OLD WINBURNIANS NEWSLETTER – AUTUMN 2022

Dear Fellow Old Winburnians,
‘The windows of the world are covered with rain
Where is the sunshine we once knew ?
Everybody knows when little children play
They need a sunny day to grow straight and tall.
Let the sun shine through.’

[see page 38]

Of course, we all know it’s been the sunniest, hottest summer any of us can recall
surpassing even 1976. Too hot even at times, quite a few would say. But we are talking
metaphorically, aren’t we, when we write or speak of ‘sunshine’ in our lives – or its absence ? I
appreciate that quite a few of you do contrive enthusiastically to enjoy your lives though I doubt as
unconditionally as in those far-off, carefree days of childhood. Those days when you arrived in King
Street on foot, by train or school bus, on your bicycles, perhaps even by car (not many of us) and
chatted cheerfully of the day ahead – even if you had a Maths test or a gym lesson, leaping over
that accursed vaulting horse (or landing painfully astride !). But no, seldom is there that kind of
sunshine we once knew. Indeed, quite a few of our old mutual friends have in recent times lost a
dearly loved partner or are caring for one – maybe you are one of them ? Perhaps you are not as
well as you would wish and are waiting apprehensively for a medical diagnosis. Of course, we must
always retain a sense of historical perspective for, beyond doubt, we are collectively the most
fortunate generation ever to have lived in this wonderful country of ours. Few among us have
experienced war or poverty. Materially we have enjoyed a quality of life no previous generation has
ever known.
So why this note of pessimism in my letter to you, you ask ? Just weeks ago we lost our
beloved Queen Elizabeth II, a truly remarkable lady who possessed so many admirable qualities.
The outpouring of sadness and love at her death and on the occasion of her funeral was both
astonishing yet entirely understandable. We thank her Majesty for her services to our nation and
wish King Charles III and his wider family all good fortune in the years ahead.
As for the rest of the news making the headlines in the media, the cruel, unpardonable
war waged by President Putin and his henchmen in the Ukraine rages on causing appalling and
untold suffering to the citizens of that country and his own. A number of natural catastrophes have
occurred around the world, most notably in Pakistan. The threat of Covid remains a nagging
anxiety for us all and the possibility of a major ‘flu epidemic is predicted for the winter ahead.
Many young lives are blighted, especially in our cities, by the scourge of gang warfare, drugs and
the curse of social media.
Other domestic headlines come from the very different world of ‘You couldn’t make it up !’
Our former Prime Minister resigned after a succession of untruths were exposed with the ‘knockPage 1 of 38

out’ blow delivered when he defended a male colleague who couldn’t keep his lecherous hands to
himself – and it wasn’t even lady MPs who were complaining !
So, to conclude, dear friends across so many continents and seas, we send our greetings
to you all and wish you good health and happiness in the coming year. We hope too you will enjoy
our humble efforts to inform and entertain in these pages and stir distant fond memories of ‘old
Wimborne’ and its grammar school.
Please keep the letters, e-mails, etc., coming in – and don’t forget to raise a glass (or two)
to ‘Absent Friends’ at 2pm (GMT) on Saturday, December 3rd wherever you are.
A very Happy Christmas and New Year, 2023.

Alan R Bennett
On behalf of the Committee

FORTHCOMING IMPORTANT
OWA DATES FOR YOUR DIARY

Christmas Reunion
Summer Reunion
Annual General Meeting

Saturday 3rd Dec. 2022
Saturday 1st July 2023
Monday 18th Sept. 2023

+++++++++++++++
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Née Filcher 55 - 60

APOLOGIES FOR SUMMER REUNION LUNCH ON 2ND JULY 2022
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BH14 0QS
BH1 2JU

WIMBORNE PAYS TRIBUTE TO OUR QUEEN

[This article was published in an edition of the "New Stour & Avon Magazine”, a free
publication, and dated 23rd September 2022]
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THE ARCHITECTS BEHIND THE VICTORIAN SCHOOL 1849-1851
by PETER WATTS (56-63)
The architects for this enterprise were John Morris and Charles Grieve Hebson,
Architects and Surveyors of 101 Upper Stamford Street, London – later at 15 Duke
Street, Adelphi, London.
C G Hebson was born in 1824 at Penrith in Cumberland and died at San Remo in Italy
in 1886, aged 62 years. John Morris was born in Worcestershire in 1817 and died in
Washington State, USA in 1904, aged 87 years.
Morris reported on the state of Wimborne Grammar School in 1846 and gave an
estimate of £2,000 for its re-building, which took place between 1849 and 1851.
Tenders were invited from interested parties in the Builder magazine of 10th February
1849 for “the execution of the works to be done in the
erection of THE NEW GRAMMAR SCHOOL and
MASTERS’ HOUSES at Wimborne Minster in the county
of Dorset …”. Drawings and specifications could be
viewed at the offices of the town council and tenders
were to be sent to the registrar of the town council, Mr
Edward Castleman. Parties determining to tender were
advised to contact both Mr Castleman and the
architects at their office in London by the 20th February
and tenders were to be submitted before the 20th
March 1849. The project was illustrated in the
Illustrated London News of 10th November that year.
The practice of Morris and Hebson’s other significant
work, also in a Tudor-revival style, is the Grade 2 listed
Boarding House, lodge and gate screen at Loughborough
Grammar School, Leicestershire of 1852. The laying of
the foundation stone there was illustrated in the
Illustrated London News of 17th August 1850.

[A commemorative plaque on the
left-hand side of the archway which
today leads through to an open
space. Part of this space used to be
the assembly hall in Big School]

The Morris and Hebson partnership was dissolved by mutual consent in July 1854. I
have found out very little about Charles Hebson after this break-up.
Morris and his young family emigrated to Canada in 1855. It has been suggested that
his friendship with George Edmund Street (1824-1881) resulted in his being selected
by Frederick Cumberland as the Clerk of Works for the construction of University
College, University of Toronto, 1856-59. From this project he moved on to fulfil a
similar role in the construction of Thomas Fuller’s Canadian Parliament building in
Ottawa. After 1865 he moved to the United States where he is understood to have had
some involvement in the construction of the Cook County Courthouse, 1872-85, built
after the Great Fire of Chicago of 1871 and designed by James J Egan. The Court
House at Lincoln, Nebraska was his next project in 1876 and, while in Nebraska, he
became a minister in the Episcopal Church, working with Sioux tribes and preaching in
the Dakota Territory. By 1890 he had moved further west to Eastern Washington State
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where he worked as an architect in the town of Grand
Mound and designed churches at Colfax, Pullman and
Aberdeen, all in Washington State. John Morris died in
Seattle, Washington State, on 12th May 1904.
The third name on the commemoration stone which is built
into the wall of the former school (on the left-hand side at
the end of Grammar School Lane) is that of James George
Smither whom the Census of 1851 shows was living at 228
West Borough. He was then 19 years old and is described
as an architect and surveyor, born in Middlesex, London.
Smither was described as being a visitor in the house of
Cornelius O’Callaghan, a teacher of Greek, Latin, French
[The commemoration stone with the
names
of the architects shown in the
and German. Smither’s role in the project would have
plaque above. In the ribbons below
been that of the site architect. J G Smither is recorded as
are the words
later having restored Nuthurst Church in Sussex, 1856J G SMITHER and SUPERINT
although these letters have been
57, when operating from an office at 7 Duke Street,
more severely eroded]
Adelphi. There is a Wimborne connection with this project
as Old Winburnian Benjamin Ferrey (1810-1880) and Royal Gold Medallist in 1870
designed the Clergy house there. Smither was later involved in housing development in
Wimbledon before voyaging to Colombo, Ceylon (now Sri Lanka) and became the first
Government Architect in the Public Works Department of the Government of Ceylon
between 1865 and 1883. During this period he was responsible for the design of All
Saints Church, Galle Fort (1869), works on the Grand Oriental Hotel and Colombo Town
Hall with associated public markets in 1873. Between 1873 and 1875 he worked under
the direction of Sir William Gregory, Governor of Ceylon (1872-77), to record the built
antiquities of Ceylon, the result being published in 1894. In 1879 he undertook works
to the stables for Sir William at his family home at Coole Park, County Galway.
He eventually retired to England in poor health and died in Camberwell in 1911.

