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The “Flanders and Swann Recaptured” Artistes in full flow on “Hippopotami” at our 2018 Dinner. 

 (Photo – Newsletter Editor.) 
 

Splendid Entertainment at Old Morganians 2018 Annual Dinner.  
On the 22nd of September 2018 seventy-three Old Morganians celebrated their Annual 
Dinner at the recently built Wembdon Village Hall where a very enjoyable evening was had 
by all. The three-course, sit down, meal was provided by Vagabonds Caterers.  
Old Morganians’ President Bryan Lancastle took up the role of Master of Ceremonies in his 
usual estimable manner (who needs a microphone with voice projection like that!). Bryan’s 
brother Tom took some excellent photographs that we should be able to get uploaded within 
a few weeks to the Old Morganians’ web-site under a heading of 2018 Dinner. (See p.2 -Ed.) 
Committee Member Colin Brown introduced and thanked this year’s entertainment which 
was provided by the ‘Flanders and Swann Recaptured’ duo who really did capture the spirit 
of the songs and piano accompaniment of the original performers who were extremely 
popular in the 1950s and 60s. Famous songs performed included the Hippopotamus Song 
‘Mud, Mud, Glorious Mud, nothing quite like it for cooling the blood’, ‘I’m a Gnu’ and ‘It 
all makes work for the working man to do’.  
Bill King, Chairman of the Old Morganians proposed the ‘Toast to the School’ that included 
a summary of the latest developments at the Durleigh Road site, currently occupied by 
Haygrove School (formerly Dr Morgan’s School). Construction work will start on a location 
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formerly used by the smaller rugby pitch (which ran from the cricket square to the 
swimming pool) in the Spring of 2019 and is planned for completion by the Spring of 2020.  
If Newsletter readers know of ex-pupils of Dr Morgan’s Grammar School who are not 
currently members of Old Morganians please assure them they will be made very welcome 
if they would like to join us. Ask them to contact Roger Richards, the Secretary on 
telephone number 01249 716263 or by e mail via rognsue@hotmail.co.uk. The 2019 Annual 
membership cost will be £5. Please explain to potential members that the benefits they will 
be able to receive include a copy of the Newsletters and the opportunity to meet up with ex 
School friends at the Annual Dinner. Roger Richards, OM Secretary.  
 
Our secretary, Roger Richards, informed your editor on the Monday after our dinner that 
Tom Lancastle had provided 37 pictures of the attendees at our dinner on 22nd September 
2018. These are now online at drmorgans.com together with the one shown above. There 
were also a few extra staff pictures from the 1952 school photograph which have now been 
added, these were Mr. “Bertie” Bollam and Mr “Agatha” Christie, neither of which appeared 
on the 1947 or the 1958-63 pictures shown in the “Staff and Personnel” Galleries on 
drmorgans.com. The two ladies in the 1952 photograph (we believe School Secretary Mrs 
Stevens and school chief cook Mrs White) have also been added online together with 
another as yet unrecognised member of staff. 
 
The 2019 Dinner will be at Wembdon Green Hall on Saturday 21st September and the 
speaker then will be our own “Old Boy” Roger Evans. 
 Do please try to get former pupils of your own or other years' intakes to come along 
on this occasion and make it a superb attendance - I might even add “Before it is too 
late” as the past few years have taken away a lot of our number who really did intend 
coming to at least one more reunion dinner. Please do encourage your  peers to attend. 
 
In the last newsletter your editor had intended continuing Ray Haines' memories 
but that was forestalled by Ray's death and accounts of his life and funeral service. 
Now though I would like to press on with those memories. (Continued from the June 
2018 OM Newsletter page 8.):- 
 

