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Picture courtesy of Haygrove School Head, Karen Canham, and staff. 

 

While we still have a few months to go before Christmas I thought I would start this 

newsletter with the latest view we have of the old school – especially as, if all goes to plan, 

it will not be with us for much longer. The view is from the Christmas card sent out by 

Haygrove School for Christmas 2018 and if you look very closely you can still see the DMS  

stone  tablet behind the snowman and the “ANS” of “MORGANS”. I do wonder whether the 

wall and this stone will be left as a boundary to the new school building or whether this will 

be the chance to obliterate all it had to do with our old school. I wondered also which school 

the snowman's tie represented best – the red and blue bands seem, from memory, to be a bit 

narrower than on our DMS tie but also too wide for the Haygrove School tie shown under 

'Uniform' on the Haygrove School website! Let us hope that now I have used this in our 

October newsletter that we don't get snow in the next few weeks! 

 

Please note that as usual, all reports of our September Re-union Dinner, and latest 

news, will appear on pages 8, 9, & 14 of this newsletter. Note also that our secretary 

Roger Richards has a new e-mail address for all OM and DMS related correspondence 

– see the block at bottom of page 14. 

 

This time we can complete the memories that our late committee member Ray Haines wrote 

out so diligently for us a few years ago:- (Continued from page 5 March 2019 newsletter) 
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“Anyone who went to D.M.S. and played rugby will remember Roy Tapscott, 
who died last year at the age of 90. He was of course a cornerstone figure and 
driving force behind the Old Morganians R.F.C. As will be known to many, he was 
the first member of the club to be awarded Life Membership. Situated at the club in 
Chedzey Lane, is now a bench  in Roy’s memory. 

In the late 50’s, by which time I had reached 1st XV level at D.M.S., Roy was 
often to be seen at school home games, possibly the lone spectator at times. 
Wearing a flat cap he always seemed to turn up on his bike. This had a small box 
attached behind the saddle where there might usually have been a saddlebag, and 
there was sometimes a rolled umbrella fixed to the crossbar. 

My early assumption that this man encouraging us from the touchline must 
be a parent of one of our players proved to be wrong after a while. Having finished 
one of our games, which were played on Saturday mornings, Roy approached me, 
amongst others, to ask if we would like to play for Old Morgs in the afternoon. By 
this time I had become pretty well established in the school 1st XV., and also was 
aware that this was not an uncommon occurrence. Being young and fit I readily 
accepted the offer and thus played my first game for Old Morgs. Although I don’t 
know for certain but suspect that by that period of the club’s development they were 
running two teams and that this, and subsequent call ups, together with many other 
boys, in some way assisted that development. In any event Roy undoubtedly helped 
many young rugby players, not only from D.M.S. but also from Westover and 
subsequently Sydenham, Blake, and Chilton Trinity in their transition from school to 
club rugby. For my era I can immediately think of the like of George Cossey, Joe 
Bass and Malcolm Beake who started their club rugby at Old Morgs. There will no 
doubt be players over the many years initially helped by Roy who went on to play at 
a higher level. 

As said earlier, my first game of club rugby was for Old Morganians. 
Coincidentally my final game was played at the Old Morgs. pitch in Chedzey Lane. 
This was in 1992 and happened to be my 50th birthday. This was a one-off Sunday 
morning pub game between two local pubs. Both teams comprised a mixture of 
young and old, including some like myself who had not played regularly for a while. 
Our team did include Bev Dovey, the ex-Bristol prop who played for England in the 
famous victory over Wales in 1963. We were comprehensively beaten by a much 
better team, but an enjoyable game nonetheless and played in the true traditions of 
rugby. A week later I was still feeling the bumps and bruises so wisely decided to 
hang up my boots for good. My (almost) forty years of rugby, however, pales into 
insignificance when compared with Mike Berry’s unbelievable long playing career! 

In writing this piece two questions come to mind which someone can no 
doubt answer: -  

a) Where did Old Morg’s play their games in the early days after the club was 
founded in 1921? 

b) Did Roy himself attend D.M.S. as a pupil? Yes, he's on our list, DMS 1931-6, - Ed. 
 