ALMSHOUSES IN THE WIMBORNE AREA
by PAT TRAYLER (née BROWN) (62-69)
While looking at the history of Wimborne Workhouse, a suggestion online was that it
had been an almshouse in a previous existence. This did not look a promising origin for
the workhouse as there was no mention in any records so far found. The first records
are for building a Poorhouse on the site for the poor of Wimborne. Unfortunately three
almshouses in the area had quite a lot of information and so sparked an interest
(obsession) to sort the information.
The almshouses had their origins a long way back in history. Records of the oldest one
were sketchy and subject to opinions rather than concrete evidence. The next oldest
almshouse relied on historical evidence and sometimes this can be adjusted to suit at
the time. However there was a Will left for money to build an almshouse in Wimborne.
The third had a lot of paperwork and a detailed Will leaving money in a specific manner
for the building and running of the almshouses.
Page 7 of 38

The original buildings, first mentioned in 1247, on the outskirts of the Kingston Lacy
Estate had been a sanctuary and hospital for the isolation and nursing of lepers. There
was little money available in 1275 and Pope Innocent IV gave the brethren and sisters
permission to beg for alms to look after their patients.
(At this point Pat’s research led her to examine the lives of St. Margaret
(1045-1093), St. Anthony, the Knights Templar and the Knights Hospitaller,
and Gertrude, Marchioness of Exeter among others. I am sure if any of our
readers are especially interested, I am sure Pat would be happy to send copies
of the complete account of her research)
Ed.
Roger Gillingham
Roger Gillingham was born in the village of Pamphill Green. His last Will and Testament
indicated he was a gentleman of significant means. At the time of his death his address
was the Middle Temple London. He had made two marriages, the first to Susan Dicker
in St Dunstan and All Saints Church in Stepney in February 1654. His occupation was
given as Gentleman. He married Agnes Freer in St Mary le Strand in August 1662. He
had a step daughter from the first marriage and left bequests to her as he did not
appear to have children of his own. Roger left bequests to cousins were cited who were
still minors and also to other relatives. Roger had accumulated a lot of wealth from
stocks in various companies such as the Lechmere’s Saltpetre Works, (although the
East India Company and the African Company were making losses at the time), and
rent from properties and land. He wished to be buried in the Temple Church with a
solemn and simple ceremony. However there was no record of his grave in the church.
Roger, in his Will stated that he had purchased land in Pamphill Green in the parish of
Wimborne Minster (where he was born), from William Hollway and his trustees. He
charged his executors to use the money left over from the payment of his debts and
bequests to erect a building on the land, for a schoolhouse with rooms or chamber
above for a schoolmaster to lodge and reside. This should be a widower or single man,
never married. Also he wanted four almshouses built on one side of the school for four
poor indigent men who were widowers or single men never married. On the other side
of the school he wanted four almshouses built for four indigent women who were
widows or were single and never married. He wanted the buildings to be well built with
good materials of brick, tiles and wood and to be made comfortable for the inhabitants.
The schoolmaster was to be well qualified and able to teach to write with a good
secretary hand, to read English well, to account well with the rules of arithmetic, with
whole numbers and fractions. He also must instruct the Church Catechisms to all the
male children of the inhabitants of the said parish, and those dwelling within the land
westward of the town of Wimborne Minster between the two rivers, the Stower (Stour)
and the Allen (commonly called the Brook), all along the Sambletts and other inhabited
places out to Shapwick and Witchampton who might be sent to him from time to time.
The number was not to exceed forty. The schoolmaster should every morning and
every evening at five of the clock in the schoolhouse read to the poor Alms people and
the scholars, a chapter out of the new Testament together with the common church
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prayers or as other prayers directed by the ministers of Wimborne Minster. The
Governors of Wimborne School were to appoint the schoolmaster.
A Codicil was added to the Will, giving pages of bequests and instructions for the
executors. First he gave to money for the poor people of Bednall Green in Stepney in
proportions nominated by Mr Blissett, collermaker and Whaley, tenant. In Wimborne
the poor of the parish could have a payment if nominated by Mr Aldrich Swan, Clerke
and Roger Thurborne, cousin. Payments not to exceed twenty shillings. Ten pounds
were to be given to the poor of Cowgrove where he was born. He bequeathed books,
which he had bought for the purpose, to the newly erected library of Wimborne, and
chains to the value of £10 were to be attached.

Roger named in his Will, a lot of lands,
tenements, farms and property, some inherited
and some as joint ventures. He must have had a
lot of money to acquire all the items named in his Will. Lands and property in the
Manor of Shillington, in Curriers Abbey, Stonecutters St in the Parish of St Bride’s
London, lands in Blackfriars London, Messuage and tenements in Chilbridge, Wimborne
Minster, lands and tenements in Bear Lands in Wimborne and Corfe Mullen, Lands in
the Parish of Hackney, Middlesex and ground in Bednall Green.
He left a gold watch and a silver watch and a lot of law books. He also left bequests of
money to be paid to all the Governors, the Master and the Usher of the Free School of
Wimborne and hoped that they would spend money on a ring to remember him. As
Roger was born in the Pamphill area it is possible that he spent some time at Queen
Elizabeth’s Free Grammar School (especially as he had left the School officials money
to buy remembrance rings) before going to Oxford for his degree.
Roger made the newspapers long after his death. The Will was left open as he had
property leased for 1000 years. This could not be resolved until the lease expired.

[Roger Gillingham’s Almshouses and School on Pamphill Green
from ‘Wimborne Minster – The History of a Country Town’ by Jude James]
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THE LAST ‘FIRST YEAR’ AT WIMBORNE GRAMMAR SCHOOL
by MICHAEL COFFIN (70-77)
I attended my first reunion in July this year and had the pleasure of sitting next to John
Guy at the lunch. John and I have history as we both grew up in Sturminster Marshall although John was closer in age to my elder brother !
I am a relatively rare member of the OWs. As far as I can see I am one of the few
members who was in the last year to enter Wimborne Grammar School (WGS) via the
11+ in 1970.
During the lunch John asked me if I would write a few words on what life was like at
the time as the local education system changed to reflect the Middle school and
Comprehensive school structure. WGS became part of Queen Elizabeth’s School (QES)
with a subsequent move ‘up the hill’ to the new School at Pamphill. I probably agreed
too quickly – it has dawned on me that it was 52 years ago, and my memory had
dimmed over the years, but I have set out some memories that reflect my impressions.
So, I’ll start at the beginning and the surprise at passing the 11+. It was a surprise to
my headmaster at Sturminster Marshall Primary School as well – in all 6 of us from
‘Stur’ made it through, but I am certain that I was in the Europa league places rather
than the Champions league.
We were required to wear the new school uniform – no chocolate and cerise for us which was a blue tie with silver stripes and crests, and a jacket of an indistinguishable
colour – somewhere between blue and grey with a very fine check pattern. The white
shirt sported the large collars with the rounded ends – a forerunner to the trend of the
early 70s.
We were based at the Annex in East Borough with the second years, but also had
lessons in King Street. My memory is that the timetable was fairly random as to
location with trips having to be made between the two locations at various times during
the day, all unsupervised which obviously would not survive a ‘risk assessment’ under
today’s standards. There was the occasional incident in transit and a temptation to
stray into the local shops but all in all it was a good life lesson in reading a timetable
and being in the right place at the right time.
My memory of King Street at that time is that the main building was largely
inaccessible above the ground floor for safety reasons, although I do recall music
lessons taking place above ground level. I recall there were several portacabins where
lessons were held in the playground and also having assemblies in the Big Hall on the
ground floor. The headmaster’s office was also on the ground floor.
Most of our lessons took place at the Annex and most playtimes were spent playing
football on a designated area of the playground in matches that I recall were both
organised and competitive.

