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Old Morganians  
  NEWSLETTER No. 22, JUNE 2019 

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

 
 

 
I do apologise to Mike Berry again for not having found room for his letter and dinner speech in any 
former newsletter, but with the letter I published in March and these pictures and account of his 
rugby career published in this newsletter, I hope I can rectify that situation! On the next page here is 
a scan of the first page of his speech material in the dinner brochure. The following two pages of that 
brochure were similarly displayed in the Mike Berry Dinner Brochure of 2015 when Mike “retired” 
from his rugby activities. I have used the pictures as our front page this time as in our March 2018 
newsletter I actually got around to starting the contents of his letter which he sent me for publication. 
I have re-typed the other two pages here in this newsletter to save some space and I have enlarged 
the font size. Hopefully all of us older members will be able to read that without too much eye strain!  
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Mike continues:- “When I made my debut back in April 1965 I had no idea what to expect 
then or indeed the next week let alone the next season and those after it. However I liked 
what I saw on that first day and decided to stick after using up my spare Colts year and then 
moving into the senior ranks. My record show a net 3 games deficit but in my eyes that 
represents the true essence and spirit of games – some you win and some you lose. You 
always go out to win but someone somewhere will be better than you sometimes. 
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It has been a lot of fun and I certainly would not have missed it for the world – the curtain 
comes down on a long and industrious career. I could not have done this alone and so am 
very grateful to all those who have assisted me in any capacities, from the school masters 
and coaches who have honed my game; to the considerable number of players with whom I 
have played at all levels; to the similar considerable number of opponents whom I have 
encountered; the friendships both within the club and amongst my opponents have lasted for 
a long time and I hope will continue to do so forever; to the many referees who have 
officiated in my games – I have always had a great rapport with them; to all concerned at the 
Club in preparing the way for games to be played – groundsmen, those who look after the 
playing kit, ladies serving tea, bar staff, committees and even selectors who have allowed 
me to play. Our supporters who are the best in the game have always made the effort of 
playing well worthwhile. 
As you can see from my record (not reproduced here – Ed.) I have played 661 times in the 
Dirtrackers - 3rd XV and undoubtedly the majority of them have been in company with the 
team manager Jack Smith. Jack will not mind me saying that he is approaching 85 and has 
been with the club for 65 years and actually appeared in the first ever 3rd XV side. I cherish 
this long relationship and will look forward to accompanying him on a few outings around 
various games in the seasons to come. 
All that will be happening in the future is that I will simply not be in playing kit on a 
Saturday afternoon. Training will continue and I love the buzz of a training night although I 
assiduously undertake my own programme; Saturdays will be spent in my capacity as 
President (subject to re-election of course) watching all of our sides, and who knows, 
perhaps even running the line on some occasions. Unusually I will be spending several 
weeks at the Rugby World Cup in September and October – to date I have always preferred 
playing to watching and I am presuming that it is unlikely that another World Cup will be 
played in England in my lifetime.  
I am overwhelmed at the prospective attendance here this evening and delighted by the fact 
that people from all walks of my life will be here. I entered the Accounting and Tax 
profession at the end of the summer following my debut here and I have been ensconced in 
Maxwells Chartered Accountants for almost 42 years. I have also been connected with 
Somerset County RFU for the last 22 years and have had a very enjoyable time – spending 
the last 12 years as Honorary Treasurer. 
I have been proud to represent Bridgwater and Albion as its President for the last 16 years 
and whilst I do not get involved with the day to day operation of the Club I hope that my 
leadership in terms of dedication to playing may have been an inspiration to others. I was 
delighted to be President of the County Union between 2005 and 2007. 
Gareth Edwards was the doyen of scrumhalves and indeed Rugby Footballers during his era 
with Cardiff, Wales, British Lions and Barbarians and I am honoured that he has accepted 
the invitation to speak at this celebration for a fellow humble No.9. Father Mike has known 
me throughout the 50 years and I am pleased that he is able to regale you with tales of my 
Rugby Football upbringing. 
Emma Kemmish, Mike Sampson and Steve Smith have all worked very hard to arrange 
tonight's dinner and I thank them sincerely for their considerable efforts. Thanks also to the 
catering of Pat and Alan Williams and to Scott and his bar staff. 
As I will state when I speak tonight it is my view that any Club is always bigger than the 
man. Bridgwater and Albion was in existence some 90 years before I joined it; I have been 
here for the last 50; I certainly hope that the Club will continue to prosper in the next 90 
years and beyond. 