“Behind Jack’s office which was situated at the east end of the north corridor 
was a corridor leading to a room, between Jack’ office and the Biology Lab. This 
room overlooking the north part of the school field, and with one window overlooking 
the out of bounds corridor, was the prefects’ room. For most of my teaching days 
staff undertook break and lunchtime supervision in and around the school campus. 
At D.M.S. in those days staff never seemed to be much in evidence but prefects 
certainly were. They could be seen ushering boys out of classrooms and other 
areas of the building, patrolling the school grounds, and generally being in control. 
On more than one occasion I remember being collared by a prefect for crossing the 
north corridor, usually having been spotted from the window in the 6th form room 
overlooking it. On these and other such occasions the punishment was often a 
‘Prefects’ Detention’ where a culprit was either taken to a room and made to do 
‘lines’ or copy a passage from a book. The other possible punishment I recall was 
being made to run the gauntlet. This punishment followed being taken to the 
Prefect’ room for a dressing down; this in itself was a daunting experience. The 
gauntlet, having left the room, consisted of having to exit the area through the 
corridor leading from the room through a barrage of 6th formers armed with knotted 
scarves. Although from memory this was not particularly painful it was an 
unpleasant ordeal. 
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Certainly my earliest days at D.M.S. are those, which bring back the names 
of some prefects; they were either held in awe, respect, fear, or any combination of 
the three. Amongst those I remember – Tony Fuller, Brian Pilling, John Routley, 
Gerald Middle, Tony Adlam, Roger Fournier d’Albe, Stewart Granger, ‘Snowey’ 
Gardner, John Andrews, Richard and Otto Sroud and Malcolm West (Didn’t he 
marry Jack’s daughter?) 

I never reached the dizzy heights of becoming a prefect and therefore 
achievement of wearing a tassel on my cap. Indeed I more often than not broke the 
school rule of not wearing it and was many times chastised for not doing so. Not 
only did I regard the cap as a useless appendage but having to walk (no, jog) the 
two miles or so to catch the train home resulted in the cap being stuffed in my 
satchel. Several times when in the lower 6th, I was caught not wearing it. This 
ended up in my being summoned to Jack’s office. In reprimanding me for repeatedly 
committing this sin he told me that I was jeopardising my chances of ever becoming 
a prefect. Responding to this by telling Jack that I had no great desire to become a 
prefect as it involved losing free time to undertake duties – that no doubt sealed my 
fate. The only privilege I recall losing as a result was not being permitted, as 
prefects were, to enter the building via the main entrance. This was no great loss as 
far as I was concerned. 

It was not unknown for a few of us in the 6th form to sneak across to Roman 
Lane during free time for a sneaky fag. The rear garden of Charlie Key’s Durleigh 
Road house backed onto Roman Lane. On some of these occasions Charlie could 
be seen, straw hat and all, pottering around in his greenhouse, so it seems he must 
have also had some free time! 

 
Les ‘Ernie’ Middle. I thoroughly enjoyed his German lessons which he taught 

us right through to ‘O’ level His deep guttural voice seemed to be naturally suited to 
producing the sounds and pronunciations required for fluent delivery of the 
language, and he did this brilliantly. The basic text books we used consisted of 
books, all entitled ‘Deutches Leben’. These books were illustrated with what were 
obviously pre-war photographs, so although not the newest of books they seemed 
to serve their purpose. 

Having achieved a good ‘O’ Level result in German I wished to progress to 
‘A’ Level and there were a few other boys who wished to do the same. For reasons I 
do not recall this was not possible. Apparently my parents wrote to the school but to 
no avail. They then took it upon themselves to write to Mr Deacon, the Chief 
Education Officer at the time. His reply, and I clearly remember it, was to the effect 
that the only state school offering ‘A’ Level in the subject was Chilton Cantello, a 
school somewhere near Yeovil. This, together with Sexey’s Grammar School at 
Blackford, was apparently the only two state schools in the county offering a 
boarding option. Chilton Cantello however was the only one offering ‘A’ Level 
German. Since daily travel from Brent Knoll was not a possibility and my parents 
could not have afforded the boarding fees, my wish was never fulfilled. I am very 
grateful to this day for the work Mr Middle put in for me. I never did know how he 
acquired the nickname of ‘Ernie’ – does anyone out there know?  

