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Old Morganians  
  NEWSLETTER No. 5, OCTOBER 2013 

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

Editorial – As this newsletter comes out after 
our dinner, and I am preparing it well in advance 
of that event, please turn to page 8 to see any 
report or summary of how we fared on that day! 
Before we go any further, I must apologise to 
our president, and to old boy Dr Peter Haggett, 
that I was unable to find room for the following 
in the June issue and somehow it didn’t make it 
to the accompanying letter either, however 
“better late than never”… From Bryan 
Lancastle 15.04.2013 “Peter has written a very 
interesting book called "The Quantocks". This 
was mentioned when we had our dinner but 
outside of our area it is not easy to find. I have 
had one or two enquiries and I have passed on 
the following information.  
If any members wish to purchase the book they 
should write direct to Dr. P Haggett, C/O The 
Point Walter Press, 5 Tun Bridge Close, Chew 
Magna, BS40 8SU. Please enclose a cheque for 
£20 made out to Dr. P Haggett (This will 
include postage and packing). It is a good read 
and all profits are donated to The Friends of 
Quantock.”    
As our honoured secretary wrote to me in March 
under the ominous title “Grim Reaper strikes 
again”…”the old scythe is swinging a bit” before 
adding the more humorous “If you get an e-mail 
from me saying that I’ve popped my clogs, don’t 
bother to reply – just toll the bell….” He was 
referring to the recent death of member Dennis 
Martin who had been in the same class as 
himself and our president, but looking at both 
this and the last two editions shows that the past 
winter was bad for our numbers. I just hope the 
hot summer has not had a similar effect…so far I 
have not heard of any losses (but see pp. 4 & 8.). 
On a better chord, we have picked up John 
Summerhayes and Clive Pay as new members, 
and Clive, now presumably back in Adelaide, 
had booked for our dinner, and a room for the 
night for himself and wife Rosemary, both at the 
Tudor, by early July. John, I think, was 
unfortunately pre-booked elsewhere. More 
accounts from both of them in a later edition. 
 
 

School Bell System for change of Sessions: 
Now for a bit of serious memory searching for 
all of you! Could you PLEASE all spend a few 
minutes, or more, trying to remember what bell 
system you recall for change of teaching periods, 
and possibly change of room as well. Do you 
recall an electric bell system, and if so, where 
were these electric bells positioned? Do you 
remember Sam Napper, or anyone else, coming 
out into the Quad wielding a handbell? Most 
important for me, do you remember a bigger bell 
mounted on the railings above Sam’s cubbyhole 
from where, by means of a rope or string, he 
used to jangle it? For any or all of these 
PLEASE try to remember how often the system 
was used in your days at DMS and let me know 
by phone or e-mail (see box bottom of page 8.) 
Do give me your years at DMS and state if the 
system changed during those dates. All this 
comes about because an 11inch high bell with lip 
diameter 127/8 inches has been re-discovered by 
Haygrove site manager and DMS Old Boy, 
Graham Pow, and his staff, and we have been 
allowed in to see it and to take photographs. Not 
only that, we have been given permission by 
Head of Haygrove, Karen Canham, to take this 
bell off-site and get it cleaned up by sand-, or 
shot-blasting. An Old Morganian in the trade has 
offered to do this free of charge. If we can 
establish when (whether, some would say!) this 
bell was used, and if for a significant period, 
Karen has suggested mounting it in the 
Haygrove School visitor entrance hall (I think 
Ray Haines would call this the “Crush Hall” of 
our days.) There are already those of an early era 
who say they can’t recall it, so come on 
everyone who does, PLEASE help me track 
down its time at DMS. I think it must have 
arrived (possibly via, or modified by Glyn Rees 
or A.N.Other) about 1952, but when was it 
removed?? Where did it come from – it is dated 
1692, or is that just a stock number? Was it from 
a previous school, and, if so, why did it not 
materialise until nearly 20 years later? Is it an 
old ship’s bell, or a bell off of a buoy? 
Intriguing!… but what about the other bell 
systems too – please get your brains working!!! 
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R.I.Ps You may remember that in the June 
newsletter I mentioned that Neil Rudram had 
informed us of the death of his brother, David 
who was an Old Morganian. Neil was doing a 
sponsored Cycle ride to raise money for the 
University College of London’s Amyloidosis 
Research Fund. Members will, I am sure, be glad 
to hear that our treasurer sent a donation of £50 
to UCL for this and our committee were thanked 
accordingly. Neil also sent me a copy of the 
Eulogy delivered at the funeral service by 
David’s work colleague Bill Wilson, together 
with a couple of quotes from David’s school 
report that their brother Jack mentioned in his 
talk. I feel I must use these now before we get 
too distant from the funeral: 
David’s  eulogy from Bill Wilson  

“For my friend David,  

This is one of those moments in a lifetime when in 
retrospect more than four decades of being colleagues and 
friends seemed to have flitted by in the twinkling of an 
eye. It is also a moment of personal struggle to do justice 
in only a few inadequate words to what David 
accomplished and what he meant to those around him.   