COME ON BOYS, ONE MORE APPEARANCE, 
 LETS GO OUT THERE AND GIVE IT A GO. 

Thank you for coming tonight and celebrating with me. Mike Berry.” 
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Editor's note:- Also this month I have started Anthony Hitchcock's memoirs of life after 
DMS which have been awaiting publication for a similar length of time, see page 6. The 
final parts of the late Ray Haines' Memoirs of life at DMS will hopefully appear in a later 
newsletter as will those of the late Michael Pitman. I have also received a letter from David 
Derham adding to Gordon Dickenson's appreciation of Mr. Brydon – I will publish that as 
soon as possible too. 

 
First though we have the earliest story of a DMS pupil that we have ever received: 

Harold Cox, DMS 1897 (to 1900?) 
In mid January 2019 our secretary, Roger Richards, received several e-mails from David 
Cox of London. David's father had died in the previous summer and David had been sorting 
out the contents of his father's house. He had found references to his great grandfather, 
Harold Cox, who had at one time lived with his uncle at Highbridge, near Bridgwater, his 
parents having died of Scarlet Fever. Harold was in Galveston, Texas at some point, either 
before or after the Great Hurricane of 1900. He was also in Spain during the Spanish Civil 
war, where he was put in jail. The house in Highbridge should have gone to Harold but due 
to some shady deal he did not get it! However, before all that he had been a pupil at Dr. 
Morgan's School, Bridgwater, and was in Form 1/1 in 1897 when he received a prize 
certificate for “Religious Knowledge of Church Catechism” and David sent a photo of the 
certificate and another of his DMS book which has a plum-red coloured cover with “DR 
MORGAN'S SCHOOL BRIDGWATER” encircling the Bridgwater coat of arms. (Bill King 
has said that this is the oldest DMS memorabilia we have in our collection!) 
 
Harold married Dorothy Sylvia Love. Dorothy did not like him going to sea, so at some 
point he had a small trucking company. They lived in Stroud, Gloucestershire. Presumably 
before that Harold went into the Merchant Navy and David has sent copies of a few pages of 
an account in a book  entitled “Daring Deeds” which tells how in WW1 Harold was chief 
engineer of the ship S.S. Southport of Cardiff, captained by Aristide B. Clopet. 'Southport' 
had put into Kusaie in the German Caroline Islands in September 1914 with the crew's total 
ignorance that war had been declared. They were boarded by the officers of a German 
Corvette who took over the ship and rendered the engines inoperable. The Southport's crew 
were left to fend for themselves until a German Court should decide what would happen to 
the ship. No provisions were left aboard and a German transport ship's crew had helped 
themselves to oil and coal from her. However, Capt. Clopet and Chief Eng. Harold Cox 
managed to get the engines repaired sufficiently that it could go forward but not in reverse. 
Somehow they took the ship from the harbour when the German ships had departed and less 
than a fortnight later arrived in Brisbane. Both gentlemen received high recommendation 
from the British Board of Trade together with a silver cup of which David hopes to send us a 
photograph. As the book says, “It illustrates the determination, pluck, and resource of a little 
band of Merchant Seamen when confronted by a whole series of catastrophes that might 
well have made them give way to abject despair.” (This is the second such story of Merchant 
Seamen's pluck in WW1 I have received in recent years, the other one concerning a Capt. 
Andrew Henry who led a five ship breakout from Sweden with vital steel supplies. He is 
buried in Yatton churchyard but had no connection to DMS having been born in the 
Shetlands.) 
Many thanks to great grandson David Cox for all that information and pictures. For 
pictures see next page. 
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        The DMS prize and book pictures. 
 

