing finalist on 18 occasions in various competitions during the previous 7 

years! After 2 years as men’s captain, he became Bridport Bowling Club President in 

2002 and he felt greatly honoured when elected a Life Member in 2014. 

 

He also represented the Dorset Men’s County bowls team on 46 occasions, the last 

time being in 2017 when he was 89 years old - which might be some sort of record in 

itself! Finally, in his later bowling years, he became a highly respected umpire in the 

West Dorset area. 

 

Roy and Rosa were married for 66 years, celebrating their Diamond Wedding Anni-

versary in 2013 and Roy never ceased to be grateful for the love, help and support 

Rosa always gave him. He was especially indebted to Rosa for her part in bearing 

and raising 3 sons of whom they were immensely proud. On several occasions, Roy 

recounted that some of the most memorable events in his life were associated with 

his sons - listening to the maiden speech of his oldest son, David from the public gal-

lery of the House of Commons; watching his second son, Peter, scoring fifties and 

centuries for the Haberdashers’ School 1st Xl and for OHCC; and being in the audi-

ence on the first night of theatrical performances by his youngest son, Tony, particu-

larly the premiere of his one-man production of ‘Grimaldi’ at Richmond in Yorkshire. 

 

Roy was a dedicated Christian. In his early years, he accompanied his parents to the 

City Temple Church and to Westminster Chapel in London. In Symondsbury, he regu-

larly attended services in the church of St John the Baptist; for a short time, he served 

on the PCC and ,for 10 years, he undertook all the maintenance of the churchyard - 

a task he thoroughly enjoyed in addition to the endless care he gave to his own cot-

tage garden which was always much admired. 

 

Roy enjoyed life to the full, made many friends and will be remembered as a person 

of quiet determination and good humour; a man who hoped that by his example, he 

could demonstrate the practical and spiritual benefits of a Christian faith; a man im-

mensely proud of his loving wife, Rosa, and his family - he was a wonderful father and 

grandfather. He will be greatly missed by all who knew him. 

 

(adapted from the eulogy given at Roy’s funeral on 8th April 2021 - largely written by 

Roy himself) 
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Peter was born on 20th January 1952. 

  

Having left Haberdashers in 1970, Peter went up to Leeds University, where he studied 

Geography. After graduation, he returned to London and studied to become a 

Chartered Accountant. On receiving his Articles, rather than working as an account-

ant, Peter worked for a number of companies, mainly in project and crisis manage-

ment, putting them back on the straight and narrow and often referring to himself as 

the company‘s doctor. His last major project, running over a number of years, had 

been setting up one of the first closed loop recycling plants turning plastic waste 

back into food grade plastic for re-use.  

  

Peter was a keen rugby player and made his debut for OHRFC in 1970, amassing 325 

appearances for the club, including two for the 1st XV, as a wing forward. He will, 

however for many people, be remembered as Captain of the A XV for a number of 

years in the early 80s, introducing many a young schoolboy to the joys of Old Boys 

rugby and making Cookie‘s ‘A‘ XV a team to be played for. Remembering Peter so 

many of these people have commented on how he went out of his way to make 

them feel welcome and to ensure they really enjoyed themselves both during and 

after the match.  

  

Peter sadly suffered a severe stroke in October 2014 and spent his final years in a 

care home. He received his first Covid vaccination in early January, but unfortunately 

succumbed to an outbreak of Covid in the care home in the days thereafter and 

died a few weeks later. 

  

Our thoughts are with his widow, Karen, and daughters Harriet and Katherine. 

  

Written by Charlie Betteridge 

Peter Cook (‘70) 

Died 15th February 2021 

Brian Binding (‘43) 

Died January 2021 

My former teacher Brian Binding, who has died aged 85 from complications of Covid-

19, was a lifelong student and teacher of literature; a musician of some prowess, 

playing both the viola and the harpsichord; and a man of great style and integrity. 
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Brian was born in Harrow, north-west London, to Evelyn (nee Martin), a hairdresser, 

and Edward Binding, a potman working in pubs; his parents later separated. He 

achieved scholarships to Haberdasher’s Aske’s school, in Elstree, Hertfordshire, and 

Downing College, Cambridge, where he studied English. FR Leavis was the guiding 

spirit at Downing, establishing literature as a cultural barometer, and it may have 

been Leavis’s crusading zeal that persuaded Brian to become an English teacher ra-

ther than follow his musical passions and pursue a career in the arts. 