David and I go back to late 1969 when I joined what 
everyone in the field already knew colloquially as the Met 
Lab. Now in older age, when spectacles do tend to become 
that bit rose-tinted, it is difficult to be objective about an 
organisation which we both served and loved for such a 
part of our lives but it was then a small and quite intimate 
function with an international reputation and in which 
David had already served for three years, having joined in 
September 1966.   

At that time David was heavily involved in the 
development and management of what was for those days 
the technically advanced and challenging service of 
analyses required by the new proscribed limit offence 
already known, as it still is today, as the “Breathalyser”.   
Over the years, this early start with road-traffic work was 
to enlarge into the central theme of David’s service and 
ultimately to take him to a position of national recognition 
and respect in the forensic sciences and from the police 
service. For many years as a Principal Scientific Officer 
David led the team the laboratory organisation formally 
entitled the “Physics and Metallurgy” section but always 
just “P&M” to us in the trade. Their application is in the 
title but road traffic accident investigation and 
reconstruction was a strong component. The scope was 
much wider, of course. For example I particularly 
remember some really quite controversial cases concerning 
questions about bodies over balconies which involved 
mathematics I could never quite grasp. To this and all his 
work David brought a clear analytical mind, classic 
objectivity and sound judgement to complement his 
extensive knowledge. He wrote well and was an articulate 
speaker; forthright and forceful when necessary to support 

his views.  For me there was always a refreshingly 
pragmatic approach to issues and a sense of humour which 
meant he never, ever took himself too seriously.   

I also have to confess, though, to the odd tinge of personal 
envy about P&M being able to drive around London and 
the Home Counties in the big bright yellow Granada Estate 
which was part of their equipment for quite some time.   

But time moved on and environments became markets and 
needs changed. P&M faded with the reorganisations 
following merger into the Forensic Science Service in the 
late 1990s and David moved into a business development 
role. This involved relating to forces to understand their 
needs for road traffic policing and interpreting those for 
the working scientists. In addition, however, the newly 
introduced and for a time somewhat controversial second-
generation evidential breath testing equipment provided 
him with a heavy caseload as an expert witness.  

David was a lifelong member of the Forensic Science 
Society, which has grown considerably in stature over the 
years and which he also served well as a member of 
Council for some 15 years, including 9 as Honorary 
Treasurer. As accident investigation developed within the 
police service from the 1980s, David’s skills and 
reputation were called for by City and Guilds, which 
accredited the work, to set papers and test, finally as their 
Chief Examiner, a role he continued into retirement.    

In the last 3 years of my working life to 2003, which was 
all but one for David since he retired in 2004, we shared an 
office. I shall always be grateful to David for his company 
in those days, which were very happy ones for me.  Two 
crusty old-timers sat at their terminals at adjoining desks 
putting the world to rights day-by-day to the extent that the 
unfortunate secretary who also shared the office had us as 
Statler and Waldorf, the Muppet characters who carry on a 
critical commentary from the box adjacent to the stage.     

This Muppet is going to miss the company of his fellow.”  

Extract from Jack Rudram’s Eulogy  
“On moving to Bridgwater in Somerset in 1955 David 
entered Dr Morgan’s Grammar School for Boys.  Being 
from Scotland he immediately attracted, in the custom of 
boy’s schools, an appropriate nickname.   I won’t 
embarrass his memory by telling you what it was but when 
I followed him three years later I was immediately 
christened “Wee Haggis”!    

The Rudrams are well-known for their musical abilities 
and David was no exception: at the age of 11 his music 
report read “He tries but cannot sing a note”.   For Science 
he was told, “Good, but oh, so careless and untidy!”; for 
Art: “Bold, but messy”.  
Dad, himself a chemist, declared on more than one 
occasion that David was far too messy to ever make a 
chemist! With a Masters in Bio-chemistry and as a 
successful forensic scientist David would appear to have 
proved him wrong.” 
What fantastic accolades to a fellow Old 
Morganian (1955 – 1962)– Ed. 

