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From the Headmaster’s Desk, December 2012:
Fellow Heads told me that my first term would be something of a honeymoon and not to worry too much; I wish I could say that was true – what a term we have had! The crease has been flooded for the majority of the time due to the incessant rain. Those people who know about these things tell me that the water table has risen and hence there is very little that can be done to improve the situation for the present. That said, I am delighted to report that we at least managed to play our first proper game of rugby there this week for the annual School House v Grindal match, and many congratulations to the victorious School House.
On the weekend of the 14th and 15th of September I very much enjoyed taking part in the OSB celebrations. The dinner on the Friday was a wonderful experience and I particularly enjoyed having the opportunity to share your memories of the school. I still can’t quite get over the fact that we used to have a school glider! On the Saturday I was truly privileged to join with a packed chapel in listening to Mrs Hazel Barker recall the inspiring story of her husband, PC William ‘Bill’ Barker. At the close of the service Hazel and her family unveiled a plaque to commemorate Bill’s life and a tree was planted alongside the entrance to the school. These are a wonderful lasting memory to the heroic actions of this amazing St Beghian. 

On the Tuesday of my third week I walked into my study to be greeted by a telephone call from the Independent Schools Inspectorate and informed that they were ringing to let me know that they would be sending a team of six inspectors to look into every area of school life and arriving the following week! Such inspections have two main purposes, the first is to check that we are complying with the mountain of regulatory compliance and the other is to report on a whole range of areas of school life, to identify what we are doing well and what we could do better. I am delighted to say that we passed all areas of our regulatory compliance checks and had a very favourable report on the school, with comments such as “The personal development of pupils is excellent and they leave the school with a set of values and competences to serve them well in later life...”; “Excellent pastoral care throughout the school ensures that pupils are well known, and looked after very well, and feel very secure and happy” and “Behaviour is excellent”. On a personal note it was gratifying to see that they had picked up a flavour of my three weeks of work, “Under the newly appointed Headmaster, the school already shows signs of significant improvement. A clear vision for the school has been communicated to all members of the school community”. Inevitably, there are of course areas where we need to improve and the main recommendations will see us looking closely at our curriculum, the way we record pupil progress, staff appraisal and the development of an outdoor learning space for our Prep children. Whilst the inspection week was a real challenge for the school community, it gave us a focus and brought us all very close together. The report has given us a framework to work with and we now look forward to continuing to improve the service that we offer to our pupils. 

During half-term I was fortunate enough to travel to Berlin with Jane Hawley, my Registrar, to meet new and existing agents and parents and to tell them about the work of St Bees School. Jane also attended a fair in Bulgaria earlier in the term and we are travelling to Russia in March. In addition, I have plans to visit the Far East before the Easter break. Such visits are invaluable in helping to promote the work that St Bees School does and show how we offer a truly world class education to our pupils.  We have moved the International Study Centre into the Whitelaw Building and the students are benefiting from the significantly improved facilities on offer to them. The recruitment of international students provides the school with wonderful diversity - we have some first class overseas students, who join us with a willingness to learn and an enthusiasm to take part in all aspects of school life.

In the coming months a vitally important part of my role will be the promotion of St Bees School – building up links with overseas contacts, hosting events here at school, visiting parents and partners to inform them of the rich benefits of a St Bees’ education and the inestimable value of joining a community such as ours. This is a vital part of my job and I would be most grateful for the help and support of any St Beghians who may have contacts at home or abroad in order to spread our message. 

Returning from the trip to Germany, I was having lunch with some prospective parents when news came that the school was flooding. To my horror I discovered the main hallway underwater and over four feet of water pouring down from the main entrance. The Foundation basements were completely flooded as were the basement areas in Barony. Our pupils were amazing in their support and assistance in trying to keep the water out and away from the buildings. Unfortunately, at the point when the water reached the main power supplies, we had to take the decision to evacuate the building and call for the fire brigade. The fire engine from Egremont was soon at the scene and after three hours the worst of the water had been pumped out of the buildings. The clean-up operation lasted several days and, as usual, our wonderful support staff did a first class job. 

Those who have visited the school this term cannot fail to notice the improvements being undertaken on Grindal House; this £250,000 project will see the exterior of the building restored to its former glory. In addition, there has been a great deal of work undertaken to repair the rear aspects of properties on Lonsdale Terrace and an extensive refurbishment programme for shower and toilet facilities on School House. Boarding at the school is flourishing at the moment and the move to make each of the four houses home to pupils from first to sixth Form has proved hugely popular with students and staff. 
Sadly, other commitments precluded my attending the Scottish Dinner and Yorkshire Lunch this year, but I was very pleased to meet with the members of the Newcastle Branch last month for an excellent evening. In addition, it was also a real treat to be invited for lunch to join those competing in the Critchley Cup at Formby Golf Club on the 21st October. This was a splendid demonstration of old and young St Beghians coming together in a shared love of this flourishing school sport.  I am delighted that the school and the St Beghian Society are able to work so closely together and I very much appreciate the support that has been offered to me by so many members of the Society since I took up my post. 

I would also like to mention the St Bees Autumn Ball on Saturday 21st September at which Stuart Lancaster (FN/AC 80-88), Head Coach of the England Rugby Union team, will be present. Details below and on the enclosed form. Please keep an eye on the school’s website: www.st-bees-school.org for further information. The website is also a perfect way to keep in touch with all our news and events.

Finally, I hope that you and your families had a very happy Christmas and I wish you all a peaceful New Year. 
James Davies.
St Bees School and The St Beghian Society

~  Autumn Ball  ~
at which Stuart Lancaster (FN/AC 80-88) 
Head Coach of the England Rugby Union team 

will be present.
Saturday 21st September 2013 

(St. Beghians’ Day)

Further details & return slip enclosed

REUNION DINNER (1960s/early 2000s)

When I drove back to Bristol after attending OSB Day in September 2011, I felt somewhat disappointed that many of my contemporaries whom I had been hoping to meet had not been there and that with Philip Capes and his wife about to retire, there had been a feeling that the school was coming to the end of an era. I was therefore uncertain in the summer of 2012 whether or not I would enjoy another visit to the school on 14th September 2012.
The facts that:-

1. There was to be a Reunion Dinner on the Friday night prior to OSB Day
2. It would be a chance to meet the new Headmaster
were enough to persuade me to drive up the dreaded M6 once again.

I have to admit that once I saw the list of those attending the dinner and realised that I was twenty years older than any of them, I was again disappointed, but that disappointment soon disappeared when I found myself privileged to be sitting next to the new Head, James Davies, at the dinner.

He proved to be a real breath of fresh air and I was amazed how quickly he seemed to have been able to “get his feet under the table” and create a new positive attitude in the school in spite of the very difficult times in which we are all currently living. His honesty and desire to run a school which gave equal opportunities to every pupil regardless of their individual abilities came over strongly and I was also very impressed with his thoughts on various new initiatives which might be introduced into the school in order to give it an edge over other competitors in the battle to maintain the intake of new pupils.

The dinner itself was very well supported with 68 former pupils attending and another 31 wives, girlfriends and others accompanying them, plus a further 20 current and former members of staff and prefects. The catering was superb and a good time was had by all. The President of the Society, Anthony Wills, and the new Headmaster both spoke and both gave an upbeat report on the state of health of the school. I thought the highlight of the evening was when Stephen Lees got up and advised the assembled gathering that in 1960, when he was at school, the first XV had beaten Sedbergh at Sedbergh by 13 points to 9 and that twelve of that team were present at the dinner. They were invited to stand and identify themselves and received applause from all the other diners. They were Graham Arscott, Adrian Bagott, Mike Blyth, Richard Burton, Christopher Cummins, Peter Dixon, Michael Harrison, Stephen Lees, Michael McIntosh-Reid, Peter Richardson, Bob Stringer and Dacre Watson.