NEW  SCHOOL BUILDINGS. 
Also in January Haygrove School held an evening presentation of the plans for the next 
generation school. Unfortunately the plan is that the old school we knew will be entirely 
swept away and its location will eventually be used for sports pitches. Before that happens 
though, a new modern three storey structure suitable for teaching all manner of subjects way 
into the future, and with efficient heating, lighting, and access will be constructed behind 
that “North Corridor” which the late Ray Haines referred to, i.e. out North on part of the old 
school field as we knew it. In fact by the time you read this the construction will probably 
have started on this estimated £8.7million project. As far as I could tell, the old buildings, 
(including the relatively new ones in our old sacred quadrangle!) will be demolished after 
the new block has been finished and all school learning transferred to that new block. The 
sports centre and other relatively new buildings at the west end of the old school will not be 
touched. Some sports areas will be lost while all this is happening, though the activities will 
still take place but at an alternative site. Once the old school has been demolished some 
sporting areas will be re-established on the old school site. I fear that the view of the new 
buildings from Durleigh Road will be a terrible one from what we have been used to all 
these years; no tower, with or without the old school clock and bell, no attractive, strong 
brick edifice, but instead a 'modern' glass  and panelled monstrosity. Thankfully it will be set 
back somewhat out of view behind fenced sports' areas and with a long approach path from 
the road. We shall see, but the heart of Dr. Morgan's school as we knew it will beat no 
longer. What a sad day I feel, but we are assured the new buildings will be “fit for purpose” 
with much higher pupil intakes and all 'mod-cons' provided for teaching into the new 
century. Geoff. Marchant, Editor. 

 
 

Anthony Hitchcock's memoirs of life at, and after, DMS. 
“I left Dr. Morgan’s with 5 O-Levels at the end of the summer term in 
1957, after a year in the lower sixth (I think that’s what we were called). 
I have mixed memories of life at that time. I remember the majority of 
the teachers as nice people, though sometimes strict. I have fond 
memories of Mr. Vaughan-Jones, whose attempts to instil a love for 
Latin in us must have been terribly frustrating (for him!), and Mr. 
Middle (French?), music and woodwork with Mr. Rees. Maths, physics 
and co were my weak points, but didn’t stop me from becoming an 
engineer! Rugby was the number one winter sport at Dr. Morgan’s and 

