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OLD WINBURNIANS NEWSLETTER – SPRING 2023 

 

Dear Fellow Old Winburnians, 

First of all, on behalf of the OWA Committee, I would like to send warmest 

greetings and good wishes to our members worldwide. Isn’t it extraordinary after all these 

years that there are still around 270 of us remaining, especially as our school population 

at its greatest number barely reached 400 or so in the 1950s (latterly around 550 in the 

1960s) ? I have never tried to calculate the average age of our members, but it would 

certainly be well in excess of ‘three score years and ten’ which, in itself, is a quite 

remarkable statistic. I am also happy to report that our Christmas Reunion proved a great 

success numerically with a very convivial atmosphere and excellent food – by common 

consent, one of the best yet. 

However, to strike a more sobering note, dear friends, do you sometimes feel that 

you no longer quite belong in this modern world ? It’s not just all the baffling new 

technology with its accompanying jargon, especially as it relates to our increasingly 

computerised society. No, to me it’s also about our sense of historical perspective – or 

rather the lack of it that exists in many of our fellow citizens in this great country of ours. 

To put it bluntly, I fear too many just do not appreciate how blessed we are as the most 

privileged generation ever to have lived in our nation’s history. Of course, as a society we 

have our problems, political, social and economic, but the incessant whingeing of too 

many of our citizens does suggest they have no grasp of historical perspective. Their 

willingness, in too many instances, to be prepared to hurt their fellow citizens in pursuit of 

their own narrow interests, is an ugly commentary on our society. 

Let us think of our parent’s generation – or that of our grand-parents. They lived 

through, or actively participated in, two dreadful World Wars with all the appalling 

suffering and misery. We only have to look at the accompanying pages of this Newsletter 

with John Guy’s reproduction of the WW1/WW2 memorial boards to see how our 

predecessors suffered the ultimate penalty for their bravery and sacrifice. Their ‘foreign 

jaunts’ weren’t to Madeira, Ibiza, or Tenerife. They were to the Somme, El Alamein, or the 

jungles of Burma. 

To remedy that sense of historical perspective so lacking in areas of our modern 

society we only have to read J B Priestley’s ‘English Journey’ (Folio Edition) in the 1930’s 

for his descriptions of the terrible hardship in the mining and shipyard communities of 

Northern England. Or to pick up a copy of George Orwell’s ‘Down and Out in London and 

Paris’, or ‘The Road to Wigan Pier’ for his harrowing accounts of what hunger and 
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homelessness really felt like. Or, even more locally, to read Dorset’s own Thomas Hardy 

to appreciate just how hard life was in rural Wessex in Victorian England before the 

introduction of Old Age Pensions, the NHS, the Welfare State and the provision of a score 

of other benefits to cushion the consequences of growing old, being sick, or just sheer 

misfortune. And, if you couldn’t read, to imagine a world with no television or radio, 

precious little entertainment of any kind to pass the hours of loneliness in a remote village 

or cottage somewhere. 

Those who marched from hungry, desperate Jarrow in the Thirties wore uniformly 

serious, dignified, determined expressions – they were not jumping about, laughing and 

giggling like a bunch of immature children, as some we have seen doing on our screens of 

late. 

As for rising food prices, yes, of course there can be problems for some yet we 

have become an ‘obese’ nation with innumerable long-term health consequences because 

too many have ‘stuffed’ themselves with ‘convenience’ foods, or expensive ‘take-aways’. 

Has your Editor gone on long enough ? Yes, some of you will be saying, but I 

suspect the majority will be nodding their heads. 

A world perspective ? I haven’t even mentioned the Ukraine, the Sudan, floods 

and droughts across our world, poor suffering children and their desperate parents, 

sectarian wars and the rest. 

To conclude, you may lay the blame for this Editorial at the feet of Messrs. 

Maiden, Williams, Stephens, Pursey, Holman, Mottram et al who helped to shape my 

awareness of historical perspective all those years ago in King Street, Wimborne. 

So, keep your chins up, fellow Winburnians. Do keep writing to us, please.  

Our very warmest good wishes to one and all. 

Alan R Bennett 

On behalf of the Committee 

 

P S A particular greeting to those among you who have suffered a recent bereavement 

or illness. Our thoughts are with you. 

 

P P S A special word of gratitude to my good pal, John Guy of Gaunts Common. The 

gentleman is brilliant with his mastery of the bewildering world of computers and his 

skill in producing our Newsletter. Do let him know you appreciate all his hard work. 

He deserves great praise. 

A R B 

 

 

+++++++++++++++ 

 

FORTHCOMING IMPORTANT   Summer Reunion  Saturday 1st July 2023 

OWA DATES FOR YOUR DIARY Christmas Reunion  Saturday 2nd Dec. 2023 

Annual General Meeting Monday 18th Sept. 2023 
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ATTENDEES AT CHRISTMAS REUNION LUNCH ON 3RD DECEMBER 2022 

Mr Morgan Antell 52 - 58 Mrs Carolyn Kamcke  Née Walkling  56 - 63  

Mrs Ann Antell Guest of Mr Antell Mr John Boughton  Guest of Mrs Kamcke  

Mr Alan Bennett 49 - 56 Ms Hilary Kemp Née Kemp 61 - 66 

Mrs Wendy Bundy Née Baker  54 - 59 Mr Alan Maitland  54 - 59  

Mrs Eunice Carnall Née Chadd  55 - 62 Mrs June Maitland  Guest of Mr Maitland  

Mr Robin Christopher 52 - 59 Mr Ron Mansfield 49 - 54 

Mrs Hazel Christopher Guest of Mr Christopher Mrs Maria Martin Née Limm 55 - 60 

Mr Peter Clarke  55 - 57  Mrs Diana Moss Née Anderson 55 - 61 

Mr Michael Coffin 70 - 77 Mr James Moss Guest of Mrs Moss 

Mr Robert Copelin  46 - 51  Mr Kenneth Orman 37 - 43 

Mr Desmond Cox  47 - 51  Mr David Park 48 - 55 

Mr Anthony Elgar 53 - 60 Mr Kenneth Parratt 63 - 68 

Mrs Dianne Elgar  Guest of Mr Elgar Mr Graham Powell 38 - 47 

Mr Tony Gould  51 - 57  Mrs Hazel Powell Guest of Mr Powell 

Mrs Elizabeth Gould  Guest of Mr Gould Mrs Christine Price  Née Richmond  55 - 60  

Dr John Guy  63 - 71  Mr Terry Randall 45 - 52 

Mr Francis Hackforth  49 - 56  Mrs Betty Read  Née White  53 - 58  

Mr  Alan Hall  51 - 57  Mrs Irene Whittle Guest of Mrs Read 

Mr John Harper  52 - 56  Mrs Barbara Russell  Née Morris  55 - 60  

Mrs Joyce Harper  Guest of Mr Harper 
Ms Rainbow Russell-

Pritchard 
Née Lynne Russell 66-71 

Mr Bill Haskell  52 - 56  Mr John Singleton 54 - 61 

Mrs Sue Hatherley  Née Bush  53 - 60  Mr Ken Taylor 51 - 57 

Dr Peter Hatherley  Guest of Mrs Hatherley Prof Bob White 51 - 57 

Mr Christopher Hyde 64 – 71 Mrs Helen White  Née Filcher  55 - 60  

Ms Mary Hyde 63 – 70 Mr Eddie Wood 47 - 55 

Mr Andrew Jones 53 - 60 Mr Nicholas Wood  Guest of Mr Wood 

APOLOGIES FOR CHRISTMAS REUNION LUNCH ON 3RD DECEMBER 2022 

Kenneth Bernthal Geoff Hill Christopher Peters 

Nick Bishop Jennifer Holman David Reeks 

Derek Burt Elizabeth Judd Peter Russell 

Rod Cheese Brian Langer Marion Ryder 

Audrey Cooper Eric Leeson David Scrase 

Alan Crumpler Tony Leigh Elaine Smith 

Faith Elford Carolyn Martin Tim Spall 

David Finnemore Graham McNeill Jill Strong 

Janet Finnemore Jenny Moss Richard Strong 

Patricia Fripp Vic Moss Cynthia Tanner 

Bryan Gross Prof David Norman Bill White 

Keith Harvey Julia Palmer Havilland Willshire 
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NEW MEMBERS SINCE SEPTEMBER 2022 

Trevor John Hardiman (62-69) lives in New Zealand 

Giulia Holland (née Juliana Maria Griffiths) (58-63) lives in UK 

Kenneth (Kenny) Parratt (63-68) lives in UK 

Roger Wilson (59-63) lives in UK 

 

 

+++++++++++++++ 

 

WHO ARE OUR OLDEST MEMBERS ? 