At the end of the dinner photographs were taken of these twelve sitting in the places which they occupied in the 1960 1st XV team photograph (see photo link below).

I personally found that virtually everyone I spoke to afterwards thought the combination of the Friday night dinner with OSB Day on the Saturday had been a great success, as it had been some years earlier when both Tony Cotes and John Bell ran similar dinners. It does though involve a lot of extra work for those charged with the organisation of it, but I feel sure that they too felt very pleased with the turnout of OSBs which they achieved. My feeling is that we should try to do something similar again soon, either for another age group or possibly endeavour to persuade an OSB “celebrity” to attend such a dinner and thus draw in members who have not been back to the school for a long time.

Alec MacCaig (FS 42-46) 

(Photos may be seen at http://www.st-beghian-society.co.uk/jan13bulletin)

A list of those who attended follows preceded by a number of emails which were received from well-wishers, along with a personal observation of the night from afar:
Michael Cotterell (M 57-65) – “I would have loved to have been able to join you this Friday for the reunion dinner, at which many of the pupils of my time on the staff will be present. I would particularly have wished to meet up again with Mike McIntosh-Reid of whom I have special memories. Sadly my health does not allow me to make the trip to Cumbria to be present, but I would be delighted if there could be some reference of my good wishes to all those gathered there who might remember me. Sadly my hopping days are well past and I now suffer the effects of too much strain on the leg. However it is good to be able to get about even though I cannot do all that I would wish. My best wishes to all connected with the school.”
James Green (F 56-61) – "Due to a change of circumstances over here (in Australia) I'm afraid that Andrea and I are not going to be able to get to the reunion. ….I was really looking forward to coming and catching up with the guys, learning something of what had happened over the last 50 or so years and also reliving our youth. Unfortunately I must accept that it cannot be. I am sorry to let people down, especially Dacre Watson, Steve Lees and David Lord and Pam Rumney from the school after the efforts they have made. I will be there in spirit."
Richard Goss (FS 62-67) – “Unfortunately due to another commitment I am now unable to come to the reunion. I am sure it will be a great evening. The previous one was an occasion I will always treasure - my wife now understands why St Bees always means so much to me.”
Nigel Gilpin (M 64-67) – “Many thanks for including me in the list of invitees to the dinner. If all goes to plan, Janet and I will be on the high seas marking our 55th (cor!) wedding anniversary so it will be impossible for me to be with you at what I am sure will be a memorable party.
I remember with real pleasure both my years on the St Bees staff and my attendance at a previous reunion dinner – could it be ten years ago?  Do please give my best wishes to any St Beghian who both recalls me and doesn’t mind being reminded of our working together, to coin a phrase. 
The mention of me in the recent magazine brought the memories flooding back.  I really derived colossal benefit from my short time in Cumberland, as it then was.”
Those in attendance were:
	OSBs:

	Graham Arscott (FS 56-61)
	Jordan Davies (97-01)

	Mark Atkinson (SH 95-02) and Ee Ying Atkinson
	Peter Dixon (FS 56-63) and Alyson Dixon

	Adrian Bagott (F 56-61)
	Stephen Downham (G 61-65) & Kornelia Downham

	James Bell (E 63-66)
	Paul Drysdale (SH 95-02)

	Mike Blyth (SH 56-61) and Danielle Blyth
	Matthew Drysdale (SH 98-05)

	Mike Brandwood (FS 61-66) and Kate Brandwood
	John Dunn (FS 64-69)

	Ian Buchanan (SH/AC 95-02)
	Richard Ferry (FN 59-64) & Sandra Ferry.

	Richard Burton (F 56-61) & Wanda Burton
	Martin Field (F 63-66)

	David Bushby (SH 95-02)
	George Gibson (F 59-64) & Patricia Gibson

	Gerald Chalk (FN 64-69)
	Rodney Godber (FS 57-62) & Marilyn Godber

	John Colver (SH 60-64)
	John Goss (FS 60-65) & Lynne Goss

	Simon Cook (SH 66-69)
	Ben Greene (G 04-11)

	Chris Cummins (G 56-62) & Susan Cummins
	Nigel Halfpenny (FN 62-67)

	Darryl Davies (FS 62-68)
	Mike Harrison (G 56-61) and Sue Harrison                                   (continued)

	Martyn Hart (SH 63-68)
	David Smillie (FS 63-68) & Doreen Smillie

	Michael Hedley (FN 60-63) and Mary Otter
	Bob Stringer (FS 57-61) & Vicki Stringer

	Steve Hewetson (SH/AC 96-03)
	John Taylor (G 62-66)

	Dave Hughes (FS 64-68) & Val Stewart
	Simon Temple (SH 64-69) & Sally Temple.

	Nick Hunter (SH 63-67) & Bette Hunter
	Drummond Thorne (F 56-60)

	John Jones (M 59-69)
	Jerry Tsang (SH 96-03)

	Ivan Jones (FN 60-64) & Babara Jones
	John Turnbull (F 62-65)

	Tony (Charlie) Lamb (FN 63-67)
	Dacre Watson (SH 56-62) & Ann Watson.

	Stephen Lees (G 56-62) & Lesley Lees
	Don Williams (FN 61-64) & Linda Williams

	Gareth Lewis (SH 96-03)
	Anthony Wills (FN 60-64) & Joanna Wills.

	Mike Lockhart (FS 61-66) & Helen Lockhart.
	John Woodhouse (SH 99-02)

	David Lord (SH 60-65) and Fiona Lord
	Cyrus Yeganeh (SH 96-03)

	Alec MacCaig (FS 42-46)
	

	Jordan Madrick (SH 95-02)
	Staff:

	Nathan Mainey (SH 95-02)
	James Davies (Head)

	Kieran Marshall (SH 98-05)
	Debbie and Marcus Clarkson

	Mike McIntosh-Reid (SH 56-61)
	Jane Hawley

	Clive Milburn (F 58-63)
	Huw and Chris Lewis

	Andrew Mitchell (FS 63-68)
	Stuart and Janet McNee

	Joshua Oldham (SH 06-11)
	Hugh Turpin and Vanessa Cowley

	David Parker (G 63-68) & Sue Parker
	Julian Needham (School Photographer)

	Daniel Pitchford (G 95-02)
	Former Staff:

	Ben Prince (SH 96-03)
	George Patterson

	Hugh Redway (G 62-67) & Jennifer Redway
	Tony and Catherine Winzor

	
	School Prefects:

	Paul Rew (F 61-66) & Susan Rew
	Anthony Armstrong (Head Boy)

	
	Georgiana Oldham (Head Girl)

	Peter Richardson (G 57-60) & Patricia Richardson
	Lucy Bushby

	
	James Last

	Ian Scott (M/G 60-63) & Caroline Scott

	Rowan Mellor

	
	Chloe Smart


Reunion 2012 - Observations from Afar

Ever since I left St. Bees in 1961 I have wondered how my year at school got on in the world (or in some cases how the world got on with them, as there were some pretty independent characters!), for to tell you the truth, I had great confidence in what I thought was a very talented group. So when on one of my irregular visits from Australia, Dacre Watson and Ann and Andrea and I had lunch and Dacre suggested a 50th reunion, it seemed an excellent idea. Regrettably it transpired that neither Dacre nor I were good organisers, so it was not until Dacre ran into Steve Lees and Steve contacted David Lord and Pam Rumney at the school that things got moving.  