With our last Newsletter came Mike Dodden’s letter informing all of the death of ex-staff member Mal 
Davis on 2nd June this year. Our committee asked Ray Haines to write an appreciation, and here it is:-  
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Malcolm (Mal) Davies  March 1931 – June 2013 
I consider it a great honour and privilege to have been asked to write this tribute to 
Mal (see picture, courtesy of Mal’s widow Barbara – Ed.) for inclusion in the Old 
Morganians’ Newsletter. 

Mal was born on March 17th 1931 in a small village called Llanbradach, just 
south of Caerphilly in the South Wales Valleys. He often joked that he was born on 
the wrong saint’s day, saying that March 1st would have been more appropriate! 
Next door lived a little girl called Barbara, later of course to become his wife and 
lifelong companion. They went to different schools and Barbara tells me that, 
although they were next door neighbours, they didn’t much like each other in those 

early childhood days. 
At the age of 11 Mal gained entry into Caerphilly Boys’ Grammar School. Barbara, at the age of 

14, contracted T.B. and was to spend considerable time in hospital in the following few years. During that 
time Mal made regular visits to the girl next door and this developed into a strong friendship which 
eventually led to marriage. With National Service still in force, Mal started his stint and joined the Army 
as a P.T.I. in 1948. Because he made his intention to join the teaching profession known he was allowed 
to do just 18 months instead of the usual two years.  

So it was that National Service was followed by pursuing the (then) standard two year Teacher 
Training Course at Saint Luke’s College, Exeter. Mal was successful in achieving the Certificate of 
Education in 1952, but it didn’t stop there; he was offered the opportunity to take his P.E. training to the 
(then) highest level – Diploma. (There were no degree courses in P.E. then – this didn’t come until the 
early 1970’s.) 

Mal’s teaching career started in 1953 when he secured a post as a P.E. teacher in Chippenham. 
Whilst there he also joined the local rugby club and played on the wing for Chippenham R.F.C. 
Unfortunately a serious knee injury brought the rugby playing days to an end when he was only 24. This 
could well have signalled the end of his P.E. teaching, but those of you reading this will know that it 
certainly did not! Following the injury, and surgery, Mal returned to South Wales and for a year or so 
taught in a primary school. Although he enjoyed this experience his heart was still in P.E. teaching at 
Secondary level. Meanwhile he was still regularly seeing Barbara. 

Through links maintained from college days, the P.E. post at D.M.S. was made known to Mal and 
he successfully applied for it. So in January 1957 we had a new head of P.E. By that time Mal and 
Barbara had married; this was in Llanbradach in March 1956. It does not  need me, or any other pupils 
who were there at the time Mal arrived, to say how quickly he made his mark. We were half-way through 
the rugby season and I had made the 1st XV, regular training and practice sessions were started and 
results improved. Come the Summer term and a similar approach was made to athletics and cricket, and 
in the following Winter Cross Country. In the following years not only did results improve, but Mal 
introduced, or in some cases extended, other sports such as Gymnastics, Basketball, and Table-Tennis. By 
the time I left D.M.S. (1960) the long awaited swimming pool was up and running, and the Fives Court 
likewise. 
Through the 1960’s Mal extended fixtures to most year groups in the major sports. He also introduced  Canoeing, 
initially trips in the Parrett Estuary, but eventually residential trips on the River Wye (back to Wales!) In all of 
Mal’s initiatives he obviously needed assistance from other staff. His persuasive character revealed itself in this 
respect. In my D.M.S. days this included Mr Corrick, Mr Morley, Mr Storer, Mr Brendon, Mr Rees, Mr Uzzell, Mr 
Coates, and there were probably others I can’t recall. I do remember that there was a staff cricket team (Len Morley 
as Captain). The contributions by other staff must not be overlooked when celebrating Mal’s achievements. 
Those of us who taught P.E. had to face the time when age catches up! In 1970 – 71 Mal, seeing this on the 
horizon, secured a secondment and completed a course at Swansea University, gaining a qualification in 
Counselling and Educational Psychology. This was to pay dividends in his career change at D.M.S. In 1972 the big 
change came – Haygrove Comprehensive School was born and D.M.S. became history. Had Mal seen this coming? 
His subsidiary subject at college was Maths so that would be something to fall back on.  