When the name Glyn Reece [sic] is mentioned it will undoubtedly conjure up 

loads of memories from ex-D.M.S. pupils over the many years he served the school. 
At the final dinner he attended it was obvious that he had in spite of his age lost no 
sharpness of mind. In his speech of recollections once he got going there was no 
stopping him – was it recorded I wonder? If so then a copy would be well worth 
keeping to add to the memorabilia. After the official proceedings at that dinner I was 
fortunate enough to be able to engage him in a brief conversation. When I told him 
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that I was useless at his subject his response was a smile followed by words to the 
effect that it was not important but more so that I had been a pupil at D.M.S. I found 
that to be a very heart-warming sentiment. 

My experiences in woodwork and metalwork were far from either enjoyable 
or, in the end, satisfactory. If memory serves me correctly we did woodwork in the 
1st year and metalwork in the 2nd year. In spite of coming from a very practical 
orientated family and myself having some practical ability, at the time I saw little 
point in pursuing the various skills without a seemingly end product. How wrong I 
was and today would think very differently. 

The culmination of the 1st year, which was woodwork, was to make a 
dovetail joint and this would be the final exam piece. My effort was an unmitigating 
disaster; a sloppy ill-fitting joint with non-square ends to the T at the extremities of 
the two parts of the joint. When it came to the marking of the finished product the 
system must have been unique to Glyn, but was apparently common practice.  (I 
know, because of conversations with several old boys at recent dinners, many of 
you will be ahead of me. What follows is my perspective of how it worked, and 
certainly my experience of it. Correct me if I am wrong.) 

Glyn sat at his desk, which was situated roughly level with the workshop 
door. Boys would be called up one by one to have their exam piece inspected, than 
placed in the ever growing single file queue extending from his desk towards the 
back of the workshop. It mystified me at the time that boys were asked, “Which 
House are you in?” and/or * “You play the violin, don’t you?” If your answer to the 
first question was “Wyndham” this somehow seemed to affect your position in the 
queue. If your answer to the second question was “Yes” then this could also 
seemingly advantageously affect your position in the queue. Those who were both 
in Wyndham House and played the violin might have thus possibly benefited 
somewhat in their exam result. Needless to say I was neither in Wynham nor did I 
play the violin. (* For those who don’t know, Glyn voluntarily taught violin to 
beginners’ during his lunch breaks - very commendable indeed.) 

Glyn’s allocation of marks was the final part of the whole process. The queue 
having formed, he would parade up and down, repositioning boys here and there 
after a final look at their efforts. Then, starting at the front of the queue, he would 
decide on the mark for the best (e.g 69per cent) then proceed down the queue 
allocating each successive boy 1 per cent less than the one in front. I ended up 
near the bottom of the queue. 

In my second year, metalwork, I fared no better. My only real recollection of 
this is being presented with a small piece of steel a few inches square. The task 
was firstly to cut the piece of steel into a perfect square to predetermined 
dimensions using a hacksaw. This was followed by using different shaped files 
along each edge of the square to create a different pattern. I don’t remember the 
end result of this but the filing process seemed to go on forever. Neither do I recall 
any exam piece, except that I finished near the bottom of the class as usual. 

One other occasion with Glyn comes to mind. Towards the end of one 
lesson, leading up to lunchtime, Glyn approached me and looked at my pathetic 
effort. Declaring that he could make better use of my time, he sent me off to the 
kitchen to get his tray of school lunch to bring back to the workshop. When I 
returned, complete with his lunch, the lunchtime had already started. By this time 
there were several boys in the workshop. Some boys were scraping away on their 
violins; others were banging, hammering, filing, sawing etc. The lathe and pillar drill 
were in full swing. Glyn sat and started to dive into his lunch amidst the cacophony 
of din. It was a scene I will never forget. Incidentally I have heard that Glyn, 
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amongst all the noise, and eating his lunch, he could pick out someone playing a 
flat note on the violin!  

This man willingly gave up his lunch breaks for the benefit of many pupils 
over the years. Both they and others he taught in formal workshop lessons have 
much to thank him for. There must be many anecdotes about Glyn Reece – let’s 
hear some more of them.” 
That concludes Ray's memories of DMS and we are ever in his debt for deciding to put down 

on paper what he could remember, all 16 pages for which I have been extremely grateful. 

Geoff. Marchant, Editor.  

 

Anthony Hitchcock (DMS 1951 to 1956) supplied me with his memories of life AFTER 

DMS and we have the second instalment now, following on from Page 7 of the June 2019 

newsletter. 