Alas, I was prevented from coming at the last minute by family illness but Dacre kindly sent me the photos and provided me with identifications and comments. So let me provide some vicarious reaction.

First to the participants (comments on the 60s generation):
 * First comment is that many people invited their wives. Perhaps for this generation, at least, Sam Parkinson’s allegation of devotion to fast women and slow racehorses may not have been fulfilled. 

* I always remember that the late George MacFarlane’s widow said, somewhat resignedly, that as far as she was concerned the Old St. Beghians she met were all the same, so I suspect that there might have been some instant bonding by wives.

* People looked good. Still in reasonable shape and even sometimes recognisable after fifty years (often by the smiles). Also they looked prosperous and happy. 

* There was obvious interaction and animation. People were enjoying themselves. They were glad to see one another.

The School:
* Threw itself into the event, with champagne in the library and delightful settings for dinner. Some inspired touches in the tables named for Governors and others who have contributed to the school. Team photos on display (I have to mention the Sedbergh victory here-you were a great captain Mike and we were a good team). Also Australian wines. I think we have David, Pam, the Archives, and Marketing to thank a lot for this effort and creativity.

* It was so good to see the participation by the Headmaster and Head Boy and Girl. This continuation of links is important, not to mention flattering for the Old Boys. What happened to the Crease? Standing water near the try line in the middle of September?

Anyway it looked a splendid occasion. Would that I could have been there.
James Green (F 56-61)
The School Archives
Books, prints, photographs, programmes, scrapbooks, silverware, guns, swords, oil paintings, school uniforms, musical instruments, recordings, canes, diaries, magazines, letters, in fact, you name it and the School Archives are probably looking after an example of it, and we are always looking for more.
The collection has not happened by chance. In the 1980s a start was made by Mr I.C. Robson, then Head of Physics, to gather together what had survived from some four hundred years of school life.
I took over as Archivist in the early 1990s and have continued the process of collecting and preserving material. The Archives are now stored safely in rooms in Foundation. In recent years the collection has been enhanced by occasional donations from Old St. Beghians and every donation is welcomed, no matter how apparently trivial. Should any reader care to look at the Archives, just contact:

Dr A.J.H. Reeve (Archivist) at the St. Beghian Society address.
Tel: (01946) 822472 or email: tony@ajhreeve.plus.com
SOCIETY WEBSITE

Please remember the St. Beghian Society website at
 www.st-beghian-society.co.uk 

Please take time to have a look at it for up to date information and news of events that may arise in between Bulletin issues. 

We would certainly welcome any comments that you may have.
Additional Photographs to enjoy!

Once again we have created an electronic version of the Bulletin with the same text as the postal version but with the addition of many photographs from various events, dinners and socials. If you have access to a computer and would like to see the additional photos to augment your enjoyment of your postal version, please go to the address below:

http://www.st-beghian-society.co.uk/jan13bulletin

We hope that you enjoy the photographs!

St Beghians’ Day

Saturday, 15th September 2012

The Annual General Meeting of the Society, for which the minutes appear below, was followed by a service in the school chapel, which commemorated the life of P.C. Bill Barker (G/SH 78-83), whose tragic death occurred in the Cumbria floods in 2009. A plaque was unveiled and a tree planted in his memory. The service was conducted initially by the school chaplain, Clifford Schwarz, and then by the vicar of Egremont, the Rev Richard Lee.                       

Lunch was taken in the Foundation, and during the afternoon, matches were played at hockey (OSB 5 v The School 3), rugby (Blues 36 v Reds 32) and golf (The School 2 ½ - OSBs ½). Events concluded with a reception hosted by the Headmaster. Those who signified their attendance in advance are listed below along with others whom we know were present on the day. A copy of the address given by Hazel Barker at the memorial service may be read at www.st-beghian-society.co.uk under OSB Notices or a copy may be obtained by contacting the St. Beghians Society office on osb@st-bees-school.co.uk or 01946 862408.
	BRANDWOOD, P.M.H. (Michael)
	FS 61-66
	JOHNSTON, D.T. (David)
	FN 41-44

	BRINDLE, J.S. (James)
	G 49-53
	JONES, I.S. (Ivan)
	FN 60-64

	BULLOCK, J.F. (James)
	FN 44-48
	LAMB, A.C. (Tony)
	FN 63-67

	BURTON, R.J. (Richard) 
	FN 56-61
	LORD, A.D. (Alastair)
	SH 90-95

	CALVIN, R.P. (Roy)
	SH 78-83
	LORD, D.F. (David) 
	SH 60-65

	COTES, Elizabeth
	Ex Staff
	MACCAIG, A.S. (Alec)
	FS 42-46

	CROSSLEY-SMITH, S. (Steve)
	SH 47-52
	MAYNE, T.F. (Terence) 
	SH 47-52

	DAVIES, D.W. (Darryl)
	FS 62-68
	MERRIN, D.S.R. (Duncan)
	G 53-57

	DOWNHAM, S.A. (Steve)
	G 61-65
	PARKER, D.M. (David)
	G 63-68

	FIELD, G.M.H. (Martin)
	F 63-66
	REDWAY, H.W. (Hugh) 
	G 62-67

	GIBSON, G.W. (George)
	F 59-64
	REW, P.W. (Paul) 
	F 61-66

	GODBER, R.C. (Rodney) 
	FS 57-62
	RICE, A. (Alan)
	FS 49-54

	GOSS, J.R. (John) 
	FS 60-65
	RIGBY, J.A. (Tony)
	FS 44-49

	GOUGH, W.F. (Bill)
	SH 51-66
	ROBSON, G.C. (George)
	FN 57-64

	GRAHAM, J.A. (Tony)
	FN 53-55
	ROWLANDS, D.W. (David)
	G 62-65

	HALFPENNY, N.A. (Nigel)
	FN 62-67
	TAYLOR, J.H. (John)
	G 62-66

	HALL, R. (Richard)
	FS 64-68
	THYNE, M.T. (Malcolm) 
	HM 80-88

	HART, M.P.T. (Martyn)
	SH 63-68
	TURNBULL, J.A. (John)
	F 62-65

	HOLMES, E.S. (Stan)
	SH 39-45
	WILLIAMS, D.H. (Don) 
	FN 61-64

	INGLEDOW, A.B. (Anthony)
	F 45-47
	WILLS, A.J. (Anthony)
	FN 60-64


Minutes of the 19th (104th) Annual General Meeting

of the St. Beghian Society held in the Whitelaw Building

on Saturday 15th September 2012 at 10.30am.
Anthony Wills, the President of the Society, welcomed everybody to the 104th Annual General Meeting, but made reference to his disappointment at not being able to welcome ‘ladies’ as well as gentlemen. He went on to say that he was concerned about the relatively small number of female members who were actively involved with the Society and would welcome ideas of how to encourage more interest in the future.
Before starting the agenda, the President introduced James Davies, the new Head, and invited him to say a few words. James began by thanking Society members for all their support and referred to the Reunion Dinner the previous evening, which he felt had clearly shown the affection that people had for the school. He continued to say that St. Bees, along with many other schools in the north, was experiencing challenging times and that the support of the Society was very much needed. James mentioned the offer of assistance from Dacre Watson and other OSBs with regard to career advice and training opportunities for pupils, which he welcomed very much. He expressed his wish to do the best for each individual pupil, whatever their level and to celebrate all achievements. Important investment within the school was referred to, especially in respect of the improvements to Grindal House, the Golf Development Plan which had recently been accepted by the governing body and the move of the International Centre from Foundation to the Management Centre, which had been closed earlier in the year. The Head concluded by stressing his aim to encourage a new era of openness and honesty and asked that members pick up the phone and ring should they ever have any questions. James emphasised that he was very much looking forward to working with all Society members.