Page 10 of 38

During our time at the Annex, we obviously had good access to the playing fields, and I
was encouraged to develop my love of sport, particularly athletics by Mr Hoare. I was
introduced to hurdles and triple jump, and did well enough at both to attend county
meets at under-13 level. I can clearly remember the excellent triple jump track we had
in Wimborne and remember the disappointment at turning up at an East Dorset event
at Wareham to discover that the triple jump pit was actually a long jump pit and that
they were intending to use the rake as the triple jump line ! Even in 1971 the dangers
of a 12-year-old running at speed and standing on a garden rake were apparent, and
after some heated discussions the organisers were persuaded to abandon the event.
We spent two years at the Annex in our ‘grammar school stream’ before transferring up
to Pamphill in year 3. This was the first time we were fully integrated as a truly
comprehensive school with our fellow pupils from the former secondary modern schools
on the same site. Whilst there was substantial building work still going on at that stage,
primarily a four-storey central block, we certainly benefitted from the building that had
already taken place in the form of modern science laboratories, language laboratories
and a drama block all fitted with the latest technology. We also had access to a
swimming pool on site and a large gym. The one area that was not a success was the
transformation of the on-site sports field into ‘all weather’ sports pitches. The pitches
were made of ‘red-gra’ and were ‘all weather’ until it rained, was very windy, or very
sunny. I particularly remember playing cricket in games lessons with coconut matting
laid on top of the rock hard and uneven surface which made the facing bowling of any
pace very hazardous.
The comprehensive School operated a ‘Banding System’ with 3 bands, where band 1
pupils were expected to progress to GCE O levels in most of their subjects, band 2 a
mixture of GCE and CSE and band 3 mostly CSE. There was scope for pupils to move
through the bands based upon attainment and I remember a handful of pupils coming
through to Band 1 in my time at the school. Initially there were some tensions as the
schools merged, but I do not recall this being a particular issue in the latter years.
One area where there was an immediate benefit of combining the schools was on the
sports field. One of the most memorable games was our first ever under-13 cricket
fixture on the ‘Jungle’. Even though at that stage in our second year we were being
taught on different sites, we played matches as QES and were drawn in the first round
of the Dorset under-13 Schools cup against Beaminster. It was a twenty over
competition and we batted first scoring 130 off our 20 overs. There was some debate
as to whether this was ‘enough’. Beaminster were bowled out for 5 with 4 of those
being leg-byes !
I largely have happy memories of my time at both WGS and QES. I am proud to have
attended WGS (and just qualify to be an Old Winburnian) and whilst to some the
change to the comprehensive system may have been contentious, looking back through
the eyes of a 13-year-old it didn’t seem to be a big deal at the time and we just got on
with daily school life in new facilities with new friends and plenty of opportunities.

Page 11 of 38

OUR OLD SPORTS FIELD off EAST BOROUGH
– now ALLENBOURN MIDDLE SCHOOL
by ALAN R BENNETT (49-56)
I thought it would be interesting to our readers to discover exactly what has happened
in recent years to our old sports field now occupied by Allenbourn Middle School (AMS).
So it was that I approached Cindy Pritchard, the Headteacher at the school, to find out
what changes had occurred over the past 50 or so years since QEGS had ceased to
exist. Very kindly Cindy invited myself and my good pal and very talented
photographer, John Guy, to call by at the school and see for ourselves the changes
wrought over many years.
Tuesday July 5th
A fine, sunny afternoon, we park our cars and
make for the school entrance where Cindy is
waiting to greet us. No stern-faced stereotype of
yesteryear is Cindy, rather a slim, very
attractive lady with a welcoming smile and the
warmest of words. I explain again our mission
for on this vast expanse of what was once a
cricket square, football and rugby pitches, tennis
[The entrance to the main school buildings
courts and a changing hut and showers, almost
is to the right]
nothing is recognisable. Here it was sporting
heroes like Kenny Bartlett, his namesake Michael Bartlett, G.W. Van Lottum, Ken
Nicklen and, in later years, Tony Elgar, David Scrase, Graham Egerton and Malcolm
McNeill (among the boys), Susan Bush (now Hatherley), Jill Cowdry (now Strong), the
late Elaine Hooker and Rachel Kettle (Jones) (among the girls) broke records and wove
sporting glory. Indeed, we gaze in somewhat bemused fashion about us for nothing
remains where we remember it.
Here it was too that in the cold changing rooms many
of us boys first became acquainted with ‘showers’. At
home it was an old-fashioned bath half-filled with
lukewarm water on a Sunday night or even a tub of
kettle-boiled water in front of a blazing coal fire.
Showers ? Well,
maybe a few middleclass families had
[No cricket square is apparent today,
just an artificial batting strip with
multiple use made of the surrounding
outfield. Notice the development of flats
adjacent to the school and on the site of
the former Tice’s garage]

them installed, but
not that many in the
1940s, 1950s and
1960s. When we had
our ‘showers’ after

changing out of football/rugby ‘clobber’ on a
December/January afternoon with the temperature at
or even below freezing on the pitch, we then raced
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[A building today on the site of the
former brick built changing rooms of 50
years ago]