 

Anthony Hitchcock's memoirs continued... 

“ Although we managed to deliver a few aircraft to operators in 

Denmark, France and to the German Air Force, the program was not 

successful and was cancelled in 1977. I then got involved in the 

development of the helicopter interface side of a program to build a 

series of frigates for the German navy. I have never been so bored in all 

my life. At the time, network planning was the in method of project 

management, but all it meant was that the previous weeks’s work was 

chucked in the bin and then done again. I swore that I would never 

again have anything to do with the military.  
After consulting the family I accepted another secondment, this time to Toulouse in France, 

in the service department of the then recently formed Airbus Industrie, an industrial 

partnership of Germany´s MBB/VFW/Dornier, French Aerospatiale, Spanish CASA and 

British Aerospace (Hawker Siddeley Hatfield and Broughton). Fokker (Netherlands) and 

SABCA (Belgium) were also involved. The engines for the first A300 aircraft were from 

General Electric of the US, followed later by Pratt and Whitney. My boss was from Sweden 

and the department head was an American. After a few months I rented a house in Toulouse 

and the family was able to be together again. We enrolled the children in the German school 

that had recently been set up, a serious mistake as it later transpired. The job was interesting 

and required a lot of travelling, mainly to Hamburg, Bremen and Hatfield, but also to Paris, 

home of Air France and Frankfurt, home of Lufthansa. One trip to Frankfurt still sticks in 

my mind today. I was visiting Germanair, a local holiday charter operator. In the middle of a 

meeting with the engineering department one of them got up and walked out without saying 

anything. A short time later, the chap came back and said that Germanair would be merged 

with Hapag-Lloyd of Hanover and a lot of people could lose their jobs. I had been 

wondering for quite some time why my listeners seemed so inattentive. It wasn’t me because 

there was another meeting taking place at the same time between the management and the 

unions! Although I joined the Airbus program in 1978, well after it had been launched, I still 

belonged to the “pioneers”. We had only delivered about 60 aircraft and the order book was 

empty. Compare that with today’s figures of over 16,000 aircraft ordered and around 10,000 

operating worldwide, I guess we must have done something right! At weekends we were 

pure tourists, trying to see as much of south-western France as possible; Toulouse itself, 

Carcassonne, the Toulouse-Lautrec Museum at Albi, the gouffre de Padirac (underground 

river) and various other places of interest, not forgetting the wine growing areas, the 

Pyrénées, the Med and Atlantic coasts. We all learned to speak French, the children better 

and quicker than their parents (by then I had forgotten almost all my school French!) 

However the family language at home remained German and is still so today. At the end of 
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1980 we all returned to Bremen, as I had been offered the job of service manager at VFW 

and promotion only ever gets offered once. And another rented house! However I was still 

involved with Airbus in my daily work. One of my team’s responsiblities was to prepare a 

so-called accident repair handbook for the front fuselage of the Airbus A300, which was 

designed and built in Bremen. Normally repairs in that area would be limited to damage 

caused by cargo loading equipment or passenger stairs. It came in very useful a few months 

later when I was called out to fly to Porto Alegre in southern Brazil. An Airbus had left the 

runway after landing, careered into the jungle and suffered a collapsed nose landing gear. 

The undercarriage had folded backwards into the forward cargo hold, exactly the bit that had 

been built in Bremen. Together with engineers from France and a spare parts specialist from 

Hamburg we set about doing the damage survey and repair estimate. In all it took us ten 

days to finish the planning, but it took the repair team several months to get the aircraft 

flying again. Shortly after that I was given the additional job of looking after three military 

transports, Franco-German C160 Transalls, that our company had sold to the Indonesian 

government for their “transmigrasi” program. Together with a fleet of C130 Hercules 

aircraft, the program transferred 1.7 million families (6.85 million people) from 

overpopulated Java to other islands. I’m not sure it was a very good idea as it involved 

moving predominantly Moslem families to areas where other religions were practised. Our 

three aircraft logged more flying hours in twelve months than the entire French and German 

air forces together. We also had one or two technical issues that had never surfaced before in 

more than 20 years service with the military. Many of those old aircraft are still in operation 

and are now being gradually replaced by the Airbus A400M. 