1. The Minutes of the 103rd Annual General Meeting held on Saturday, 10th September 2011 as published in the January 2012 Bulletin were approved and proposed by Mark Roberts and seconded by Richard Hall.

It was agreed that Matters Arising would be dealt with under AOB.

2. The Election of Officers:
a) Committee –R.P. Calvin, D.W. Davies, A.J. Haile and A.T. Johnston were due to retire this year. All four had expressed their willingness to continue. Their re-election was proposed by Bill Gough and seconded by Alec MacCaig.
b) Secretary and Treasurer – David Lord advised that he was prepared to continue. He was proposed by Darryl Davies and seconded by James Brindle. Anthony Wills thanked David for all his hard work in ensuring that the Reunion Dinner was such a success. David added that many people had given him a great deal of support which had proved invaluable.
c) Nominative Governors – Darryl Davies was due to retire this year but had indicated that he was willing to continue. As there were no other nominations, Darryl’s re-election was proposed by Donald Brownrigg and seconded by Richard Stout.
d) Golfing Secretary – James Doggett was re-elected, being proposed by Alec MacCaig and seconded by Steve Crossley-Smith.
e) Accounts Checker –Jason Spires, an old boy of the school, had checked the accounts for the Society for the last seven years and the Secretary advised that he was prepared to continue. In the past an offer of a small reward for his services had been made, but been refused by Jason. His re-election was proposed by Bill Gough and seconded by Mike Brandwood.
f) President Elect for 2013-2015 – Anthony Wills indicated that he had some names in mind, but that he would report to the March committee meeting with a definite proposal.

3. Grant to Golfing Society – Historically, the Society has always helped towards competition expenses by way of an annual grant to the Golfing Society. Last year £600 was given and it was proposed that the same figure should be offered this year. However, the Secretary stated that should a request for further assistance be received, he hoped the Society committee would give favourable consideration. For 2012/13 the figure of £600 was proposed by Mark Roberts and seconded by Alastair Lord. 

4.  200 Club Report and Draw – Darryl Davies reported that there were currently about 70 members but indicated that it would be good to reach 100. Darryl went on to mention the two donations which had recently been given to the school for the new climbing wall in the sports hall and the golf team jumpers, which left a total of £1600 currently in the bank. The Head had agreed to draw up some ideas for future projects. 
The September draw had taken place during the committee meeting 
immediately prior to the AGM with the following winners:
	PRIZE
	No.
	WINNER
	PRIZE
	No.
	WINNER

	£140
	18
	Sara Gough
	£20
	36
	Darryl Davies

	£40
	24
	Malcolm Dix
	£20
	40
	Tim Brown

	£40
	53
	Edward Thompson
	£20
	55
	Michael Binns

	£40
	23
	Bill Heslop
	£20
	32
	Nigel Halfpenny

	£40
	5
	Alastair Hayward
	£10
	60
	Martyn Hart

	£40
	38
	Philip Etchells
	£10
	12
	Stan Holmes



Stan Holmes kindly offered to donate his prize to start off the next appeal. Darryl Davies and Martyn Hart also agreed to offer their winnings for this purpose. 

5. Accounts – David Lord, Treasurer of the Society, presented the accounts which had been previously circulated and reported as follows:
a) Old St. Beghians’ Club Guarantee Trust Fund – The fund continued to receive rent from the school for the use of the Lonsdale Terrace properties and after allowing for expenditure, primarily the mortgage repayments for No.8 Lonsdale, a small surplus was made. All the other Lonsdale properties were completely free of mortgage and were shown at cost in the Guarantee Trust Fund accounts. As mentioned in previous years there was a considerable hidden asset value in the terrace as a whole. 
The cash in hand, or at least a significant part of it, given Society approval, could be lent to the school to help cover any short term funding requirement.
b) The St. Beghian Society General Account – The income and expenditure account showed a healthy surplus, which was due to some extent to the receipt of a generous donation from an old boy. Whilst postage rates had increased significantly, there had been an increase in the number of OSBs receiving mailings electronically, which had reduced the impact to some degree.
c) The St. Beghian Society Scholarship Fund – The fund in 2010-2011 provided bursaries for the children of five former pupils and all, apart from one, had left school in July 2011. This clearly explained why the total of grants has fallen significantly. In the half yearly Society Bulletins mention has continued to be made of the availability of bursary funding to assist with the payment of fees. In this respect, the Bursar was also fully aware of the Society’s desire to help, whenever possible, the sons and daughters of old boys/old girls.

The Deutsche Bank had recently been in touch and had suggested that the Society consider selling their investment with the Deutsche Bank and investing elsewhere. Our small investment was originally placed with Tilney & Co., which was taken over by Deutsche Bank in 2006, who now consider the St. Beghian Society’s portfolio to be too small to have on their books!

Within the next few months the Treasurer advised that he would be undertaking a full review of all the Scholarship Fund’s investments and would put forward recommendations to the committee at the next meeting in March.
d) The St. Beghian Society Trust Funds – Consolidated Trust Fund - This small fund continued to generate sufficient income to provide the school with an annual donation of £500 towards the cost of prizes awarded on Speech Day.
Acceptance of the accounts was proposed by Mike Brandwood and seconded by Richard Hall.

6. Any other business
i. Abbey Farm and the Restrictive Covenant 
Donald Brownrigg again raised the issue of Abbey Farm and the partial release of the restrictive covenant by the school governors. Since the committee meeting in March 2012, the President had written to the governors raising the concerns of Donald Brownrigg and Richard Stout. A copy of this letter, together with the reply from the school governors, was shown to DB and RS in the summer. Donald Brownrigg advised that both he and Richard Stout, notwithstanding the correspondence which had taken place, were still far from satisfied with the governors’ responses to some of the questions raised.

There followed a heated debate, which concluded with the President advising DB and RS that if they wished to continue in their quest for further information, they must do so by dealing directly with the governing body. The President stated that he felt strongly that the Society needed to move on and to continue providing the school with the support it needed.

7. Date of AGM and Old St. Beghians’ Day 2013 – Saturday 14th September, 2013 (subject to confirmation). 

N.B. Since confirmed as Saturday 21st September, 2013.
The President closed the meeting at 11.35am and thanked people for their attendance. 
OSB NOTES