  

He took up his first post in 1958, at Latymer Upper school, in west London, where he 

taught for more than a decade: Alan Rickman, Robert Cushman, Mel Smith, Raphael 

Wallfisch and Christopher Guard were among those who benefited from his rigour 

and good humour. His own star quality could be gauged by his BMW motorbike, his 

cashmere overcoats and his ever-present pipe, used to emphasise a point or signal a 

pause. With these characteristics, coupled with an incisive intellect, he made it cool 

to be clever, and improved the quality of life immensely – well beyond the confines 

of school – for those he taught. 

 

In 1969 he moved to Bilborough grammar school in Nottingham, and then from 1972 

to 1988 he was head of English at the Latymer school, in Edmonton, north London. 

 

Brian loved fine food and wines, and relished conversation and companionship. He 

could play the fool with gusto, and featured in a number of school pantomimes and 

entertainments. The irresistible mixture of gravitas and mischief endeared him to gen-

erations of pupils. Who could forget his gently sardonic approach as a rowing coach 

to the less than Olympian efforts of the crews he nurtured? 

 

After retiring from teaching in 1988, Brian studied European languages to a higher 

level and became a freelance translator. He shared his sense of adventure with 

friends and family; at the age of nine, his nephew Nick received a fully operational 

hot air balloon kit as a Christmas gift. On another festive occasion, he tobogganed 

down Richmond Hill in the snow, egged on by an ex-student and his girlfriend, the 

evening ending with a violin sonata, hot chocolate laced with brandy and bouts of 

sparkling laughter. 

 

Brian needed support in the final three years of his life, suffering from microvascular 

disease, which limited his mobility, memory and joie de vivre. He is survived by his 

nephews Nick and Philip. 

 

Reproduced from The Guardian with thanks 

Bernard Dawkins (‘43) 

Died 21st January 2021 
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Our father, Michael (Mike) Bovington, died at the age of 88. 

Born in Golders Green he attended the school from 1943-

1951.  He married Joan in 1962, having proposed at the rug-

by club after a match. Luckily they shared a passion for rugby!  He was a devoted 

family man and brought up three daughters and various boxer dogs in Croxley 

Green. 

 

Sport was a passion. He played cricket and boxed, as well as playing rugby at school 

(1st XV, 1948-51; Colours, 1949-51. 1st XI, 1950-51. Then,  for many years, he played 

rugby for the OHRFC. 

 

After studying law at King’s College London, Dad worked successfully as a solicitor for 

the Coal Board pension scheme for thirty years, travelling up to London. The oppor-

tunity for early retirement came and Dad embraced this, spending many happy 

years in retirement.  Holidays were often walking holidays across Europe and he spent 

time developing the Croxley Tennis club. He continued to play until he was 80. 

 

Dad was a generous man and took on roles as a governor of a secondary school 

and for many years delivered meals on wheels, with Mum, in their local area. 

 

He will be deeply missed by all who knew him. 

 
Memories of Mike Bovington by Peter Vacher 

 

I was four years younger than Michael but recall him best as one of the senior sixth-

formers at school,  a Prefect resplendent in his colourful Prefect’s blazer and tasseled 

Cap.  Definitely a figure of authority.  He left the school in 1951, having started at the 

Westbere Road site in 1943. 

After school, Mike played for OHRFC for a number of years and was in the 1st XV in 

1956-57,  before moving down to the AXV where in the following season he played in 

19 matches alongside his older brother and fellow OH Alan, who appeared in 

22.  Further stretching the family connection, Mike was in brother-in-law Harold 

Couch’s AXV in 1959-60.  In other words, Mike was a pretty constant member of the 

club throughout these classic years and played at a high level at a time when we 

regularly fielded six teams. He went on to captain the AXV, our seconds, for two sea-

sons, from 1960 to ‘62, a role also fulfilled at one time by Alan, and succeeded Har-

old.   In the 1961-2 season he made a remarkable 27 appearances. 