Another discussion with my long-suffering family at the end of 1981 and it was back to 

Toulouse again, however this time we stayed for over twenty years. I was one of a team of 

managers in the service department, looking after the aircraft systems, electrics, avionics, 

passenger cabin and, in my case, the airframe structure. By now, sales of the Airbus A300 

and the new A310 had started to pick up and first development work had started on the 

A320. This time we put our two girls into the French school system. Best day’s work we 

ever did. They both passed their Baccalauriat (French A-Levels) with honours. However, 

our son stayed in Germany to finish his schooling there. We were still in rented 

accomodation as experience had shown that we never stayed very long in one place. We had 

a house in Germany for a few years but we never lived in it. It wasn’t until I was five years 

from retirement that we took the plunge and bought our own house in a small village in 

Gascony, about 30km west of Toulouse. However, we did buy ourselves a small weekend 

place on the Mediterranean, at Port Leucate, near Perpignan. From April to October we 

spent most weekends there. We were not too far from Spain and when visitors arrived, the 

first place we took them was the Salvador Dali museum in Figueres (Catalonia). Museums 

became a favourite pastime of ours. Over the years we visited the Prado in Madrid, the 

Louvre, Musée d’Orsay and Centre Pompidou in Paris and several others in London, 

Munich, Lisbon and further afield, such as the Chiang-Kai-Chek memorial in Taipeh. The 

job took me more or less all over the world and on a few occasions I was able to take my 

long-suffering wife along. We went to Hungary on holiday when it was still behind the iron 

curtain, and to Cuba before Fidel Castro handed power to his brother. (Another anecdote; we 

were in Varadero and in the car park adjacent to the hotel we noticed some European-

looking buses. A closer look revealed that they still had French number plates, from 

Toulouse! They were a gift of the French government to Cuba). We also went to South 

Korea, Hongkong, the Philippines and Taiwan. And thanks to lots of Air France air miles we 

were able to visit the USA. The job took me all over the world, to some interesting places 

that I never had the time to enjoy. My first trip to the Far East was one such; 7 countries in 

10 days, starting in Bangkok, and on to Melbourne via Singapore, Jakarta, Manila, Taipeh 

and Tokyo. I saw lots of airports, meeting rooms and hotels, but very little else. Sometimes I 
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had to go to places that were not so pleasant. On two occasions I had to go to Cairo to assist 

Egyptair to repair a damaged aircraft, and I spent a week in Johannesburg in the Apartheid 

days. I went several times to Bombay to help Indian Airlines with some technical issues. On 

one occasion I had to go to Hanover to do a damage survey on an A300 of charter airline 

Hapag-Lloyd. The aircraft had been severely damaged by huge hailstones during a freak 

storm at Munich airport. It was ferried to Hanover without passengers and arrived late in the 

evening. Contrary to popular belief airlines, especially holiday charter operators, don’t have 

spare aircraft so it was panic stations. I spent all night hanging in a safety harness from the 

hangar ceiling doing the damage survey and had the report finished by breakfast time, with a 

bloke from the insurance company looking over my shoulder all the time to make sure I 

wasn’t cheating! A chap from Boeing was doing the same survey on two B737’s that had 

been damaged in the same storm.The A300 was declared serviceable subject to replacement 

of a few parts. Sometimes there were some adventurous aspects to the job, like the time we 

sent a team from Toulouse into Baranquilla, Colombia to repossess a leased aircraft. The 

team managed to get all the spare parts out of the stores and on board. The pilots then flew 

the aircraft out to Miami in the middle of the night. I believe it resulted in a minor 

diplomatic incident. All the travelling to distant places makes one more tolerant, like the 

chaos of Abidjan in the Ivory Coast, Dakar, Senegal or Caracas in Venezuela, the 

overpowering smells of Bombay, or the endless queues at airports in the USA. Once I was 

able to spend a weekend on Penang Island, Malaysia, as it was on my route from Kuala 

Lumpur to Bangkok. Singapore was one of my favourite places, even if I didn’t see much of 

it. None of this could have been done without the help and support of my wife. On more 

than one occasion an urgent job had her packing a bag for me and bringing it to the airport 

so that I could leave on the next available flight out of Toulouse. In those days we had an 

unwritten agreement with the French domestic airline, Air Inter, who usually had a spare 

seat for Airbus people. I once flew to Paris on the jump seat in the cockpit as the flight was 

overbooked! All this of course was before the days of Ryanair, Easyjet and co. It was also 

before the days of E-mail and communication was by phone or telex. On one job in Cairo 

the only outside communication was to our spare parts centre in Hamburg, who then called 

my wife and my boss in Toulouse to let them know I was still alive. Some much needed 

engineering drawings were sent out with the crew of an Egyptair flight from London, having 

previously been taken from Hatfield by car to Heathrow. I remember when the first telefax 

machine was installed at Airbus, a huge piece of equipment called the Infotec 6000. I took 

up to 30 minutes to send a single A4 page that was then totally unreadable when it arrived at 

the other end.” 