Harry Wells  1935-40 

Len Pearce 1936-41 

Kenneth Orman 1937-43 

Don Lambourne 1938-43 

Graham Powell 1938-47 

Michael Kerley 1940-46 

Douglas Frewer 1940-48 

 

 

+++++++++++++++ 

 

 

FULL COMMITTEE MEMBERS 

Alan Bennett  11 Hawk Close, Pilford Heath, WIMBORNE   BH21 2NW 

Tony Gould  1 Manor Cottage, Tolpuddle, DORCHESTER    DT2 7ES 

John Guy  “Gateways”, Gaunts Common, WIMBORNE   BH21 4JN 

Alan Hall  18 Burnbake Road, VERWOOD     BH31 6ET 

Bill Haskell  54 Ryan Court, Whitecliffe Mill Street, BLANDFORD  DT11 7DQ 

Carolyn Kamcke 4 Pine Close, Ameysford Road, FERNDOWN   BH22 9QX 

Alan Maitland Coles Farm, Milborne St. Andrew, BLANDFORD  DT11 0JL 

Ron Mansfield 52 Castle Street, Cranborne, WIMBORNE   BH21 5QA 

Rainbow Russell Orchard Cottage, Waddon, WEYMOUTH   DT3 4ER 

Betty Read  29 Pembrook Court, West Street, Wilton, SALISBURY SP2 0DG 

Ann Richmond 4 Three Lions Close, WIMBORNE    BH21 1EP 

Ken Taylor  31 Canford View Drive, WIMBORNE    BH21 2UW 

 

CO-OPTED MEMBERS 

David Finnemore 4 Purbeck Gardens, POOLE     BH14 0QS 

Graham Powell 42 St. Peters Court, St. Peters Road, BOURNEMOUTH  BH1 2JU  
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SOME RECENT ACTIVITIES AT QE SCHOOL by YOUR EDITOR 

 
MEMORIAL & REFLECTION GARDEN 
 
On Tuesday 4th October OWA members were invited to join other dignitaries, staff and 

pupils at a service to bless and dedicate QE School’s new memorial and reflection 

garden which is located in the grounds of the school at Pamphill. 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
Despite some inclement weather at the beginning of the service which resulted 

in the first part of the service being held in the main assembly hall, the rain 

abated and all participants were able to move outside into the garden for the 

final blessing and dedication. 
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REMEMBRANCE DAY 2022 
 
As has become the custom over recent years, OWA members were again invited to 

participate in QE School’s service of remembrance held on Friday 11th November. 
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When retiring indoors for light refreshments after the service, we are reminded 

of those memorial plaques which used to hang on the wall in Big School, but 

now have pride of place on the wall of the main assembly hall at QE School, 

Pamphill. 
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GRESHAM CLUB WAR MEMORIAL by Dr JOHN R F GUY (63-71) 

 

Katie Boyes, the Headteacher of QE School, kindly forwarded a letter to us she had 

received last Autumn from The Royal Philatelic Society (RPS) in London. It explained 

that when the RPS had purchased 15, Abchurch Lane in EC4 it found a large bronze 

tablet which proved to be the memorial to 77 members of The Gresham Club who had 

served in the First World War, of whom 8 gave their lives for their country. 

 

According to the Wikipedia internet site, the original Gresham Club was established in 

1843 and dissolved in 1991. It was a dining club for the professional and business 

classes of the City of London. It was named after Sir Thomas Gresham, a celebrated 

merchant, who in 1566 founded The Royal Exchange and made a significant bequest to 

the Gresham College to promote the New Learning of Elizabethan times. In 1915 the 

club occupied a new purpose-built clubhouse at 15, Abchurch Lane, which is near 

Cannon Street railway station. After the dissolution of the club in 1991, the building 

had several owners until the RPS purchased the premises in 2018. 

 

The RPS have now restored the memorial tablet they found at 15, Abchurch Lane with 

the assistance of the War Memorials Trust; it is now displayed in a position of honour in 

their building. In addition, the RPS have researched the names of those listed on the 

memorial tablet and discovered that one of them, a Major Louis Charles Croslegh, was 

a former pupil at Wimborne Grammar School. 
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The entry on the Roll of Service 1914-1918 reads 

“L.C Croslegh, Major, Remount Department, Ormskirk” 
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A TRIP TO PRAGUE by DAVID WOODHEAD (59-66) 

 

(Historic times indeed, David !  Ed.) 

 

An unexpected invitation 

 

It was 1968 and I was passing a fairly idle August day in Wimborne, when I 

encountered my contemporary from school, John Balson (I assume this is he of the 

infamous General Franco “incident” – Ed); we had been at QEGS together until a 

couple of years earlier. He more or less casually mentioned that he was off to Prague in 

a day or two – and would I care to join him ? The offer was irresistible, since the 

liberalisation that had been underway in Czechoslovakia during the year seemed to 

offer the prospect of positive change, often described as Socialism with a human face. 

For many of us, our hopes resided in the unassuming figure of Alexander Dubček, who 

had taken charge of the Czech Communist Party at the beginning of the year. 

 

So I went to see if I could borrow from my father the amount I reckoned I needed to 

fund this trip. Unbelievably, now, I think that the sum involved was £25, although it 

will be remembered that there were then travel guides offering advice on how to “do” 

Europe on $5 a day. In any case, my father kindly obliged.   

 

From Wimborne to Prague 

 

So off we went on the Friday in John’s Morris Minor, together with a Californian friend 

of his, and caught an overnight ferry to Boulogne. From there, we drove through the 

top corner of France, southern Belgium and Luxembourg, then into Germany, where we 

stopped for the night in the Moselle valley. The welcome we received from many of the 

Germans we came across was less than enthusiastic, possibly a reaction to our fairly 

long hair. 

 

So it was with some relief that we reached the Czechoslovak border on the Monday 

evening. How we contrived to arrive there after dark, bearing in mind that it was 

summertime and we had spent the previous night near Bayreuth, not far away, I 

cannot recall. We had certainly not been attending an interminable matinée 

performance of Wagner, which would have induced kicking and screaming on my part, 

so the likely explanation for the tardiness was that the car was having a bad day. 

Crossing this border was potentially a big psychological moment, since a theme of our 

upbringing had been that the lands to the east were more or less one big prison, of 

which the Iron Curtain we were now traversing was the most tangible evidence. 

Possibly getting there in the dark was a blessing, since we could not see any of the 

intimidating paraphernalia that might have been expected, such as watchtowers and 

loads of barbed wire. Sure enough there was a barrier manned by a solitary armed 

guard, but we were admitted without too much fuss. 

 

We found accommodation in the nearby town of Františkovy Lázně, which also 

confounded our expectations. Being a spa resort, it – and the hotel we stayed in – 

offered an ambience retaining something of the bourgeois comfort of its Habsburg past, 
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rather than drab Soviet-style functionalism. It was my misjudgement, rather than 

culinary ineptitude, that led to my breakfast at the hotel being one of the most 

disagreeable I can recall – clearly what I had ordered was intended for those for whom 

“taking the waters” should involve the maximum degree of masochism. 

 

A safe arrival ? 

 

So onto Prague, along roads almost eerily bereft of traffic and a journey mostly 

memorable for the warmth of the welcome we received, to judge by the people waving 

at our GB car as we went through villages. The atmosphere in the centre of the capital 

when we arrived that sunny Tuesday afternoon was much as might be expected in any 

tourist city. The tourist office placed us in a comfortable private house at the end of 

tram line 19, following which was the easiest method of finding our lodgings. 

 

Our first night there - that of 20/21 August - did not bring much sleep, because of the 

amount of very loud noise overhead. Apart from the inconvenience, I did not give much 

thought to what might be causing this. However, in the morning the elderly lady who 

seemed to be the sole regular occupant of the house told us to get up, because the 

Germans were coming. In my usual befuddled state at that time of the day, I assumed 

that these were East German tourists and, under the fraternal arrangements between 

countries of the Socialist bloc, they had priority over westerners for any 

accommodation that was available – so we had to get out! 

 

Unfortunately the true picture soon became apparent: overnight the Soviet Army and 

other Warsaw Pact armies had invaded the country. It was the airborne side of this 

operation that had disturbed my sleep. Until very recently, I understood that East 

Germans had indeed come as part of the invasion force, but apparently they were 

withdrawn from the operation at the last moment for fear that their presence might 

provoke stronger Czech resistance. (It may have been memories of the Germans 

marching into Prague in 1939 that inspired our landlady’s comment.) The possibility of 

a Russian military intervention had been the subject of speculation for some months, 

but an agreement reached between the Czechs and the Pact a few weeks earlier 

appeared to have calmed the situation. Had this not been the case, it is unlikely that 

we would have set out for Prague. One of my earliest memories of events overseas had 

been the suppression of the Hungarian uprising in 1956, and I did not want to 

experience a repetition of that. 

 

We had to consider our options. I have no idea now how we obtained information about 

what was happening. I have to assume now that our exchanges with the landlady were 

in German and such knowledge that we had of the language may also have come in 

useful at other times during our stay. In any case, there was no question of trying to 

leave straightaway, since the borders were closed. So we took the car and followed the 

tramline into the centre of the city, partly to get a picture of what was going on, but on 

its own this may have seemed a foolhardy venture, given our awareness of what had 

happened in Budapest 12 years previously. However, we felt compelled to register our 

presence at the British Embassy, since we had no means of communicating directly 

with our families back in Wimborne. 
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[Popular resistance in Prague (not a photo taken by the author)] 

 

First we went to Wenceslas Square, and found lots of people making clear their 

opposition to the occupation, without much let or hindrance. Off the top of the square, 

however, there was dramatic evidence of more forceful resistance in front of the radio 

station, where there was at least one disabled Soviet tank. My memory is of a sense of 

quiet jubilation among the people in that street, which I find more difficult to 

understand now that I have discovered that some 15 Czechs had died that morning in 

the battle for the radio station. I can only surmise what impact having that information 

at the time may have had on how we conducted ourselves. 

 

As it was, we got back into the car with a view to crossing the river and reaching the 

embassy. Progress through the city was generally unhindered, but we had to wait to 

cross a bridge and our American companion decided to take a picture. What was 

captured in that snap we shall never know, since the immediate reaction of a nearby 

Soviet soldier was to come up to the car to demand the removal of the film from the 

camera – at bayonet point, so unsurprisingly we complied. Once we got to the 

embassy, we discovered quite a lot of our compatriots were there for the same reason, 

so it took a while to get to the head of the queue. The staff at the embassy must have 

told us what the curfew regulations were, so we could avoid being out on the streets 

outside of the prescribed times. 

