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Dr. Morgan’s Association 
  SUMMER NEWSLETTER, JUNE 2011 

Editor: Geoff. Marchant; NB: See bottom of page 8 for all contact details. 
 
 

Editorial – Please do read!!  
In the February DMA Newsletter I made an 
additional appeal on behalf of your committee for 
someone to come forward to take on the roles of 
Chairman/Dinner Secretary. Mike Dodden had 
fulfilled these roles over many years, together with 
his continuing roles of Treasurer and Newsletter 
Distributor. The result of both the appeal at our 
Dinner last October, and also that in the newsletter, 
has been absolutely zero – what a disappointment! 
However, fate may well have taken a hand here as 
we have a momentous announcement to make: 
Mike Dodden has received an approach from 
Brian Lancastle, now secretary of the DM 
Society, with the suggestion that from 2012 the 
Society and our Association combine, and that 
in that year we have a combined dinner at the 
old school (now Haygrove) with old boy Tony 
Ball again as the speaker. Your committee felt 
that this was a good suggestion, and from past 
conversations with our members, Mike believes 
there would be strong support for this move. IF 
YOU DO NOT AGREE, PLEASE CONTACT 
MIKE AS SOON AS POSSIBLE. (Contact 
details bottom of page 8). No details yet as we felt 
you all should have a chance to put forward your 
views, but if it does go ahead I suspect the dinner 
day in 2012 might revert to end of September. This 
approach was followed by various correspondence 
between Mike and Dick Raymond, (DM Society 
Chair) and it now looks as though they are also 
consulting their members and wish to hold off for a 
while until that has happened – so its all gone a bit 
quiet again!! 
 
In this newsletter issue I did wonder if I would do 
our first ever 10 page issue as I have already had to 
hold back members’ reports for some considerable 
time and I felt I must get these in, as those 
members have been good enough to submit them, 
& have then waited to see them used. With a bit of 
pruning though, we are still able to have an 8 page 
issue but you may find it a bit of a long read 
without many pictures. 
In the October 2010 Newsletter, on Page 7, I gave 
the first part of Mike Perry’s reminiscences. The 

concluding part starts on Page 2, column 1, of this 
current newsletter and is followed by the full report 
from Chris Byrne which I did not have room for 
last time, except for one paragraph which should 
have given a big hint as to the subject of Dave 
Derham’s photograph on Page 1 of that issue. As 
stated at the bottom of Page 8 last time, the photo, 
though very dark, was recognizable as that of Sam 
Napper, DMS caretaker for many years. Feedback 
from our membership has suggested that the period 
was at least pre 1951 to 1970/72. This is the only 
known photo of Sam, can anyone prove me wrong 
and supply another one? 
This time I have also included notes on the DMA 
Committee meeting of Mar. 30th. However, I have 
had to hold over a detailed research item by Old 
Boy David Derham on the “gentlemen” behind 
the DMS House names of Hopton, Fairfax, 
Wyndham, and Cromwell,  - together with a bit 
about Blake and the Derhams! I have also received 
a photo of the 1938-9 rugby team and coach, sent 
in by Ray Mitchell – I have included that and 
Ray’s explanation on page 3. I promised last time 
that I would include Ruth Peberdy’s update on 
‘Cyberknife’ centres in the UK. (See June & Oct. 
’09 newsletters for previous reports on this 
technology.)  
Ruth reports.. “23 October 2010. There are two 
privately owned Cyberknife Centres in Harley 
Street, one at the Harley Street Clinic, one at the 
London Clinic. Thanks to a £2 million donation, 
Mount Vernon Hospital (NHS part of Hillingdon in 
London) their Cyberknife Centre opened on Sept. 
2nd, 2010. The very first fully N.H.S. funded 
Cyberknife Centre will open at Derriford Hospital, 
Plymouth, in late Spring, early Summer 2011. It is 
hoped that Plymouth will blaze the trail and that 
other NHS Hospitals will follow. It is hoped that 
by the end of 2011, there will be at least six 
systems in the country.”  For further details please 
contact Ruth on ruthie@cyber_ron.com  

 
Readers may remember that we ran a feature on 
Cyberknife in the June 2009 Newsletter (page 6) 
and Oct. 2009 Newsletter (page 7). Ruth has 
campaigned long and hard for these facilities in 
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this country after the death of her husband, DMS 
Old Boy, Ron Peberdy. She must feel very 
pleased at the outcome she reports above and I’m 
sure we all congratulate her. If anyone would like 
to donate to the Ron Peberdy Cyberknife 
Charitable Trust, please contact her on the e-mail 
address above, or write to her at Old School, 
Stawell, Bridgwater, TA7 9AE. 
 
 
We now continue ‘Old Boy’ Mike Perry’s 
reminiscences (from Page 7, Feb. ’11 
Newsletter.)   
 
In the Feb 11 edition we followed Mike’s way 
through West Street and Dr Morgan’s Schools. He 
had been told by Chas. Key in Spring 1964, “You 
find a job and we will give you a reference”…….. 
 

“My father got me a work offer at £180 per annum 
from the local Quantity Surveyors (who didn’t seem to 
notice I had twice failed “O” level Maths.) I turned it 
down in favour of joining Somerset County Council for 
£240 per annum. It came as a shock that once I had 
joined they wanted me to study on Saturday mornings. 
(I got that shock as well with the ROF, but at least it 
was on two weekday evenings! – Ed.) Sorry boss, its 
rugby with the Old Boys on Saturdays. I missed many 
of their weekend lessons but passed the exams. With 
exam success came various promotions. Over the 34 
years after Lower 6th Special I got involved in: 

a) Work in the local Education Office. It came as a 
surprise to see Heads having to ask rather than simply 
tell us to do things. My first major blunder was to invite 
the Hamp Governors to a Sydenham meeting. I was 
made to cycle round the town to apologise to all 
concerned. No doubt a case of bullying under current 
employment law. I played cricket for the Education 
Department under the captaincy of Allan Reid – a 
stalwart supporter of our (DMA) dinners. 

b) Promotion to the Library H.Q. What a place to 
work. Quite a shock after a single sex school – almost 
all girls and a few male staff! We were working in what 
was of course the former DMS buildings at Mount 
Street. No sign remained to say where Lower 6th 
Special had been accommodated. Our caretaker worked 
a variety of odd hours that allowed him to act as 
groundsman at Bridgwater and Albion R.F.C. He was a 
lovely character. 