out of the hut to where the showers were installed, we naked, puny (I speak for myself
– some boys were fine, muscular specimens), objects of derision briefly stepped or ran
under the showers, closely observed by our inscrutable headmaster, Major J.D. Neil. I
hasten to add other pupils may have more favourable memories of ‘showers’ in the old
hut, but I doubt it.
John and I, together with the charming Cindy, continue to stroll about this expanse of
confusing buildings and greenery (the grass had not quite turned brown or yellow yet
this rainless summer). I decide to ask the school’s Headteacher for a general statement
about the role sport plays in the life of Allenbourn School in the year 2022. Cindy
replies :
“So to answer your questions with regard to sports at Allenbourn, these are
wide ranging and as inclusive as we can make them, given the importance of
encouraging physical activity in an age where every child is semi-permanently
attached to some sort of technological device !
The sports offered at AMS as part of the curriculum include football, rugby,
netball, hockey, cross-country, cricket, rounders, athletics (including all field
and track events) and, yes, gymnastics, and also dance. Both boys and girls do
all sports as there is a requirement to provide an equal offer and indeed there
is nothing gender specific about the skills in each of these areas. We also do
tennis and have offered other sports such as golf, cheerleading and
orienteering. In gymnastics the pupils participate in floor routines, and also use
the equipment including the ropes, horse, climbing wall bars, springboards, etc.
We also try to run clubs in a range of sports,
plus encourage pupils with particular interests
– we have had a champion golfer, go-carter
and currently a horse rider who competes at
national level for the Pony Club.
There is an annual sports day which usually
takes place in July, with a day of field events
on the school site followed by the main
event – which we now hold at QE School
[Some hard tennis courts in front of the
main
school buildings – roughly on the site
(due to the size of the running track, so
50 years ago of two former grass courts]
that any records set are done on the
correct sized track). The whole school walks up to QE School and all pupils are
expected to participate either in field or track, earning points for their Houses.
We also have inclusive sports for our disabled pupils or those with special
educational needs. These include Boccia and, for the first time this year, Kinball
– which involves an enormous ball. I can’t say much more as I wasn’t really
sure exactly how it all worked, but the children had a lovely time. In addition,
we have inter-house competitions – Sport’s Day points are included, as are
cross-country competitions, capture the Flag and attendance at clubs. Oh, and I
have now remembered – pupils also do volleyball, badminton and benchball
and basketball. I think that’s it for now !
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We are fortunate to have a great team of P.E. teachers and coaches at
Allenbourn; the children really do love their sport (mostly !) and the aim is to
encourage them to be physically active, healthy and well – and to educate
them in the importance of exercise in maintaining their physical health, and
very importantly, their mental and emotional well-being.
In term of houses, there are four – Stour, Avon, Allen and Frome. Since I have
been at AMS Stour seems to most often win – we don’t know why! We have
now added in the collection of House Points for a variety of things in the hope
of giving all of the Houses a chance to win – they love the competition.
Well, I hope that provides a good summary of what we do at AMS and gives
you sufficient background for your article. I did share with several staff
members your references to the Allen and the fact that pupils used to swim in
the river as part of Sports Day – how things have changed !”
What a splendid variety of sporting activities Cindy has described.
For we boys it was essentially football, rugby, cricket with cross country when the
playing fields were under water, usually early in the New Year. Though there were
tennis courts little tennis was actually played. The
Fives courts (at King Street) were usually
monopolised by early arrivals at the school. For the
girls it was hockey, netball and tennis.
So the world has moved on for good and ill. The
general facilities have improved not only here at
Allenbourn but also across the country. But has the
level of participation in sport out of and after
[The hockey pitch today near the river
school changed ? Visit Redcotts recreation ground
(beyond the trees) not so far from where
in almost any season and there are few if, indeed,
one was 50 years ago]
any boys or girls playing games. Cindy Pritchard
referred to ‘every child (certainly very many) is semi-permanently attached to some
sort of technological device’ ! Sadly, true. Look too at the physical shape and size of
our young people. Like many of my readers I am sure the words ‘frightening’,
‘grotesque’ and ‘deeply alarming’ for the future well-being of our country must come to
mind. There were, very simply, no fat children at QEGS – except for 2 or 3 who had
particular health problems. And why were we mostly slim and capable of running about
for hours – boy and girls ? Because our parents cooked our meals of sensible
proportions, usually comprising fresh vegetables, and because we were constantly
physically active.
A fascinating afternoon, Cindy. Many thanks for inviting John and I to your school. We
congratulate you and your team on the range of sports you provide for the children of
Wimborne and the locality.
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LIONEL JEFFRIES (1926-2010) REMEMBERED
by ALAN R BENNETT (49-56)
Beginning with an extract from ‘Wimborne Minster 1992 – Portrait of a Town’
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A few weeks ago I went along with my wife to the Tivoli cinema in Wimborne to see the
film ‘The Railway Children Return’, an updated version of the story originally written by
Edith Nesbit in 1906. Starring Jenny Agutter, Sheridan Smith and Tom Courtenay it is a
very enjoyable film set in the early months of World War 2 against the backcloth of the
evacuation of children from London as German bombs began to rain down on our cities.
I use the adjective ‘enjoyable’ as a compliment to the quality of the acting and
production because, of course, the subject matter of the film is taken very seriously. As
with the original film ‘The Railway Children’ completed in 1970 there exists, alongside
the charm, humour and kindness of various characters, a darker enquiry into human
values and conduct. One further point, just as the original film played an important role
in furthering the careers of the child actors, not least Jenny Agutter, so this 2022 film
will undoubtedly enhance the career prospects of several of the highly talented young
performers, not least a 14-year old actress, Beau Gadsdon.
By now you will, no doubt, have guessed the essential reason for my words on these
particular films. It is, of course, because the gentleman who directed the 1970 Railway
Children film was one of Queen Elizabeth’s Grammar School, Wimborne’s finest sons,
the multi-talented Lionel Jeffries.
When I was writing “Wimborne Minster, 1992” I contacted Lionel and you can read
what he wrote back to me in his letter which I reproduced in my piece on our old
school. He remembers old school pals, teachers, the Tivoli, the School Song and the
desperately sad ‘Roll call of old boys killed in action’. Of his teachers he was clearly
especially indebted to the much loved ‘Motty’ Mottram – as was Richard A.P. Todd, our
other distinguished thespian – for all of that teacher’s theatrical encouragement in
those distant 1930s and early 1940s days. (Even after ‘Motty’ retired from formal
teaching he continued to come into school at the time Albert Maiden was producing the
annual school play. I can still clearly remember him applying my stage make-up when I
played Cassius in Julius Caesar. No doubt several of my contemporaries like Simon
Coley (sadly now passed away), Peter Coole, Derek Lawman, David Park, Chris Peters,
David Roberts, David Singleton and Eddie Wood who also had their ‘make-up’ applied
at the time will remember him. Do let us have your recollections of the great man,
gentlemen !).
While I am on the subject of the multi-talented Lionel Jeffries I will just add a few extra
biographical details relating to our very distinguished Old Winburnian of general
interest to readers. Lionel was actually born in Forest Hill, South London on 10th June
1926. I am not sure precisely when he moved with his Salvationist parents to Station
Road, Verwood, but I believe they ran a garage business. He duly won a scholarship to
WGS (like most Verwood pupils he was a ‘train boy’) where he first acquired his
interest in theatrical production and performance thanks to our dear old friend ‘Motty’.
Then, of course, came the war and service with the Oxford and Bucks with which
regiment he reached the rank of Second Lieutenant.
In The Winburnian No.100 published in the Spring Term of 1946 the following appears :
‘L.C. Jeffries (Lieut, 2nd Gold Coast Regt. R.W.A.F.F), writing from Taungup on
the SW Coast of Burma, where his Battalion was waiting to begin a march of
300 or so miles to Hanzarda to take over the duties of occupation troops, he
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informed us that a man-eating tiger had attended his camp, and in two weeks
had killed and taken away three Africans and two European sergeants – until
then with impunity.’
From this remarkable and dramatic episode it is clear that it is just as well Lionel
avoided our ‘man-eater’ or there would never have been the film ‘The Railway Children’
or its sequel !
Following demobilisation Lionel secured a coveted place at RADA (the Royal Academy of
Dramatic Art) where ‘I was the only bald student’ – he was still barely into his twenties
– attributing his loss of hair to his service in the ‘steamy jungles of Burma’ !
The rest is entertainment history with a distinguished series of theatrical and cinematic
roles, duly recorded in The Stage magazine. Not only did Lionel act but he directed,
wrote for the screen – receiving a Golden Globe – and performed in innumerable films
and on stage appearing in Hello Dolly and, in cinema, in Chitty Chitty Bang Bang.
Curiously his actual film debut was in Alfred Hitchcock’s Stage Fright where he
appeared with another Old Winburnian, R.A.P. (Richard) Todd and the glamorous Jane
Wyman.
Incidentally, writing of his bald head he once commented that ‘I tried a toupee once,
but it looked like a dead moth on a boiled egg’ !
Alas, all good things must come to an end and after an outstanding career in so many
areas and providing rich entertainment for millions of people, Lionel’s health began to
deteriorate and he retired in 2001 suffering from vascular dementia. He passed away in
a nursing home in Poole in 2010, aged 84 years. (Lionel married Eileen in 1951 and
was the father of 3 children, 1 son and 2 daughters).
Postscript
Lionel did express his acute disappointment at what happened to our old Victorian
school building in King Street. When he visited it after it was so radically altered and its
conversion into flats, together with the disappearance of other features of the school as
he remembered it, he expressed his opinion that he never wished to see Wimborne
again. He clearly cherished the happy memory of his schooldays and lamented the
changes. Personally, I recognise the inevitability of the original alterations and believe
the architects responsible did their best in difficult circumstances, but I do greatly
regret the most recent additions in the old playground – to accommodate our motorcar age – which make it impossible any longer to see the old building properly. It’s
what is labelled ‘progress’, I suppose, but regrettable for all that. What do you think ?
Is it not quite remarkable that two of the most memorable and acclaimed films of postwar Britain should owe so much to two Old Winburnians, Lionel Jeffries and Richard
Todd ? For, aside from The Railway Children which is shown often on television,
especially around Christmas time, there is The Dambusters (made in 1954) featuring
Richard Todd as Guy Gibson who led the famous RAF raid on the Möhne, Eder and
Sorpe dams in Northern Germany.
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Their successes must have given dear old ‘Motty’ Mottram particular pleasure in the
light of his early encouragement of the two boys when they first ‘trod the boards’ on
the stage in Big School all those years ago. Quite a legacy !