 

We became friends once I had joined the rugby club [1955 onwards] and attained 

the dizzy heights of the Extra A XV, OHRFC’s third team, during the time that Mike was 

that team’s Captain [1962-1964].  He led by example, always a competitive and 

quite feisty scrum-half and we seemed to get on pretty well.  I took over from him for 

the following two years [1964-66] with Mike still in the team, and he very kindly orga-

Michael John Bovington 

(‘51)  

OHA Past President 
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nized a commemorative inscribed tankard to mark my time as skipper, a gesture that 

was both very touching and entirely consistent with his character.  During those 

years, our families overlapped too: Mike and Joan’s three daughters, plus Boxer dog, 

were often on the touchline watching the games as were Patricia and our three 

daughters.  We didn’t have a dog!  Ironically when I gave up the captaincy [or was 

it re-possessed?], Mike took over again for a year. 

 

As to Mike’s non-rugby life, I believe he served in the London Scottish TA unit, as had 

his brother, and he qualified as a Solicitor in 1954, having studied at Kings.  He 

worked first in in private practice and then was with the National Coal Board based 

at Hobart House in London.  He and Joan [née Couch] lived very happily in Croxley 

where they were stalwarts of the local tennis club and Mike was Governor of a local 

school.   Their house in Green Lane was a delight to visit and the garden was stun-

ning. 

 

In later years, Mike stayed involved with the Association and for many years oversaw 

the Benevolent Fund which exists to help those OH or their family members who need 

financial help.   He became the Association’s President in 1993-4 and most appropri-

ately arranged for his Presidential Ladies Night to be held in the august premises of 

the Law Society.   Mike was also a very regular supporter of the Retired Members or 

Old Lags lunches which had brightened the Association’s year for the past  two dec-

ades or more until brought to a juddering halt in 2020 by COVID-19.  Deep-voiced, 

slow-speaking yet unfailingly cordial, and with a wry sense of humour, Mike was a 

pleasure to know and is a great loss to our Association.  

 
Memories of Michael  by Ron Partington 

 

He was known to all his colleagues as Bov during his time at school and it was only 

later that he was called correctly as Michael. He did well academically, in the 

Schools Certificate, Matriculation and Advanced level. He achieved prize awards in 

four consecutive years,  together with a Governor’s leaving award. 

 

Michael was involved in many sports and school activities. He was small of stature 

which was a challenge when playing rugby as scrum half. What he lacked in height 

he made up in speed of reaction. However, he did get flattened into the mud when 

caught by opponents.  He was in the cricket first XI and the Boxing team. He was a 

prefect, became a senior N.C.O. (non commissioned officer) in the Cadet force and 

involved in the School Dramatic Society. 

 

Michael was a loyal and kind friend. He would be supportive in whatever might be 

asked of him. He was always thoughtful  and considered in his responses to ques-

tions, so you got a valued opinion. 

 

After completing our National Service commitments as Lieutenants in the army, and 

a period playing for the Old Boys rugby teams, our ways parted and contact was 

maintained principally by telephone calls or the Christmas card. In 1958 Michael be-

came my Best Man, when I was married in Bury ( now Greater Manchester), and he 

was obliged to stay locally overnight. Because my in-laws were strict Methodists there 

was no alcohol at the wedding breakfast. It was an expensive and long way to trav-

el for a lemonade cocktail! He and Joan attended my golden wedding celebration 

and I was pleased to say in my speech that it was a pleasure to give him a decent 
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drink for duties performed 50 years previously!! 

 

Michael was my oldest and most loyal friend. I shall always remember him for his 

kindness, modesty, sensitivity and sense of humour. I will miss him greatly. 

Abhishek Banerjee-Shukla (‘07)  

Died 14th January 2021 

I am stunned and heartbroken beyond words at Abhishek's passing. What a rollicking, 

laughter-filled year we had together in Austin, Texas.  

 

Abhishek was an absolute gem. He was, of course, extraordinarily gifted––and in eve-

ry way that someone can be. But for all his towering gifts, not to mention his astute 

fashion sense, I remember most fondly Abhishek's unfailing kindness.  

 

Abhishek was always unassuming and humble, sweet and generous, smiling and hys-

terical. He radiated joy and brought such infectious good cheer and laughter to the 

court. Everyone in Texas was hopelessly charmed by Abhishek's very proper British ac-

cent, which he happily auctioned for charity at the Court's annual holiday auction 

(agreeing to record a voicemail greeting for the winning bidder).  