 

Then it was back to the suburbs, where there was probably less likelihood of 

encounters with the invaders. I remember enjoying a schnitzel washed down with 

excellent local beer in a workers’ restaurant near our accommodation. No doubt the 

conversations around us were wholly focussed on the day’s events, but our fellow 

diners may have been talking about football for all we understood. We went back into 

Wenceslas Square the following day, and that was the only time that I was aware of a 

shot being fired, by a soldier atop an armoured vehicle on the other side of the square 

and presumably intended to warn rather than kill. Even so, it was alarming enough. 
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Our getaway 

 

On the Friday we found out that the borders had been reopened, so we set off 

southwards towards the Austrian border. The journey was fairly uneventful, except for 

a spell on a narrow, more-or-less deserted road, with the light fading, behind a solitary 

armoured vehicle. We could not tell whether this was Russian or Czech, but it seemed 

prudent not to try and overtake. It was a great relief when the military vehicle turned 

off, and shortly afterwards we reached the border. We had to hand in our Czech 

currency and in exchange we were offered a choice of cigarettes or beer. I opted for 

the latter – all of one bottle, which was appreciated a few nights later when funds were 

running low. 

 

John dropped me off in Vienna the following afternoon. He was a much more 

adventurous individual and was continuing to Cairo. On the Monday morning, I set off 

for home, hitching through the panhandle of Austria, into Switzerland, and then up 

eastern France, getting home on the Friday. My £25 had just about lasted the two 

weeks I was away, by dint of some sleeping rough towards the end and not eating very 

much. 

 

From Vienna, I had sent a postcard back to Wimborne commenting on how the invasion 

had put paid to any idea of sightseeing in Prague. In reality, that was not what we had 

gone to Czechoslovakia for. What we experienced there was significantly more of 

“discovering what was happening” than we had bargained for. Had we gone a week 

earlier, we would quickly been disabused of the notion that, as 20-year olds with no 

knowledge of the language, no prior first-hand knowledge of the country and no 

contacts there, we were qualified to find out much more than was in the newspapers at 

home. In that case, no doubt we would have recognised that we should reconcile 

ourselves to spending our time sightseeing ! 

 

It is the Russian invasion of Ukraine that has belatedly reawakened my interest in the 

events of 1968 and stirred up a wish to compare and contrast. This has had the result 

of revealing to me how little I knew of what had actually gone on 55 years ago, for 

example in terms of casualty numbers. If the figures available on the internet can be 

relied upon, the 15 deaths at the radio station in Prague represented just over 10 per 

cent of the total Czech fatalities – obviously too many, but hardly comparable with the 

Ukraine statistics (although these are very difficult to pin down at the moment). 

 

My lack of curiosity about what had happened in 1968 should arguably have been 

overcome when, some 30 years later, my work took me on a few short visits to what 

had become the Czech Republic. The only tanks to be found in Wenceslas Square were 

bathtub-sized and contained the carp which the Czechs regard as a treat at Christmas. 

At about the same time, I had a single short work trip to Moscow, where the 

atmosphere in discussions with contacts was certainly more wary than those in Prague. 

At the time, this reticence seemed to me to be just a lingering legacy of the cold war. It 

was just a matter of time before relations became warmer, surely ? How misplaced that 

optimism seems now. 

(A superb piece of writing, David  Ed.) 
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LIVING IN A DORSET VILLAGE 

by TONY GOULD (51-57) 

 

The good news from Tolpuddle is that we believe we are just about to get our pub 

back. The Martyrs Inn closed its doors in February 2020 and has been closed since that 

date. It was sold off by the brewery to an entrepreneur who has now after a lot of to-

ing and fro-ing, agreed to sell it to a consortium of people who live in the village of 

Tolpuddle. The current position is that we have had to form a company in which we 

have bought shares at £500 apiece and some residents have invested quite a lot of 

money. Our bid of £290,000 has been accepted and we are awaiting completion. It has 

not been so good without a pub over the last three years because social interaction has 

been reduced, thus undermining one of the great joys of living in a small community. 

In the mean-time some people have gathered in the Village Hall on Friday evenings for 

a chat and a drink: we take our own refreshment and by this, I mean soft drinks, wine 

and beer. 

 

The detrimental effect of Covid has been noticeable in several areas of life in Britain, 

but in a lot of villages in Dorset and elsewhere the loss of pubs has been dramatic. For 

example, The Woodpecker in Charlton Marshall is being turned into dwellings this 

spring, both the Piddle Inn and the Poachers Inn at Piddletrentide have closed and the 

Coventry Arms just outside Wimborne (at one time kept by the aunt & uncle of my old 

friend Paul Burry) has been closed for a time, but may now have re-opened. 

 

There is a bit of a wider village crisis though. It is noticeable that fewer young people 

with low incomes live in the villages west of Wimborne and in Dorset generally. The 

former homes of agricultural workers are done up and extended, and so make suitable 

homes for those who are reasonably comfortably off. There is another side-effect of 

this which is that there are fewer young people & children about and so less need for a 

school, and furthermore fewer people to do caring, cleaning and gardening jobs. In 

some villages such as Worth Matravers on the coast near Corfe Castle, second homes 

represent an issue because the life is sucked out of a village when the owners only 

come down for an occasional weekend. (This is also a big problem in Cornwall). I am 

not going to talk about bus services because they are infrequent and not very well 

patronised because nearly every family owns at least one car. 

 

Don’t get me wrong, the quality of life is good in rural areas so long as you have a car 

and a fairly good income, but the romantic rural idyll encapsulated by the picture of a 

cottage with roses round the door is not universally applicable. People are good and do 

help each other and, for example, two local couples have each taken in a Ukranian 

family until they can find somewhere to live permanently. I am not going to speak of 

the availability and cost of housing because that is a national problem. 

 

(I trust you will resume your old stool in the Martyrs Inn, Tony, when the 

moment arrives. A very interesting piece ! As you say, the ‘second home’ issue 

is a complex one. I was very aware of the problem when exploring West 

Dorset a few years ago. No easy solutions.     Ed.) 
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[Kenny with Herr and Frau Wigger from Dormagen] 

 

[Train at Dormagen] 

 

THE GERMAN EXCHANGE 

by KENNETH (KENNY) PARRATT (63-68) 

 

I studied German for at least one year and in 1966 went on a three week exchange. 

During the Easter 1966 holiday I went to Dormagen (which is approximately halfway 

between Düsseldorf and Cologne) and in the summer my German counterpart came to 

stay with us. 

 

I remember getting on a coach in the main school playground and going to Harwich. 

Despite a very rough sea crossing to the Hook of Holland, I was fine but waves were 

going over our cabin’s port hole. I then took the train to Dormagen. 

 

I was paired with Raimar Wigger, 

he was about 16 years old, whilst I 

was only 13. His parents were 

obviously very well-off, they had a 

beautiful “upside down” house. Mr 

Wigger senior and his son Raimar 

spoke English, but Mrs Wigger and 

their 12-ish year old daughter did 

not. One evening I was left with 

just the ladies, but somehow we 

managed to communicate ! 

 

During my stay I remember going to the top of the 

twin-spired Cologne cathedral; I think it was 273 steps! 

However, the highlight of my stay was they took me 

across West Germany, into East Germany and we 

stayed for 2 or 3 days in the American Sector of Berlin. 

I remember standing on a viewing tower looking over 

the wall, but if I leaned forward a metre I could have 

been shot ! We went through Check Point Charlie into 

East Berlin – how did they arrange that ? This was 

1966 and a plane had crashed into a lake in Berlin. It 

was at the height of the Cold War and there was an 

airlift of supplies going on. I felt so privileged, it made 

the first week of being homesick all worthwhile. 

 

The journey home was memorable for one thing, some 

of us (mixed sex) were playing a fairly ‘modest’ game of 

strip poker in our train compartment and the conductor came in – I wish I could 

remember how we all reacted. 

 

Now reciprocating in the summer, Raimer arrived to our slightly more humble 

surroundings. By now he was 17 years old. We took him to London and stayed with my 

Mother’s sister and family for a few days in Dagenham – which in those days was still a 

nice suburban place. We showed him London, but to my parents horror, all he kept 
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[Views of Berlin – Easter 1966] 

 

asking to do was go up to the centre (specifically Soho !) on his own in the evening. My 

parents must have glad to get him back down to Dorset. Still we kind of got our own 

back as this was the summer of 1966. I distinctly remember sitting in our lounge 

watching the football World Cup Final on the television. My Dad and I cheering for 

England and my Mum, feeling sorry for Raimer, cheering for West Germany – Ho Ho, 

they think it’s all over – it is now ! 

 

One thing that has always puzzled me, and I should have asked my parents but didn’t. 

My Dad was in the Royal Navy from 1936 to 1948, three of his brothers also served in 

the Second World War. My Mum was a true cockney, bombed out twice ! Now only 21 

years after the war ended, how did they feel about letting their only child go on a 3-

week school exchange to Germany ? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

(When Kenny attended the Christmas Reunion no one to whom he spoke could 

either remember this exchange, or know of any reference to it. However, I 

have managed to find the following in The Winburnian, dated June 1966. 

             Ed.) 

 

‘At Easter a number of pupils took part in an exchange visit with the 

grammar school at Dormagen, near Cologne. The visit to Germany lasted 

from 25th March to 15th April and included two excursions, one down the 

Rhine by road and steamer, and the other to Düsseldorf. Thirty pupils 

from Dormagen will be coming to Wimborne on 29th July and trips to 

Windsor and to Bath and Cheddar have been arranged during their visit 

here. An account of the exchange visit to France appears elsewhere in 

the magazine.’ 