James Bell (E 63-66) has solved the Riddle:
“Andy Mitchell (FS 63- 68) asked if anyone knew the whereabouts of Jimmy Riddle. Well, he’s alive and well and living in God’s Own Country with his wife of 38 years, Christine. They have a daughter Carolyn, who is a senior-funds’ lawyer and a five year old grandson (who is following in Riddle’s footsteps).
Riddle was one of those who believed that a rule was only made to differentiate between two alternatives. Testing the alternative was his metier, rabbit shooting (Shooting Eight practice), shed-tower climbing at midnight, “selling” punishment runs, group pub visits (Lake District pioneer routing), holding the 64 bass-pipe key (smoking in the Priory organ loft), rabbit stew (his combination of compo rations, bren blanks and a torch), long distance cycle riding (went home) and other exploits too numerous to mention.
Geoff Lees of the famous ‘I’ll beat this school into discipline’ speech, tested his management thesis (six in half an inch and draw blood) many times on Riddle, as did Stanion. Now that reminds me of another exploit - blowing a CO2 fire extinguisher under the flat door and shouting “FIRE”! In between all of this Riddle managed eleven O levels, was Northern Area Command runner up in shooting (the army brought in a sniper from Birmingham to make sure they didn’t lose), won a Royal Navy Flying Scholarship, played in the school play every year, won  house colours for shooting, running, gymnastics and swimming – those were the days!
Riddle now has a doctorate, is a noted research physicist and a quoted Border historian. He was a member of the team that successfully developed embryo transplants with a live birth some sixteen years ahead of California University. He successfully researched LGS and food allergenics and has developed advanced technology high power microwaving, coupled with modified carbon surface chemistry techniques for low carbon applications. His latest projects include converting mixed waste plastic into a Fischer Tropf surrogate used to make diesel, and a carbon, neutral multi-fuel combustion system for retrofitting on industrial scale systems.
Riddle gave the Grace at the recent OSB reunion, an honour for which he will be for ever grateful, it being a fitting counterpoint to his being (unfairly, of course) sent down for smoking, which was probably the least of his ‘crimes’ at the time.”

Peter Chambers (SH 44-48) has sent in the following:

“In response to the magazine’s plea for contributions I take the liberty to enclose my old school poem.  I came across these verses recently in a fairly poor state, having been written during my first two years on School House (1944-45). I have revised and rephrased some of them and I hope that older old boys will be suitably entertained by them. The A.A. Milne influence may be apparent, and I still consider him to be my favourite poet of all time!

A St. Bees Alphabet

	A    is for Awful the wind and the sleet

       resulting in chill blains all over our feet.

B    is for ‘B’ dorm and ‘Belsen’ as well.

       It’s cold and it’s drafty. We’re hungry as hell.

C    is the Chemie endured with ‘Yoong Mun’.

       Just endless equations but no firework fun.

D    is the Drenching one gets on long runs – 

       I suppose it is better than fighting the Huns?

E    is our Enemy, prefects to you,

       who chase and abuse us and punish us too. 

F    are the French verbs we learn with ‘Pa’ Lever.

      Trains passing the window give me a fever!

G    is for ‘Piggy’ whose real name is Gow;

       he’s just ruled the Head out of bounds for us now.

H    is our new Head, who’s wary and cold.

       He has a strict posture – at least he’s not old.

I     is the Interest demanded in sport.

       Don’t try to avoid it – you’ll only get caught.

J’s  Junior dayroom awash with ‘new ticks’,

       it’s all prep and fagging – and vanishing tricks!

K    is our Kitten - forbidden, of course -

       she lives in our study and eats like a horse.

L    is the Library, some fags favourite hide –

       no dashing for calls and a fire’s there inside.

L’s Too for Lever, who well leads the Corps,

      ‘Coom down the Armoury!’ need I say more?

M   is for ‘Monk’ Matthews, hot-tempered and freaky

       who, when he’s aroused, reports us to Reekie!

N    is the ‘Nardle’, a gent to be sure, 

       his English Lit. lessons were never a bore.

O    is for ‘Oh’, before I forget:

       Ma Brown dictates Hist’ry and I’m not her pet!

P     is dry Physics doled out by ‘Bog’ Wall.

       It’s double on Mondays and no fun at all!

Q    is for Queen. Well, what else could it be?

       Off to the boiler-room for toast for my tea.

R    is for Rugger which, played in the sleet,

       especially on Graveside, leaves one dead-beat.

S    are the Slops they dare to call porridge,

      with salt! And the taste like old cattle forage.

T    are the T.E.W.T.s which we learn in the Corps

      and stripping the bren – my field-craft’s poor.

U    is for Under-the floor in Big School,

       in Mr. Gee’s Latin, we’re liable to fool.

V    is for Victory – that well-versed refrain.

      But will it bring joy to our school once again?

W   is for Why are our meals so poor?

      And why can’t we even ask for some more?

X    are the X-rays of my broken bone –

      all thanks to the brake-test with front brake alone.

Y    is the Yard where we play our touch-rugger.

       You fall on the cement, you’ll bleed like a bugger.

Z    is the Zeal that I’ll feel at the end:

      Good-bye to St. Bees and to my best friend.


These verses were composed originally while still at school. Some were the worse for wear and had to be re-written by the 81 year old author. However, after all these years, I still have a vivid memory of my days at St. Bees, most of which I didn’t enjoy – except for my wonderful measles-related spell of three weeks in the San on the opposite side of the valley. I missed all the exams, had ghoulish food and exciting visits from Matron’s 14 year old daughter!

GLOSSARY

B – Dormitory on SH with nasty prefect aptly know as ‘Krames Bird of B-dorm Belsen’.

E – No apologies whatsoever do I make here!

F – Ex WW1 hut close to steam-train-frequented railway – very distracting.

G – Zittery, very old, stand-in Head. Well-known in my father’s time- 1914-1918.

J – New-boys, all being fags, were subject to call out by neighbouring prefects.

K – Soon discovered and presented to the Head’s children, who loved her.

M – Unpopular, irritable master who ran the unpopular congregational-practice.

O – Mrs Brown taught by dictating reams of notes. Ruined one’s handwriting.

P – Miserable master suspected of suffering from constipation. Hence his nickname.

R – Junior rugger field adjacent to hillside cemetery – smelly when wet!

U – Loose floor boards at back of Big School enabled one to descend below to discover old pens and papers and other treasures.

V – Well, certainly not in my time.

W – Food got worse as the rationing also. The Berlin air-lift didn’t help us either.

X – Hilarious event held on the steep gravelled lane behind School House. Boys had to descend hill on their bikes only to brake at end. Large 1st XV boys were supposed to catch one at the bottom.

L – There are 2 L’s as the library came as a brilliant memory later. However, there was by no means always a fire there. Inside heating at School House was luke-warm pipes where only privileged boys could sit – also in my father’s day.”
Callum Darbishire (FS 56-58) writes from Thailand:

“Our year in Thailand is coming up at the end of October (2012) and it has been a fascinating time, learning of the culture and habits of an intrinsically happy nation. We have met many local people, who have been most friendly and helped us to overcome some of the frustrations of living in this chaotic but charming country.

We have also met many interesting guests who have been neighbours on the development during our stay here, notably from Australia and Norway, with whom we have made good friends. Considering the distance, we have been delighted to entertain many friends and family from UK and Asia; some wonderful days and evenings have been spent together.

The villa has been a success - brand new and two metres from the pool; the roof patio has been a great area for barbecues, notably the one we held at New Year for 20 guests, and had the benefit of fireworks from the Hyatt Regency Hotel immediately behind us and Chiva Som International Health Spa next to it. A convivial evening was had by all. 

On 27th October, we arrive back in UK, collect the trusty BMW (which has been cared for by an ex colleague), unpack some clothes, visit family and shoot off to France on 5th November for the next episode of our overseas odyssey. We have rented a two-bedroom apartment near Beziers, in the Herault region of Languedoc - Roussillon; the apartment is on a secure development overlooking St. Thomas Golf Club, where I am hopefully going to reduce my handicap (and weight) by many days' exercise. I am also intending to purchase a bicycle, as the Canal du Midi runs nearby and the old towpath is a popular route. The development is 20 minutes drive from many beaches and Cap d'Agde harbour and lagoon, which is the centre of the shellfish growing area; we shall no doubt be spending some interesting lunchtimes there. Languedoc-Roussillon is also one of the most prolific wine growing areas in the world - it is not by accident that we chose to live there!  