 

I am devastated at the passing of this brilliant, wondrous light. And I pray that his fam-

ily's profound sorrow will, in time, be lightened knowing how universally beloved Ab-

hishek was. He was a true treasure, and my life is far richer for having known and 

served alongside him.  

 

May Abhishek's memory be a blessing to his dear mother, whom he adored, and to 

all those who loved him. 

 

Justice Don Willett, Texas Supreme Court 

Donald W Wells (‘48) OHA Past President  

Died 13th January 2021 
Donald was born on the 6th of January 1930 at Muswell Hill. Christened Donald Wil-

liam, he was the youngest of 3 children of Reginald and Elsie Wells. He had two broth-

ers Douglas and John.  

 

Donald went to Haberdashers’ Aske’s school from 1940 to 1948. After that, he did his 

national service between 1949 and 1953 in the army with the 5th Regiment Royal 
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Horse Artillery at Larkshill Barracks in Bulford Wiltshire. 

 

Later that decade, on the 21st June 1958, Donald and Scottie were married at St 

James Church in Friern Barnet. We have a local newspaper cutting of the event 

which reported that several members of local rugby clubs were among the guests, 

that his brother John was Donald’s best man, that Scottie looked splendid in a white 

lace dress and that after a reception at the Red Lion hotel in Barnet they left to hon-

eymoon in Paignton. Donald and Scottie’s marriage was a happy and long one…

they were together for more than 62 years, living in this area, or ‘parish’ as Donald 

was apt to say, throughout their life together. 

 

His working career was spent at Morgan Grenfell, where he was a Director in the 

bank’s Corporate Finance Division. He had numerous responsibilities during his many 

years at MG, including  the recruitment of staff and  underwriting the bank’s mergers 

and acquisitions – he was considered to be an expert by many in the City.  He also 

had responsibility for the Division’s administration team and was instrumental in set-

ting up a scheme whereby the Bank’s pensioners would receive a hamper at Christ-

mas and be invited to an annual lunch.   

 

Away from work, Donald had a number of passions and interests: 

You will recall that he attended Haberdashers’ school ….and in many ways he never 

really left. He was a member of the Old Haberdashers’ Association, frequently at-

tended their dinners and indeed was the Association’s President in 1966/67…an alto-

gether much more acceptable ‘President Donald’ than the one we have been used 

to in recent years! He also played rugby for the Old Haberdashers, attended their 

dinners and made many lifelong friends. And finally, Donald belonged to the Old 

Haberdashers’ Lodge where he was Master in 1979 having been Secretary from 1969 

to 1978. Indeed, he was due to be recognised last March for 60 years’ service, but 

the presentation was been delayed by the Covid Pandemic. 

 

Another passion that Donald and Scottie shared was travel. Despite seemingly being 

wedded to the north London N20 postcode, they had an enormous appetite for 

seeing the rest of the world. It would probably be quicker to name the places they 

did not visit on holiday or on cruise ships, so long is the list of their expeditions. Thai-

land, Bali, Canada, Sri Lanka, Turkey, Greece, Italy, Alaska, Boston, China, the North 

Cape and Spitsbergen (to see the northern lights) to name just a few. Many of you 

will also know that they had apartments in Almeria Spain and used to go there very 

regularly. And many of these trips were undertaken with their good friends, Christine 

and Norman. 

 

Donald had many other interests. He loved gardening. For years he grew dahlias in 

his garden that he had nurtured for 40 years or more. He was very particular in sourc-

ing the correct shade of scarlet geraniums for the front garden every year and al-

ways put on a fantastic display, to match his 30-year-old standard roses. In years 

gone by he had a greenhouse, in which he grew wonderful tomatoes and nurtured 

a splendid grapevine. Donald’s passion for gardening was shared by my father and 

has clearly passed along the genetic line to both myself and my brother and indeed 

to my eldest son, Ben, who is currently landscaping his own garden at his new home 

in Folkestone. 

And when all these passions were not keeping him occupied, he could be found in 

front of his television watching Formula 1 racing no matter what time it was taking 
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place or chatting to friends at the Friern Barnet Club where he had been president 

for many years. 