although I wasn’t exactly a star player I enjoyed playing, except in January and February 
when the ground was frozen hard. However rugby is still my favourite sport as a spectator. 
All the years in Toulouse, one of the centres of French rugby, have rubbed off. My school 
day was a long one as I lived at the northern end of Burnham-on-Sea, almost in Berrow. Out 
of the house at 7 am and not back at home till 5.30 (buses were an incredibly slow means of 
transport in those days). It was also my excuse for not always doing my homework! My 
sister had a similarly long day although she was at Weston grammar school for girls. My 
mother worked as a stenographer at the Royal Ordnance factory at Woolavington, my father 
away from home as an air traffic controller at Bovingdon in Herts. Apart from one other ex-
Morganian, Tony Welland, who was also in the RAF, I have not seen any other old school 
friends since I left home. The nearest I got was running into a chap at Airbus who was at 
Huish. I was always interested in aircraft and was in the ATC (called Air Cadets today I 
believe) for a few years. My first ever flight was at Chivenor, north Devon, in an aircraft 
called the Boulton-Paul Balliol. Among other activities I learned to fly a glider and earned 
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my first solo badge at the age of 17. I then joined the Royal Air Force and trained as an 
aircraft mechanic. After 4 years working on V-Bombers at RAF Gaydon (since turned into a 
motor museum) I was posted to RAF Gütersloh in Germany in the summer of 1962, 
something that changed my life for ever. Of course you know what’s coming! Yes, I met 
and married a local girl. At the time, I spoke little or no German and Anita no English, but 
we somehow managed to communicate. We were married at Weston-super-Mare registrar’s 
office in 1965, and we’re still together 51 years later. We had to have a translator for the 
ceremony, who turned out to be a German girl married to an ex-Morganian of Italian origin. 
An early case of united Europe?  
We lived in St. Athan, S. Wales, for a couple of years (our son was born in Cardiff and to 
this day loves all things Welsh). My final years in the RAF were spent at Wildenrath, close 
to the Dutch border. There I took courses in German and aircraft engineering and was 
released from the forces with a maintenance engineer’s qualification and a translator´s 
ticket. By that time our first daughter had arrived. So with no idea of what working and 
living in Germany would be like, I wrote a CV and sent it to a few firms in the vague hope 
that I might find an activity that provided enough bread for the family to live on. I was 
incredibly fortunate to land a job as a technical author with an aircraft company in Bremen, 
North Germany (how I applied for and got the job is an adventure in itself). The company’s 
name was Vereinigte Flugtechnische Werke, VFW, a mélange of various pre-war German 
aircraft makers, including Focke-Wulf, Heinkel, Weserflug and also Fokker of the 
Netherlands. VFW, now part of Airbus Germany, remained my parent company right up to 
my retirement in 2004. We were a small team of six or seven when we started, including an 
ex-USAF master sergeant, an ex-RAF flight engineer who flew UN relief missions to Biafra, 
and some German lads who had previously been with other airlines. The job was producing 
maintenance documents in English for the company’s new project, a small, 40-seat 
passenger jet called the VFW 614, a truly international program, with engines from Rolls-
Royce Bristol mounted on struts on top of the wings, the wings themselves from Fokker in 
Holland, the landing gear from Dowty, Cheltenham, the APU from Garrett (USA) and the 
engine pylons and nacelles from Shorts of Belfast. I used to do a bit of freelance translation 
work during the evenings, technical stuff mainly. Not easy, as there was no Microsoft, 
Wikipedia or Leo in those days and I used a borrowed De Vries technical dictionary. My 
wife typed my handwritten work the following day on a cheap portable typewriter. But it all 
helped to feed the family. We were well integrated in local life and through the British 
consulate in Bremen we were occasionally invited to parties to celebrate events like the 
queen’s birthday, or to spend an evening on board a visiting Royal Navy ship. I remember 
one wonderful evening when a bunch of Brits called the Hamburg players gave a 
performance of Oscar Wilde‘s “The Importance of Being Earnest”. Happy days, but I 
believe there are now no British consular offices anywhere in western Europe. Passports are 
now issued only from Liverpool. Due to an accident during flight testing, the program was 
put on ice for a time, so to avoid losing my job I volunteered for a secondment to MBB 
(Messerschmitt-Bölkow-Blohm) in Munich (who later took over VFW and HFB-Hamburg 
and eventually became Airbus Germany) on the Tornado program (it was called the MRCA 
- Multi-role Combat Aircraft - then). I worked as a maintenance planning engineer and 
technical author on that program for a year and a half, commuting back and forth by train to 
Bremen at weekends. It was an interesting time, as we were involved with the air forces of 
Italy, Germany and the UK, who all wanted different things from the same aircraft. I think 
there were more civil servants and their translators involved (the RAF’s team consisted 
solely of an officer and two NCO’s) than engineers, but of course the cost overruns were 
always the company’s fault! I still consider it a minor miracle that the aircraft ever got off 
the ground. There were a lot of British contractors in the company, job shoppers, we used to 
call them; most of them were in the stress department doing the static strength and fatigue 
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calculations and spent their spare time drinking Munich beer, skiing and mountain climbing. 
My secondment ended after 18 months and I returned to Bremen, where my wife and family 
had remained.  
During this time No. 2 daughter had arrived. I became the team leader of a group of authors 
and engineers, most of whom were Brit contractors, many of them from BAe Wharton, and 
we produced the final set of maintenance documents for our little aircraft. After the VFW 
614 was given its airworthiness certificate and after six months on-the-job training at Fokker 
in Amsterdam, I transferred to the service department where we looked after all the issues, 
both minor and major, that occur when an aircraft is in daily operation. I recall a visit to Air 
Alsace in Colmar where I helped the French mechanics to replace a front windshield during 
the night shift. The aircraft was scheduled to fly at 6 am next morning and a windshield 
change on that aircraft really was an all night job! Or an incident at Paris-Orly airport where 
the nose undercarriage collapsed during landing. We managed to get it back on its wheels 
and fly the aircraft back to Bremen so that it could be properly repaired.  
On another occasion we chartered a private aircraft and flew one of our program managers 
and some urgently needed spare parts to Tours, home of Touraine Air Transport, TAT, in 
central France. I once took a spare auxiliary power unit (APU) in my car up to Sonderborg 
in Denmark, only to discover on arrival that the spares guys had given me all the right 
paperwork but the wrong part. It turned out to be an APU for a Transall military aircraft. 
Lots of red faces! I remember also a Dutch chap from Fokker who spent the night in our 
spare room as all local hotels were fully booked. When I got up next morning I found him 
stark naked and standing on his head in our bathroom. Apparently he was into 
transcendental meditation!” 
Thank you Tony for all that; sorry for the delay in starting your memoirs..and for the 1956 
poor photo of you at the start of this article. I will continue with your memoirs a.s.a.p. -Ed. 
 