A Letter from ‘Motty’

Here reproduced a letter I discovered in a back copy (no.127) of The
Winburnian (No. 127 – dated February 1959). What an old-fashioned
gentleman was dear ‘Motty’.
Ed.
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STUART HIBBERD MBE (1893-1983) REMEMBERED
by ALAN R BENNETT (49-56)
Having written in some depth about Lionel Jeffries and briefly mentioned Richard Todd,
it seems only appropriate to include a piece on another of our old boys who was a
familiar name to the British public some years before these two gentlemen. Indeed,
everyone who listened to the BBC just before and during World War 2 (and that means
just about everyone) would have been familiar with the voice of, not the appearance
of, this gentleman.
(Andrew) Stuart Hibberd was a truly local boy
having been born just down the road from
Wimborne, in Broadstone on 5th September,
1893. He duly attended WGS before going on to
Weymouth College and St. John’s College,
Cambridge. With the outbreak of World War 1
in August, 1914, Stuart served as a young
officer with the Dorset Regiment in Gallipoli
(Turkey) and later in India, reaching the rank of
Captain. After the war ended he joined the
newly formed British Broadcasting Company in 1924 which was led by Lord Reith as its
General Manager. The BBC became a Corporation (as we know it today) in 1927 with
Lord Reith becoming its first Director-General. Clearly possessed of a voice of a
pleasing tone and a quiet authority Stuart had by the 1930s become the Corporation’s
chief announcer – an extraordinary achievement ! During his distinguished career the
two broadcasts he made which are best remembered are his solemn announcement of
the death of King George V in 1936 and the death of Adolf Hitler in April, 1945. Quite a
contrast !
Though few listeners would have been aware of his appearance in an age before the
cult of ‘celebrity’, Stuart Hibberd’s voice was, for millions of BBC listeners, the voice of
the nation. He retired from his position as chief announcer in 1951 at the age of 58
after a long and extraordinary career, but continued a broadcasting role presenting a
radio programme aimed at disabled and housebound listeners called ‘The Silver Lining’.
I now arrive at the year 1956, to be precise 23rd October, the location the Tivoli Cinema
in West Borough. Stuart Hibberd has been invited as a distinguished ‘old boy’ to
present the prizes. He is introduced to the pupils and parents by the headmaster, J.D.
Neil. (I am indebted at this point to my old friend Mr Jim E. Brewster for the account he
supplied to The Winburnian No.123 (January 1957) of Mr Hibberd’s visit.
The Headmaster closed by thanking the Parents Association and the Staff for their support and devotion
to the interests of the school. He then called upon Mr Hibberd to distribute the prizes, which he did with
a word of encouragement for each winner.
This being completed, Mr Hibberd addressed the school, warming to his theme with anecdotes of his
own schooldays. When he became more profound his lively wit did not desert him and with a masterly
delivery he impressed upon his audience the importance of tradition, as something to treasure through
life. We are lucky, he said, to live in a small, but ancient town like Wimborne, and doubly fortunate in
that we have not only the tradition of the minster-town, but also the beauty of the surrounding countryPage 22 of 38

side of Dorset. This he said was “England in miniature,” and he gave us an example of the lovely
prospect of the Minster, when approaching Wimborne from Corfe Mullen across Julian’s Bridge.
Then Mr Hibberd offered us some valuable advice. Good manners, a sense of humour, and hard work
are essentials in life. The first, he said, was the elementary Christian principle of putting others before
oneself, the second was no more than “a sense of proportion,” and the last was “the key to knowledge.”
For this entertaining, but thought-provoking speech he was thanked by the Head Boy, B.H. Antell, and
the proceedings closed with the singing of the National Anthem and the School Song. In the latter it
seemed that Mr Hibberd’s words had already taken root for, from the lower registers of the senior boys,
there came the traditional last line,
“To her bounty we BOYS are beholden today.”
Postscript
Incidentally, the modest J.E. Brewster was also the recipient of the George Wilson prize
and the Walter’s Athletic Cup on this memorable afternoon !
Jim, dear old friend and once most ‘cultivated’ of soccer players, we haven’t
seen much of you of late. Do come along to a Reunion, if you can. Your old
friends miss you !
Ed.
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MODEL TOWN OF WIMBORNE CELEBRATED
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FROM THE ARCHIVES OF THE WINBURNIAN
(Ed.)
From No. 122, dated JULY 1956
RONDEL
Welcome, dear Spring, with your flowers so bright,
Gladden each garden bed charming and gay,
Make us feel happy and bright every day,
Chase away darkness and let us have light,
Make each day sunny for children to play.
Welcome, dear Spring, with your flowers so bright,
Gladden each garden bed charming and gay,
Give us all peace and then all will come right,
Make us all good in this Spring month of May.
Oh, it is nice to have Spring here to stay !
Welcome, dear Spring, with your flowers so bright,
Gladden each garden bed charming and gay,
Make us feel happy and bright every day.
Eunice Chadd (now Carnall) IA (55-62)
From No. 123, dated JANUARY 1957
PREFECTS
Roundabout the playground go
Prefects walking to and fro,
Trying hard to give some lines,
50, 100, 1000 times.
But they rarely have success
For the boys, as you may guess,
Sitting quietly on the wall,
Never misbehave at all,
Don’t play rugby on the ground,
Nor flick paper pellets round
For doing what they didn’t ought;
Outside the Prefect’s room they stay
Frightened stiff to run away.
G. Egerton IVB (54-60)
From No. 129, dated DECEMBER 1960

Brian Davis (46-51)
Congratulations to Brian Davis on his marriage at Hornchurch to Miss Joan Laban, of
Mansfield, Notts., in early September. Brian is sub-editor on the ‘Romford Recorder’,
but he hastens to add ‘I must dispel any thoughts of affluence and influence that this
classification may seem to imply; it really means little except that I am expected to
work harder than anyone else on the staff.’ He is now living with his wife at Rayleigh,
Essex, and certainly broke new ground by spending the honeymoon in Liechtenstein.
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David Scrase (52-59)
David has now returned to Bristol University after spending the summer term at the
Teachers’ Training and Technical College in Hanover.

David G. Snelgar (53-58)
David, after a year at the Aldershot branch of the Westminster Bank is now at the
Hartley Witney office. He mentions that the only compensation for living at Aldershot is
‘ready access to its most excellent open-air swimming pool.’ He is also good enough to
speak appreciatively of our Newsletters. Thank you very much !

Norman Waterman (53-60)
Norman, by the way, is now an Old Winburnian himself, having entered the University
College of South Wales and Monmouthshire at Cardiff. We wish him all success in this
new academic locale and hope to see him at next year’s excellent lunch – if not before !
The Dinner, maybe !

David Singleton (51-57)
I had the pleasure of hearing from David before he sailed for Canada, where he has
been accepted as Ph.D. student at McMaster University, Hamilton, Ontario. I have not
yet received his private address, but letters to there, one presumes. In any case,
congratulations to David on gaining his B.Sc. in Chemistry at London University and on
the singular distinction of being chosen for his studentship. I am also thrilled to have
his promise to ‘write a few lines’ for our Careers series ‘when I have settled in my new
position.’

Terry Randall (45-52)
Terry has now left East Grinstead and is working at Wokingham Secondary Modern
School near Reading. He is playing a lot of rugby and has made several vacation jaunts
abroad.

Brian J. Antell (50-57)
Brian is with A.E.I. at Rugby, and is doing a ‘sandwich’ course, half of which is spent at
the Northampton Polytechnic, Islington.