During mid-morning and lunchtime breaks the tarmac area outside, adjacent 
to the cloakroom was extensively used by boys to play football. It was not usually a 
football but a tennis ball used for this. The use of this much smaller ball must have 
required great skills to control it. Although no football was on the curriculum at 
D.M.S., several boys from my era I know went on to play for Bridgwater Town 
A.F.C. and I often wonder if some went on to even higher levels in the sport. 
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Amongst names I recall are ‘Tom’ Pearce, Marcus Scott and Tony Brawley and 
there must have been others, not forgetting Alan Hurford who was after my time. 
Can anyone add to my short list? 

Art was a subject I did not enjoy and was no good at anyway. In spite of this 
circumstances dictated that I was destined to take the subject through to ‘O’ Level. 
In the 1st year we had a teacher called Mr Christie. If my memory serves me 
correctly he was very friendly with some of the boys, though I have no recollection 
of his teaching as such. He left the school and was succeeded by Mr Richard ‘Trog’ 
Ansdell and I certainly remember a few incidents involving him. One thing I do recall 
admiring was a large painting which he had hung on the wall behind his desk. It 
was, I think, an ancient Greek scene, with several characters in it and it depicted 
‘The Return of Ullysses’. ‘Trogs’ classroom discipline however left much to be 
desired which led to some art lessons being pretty chaotic. 

The art room always seemed to be in a mess. ‘Doodlebugs’ often plastered 
the ceiling. At the end of lessons when the bell sounded there was often a mad rush 
by boys to leave the room and they left work and materials in various stages of 
completion on the tables. In one year our art lesson preceded lunch, and in the rush 
to presumably get a good place in the lunch queue boys would rush the door. ‘Trog’ 
would get to the door at times in an attempt to stem the tide by pushing, shoving 
and even punching boys back into the room. This was rarely more than a partial 
success at best. Being one of the few boys in our class who brought packed 
lunches there was no need for us to join the mad rush to leave so we could just sit 
there and witness proceedings. On many of these occasions I recall a few of us 
remaining for a few minutes to help clear up the mess. I guess we felt sorry for him. 
Why he never cottoned on to the idea of clearing up before the bell was due 
remains a mystery to me. 

 Though I never pursued it, pottery was some sort of ‘O’ Level option. Here was a 
 foot operated potters wheel at the back of the room. Bags containing clay and 
 buckets of glaze were stored nearby. A water supply was also there. Needless to 
 say small lumps of clay were often hurled to adorn the ceiling, adding to the 
 ‘Doodlebugs’ mentioned earlier. 

One incident I recall happening in the pottery area involved a bucket of glaze. 
‘Trog’ suddenly rushed in in a rage and shouting at a boy who had stepped out of 
line. On approaching the boy he managed to put his foot straight into a lidless 
bucket of glaze. Not only that, but his foot stick in the bucket. No one could have 
failed to be amused by the sight of ‘Trog’ tramping around, glaze being spilt 
everywhere, attempting to extricate his foot from the bucket. A comedy film could 
not have portrayed it better. 

At the back of the art room was a substantial walk-in storage cupboard. 
Along one wall of the cupboard were wide shelves, the whole lot being supported at 
the front by wooden posts. The shelves were stacked with the clay pots, models, 
etc. made by pupils. They were in various stages of completion, or in some cases 
the completed article. Various theatre props were also stored behind the door at 
one end of the cupboard. Amongst them were some real swords and daggers – 
what an attractive item to a teenage boy and what an inappropriate place to store 
them. Although I personally never did it, one of the misdemeanours was to enter the 
cupboard, grab a weapon and have a hack at one of the posts. The post usually 
selected was a main support at the end of the shelving nearest the door. The scars 
were there for all to see, though apparently not ‘Trog’. I was in the classroom when 
the disaster struck. There was an almighty crashing sound from the cupboard – 
sure enough the shelves had partly collapsed, not only at one end but back as far 
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as the middle of the shelving. The final blow(s) low down on the supporting post had 
taken the lot down. Broken pottery lay everywhere. The culprit, a boy who was 
always in trouble anyway, was apprehended and marched off to face the 
consequences. The result was the very serious sanction of expulsion. The rumour 
circled at the time that this was because a lot of the smashed items were ready for 
‘O’ and ‘A’ Level assessments. 