c) Seconded to the Civil Service to help with the 
building of the M5 motorway. Well, the Irish built it – 
we simply designed it / said where it would go / let 
contracts. Anyone who wants to know why so much 

concrete carriageway was laid around Taunton needs to 
ask me at the next dinner. I shared a room with Mike 
Turco – a larger than life DMS character. Mike had 
joined the Civil Service on leaving DMS – he new all 
the tricks needed to beat the system. Great days were 
had by sending teams to the Ministry of Transport 
Sports day at Chiswick. Another ex DMS pupil, Dave 
Herring, was in the next room to Perry & Turco 
working on Compulsory Purchase Orders.   

d) A move in 1973 back to the County Council to 
work on University Awards. My lasting memories of 
that job are that landlords and farmers always seem to 
make a financial loss each year! I had a much older 
assistant who had a very difficult time in World War II. 
Flying Lancasters for Bomber Harris he had been to 
Hamburg before being shot down and spending the rest 
of the war, injured, in a prisoner of war camp. Not an 
easy person for someone in his mid twenties to manage. 

e) A Team Leader in Teachers Staffing with 
responsibility for secondary schools and technical 
colleges. My major contribution was to work direct to 
the Chief Education Officer over Secondary School 
Headships. After several jobs had been filled without 
resort to candidates from DMS (not my decision I 
promise!), the job vacancy I looked forward to most 
arose – Head of Haygrove following the resignation of 
Francis Davey. I declared an interest and then got on 
with it. Great fun! 

f) A move to the Education Research Unit as its 
Deputy Head was memorable for a secondment that 
arose. I was sent to Huish’s Grammar School at 
Taunton to cover for the absence on long term sick 
leave of the Bursar. The school was in the build-up to 
6th form College status. It was amazing to work on the 
management team of a school that was being 
dismantled. It gave an insight into what the last few 
months of DMS must have been like. The Head of 
Music was Ron Tickner, and John Holroyd was also on 
the staff. No mention was made of Lower 6th Special. 

g) Promotion to the role of Head of the School 
Transport Service across the County. We used to move 
about 14,000 pupils a day mostly by contract buses. 
Jack Hall was in charge of Haygrove by then. He was 
prone to ring up and say “Come and have a sherry dear 
boy – I need advice about problems on the Stowey 
bus”. It was a most odd feeling to sit in the Head’s 
Office – sip sherry – tell the boss what he could and 
could not do. The equivalent contact at King’s of 
Wessex, Cheddar, was Pete Corrick who was my 
original geography teacher at DMS. Sadly, Pete who 
was Deputy Head of Kings of Wessex died many years 
ago at a very young age. 

h) My last post was with the Council as Manager 
in charge of Admin & Personnel, initially for the
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Roads/Bridges Department, before mergers over several 
years with the Planners, Valuers, Architects, Tourism 
Staff, etc.  

In 1997 I decided enough was enough. If I was 
arranging retirement/redundancy deals for other staff 
why not have one myself? The many staff who worked 
for me said either “Thank God!” or, “You can’t go at 
just 50.” The answer to them was quite simple – if you 
came from Lower 6th Special you knew how to look 
after Number One! 

The things that had meant most to me at DMS led 
me to create the County Council’s Sunday morning 
rugby team and an interdepartmental sports day. It was 
the sack race or egg and spoon for the less fit with our 
own athletics track for the keener ones. We played 
tennis and golf. The secretary of the Council’s 
Sports/Social Club was no other than Allan Reid. 

Once I retired I put much energy into voluntary 
work. Looking after youngsters (including Master 
Dodden) at the nearest Golf Club to DMS gave me 
many happy hours. (Thanks Mike for being a generous 
sponsor) I worked for many years as a volunteer 
photographer for English Heritage. One shot I was 
asked to take in North Petherton could only be obtained 
from an adjacent garden. I don’t know who was more 
surprised when the door bell was answered – Mel 
Davies! The light had faded by the time memory lane 
had been fully explored. 
To Mal and to a lesser extent Mike, a very big thank 
you for getting this “old Boy” started on a sporting life 
he is still enjoying to the full. Sorry but I don’t even 
remember the name of the guy who wanted me to learn 
Latin.

 
 
Well many thanks to Mike Perry for that contribution, and before we have Chris Byrne’s report, let me 
show you what must be one of the oldest DMS sporting pictures in existence today. It was sent to me by 
Ray Mitchell in October last year, and although it has apparently been printed as a mirror image (see dates 
on ball) Ray’s list of names would appear to be correct left to right for the image shown here. 
 

 
 
Ray says “Thanks for the Oct.’10 newsletter and for including my earlier notes. I do hope there are some 
of my contemporaries around to share my memories. The piece about the history of our school I found of 
particular interest. Herewith (above) is a snap of some of my schoolmates:-  
Back row – Talbot, Temple, Foxwell, Unknown. 
Row two – Elliot, Unknown, Williams, Bastable, Unknown, Haddon, Unknown, Unknown. 
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Front row – Collier, Myself, Jack Lawrence, Coles, Davey, Unknown. 
It was taken in 1939. I wonder how they fared in the war which was about to break out. Do you happen, by 
any chance, to have a memorial list of Old Morganians who gave their lives in the war? 
 
Our Headteacher was Captain ‘Trout’ Trenchard; he taught Latin and Religious Education. His principal 
Assistants were ‘Stagger’ Storey, who taught English and English Literature, and ‘Butch’ Gillard, who 
taught Mathematics and Physics. All three were veterans of World War 1. Jack Lawrence taught History 
and P.E. Glyn Rees taught Woodwork and Metalwork as well as Music. I have forgotten the other teachers 
names. ‘Trout’ was considered to be a tyrant by the boys. He carried with him a whippy cane called 
‘Doctor Tingletail’ which he used liberally. Any boy referred by another teacher to the Head would receive 
six of the best across his posterior. I remember it well! He drove an ancient Jowett motorcar which was 
very noisy but was regarded with affection by the boys because it gave warning of the Head’s approach. 
My very best wishes to you and the Association, Ray Mitchell.” 
 