One of the advantages of moving closer to UK is that it is under two hours by air to Beziers or Montpellier, which is accessible for weekend visits. The apartment has two bedrooms and a sofa bed on the ground floor, so we are hoping to welcome plenty of family and friends in the forthcoming twelve months. 

There are many other places of interest to visit in the area, mediaeval fortress towns, national parks, visits to Spain (about three hours by car) etc., so we shall be kept busy.” Contact address: 

48 Domain Du Lac, Golf St Thomas, Route de Bessan, Beziers. 34500. FRANCE.
Gervase Dodd (FS 56-61) recalls the following staff:
“Rev. Moule, who along with most other masters was called on to supervise cricket matches on weekday afternoons, was known for starting off his games with the injunction ‘Let us play!’ 
Tony Dearle, whose encyclopaedic knowledge of the European railway system ensured that no school trip every got lost, rode a large and noisy motorbike he christened "Boanerges", which he explained, were the ‘Sons of Thunder’.
John Hall, a heavy smoker, seemed to be able to produce a freshly-lit cigarette from his jacket pocket before the last syllable of his lesson had died away. He was fond of the double entendre of which physics was able to provide several. Amongst the more repeatable, and guaranteed like the rest to score a hit with teenage boys, was the axiom that ‘Every couple has its moment’. I bless John Hall for putting me off the Reader's Digest forever with the put-down ‘The Reader's Digest? Tinned strawberries in the strawberry season!’
Sam Parkinson, who seemed ready at the slightest prompting to depart from the French syllabus and go off on one of his lengthy shaggy-dog digressions, of which  the most famous and probably the longest was ‘A Day in the Life of a Madagascan Ferryman’, complete with anthropological details and diagrams on the blackboard. I recollect that the ferryman did nothing but lie on his back by the riverbank while his long-suffering women did all the work.  But it took about 30 minutes to explain this. As SP's French exam results were pretty good, it's obvious he knew very well when he was being tempted into a story.
P.F. Williams (M 48-58),  who had terrific style, including a selection of woollen ties in single pastel colours: ‘if you want to hear the sound of an "O", dahlings, say it over a lavatory bowl!’
Philip Lever (M 46 - 67), head of Meadow House in my time and who got me through German “O” level in one year: ‘Ein Pfad, the unfortunate word for a path.’ ”
David Ellis (FS 44 – 49) has written with the following:

“Having left the school in 1949, I was almost immediately called up for the mandatory National Service, which, after basic training, was served in the Royal Artillery mainly in what was then Tripolitania (now part of Libya) with the last few months spent in the Suez Canal Zone where I met up with my brother John Ellis (FS 45 – 50) also with the R.A. in a different regiment.

Upon discharge, I joined a firm of Timber Agents and brokers in Liverpool. After eighteen months in the softwood sales department specializing in Canadian lumber, I was sent to British Columbia, to work with our suppliers, where I spent twelve months in logging camps, sawmills and taking a course in grading lumber. On returning to the UK, I found that Britain was still struggling to recover from the war and as I felt my career prospects would be better in Canada, I emigrated to Vancouver in 1954 with my wife.

The first ten years were not easy as I worked for five small lumber companies, all of which went broke! I finally got a break and was appointed export sales manager for the largest wholesale lumber company in the US, based in Portland, Oregon. I remained with this company for fifteen years before joining another Portland company that wanted me to open a branch office for them in Vancouver, British Columbia. I was with them for another fifteen years, at the end of which, instead of retiring, I formed my own company (which I should have done much earlier) and kept on exporting lumber for a further seventeen years. 

In 2010, I finally decided to retire at the age of 79, just short of working 60 years in the industry. 

Sadly, my wife passed away some years ago. We had three children and I now have four grandchildren. I exercise daily and I travel overseas often, also regularly to the US and here at home in Canada. I have visited St. Bees a few times, the most memorable of which was as a member of the group of ex 1st XV players who assembled in the mid 1990s for the unveiling of the plaque commemorating our coach T.A. Brown.

If I knew the date well in advance, I would like to plan a visit for St. Beghians’ Day next year, as I will be travelling from Canada to attend my daughter’s wedding in Ireland in September, 2013.”
C. J. Lord (G 53-57) writes:

“Reading Alec Bingham’s reminiscences about discipline on Grindal 1949-51 refreshed some of my own memories of St Bees in the 1950s.

Although “on” Foundation, Grindal or School House, most of us started boarding at Eaglesfield or Meadow House. In my case it was Meadow House. This was about a mile up the south side of the valley. We had plenty of exercise built into the daily routine, even before the compulsory games or runs: there was a short morning run before breakfast; we cycled down for morning lessons, followed by lunch at whichever was our main house; up to Meadow House to change into games’ kit or CCF uniform; down for games or the weekly square bashing and up again afterwards; back down again for afternoon lessons three days per week; and back up for supper, prep and bed.

My first term at Grindal I was the bell fag. My duties included being up before anyone else in order to stand at the bottom of the main stairs and vigorously ring first bell at 7:15 am. This was followed at 7:25 with second bell, at which all members of the lower orders had to leave their beds. At 7:35 I had to run round the dormitories shouting “Ten minutes to go”. This was the signal for the senior boys to get up so that everyone would be in time for the morning run at 7:45.

Woebetide me if I failed to observe absolutely precise times for this daily ritual!

Mr Lever was the housemaster at Meadow; Mr Parkinson was at Grindal. Both taught French and German. Other teachers I remember were Nick Carter, Physics; Mr Wood, Chemistry; Major Crowther, Latin; Mr Aston, Maths; Mr Cawthorne, Geography; Bill Henderson, History. The Headmaster was J C Wykes. I can echo John West’s comments: my French lay dormant from passing ‘O’ level in 1957 until my work took me to France in 1976, when much of it came back, prompted surprisingly by a good sample of the local wine. Apart from Mr Dearle’s motorbike - a BSA 500cc Shooting Star, I think - Canon Last had a TR2 and Mr Lever a Jaguar Mk VII saloon, both quite exotic for the 1950s.

During the summer term we were allowed to roam the countryside on our bicycles. There were two “threequarter days” which were weekdays when normal activities were suspended from after breakfast until supper.

Sundays were also free but not until the end of morning chapel. I think the only rules were that we had to go in pairs and register with whom we were paired. Cycling to Keswick via Buttermere, Crummock and the Honister Pass was nothing extraordinary; returning via Cockermouth required stamina as tiredness was often aggravated by a strong headwind on the exposed stretch of road between Cockermouth and Whitehaven.

There were about 250 boys at the school. Scholars started in form IVa, the rest of us in IIIa or IIIb. The IVth and Vth had a, b and c streams. Remove existed only in the Christmas term for those who had failed to achieve the requisite ‘O’ levels in the summer. This was helpful to me as I had failed Maths in the summer. Five ‘O’ levels including Maths and English then opened doors to many careers which these days demand degrees. Thanks to Mr Lyle’s excellent tuition I passed in December and was able to leave school with six including the vital two.

In October 1956 the whole school went to the new nuclear power station at Calder Hall to see it officially opened by HM The Queen. One year later there was the fire, which caused much consternation. Milk from local cows was banned for human consumption owing to fears that the grass which the cows ate had been contaminated with radioactive particles. The abundant low cost electricity which had been promised never materialised!
After a few years working for a bank, I served articles and qualified as a chartered accountant. Moving into general management in my early thirties, over the next 24 years I managed four different manufacturing enterprises, with responsibility for up to 500 people. I was lucky to have worked with many good people from whom I learned much, but there was never any doubt that St Bees provided an enviable foundation for a career in industry.  There is much that is great about St Bees; not least the nostalgia which it evokes amongst its former pupils. It is always interesting to read about one's contemporaries and always pleasing to see that the school is continuing to thrive.