 

But what about the man himself? You only have to look at the tribute website to get 

a good idea of his many qualities. I will quote just a few of the words written about 

Donald. A man of huge integrity; always helpful, patient and kind; a man who was 

generous and caring; the kindest of men; a man of principle and compassion; a 

man of great integrity, humour and humanity; always supportive, offering guidance 

and held in the highest esteem. 

 

All these words truly describe Donald but if I were pushed to single out one of them, I 

think it would be generous. He supported a large number of charities; indeed, you 

will know that people were invited to make a donation to one of Donald’s favourite 

charities, the Queen Elizabeth Foundation for Disabled people, in place of flowers 

today. He and Scottie were also the most generous hosts. Whether you were simply 

popping round to Church Crescent for a coffee – my children, when young, were 

always impressed when Scottie would wheel in a tea trolley with biscuits and cakes 

and the boys even more so by Donald offering them a San Miguel beer instead -  or 

whether they were hosting large numbers of friends and family at wonderful parties 

and lunches to celebrate key milestones in their lives. Often these grand events took 

place at one of their favourite places – the West Lodge Park hotel. Indeed, they cel-

ebrated their golden wedding anniversary there and Donald had expressed the wish 

that his ashes be scattered around the tree which was planted in the hotel’s gardens 

to celebrate that event. He also wanted everyone attending his funeral service to 

enjoy refreshments, a characteristically Donald expression, at West Lodge Park Hotel 

as a reminder of the many happy hours they had enjoyed there. Clearly that can’t 

happen today, but we will arrange such a gathering to celebrate Donald’s life as 

soon as the pandemic allows. 

 

Nick Wells, Donald’s nephew  
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Nicholas Britton has died aged 67 of bone cancer. 

He was a pioneering mathematical biologist whose 

research covered a huge range of subjects, from 

how malaria is transmitted to the growth of tree rings, and dialects in bird song. 

His teaching and work on modelling techniques made an important contribution to in-

spiring and training the generation of researchers who are currently applying these skills 

and knowhow to solving the problems of the Covid-19 pandemic. 

Nick was born in London, to Barbara Ferris, a teacher, and Geoffrey Britton, a university 

lecturer in medieval English. Sunday lunch was punctuated by debates about seemingly 

obscure facts. At Haberdashers’ Aske’s school, Nick developed his mathematical talent 

and also enjoyed Russian and learning to play the clarinet. With a scholarship, he studied 

mathematics at Corpus Christi College, Oxford, where he played bridge and rowed, 

graduating in 1975. Completing a DPhil in two years, he won the university’s prize for the 

best DPhil in 1978. 

After a couple of years as a lecturer at Oxford and then Liverpool universities, in 1980 he 

accepted a lecturing post at the University of Bath, which became his academic home 

for 40 years. There he founded the international Centre for Mathematical Biology, which 

opened in 1994. Working at the confluence of two disciplines, in his case maths and biol-

ogy, demands patience, respect and teamwork, and Nick honed these skills. He wrote a 

guide to the subject, Essential Mathematical Biology, published in 2003. 

His varied research included: how human tumours grow, the growth of tree rings, validat-

ing the “gate control” theory of pain, bird-song dialects, social exclusion dynamics, and 

disease transmission in malaria, influenza and dengue fever. With Nigel Franks, he unrav-

elled complex ant colony behaviours such as decision-making. His final publication 

shows how damage to honey bee populations is caused by the deformed-wing virus in 

varroa mites. 

Nick’s students and colleagues recall an enthusiastic teacher, generous with inspiring 

and life-changing ideas. As head of mathematical sciences (2006-09) at Bath, he nur-

tured significant expansion in the field. Through chairing a committee of the International 

Society for Mathematical Biology (2008-15), he initiated modelling workshops, realising a 

commitment to support low- and middle-income countries. 

After retiring in 2016, he put his lifelong concern about disadvantage into practice, be-

coming a financial adviser for Citizen’s Advice in Bath. 

We met at a concert at Bath festival in 1983, and married in 1987. We shared a love of 

jazz, opera and ballroom dancing. Private, gentle, wry and modest, Nick was a devoted 

father to our daughter, Rachel. They loved exploring rock pools and hunting for fossils, 

and countryside walks. A confirmed internationalist and insatiable traveller, he visited 67 

countries in his lifetime. 