Yet again as your editor I say, “What a memory! – and to think that those ‘veterans of WWI’ were still 
there at DMS doing virtually the same jobs when I left in 1956! In fact ‘Stagger’ was ‘taking it easier’ (!?) 
and about to retire – but what a life of dedicated service from all three.” Please note that I wondered 
whether the Haddon mentioned in Row two was the same person whose school notebook had been 
deposited in the school file at Blake Museum. However, when I checked back to our newsletter of Feb. 
2009, p.5, I found that it was a ‘P.C. Hagon, not ‘Haddon’ I referred to there, and that the photos with that 
were even earlier, from 1904/5 and 1913! Ray’s photo must surely show the youngest Jack Lawrence 
image that we have, though? (I for one, wouldn’t have recognised him!) 
The war memorial, now in the old “Crush Hall”, was shown in our Feb. ’07 edition on page 8. I will see if I 
can either enlarge it so that the names can be read, or get someone to go in and get permission to reproduce 
the list. ‘Doctor Tingletail’ was mentioned by John Howell as reported on p.8 of the Feb. ’11 newsletter.  I 
wonder whether John and Ray (and Geoff Tout) know each other? Perhaps this year they could all come 
and stay at the Tudor, enjoy our dinner, and reminisce! 
 
It must be almost time for another photo, but I must get in Chris Byrne’s report as he has waited so 
patiently for me to use it in full, and not just pick a paragraph from it as I did last time! So here we go… 
 

“	  Dr	  Morgan’s	  Grammar	  School	  at	  the	  Turn	  of	  The	  Sixties.	  
	  
Having	  just	  flicked	  through	  the	  latest	  Newsletter	  (can	  you	  ‘flick	  through’	  a	  computer	  screen?)	  and	  come	  across	  several	  
names	  that	  I’d	  not	  thought	  about	  in	  many	  a	  moon,	  and	  being	  at	  something	  of	  a	  loose	  end	  on	  a	  damp	  and	  dreary	  February	  
afternoon,	  I	  began	  to	  jot	  down	  some	  random	  reminiscences	  from	  what	  is	  rapidly	  becoming	  the	  dim	  and	  distant	  past.	  	  And	  
as	  soon	  as	  I	  started	  typing	  it	  just	  sort	  of	  expanded,	  as	  one	  memory	  produced	  yet	  another	  “oh-‐and-‐then-‐there-‐was”	  
moment.	  
So,	  for	  what	  it’s	  all	  worth,	  here	  are	  a	  few	  disjointed	  recollections,	  some	  personal,	  some	  more	  general,	  from	  just	  about	  half	  a	  
century	  ago.	  
	  
The	  Beginning	  
I	  suspect	  most	  will	  remember	  that	  first	  day	  at	  secondary	  school,	  and	  I	  vividly	  recall	  that	  day	  in	  the	  late-‐Summer	  of	  1959	  
queuing	  up	  in	  that	  gloomy	  corridor	  by	  the	  cloakroom	  in	  a	  new	  blazer,	  red	  cap	  and	  short	  trousers.	  	  (How	  many	  11	  year	  olds	  
would	  go	  to	  secondary	  school	  in	  short	  trousers	  these	  days??)	  
Having	  been	  to	  a	  very	  small	  primary	  school	  I	  was	  quite	  overawed	  by	  the	  physical	  size	  of	  the	  school	  and	  the	  number	  of	  
people	  in	  it.	  	  The	  staff	  seemed	  very	  aloof,	  and	  the	  older	  boys,	  the	  prefects	  in	  particular,	  very	  intimidating.	  	  In	  fact,	  by	  
today’s	  standards,	  I	  suppose	  the	  school	  was	  not	  really	  all	  that	  big	  –	  but	  then	  we	  were	  quite	  small!	  
There	  were	  so	  many	  rules	  to	  obey...	  
No	  running	  in	  the	  corridors.	  	  No	  leaving	  classrooms	  via	  the	  North	  Corridor.	  	  No	  entry	  to	  classrooms	  at	  lunch-‐time,	  except	  in	  
“inclement	  weather.”	  (Did	  anyone	  ever	  know	  what	  exactly	  constituted	  inclement	  weather?)	  Stand	  up	  when	  a	  member	  of	  
staff	  enters	  the	  room.	  	  Caps	  to	  be	  raised	  outside	  school	  to	  members	  of	  staff	  and	  parents	  of	  pupils.	  	  The	  list	  seemed	  endless.	  
After	  being	  sorted	  (alphabetically	  I	  feel	  sure)	  we	  were	  led	  off	  by	  Pete	  Corrick	  to	  our	  Form	  Room	  –	  one	  half	  of	  the	  single-‐
storey	  brick	  ‘hut’	  out	  towards	  the	  Fives	  Court.	  	  Certainly	  we	  were	  sat	  alphabetically	  and	  I	  recall	  the	  row	  next	  to	  the	  window	  
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facing	  the	  Chemistry	  Lab	  included	  myself,	  Robin	  Abbey,	  Dick	  Burridge,	  Geoff(?)	  Bullen	  and	  possibly	  John	  Dunford.	  	  It	  was	  
down	  to	  us	  in	  that	  row	  to	  act	  as	  lookouts	  and	  to	  warn	  of	  approaching	  danger	  as	  staff	  emerged	  through	  the	  gap	  by	  the	  
Chemistry	  Lab.	  
At	  some	  point	  very	  early	  on	  we	  were	  allocated	  (geographically)	  to	  one	  of	  the	  Houses	  –	  Cromwell,	  Fairfax,	  Hopton	  and	  
Wyndham	  –	  and	  encouraged	  to	  wear	  the	  House	  badge:	  a	  yellow/black	  rectangle,	  a	  blue	  shield,	  a	  green	  shield	  or	  a	  
white/red	  rectangle	  respectively.	  	  Did	  the	  shapes/colours	  have	  any	  meaning	  or	  were	  they	  just	  what	  were	  available	  in	  the	  
first	  instance:	  a	  job-‐lot	  perhaps?	  	  There	  were	  occasional	  House	  Meetings,	  Wyndham’s	  were	  held	  in	  the	  Physics	  Lab	  next	  to	  
Glyn’s	  Workshop,	  but,	  otherwise	  the	  Houses	  were	  very	  much	  for	  sports	  competitions	  etc.,	  with	  the	  Cavalier	  combination	  of	  
Wyndham	  and	  Hopton	  generally	  too	  good	  for	  the	  Roundhead	  pairing	  of	  Cromwell	  and	  Fairfax.	  
	  