By the way, Bombardier Billy Morse must have been promoted since Alec Bingham left; he was a sergeant major when I was there!”
Helen Miller (Staff 85-09) has sent in the following:

“Does anyone remember Foli Folarin-Coker (“Coker”) (F/AC 82-84)?

When I was in Lagos, Nigeria, at the end of September for an educational exhibition, I had a meeting with a lady who wanted to know where I lived and some details of my background.  When West Cumbria was mentioned, the lady replied ‘not the school with the little train running through it – that is where my husband was educated!’ We all met the following day and reminisced about the school. Folarin is now a very successful businessman. He is hoping to arrange a nostalgic visit to St. Bees with his family during one of his trips to the U.K. some time in the future.  It really is a very small world!”

(Photo may be seen at http://www.st-beghian-society.co.uk/jan13bulletin)
Geoff Steven (G 59-64) remembers John West’s Physics’ master:

“The forgotten physics’ master was Mr. Cotterell. As for the Rev. Batey’s once a term sermon, fire and brimstone and a bit of pulpit bashing always woke us up for the last two minutes. It was an effort not to burst out laughing. His maths lessons were a trial if you were less than brilliant. One example of the next chapter on calculus would be on the blackboard then you were told to ‘complete the following six problems’. They were usually done in a fog.”
Robin Turner (G 52-57) recalls:

“I attended St Bees School in Cumberland, from around 1952 until 1957, first boarding in a preparatory house, called Meadow House, until I graduated to the main school, where I was allocated to Grindal, a white mansion by the railway line. The other houses included School House, and Foundation North and Foundation South, which were situated in the oldest buildings of the school, opposite the Priory.

The janitor of the main Foundation buildings, was a thin, wiry old man affectionately known by the boys as Gabriel. His province was the boiler room, which served the sprawling stone complex of class and assembly rooms, as well as the accommodation for the boys of the Foundation houses, North and South, their common rooms, studies and communal dining hall. This subterranean basement was filled with a huge boiler, coal and coke bunkers, and a variety of workshops and stores, for cricket nets, tents, and the paraphernalia of the CCF. This included a secure magazine for the Lee Enfield 303 rifles, or ‘Old Smellies’, which had been the mainstay of both world wars.

Such a tantalising underworld was a magnet for disaffected youths, over whom Gabriel exercised a benevolent eye, often comforting some home-sick boy with a word or a small gift, to lift the boy from his misery. Gabriel had a keen eye for the smaller underdogs and for their bullying tormentors, and would show the lads how to avoid and resist the inevitable few, power-corrupted larger boys.

On the main corridor leading from the old assembly hall in Foundation, a long corridor ran towards the chapel, at the end of which was a row of twelve communal lavatories, and hand basins, known simply as ‘the bogs’. The cubicles had no doors, the better for prefects and masters to spot ‘malingerers’, and the ‘bogs’ or lavatories consisted of simple holes in the continuous timber bench box which ran through each cubicle. The system was flushed by a stream of water periodically released down the open channel below the seats.

One day when I was just a junior in the third form, Gabriel had clearly observed that I and a few of my usual companions had been the target of some bullying by a group of fifth formers. Quite often we would see him standing by as our classes changed, providing an opportunity for our tormentors, unsupervised by a teacher, to strike. One day after he had despatched a particularly obnoxious cabal of bullies, he called us over and murmured, ‘Meet me outside the bogs, just after lunch, boys, an’ we’ll jist gie the marrers a taste o’ their own medicine!’
Baffled, we thanked Gabriel for his timely intervention, and agreed among ourselves that we had nothing to lose by a rendezvous with our protector. At around one pm our small group approached the door to the bogs, anxiously scanning the throng for Gabriel.

Now after lunch, as the tapioca pudding took effect, there was usually a stampede for the lavatories. The pecking order dictated that the senior, older boys were released from the dining halls first, followed sequentially by the lower orders, with the ‘younkers’ such as ourselves consigned to the tail of the stampede. Thereafter it was a matter of waiting in a jostling queue along the corridor, which slowly advanced as the seniors departed one by one.

As was often the case, our tormentors were but one or two classes ahead of ours, as those more senior disdained any conversational truck with the ‘younkers’, and we tried to avoid their attention, while scanning the corridor for Gabriel. As we neared the head of the queue, Gabriel suddenly appeared holding a large biscuit tin and beckoned us to follow him, with the command, ‘You boys, come and lift the vaulting horse over to the Gym, pronto!’ This ruse may even have gained some fleeting sympathy from the boisterous bullies as we trooped out of the corridor behind Gabriel.

Once outside he lead us around the side of the building and through a locked door into the room immediately behind the cubicles. Here was located the water supply and a large cistern, which, when triggered by a ball-cock, periodically flushed the channel beneath them with a mini-tsunami!

After he had explained the workings of the cistern, Gabriel opened the lid of his biscuit tin to show us a small pile of rags and cotton waste. ‘Now lads, who has heard of the fire ships used by the Chinese and later the ancient Greeks to cause confusion to their naval opponents?’

As we looked at him blankly, he took a can of petrol from the shelf and dribbled petrol, followed by some oil, onto the rags in the tin. He took a look in the cistern and triggered the flood by depressing the ball-cock, and then looked at his watch, saying. ‘Right lads, synchronise watches, and in exactly four and a half minutes, we’ll ketch yon impudent braggarts wi’ their trousers at half mast!’

Gabriel picked up a painted placard, inscribed with the warning, ‘Out of Order!’ in bold red letters and with that he lead us back, tin and placard in hand, past the boys with their trousers round their ankles, and up to the head of the cubicles. As soon as the top cubicle was vacated, he strode over and strung the placard across the entrance, and placed the biscuit tin on the bench inside the cubicle.

Gabriel lifted the lid, and with his lighter, set fire to the petrol soaked rags in the tin, before loudly commanding us to fetch a bucket, a pipe wrench, a plunger and disinfectant from the boiler room. Then he whispered ‘Reet lads, scarper!’ With that he lowered the flaming tin into the hole, and as the cistern released another hundred gallons down the channel, he deftly dropped the tin into the flood.

As we marched briskly out behind Gabriel, we heard the first anguished scream, as Gabriel’s fire ship passed close below the occupant in number two cubicle. With glee we heard a second scream, and then another, and another, as the flaming tin floated down the channel. Clearly, while each heard the yells from the preceding cubicle, there was insufficient intelligence to react sensibly to the fire ship’s steady progress, until it was too late to take avoiding action!

There was chaos as the victims struggled painfully to hoist their trousers, loudly shouting of the volcanic events by which they had been overtaken. And each clearly believed that their neighbour’s pain was nothing in comparison to their own! As we took up our position in the corridor queue once more, Gabriel gave us a wink, and headed back to the boiler room, with another aside to his co-conspirators, ‘Yev heard o’ the scorched earth policy, lads,  they’ll no be sitting pretty, for a week!’
And sure enough, our tormentors proved less troublesome, as our fear was diminished by visions of their naked disarray, and a determination to respond collectively and imaginatively to further bullying. And before I finally left school, the ploy of Gabriel’s fire ship had passed into folklore, and had been put into practice at least twice more!”