My own personal art ability was, and still is, nil. Part of the ‘O’ Level required 
producing coursework consisting of such things as still life, pencil drawings, 
charcoal drawings and collage. The main part of the exam to be done on the day, 
carried a lot of marks. The task was to design and then paint what was called a ‘Half 
Drop’ design for wallpaper on a fairly large piece of paper, probably A3 or even A2 
in today’s size. This was to be completed in three stages: - 

1. Outline in pencil the main design feature, which could be (e.g.) floral, 
 vine/creeper, tree etc. 

2. Paint the whole sheet of paper in a pale wash as the background. 
3. Complete the task by painting in the main chosen design. 
I duly completed the background wash, choosing blue as the colour – that 

was easy, or so I thought. After that we were permitted a break to allow the paint to 
dry. On returning I discovered that my pale wash was anything but. The (almost) by 
now dried paint was so dark that it had obliterated the main design outlines to the 
point where they could not be seen. 

My attempts to re-pencil in some sort of design outline were thwarted by the, 
not so dry background blue, being pulled off by the pencil marks and revealing the 
virgin white paper beneath. By now running out of time, stage 3 never really got 
underway. The far from completed end result was a sight to behold. For me came 
the much predicted miserable ‘O’ Level failure – end of my art! 

The word ‘Trog’, an abbreviation of the word ‘Troglodyte’ and meaning a sort 
of caveman, is obviously less than complimentary, and in my opinion unwarranted – 
but there you have it.” 
 
Well that brings us to page 15 of Ray's 16 pages of memories so, although I have 
included more than usual this time, next time will probably finish his very generous 
contribution – Ed. 

 
      Jack Lawrence      Ernie Middle      R D Ansdell            Mr Christie. 
 
First 3 Pictures from the Dave Derham collection. Mr Christie courtesy of Alan. 
Chedzey. Unfortunately we do not appear to have a photograph  of the Art Room in 
any of our collections. If anyone can provide one please do so!   
Ed. 
 
In the October 2018 newsletter we also started the more general memories by 
DMS Old Boy, the late Michael Pitman. On the next page is the second 
instalment of those: 
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MY EARLY YEARS 
My limited war time memories are listed. Perhaps I was four or five when I stayed in 
Bridgwater hospital to have my tonsils removed. The bed seemed very large and I 
was most worried about my Teddy. He wore a bright red coat and at one stage he 
was taken away from me. I have often wondered what happened to dear old Teddy. 
Two Aunts went to Canada sometime in the 1920’s and they always remembered 
 Mum and us at Christmas and during the year. We had parcels of toys and food, 
which was so welcomed as a surprise treat for us. I can recall jigsaw puzzles with 
some in yellow boxes and red around the edges. There was a puzzle of the Far East 
 showing pagodas or similar. Also one was of a large ship probably of the White 
 Funnel Line as the passenger ship was all white. The aunts sailed from 
 Liverpool, as that was the  great Atlantic port. 
      In the summer of 1945 Victory over Europe, V E Day, or 1946 Victory over 
Japan, V J Day, the children of Bristol Road had a Victory street party in front of a 
pub on the corner of Union Street. There were wooden tables and we all sat in long 
rows for our tea. The pub has now gone and replaced with toilets and a wider road 
junction. (The toilets have long been put  to other use. – Ed.)  
 In the winter of 1947 there were very heavy snowfalls. There are photos of us both 
in Bristol Road close to some farm sheds or cow barns and now where Cryptons is 
built. There are also photos of us in the back garden by the shed with snow 
several feet deep. The winter of 1947 is still often referred to when comparing 
snow levels. 