 
(If anyone remembers participating in this exchange, or anything more about 

it (for example, your siblings may have been involved), please tell us – we 

would love to hear from you !         

             Ed.) 
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A BUCOLIC PRIMARY EDUCATION 

by GUY CORBETT-MARSHALL (70-70) 

 
(Many thanks, Guy. A fascinating, well remembered account.  Ed.) 

 

In a recent edition of The Old Winburnians newsletter, Alan Bennett reflected on the 

fact that there had not been a report to-date on school-life at Pamphill Primary School, 

so I hope that this article will go some way to illustrate what that was like, at least in 

the 1960s. 

 

Before the job at hand so to speak, I would like to both heartily endorse the content of 

Michael Coffin’s description in the last newsletter of life in the last intake to the 

Grammar School, but also to salute Michael’s far superior recollection of his time at 

‘QE’; was I half-asleep throughout my seven years at the school ? 

 

There is no doubt that our year at the Grammar School was one of transition, still 

blessed with the Fives Courts, still benefitting from longstanding teachers such as 

Messrs Swinnerton, Pursey and Hoare, and still rooted in the heart of Wimborne with its 

rich history. I nearly did not have that year of Grammar School education, which I owe 

to my previous Headteacher, who, despite my birthday falling in September, promoted 

me to the year above, which enabled me to sit the Eleven Plus in 1970. With the 

benefit of hindsight, I’m not sure that being one of the youngest in each year group 

thereafter was a positive experience, but would it have been any better as one of the 

oldest ? 

 

I attended what I recall being named as Pamphill VC County Primary School (did it also 

include Church of England ?) from what I assume was 1964 to 1970. At the time, I did 

enjoy the buildings and certainly appreciate them still today; what a relief that they are 

Grade-II listed, otherwise they might have joined the list of sites now long since 

demolished in which I received my education ! I was unaware of the listing until I 

discovered it whilst researching for this article. The property was first listed on 18th 

March 1955 and the following appears on the internet site of British Listed Buildings : 

 

PAMPHILL CHURCH OF ENGLAND FIRST SCHOOL 

 

5193 PAMPHILL LITTLE PAMPHILL : Pamphill Church of England First School ST 90 SE 

3/60 18.3.55 II. 

 

Built 1698 by Roger Gillingham of the Middle Temple as a school and almshouses, 

these latter now incorporated in the school. Brick walls, tiled roofs with stone eaves 

courses and parapets with moulded brick copings. Single storey. Long almshouse range 

with taller schoolroom block in centre, at right angles, forming a T-shaped plan. 

Schoolroom has ledged door in classical stone surround with curved broken pediment. 

Two tall windows with glazing bars each side of this. Above the doorway, an inscribed 

stone plaque. Gable above this rendered, with blocked circular Window. The former 

almshouse wings each side of the schoolroom each have four ledged doors and four 

casement windows with lead lights. Plat band above window heads. Various modern 

additions at rear. 
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To me, the building has a quietly impressive 

façade, an extension added in the latter part of 

20th century at the rear being to a different but 

compatible design.  Thankfully, from most angles 

one can enjoy the property unaware of the huge 

pylon just yards away, which carries a high-

voltage line across that part of the county ! 

 

The listing mentions the almshouses, both of which were occupied when I was at the 

school, one by a single man and one by a single woman. On the days when the school 

was open, lunches were put onto trays, each plate topped by a metal cover, with pupils 

often taking the meals to their neighbours. I hope they both liked the food; I liked 

most things except the cheese and bacon flan (probably known as quiche today), the 

taste of which caused me much upset. On one particular day, the taste of the flan could 

only be removed by a waiting bowl of chocolate crackling and ‘cream’, the latter likely 

to not meet Jamie Oliver’s strict requirements, but despite that, it tasted nice ! One of 

the dinner ladies was the mother of a boy in my year, whose quiet authority on her 

bike stays with me to this day; how could she take her foot off the right pedal, swing it 

over to the left one, and then glide majestically down the path in full control ?  What 

balance ! As well as our lunches, we also had our 1/3rd of a pint bottle of milk each day, 

no doubt full fat, but none of us seemed to be allergic to it, nor indeed did we ‘put on 

the pounds’ as a result. 

 

I have to say that I recall little of the individual lessons over the years, although in my 

defence they took place many decades ago now ! I do remember though that we had 

two classes, one infant and one junior, the latter taught by the headteacher, with I 

think just one other teacher employed at that time to tutor the infants. 

 

The school hosted goldfish (which I think we took home over at least one holiday), 

some moth caterpillars one year (huge beasts that emerged whilst we were caring for 

them), as well as a rabbit that took no prisoners, and which also spent one summer 

break with my parents and me. 

 

The Primary School taught children from ages 5-11 as part of a two-tier process, this 

long since replaced with the three-tier one of today, with the Primary School now a 

First School. I think we might have had as few as 5-6 pupils in my year and maybe just 

30 in the school in total. Today, the capacity of the school is 75, split into three classes 

(reception, years 1 & 2, and years 3 & 4), with four teachers and three teaching 

assistants as well as other support staff. It is no wonder that the extension was needed 

and that the almshouses have been absorbed into the school itself. Prior to the school’s 

growth, I seem to recall it being at risk of closure with its roll down to a little over 20, 

but it recovered and despite some hiccups along the way seems to be a thriving centre 

of learning today, sought by many local families. 

 

Where today’s pupils come from is likely to be quite different to when I was at Pamphill 

in the 1960s. Then, our catchment appeared to be Pamphill, Cowgrove, Hillbutts, and 

Shapwick, supplemented by other children who came from farther afield, one 
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[Pamphill C of E First School] 

 

 

 

memorably in an original Fiat 500. The villages (maybe hamlets ?) have not grown 

since I attended, and it is quite possible that there are fewer children in the 

settlements now than then, so it could be assumed that the higher numbers attending 

today come from Wimborne. 

 

Behind Pamphill School is Pamphill Green, the home ground for Kingston Lacy Cricket 

Club, although my main memories of using that open space during my time at the 

school were many games of rounders, as well as a single football match against Gaunts 

Common Primary, now St James First School. Running next to Pamphill Green is an 

attractive avenue of oaks that leads to the picturesque St Stephen’s Church, built by 

the Bankes family of Kingston Lacy house in 1907; there has been a church on site 

since 1229. Not long before leaving the Primary School, I remember giving a Bible 

reading to a congregation from the school in the church, a congregation that also 

included the Bishop of Sherborne. 

 

There is no doubt that Pamphill provided an idyllic location for my early education, 

although my enduring memory of my time at the school was playing with ‘Matchbox’ 

cars around the roots of the first oak in the avenue; the tree’s still there, right next to 

Pamphill Green ! 

 

In the 1970s, as a pupil of the current QE School, I would run past my old school 

haunts on the cross-country course. 

 

During the first half of the 1980s I worked for Lloyds Bank in Wimborne, a rural branch 

with farmers often some of our more significant customers. I enjoyed serving a local 

pop star most of all, however, who I believe may have attended the Grammar School 

too, some years before I did. After banking, I went on to work for environmental 

charities for over thirty years, briefly in Dorset, but mainly in the West Midlands. 

In late-2021, our family moved to Cumbria, next to Morecambe Bay, but with the 

Lakeland fells, the Yorkshire Dales and the Forest of Bowland all visible from our 

village. 
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THE SMALLWELL FAMILY OF MILLERS IN WIMBORNE 

by PAT TRAYLER (née BROWN) (62-69) 

 

I came across the Smallwell Family when looking in the Wimborne records for 

ancestors. Little information appeared about their lives in Wimborne, but fortunately 

there were Wills. These showed there was money in the family and lands owned in and 

around Wimborne. Inconveniently there were names repeated through the family and 

care had to be taken to get all in the right place. Edmund Smallwell, miller, in 1657 

died “young” as he had four children under 21 and predeceased his father. Edmund left 

his mill to his wife and children and left money with his father, of Walford Mill, for the 

children. Edmund’s widow Elizabeth died soon after Edmund. 

 

The father of Edmund Smallwell, Edward Smallwell, died in 1658 and also left a will. His 

son James was to have the estate in the Town Mills with the houses, gardens and 

backsides, (except the proper chamber between the mills), the buttery and the garden 

within the garden paying fifty pounds a year after all the duties demanded, the loading 

horse or mare and all the perks belonging to the mill and one half of the hoggs and 

ponies in the mill and the bedding and bed stools in the hall and the table board in the 

chamber where he lived. He left his son Augustine Smallwell his life in the Lower Mill. 

His son Francis Smallwell was to have the estate in Walford Mill, the two loading horses 

belonging to the mill and half the hoggs and ponies in the Town Mill. Edward’s wife was 

to have the possession of his lands in the parish of Wimborne: house and gardens in 

the fields of Redcotts; the house or houses in Volman Stubb; the meadow ground by 

Julian Bridge; the half acre of meadow ground in Wetherwood; and all the goods and 

chattels. There were other bequests for £50 to his daughter Jane, £20 for his expected 

grandchild, forty shillings to the poor of Wimborne to be paid at the funeral. A line of 

succession was indicated for the inheritances named. Francis Smallwell died 1658 and 

James died 1660. So the younger son Augustine inherited the lands. 

 

Augustine Smallwood, miller and youngest son of Edward the senior, died in 1679. He 

left a will. He left his son Augustine Smallwood only one shilling, and to his daughter 

Elizabeth only 5 shillings. (This was probably because they were apprentices at this 

time) He bequeathed his wife Elizabeth, all the land at Leigh in the parish of Wimborne 

Minster then called Buckpitt for life, and after her death or marriage, to the five 

younger children were to inherit the lease of Walford Mills and of the house in town 

wherein he had lately dwelt, and all other goods chattels and whatsoever. 