The	  Staff	  
Most	  of	  the	  lessons	  remain,	  ominously,	  a	  bit	  of	  a	  blank.	  	  But,	  in	  no	  particular	  order,	  in	  that	  first	  year	  we	  had...	  
‘Bert’	  Bollom	  for	  French.	  	  I	  remember	  that,	  along	  with	  all	  the	  plume	  de	  ma	  tante	  stuff,	  we	  learnt	  plenty	  of	  songs.	  	  There	  was	  
one	  about	  a	  miller	  (“Meunier,	  tu	  dors....”)	  that	  got	  faster	  and	  faster	  as	  it	  went	  along;	  and	  another	  to	  a	  marching	  rhythm	  that	  
began	  “Trois	  jeunes	  tambours…”.	  Indeed,	  I	  can	  still	  sing	  along,	  if	  necessary(!),	  with	  The	  Marseillaise	  that	  we	  had	  to	  learn	  for	  
homework.	  	  	  
‘Ben’	  Gunn	  for	  Science.	  	  Drawing	  accurate	  diagrams	  was	  the	  big	  thing,	  and	  woe	  betides	  you	  if	  they	  weren’t	  tidy.	  	  
Corrections	  would	  follow	  a	  poor	  diagram	  with	  a	  reminder	  to	  “...do	  it	  thrice,	  boy!”	  	  I	  have	  to	  say	  I	  was	  put	  off	  biology	  for	  a	  
very	  long	  time	  by	  never-‐ending	  drawings	  of	  buttercups,	  and	  having	  to	  redraw	  an	  amoeba	  “thrice”	  after	  my	  first	  (rather	  
impressionistic?)	  attempt	  had	  been	  deemed	  to	  be	  insufficiently	  like	  the	  real	  thing.	  	  (But	  I	  thought	  the	  whole	  thing	  about	  an	  
amoeba	  was	  that	  it	  didn’t	  have	  a	  fixed	  shape!!)	  
Mr	  Packer	  for	  Geography.	  	  We	  were	  always	  having	  maps	  printed	  into	  our	  notebooks	  via	  a	  clever	  inked	  map-‐on-‐a-‐roller	  
device.	  	  Shading	  in	  the	  sea	  around	  coastlines	  with	  the	  correct	  type	  of	  hatching	  (and	  the	  right	  shade	  of	  blue?)	  seemed	  to	  
take	  forever.	  
Pete	  Corrick	  for	  English.	  	  I	  remember	  little	  –	  except	  the	  dread	  of	  having,	  every	  other	  weekend,	  to	  write	  an	  essay:	  generally	  
left	  until	  Sunday	  evening,	  and	  then	  of	  minimalist	  proportions.	  
Pete	  (Pat?)	  Brendon	  for	  Latin.	  	  Masses	  of	  rote-‐learning	  and	  rather	  unlikely	  stories	  involving	  sailors,	  farmers,	  boys	  and	  girls	  
that	  would	  probably	  be	  very	  non-‐PC	  nowadays.	  	  All	  brought	  to	  life	  in	  that	  thin	  little	  book	  Kennedy’s	  Revised	  Latin	  Primer	  –	  
invariably	  renamed	  by	  the	  judicious	  use	  of	  a	  few	  strokes	  of	  the	  pen	  on	  the	  cover	  by	  generations	  of	  bored	  pupils	  to	  “Revised	  
Eating	  Primer”.	  	  But	  the	  approach	  worked,	  as	  I	  can	  still	  decline	  ‘mensa’,	  ‘annus’	  and	  ‘bellum’	  and	  conjugate	  ‘amo’	  –	  though	  I	  
certainly	  have	  had	  little	  cause	  to	  do	  so	  for	  over	  forty	  years.	  	  He	  always	  seemed	  to	  be	  one	  of	  the	  more	  approachable	  
members	  of	  staff,	  and	  had	  a	  good	  sense	  of	  humour.	  	  I	  remember	  him	  taking	  some	  of	  us	  over	  to	  Taunton	  to	  watch	  Somerset	  
play	  the	  Australians	  (1964?)	  and	  regaling	  us	  with	  endless	  anecdotes	  of	  his	  time	  at	  University.	  
Oddly,	  I	  haven’t	  a	  clue	  who	  taught	  us	  Maths,	  though	  I	  guess	  it	  might	  have	  been	  Colin	  Uzzell	  –	  whom	  I	  found	  to	  be	  a	  very	  
patient	  man	  when	  we	  met	  again	  in	  the	  Sixth	  Form:	  but	  then	  he	  needed	  to	  be	  with	  my	  general	  inability	  to	  grasp	  
mathematical	  concepts.	  
Not	  at	  all	  sure	  either	  who	  taught	  us	  History	  in	  that	  first	  year	  (Mike	  Stanton?)	  –	  but	  we	  managed	  lots	  of	  drawings	  of	  wattle	  
and	  daub	  huts;	  and	  (obviously)	  tried	  to	  learn	  lots	  of	  dates.	  	  Plenty	  of	  stuff	  on	  the	  South	  Sea	  Bubble	  and	  the	  War	  of	  Jenkins’	  
Ear.	  
Ron	  Tickner	  for	  Music.	  	  Usually	  in	  the	  Hall.	  	  Our	  ability	  to	  sing	  a	  note	  played	  on	  the	  piano	  was	  tested	  early	  on	  –	  I	  failed	  
miserably.	  	  I	  never	  did	  find	  out	  how	  to	  read	  music	  –	  I	  should	  have	  listened	  more	  carefully.	  	  I	  remember	  we	  sang	  from	  a	  
small	  book	  that	  seemed	  a	  very	  archaic	  collection	  of	  songs,	  and	  that	  those	  same	  pencils/pens	  that	  had	  converted	  Kennedy’s	  
‘Latin’	  to	  ‘Eating’	  had	  often	  been	  at	  work	  producing	  some	  quite	  remarkable	  title	  adaptations.	  	  “The	  Harp	  That	  Once	  
Through	  Tara’s	  Halls”	  had	  a	  particularly	  ‘painful’	  alter-‐ego	  –	  which	  I	  won’t/daren’t	  repeat	  here.	  
‘Trog’	  Ansdell	  for	  Art.	  	  I	  really	  can’t	  recall	  producing	  any	  Turner	  Prize	  submissions,	  or	  much	  else	  for	  that	  matter,	  and	  	  I	  think	  
I	  dropped	  Art	  as	  soon	  as	  possible.	  	  Something	  else	  which,	  like	  Music,	  I	  wish	  I	  had	  stuck	  at	  more.	  
Brian(?)	  Long	  or	  Mal	  Davies	  for	  PE	  (though	  I	  suspect	  it	  was	  called	  PT	  then?).	  	  Tried	  to	  ‘hide’	  as	  much	  as	  possible	  –	  carrying	  
far	  too	  much	  ‘excess’	  to	  vault	  over	  horses	  or	  climb	  ropes	  to	  the	  ceiling!	  	  Games,	  well	  Rugby	  anyway,	  was	  rather	  the	  same	  as	  
I	  was	  always	  put	  in	  the	  scrum	  for	  “added	  weight”.	  	  I	  used	  to	  hate	  those	  old	  red	  and	  blue	  woollen	  socks	  when	  they	  got	  wet.	  	  
Oh,	  and	  the	  nails	  from	  the	  studs	  coming	  through	  the	  soles	  of	  those	  heavy	  rugby	  boots.	  