In the last couple of days (written 19th Aug. 2013 – Ed.) Barbara told me that Mal did not relish 
the prospect of having to teach girls in the new set-up. However, he bit the bullet and as a Head of Year 
(thanks in no small way to the course he had done at Swansea), he embarked on the final stage of his 
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career. It probably goes without saying that this was also most successful. Again Barbara tells me that, 
when in and around Bridgwater they often bumped into Mal’s ex female-pupils and they were always 
pleased to see him. 

Mal finally retired in March 1990 and was now afforded the time to do his own thing. When he 
retired he was living in the Old Vicarage which they had bought in 1962. Previously they had lived in a 
rented flat, also in Moorland. Whilst in Moorland the couple had three sons – Gareth (born 1959), Huw 
(born 1961), and Owen (born 1969). There are five grand-children – one boy and four girls. In the years 
following retirement Mal didn’t stop. He had already inaugurated the Moorland Gardening Club and 
became its Chairman. Mal and Barbara’s love of gardening continued when they moved to North 
Petherton about 13 years ago. They turned a virtual jungle into a beautifully landscaped garden, three 
greenhouses included! 

In Mal’s thirty-plus years at DMS/Haygrove he undoubtedly motivated many young people. In my 
case he inspired me to the extent where I wanted to follow him – and that is what I did. I went to St. 
Luke’s College, taught P.E., and ended up in outdoor education – a thoroughly fulfilling life thanks to that 
man. I also know that Mal inspired many others, particularly in the field of not only sport, but education 
in the wider sense. Although others have preceded us at St. Luke’s (e.g. Bob Collard, Cyril Avent) I think 
Mal’s era started the rush. In my year there were John Ryan, Chris Cudlipp, and me. We were followed 
by the likes of Graham Templeman, Graeme Thompson, and Terry Sealy (forgive me if I have missed 
you). Other pupils obviously came out of D.M.S. and pursued teaching as a career. 

Finally –  1) First and foremost, Mal was a family man. 
  2) Secondly he was a Welshman through and through. 

3) Thirdly he was an inspirational teacher – Simply the Best. 

Well many thanks to Ray, and Barbara, for that, and how coincidences occur! – I left DMS in June 1956 so never met Mal in 
school. I went to Llanishen, Cardiff, for an engineering apprenticeship and on Saturday afternoons often went church bell-
ringing in the South Wales Valley churches. Llanbradach was a particular place as we had to first get permission to visit, and 
then whoever met us took down the seldom-used bellropes – and unwrapped them from the newspaper coverings - and 
removed the mothballs! I have never experienced that care anywhere else! Nowadays, if I remember correctly, the church 
doesn’t exist as there was fear of mining subsidence and it was taken down. Just think, had I been there a year earlier I might 
have even been asked to ring for Mal and Barbara’s wedding! I shall have to find out whether they were married in church or 
chapel and if the latter, whether the bells were rung – Ed.  

Ray Haines would also like to obtain pictures of his last few years at DMS and wonders if anyone 
can supply photos of the Rugby 1st XV for the years 1958/9 and 1959/60? If anyone can help with 
that, please contact Ray on 01278 450834. While asking for details, I will repeat my request for names 
of old boys in the photo supplements to our last two newsletters, and in the newsletters themselves. I 
have had very little response to that request, but many thanks for the two replies I did get. This time 
there is no photo supplement but I hope to attach our latest list of “Lost Old Boys” so that our 
combined Old Morganian membership can see how many have still not been located, despite all our 
efforts. If you can help with contact details for any of those shown, please let either Mike Dodden or 
myself know. I appreciate that the list may contain some ex-Society members who were unknown to me 
at the last updating and I haven’t found time to check every name listed, so PLEASE do take time to 
read through the pages and tell me if any name should not be there. – Ed. 
 