Many thanks again to my fellow class-mate Tony, for all that very interesting account and 

we will finish his memories in the next edition. I have a few other accounts but supplies of 

such life accounts are now running low, so if you have an interesting story to tell us of your 

'at DMS' or 'after DMS' do please send them in – see editor's e-mail address in block at 

bottom of page 8. 

 
After I had finished recounting Dick  Raymond's memories, and some of Ray Haines as well last 

year, David Derham sent in his comments on the subjects both of them had raised and I start these 

here. He says:- “The first (section) is comments and memory comparisons to Ray & Dick’s pieces, 

which I much enjoyed reading and could not resist joining in. 

I think I may have written something about the Swimming Pool in an earlier submission but doubt if 

it was in the same context so thought I might think it over again for the record - as my memory 

allows me at 77 years of age, and ramble on from there! 

I was at Morgan’s from 1952 to 1957 so from a year earlier than Ray who, clearly did the full 'stint' 

into GCE 'A' levels. I was still in the classrooms on the quadrangle when the Swimming Pool was 

first built, so think it was when in Form four = 1955/6 as I distinctly recall being told-off for looking 

out of the window to watch the tractor/digger finishing off digging the hole in the ground after the 
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feeble manual attempts of Charlie and his gang of many gallant pupils (including yours truly) 

attempting to dig it out by hand! 

Yes! We all knew when HM Charlie Key got an idea he went at it with full gusto to get it done for 

minimum cost and as quickly as possible! The Fives Court was another venture of similar nature - 

when I learned how to mix mortar and lay bricks! - but I shall keep to the pool for now. By the time 

the pool was finished to the minimum standard possible to get water into it and boys having fun 

getting wet, I was in 5 Science. Both it and 5 Arts were homed in the new two-classroom block, built 

detached but off the end of the Chemistry Lab and very close to the swimming pool.   

The bit Ray could not recall was how this project began. My memory contribution offers the 

following.  

Charlie got the idea and went straight to work announcing the project at assembly one morning 

(probably in 1955) asking the boys to borrow their Dad's spades and to bring them into school where 

they would use them to dig the hole for the new pool! He had promised that "Dad's spades" would be 

looked after and locked up when not in use. 

There were many offers to help dig this hole, the time for which was not in lieu of classes in my 

memory but in the lunch break and after school, which I think I am right in saying was always 

supervised by the site 'boss' HM Charlie Key. So we dug the six feet depth end first, just one corner 

of it, the corner closest to the school playing field and the school. It was quite bizarre, we simply dug 

a few feet length in two directions at right angles to each other and straight down! When we got to 

the bottom, we began to build the concrete block outer wall along those lines. I recall the installation 

of the outlet drain well before hardly any of the hole had been achieved and the channel outside the 

wall for the drain pipe which ran parallel with Sam Napper's garden fence towards the Durleigh 

Road - perhaps to connect up with the road drain? We then proceeded to remove soil going towards 

the other end (I think all of the soil was used to form the embankment around the pool's periphery) 

but still only along the school field side - on the other side, even the six feet deep end, the land stood 

untouched. 

Eventually. we built an outer wall along this side and then an inner wall to it. Then concrete was 

mixed and poured into the gap between the two bits of wall - but it was not all concrete that went 

into that space!  Several of "Dad's" spades and other implements began to go missing as they were 

slipped unnoticed into the wall gap just before the concrete was poured in and no doubt are still there 

today - if the pool is still there! 

So puny were our efforts, in terms of progress, that Charlie must have realised the project was never 

going to get finished by his method so probably annexed some funds from the school's budget to pay 

for more professional help to finish off the soil extraction and it was that phase of the project which I 

recall seeing from my (probably) fourth form classroom bordering the quadrangle.  