Nick is survived by Rachel & me, & by 3 sisters, Alison, Hattie and Edwina, & his mother. 

Written by Suzanne Skevington and reproduced with thanks to The Guardian 

Nicholas Britton (‘72)  

Died December 2020 

https://www.springer.com/gp/book/9781852335366
https://www.theguardian.com/science/biology
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John Lidington (‘48)  

Died 12th December 2020 

For most of you it will come as no surprise that our Dad, John 

was a very organized and meticulous person......so much so 

that this funeral has been planned, and this eulogy written, for 

at least the last decade. Fortunately for all of us he lived longer 

than he had perhaps expected but not as long we would have liked. Before his pass-

ing I did get permission to go off script a little at times, so that I can bring my own fla-

vour and perspective to what was a long, fun-filled and happy 89 years. 

 

John was born in May 1931 - the year of the great depression, unemployment and 

strikes. It was the year that King George V persuaded Ramsay Macdonald to form a 

coalition government. It was the year that the Empire State Building was opened in 

New York, by President Hoover, as the tallest building in the world. It was the year 

when it was announced that following the successful trial of traffic lights in London, 

they would be introduced all over Britain. These were hard and difficult times for most 

people and families. 

 

John was born in Edgware, Middlesex to his parents Grace and Norman, where he 

was brought up with his brother Roy, 3 years his senior. He attended Edgware Council 

School and at the start of the second world war at the age of 9 he was evacuated 

with Roy to Anglesey in North Wales for 2 years in the care of his grandmother, 

Rhoda. Despite being away from home these weren’t unhappy times and it was 

while in Anglesey that my Dad developed two traits that would be lifelong charac-

teristics. Firstly he created an unbreakable bond with his brother Roy. Roy recently 

told us that in their almost 90 years together they never fell out and rarely had a 

crossed word. Secondly, although being away from his parents was hard, he wrote to 

them religiously (all of the letters he still has) and he maintained a strong relationship 

with them despite the distance that separated them. For the rest of his life he was 

able to maintain strong ties with family and friends despite any time or distance that 

separated them. 

 

In 1942 John and Roy returned to London and it was only by the determination and 

sacrifices of his parents that both he and Roy attended Haberdashers school, at that 

time located in Cricklewood, North London. His 6 years at Haberdashers were to 

prove an important and valuable part of his education not just in terms of academ-

ics but also to his future sporting interests and the formation of friendships that he 

maintained for the rest of his life. Dad played both cricket and rugby for the school 

and captained the first 11 cricket team on many occasions. He graduated school in 

1948 and started his working career with Higgs and Hill, the building and civil engi-

neering contractors on a five-year Apprenticeship. During which time he obtained his 

qualifications as a building surveyor. 

 

In 1953 he undertook 2 years national service in the Royal Army Service Corp and 

spent most of his time in Hong Kong with the rank of sergeant in a supply depot. More 

important to him at that time was the enjoyment he derived from playing cricket for 

the army, as their wicketkeeper, in many of their representative matches. 
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After national service the major part of John's career as surveyor and project manag-

er was spent with John Laing’s the International building and civil engineering con-

tractors. He joined them at the time they were awarded the contract for the first 50 

miles of the M1 motorway and he enjoyed working on a number of their major con-

tracts at that time including the Barbican in London and the Milton Keynes shopping 

centre and he also was privileged to be introduced to the queen on 2 opening cere-

mony occasions. 

 

It was a while on a touring holiday in 1959 that John and Shirley first met in Lugano 

Switzerland they were married at Shirley's hometown Stow Bardolph, near Downham 

Market, Norfolk in 1961. The birth of 3 sons Jonathan, myself and Michael followed 

fairly swiftly. We were all born in our parents first home in Radlett but moved to St Al-

bans in 1970, where Mum and Dad have lived for 50 years and built many friendships. 

 

He was a great Father and a traditional husband.....dinner on the table at 7:00, kids 

scrubbed and ready for bed, barely knew how to boil an egg. He’d stop by the Cat 

and Fiddle in Radlett for a swift half on his way home, bring us a bar of chocolate by 

way of a bribe, swing as around by our ankles to wind us up before bedtime but he 

was always there to tuck us in and read us a story that he would typically make up 

on the fly. 