Before I go on to other correspondence, there are unfortunately more R.I.P’s to announce, and I must 
thank Dick Raymond for keeping me up to date with all these and for his attached comments:- 
13 Aug.: “News today that Brian Yendole has died…I’ll do a condolence letter and ask Paul Bovett to 
represent us at the funeral.” 
31st Aug.: “I’m sorry to say that Peter Braine has died after a battle with cancer. You will know that he 
was one of the key figures in setting up the John Biffen Annual Award at the Bridgwater College and , 
until recently, administered the account which now has been taken over by Mike with Bill as a second 
signatory. Peter was a contemporary of several of us older society members and one who very much 
valued the Old Morganians and the benefit that he had gained from Dr. Morgan’s Grammar School. A sad 
loss to Old Morganians and someone who us older members will remember for a very long time.  
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I shall write a letter of condolence to his widow and family on behalf of Old Morganians and I am sure 
that there will be many of us at his funeral.” 
2nd Sept.: “Harold Palmer has just rung to tell me that Charles Stradling has died. At 88 he was one of 
our oldest members ( the same age as Harold) who attended our last dinner at the School and also the 
open day where he supplied his details of how he got accepted for the School and his experiences before 
he had to leave to work on the family farm. I used to bump in to him around Cossington – a great 
personality and very likeable chap. I’ll send his wife a letter of condolence.” 
9th Sept.: Also to let you know Norman Gullidge has died – again one of the very much older members. 
I’ll send his wife a letter of condolence.” 
Meanwhile, on 8th. Sept., Rod Bishop had phoned Chris Cudlipp and the editor to say that Trevor Davies 
(DMS 1953 – 59) had died. He was a classmate of Chris, and also Ray Haines, and brother of our 
intended after-dinner speaker. Our secretary, Dick Raymond, was quick to assess the situation and got 
Colin Brown to ask Peter Tinney (farmer and occasional after-dinner speaker), to speak at this year’s 
dinner thus relieving John Davies of this task in what is expected to be the funeral week. John has 
thanked Dick and asked that he can speak next year instead. 
All I can say as your editor is “Why ever did I say on page 1, in col. 1, that I had heard of no losses at 
that time”, and to thank Dick on behalf of us all for writing all the condolence letters – not an easy task 
and so many lately. 
 
Other News: 
Trying yet again to catch up with past correspondence, I have noted that Ray Mitchell sent Mike a letter 
in Feb. 2012 where he said “Thank you for sending me the February 2012 DMA newsletter. I found it to be of especial 
interest hence this message. First let me congratulate you and the DMA Committee on the successful amalgamation of the 
DMA and DM Society. "Old Morganians Association" as the title for the combined body is fine with me and seems entirely 
appropriate. I wish for the new organisation a flourishing future. I was greatly saddened to hear about Geoff Tout. We were 
contemporaries at DMS, I knew him quite well, though he was in the year below me, because we played together in the school 
orchestra. John Howell must also have been a contemporary though, I confess, I do not remember him. Perhaps he was in the 
year above mine. In my form there was a Herbert Howell, a close friend and fellow member of the cricket and rugby first 
teams. Was he John's younger brother, I wonder, and is there any news of him now?” Can anyone help on this question? 
I have already printed Ray’s comments on Admiral Blake, which finished his letter. – Ed. 
 
Going back to the “Open Day” at Haygrove, Jenny McCubbin had asked for any ‘music memories’ of DMS as she wanted to 
have a cassette playing in the background. As far as I know, the school orchestra was never recorded so I asked David Blake 
and Brynley Clarke (both of more recent years than me!) whether they had any music memories. I had the following 
interesting responses: “I remember that after 'Happy' Hammond we had a music teacher with the name of Bellringer. I also 
remember the music room - a terrible hut.” David Blake 16.02.12   
“I have very many musical memories, probably because music was my main interest.  Where to start… Brian Hammond 
being teased by Haydn Lewis the County Music Advisor at an assembly (“Headmaster, Captain Hammond, Ladies & 
Gentlemen…”) – Madrigal Group in the Music Room with Chris Pople, Howard Porter, Stephen Dart, Graham Clarke, 
and various others – Paul Strickland playing the piano in there (wonderfully well) at lunchtimes – School productions – Dido 
& Aeneas (before my voice broke), Pirates of Penzance at the Town Hall (after it broke), “St Nicholas” with Glyn Rees 
playing the solo violin parts (execrably) – Hiawatha’s Wedding Feast (ditto).  Then there were the extra-curricular activities 
ranging from Bridgwater Youth Orchestra, to trips up to Weston & Bristol to see Frank Zappa & the Mothers, Captain 
Beefheart, and a variety of lesser luminaries (anyone remember Blodwyn Pig?…” Bryn  15.02.12 
All of great interest to us – but unfortunately of no help to Jenny!! Anyone remember what she did use? …and talking about the 
“Open day”, see Chris Cudlipp in his dad’s position behind the Chemistry Lab’s desk on page 6! 
 