Glyn	  Rees	  for	  wood/metalwork.	  	  I	  remember	  spending	  weeks,	  months	  even,	  filing	  a	  piece	  of	  metal	  exactly	  square	  and	  then	  
having	  to	  make	  a	  keyhole	  in	  it;	  learning	  the	  names	  of	  all	  the	  different	  types	  of	  files	  (Rough,	  Coarse,	  Bastard…)	  and	  the	  
number	  of	  teeth	  they	  had;	  and	  dodging	  various	  flying	  objects	  as	  someone	  incurred	  Glyn’s	  wrath.	  	  For	  years	  afterwards	  I	  
couldn’t	  smell	  pipe-‐smoke	  without	  it	  conjuring	  up	  pictures	  of	  the	  Workshop.	  
As	  we	  moved	  on	  towards	  O-‐Level	  we	  came	  across	  other	  staff,	  and	  many	  made	  a	  lasting	  impression	  for	  a	  variety	  of	  reasons:	  
very	  few	  ever	  seemed	  to	  leave,	  very	  unlike	  modern	  schools.	  
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Len	  Morley	  for	  Physics	  and	  some	  Maths.	  	  Quite	  rightly	  “Uncle”	  –	  he	  was	  so	  much	  less	  forbidding	  than	  many	  of	  the	  others.	  	  
Not	  to	  be	  taken	  lightly	  though,	  as	  “Whistling	  Willy”,	  a	  very	  long	  piece	  of	  rubber	  tubing,	  could	  snake	  out	  from	  the	  front	  with	  
unerring	  accuracy	  as	  an	  aid	  to	  improved	  concentration.	  
Bernie	  Storer	  for	  Biology	  (and	  some	  other	  Science	  possibly?)	  	  Hugely	  interested	  in	  the	  subject	  and	  with	  lots	  of	  anecdotes:	  
always	  cheerful.	  
Dave	  Coates	  for	  English.	  	  As	  a	  confirmed	  philistine	  (scientist)	  I	  was	  not	  likely	  to	  be	  ‘converted’	  to	  the	  Arts	  by	  ‘Snoz’,	  but	  
certainly	  came	  to	  see	  that	  Literature	  had	  a	  great	  deal	  to	  offer	  on	  all	  levels.	  	  And	  ‘Bonzo’	  Vaughan-‐Jones,	  a	  very	  erudite	  man,	  
–	  though	  that	  knot	  he	  tied	  in	  the	  end	  of	  his	  gown	  could	  be	  very	  painful	  when	  delivered	  with	  a	  full	  back-‐lift	  –	  also	  did	  much	  
in	  a	  very	  different	  way	  to	  introduce	  us	  to	  a	  wide	  variety	  of	  material.	  
John	  Holroyd	  for	  Maths	  and	  Physics	  came	  a	  bit	  later,	  and	  seemed	  somehow	  different	  from	  what	  we	  were	  used	  to.	  	  Was	  it	  
because	  he	  was	  nearer	  our	  age?	  	  He	  liked	  ‘modern’	  music	  for	  a	  start	  (didn’t	  he	  play	  the	  drums?);	  he	  kept	  goal	  for	  
Williton(?);	  and,	  in	  the	  Sixth	  Form	  at	  least,	  he	  called	  us	  by	  our	  christian	  names	  –	  which	  came	  as	  a	  bit	  of	  a	  surprise	  at	  the	  
time.	  	  Certainly	  he	  and	  the	  inventive,	  knowledgeable	  and	  highly	  respected	  Oscar	  Bryden	  made	  for	  very	  contrasting	  Physics	  
lessons.	  
Joe(?)	  Shepherd	  arrived	  to	  teach	  us	  Chemistry	  in	  the	  Sixth	  Form	  and	  finally	  we	  got	  to	  do	  most	  of	  the	  practicals	  rather	  than	  
just	  watching	  demonstrations.	  ‘Elfin	  Safety’	  would	  have	  a	  fit	  at	  what	  we	  did	  back	  then	  –	  but	  the	  bottom	  line	  was	  that	  we	  
did	  learn	  to	  handle	  potentially	  dangerous	  substances	  safely	  and	  with	  confidence.	  
I	  think	  I	  had	  ‘Chas’	  Key	  occasionally	  -‐	  for	  Scripture	  would	  it	  have	  been?	  	  But	  I	  don’t	  recall	  Jack	  Lawrence	  and	  I	  ever	  meeting	  
in	  the	  classroom.	  	  	  
There	  must	  have	  been	  others,	  too.	  	  I	  just	  about	  recall	  a	  welsh	  Geography	  teacher	  (Jones?)	  (from	  Brent	  Knoll)	  who	  found	  us	  
hard-‐going	  (and	  vice-‐versa);	  in	  the	  Sixth	  Form,	  a	  chemistry	  teacher	  who	  had	  retired	  from	  the	  Cellophane	  and	  in	  whose	  
lessons,	  in	  retrospect,	  we	  behaved	  abominably;	  and	  an	  English	  teacher	  (Bill	  Rayner?)	  who	  had	  an	  old	  A35(?)	  van	  with	  a	  
mattress	  in	  the	  back	  that	  bred	  increasingly	  salacious	  scenarios	  in	  our	  teenage	  minds.	  	  He	  also	  read	  us	  some	  fairly	  risqué	  
books	  in	  the	  Sixth	  Form	  (as	  ‘Scientists’	  it	  was	  felt	  that	  we	  should	  have	  some	  ‘broadening’	  lessons)	  and	  suggested	  –	  I	  have	  
absolutely	  no	  idea	  of	  the	  context	  –	  that	  we	  view	  idyllic-‐looking	  old	  paintings	  of	  women	  on	  swings	  in	  an	  entirely	  new	  light(!!)	  
And	  they	  were	  all	  residents	  of	  that	  mysterious	  Staff	  Room	  in	  the	  Tower,	  which	  was	  occasionally	  glimpsed	  through	  rolling	  
blue	  clouds	  of	  cigarette	  smoke	  if	  you	  had	  to	  go	  to	  unearth	  a	  teacher	  who	  had	  not	  turned	  up	  for	  a	  lesson.	  	  At	  what	  point	  in	  
the	  lesson	  you	  went	  called	  for	  fine	  judgement	  –	  too	  soon	  and	  you’d	  be	  cursed	  by	  your	  form-‐mates;	  too	  long	  and	  there’d	  be	  
hell	  to	  pay	  from	  the	  teacher	  for	  not	  being	  quicker.	  
Then,	  of	  course,	  there	  was	  Sam(?)	  Napper	  the	  caretaker,	  and	  school-‐bell	  ringer;	  Mrs	  Gillard	  the	  laboratory	  technician;	  and	  
the	  absolutely-‐indispensable	  Mrs	  Stevens	  who	  would	  provide	  aspirins,	  plasters	  and	  bandages	  as	  appropriate,	  looked	  after	  
the	  Tuck-‐Shop	  (well,	  a	  large	  cabinet	  on	  wheels,	  anyway)	  outside	  the	  Hall	  at	  Break,	  and	  hammered	  away	  at	  an	  enormous	  
typewriter.	  	  I	  suspect	  she	  was	  the	  one	  who	  really	  understood	  just	  how	  the	  school	  worked.	  
	  