My Mum and Dad would have been married for 60 years in April, he probably al-

ready had a speech prepared! But on their 50th anniversary he said a few words that 

I know he would want me to repeat today. What he said, on that occasion was that 

nothing in his life exceeded the pleasure and satisfaction of having Shirley as his toler-

ant, understanding and loving partner and together enjoying the reward of three 

considerate and (somewhat) successful sons, 3 delightful and caring daughters-in-

law and 7 priceless grandchildren. No one could ask for more. 

 

Not to say that there were not other interests and other people I know he would wish 

to acknowledge and to express his sincere thanks for their help, love and much val-

ued friendship. His brother Roy particularly with whom he’s shared a close and an un-

breakable bond. Roy’s entire family with whom we’ve spent many special occasions 

particularly at this time of year. His cousins Michael, Wendy and Beryl. His friends from 

his school days (particularly Mike Rideout for whom he was best-man and Don Lundie 

and Doug Gainsborough who have subsequently passed but I’m hoping Joan and 

Gill are online today). They were great friends. 

 

I also want to say a special thank you to the many members of the Old Haberdashers 

Cricket Club where he played for over 25 years and was both captain and president 

and I’m told he amassed over 300 games for their first eleven. I know he would have 

been particularly proud of that stat.....I won’t mention though his average run rate. 

He would have also been very proud of a quote from his good friend Geoff Wheal: 

“John was probably the best wicketkeeper the old Haberdashers ever had and if 

he’d been playing for a better team he could have played at a minor county level” 

 

There were also members of the Hale tennis club that he remained in touch with 

since the 1950s and more recently members of Harpenden Golf Club where he spent 

many hours, not all of them on the course, but as the years passed an increasing 

number at the 19th hole. 

 

Similarly there is just a chance there may be present the odd friend and drinking part-
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ner from the Six Bells, the Holly Bush, the Three Hammers....I think I’d better stop there. 

He also had friends at the arts club, here at St Michaels Church and at the choral so-

ciety from the Abbey and many friendly neighbours within the street. It may sound 

like an alcoholic lifestyle but he assured us in the family that it was all for the good of 

everyone! 

 

In summary my Dad was a proud and loyal man, in the last 5 years he also showed 

his caring side and his culinary skills as he took on the role of caregiver to my Mother. 

This was a side if him we hadn’t seen and one that he did with amazing patience 

and determination. He was a humble man that made friends easily and maintained 

friendships for life. He was incredibly sociable and he a loved a good laugh. When 

cleaning out his draws I found a folder full of old jokes and humorous clippings.....if 

any of them were in anyway clean I would have read one out today. 

 

Dad, thank you for teaching Johnny, Mike and I to be good fathers. For teaching us 

to give people the benefit of the doubt, to be loyal to those who you love and to val-

ue friendships above everything except family. 

 

I will miss our regular banter but promise to continue your work in encouraging “real 

cricketers" to reject twenty-twenty and for the board of England selectors to instigate 

a policy of picking only “specialist wicket keepers" in the future. 

 

Martin Lidington February 2021 
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CLUBS AND SOCIETIES 
Rugby 

With the remainder of the 2020/21 season having been cancelled, focus for the rug-

by club in general has turned to organising social events over the summer months 

with the players focusing on fitness in order to hit the 2021/22 season running on the 

front foot 

 

Starting with the latter point first.  Hopes are high for the timely exit from restrictions 

(still 21-Jun!).  The players are sorting some COVID-compliant 7s training right now 

and hope to arrange some fixtures or even mini tournaments over the summer 

months to work on fitness and teamwork.  1XV skipper Clarky and his 2XV steed, 

Gareth remain even more committed to rugby getting up an run-

ning having largely lost out on their first season in the hot seats 

 

Mid-pandemic social activity obviously peaked with the summer get together last 

August, which was a huge success.  Since then with the more restrictive backdrop, 

interaction has been limited to zoom.  We have had a successful wine tasting, over-

seen by Old Habs very own sommelier, Simon Lloyd.  The wine selection was excel-

lent and Lloydy's accompanying notes instructive.  Given the bants on the players' 

WhatsApp chat that went on well into the early hours, a few members clearly en-

joyed drinking their entire case and some! 