David Blake had also given me a photo containing DMS last headmaster Francis Davey, together with the 
following information on his career from “Who’s Who” which we acknowledge with thanks: “DAVEY, 
Francis MA Born 23 March 1932; er s of Wilfred Henry Davey, BSc and Olive (née Geeson); m 1st, 1960, Margaret 
Filby Lake, MA Oxon, AMA (marr. diss. 2004), o d of Harold Lake, DMus Oxon, FRCO; one s one d; 2nd, 2005, 
Patricia Quaife, er d of late Alfred Grover Quaife  Headmaster of Merchant Taylors’ School, 1974–82 
Education 
Plymouth Coll.; New Coll., Oxford (Hon. Exhibr); Corpus Christi Coll., Cambridge (Schoolmaster Fellow 
Commoner). 1st cl. Class. Hon. Mods 1953, 2nd cl. Lit. Hum. 1955, BA 1955, MA 1958  
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Career 
RAF, 1950–51; Classical Upper Sixth Form Master, Dulwich Coll., 1955–60; Head of Classics Dept, Warwick Sch., 
1960–66; Headmaster, Dr Morgan’s Grammar Sch., Bridgwater, 1966–73  
Publications 
(with R. Pascoe) The Camino Portugués, 1997; William Wey, 2000; (with P. Quaife) The Camino Inglés, 2000; The 
Itineraries of William Wey, 2010; articles in Enciclopedia dello Spettacolo, Classical Review, Jl of Royal Instn of 
Cornwall, Devon and Cornwall Notes and Queries  
Recreations 
Rugby, swimming, gardening, travel 
Clubs 
East India, Devonshire, Sports and Public Schools; Union (Oxford) 
Address 
1 North Street, Topsham, Exeter, Devon, EX3 0AP  (01392) 873251” 
 
Then from John Morris on 31.03.12:  Hi Geoff, Below is a potential addition to the newsletter. I submitted a piece  
about John Bottomley about 9 years ago, so I'm hardly a regular! Edit, or ignore it, as you wish. If it does go in, and  
anybody remembers me, feel free to pass on my email address. I'm living in China now and relish any communication in  
English! John Morris. 1?, 2Y, 3Y,4Y, 5Y, Lower 6th Special. 1958 - 1963. 
I don’t know how many guys have been in this situation; maybe it will ring a few bells.  
After Morgan’s, I left Somerset and only returned many years later. I attended the reunion in 2003. It’s a bizarre experience  
looking for the 15 year old I knew, in 50 year old faces. The ones who stuck in my memory are here in alphabetical order.  
Bren Andrews. He actually admired my ‘world travel’. I had served in the RAF, and later just followed the work around the  
country. Yet I admired his stability. I had a small house with a big mortgage and was unemployed. Wallowing in the third  
redundancy of my illustrious career(s)! So the grass is indeed always greener etc.  
Chris Dane. He had a beard! Why is this so strange? It’s just that he didn’t have one when he was 15. Times change – so  
do people! Nice beard Chris.  
Mike Perry. He’s shorter than me! In the 5th form, he must have had a growing spurt as he was definitely taller than me then.  
I must have been a slow developer. 
 Bernard Storer. Amazingly (though maybe he doesn’t think so), he remembered me. At the reunion I had a moustache and  
had put on a lot of weight. But he said ‘I remember all my boys’. I’m impressed Bernard! 
 In 2004, I came to China to teach English. An act of desperation after 15 months with no job. A year later I married a  
Chinese woman and sold up in England. I now live permanently in Wuhan. For the last 3 years, we’ve had my wife’s  
granddaughter living with us. She’s 4 and bilingual. 
 If you want any random thoughts on China, and the vast array of cultural differences – let me know.  John Morris. 
jomo963@hotmail.com 
 
Well, thanks for that info, John, and any more life stories to come from any others?? 

 
 

Memories of DMS Old Boy, the late Ronald D. Short (1922 – 2004) continued. 
Chapter 3  Spaxton 1927 – 1940   Part 2. 

 

 

Chris 
Cudlipp, 
stood at his 
father’s desk 
in Chemistry 
Lab. on 
Haygrove 
Open day, 
14.07.12. 
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 The football field was situated next to the “Crown”. A little further down the 
road on the opposite side was and still is the Chapel. Mr Ingram was in charge: his son was 
the captain of the cricket team. 