Trevor Bridle (54-59)
Trevor has been appointed Junior Captain of the Cross Country section of the
Bournemouth Sports Club.
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DESERT ISLAND DISCS by RAINBOW RUSSELL-PRITCHARD
(née Lynne Russell) (66-71)
I was born just off The Square in the sound of the Minster Bells to Guy & Joan Russell,
the youngest (and prettiest ?) of 4 children, big sister Deirdre, Margaret & Guy. I
started school life at St. John’s infants, then to The Primary in School Lane where my
grandfather (William (Bill) Lovell) had previously been headmaster.
My first Desert Island Disc choice is something my dad used to sing to
me. He loved hearing Doris Day sing Che Sera Sera, it is The Russell
family motto. I always think of him when I hear it.
Second choice has to be an organ piece, my brother Guy had a big influence on me and
I thank him for that ! Used to hear playing this on the old chapel harmonium we had
been given. Has to be J.S.Bach’s Wachet Auf, Ruft Uns Die Stimme.
Third choice is one for my mum, I love this one too and my personal choice is the
version by Cat Stevens, Morning has broken.
I have always loved many genres of music, especially when our music
teacher, Harvey Easton, used to get The Hardy boys over from
Dorchester (my dad had attended that school many years before). We
performed G.F. Handel’s Messiah, my favourite aria I know that my
Redeemer liveth is something I always wished I’d been asked to sing,
so that’s my fourth choice.
Fifth choice is hard. I love rock music (married a rock musician) so should pick one that
he does ...... Dream On by Aerosmith who I was lucky enough to see live in Sweden.
Sixth one, Bette Midler’s Wind beneath my Wings makes me all emotional so it had
to be in this list.
Seventh choice, Top of the Pops and Arthur Brown came on singing Fire
! My dad just said what on earth, I kept saying he’s brilliant! Had the
pleasure of meeting Arthur a couple of times, he’s such a lovely person.
Phew, this really has been difficult ! I like to make people smile so for my
last choice, my wedding march, Thurderbirds are Go !!! My sister Deirdre’s face was
a picture when it started playing ! I loved Scott Tracy when I was young – if anyone
ever wants to borrow it I have the DVD box set !
Choosing a Luxury Item is a hard one because I assume I won’t have electricity so
would I be able to have a scruffy little dog to talk to and make me smile and cuddle
when I’m low ? I’m not a great reader, it took me two years to get through ‘The
Hobbit’, but I saw about a book just released called Landlines by Raynor Winn,
about a long walk – I think it’s one I could read more than once.
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NEWS OF SOME OLD WINBURNIANS
BOB WHITE (51-57)
In conversation at the July reunion lunch, your Editor learned that after flying
for 47 years as a Private Pilot Bob White has retired from aviating. It is
noteworthy that for the latter 27 of those years he flew an aircraft which he
built from drawings.
Ed.
The inspiration given by Joe Kerswell and Bill Streets pointed me in the science
direction and on leaving school in 1957 armed with appropriate GCE ‘O’-levels I went to
the Royal Aircraft Establishment (RAE)
Farnborough as a Scientific Assistant.
My first post there involved being a
Flight Observer; most of my flying was
done in an Avro Lincoln, a
development of the Lancaster bomber,
either in the wireless (radio) operators
[Avro Lincoln RF533 in which Bob flew as an
position or the rear turret. My first flight,
Observer - Photograph by Ken James]
as a 17-year old from Cranborne, powered
into the air by 4 Rolls-Royce Merlin engines, was both impressive and memorable. My
interest in aeroplanes was created then and I have been involved continuously for 65
years since.
After 3 years as a Flight Observer regularly flying in the Lincoln I was transferred to
another aircraft-related research section on non-flying laboratory work. In 1967, in a
career change, I moved to Southampton University. When established there I joined
the Wessex Flying Group, became a co-owner of a De Havilland Chipmunk, learned to
fly and gained knowledge and
experience of light aircraft
maintenance. Somehow, in parallel
with this and whilst developing a
career, I bought a set of drawings of
a Gardan Minicab aircraft and built it
in several garages and garden
workshops during house moves and
domestic upheaval. On completion
of the aircraft I left the Flying Group
and flew the Minicab for 27 years,
bringing my total of piloting years
[Bob and his home-built Gardan Minicab G-BRGW]
eventually to 47. I decided to retire
from flying when my 81st birthday was approaching and the Minicab, G-BRGW, went to
a good home.
In the “Wings Over Wessex” article in the Spring 2017 Old Winburnians newsletter, I
wrote of several experiences during my years of flying as a private pilot. I will not
repeat them here. I will, however, illustrate one of the reasons why pilots are
Page 28 of 38

compelled to fly; some engage in aerobatics, some fly internationally and indulge in
long distant flying, etc., but many, such as myself, enjoy flying cross country, seeing
the view and studying interesting features. On one such flight towards the end of my
aviating it was a superb day with excellent visibility and absolutely calm air, combined
conditions rarely encountered. Having flown over Cranborne I was over Blandford at
4000 feet. Looking ahead I could see Portland, over my left shoulder I could see the
Isle of Wight, to my right I could see the Dorset coast disappearing from view West of
Lyme Regis. “GW” was trimmed out and flying hands off maintaining height and
heading, the engine was running sweetly – to me that is “what it was all about”. A
reasonable landing on a grass strip in our green and pleasant land set the seal on the
day. The brief logbook entry is made, the experience is embedded in the mind.
A quite splendid contribution, Professor Bob. You have some wonderful
memories ! As I told you recently, as a result of my wife and I idly speculating
whether it was you passing over in your plane and uttering the words : ‘Is
that Professor Bob ?’, my 6 year-old grand-daughter, Estella, overhearing us,
now regularly points upwards at any passing aircraft and declares assuredly
‘Professor Bob !’ I have no doubt this will remain with her forever as a
childhood memory. How splendid it would be if all OW grandchildren followed
her lead. Professor Bob – your name and your deeds will live forever !
Ed.

