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Old Morganians  
  NEWSLETTER No. 13, JUNE 2016 

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

Editorial.  
Next year will again be a very special year in that it will be the 80th year of the school building at 
Durleigh Road, in the Haygrove region of Bridgwater. I had decided, therefore, to publish plans of 
the buildings both at the start in 1937, and also those that members could dredge from their memories 
at whatever times they were at the school. I made an appeal to committee members and was 
astonished at how well it was both received and acted upon. So much so, that two members got 
together and went one step further – they came up with plans for the Mount Street buildings which 
preceded it!  So, as this year precedes next year, I decided to use those plans, and some other pictures 
of the Mount Street school which we have not had previously, but which were kindly provided by 
Mike Searle of the Blake Museum, to precede next year's Durleigh Road ones. 
 
However, even before we get down to the nitty gritty of the school plans, I was using the October 
2015 newsletter as a template for this one and got to the position where, on page 6, I had shown the 
Haygrove Toll House as it was in 1860. I then remembered that Mike Searle had also told me that he 
had helped in a “As it was, As it is now” series of pictures around Bridgwater a short time ago and he 
had a slightly different original picture than is shown in Durleigh Church, together with the “As 
Now” version. I trust members will be interested to see these so I have, with Mike's permission, used 
them below. In the process, I could enlighten him that where Glyn Rees used to live is Haygrove 
Lane, and that the hill coming up from the Fairfield towards the school on Durleigh Road is (and has 
been for time immemorial, Haygrove Hill, not Durleigh Hill! (Durleigh Hill is actually in Durleigh 
Village 2 miles further on and was a Post Office address invention in about the 1960s or 70s!) So, as 
in last October's newsletter, the toll house was Haygrove Toll House, maybe on the road to Durleigh 
even in those days, but certainly NOT 'Durleigh Toll House'. Durleigh parish did not start, and 
presumably still doesn't, (MD, BK, or any local people in the know?)  until you are beyond the Holy 
Rosary school and convent (nowadays the Rosary Care Home) and approaching the bend where a 
lane used to turn off to the right and ascend to the covered reservoir, now presumably still somewhere 
there on the Durleigh Housing Estate. Very near where the boundary sign stood was a very 
conveniently positioned bench seat on the north side of the road. Those who did cross-country runs 
from DMS must surely remember it well!   

Haygrove Toll House c1880? courtesy of Blake Museum.....and see overpage for how it is nowadays. 
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    Mike Searle's photo of the same location, top of Haygrove Hill, on Durleigh Road as it was in 2015. 

Glyn Rees lived on the left at the top corner. The new Haygrove Estate above the Fairfield is on the left  where 
Mike stood to take this picture. On the right, behind what was the Collegiate School in WWII, (later becoming 
offices for the Estate, and now appartments) was/is the Co-operative Housing Estate of c1960. 
DMS (now Haygrove Comprehensive School) is just round the top RH bend, past Woodberry Road, both on 
the RH side, going towards Durleigh village. 
Note that in the c1880 picture the toll booth is on the side of the road opposite the house, whereas in the 
picture in the Oct. 2015 newsletter the house porch appears to be in use as the toll booth. The Blake Museum 
picture here is therefore probably somewhat later in date, when a separate booth had been built.  
 
Now as we have not got room at the bottom of this page for any decent picture or plans  
together with a decent description, I am going to include here Gordon William's recent 
response to the last Newsletter and his thoughts about the late John Holroyd:-   
 