There were two mills: the one at Twinell, with an overshot waterwheel was supplied 
from a leat from a long way up the valley starting just below what is now Hawkridge 
Reservoir. Here Mr Bailey of the smithy lived and worked also as a wheelright. The only 
thing I remember in the mill itself was an old pennyfarthing: The second mill was at Splatt 
run by a brother, Mr Jim Bailey. I have seen him white with flour from milling. At Splatt, 
just below Court Farm lived an artist type family, the Gair-Wilkinsons, who were tall and 
lanky and who had a huge mastiff dog to match! 

My grandparents lived in the centre of the three school cottages opposite the school and my cousin 
and I were lucky to be able to go across at lunchtime and get a cup of cocoa. They had a huge Christmas 
cactus and I have offshoot descendants from this still growing. All these cottages shared a well in the 
garden at the back. Privies (lavatories) were at the top of the long garden. My uncle, then unmarried, kept 
a pig in a sty next to the privy. He was a carter and looked after the horses at Court Farm. The horses’ 
harness had lovely shining brasses. A lot of people kept pigs in those days which gave a good supply of 
pork and fat bacon. In the early day my Gran used to walk to Bridgwater weekly (5 miles each way) to do 
the shopping. The end cottage away from the road was occupied by the district nurse, Nurse Newingham 
who wore her hair in plaits curled by her ears. 

One of my school friends lived in a cottage which had a hot water boiler as part of the kitchen 
grate. What luxury! It had a polished brass tap which impressed me. 

The village cricket field was at Court Farm. The score recorder was Mr Dickie Waterman, he and 
his wife being keen members of the Salvation Army. I did the recording sometimes especially if the 
visiting team was without a scorer. 

The village had its odd characters. One was an elderly man who always carried a brown paper 
bag. After his house caught fire I remember him sitting in the Rectory stables still holding his bag. Never 
did know what was in it! Another was a woman who lived at Bush. We used to see her with her spaniel 
on our walks. She used to swear and shout especially at the odd car that came along 

For some years there was a carnival held to celebrate Guy Fawkes Night, I think on the Tuesday 
before Bridgwater Carnival. Both were mainly lit by flaming kerosene torches. 

A brief note on Hawkridge which was quite different before the reservoir came. At the top end 
there was a small holding with a sharp drop to where near the bridge is now – this was known as Beech 
Tree  hill (a large beech tree nearby). There was a cottage in the valley about where the middle of the 
reservoir is now. I helped to dig out some stone from one of the old quarries here for my neighbour to 
build a wall for a new house at the end of Church Lane which was then lived in by the nurse. 

At Fourforks, a part of Spaxton, was the Post Office, run by the Rutledge family, Mr Tim Rutledge being 
Postmaster and Postman. Was the telephone exchange here? I believe so. The garage nearby belonged to 
Watermans. Around the corner on the road to Barford and Enmore was a stores and bakery, kept for some time by 
the Couzens family. Next at the side of this was a lane leading to a number of cottages. This, Fourforks Lane, was 
known as ‘Fried Taty Lane’. Now renamed Barford Close? A little further along the path came the pub, “The 
Lamb”, landlord, Horace Bailey, another brother. Finally was the Agapemone or “Abode of Love” as it was known. 
A lot of information on this famous or infamous place has been written. I went in here several times once going 
into the kitchen and the chapel. The other visit was to see a lady who kept angora rabbits. Mr Smyth-Pigott, who 
ran this establishment, had three children names Glory, Halelluia and Power. I remember them.      To be 
concluded in next Newsletter-Ed. 

 
I am going to use a very nice compliment from Brian Brown, sent to Mike Dodden 11.06.12, to fill this space, and though it refers 
to the old Assoc, of which Brian was a member, it applies equally, and perhaps more so, to the committee of the old Society as 
well: “Mike, Somewhat belatedly, I'd like to thank you and Geoff and Bill and all involved for the work you put in to the Dr 
Morgan's Association over the past 13 years. Of course, we all look forward to meeting as Old Morganians, but we wouldn't have 
got to where we are today without all the efforts of you guys. Kind regards, Brian.”  