 

Edward Smallwell, miller, the son of Edmund did not inherit the lease of the mills as 

there was no mention of them in the will. He died in 1684, but like other relatives he 

did leave a will. He did not marry, so his nephew, John Smallwell (this was the likely 

ancestor of mine), son of his brother John was to inherit all his lands situate in the 

Tything of Leigh in the parish of Wimborne Minster, on the south side of a close 

commonly called Little Rowlands, when he reached the age of 21. His niece Elizabeth 

daughter of his brother John, was to receive £100 at the age of 18, or time of marriage 

if first. Aunt Anne Lawrence was to receive £5 and Uncle John’s three children were to 

share £10, and £5 was to be paid to the poor. 
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It was not just the males of the Smallwell family who left wills. In 1657 Elizabeth 

Smallwell widow the younger died shortly after her husband, Edmund Smallwell. Her 

will only mentioned three children, so one (Augustine probably) must have died. She 

left her wearing apparel to her daughter and bequeathed the rest of her goods and 

chattels to her three children to be equally divided between them. She made two of her 

brothers executors of the will and wanted them to manage the children’s estate during 

their minority and to act on Edmund’s Will on the children reaching the age of twenty 

one. 

 

In 1668 Elizabeth Smallwell widow of Edward Smallwell senior left in her will sums of 

money to her children and grandchildren. The amounts varied from 5 shillings to £10, 

and for her grandchild £20. Considerable sums for those days. All the rest of the goods 

chattels and whatsoever not herein before given were bequeathed to her son in law 

John Holway whom she appointed to be the sole executor of her last will and 

testament. 

 

The will of Elizabeth Smallwell, spinster of Wimborne Minster and daughter of Edmund 

Smallwell, left £80 and £30 to her two brothers. Gold rings and a silver spoon were 

mentioned along with pieces of gold. This will was torn and the date was lost. 

 

The Smallwell family came into Wimborne to work the mills. They were reasonably 

wealthy but did not live that long, and the family surname could not be found in Dorset 

on the 1841 census or the parish records after the late 1700s. The mills were leased 

but the type of lease could be freehold, leasehold or copyhold that is unlimited tenure, 

limited time tenure, or three lives or one hundred year tenure, thus the family either 

ran out of millers or moved away. What happened to shorten their lifespans can only 

be guessed at. There were many diseases, including millers’ lung from inhaling fine 

flour, at this time that could be fatal. There were injuries possible from the moving 

parts of the mill, kicks from horses, falls, drowning and fire. All could be fatal. A brick 

in the wall of Walford Mill has the date 1662 suggesting a rebuild. Many reasons could 

explain this, expansion, decay, or fire. The small amount of information available does 

not give clue as to the mills use at this time. Many mills were fulling mills, the stones 

replaced with hammers to beat wool into felt for warm hard wearing, waterproof 

clothing. A reason for the number of fulling mills could be the Civil War whereby the 

armies needed robust clothing. 

 

The mills continued working under new management. The Hereford Journal 8 Oct 1794 

wrote that the Town Mills of Wimborne Minster occupied by Mr Thomas Talbot were 

broken into by persons apparently acquainted with the premises. In 1866 the Dorset 

County Chronicle ran an advert for the lease of the Town Flour Mills driving 4 pairs of 

stone, good business. A good house attached with airy rooms, stabling etc. In the 

Salisbury and Winchester Journal 1888, the Town Mills were advertised with two pairs 

of stones and two turbines of 8 HP and 14 HP. The Ellis family occupied the Town Mills 

for many years milling cereals for their brewing business. G and J Hatchard, mealmen, 

occupied Walford Mill until 1859 when there was a call for Claims and Demands 

appeared in the Salisbury and Winchester Journal. In recent times Walford Mill became 

a Craft Centre and the Town Mill burnt down. 

(Such different times, Pat ! Thank you !  Ed.) 
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LAUGHING AT SILLY THINGS 

by JANET DOOLAEGE (née PURSEY) (58-65) 

 

One feature of being at school was "getting the giggles", often at inappropriate 

moments, something which may seldom happen now that we are older and less easily 

amused. 

 

At primary school, Miss Hoar was advising our class always to walk on the right for 

safety on country roads, so as to face the oncoming traffic. "What if you saw a great 

big tractor coming, miss?" asked somebody. "Then I'd be up in the hedge!" she shot 

back, with suitable climbing movements. The thought of the sedate Miss Hoar, with her 

shingled 1920s hairstyle, "up in a hedge", was irresistible. 

 

Later, probably in our first or second years at QEGS, I had a friend whom I will call N. 

She and I were in the Rec, sharing a swing, she standing and I sitting. Some boys were 

doing something foolish – I forget what – outside the enclosure as we swung vigorously 

to and fro, and N made a remark about them. "Big 'ead!" shouted one boy at her. 

"Small 'ead!" yelled back N, whose speech was usually not at all demotic. She added 

for good measure, "You shut up, or I'll bash your 'ead in!"  I nearly fell off the swing 

with laughing. 

 

At around the same period, I was once sitting next to N in the Minster, waiting for 

some solemn school ceremony to begin. I was puzzling over names on a memorial 

plaque on the wall, and whispered that it surely couldn't be a tombstone, as there 

would not be enough room behind it for so many people. "Oh, I don't know," whispered 

N. "Roll 'em up and squash 'em in." The back of the pew hid my irreverent face. 

 

It was, I think, in our third year, in one of the huts, that we rigged up our note-lift. 

Passing notes to someone several desks ahead in the same row was not easy without 

attracting attention. Our note-lift was a matchbox with a piece of string running 

through it that was looped tautly around several desk legs. One had only to pull 

discreetly on the string and the matchbox containing the note went shunting along, out 

of sight, to its intended recipient. Unluckily we were not discreet enough. I don't 

remember which teacher's eagle eye noticed our activity, but I do remember the 

expressions of amazement and incredulity as we were ordered to dismantle it. 

 

I never regretted attending a co-educational school; the boys added light relief.  Boys 

sat in alphabetical order on one side of the classroom and girls on the other. Boys 

tended to tilt their chairs backwards until sometimes they fell off with a crash. "I belong 

to the society for the protection of chair-legs," Joe Kerswell would say sourly. If a 

teacher left the room for any reason, the noise level would rise and caricatures would 

be chalked on the blackboard. I remember an afternoon where one boy decided to grab 

a textbook, aim at his neighbour sitting at the desk in front and hit him on the head 

with it. Thump! "Pass it on." That boy then did the same to the next one, who was 

perhaps still engrossed in his work. Thump! "Pass it on."  This thumping procedure 

went around the classroom while we girls looked on bemusedly. At one point, a chair 

was being passed around over the boys' heads on a sea of noise. 
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Eventually we reached the sixth form and the balmy days when the summer term was 

coming to an end. Exams were over and rules were relaxed. Card games took place in 

classrooms and someone had brought a record-player into school. Oh, great! Desks 

and chairs were pushed out of the way. The next day, Ned (J.D.Neil) addressed us 

sternly in assembly. Some of us had been, he said, with disdainful emphasis on the 

word, "jiving". With great pomposity, he told us that on no account should we be 

"engaging in rough and dangerous evolutions around the room." I've never forgotten 

that description of dancing. 

 

Year followed year, and at last came the hymn "Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing … 

Time that's lost may all retrieve." Have we retrieved our lost time? Some of it, I hope. 

It's funny how silly little things stick in my memory. 

 

(Splendid to hear from you, Janet. Your many friends have been thinking of 

you in recent times after your sad loss of Jean-Luc at the relatively early age 

of 64. As you write : ‘I know that more and more of us are in the same 

situation’. Life goes on somehow, but one doesn’t readily ‘get over it’. I note 

you are hoping to come over from ‘la belle France’ to attend the summer 

reunion if you can make ‘suitable travel arrangements’. You know you will be 

very welcome, Janet. 

Ed.) 

 

 

+++++++++++++++ 

 

 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

  



Page 24 of 40 
 

THAT 1967 QEGS CRICKET ‘A–XI’ SQUAD PHOTOGRAPH 

 

The final piece has been added ! Very many thanks to one of our newest members, 

Kenneth (Kenny) Parratt (63-68), who identified himself whilst looking through some 

past copies of our newsletter.   Great work Kenny – many thanks ! 

 

Back Row (left to right) 
          

Peter 
Randall 

Graham 
Brown 

Colin 
Haysom 

Jonathan 
Hopkinson 

John 
Gilbert 

Stephen 
Brooks 

Barry 
Park 

David 
Norman 

Alan 
Cole 

Havilland 
Willshire 

 
Front Row (left to right) 

          
 Alan 

Richardson 
John 
Guy 

Cavin 
Parker 

Lionel 
Swann 

David 
Dacombe 

James 
Wellington 

Jonathan 
Lane 

Kenneth 
Parratt 

 

 

Kenny sets us a challenge, is it the U-14s Rugby Squad of the 1964-65 season ? 

 

 
Back Row (left to right)  

           
Clive 

Thomas 

???? 

David 
Norman 

Patrick 
Sheehan 

???? 

Barry 
Park 

John 
Murphy 

???? David 
Mitchell 

Stephen 
Bohane 

Peter 
Randall 

Brian 
Sweatland 

Jonathan 
Lane 

  
Front Row (left to right) 
  ???? 