 
       WAR TIME IN  BRIDGWATER 

Bridgwater received little damage during the war years of 1939-1945. There were 
the stray bombs that were dropped, some in the Taunton road area. 
I can remember being sheltered under the stairs sometimes, as this was always the 
safe place to be in any house without a shelter. Margaret’s front large bedroom did 
have a lightweight shelter fitted, which was also used downstairs in the front lounge. 
The shelter comprised of wire mesh sides with about 2 ins squares covered with a 
steel flat roof. The whole thing was perhaps 6 ft square and about 2 ft high which 
was just high enough to lie inside. This shelter was for a family of two adults and 
two children. I believe it was a Morrison shelter. 
We could hear the air raid siren with one long sound to take cover, followed by two 
shorter ones for the all clear. 
During the hours of darkness the windows had to be covered with thick curtains to 
stop any light showing through. These thick dark green navy curtains are still with 
me today and are used for covers during decorating. The window glass was also 
coated with a clear Cellophane to prevent them shattering in a bomb blast. When 
Mum moved in 1978 there were still traces of this on some windows. 
 My father was at home during the war years and enrolled as a Home Guard 
Officer. He was allocated a stirrup pump, which was stored by the front door. This 
was a  hand pump, fitted with a D shaped handle for use with either one hand 
holding this handle and the other hand holding the rubber hose, or both hands with 
another person holding the hose. It was very similar to a cycle pump with the handle 
being pushed up and down. The end of the pump was placed in a bucket filled with 
water and held in place with one foot on the pump support. 
We were also issued with face-masks, which were made from rubber and fitted with 
a round filter. The soft rubber was fitted over the nose and mouth. I can’t imagine we 
ever used them for real. The rubber had an awful spell!  



 

 Page 7  

After the war we used to play with the masks and I used the stirrup pump for 
another 10 or more years to water and spray the garden. 
I assume the shelter was reclaimed and recycled because there was never any sign 
of it during our garden playtime. (To be continued.) 
 

In late May 2015 I received a letter and copy of a celebratory dinner 
brochure from member Mike Berry and I am embarrassed to say that I 
have only just got round to finding space for this in our newsletters. 
However, in view of the recent passing of Ray Haines, to whom Mike 
refers in the first two paragraphs, this follows on well as an additional 
“thank you” to Ray, so here we go:- 
Mike says “ As a regular and avid reader of the newsletter I was 
delighted to get a mention in the June 2015 Newsletter and I am 