 

If I am correct, the project will have begun in the 1955/6 school year and was useable (but only 

barely) by the 1956/7 school year. The Professionals completed the digging and built more or less 

the entire inner wall (probably pulled down our feeble efforts) as it needed to meet minimum 

standards for rendering into a water-proof  boundary which was then painted blue - I think? As I 

recall when it was first used, there was no surround to the pool that one could walk on. One had to be 

careful walking on the rough edges of the concrete blocks before plunging in. Getting out was even 

more precarious. I cannot recall if the slab-stone surround was in place before I left Morgan's in the 

summer of 1957 but if not, feel sure it was the next project to complete for Charlie Key.” 

(Many thanks, David. To be continued.....) 

 

DMS Old Boy Commemorated at the Menin Gate. 

Dick Raymond brought our attention to a report in the Bridgwater Mercury of April 2nd 2019. 

Haygrove school Year 8 students had recently explored the battlefields of WW1. Staying near Ypres, 

they had also visited the Menin Gate and laid a wreath in memory of Gerald Bishop who had lived 

at Durleigh Road and attended DMS, though as Dick points out, that would then have been at the 

Mount Street site. He had died at the third battle of Ypres in 1917 and is commemorated on the 

Menin Gate memorial to the missing “along with 54395 Commonwealth soldiers who died in the 

area and have no known grave.” He is also one of the 55 old boys of DMS shown on the 1914-1919 

War Memorial in the present Haygrove School Entrance Hall – see the March 2016 OM Newsletter. 
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As I am rapidly running out of space here, and I must include a report of the dinner, David 

Derham's appreciation of 'Oscar' Brydon will have to wait until our March 2020 Newsletter. Also, 
we have a picture in the archives of the swimming pool he refers to on page 6 here – Hopefully I will 

be able to use that as our front page picture next time.Pictures of the dinner will appear online 

a.s.a.p. 
 

On 28th May I heard from Roger that Nigel Venner had just had a Kidney transplant and was in 

Southmead Hospital convalescing, but I have heard nothing since. We wish him all the best of 

health. 

 

I have also heard that OM Tony French (DMS 1948 to 1950) died 10.03.19. May he rest in peace. 

 

Dick Raymond let us know on 02.07.19 that planning permission had been given for the new school. 

 

On 2nd of July, Roger having just got back from holiday, told us that there was a chance, at £30 each, 

to go on a tour on the following day, of the Sedgemoor Battlefield. Time was therefore against us 

and I haven't heard if any one of the committee managed to get a ticket and go. 

 

On 28.08.19 Roger sent me the “Appointment of Prefects” document which Terry Sealey had 

found. I am going to enclose it in this Newsletter after the Dinner report, so you have a bumper issue 

this time! I have done this as it is an ancient document which refers directly to DMS, so I did not feel 

putting it in an appendix was appropriate. 

 

On 29.08.19 Roger sent me notice of the availability of two computer documents requested from 

Bridgwater College by OM committee member Brian Scott. These are “The  Lord Biffen Prize 

Winners” and “The Lord Biffen Prize Booklist” – 12 Years PDF or Word versions of pictures and 

stories about the recipients and the prizes.” More another time. 

 

The OM 2019 Dinner by OM Secretary Roger Richards. 

61 Members of the Old Morganians (ex pupils of Dr Morgan’s Grammar School for Boys) 

held their Annual Dinner at the Wembdon Village Hall on Saturday the 21st of September 

2019. The catering for the sit-down meal was provided by Vagabonds Carnival Club and a 

convivial evening was enjoyed by all. 

Entertainment was in the form of an excellent, and very amusing, speech by local Author 

and Historian Roger Evans. In his speech Roger referred to some personal experiences from 

his own time at Dr Morgan’s and why he thought it an excellent School. 

One example was when he was on a cross country run and got detached from the other 

runners in a local village. A lady driver stopped and asked whether he wanted a lift, which 

he accepted. However, she dropped him off right in front of a PE Teacher at the School who 

said: ‘Well Evans, I must admire your creativity, but you will definitely be in a lot trouble if 

you do that again’! 