MARK PERKINS (62-69)
I was very pleased to receive my Spring 2022 copy of the Old Winburnians magazine.
The committee has done a sterling job in encouraging members to send articles with a
wealth of amazing stories and information.
I found a couple of articles which piqued my imagination enough to write further.
I noted a follow-up to the article by Jennifer Holman about her father, who I find,
taught a large number of we OWs the delicate nuances of Latin as a fine language and
History. I admit now to being a poor student of history in my school days, but take a
keen interest now. Mr Holman was known to be generous with his marking, but a 3/20
for an essay I wrote on the 18th century European question was probably deserved.
Back to the topic raised of nicknames, and it’s good to know that there is no certainty
as to the origin of the name ‘Gunner’; although the suggestion that it came from his
time with the cadet corps would seem as good a reason as any. A simple ‘aside’ made
by some young scamp who had spotted Mr Holman on parade would soon stick.
Of course it was not only the staff who had nicknames and this became apparent
recently to me. I was not the first young Perkins to roam the corridors of QEGS.
A young John Perkins joined in the September of 1958, four years prior to my own
admission to the school. John is alive and living on Anglesey in North Wales and I have
had cause to see, and speak with him a lot of late, since the death of his wife Lis
recently. Sadly, dear John suffers from Parkinson’s disease and Lewy body dementia.
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John has been affected by these for several years, but is hoping to enjoy his life
without Lis, although the symptoms of both are progressing slowly, thank heavens.
The reason I raise this issue is that John was known by both staff and colleagues as
‘Polly’. Now that is understandable given the years in question. Polly Perkins was both a
singer at that time and also renowned from the 1865 song (yes, that surprised me
too!) about Polly Perkins of Paddington Green.
I have been racking my own brain to recall others who had nicknames. Another from
my year group was Christopher Munford, aka ‘Mugsy’. Most were just shortened
versions of their surnames such as Robin Cheeseman was just ‘Cheese’. I wonder if
others recall having classmates with nicknames ? Of one thing I am certain. I am
delighted that I didn’t have a nickname, the thought of being ‘Dorothy’ is ghastly.
John and I regularly chat about our school days, generally with some happy moments
recalled. He has asked that I pass along his good wishes to O.W.s who were in the
1958–1965 cohort and to others who will remember him.
Whilst writing this article (or should it be ‘Blog’ as we live in the 21st century), I have
seen so many articles which members have put together so well. Many called for some
response, but I limit mine to recollections of those last few years of QEGS in King
Street.
Having ‘Googled’ the school I find that it didn’t close its doors until 1976. OWA reports
indicate this was 1971/2. I had imagined it rather earlier. I am willing to be corrected
on the actual date. Reassuring to know that our membership numbers members from
those last years. I wonder if many will recall the transition from Mr Neil to Mr Denys
Whitmore (I think around 1967/8) and if he saw the final closure of the school on the
King Street site ?
I was fortunate to have had a good relationship with Mr Whitmore and served as one of
his ‘Head Boys’. He was a very approachable gentleman and I was pleased to share the
odd pint with him at the Conservative club in the town. Thursday evenings was the
night for young conservatives. Mr Whitmore would inevitably be found sitting at the
bar, pint in one hand, cigarette in the other and always willing to acknowledge his flock
as they frequented the bar before ‘Top of the Pops’ in the member’s lounge. I mention
this because one of the stalwarts of this group was Paul Morris, sorry to say he isn’t a
member of the O.W.s but was an integral part of school life until we all left in 1969.
Reading Linda Berenbrinck’s article and her memories of holiday/weekend jobs took my
mind back to Paul who managed the Wimpy Bar in Poole High Street on Saturday
evenings. A vacancy occurred and he asked if I would care to join him for the evening
shift. This proved to be a great experience of the workplace; being waiter/washer-up
and occasional cook during the 5 hour shifts we filled. Food was unlimited for staff !
I left after about a year and found myself working, at times that I wasn’t in school, for
‘Airetons Nursery’ at Darby’s Corner on Gravel Hill, Broadstone. They also had a
smaller Nursery and Headquarters on Wimborne Road in Oakdale. This job lasted rather
longer than my dabbling at the Wimpy Bar; and extended through my four years at
Bournemouth Art College also. At Airetons my work covered every aspect of market
gardening with much driving involved making very varied deliveries of Interflora
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bouquets through to hefty paving slabs and rockery stone. The transport was mixed
and would today be condemned due to health and safety rules. Somehow, the magic of
both jobs was the flexibility and lack of hard rules. I believe this led to a greater sense
of responsibility and preparation for the world of work.
Finally I would like to comment on Pat Trayler’s excellent article on the old
Annexe/Workhouse. A thorough and thought-provoking article – I would liked to have
had that information whilst being taught there for two years, the memories are still
quite vivid. Somehow the old building makes sense now, knowing its heritage home.

ALAN CRUMPLER (53-58)
Alan writes “I hope you are keeping well. I have
been busy with my latest commission which is
reconstructed from a Spanish painting from
1475 and is the earliest know picture of a trye
viol as we know them, i.e., curved bridge, frets and played with a bow. It is carved in
one piece from a plank of sycamore with a sitka spruce belly and ornamentation as
seen in the painting, and is now with its owner in Finland. A picture is attached”.

PAT TRAYLER (née BROWN) (62-69)
In response to my “first jobs” challenge in the last newsletter, many thanks
for sending us this excellent piece Pat.
Ed.
Mine was at Rockley Sands Caravan Park in
the supermarket. I was 15 so worked half
days during the first summer. The next
summer it was seven full days. Working on
the counters for postcards and knick-knacks
and then on newspapers was a good
experience and encouraged me to work a bit
harder for the exams to do other things. My
brother Michael Brown had started working
there before I did and had some interesting
short cuts to get there by foot (along the railway line and crossing several fences).
Later he bought a car and we could travel in style. He parked outside the Club House
and we were amused to see the car on a postcard.
The car is a 1935 Austin 7 and was christened Lotus
Blossom after the Round the Horn character. She is
looking a bit sad and rusty in a garage now.
As for some of the summer holidays prior to working,
we went on trips on the railways. A jolly time could be
had with a ticket (see map) for 7 days travel. All
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stations had to be collected and there was a lot of running from one platform to
another to make connections. Southampton was a popular stop - all those big
departmental stores with escalators, then a novelty. What freedom we had I can't
imagine modern kids going out like this and even sadder would probably not want to.
Actually, Pat, like you I too worked at Rockley Park during my summer
vacation in 1961 & 62 when I was a student studying at the London School of
Economics (LSE). My mother had recently bought ‘Seacourt’ on the corner of
Coles Avenue and Blandford Road, and transformed it into a guest house (it
still is !). I used to walk to Rockley (a fair trek !) and work as a cleaner in the
‘entertainments’ complex, leaving ‘Seacourt’ at 6.30am and returning midmorning. The park had barely begun life in the early Sixties – I seem to recall
Ken Dodd appeared on stage there. What an impressive place it is today with a
multitude of splendid facilities situated in a beautiful Hamworthy location. At
that time no one could have envisaged what it has now become – a major
attraction bringing people to Dorset who then journey out to visit so many
other local places of interest.
Ed.

BRIAN RICHMOND (49-56)
Brian writes with some good and not so good news. Recently Brian and his wife have
just celebrated their Golden Wedding Anniversary, a wonderful achievement ! Brian has
also resumed his role as an occasional guide at Stratfield Saye House (the former home
of the Duke of Wellington). I hesitate to mention how many years ago it was that
‘Tarzan’ A.H. Williams guided our 6th Form A-level History group through the
complexities of the Napoleonic Wars on our old classroom in King Street. Two other
OWs from the same group will have their own memories, Derek Lawman and |Colin
Bailey. Those were the days of innocence, were they not ?
Brian also still follows the fortunes of Poole Pirates, albeit from a distance.
Extraordinary that their current manager and one-time star rider, Neil Middleditch, was
actually born above the Fish n’chip shop at the bottom of St. John’s Hill, once owned by
his brilliant speedway hero father, Ken Middleditch. Neil recently participated in a
testimonial meeting given in his honour by the management at the stadium in
Wimborne Road, Poole. A very popular, modest and old-fashioned gentleman like his
Dad.
The not so good news Brian reports is that he was recently knocked down by a car in
his own driveway ! He was “simply weeding the driveway to tidy it up” when a car sped
in and knocked him sideways; he admits he was kneeling on the driveway, but should
have been visible to a careful driver. Fortunately the driver stopped in time, but he is
still suffering various injuries as he writes to us. Not to be too dramatic – it could have
been much worse !! The woman driver was distraught, but he was in a position to calm
her down !! It was a lucky escape !!
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ELAINE SMITH (59-65)
A short note from Elaine to thank the OWA Committee so much for a wonderful reunion
this past July, everything was superb – the food, the company and the ‘singing’ !
It was a delight to hear from you and Peter, and to learn how greatly you
enjoyed the Reunion Elaine. Such expressions of gratitude are much
appreciated by the Committee. Here’s to the next Reunion !
Ed.
KEN ORMAN (37-43)
Ken has written as follows.
“You may be surprised to hear from me as I may appear to be among the ‘often
absent’ members of the Old Winburnians. This has been partly due to the fact that my
wife had a major stroke 17 years ago and died 3 years ago, and I was her main carer.
However, I hope to make amends for this and I am sorry not to have attended the last
two reunions due to other commitments. There is one thing I have noticed in your very
comprehensive newsletters – it may not be surprising that, at the age of 96, I do not
recognize the names of any of my contemporaries.
I know that Peter Witterick, who went to live in Guernsey, has died after being Feature
Editor of, what I believe was, the Guernsey Gazette. Other names that come to mind,
in no specific order, are Rob Howard, Brian Baker, Douch, Holman, Small, Frank
Shears, Joiner, Humphries, Murray, Annerau, Alyin, Roy Stainer and Goulding. I hope
that these names will bring back some fond memories for the over 90s ! Other
memories may come flooding back, especially those involving the girls of Melverley
Girls School as they travelled on the same bus as some of us from WGS. However, for
the moment, I will restrict myself to two.
The first concerns a Mill. Perhaps because of mutual interest we found ourselves
forming into small groups. We knew them as ‘gangs’, but that word has so changed its
meaning that I have refrained from using it. When in the sixth form we were allowed to
go out into the town during the lunch break, but only if we wore our caps ! At that time
The Mill in Mill Lane was derelict and dangerous. However, with only a few steps on the
staircase and a few cross beam rafters we (the gang) reached the top.
The second concerns rivers. Even by the time I had reached the sixth form I had not
learned how to swim. On one occasion we went up to the River Allen with sleet falling
and pleaded with ‘Bonzo’, Mr Ellison, to go back to school. The plea fell on deaf ears
and into the river we went, probably for about 2 or 3 minutes. ‘Bonzo’ was involved on
another occasion when my ‘mates’ were trying to ‘duck’ me. He suggested that I should
stand by him on the bank. He found no difficulty in immediately lifting my four and a
half stone weight and dropping me, flat on my back, into the river. As I came up
coughing and spluttering, Peter Witterick pushed me backwards. We remained friends
and, after many years, I caught up with him not long before his death. On the way
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back to school he said, “we’d better teach you to swim, Orman”. On a number of
occasions we went to Julian’s Bridge during the lunch break. This was just as
dangerous as climbing The Mill as there was so much more water in the River Stour
than now. On the downstream side of the bridge there were some deep holes and
plenty of weeds. The river was flowing so fast that, facing up-stream it wasn’t
necessary to put your arms forward as your feet were swept away from under you !
Again, this escapade was never noticed by the school authorities.”
Ken, I also understand your children have recently encouraged you to write
your life story, so perhaps in future newsletters we will be treated to more
stories of “derring do” !
Ed.
LINDA BERENBRINCK (née KING) (57-64)
Linda provides us with an update from her home in Rheda-Wiedenbrück, Germany. She
writes “it has also been very hot here this summer. However, our houses are built
differently to those in the UK and when it is forecast to be hot, we open the doors and
windows as soon as we get up to let in the ‘cool air’. When we judge that the house has
been aired enough, or as much as possible, we shut all the doors and windows again
and let down the outside shutters. In the evening, if it cools down sufficiently, we open
everything up again before going to bed. It works quite well unless we have a long hot
spell.”