Dear Mike, Thank you for the latest newsletter. Always interesting and nostalgic... ah, the passing 
of time! 
May I add a few thoughts about Mr John Holroyd? 
I am very appreciative of John's patience and excellent teaching ability. He took us for Applied 
mathematics in Bernard Storer's lab I seem to recall, way back in 1971. Having failed the A level 
previously, it all clicked because of his practical approach and I walked away with a grade C. We 
appreciated his relaxed methods, unusual even in the latter days of Dr. Morgan's yet he never lost 
discipline and control. His methods worked, 
He offered also a unit of "recreational " soccer for 6th form games on a Wednesday afternoon ! 
Again this was in 1971 when the end of the school was in sight and the opportunity to play the 
round ball game was well received. I seem to recall we had a trek down to the college to find a 
pitch and extra numbers to make up teams. 
"Johnny Hotrod "was indeed a credit to the profession 
Gordon Williams (63 – 71) 
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So, back to the subject I mentioned in the first paragraph on Page 1!  
The Dr. Morgan's School at Mount Street.  
Dick Raymond could tell me, (when I got totally confused with all the plans which were coming in!), 
that Bryan Lancastle (our President) had given me the cardboard plan of Mount Street and that it was 
drawn up by Brian Chilcott in conjunction with Harold Palmer. (I have had more from Gordon 
Williams since but will hold the content of his communications over until next time as that refers to 
the Durleigh Road school and needs a larger scanning m/c than I have access to at present!) I am 
hoping that the present Mount Street plans will print clearly enough to be seen in both our paper and 
computer editions, so see below:- 
 

 
With many thanks to Brian Chilcott and Harold Palmer for sharing those memories of the old school 
with us. Someone, (it may well have been the same people, or Bill King, or Bryan, I apologise for not 
noting it down at the time, please let me know who as I may well have to return it!) also gave me 
access to a 1937 “Morganian” and I took some scans of that too! However, that appeared after the 
move to Durleigh Road so it will be more appropriate to use those next edition or even next year for 
the 80th celebrations of the Durleigh Road School. So I will now go back to a comment from Mike 
Perry after the last edition had gone out:- 
 
 Geoff, Thanks for the latest newsletter. 
When I left school in 1964 Tony Upham and another recent sad loss, Alan Sharham, were great 
friends who I met with very regularly in the back bar of the Golden Ball in the Bridgwater High 
Street.  Your article allowed me to catch up on what Tony got up to after I lost track of him.  I 
remember him working as a Solicitor at Williton. 
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Many years ago I got despatched from County Hall to cover for the Bursar at Huish's, Taunton. Their 
Bursar had had a heart attack.  The School was about to become Richard Huish College.  On the staff 
we had not only John Holroyd but also Ron Tickner who many will remember as a Music / French 
Master at Morgan's.  It seemed quite strange to have two of my former teachers coming into my 
office asking for help.  I met John in later years at Minehead & West Somerset  Golf Club where he 
served a year as Club Captain. 
 
Your list of those who gave their lives in the Great War includes Joe Barnard.  He was my mother's 
eldest brother.  At the Dinner we held at the School I brought a book along that was awarded to Joe 
as a History Prize in 1910. 
 
The above comments sum up the sort of memories that stem from your Newsletter.  Keep up the 
good work  -  it is very much appreciated by this ex pupil !! Mike Perry   
 
Well, need I say how heartwarming it is to receive those sorts of replies and comments? Thanks very 
much for all that Mike. 
 
Now I am all too aware that I have not recently included any more of committee 
member Ray Haines' memories of life at DMS, and I also have to thank both him, Dick 
Raymond, & others for putting pen to paper and giving us their recollections. So 
hopefully we have enough for a few more editions yet!! I will say here though that I have 
found it very difficult to get started on this present edition and, having done the first 
two pages, to pick it up again and get on with it! I have given up my allotment and some 
church work in Yatton but I'm still trying to do the “sit down” jobs. I should not have 
let it go until the sun was shining in the window as I always prefer to be doing 
something outside then! My latest health set-back at the end of last September does 
seem to have robbed me of all energy, as well as mobility! SO! Is there any one out there 
who could at first just take some of the incoming e-mails and letters and turn them into 
'Word' or 'Open Office' and assembled them into a near finished format and assembly 
for the newsletters, that could help considerably and would perhaps encourage that 
person to do alternate newsletters or eventually take on the lot. ANY OFFERS??? 
 