 

Our most recent meet was in celebration of OHRFC's long standing President, Ian 

"Moonie" McCarthy who turned 60 in March.  Those who coordinated this event 

managed to get probably 50 or more players, past players, supporters and oldies on-

the-line for an evening of reminiscing and general frivolity, which I know Moonie 

hugely appreciated.  In a clear case of how "at one" the rugby club is and how 

grateful we are for Ian's leadership over the past 8-9 years, contributions were very 

diverse.  Most also contributed videos to a special compilation of our anthem, "Take 

me home, Croxdale Road" very well corralled by our very own Lee Marvin wanna-

bee, Francis Booth 

 

Once again, as restrictions are lifted, plans are afoot to arrange more social events 

at our fantastic clubhouse, including something akin to the Captain's Carnival.  We 

will certainly be looking to include other sporting clubs within the OHA family to join in 

with the fun.  Watch this space! 

 

We may have been missing the physical rugby on the pitch stuff, but the mighty 

BW&M remains strong, prepared and thoroughly eager to get back onto the hal-

lowed turf at The Fortress Croxdale Road 

 

#takemehome 

 

Paddy Hughes (OH 1984; OHRFC for life) 



 57 

 

 

The cricket club had its AGM in February, with all officers re-elected into their current 

positions. Following the government’s announcement on the roadmap to coming 

out of the lockdown, the latest word from the Herts Cricket League is that we will 

have a full season’s cricket beginning the first week of May. 

 

We are pleased to have been able to pay the club’s rent for 2021, and we are hop-

ing to be back to normal in terms of income from subscriptions and match fees this 

year. 

 

We have been looking at options to replace the existing cricket score box and asso-

ciated costs. The current main hurdle, apart from lockdown restrictions preventing 

any demolition works to take place, is that current lead times are 12-16 weeks. It 

seems that the garden shed market has boomed over the course of the pandemic! 

 

Rhys has been speaking to Tony about ground and pitch preparations for the season 

and there is a plan in place. Our ongoing challenge will be to produce decent quali-

ty pitches for League matches, which has become increasingly difficult given the 

amount of cricket we now play on Croxdale Road. 

 

Also, I’d like to personally say “thank you” to the OHA for including our request for po-

tential umpires on the latest OHA newsletter. I have had a response to that from a 

more recent leaver and he has already become ECB ACO level 1 qualified and will 

be enrolling himself on the level 2 course shortly. 

 

The annual dinner at Lord’s will take place on 4th November and we hope to be at 

full capacity if all restrictions are lifted. Roger very kindly reached out to Mark Ram-

prakash following his virtual talk at the school and Mark has provisionally agreed to 

be our guest of honour, which is fantastic news. 

 

This Season’s Fixtures are on the following page. 

Cricket 
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OHCC 1st XI Fixtures 

OHCC 2nd XI Fixtures 
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Please see Dick Winney’s article on page 22.  

Contact Dick, rwinney@compuserve.com for further information 

Association Football 

Golf 

Like everything else, OHGC has been fairly dormant.  

 

We are still waiting to arrange fixtures but can do so at relatively short notice.  

 

We have a fixture booked in for 13th May at Moor Park against Old Millhillians and Old 

Lyonians. Sadly there won’t be a dinner to accompany it. 

 

The Spring Meeting in April at Porters Park is yet to be booked. We have a match in 

September against Old Cholmeleians. 

 

Contact Robert Clarke robertc.clarke@btopenworld.com to take part or for further 

information 

Rifle Shooting 

Returning to action following 29th March, it’s been a mixed bag of results for OHFC, 

with two wins and two losses (one coming by way of a penalty shootout).  However, 

with wins against Old Alleynians (from the division above us) and Old Amplefordians, 

we have managed to book ourselves a place in the final of the inaugural ‘Gareth 

Dineen’ trophy (a somewhat hastily pulled together tournament, following the aban-

donment of the Arthurian League).  It’s great to have a shot at silverware in such a 

fractious season, but a season that has produced some of our best results, and per-

formances, for many years. 
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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 