Sports	  
It	  was	  Rugby	  for	  two	  terms	  a	  year,	  though	  at	  some	  point	  up	  the	  School	  we	  could	  opt	  for	  Cross-‐Country	  instead,	  which,	  as	  an	  
incurably	  inept	  rugby	  player,	  I	  did	  as	  soon	  as	  possible.	  	  We	  used	  to	  set	  off	  down	  Haygrove	  Road	  to	  the	  end,	  strike	  out	  across	  
the	  fields,	  criss-‐crossed	  with	  some	  fairly	  deep	  ditches,	  until	  we	  met	  Rhode	  Lane	  somewhere	  in	  the	  middle	  of	  nowhere	  and	  
then	  back	  up	  the	  road	  past	  the	  Reservoir	  and	  on	  past	  the	  Holy	  Rosary	  to	  School.	  
It	  was	  cricket	  (or	  tennis)	  in	  the	  Summer	  Term	  along	  with	  some	  athletics	  to	  practise	  for	  the	  School	  Sports.	  	  There	  was	  also	  
some	  swimming,	  initially	  in	  the	  pool	  on-‐site	  (do	  you	  remember	  bringing	  pebbles	  for	  the	  filtration	  tank;	  or	  pyjamas	  for	  the	  
life-‐saving	  lessons?)	  but	  later	  the	  Swimming	  Sports	  relocated	  to	  the	  Lido	  (we	  even	  had	  a	  morning	  off	  School	  to	  walk	  down	  
and	  cheer	  Princess	  Marina/Alexandra	  who	  opened	  it),	  and	  included	  diving	  off	  that	  horrendously	  high	  board.	  	  Finding	  
anyone	  prepared	  to	  plummet	  from	  such	  heights	  was	  a	  major	  issue	  for	  the	  House	  captains	  –	  and	  I	  think	  Ian	  Ingram	  always	  
won	  anyway.	  
Though	  there	  seemed	  to	  be	  plenty	  of	  inter-‐school	  rugby	  matches	  for	  different	  age	  groups,	  I	  really	  don’t	  remember	  much	  
competitive	  cricket	  until	  we	  reached	  the	  top	  end	  of	  the	  school	  when	  a	  School	  XI	  played	  Elmhurst	  (Street),	  Weston	  
Grammar,	  Huish	  Grammar	  (Taunton)	  among	  others.	  	  And	  there	  was	  the	  memorable	  School	  &	  Staff	  XI	  with	  games	  on	  a	  
Friday	  evenings	  at	  Puriton,	  Fiddington,	  Spaxton,	  Wembdon,	  and	  (presumably	  against	  Starkey,	  Knight	  and	  Ford)	  on	  the	  
ground	  next	  to	  the	  Brewery.	  	  Now	  that	  was	  social	  sport	  at	  its	  best.	  
There	  was	  the	  Fives	  Court	  (Eton	  rather	  than	  Rugby:	  it	  had	  a	  buttress)	  that	  Sixth	  Formers	  could	  use	  if	  they	  could	  ever	  find	  
the	  gloves	  or	  get	  the	  Games	  Department	  to	  provide	  a	  ball.	  	  I	  have	  to	  say	  it	  was	  a	  game	  I	  rather	  enjoyed,	  though	  often	  
wondered	  how	  such	  an	  eclectic	  sport	  came	  to	  be	  introduced	  into	  a	  Somerset	  grammar	  school.	  
And	  there	  were	  even	  one	  or	  two	  occasions	  when	  some	  of	  us	  Sixth	  Formers	  who	  had	  passed	  driving	  tests	  went	  over	  to	  
Weston	  Zoyland	  Airfield	  (I	  think!!)	  to	  play	  squash	  with	  Mr	  Bateson	  (possibly).	  
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Moving	  Up	  
Each	  year,	  well	  quite	  often	  anyway,	  we	  moved	  form-‐rooms:	  teachers	  came	  to	  us	  rather	  than	  having	  their	  own	  rooms.	  	  So	  
there	  was	  a	  new	  chance	  to	  ‘decorate’	  your	  desk	  –	  it	  almost	  seemed	  accepted	  by	  staff	  that	  desks	  would	  be	  carved	  and	  inked	  
by	  their	  incumbent	  for	  the	  year.	  	  Some	  of	  those	  pieces	  of	  furniture	  went	  back	  years:	  covered	  in	  history	  like	  a	  ‘50s	  version	  of	  
the	  Dead	  Sea	  Scrolls.	  	  None	  of	  the	  graffiti	  ever	  seemed	  unkind	  or	  rude	  though,	  as	  if	  there	  were	  unwritten	  standards	  that	  
were	  expected	  and	  maintained.	  	  And	  you	  could	  make	  great	  ‘marble	  runs’	  in	  those	  desks	  –	  with	  the	  marble	  dropped	  into	  the	  
ink-‐well	  hole	  (top-‐right)	  to	  emerge	  from	  the	  hole	  (bottom-‐left)	  as	  long	  as	  possible	  afterwards.	  
I	  remember	  the	  termly	  reports	  (now	  long-‐lost	  (unfortunately?)),	  but	  I	  never	  recall	  my	  parents	  ever	  going	  to	  any	  Parents’	  
Evenings	  to	  discuss	  progress	  –	  well	  they	  never	  told	  me	  if	  they	  did!	  	  Nor	  do	  I	  really	  recollect	  making	  any	  subject	  choices	  –	  
these	  things	  seemed	  to	  be	  decided	  for	  us:	  so	  no	  more	  Art	  or	  Woodwork	  or	  Biology	  or	  Music	  after	  two/three	  years.	  	  I	  did	  
start	  some	  German	  (with	  Ernie	  Middle),	  but	  otherwise	  it	  was	  just	  the	  O-‐Level	  subjects,	  and,	  oh	  yes,	  about	  a	  third/half	  of	  our	  
year	  would	  do	  them	  at	  the	  end	  of	  the	  Fourth	  rather	  than	  the	  Fifth	  Year:	  so	  we	  became	  4F.	  
They	  did	  seem	  hard	  work	  at	  the	  time	  (no	  such	  thing	  as	  Study	  Leave	  in	  the	  run-‐up),	  and	  I’m	  sure	  they	  were	  markedly	  more	  
difficult	  than	  today’s	  GCSEs:	  I	  actually	  don’t	  remember	  anyone	  getting	  a	  top	  grade	  (a	  1	  back	  then),	  though	  I	  am	  sure	  
someone	  must	  have	  done.	  	  Most	  got	  2s,	  3s	  and	  4s.	  	  I	  thought	  I’d	  written	  some	  pretty	  ground-‐breaking	  stuff	  about	  terminal	  
moraines	  in	  Denmark,	  and	  the	  cities	  on	  the	  Rhine,	  but	  still	  only	  scraped	  a	  6	  in	  Geography!	  	  These	  days,	  of	  course,	  I’d	  
demand	  a	  remark!	  
There	  was	  no	  early	  break	  for	  the	  Summer	  holiday	  when	  we’d	  finished,	  though	  we	  did	  have	  some	  local	  visits	  to	  keep	  us	  
amused.	  	  For	  some	  reason	  Durleigh	  Reservoir	  and	  the	  old	  Gasworks	  down	  Taunton	  Road	  stick	  in	  my	  mind	  as	  two	  of	  the	  
destinations.	  
There	  were	  a	  few	  leavers	  after	  O-‐Levels,	  but	  I	  suspect	  most	  stayed	  on,	  and	  those	  of	  us	  who	  had	  scampered	  through	  GCE	  in	  
four	  years	  now	  faced	  two	  years	  and	  an	  extra	  term	  before	  the	  A-‐Level	  exams.	  	  Maybe	  it	  was	  the	  effect	  of	  the	  added	  term,	  or	  
just	  that	  now	  we	  were	  doing	  chosen	  subjects,	  but	  the	  Sixth	  Form	  seemed	  much	  less	  pressured	  –	  we	  even,	  occasionally,	  had	  
free	  periods!	  
Some	  became	  Junior	  Prefects,	  so	  now	  there	  was	  a	  yellow	  tassel	  to	  adorn	  the	  blue	  cap	  worn	  at	  a	  precarious	  angle	  as	  far	  back	  
on	  the	  head	  as	  gravity	  would	  allow.	  	  There	  must	  have	  been	  something	  else	  to	  it,	  but	  all	  I	  can	  remember	  is	  Milk	  Duty	  –	  
handing	  out	  the	  crates	  to	  the	  monitors	  from	  the	  lower	  forms	  with	  the	  perk	  of	  two	  of	  those	  one-‐third	  pint	  bottles	  for	  our	  
troubles.	  
The	  yellow	  tassel	  became	  red	  in	  the	  Upper	  Sixth	  as	  we	  became	  prefects	  –	  with	  our	  own	  Prefects	  Room.	  	  Keeping	  order	  on	  
the	  way	  into	  Assembly	  in	  the	  morning.	  	  The	  Head	  Boy	  (Duncan	  Grant	  in	  our	  year)	  getting	  to	  stand	  in	  the	  middle	  of	  the	  Quad	  
and	  bawling,	  “School…School	  attennnn-‐shun!”	  	  Reading	  the	  lesson	  –	  having	  practised	  in	  front	  of	  Bert	  Bollom	  (I	  think)	  
beforehand	  to	  make	  sure	  you	  could	  actually	  be	  heard	  at	  the	  back	  of	  the	  Hall.	  	  Gate/Late	  Duty.	  	  Checking	  behaviour	  in	  Form-‐
rooms	  at	  Lunchtime	  –	  if	  the	  weather	  was	  ‘inclement’,	  of	  course.	  
In	  the	  Science	  Sixth	  we	  organised	  several	  visits	  and	  Joe	  Shepherd	  accompanied	  us	  to	  the	  Christmas	  Lectures	  at	  Bristol	  
University,	  and	  to	  Fawley	  Oil	  Refinery	  –	  certainly	  very	  educational.	  	  But	  how	  on	  earth	  we	  convinced	  him	  that	  visits	  to	  
Showerings	  in	  Shepton	  Mallet,	  Fry’s	  Chocolate	  Factory	  at	  Keynsham	  and	  Wills’	  Tobacco	  Factory	  in	  Bristol	  were	  all	  bona-‐fide	  
destinations	  I	  have	  absolutely	  no	  idea.	  
School	  Dances	  needed	  arranging	  –	  not	  an	  onerous	  task	  as	  that	  involved	  visits	  to	  BGSG	  in	  addition	  to	  the	  Monday(?)	  
lunchtime	  trips	  down	  the	  hill	  for	  ‘Spud’	  Murphy’s	  dancing	  lessons	  in	  the	  Gym.	  	  I	  met	  him	  again	  years	  later	  at	  a	  Chemistry	  
Teachers’	  Conference	  in	  Bath	  and	  he	  recalled	  those	  Victor	  Sylvester-‐accompanied	  stumblings	  with	  great	  amusement.	  
Finally,	  at	  the	  end	  of	  that	  ‘extra’	  term,	  we	  reached	  the	  end	  of	  A-‐Levels,	  spent	  the	  Christmas	  Holidays	  revising	  (allegedly)	  and	  
then	  sat	  our	  exams	  in	  the	  Library	  (O-‐Levels	  had	  been	  done	  in	  the	  Gym,	  with	  the	  floor	  covered	  in	  a	  singularly	  smelly	  
tarpaulin	  that	  presumably	  only	  came	  out	  of	  mothballs	  once	  a	  year).	  
We	  stayed	  on	  into	  the	  Easter	  term,	  just	  pottering	  around	  waiting	  for	  the	  results:	  I	  remember	  Joe	  Shepherd	  getting	  me	  to	  do	  
some	  practical	  chemistry	  projects.	  	  I	  extracted	  an	  absurdly	  small	  quantity	  of	  caffeine	  from	  a	  vast	  mountain	  of	  tealeaves	  
using	  what	  seemed	  like	  bucket-‐loads	  of	  chloroform	  –	  that	  definitely	  wouldn’t	  be	  a	  runner	  now;	  and	  analysed	  the	  salt	  
content	  of	  the	  River	  Parrett.	  This	  involved	  me	  racing	  down	  to	  the	  bascule	  bridge	  on	  my	  bike	  every	  hour	  over	  several	  school	  
days	  and	  dangling	  a	  jam-‐jar	  on	  the	  end	  of	  a	  very	  long	  bit	  of	  string	  into	  the	  muddy	  depths	  of	  the	  river	  as	  the	  tide	  went	  in	  and	  
out:	  it	  collected	  some	  very	  funny	  looks	  from	  passers-‐by,	  and	  one	  local	  policeman.	  
And	  then	  at	  last	  the	  results	  were	  out	  –	  I	  think	  we	  all	  got	  more	  or	  less	  what	  was	  required	  by	  our	  chosen	  destinations	  –	  and	  
Grammar	  School	  life	  was	  over	  with	  something	  of	  a	  whimper	  as	  we	  drifted	  away	  and	  looked	  around	  for	  part-‐time	  jobs	  to	  
earn	  a	  bit	  of	  cash	  before	  October	  and	  the	  start	  of	  another	  ‘Big	  Adventure’.	  
	  