 Ray Haines' Memories continued. 
What a lovely man, Sam Napper, the caretaker, was. Always smiling, always lending an ear and 
always helpful. There was a bell situated on the roof adjacent to the staff room directly above Sam’s 
little cubbyhole. One of his duties was to ring this bell to signify change of lessons. An extension 

cord was somehow fed from the bell clapper, through a small window and 
into Sam’s cubbyhole so that he could ring the bell from there, Since most of 
the classrooms were contained in the square surrounding the quadrangle 
the bell could be heard from everywhere, with the possible exceptions of the 
couple of exterior rooms such as the A.C.F. Hut, the newer pre-cast 
concrete double classroom, and parts of the playing field. However, seeing 
others on the move would soon trigger movement there. The system did not 
always work quite that smoothly- if you are one of the guilty culprits it's not 
too late to own up, and some of you will know what’s coming next. On 
occasions the bell clapper was somehow disabled so that, despite Sam’s 
efforts, the bell would not ring. His backup was a handbell, which he would 
ring walking round the perimeter of the quadrangle and no doubt in other 
locations. I witnessed this on more than one occasion though how the 
perpetrators managed to disable the bell without being spotted from the staff 

room is beyond me. Perhaps someone reading this may know. . . . . . . . . . . . .  
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It had begun snowing quite hard and as the mid-morning break arrived there was the mass 
exodus of boys from the classroom to enjoy the delights of snowballing fun; I was on this occasion in 
the junior part of the school (maybe 1st or 2nd Year) massive snowball fights ensued – no set 
pattern, just snowballs flying everywhere. The hub of the activity seemed to centre on the asphalt 
area just outside the cloakroom. As the end of break came, Jack Lawrence emerged to stand in the 
doorway to ring the bell, which would summon the return to lessons. Before ringing the bell Jack 
bellowed out “There will be no more snowballing!” With that he was pelted with what seemed 
hundreds of snowballs. His camelhair overcoat, his black beret (remember those?), the doorway and 
its surrounding brickwork were plastered with the snowball remains. Jack beat a hasty retreat so 
maybe it was one battle he lost. Still on the winter theme, when it was snowy and icy, the asphalt 
area referred to above could be turned into a superb skating rink. 

In our year there was a tallish dark haired boy we will call “Member1”. (Names changed for 
privacy – Ed.)  Although not in my class after the first term  [I had been promoted from 1G (‘B’ stream) 
to 1L (‘A’ stream)] one term with him was enough to realise that, not only was he a nuisance to staff, 
but also to his peers and therefore disliked by many. What follows I cannot 100% guarantee is true, 
however it is very feasible and, being the major talking point amongst the boys in the following few 
days, there is every reason to believe that it did happen. Perhaps someone reading this may confirm 
or deny its authenticity. The story goes like this and is centred around the cricket pavilion area. 
When not in use the cricket nets were rolled up and stored around the pavilion. Apparently some 
boys collared the unfortunate lad, took him behind the pavilion, and proceeded to cocoon him in 
netting; very efficiently so, as it transpired. He was left there behind the pavilion. When his school 
bus arrived to his village at the end of the day (I think it was in the Nether Stowey area) he was not 
on it. Apparently parents eventually became concerned and after various enquiries and some 
searching the home locality the police were called in. By all accounts he was eventually discovered 
having been unable to extricate himself from the nets. If true it is, in my opinion, an example of rough 
justice prevailing. 

Swimming at school brought mixed blessings. Before the ‘Luxury’ of our own on-site self-built 
pool swimming lessons were at the town pool. Many readers will remember it. For those younger 
ones amongst you who may not know it was a small outdoor unheated pool on the Taunton Road 
side of the river and adjacent to it on the opposite side of Broadway (which didn’t exist then) were 
Blake Gardens. 

In one year I recall swimming, a single lesson of 40-45 minutes followed the mid morning 
break. It was virtually a run, unaccompanied by staff in those days, down Durleigh Road, across St 
Matthews field, Albert Street, Friarn Street, off Taunton Road and into the venue. The facilities for 
changing were, to say the least, basic. This was a series of cubicles with a canvas curtain type 
arrangement draped across the front. This curtain always seemed to be blowing in an ever-present 
wind and offered little by way of privacy. I remember little or nothing of the swimming instruction but 
do remember it was always very cold. The lesson following swimming was Latin with ‘Bonzo’ and he 
was far from happy with any late arrivals at his lesson. Thinking back on it, the time we had in the 
pool (probably thankfully) must have been very little, so no wonder I can’t remember any swimming 
instruction. Very unenjoyable experiences. 