[Some views of Linda’s home town of Rheda-Wiedenbrück]

On a short visit by their son, Richard, and daughter-in-law, Sarah, Linda and her
husband, Peter, all made a short visit to the town of Ootmarsum in The Netherlands.
They also visited a zoo. She writes “Some of the animals could wander at will around
the grounds. I am never quite sure what I think about keeping animals in zoos. On the
one hand they have been successful in the breeding of certain endangered species, but
on the other hand, keeping animals in cages cannot be right. At least in this zoo the
animals seemed to have plenty of space and there were lots of trees and bushes.”
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[Glass Art in
Ootmarsum]

[Storks by the
Lake at the
Zoo]

DIANA MOSS (née ANDERSON) (55-61)
Diana writes to tell us her publisher has made a special feature on
their internet site about people who have published more than one
book with them.
How do you write and what is your routine ?
I have always enjoyed writing and write as I am inspired. In the late 1990s I had
several articles published in national magazines.
Where did you find the inspiration to write multiple books ?
Some years before she died, my mother became seriously ill and was hospitalised for
several months. I was aware of some happenings in her life, but during my visits to her
she took the opportunity to tell me a lot more than I had previously known. She had
been quite a trailblazer ! I made notes of all she told me and typed them in manuscript
form for her birthday. She was thrilled, encouraging me to get her story published. I
eventually processed this after her death in 2003 as a tribute to her. Having had my
work published it spurred me on to write a second book, a novel this time. Then I
wanted to write books introducing readers to my Christian faith which is how my two
Christian novels came about. ‘From Battles to Blessings’ is a compilation of helpful
thoughts I was asked to put out on a WhatsApp group during the lockdowns in 2020.
Later I felt compelled to write and illustrate my first children's book to explain the
Christian faith to them.

Diana’s books :

The Mother I Never Knew
Once Upon A Summer
Aftershocks
More than Goodbye
From Battles to Blessings
God’s Great Plan
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(Biography)
(Fiction)
(Christian fiction)
(Christian fiction)
(Christian inspiration)
(A short illustrated overview of
the Bible for kids)

PETER DOUCH (58-63)

[This article was
published in an edition
of “Viewpoint”, a free
magazine, and dated
mid-June 2022]

Peter is, of course, a distinguished Old Winburnian and a familiar figure about
the town when he is not sunning himself in St. Lucia. A regular contributor to
our Newsletter and a passionate cricket-lover, but what, I wonder, does he
feel about the structure of the modern game ? As Lionel Bart once wrote :
‘Fings ain’t what they used to be !’ Are they Peter ?
Ed.
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OBITUARIES
JOYCE MARY DOWNTON (Wife of the late Roly Downton)
Joyce Mary Downton sadly passed away on 1st June 2022.
Beloved Wife of the late Roly, much loved Mum of Nigel & Julie
and Tracey & Rob. Dear Nan of Mark, Samantha, Chloe and
Laura and Great Nan of Felicity, Isabelle, William, Jacob, Logan,
Felix and Edith.
A life-long resident of Ferndown and a friend to many.
Joyce was born in Ferndown and grew up on Wimborne Road
East. Third child of Sam and Maggie Dominey, she had an older
brother, Sam, an older sister, Peg, and younger brother Wally.
She attended Ferndown School where her own mother had previously been a teacher.
On leaving school at 15, she went to work for Currys in Winton where she stayed until
the untimely death of her mum in 1952. She left her job, aged 17, to look after her
father and younger brother. In 1956 she married Roly at All Saints Church,
Hampreston. Nigel was born in 1957 and Tracey in 1965. The family continued to live
at Melbury for many happy years.
Over the years, Joyce was an active member of the PCC at Hampreston. She was
Tawny Owl at Ferndown Brownies, dinner lady at Gorsemoor Middle School and
supported Roly with his part time work at Ferndown Youth Club as well as joining lots
of other local clubs and activities in Ferndown. She had so many friends in Ferndown
and the wider area.
Joyce worked at Debenhams, Bournemouth for 15 years before retiring to spend time
with Roly who sadly passed away in 2002. She continued to live on Wimborne Road
East until April 2021 when she moved house to be with Tracey and Rob.
Kindly sent to us by Nigel Downton (69-76) (Joyce’s Son)
(Joyce often accompanied Roly at our reunions, they are both sadly missed at
these events.
Ed.)

OLIVE FOYLE (Wife of the late Doug Foyle)
Olive passed away back in June 2019. Although she spent her final years in declining
health with dementia, she always enjoyed still hearing about the activities of the Old
Winburnians Association and being reminded of the people she knew through the
reunions with her husband Doug, and after he died, as a guest with Ray Scott and
Anne Sweeney.
Kindly sent to us by Richard Foyle (Olive’s Son)
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FOOTNOTE FROM THE EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION
‘The Windows of the World’ was a song written in 1967 by the brilliant team
of Hal David and Bert Bacharach in the troubled aftermath of the Vietnam War.
The song was recorded by several artists, most poignantly and sensitively by
one of my musical heroes, Scott Walker, in 1968, The recording is available on
your phone. I do warmly recommend readers to listen to Scott. I doubt you
will be disappointed, perhaps even deeply moved as I am. Sadly Scott died
from cancer in 2019 in London, aged 76.
Ed.
+++++++++++++++

Grateful thanks to Melvyn Gilbert at Minster Press for his help in reproducing this Newsletter
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