Failed Search for Another Significant DMS Old Boy! 
Back in October or November 2018 I was watching a BBC2 “Flog It!” programme from 
somewhere in Kent and presenter Paul Martin did a visit to the Royal Military Academy at 
Sandhurst. He mentioned that the founder had been John Gaspard le Marchant, so my 
interest was aroused by the family name similarity. I later Googled for that name and 
discovered that John had been born in 1766 and, according to a Wikipedia account of his 
life, had spent his early schooling “at Dr. Morgan's School in Bath.” My interest rose even 
further – was there a chance that it should have said 'Bridgwater' instead of Bath? Try as I 
could online, I could find no reference to such a school, or man, at Bath, but I did find a 
mention that John was a boarder at the school, his parents presumably still living in Amiens, 
where John was born, or on Guernsey, where their ancestors came from and where we knew 
there was a Fort le Marchant and that the family name was a common one over there. Since 
our Dr. Morgan's school was founded in 1723 I began to think we must have had him as an 
illustrious “Old Boy” - although that was somewhat tempered by the claim that he and 
another pupil, Sir Sidney Smith, were notable dunces at school and only made good 
thereafter! I contacted a very helpful lady at the Bath Records Office and asked whether they 
had any reference to a Dr. Morgan's school there, only to find that there had been a notable 
headmaster at the King Edward's Grammar School there from 1773 who was 'Mr' or 'Rev' 
Morgan, and sometimes he had been referred to as 'Dr Morgan' and yes, his school had taken 
boarders! In fact a history of the school, 1552 to 1982, confirmed that John had been a pupil 
there and said “One of Sidney Smith’s close friends and contemporaries at School was 
Major-General John Gaspard Le Marchant. Although Mr. Morgan once referred to him at 
school as ‘the greatest dunce he had ever met’, Le Marchant was to realise his full potential 
in the Army.” So regrettably I have had to accept that my thought that he could have 
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attended our DMS was wrong! Also, we now know that for a while there was indeed another 
“DMS” at Bath. Geoff. Marchant, Editor. 
 
On  23.02.2019 Dick Raymond sent an e-mail to committee members saying that Paul 
Williams was coming off the OM committee as he could no longer spare enough time to do 
the job as he wished, but Alan Hurford was joining the committee. 
 
R.I.P. Jack Hall:- 
On 16th March Mike Dodden forwarded an e-mail he had received from Lyndon Brett saying that ex 
head & Rotarian Jack Hall had passed away the previous night and he would let Mike know the 
funeral arrangements when known. Haygrove School Head, Karen Canham, said the following in her 
e-mail of 18.03.2019 “Sadly I received the news this weekend that Jack Hall has just passed away. I 
am not sure when the funeral is, but this is sad news for the school. Jack was the head of Haygrove 
for 15 years from 1974-1989.” Many thanks to both of those for letting us know.  
Also, on 24th March our secretary sent “Sorry to have to pass on sad news: I have received a note 
from the wife of John Pinckard saying that John passed away on the 3rd of March.  The last 
information I have is that he was living in Kenilworth in Warwickshire.”  
Passing of Ted Ashman (DMS 1948-51). Roger let us know on 2nd April that Brian Scott had 
informed him that Ted Ashman had recently passed away.  
I also heard recently, from his wife, that Brian Pilling passed away in 2011. 
May they all rest in peace. 
 
Our 2019 Dinner is at the new Wembdon Village Hall on Saturday September 21st at 7pm for 
7.30pm. Please let Roger or Mike know if you have booked but cannot come at late notice. 

 
 

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 New E-mail address: 
roger47richards@btinternet.com  
Minutes Sec: Tony Wilkins. Chairman: Bill King 01278 456405; Dick Raymond 01278 686509, Colin Brown; Brian 
Scott; Ralph Sealey; Alan Hurford. 
NB: Contact Mike Dodden if you require a 2019 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.  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 