In the year above mine was a boy we will call “Member2”. He would have been in class 4B at 
the time and their base was the infamous A.C.F. hut. Incidentally there was a photograph of that 
class, with Gerald Cudlipp as their form teacher in a recent newsletter and I recognised several boys 
in that photograph, the lad included. One day he brought a colt 38 pistol to school. (The type, which I 
believe, was issued to commissioned officers in wartime.) Not only did he bring the pistol, there were 
also a few rounds of ammunition. Naturally this was of great interest to all of us in the immediate 
vicinity during the break time. I did not see it but certainly heard it – inside the hut, a bullet having 
been loaded into the chamber, the pistol had been pointed at the roof and discharged! The shot, 
although audible from the outside, wasn’t as loud as one thought it might have been. Those of us 
who were outside at the time, rushed in to see what had happened. Utter silence greeted us from 
those who had been inside and witnessed it – there in the roof was a small neat hole where the 
bullet had penetrated. The whole incident went un-noticed by any staff and, to the best of my 
knowledge no recriminations were forthcoming. Maybe it is just as well. The guilty party, not 
Member2”, but who I know will read this admitted to me that it was him, and this was at the D.M.S. 
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association dinner just over two years ago. The bullet hole was still there in the following year at 
least when the hut was the base for my class. 

At a recent dinner I bumped into and had a chat with ”Member3” who was in the same year 
as me. We were in the third year when the, viewed-by-many, cricket stump episode occurred, and 
he remembered it well. The lunch break had ended and we were all reporting to our various 
classrooms for afternoon registration. Suddenly there was some shouting and this lad could be seen 
running diagonally across the quadrangle (forbidden territory for boys of course) hotly pursued by a 
master towards the changing room area. The master was brandishing a cricket stump and, on 
collaring the lad in the corner of the quad, proceeded to lay into him with said cricket stump. 
Although I don’t know of any further outcome arising from this incident, rumour had it that there were 
some repercussions for the master. What I do seem to recall however is that one of the written 
school rules forbade the throwing of cricket stumps. 
Thank you for that yet again, Ray. I have omitted names, hopefully so that we don't get 
sued!Now we have room for some more pictures if I can get them to stay where I want them to 
go and not where the computer decides they should go – generally on top of one another! 

 
Yet another of our esteemed members makes it 
onto BBC Television (and BBC2 this time!) 
when “Flog it” came to the Pier at Weston 
Super Mare! Not satisfied with that, Chris 
and Nesta Cudlipp (shown here with the 
programme presenter)  then made it onto 
“Points West” a few weeks ago when stating 
how abominable the information supplied for 
the Police Commissioner elections had been, 
in fact it was pretty nigh non-existent! At least 
Chris managed to get in a few more words in 
the former than in the latter - when they 
abruptly cut him off!! 

 
 
 
 

In late September last year your editor and his wife 
Eleanor met up with Rodney and Elaine Browne at the 
Browne's home in Eastbourne. Rodney had joined OM's 
and attended his first dinner last year also. We couldn't 
resist letting Eleanor take a photo for OM's posterity.... 
 
Rodney on right, Geoff on left, and rotated 90 degrees 
clockwise from view on camera card! That took some 
brain scratching and many attempts but got there in the 
end!! I wouldn't know how now, though! 
 