Goodness	  knows	  how	  I	  dredged	  all	  that	  up,	  and	  I’ll	  bet	  there’s	  a	  few	  ‘misrememberings’,	  but	  Dr	  Morgan’s	  did	  play	  a	  very	  
formative	  role	  in	  our	  lives	  and	  I	  think	  the	  majority	  of	  its	  ‘inmates’	  spent	  a	  generally	  civilised	  and	  enjoyable	  time	  there:	  I	  
know	  I	  did.”	  
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Chris, what can I say but a very big “Thank You” for all of that on behalf of all our members. Please note 
that Dave Derham’s account of Hopton, Wyndham, Cromwell, and Fairfax will now be held in reserve 
for the Oct.’11 newsletter as I must put a summary of the Committee Meeting Minutes below: 
 
A DMA committee meeting was held at The Tudor at 8pm on Wed. 30th March. Mike Dodden noted that 81 members had paid 
subs so far this year (special thanks to those who had paid £8 to cover last year as well) and 25 had also paid for the 2011 dinner. 
Our funds had a balance of £2700, including the dinner subs. Mike stated that he had received a proposal from DM Society that 
we join forces as from 2012 and start by having a joint dinner that year at the DMS (Haygrove School) by invitation of the 
present Head. No details yet available as we felt we have to sound out our members – so anyone NOT in favour, please contact 
Mike Dodden as soon as possible. In view of this proposal & no-one coming forward as replacement Chairman, Mike has said he 
will (reluctantly) stay in that DMA office for another year. Perhaps then a new chairman can be found from the combined 
committees. It was agreed to invite DMSoc. Committee reps to the next DMA Comm. Meeting. We all wondered whether The 
Tudor would do the catering at the school. Much discussion took place re our 2011 speaker and GRM was asked to contact 
Graham Addicott, OBE, who had offered some time ago. Bill King would also search websites for possible back-ups. He also 
suggested that when speaker fees were low, we could perhaps offer a perk, say a free bottle of wine per table. MD noted that the 
Haygrove website now suggested the school might go for Academy status and wondered how this would affect the present long-
term plans. Bill said the new ties were selling well, anyone who wants one should order from him as soon as possible to avoid 
disappointment. They are £11 each including. postage. The meeting closed at about 9.40pm. 
 