Another was when, after having left the School for several years, he met a Teacher and, in 

the conversation, Roger said that he wondered why he and other pupils got away with being 

able to go behind the cricket pavilion to smoke cigarettes. The Teacher explained that all the 

Teachers knew what was going on but thought that if they banned them from going there the 

smoking pupils were most likely to go outside the School to smoke and that would upset the 

neighbours and create a rubbish problem! 

To counteract any idea that there was a lack of discipline in the School he also said that Dr 

Morgan’s, maintained order on a graduated series of punishments. Minor infringements 
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were most likely to be punished by having to write out, by hand, a copy of the School Rules 

or write an essay on a subject relevant to the infringement. At the highest level corporal 

punishment would be used by methods which thankfully would be illegal in modern days, 

but were used by all Schools in those days. The application of this type of punishment was a 

rarity and the School Rules were very well understood by all pupils. 

Depending on where they lived all pupils and teachers were allocated to ‘Houses’ named as 

Cromwell, Fairfax, Hopton and Wyndham. These provided the basis for all kinds of both 

physical and brain use activities, essentially everything from Athletics to Chess. The 

friendly rivalry between the Houses was still apparent at the Dinner! 

Roger explained that the names of the Houses originated from famous historical people 

dating back, in some cases, to the 17th Century. The School itself dates from 1723 and had 

premises at Mount Street and then, from 1935, in Durleigh Road. The Grammar School 

became a Comprehensive School in 1973 called Haygrove and is now known as the 

‘Quantock Education Trust’. 

Roger was one of the founder members of the Dr Morgan’s Association (with Bill King and 

Mike Dodden in 1998) which amalgamated with the Dr Morgan’s Society in 2012 to 

become Old Morganians; 

He was the youngest ever Councilor to serve on Bridgwater Borough Council; He was the 

Chairman of Bridgwater Carnival Committee; 

He worked for 33 Years as an IT Specialist for Courtaulds and then became a Lecturer at 

Bridgwater College; He has written and had published multiple books, mostly on Bridgwater 

and Somerset topics. 

Dinner photo by Dave Peek of Speaker Roger Evans 'in full flow' 
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The “Appointment of Prefects” for Dr. Morgan's School, found by Terry Sealey. 

 

Roger said “Terry Sealey sent me the attached on the 12th of August 2019. I subsequently 

asked him some questions about this subject that are summarised in the table below. I tried 

at some length to copy and paste the images into this message, without success. You will 

need to open the attached. 

The document certainly looks old to me and reflects a time when DMS was much more 

religious than when I attended!” 

 

Questions and Answers regarding Appointment of Prefects at Dr Morgan’s School. 

 

Questions from Roger Richards Replies from Terry Sealey 

Would you mind if this was circulated? 

Please circulate as you wish I was wondering 

if it could go on the D.M.S. site? 

Do you have any idea of the date of it? 

As to its date I am not sure but there is a clue 

in that the word 'King' has been crossed 

through and replaced with 'Queen' which 

would make it prior to 1952.* 

Did you go through any similar ceremony? 
This is exactly the ceremony that I went 

through in 1966. 

How did you find it? 

I knew I had somewhere the hand written and 

printed prayers, used at morning assembly, 

that were kept on the lecturn on the stage, but 

I couldn't find them when I looked a few 

years ago. Trying to de-clutter the attic this 

week I discovered the folder containing both 

the prayers and the prefect ceremony. 

 

*I replied to Roger that, as the language was very religious and DMS was formed right back 

in 1723, was it not more likely that the Queen referred to was Victoria who came to the 

throne in 1837 following on from King William IV? (Actually, I didn't know the date or 

King's name so had to ask my wife for that information!) If so, then the document could be 

really ancient, not just stemming from 1952. Can anyone comment on that possibility? 

Note that on page 11, i.e. the second page of the document, in the 4 th line from the bottom, 

it is actually “who am”, but as the last leg of the 'm' is “kicked back” it looks like  'who are' 

– which would definitely not be DMS grammar! (See 'm' in “men”, middle of the same 

page). 

What a historic document – Thank you so much Terry, Dick, and Roger. I will try to 

remember to get Greg Kett to put it on our website when he does all the other updates early 

in the New Year 2020.  

N.B.It's three more years before we have another very significant date: DMS founded 1723, 

i.e. 300 years ago in 2023. - Ed. 
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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  

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 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 

mailto:mdodden@aol.com
mailto:yattonmarchants2010@hotmail.co.uk
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