Both of us were at DMS 1951 to 1956. 
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..and now for a picture quiz from another holiday! My wife and I recently took a week's 
“recuperation” break on a farm in Shropshire. Well, that was the intention and we paid over our usual 
rates to have a “luxury” room! Of course that didn't come to be as we later found out that the 
Kingsize bed and big window views were from the room below us as we had to struggle up steep 
steps to the attic room. How someone else got that room despite our early booking we never found 
out! We were offered a move on day 2 but then on night 7 there was a noisy “Saturday wedding” 
family booking with some again in the best room so how that would have worked if we had moved, 
goodness knows!! The drive to the farm (not even mentioned in the adverts nor the reviews!) was a 
washed out rock bed suitable for rough terraine four by fours but not for my wife's little Ford Fiesta!! 
We did think of finding a garden centre and bringing back a couple sacks of gravel each night to fill 
the worst potholes, but that would have made us lower on the suspension with subsequent grounding, 
no doubt! Anyway, the hosts were very friendly and we had a brilliant week with only one day 
overcast and with a drop of rain. The countryside was therefore very dry and dusty and the car was 
covered with a rust coloured deposit each night which needed a good wash off for vision out the 
windows before we set out next morning. What was remarkable was the profusion of wild flowers in 
the banks and hedgerows of the lanes. It took me back to Durleigh in the 1950s when we could cycle 
into Bridgwater for school each day and see similar sights, now long lost, on the Somerset roads. 
Obviously some Shropshire farmers use lots less fertilisers and other chemicals than those in 
Somerset do! Well we were based just West of Bishop's Castle (one main street which was very steep 
and narrow at the top end, but in the main, drivers were very considerate..another change from 
Somerset!) and when we ventured a few miles South East of this interesting little two-brewery town 
we came across the subject of the picture below. Question: What does this place have to associate 
it with Dr. Morgan's School, Bridgwater?? 
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I can think of one member at least who will probably know, or using a map, guess the answer, 
and I'm hoping he can then fill us all in as to how it does, or perhaps doesn't, in history affect at 
least a quarter of the boys of the old school!! Next time I will show more pictures from the site 
and all (MAY!) become clear. 

 
Speaker for next dinner at Bridgwater & Albion Rugby Club on 24th. Sept. 2016 – here is part 
of his online description... 
 

Jimmy Quinn 

Jimmy Quinn is an ex serviceman, having served more than 20 years with The 
Royal Navy. He has many a story to tell and share. Now has almost 30 years 
entertainment experience behind him. 
An international comedian, with nearly 30 years of experience, who has an 
endless repetoire of jokes, stories and material to suit all tastes. 
Having travelled all over the world while serving in the Royal Navy, played 
semi-professional football and admits to being a golf fanatic, it is clear that he 
is well versed in many walks of life. 

Jimmy is able to adapt his routine to accomodate most people, and his sharp wit and one liners make 
him one of the country’s finest stand ups, but he will admit that it is in the after dinner circuit when 
he really shines. He also has plenty of experience within sporting dinners, having worked with the 
likes of George Best, Jan Molby, Alex Stepney, Rodney Marsh, Tommy Docherty, Jimmy Greaves, 
Gareth Chilcott, Ian Botham, Sir Geoff Hurst and Many More. An ideal choice for Sporting Dinners 
and Golf Clubs. 
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Please do remember to give Mike Dodden a ring on his mobile number as below if, having 
booked for the dinner, you find you cannot come at the last minute, so that we know how many 
will be there. Dinner forms should have been received by all members and menu choices are 
required in advance. Forms can also be obtained online at drmorgans.com ; do make a note of 
what you have ordered! We hope to see a really good turn-out this year and, DV, next year for 
the 80th celebrations we MAY even be back at  the old school! Keep fingers crossed for that! 
 
R.I.P. I have been asked to report the death earlier this year of Bertie Maidman who used to 
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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, the late Clive Kett. Greg runs Ravenswood Media. 
 
Old Morganians President: Bryan Lancastle. 
Old Morganians Committee: Treasurer  Mike Dodden  01278 423890 mob: 07540052982 e-mail: 
mdodden@aol.com ;  
Secretary: Roger Richards, 3 The Crescent, Corsham, Wilts, SN13 9FT. 01249 716263  rognsue@hotmail.co.uk  
Minutes Sec: Tony Wilkins. Chairman: Bill King 01278 456405; Dick Raymond 01278 686509, Colin Brown; Ray 
Haines; Brian Scott; Ralph Sealey.  
NB: Contact Mike Dodden if you require a 2015 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 