Cowan 

Christopher 

Hyde 

Timothy 

Bland 

David 

Thorne 

Frederick 

Ryder 

Kenneth 

Parratt 

Mr Goulding 

(Coach) 
  

 

DR John R F Guy (63-71) 



Page 25 of 40 
 

COLEHILL CRICKET CLUB MAKES THE NATIONAL DAILIES 
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THE WIMBORNE MINSTER CHOIR OF 1959 

 

The close relationship between Wimborne Minster and QEGS meant that some pupils 

were also members of the Minster Choir. A little while ago David Woodhead (59-66) 

sent a copy of the photograph shown below. Having identified some, David set us a 

challenge in the hope that all those in the picture could be identified. I sought the help 

of my contemporary, Jonathan Hiscock (former QEGS pupil from 1963-70 and a 

member of the Minster Choir for over 60 years), who in turn sought the help of David 

Park (48-55). The result, to date, is shown below. 

 

 
 

IDENTIFIER NAME IDENTIFIER NAME 

1 Graeme McNeill 14 John Dacombe 

2 (possibly Stuart) Harris 15 John Lawes 

3 Richard Adams 16 John Issacs 

4 David Woodhead A Ted Harris (alto) [crucifer] 

5 Malcolm McNeill B George Schofield (bass) 

6 Russell Gilbert C Lyn Bartlett (tenor) [Mike’s father] 

7 (possibly Nigel Scott) D Frank Kerridge (tenor) 

8 ???? E ???? 

9 Graham Sudbury F Dick Holloway (tenor) 

10 ???? G Ronnie Groves (possibly a tenor) 

11 ???? H Charlie Bishop (alto) 

12 ???? J Charlie Gilbert (bass) 

13 Malcolm Budden K Denis Lomas (bass) [soloist] 
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As you can see there are still a number of unidentified persons in the list shown. So our 

request to all of you is can you please help to identify the missing persons and/or 

corroborate/challenge any of the names shown. 

 

Many thanks in advance for your help ! 

DR John R F Guy (63-71) 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

AN INVITATION !  
 

WERE YOU EVER IN THE WIMBORNE MINSTER CHOIR ? 
 

 
We have recently been contacted by Colin Davey, the Organist and Choirmaster at 

Wimborne Minster, with an invitation. He is hoping to hold a reunion event and is trying 

to make contact with as many former choir members of the Minster as possible. There 

may be some of you who were in the choir at the Minster in the past, so you are invited 

to make contact with Colin as appropriate. 

  

On Sunday 16th July, he is planning an afternoon rehearsal, followed by a 

special choral evensong. For more information, please make contact with Colin 

directly using his e-mail address organist@wimborneminster.org.uk. 

  

Even if you weren't in the choir yourself, but are still in contact with someone who you 

think may have been, please feel free to forward the details of this invitation to them. 
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(A FEW) REFLECTIONS ON MY LIFE AT QEGS 

by GEOFF HILL (58-59) 

 

(I felt it appropriate to include another extract from Geoff’s collection of 

reminiscences relating to his time at our school in King Street. As most of you 

will know Geoff has led a varied life pursuing a variety of careers with a 

particular passion for photography. A Londoner, he arrived at our school as a 

14/15 year-old from his old haunts in Balham, an area I once knew well 

myself. In the following passages he describes his experiences in different 

classrooms with teachers most of you will remember with a variety of 

emotions. He also reflects quite profoundly on the general value of education.  

             Ed.) 

I had been hopeless at Maths in my old school and every time I would put my hand up 

with a question, the teacher would say ‘Don’t waste my time Hill, you will never learn 

Maths’. I had no confidence in the subject at all. 

 

Mrs Gray was a brilliant teacher, and for obvious reasons 

kept my attention throughout all her lessons and a 

subject I feared I learned to take in my stride, and when 

it was time for the O-level Maths exam, she would only 

put in those she believed would pass; all the others would 

have to pay an entry fee if they wanted to take the exam. 

I lined up with everyone else and when I got to Mrs 

Gray’s desk, and possibly with the nagging lack of 

confidence hanging over me from my previous school 

Maths; I asked how much it would cost me to pay 

for my entrance fee. 

 

‘You wont pay anything; I’ve put your name down. You will pass easily.’ 

 

And I did, bless her frightening little heart ! 

 

I also came to realise the value of books, and the ability to find out as much knowledge 

and information for myself, and being able to share the intellects of all those great 

minds that have ever lived over the centuries, right down to the current thinkers of 

today. To be able through the written word to search back in time to the ‘Big Bang’ and 

the incredible universe, and the amazingly rich biodiversity to be found on our own 

small seemingly insignificant planet Earth, including man’s own fascinating, enigmatic 

evolutionary rise to where he is today. 

 

Franklin D. Roosevelt said in a speech in Boston in 1932, before the Second World War 

even, ‘Knowledge – that is, education in its true sense – is our best protection against 

unreasoning prejudice and panic making fear, whether engendered by special interest, 

illiberal minorities, or panic stricken leaders.’ 

 

And now back to school, but first a reminder of what Oscar Wilde said about it. 

‘Education is an admirable thing, but it is well to remember from time to time that 

[Mrs Gray in the 1958 School Photograph] 
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nothing that is worth knowing can be taught.’ It’s that experience thing again, and John 

Locke summed it up nicely when he wrote in 1690 : ‘No man’s knowledge here can go 

beyond his experience.’ Clearly it’s not all found in books alone by any means. 

 

My success with Maths was definitely not to be repeated with the Art classes however. 

At my old school in Balham, I had always impressed the Art master with my simplistic, 

‘Lowry’ / ‘Beryl Cook’ style, poster colour paintings, my speciality being very colourful, 

bright, pictures of cats, usually with heads to one side and with dramatic, piercing 

green eyes looking straight out at you. 

 

He had liked my work so much, that invariably my pictures were hung up in the school 

hallway for all to admire, and I was certainly as proud as punch to see them there. 

 

The first lesson with Miss Thorpe was just ending and she told us she wanted a picture 

of families enjoying themselves as our homework for the weekend. At last a chance to 

show off one of my better talents, I thought, and decided to paint a duck pond with 

people, children, prams, toy yachts, dogs, the whole day out in the park. When after 

many hours it was finished, I looked on it with much pleasure and satisfaction. 

 

Next week I waited excitedly for the door of the art room to open, so I could hand in 

my homework masterpiece to Miss Thorpe. (Her nickname, Mable, I realised years 

later, came about from the town Mablethorpe.) She went through everyone’s pictures 

one by one in front of the class, either extolling their virtues or their failings according 

to her own fixed opinion, and then she came to mine, and I waited in quiet expectancy 

for my moment of glory. Some of the other paintings were very good it has to be said, 

and perhaps mine wouldn’t get the top marks, but would be just noted for its graphic 

style and colourful presentation and imagination. 

 

I will never forget what happened next. She turned the picture round for all the class to 

see, and said scathingly, ‘A child of six could have done a better painting than this. It is 

total rubbish,’ and with that she tore it up and threw it in the bin. I wanted to crawl 

into a hole; I was utterly humiliated, and I’m sorry to say that my future as a revered 

and lionised artist ended there and then, on that day at that hour, at that precise 

moment. 

 

All that year I did little or no art at all, and mostly she used me as the classroom 

model. I was either made to sit for ages in a painful aching pose, holding a vase or 

some other odd, mostly heavy item, and taking up this or that position. ‘Hill, will you 

stay still’ she would bark at me, and to top it all I was the only person in the whole 

class she refused to enter for GCE ‘O’ level Art. I really grew to hate double Art lessons, 

and it used to be something I really enjoyed back with my old school’s master. 

 

Art is a very subjective and I feel it was very unkind to do what she did. Needless to 

say, I have never painted again to this day. On the odd rare occasion, I do sometimes 

feel a real urge to have another go, and who knows; one day maybe. 

 

I did become an artist however in a related sort of way, through the medium of my 

photography which became, and still is, a total, and abiding passion. It has given me 
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and others so much incredible pleasure and joy, and a sharp, keen awareness of all 

that is around me, and of the not to be missed ‘now moments’ in life, to be captured 

for all time on the film or digital card in my cameras. 

 

It occurs to me that a certain strange irony between my earlier painting of cats and my 

art in photography happened when some years ago, I actually had a large photograph 

of a cat (20” x 16”) exhibited in a prestigious gallery in The Close by Salisbury 

Cathedral. Life imitating art, maybe ? 

 

What I remember most amongst other things, from the excellent science teacher, Bill 

Streets, was a rhyme he taught us to understand the action of distillation, which 

although of little use to me in life, stuck in my mind forever: ‘Distillation is the 

combination of the operation of evaporation and condensation !’ Science did, of course, 

become of immense interest to me eventually, and I am sure it was in no small 

measure to the interest created by the much liked Mr Streets. 

 

Although the headmaster, ‘Neddy Neil’, was not particularly popular among the pupils, 

I do not believe he deserved the following character assassination, which was to make 

all the daily and Sunday newspapers. There had been a recent spate of anti-Semitic 

graffiti cases all over London, which all had the same slogan, ‘Juden Raus’, meaning 

Jews get out. One night a few of my fellow schoolboys had, for a prank, written in large 

white painted letters on the fives court wall the following: ‘NED RAUS’, meaning ‘Ned 

get out.’ This was done purely and simply as a joke with no political inferences 

whatsoever, but much was made of these ‘racist schoolboys’ by the national press, and 

as for our headmaster to be seen as an object of derision; it must have been such a 

terrible embarrassment for him to see this denigrating slogan emblazed across the 

country’s daily rags, and appearing, quite unjustifiably, to be such a despised 

headmaster of the school he was so proud of and loved so much, even if he did seem 

at times rather aloof to many of us. 