The 2013 Dinner. 
 Our dinner, back this year at Bar 27 at The Tudor Hotel, was to the same excellent quality which we have 
grown to expect, but it was our first “Old Morganians” dinner there, in the same venue that both Society and 

 
Ron in 
1955 
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Association had used for many years, so was yet another ‘special occasion’. Though not as significant as last year’s 
at the old school, it was surely an event to celebrate, and celebrate we did, and we are indebted to our “last minute” 
change of speaker, Peter Tinney, for stepping into the breach and entertaining us so well. I know our committee 
would want me to add at this point that we repeat our condolences to John H Davies on the tragic death of his 
brother, and to thank him so much for immediately asking if he could delay his talk to us until next year – that 
saves our committee member in charge of finding speakers a lot of work, and we do sincerely thank John. Peter had 
us in stitches with his tales of his birth, Granny Paige, and his early life as recounted by his dad later on at many 
family get-togethers. His expressions and accents found even more scope with his stories about school life and the 
only teacher, Mrs Rogers, at Stone Allerton school, and hilarious mentions of his mother, Winny Tinney, melted 
cheese sandwiches, & the ‘Horlicks girl’! He ended with a sincere ‘thank-you’ for the OM donation (in lieu of fee) 
to the ‘Gateway’ club which helps his son and many, many others. Bill King tried to go one better with a dreadful 
joke about a boy who had been bullied by another wielding a gold bar (C.E.K. had never before heard of such 
‘bullion’!), and President Bryan Lancastle outlined the late Lord John Biffen’s achievements and the Biffen 
Memorial Prize. He had started proceedings with the long list & minute’s silence for those who had died since the 
last dinner, Geog. Master John (‘Cuckoo’) Packer included. The Tudor staff had served us a magnificent meal, 
with our combined number booked being 94 (c88 actually attended) - not so many as at Haygrove last year (140, of 
which I think 133 attended, including about 8 special guests), but a good number which bodes well for the 
continuation of the “Old Morganians” dinner. We were especially pleased to welcome Clive Pay, all the way from 
Australia and it was very sociable and nice that Mike organised for Clive’s wife Rosemary to have a meal in the 
restaurant downstairs with his wife and a few others.  It was another memorable evening! 
 
In our next newsletter we shall finish the memories of Old Boy Ron Short, and I need to then catch up on several 
other ‘Personal Memories’ accounts before serialising committee member Ray Haines’ extended memories of life 
at DMS in later newsletters. One of those awaiting publication was from Roger Richards and one of his 
accompanying e-mails will just about fit in here (if nothing more pressing comes up before publication date!): “Hi 
Geoff, Congratulations on your continued role of collating the newsletter in the new combined group - I can assure you that I 
really admire and welcome each Newsletter! You may recall that I approached you towards the end of the 2011 Dinner and 
said that I had prepared a piece on my memories of DMS and that I would soon (!) send it to you.  I had only moved a few 
weeks before that Dinner and hadn't taken account of the work I would be doing in my 'new' house and garden (I live just east 
of Bath). At last I have got around to it and it is attached.  I would be delighted to assist with any formatting / editing etc that 
you might feel is necessary. Keep up the good work, Roger Richards”.  
 
It remains for me to say that I am attaching the first two pages of our Oct 2007 “Lost Old Boys” lists 
(with some later corrections) in the hopes that some of you may be able to ferret out where some, at 
least, have gone. As these were “Association” lists and we now have previous “Society” members also 
reading this newsletter, I hope for more news and guidance – and correction of any errors the lists may 
contain! Please do spend some time browsing them and let me, or any committee member, know if you 
have relevant information or additions – Ed.  
  
PLEASE NOTE THAT THE OLD MORGANIANS Website Address is drmorgans.com and it has been totally 
updated by its producer, Greg Kett, son of DMS Old Boy, Clive Kett, who runs Ravenswood Media. 
 
Old Morganians President: Bryan Lancastle. 
Old Morganians Committee: Treasurer  Mike Dodden  01278 423890 mob: 07540052982 e-mail: mdodden@aol.com ;  
Secretary Dick Raymond, 5 Church St., Woolavington, TA7 8DP.  01278 686509 e-mail: us@dickandpauline.plus.com 
Minutes Sec: Tony Wilkins. Chairman: Bill King 01278 456405; Colin Brown; Ray Haines; Brian Scott; Ralph Sealey; 
Paul Williams. NB: Contact Mike Dodden if you require a 2014 membership/dinner application form. 
 
Material For Newsletter. Please write, phone, or e-mail, to Geoff Marchant, 37 Mendip Road, Yatton, North Somerset, BS49 4HR. Tel: 
01934 834550  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 