Late news: Dinner speaker 22nd Oct 2010 is not yet known as we go to press; Graham Addicott is not available. 

Committee contacts:  Mike Dodden  01278 423890  mdodden@aol.com ; Mike Beaumont  01278 786888  
beauuk@aol.com ; Bill King 01278 456405  william_king1@sky.com;  Geoff. Marchant 01934 834550  
yattonmarchants2010@hotmail.co.uk ; Ralph Sealey 01278 722934  ralphandanna@tiscali.co.uk ; Clive Kett  01278 
423229  clivekett@hotmail.com ;Ray Haines 01278 450834  raymondhaines121@btinternet.com  ;Chris Hockey 01460 
242848 chrishockey@rocketmail.com 
Material For Newsletter. Please write, phone, text, or e-mail, to Geoff Marchant, 37 Mendip Road, Yatton, North Somerset, BS49 
4HR. Tel: 01934 834550 Txt: 07906 569 915 E-mail: Please send to yattonmarchants2010@hotmail.co.uk   Photos can be sent to 
this e-mail address but bear in mind that we still produce a black & white newsletter for a large number of our members who either 
have no e-mail address, or whose e-mail addresses are out of date on our information listing. Therefore, please do not send large 
colour photos, or black & white ones of extremely high resolution, say in excess of 300kB. Thanks for all contributions to the 
newsletter – do please keep them coming. I especially need career / life history articles and reminiscences of the old school days.  
Geoff. Marchant, Newsletter Editor 