 

Every Sunday morning I was up bright and early to do a paper round, carrying my 

papers, which I collected from a bus shelter half a mile away, in a big old ‘Silver Cross’ 

pram, for delivery around the large spread out village of Corfe Mullen, which involved 

walking my heavy load a further three miles or so. 

 

I must have looked quite a sight striding through the village looking like a proud young 

father pushing his precious offspring in its classic perambulator; and I used to get the 

most peculiar looks from little old ladies who, on seeing pram, would often peer smiling 

and expectantly inside, to make a fuss of the little darling presumably ensconced 

within; and would be most startled, when all they got for their trouble was the leering 

headlines of the ‘News of the World’ looking back at them ! 

 

Every week I would have to pass the house of the local village bobby, and on one 

occasion the resident incumbent, a certain PC Ambrose, stepped out in front of me and 

challenged me. 

‘Oi’d like a word with ee young man. I’ve reason to believe you be under 

sixteen years old. Would oy be right in presuming so?’, he asked. 
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‘Well I might be, and there again I might not be’, I mumbled in reply. 

 

‘Now don’t ee take that attitude with me young man, either you be under 

sixteen or you baint! And if you be, as I suspect, under sixteen then you be 

clearly contravening a local Corfe Mullen byelaw, which clearly states that no 

minor under said age should be engaged in gainful employment on the Lord’s 

Day. And that day referred to being a Sunday, and you being engaged in a 

Sunday paper round, then you be clearly in contravention of that said byelaw, 

and oy be within my rights as the local officer of the law to enforce said law, 

and to see that ee cease from carrying out said illegal action on pain of 

prosecution. 

 

Oy have now brought said byelaw to your attention, as required by my 

occupation as the local police constable, and I don’t want to see you engaged in 

said activity again unless ee can prove beyond doubt, that ee be of local age to 

carry out said employment without contravention of said byelaw.’ 

 

At a recent ‘Old Winburnians’ school reunion, one of the ex-pupils, Peter Pardy, who 

was a lad in the village at the time of Ambrose’s reign, well remembers the time he and 

a couple of other lads of only fifteen and sixteen had taken to experimenting with a 

little under age drinking at the local hostelry, The Coventry Arms. Word had somehow 

gotten to Ambrose on the village grapevine, and he was now ‘on their case’, and one 

evening out of the blue, he drew up outside the pub on his sit up and beg push bike, 

and with bicycle clips still in place strode purposely through the pub door, stopped in 

his tracks having seen his quarry pints in a corner, laughing and enjoying a pint around 

the dart board; and snapped out the following command to the boys, 

 

  ‘Make that the last one lads’, 

 

and with that he simply turned on his heels, mounted his old ‘tredder’, and peddled off 

without further ado. It was enough; they had been rumbled, and knowing that a 

second chance was out of the question, never dared risk his further and most certain 

retribution. 

 

(The village bobby on his bicycle, no drugs, no social media, such a different 

world – and a better one ? 

 

It was good to see the reference to my old friend, Peter Pardy, as fine a baker 

as any in the county in his pomp. Here’s hoping you are in good health and 

spirits, Peter, your family too – and that you are behaving yourself ! 

 

As for young Geoffrey Hill, a vocal dead ringer for ‘arry Redknapp and ‘Arfur’ 

Daley, one-time associate of the Kray twins and ‘Babs’ Windsor, I think your 

old English teachers would have been proud of the quality of your writing. A 

splendid account, Geoff, of that period in your life when you came to live in 

Dorset after your childhood in Balham. Ten out of ten, old friend ! 

             Ed.) 
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MICHAEL WHITMARSH (49-53) REMEMBERS – A very different world 

 

‘I was born at Sunnybank in Hayes Lane on 19th October, 1938, and started school 

aged 4 years 6 months at Middlehill School, Colehill. My very first teacher was Missl 

Love, then came Miss Major for my middle years until Miss Edmonson, a rather manly 

looking woman took over.’ (Was it the moustache, Michael, or the fact that she 

smoked a pipe that led you to your judgement ? - Ed.) 

 

‘My final years were spent in the headmistress’s (Miss Trehanan) class. At this time the 

family moved to Glynville Close, Colehill, in 1946. I sat the 11+ exam in 1949 and 

passed to go down the hill to the Grammar School. The masters I best remember were 

our headmaster, Mr ‘Tipper’ Airey, my form master, Mr ‘Fishy’ Maiden, Mr ‘Gunner’ 

Holman, Mr ‘Tarzan’ Williams, Mr ‘Inky’ Stephens, Mr ‘Slogger’ Jayne and Mr ‘Joe’ 

Kerswell. By the time I left Major J D Neil was the headmaster. The head boy was Ken 

Bartlett.’ (Ken, of course, was a hugely respected figure. Strict, but 

scrupulously fair, an outstanding all round sportsman and a distinguished 

county level rugby player after leaving the school. He was also a keen 

supporter of the OWA until be passed away a few years ago. His handwriting 

was also quite astonishingly neat; I still have copies of his letters to me which 

I must remember to put on display at one of our OWA Reunions - Ed.) 

 

Michael continues : ‘I joined the School Cadets, our training was on Friday afternoons. 

The school actually had its own armoury and rifle range. My first two school reports 

were good, but they went downhill after that so I left school in 1953 and began a 5-

year apprenticeship at Stanbridge Motors in January 4th, 1954. In those days 

Stanbridge Motor Services, ran 3 school runs in their maroon coloured coaches picking 

up boys at various locations around Wimborne – Long Crichel, Horton, Hinton Martell 

and Barnsley among other places.’ (Do any of our readers remember coming into 

school on one of these coaches ? Do let us know if you did. Who were your 

fellow passengers ? - Ed.) 

 

‘I was called up for National Service in 1960 and 

served 2 years 6 months in the REME, most of 

my time was spent in Germany. After completing 

my time I returned to work at Stanbridge in the 

winter of 1962-63.’ (Every reader will recall 

that particular winter when the snow 

arrived on Boxing Day and was still lying in 

places in mid-March. Strangely I recall not a 

solitary reference to ‘climate change’ during 

that memorably awful winter, nor during 

the scorching summers of ’75 and ’76. - Ed.) 

 

‘I remained at Stanbridge until it closed in 1997 

and then I joined Shears Bros. until I retired. 

When Phil Gough bought Stanbridge I decided to 

go back working part-time – and here I still am !’  
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(Of course the world has changed dramatically over Michael’s lifetime, not 

least in the sphere of motorised transport. I wonder indeed how many of our 

readers’ fathers even owned a car back in the 1940’s/1950’s ? - Ed.) 

 

Back to Michael : ‘My father never owned a car. I passed my test at 17. Before that I 

used to cycle out to Stanbridge. My first car was a Model Y Tourer 1935 registration. I 

paid just £50.00 for it !’ (And our readers ? What was your first car ? I bet you 

can remember, ladies and gentlemen. Actually weren’t the ladies very 

circumspect drivers in those far-off days ? I don’t wish to cause controversy 

(!) but it’s not quite the same nowadays, is it, gentlemen ? Actually my own 

first car was a racing green Singer Le Mans 1933 open-top, four-seater sports 

in which I duly drove off in 1958 to spend 6 months living in a tent on a farm 

near Orpington, Kent, milking a herd of goats and tending several hundred 

head of poultry. I paid £85.00 for the car and duly sold it back to its former 

owner – at a big loss – when I moved to London. What would it be worth 

today ? - Ed.) 

 

More from Michael : ‘I wonder if any readers filled up their cars at Stanbridge ? A one 

time we had 4 petrol pumps, but they were removed in 1996. They just weren’t making 

any money.’ (Another story typical of so many small garages/filling stations of 

the era. And so today, Michael ? You are 85 years old and still working where 

it all started nearly 70 years ago. - Ed.) 

 

‘I love it working with cars, and the company and banter, of course. I wake up every 

morning at 6.30am, have some breakfast and come in and give Phil a hand. I often 

pick up or return a car before or after repairs or a MOT. Sadly I lost my wife a few 

years ago and I would be very bored just sitting in the house. 
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(It has been a real pleasure reminiscing with Michael recapturing in part a lost 

age and one, I am certain, that resonates with many of our readers. If 

Michael’s memories persuade a few more of our readers to put pen to paper, 

or fingers to computer keyboards that will be a bonus. Coincidentally Michael 

also described a recent, very enjoyable encounter with his old pal, Peter 

Pardy, who I have occasion to mention elsewhere in this Newsletter (see 

Geoff Hill’s reflections). Our illustrious former master baker/confectioner from 

Corfe Mullen (hence Baker’s View just off the main road through Corfe Mullen 

where the premises once stood) he would be a most welcome guest at a 

Reunion. How about it, Peter ? As someone similarly descended from a long 

line of bakers/confectioners, it would be a great pleasure to resume old 

acquaintance. I haven’t seen you since Tice’s garage closed where you worked 

for a time after closing the bakery. In fact, having made reference to Tice’s 

garage/filling station now gone, the adjacent Crown hotel long since boarded 

up and the sale of former agricultural land on both sides of the Cranborne 

Road for building, the Wimborne landscape has changed markedly in recent 

times. Any OWA members who have not visited in recent years would be 

astonished at the vast number of houses now being built in the locality. 

People do have to live somewhere, of course, but the implications in terms of 

traffic congestion and local parking facilities are considerable, not least at 

certain times of the day. Progress, they call it. Or something less flattering ! 

‘Fings ain’t what they used to be !’ as Lionel Bart once memorably wrote.  

             Ed.) 

 

+++++++++++++++ 
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[Friday, 10
th

 March 2023 from The Racing Post] 

 

LADY MARGARET BEAUFORT (1443-1509) 

by ALAN R BENNETT (49-56) 

 

The founder of our Grammar School and the 

mother of Henry VII. 