indebted to you for publishing Ray’s referral. Ray is a good old friend of mine from the 
rugby football field. He had left school by the time I arrived but I later encountered him 
whilst we were the opposing scrum-halves for Weston-super-Mare and Bridgwater & 
Albion. 
The newspaper article to which Ray has drawn attention is in fact one of several which has 
publicised my 50 year’s involvement with Bridgwater & Albion RFC and being a mere 
mortal having played in the depths of the 3rd. XV for many seasons now, that has been 
somewhat overwhelming. 
Just for the archives, I am enclosing a copy of the brochure from a celebratory dinner which 
was on 25th April (2015) and which incorporates my own sentiments and my playing record 
which ended at 1595 appearances. During the 2014/15 season and having endured the 
frustrations of being on the bench for the 3rd XV most weeks (I did make four full 
appearances in 2014/15), I decided that the culmination of the 50th anniversary towards the 
end of the season would also represent my final appearance – and so it was on 18th April, 
exactly 50 years to the Saturday from my debut, I played my last match for Albion’s 
Dirtrackers against Somerton in a rousing encounter. I managed to score a try which I think 
was somewhat contrived by both sides and indeed the referee, but it was a welcome addition 
to the 236 tries I previously scored for the club.  That day was both memorable and 
emotional. The proceedings of the Dinner a week later absolutely set the seal on the 50 years 
with a magnificent attendance of some 270 people and the privilege of having the doyen of 
scrum-halves – Gareth Edwards – speaking. Gareth was entertaining throughout and regaled 
the audience and stayed around until the early hours speaking with other guests; signing 
autographs; and being photographed with all and sundry. 
There is a considerable Old Morganians link to my career with Bridgwater & Albion and 
also to the dinner. Whilst in the school 1st. XV I started playing for the then Old Morganians 
Club when we did not have a school game, but my half-back partner, Brendon Andrews, got 
me an invitation to 'guest' for Bridgwater & Albion Colts in April 1965. I have been with 
B&A ever since. When I joined the club I was able to cajole my fellow Morganian and 
Enmore-ite, David Ayres, to come with me and we both appeared in Albion sides including 
the 1st. XV for several seasons. When I joined the club, other Old Boys were already in 
place – the likes of Brian Scott, Laurie Ross, Wes Thomas, Malcolm Beake, Peter Grinstead, 
Mike Fursland, and of course Brendon. We were able to continue our half-back partnership 
at B&A although Brendon played mainly in the centre for the club. Later Neil Crombie and 
Rod Speed also played for Bridgwater. In addition, Old Boys Barry Nash and Karl Bieraugel 
joined me in the Albion Colts XV. Mentioning Rod tells another tale. I was at school with 
him up until the lower Sixth when Rod’s prowess at rugby football and Athletics took him to 
Millfield where of course he played in the same XV as Gareth Edwards. I was delighted that 
Rod was able to join me at my celebratory dinner in company with Gareth. Neil, Alan 
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Hurford and Brian Scott were also with me at the dinner. Ironically Alan, Rod and I were 
members  of the Somerset U15 7 a-side winning team from Dr. Morgans in 1963 – you may 
recall that a few dinners ago another member of that side, Tim Williams, brought in the 
pennant which we had won, together with a photograph which I still retain. Sadly, another 
member of that side, Robert (Bert) Banwell from Spaxton, passed away in February this 
year (2015) and Alan spoke warmly about our old friend at his funeral. 
I am sure that next season will be different – we will wait and see. However, I am hoping to 
continue as President of the club (subject to re-election) and continue my ambassadorial 
style on behalf of the club, and hopefully to continue to provide some inspiration to our 
younger players. As I have indicated, the only difference next season will be I will not be in 
playing kit on a Saturday. Everything else – the training etc – remains the same and I will be 
about with my club teams at some Saturday afternoon venue or other.  
I think that the achievement and the history has been given sufficient airing in all parts of the 
sporting media and it will be unnecessary to promote it any further but I hope that you will 
retain the information for the Old Morganians’ archives. 
Best Wishes and needless to say, I will see you in September – 19th is a free day – I will be 
at the Rugby World Cup quite a bit during September and October but delighted that that 
day remains free for the reunion.” 
Well a belated “Many thanks” for that, Mike; perhaps you would like to now add a few comments as to how 
the next seasons did turn out? Also, I hope to use some of Mike’s dinner speech, and perhaps photos as well, in 
our next or following newsletters  I will then send the originals to Bill King to put with all our other 
memorabilia (Bill please ensure I do not forget!!).Picture on previous page shows Mike at the 2018 dinner. 
 
Gordon Dickenson, (not Wilkinson as I called him on p.7 of the last newsletter through mis-hearing his 
name on the 'phone) has now contacted me to say the following after the late Ray Haines mentioned a 
lack of help from Oscar Brydon (NOT Bryden! I apologise – Ed.):-
“I Refer to my telephone call regarding the article by Ray Haines in the June newsletter, in which he 
made reference to Oscar Brydon. I entirely disagree with his statement "I don't recall a lot of help from 
him to improve my poor performance". I considered he was one if the most helpful and devoted teachers 
the school had. He certainly always went out of his way to assist me, even to the extent of additional 
tutoring to prepare me for the dreaded School Certificate. In addition to the normal paper, I also took 
additional Physic. Surprisingly I succeeded in both, which was undoubtedly purely due to the help I 
received from a very devoted teacher, Mr. J. C. Brydon. As I stated, I felt duty bound to express my 
opinion. As always, an excellent newsletter; which as stated by Dick Raymond, I always thoroughly enjoy 
reading. As far as I am concerned it is £4 well spent !” Thank you Gordon for that – Ed.   All please Note 
Roger's new e-mail address below.

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  roger47richards@btinternet.com 
Minutes Sec: Tony Wilkins. Chairman: Bill King 01278 456405; Dick Raymond 01278 686509, Colin Brown; Brian Scott; 
Ralph Sealey. 
NB: Contact Mike Dodden if you require a 2019 membership/dinner application form. 
 
Material For Newsletter. Please write, phone, or e-mail 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 