She gave birth to Henry when she was only 13 

years old. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

What do you think Lady Margaret Beaufort 

would make of having a racehorse named 

after her ? And beating a rival called ‘Sexy 

Rexy’ !! You couldn’t make it up, could you ?! 

 

 

P S She’s only a 3-year old filly as yet. I 

wonder which stallion she will eventually visit? 

Not Sexy Rexy for sure – she’s also a filly ! 

 

Margaret Beaufort’s sire is Iffraaj (GB), a 

stallion who stands at £15,000. 

 

Her dam is Janabiya (GB) – named after the 

oldest city in Bahrain. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

(Now isn’t all that really fascinating – or not ? !     Ed.) 
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FROM THE ARCHIVES OF THE WINBURNIAN 

            (Ed.) 
 
From No. 117, dated DECEMBER 1953 

 

ATHLETIC SPORTS, 1953 
 

OPEN EVENTS 

 

100 Yards 1, Evans 2, Bartlett 3, Breach 10x sec. 

220 Yards 1, Bartlett 2, Evans 3, Wiseman 26x sec. 

440 Yards 1, Evans 2, Wiseman 3, Pilley 57x sec. 

880 Yards 1, Wiseman 2, Ritchie 3, Lawman 2min. 17x sec. 

Mile 1, Wiseman 2, Evans 3, Duke 5min. 14x sec. 

Hurdles 1, Haysome 2, Bartlett 3, Saunders 18 sec. 

Long Jump 1, Evans 2, Bartlett 3, Pilley 17ft. 7in. 

High Jump 1, Ritchie 2, Saunders 3, Vaudin 4ft. 10in. 

Hop, Step & Jump 1, Ritchie 2, Bartlett 3, Curtis 35ft. 10in. 

Shot 1, Evans 2, Foot 3, Breach 30ft. 11in. 

Discus 1, Evans 2, Saunders 3, Foy 110ft. 6in. 

Javelin 1, Kettle 2, Haysome 3, Saunders 135ft. 9in. 

Relay 1, Derby 2, Glyn 3, School 51x sec. 

Steeplechase 1, Wiseman 2, Snelgrove 3, Lawman  

 

Rodney Wiseman’s (47-53) Final Sports Day, 20/21 July 1953 

 
 

 

 

Rodney’s mother pays 

for her son’s OWA 

membership no doubt, 

following Rodney’s 

instructions. 

 

 

 

 

 

(Splendid to hear from you in British Columbia, Canada, Rodney. A few 

memories here ! Just 70 years ago !!      Ed.) 
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DESERT ISLAND DISCS by LINDA BERENBRINCK (née King) (57-64) 

 

My first choice is from the musical Hair and is Aquarius/Let the Sunshine in. It’s 

sunny music with a dark background, the themes of conscription and pacifism being 

just as relevant now as in the sixties.  My brother and I drove to London in the late 

sixties to see Hair and I saw it again last year with a friend in an excellent local 

production.  

 

Second choice has to be Satisfaction by The Rolling 

Stones. I always preferred the Rolling Stones to the Beatles. I 

went to see and hear the Stones twice in Bournemouth. 

 

Elgar’s Cello Concerto with the late Jacqueline du Pré 

occupies my third spot. It’s a fantastic piece of music which makes the hairs stand up 

at the back of my neck, particularly when the solo cello starts to play. 

 

 

Making me laugh and feel a bit homesick, Dorset is Beautiful by 

The Yetties comes in fourth. 

 

 

 

Next it’s Jacques Brel with Ne me quitte pas. A beautiful, sad song 

which brings tears to one’s eyes. Written, apparently, when Brel’s 

pregnant mistress left him. 

 

My sixth choice is Kathleen Ferrier singing Blow the Wind Southerly. A wonderful 

voice and a sad English folk song, full of longing. 

 

 

Andreas Scholl singing Gluck’s Orfeo ed Euridice – “Che faro 

senza Euridice?” comes in seventh. Also one of my favourite pieces of 

music. Scholl’s voice soars upward and glides back toward earth. 

 

 

My final choice is Arnold Schönberg’s Friede auf Erden, op. 13, because this is 

what we should all be praying for and it is beautiful music. “Friede, Friede auf der 

Erde!” This translates as “Peace, peace on earth”. 

 

I know I do get the Bible on my desert island. For my book I shall have to choose the 

Complete Works of William Shakespeare, as many have chosen before me; after all it 

contains some good stories ! For my luxury item, I don't think that a smart phone 

would be much use on a desert island, so I think I would like a very large and 

comfortable bed. The thought of sleeping on sand, hard and lumpy, does not appeal – 

and none of us is getting younger ! 
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NEWS OF SOME OLD WINBURNIANS 
 
 
IAN ROGERS (45-53) 

 

Ian was unable to attend the Reunion but he did have an excellent excuse. The young 

fellow was enjoying a winter break on the island of Madeira. ‘A wonderful fortnight, 

excellent weather, food and accommodation. I also remembered to raise my glass at 

the appropriate time (2pm) on the 3rd December.’ Ian also visited the English church 

with its ‘beautifully maintained gardens.’ (Madeira does have very special memories for 

your Editor as my ‘dear old Mum’ passed away on the island while on holiday there 

many years ago and lies in the English cemetery. The British people do have a long 

standing association with the island and I am delighted Ian clearly experienced a very 

happy couple of weeks there). 

 

DEREK LAWMAN (51-56) 

 

Both Derek and his wife Karen have endured more than their fair share of ill-health and 

misfortune in the past year with many hospital visits. We can only send them our 

collective best wishes for healthier days to come. In a recent letter Derek reflected on 

his days at school and old pals, Wimborne Railway station where his Dad was once 

Chief Linesman, the period when Thomas Hardy lived in Avenue Road and regularly 

used the train to travel up to London, football and the extraordinary changes in recent 

years which saw his old team Fulham recently take to the field ‘without a single 

Englishman in the team.’ Through it all Derek continues to find solace listening to his 

musical hero Frank Sinatra besides some of the other greats of yesteryear like Tony 

Bennett. Derek also reflected poignantly upon the loss of many old school friends in 

recent times. 

 

In this respect I take pleasure in reproducing some lines written by Karen which relate 

to the loss of old pals and associates. 

 

Death has snatched a dear friend away, 

Memories now stirred from an earlier day. 

A door has opened into the past, 

To a store of reminiscences varied and vast. 

A friend you won’t be seeing again, 

A journey stretching from youth to men. 

 

Your mind returns to the carefree school days, 

When you were happy in so many ways. 

Football, the choir and paper rounds, 

At one with the early morning sounds. 

In time, you will accept your loss with a smile, 

And this will happen in a little while. 
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KEN ORMAN (37-43) 

 

Having publicly welcomed Kenneth to our Christmas Reunion but not disclosing his age 

to the other guests, he very mischievously contrived to persuade several (gullible!) 

lady members that he was, in fact, 105 years old. Only late in the proceedings did 

‘naughty’ Kenneth admit his true age (Ken said how much he enjoyed the occasion and 

hopes to come again soon). 

 

Kenneth, who was a very welcome guest, has clearly not lost the ability to charm the 

‘fairer sex’ even at his advanced age. We will be watching you very closely at future 

events, Kenneth ! 

 

+++++++++++++++ 
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OBITUARIES 

 

COLIN JOHN BAILEY (49-56) 

Colin John Bailey sadly passed away on 27th December 2022, aged 84 years. Beloved 

husband of Margaret and father of Ruth and Adrian. Late of Keith Jones Bookshop. 

(As one of Colin’s contemporaries, along with Brian Richmond, Derek Lawman 

and Frank Hackforth to mention just 3 names, I would like to pay tribute to a 

fine human being and caring family man. A quiet, reflective member of the 

school, he was affectionately regarded by everyone with whom he came into 

contact and in his later life in the wider community. We send our warmest 

good wishes to his widow, Margaret, and his children, Ruth and Adrian. During 

his years at the school Colin made several contributions to The Winburnian. 

The following is an abridged account of his review of a very famous book 

written when he was in Form VA.       Ed.) 

BOOK REVIEWS – From The Winburnian, June 1954, p.13 

 

“THE ASCENT OF EVEREST” BY SIR JOHN HUNT 

 

Most people have ambitions, some small, others greater; some aspire for outstanding 

career achievements, others for spectacular sporting feats. This book is an account of 

how a group of zealous people succeeded in fulfilling their extra high hopes, which were 

to climb the highest mountain in the world. 

 

The book is, as Sir John Hunt points out, “the book of all members of the 1953 British 

Expedition to Everest.” The leader of the party recounts the major part of the story. 

Edmund Hillary, who, with Tenzing, reached the top, writes the chapter about the final 

assault on the mountain called “The Summit.” The nine very interesting appendices are 

written by various members of the team. These include Noyce’s “Diary of the 

Expedition”, Wylie and Bourdillion on the equipment used, Pugh and Band on their 

“Diet”, and Ward and Pugh on the party’s “Physiology and Medicine.” 

 

Hunt, when asked why he wanted to climb Everest, quoted the words of a former 

Everest climber, “Because it’s there.” His Royal Highness the Duke of Edinburgh, in his 

foreward as the Patron of the Expedition, says that he was left with “a sense of 

profound admiration for the achievement of this expedition, both as a team and as 

individuals. In the human terms of physical effort and endurance alone it will live in 

history as a shining example to all mankind.” 

 

Every boy will want to read it.      C.J. Bailey (VA) 

 

 

(This is most poignant as on 28th May this year, it will be the 70th anniversary 

of this wonderful mountaineering achievement.     Ed.) 

 

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