John West (SH 61-64) continues his reminiscences:

“Colin Entwistle and I had cycled to Gretna Green one three-quarter day (not sure if you have them now (No. Ed.). It was basically a day off, but you had to do something, you couldn’t just sit around in the dayroom). We had got there and back so easily that we decided to do it again one Sunday.

Time was tight, and we had forgotten that nothing would be open (in the sixties, even the garages closed on Sunday!). We ran out of drinks and I can remember being desperately thirsty on the long drag back over Moota. There was a pub somewhere along there called ‘Oily Johnny’s’ (much schoolboy sniggering), but I can’t remember whether it was closed, or we simply didn’t have the nerve to go into a pub. I’m sure today’s students are just as shy!

By the time we got back to Cockermouth, there was only an hour to go until shed. Then one of us got a puncture. We were reduced to wheeling our bikes.

Between Cockermouth and Whitehaven, a car passed with another boy, who had permission to be late back. His parents loaded the bikes on to the roof-rack, which they luckily had on the car.

‘Lem’ Parkinson, the School House housemaster, gave Colin and me three strokes each with a cane. Wow, that really hurt! It seemed so unjust as well, which added to the pain.

When you had been off school with illness, you were supposed to report to the head after chapel. I forgot on my first morning back and after evening prayers Mr. Wykes called me to his study. I expected a telling off for not going to see him. Instead, he asked, ‘If I came into a room, would you stand up?’ I realised instantly that I hadn’t stood up when Mrs. Wykes had walked into the sick room. I hesitated, and then replied, ‘If you came into a classroom, sir, I would certainly stand immediately, as we all would. But in a sitting room, I might not.’
I guess he was expecting me to say ‘Of course’ immediately, at which point I would have received both barrels. But my admission softened him and he merely said, ‘Well in future, always stand when an adult enters the room.’
I was so embarrassed that I couldn’t admit my faux pas to the others when they asked what Mr. Wykes had wanted, and said that he’d told me off for not reporting to him that morning. I’ve always stood ever since when an elder or a lady enters a room!
Once, when we were playing cricket on the Rec., I think it was against another school, although I’m certain I was never good enough to get into a team, Mr. Dearle was umpiring. T. M. Gascoigne was captain and I think Robert Astin was wicket keeper. Astin was naturally corrupted to ‘Tin Arse’ by us boys. Genuinely naïve, Gascoigne issued his orders around the field.

Mr. Dearle cleared his throat, ‘Ahem, Gascoigne, we’d appreciate it if you could refrain from calling Astin by his nickname, thank you.’
There was an ancient toaster in baby dayroom, which was seriously work- intensive. It didn’t pop up, but had two doors that folded down, with handles on. You placed a slice of toast on each door, folded the doors up and waited until the golden moment. You then opened the doors and turned the bread around to toast the other side. Healthy and safe it wasn’t. The fag whose duty it was, then cut off the crusts and buttered the toast. This was considered a good duty because the fag could butter and eat the crusts.

Fresh toast was taken by another fag into the Pres’ study where they were enjoying their tea. This one’s duty was to ensure that they had a constant supply of tea and toast, and also to serve them their cooked meal.

Eggs, sausages and anything else that the prefects wanted were cooked on ancient gas rings on a grease-laden ledge at the bottom of the stone steps inside the changing room corridor. Everyone sat on the bottom step and cleaned the mud off their boots, then tramped past the cook of the day on the way to get showered. Hygiene was none existent here. Chas Gibson would come rushing down the steps and say ‘Stobart's screaming for his eggs - are they ready yet?’ This induced further panic as you hurried to cook five meals at once.

On waiter duty, I remember carrying two platefuls of fried eggs, beans and sausages and stumbling on the muddy steps. Sausages and eggs slid on to the slimy steps. Without hesitation I brushed off the mud and put them back on the plates, then went upstairs and served them without comment. I’m sure I wasn’t the first to do that.

Whose tea was spilt on the steps I can’t remember. Dacre Watson had left by then. I think Fisher was head of house, with Crowther, Acons, Stobart and Peel among those in Senior Studies. I think there may have been about twice that number, but can’t remember any more names.

If anyone had kept a selection of cars owned by parents and staff, they would make a magnificent collection now. Most parents favoured the new Rover and Triumph 2000s, with a sprinkling of Zephyrs and Zodiacs. Second cars were sometimes Triumph Heralds, or the new Ford Anglia with the cut-off back window, which would be used by parents when brand new to show off to their offspring.

Mr Lever had a magnificent two-tone blue Mark V111 Jaguar. ‘Butch’
Broadhurst had a black slab fronted Rover 75. That series of Rover was very popular. I think T.A. Brown had one. Bill Fox, the Bursar, had a green one and certainly ‘Don’, the choirmaster. His may have been a Rover 90. It started off black, I think, but the rumour was that Don couldn’t be bothered washing it, so it went into Brownrigg’s garage for a respray and came out pearly grey.

The Austin Cambridge / Morris Oxfords were popular too. 
‘Lem’ Parkinson bought a new one of which he was inordinately proud. Then, as we all find when we buy a car, he saw them everywhere. ‘Candidly, ye hounds, everybody has one!’ Mr Croft had a smaller Riley, with a very posh interior, which was always kept gleaming.

Another car that I admired was Sir Frank Schon's Rolls Royce. Sir Frank owned what I think is now a hotel on Main street and could often be seen being chauffeured, presumably to his Marchon works in Whitehaven.

Senior Studies. How could I forget Willie Alp! Our own lookalike Gerry of ‘Gerry and the Pacemakers’, although he wasn’t a ‘sportsman’.

Games at St. Bees were perhaps more reverentially adored than academic brilliance - yet we admired brain power too. The Haywoods were good at games, but also clever. John and David Cade I had known since I was very young and they also went to St. Bees from Huyton Hill, Ambleside, like myself. John went on to be a teacher in South Africa; David, a surgeon.

There were probably many world-changing events while I was at the school.

Three in particular I remember. On Meadow, one summer’s evening, Mr. Lever had us all crowd into his living room to watch the first live TV transmission from America via Telstar. I was in Baby Dayroom when the Cuban missile crisis unfolded. We all thought nuclear war was inevitable.

Finally, a winter’s evening in Big Dayroom, but noon in Dallas, in 1963.

At first there seemed to be hope that Kennedy would live, but that was soon dashed. Would the US have become so entangled in Vietnam if Oswald had missed?

The night Cassius Clay fought Sonny Liston, I was woken by prefects switching on the dormitory lights in the middle of the night. They then went round pulling everyone’s bedclothes back looking for transistor radios. I think they captured three in our dorm. I wasn’t really that interested in the fight and was more upset about having a night’s sleep disturbed; so much for history!

The Profumo scandal was all over the papers around this time, but I only read the headlines. The juicy details were only of interest to a fifteen year old for the pictures of Mandy Rice-Davies and Christine Keeler, the politics didn't bother me.

Apart from two special occasions, the already mentioned viewing of communication via Telstar and a televised service when the school choir sang in Carlisle Cathedral, which Mr. Parkinson invited us to watch on his snowy 

(of course, black and white, six years to go until colour) TV, we didn’t watch television at all. There was a film in the Mem. Hall once or twice a month. I remember ‘Some Like It Hot’ and ‘High Society’. ‘That Was The Week That Was’ was much discussed, but only from what we had seen in the holidays. In term time there was no TV. I saw the live programme where Bernard Levin was punched by a member of the audience, then calmly said, ‘That was not part of our Saturday night's entertainment!’
Radios were only allowed on at certain times and the programmes were what sixty year olds wanted to hear, almost nothing for teenagers apart from Alan Freeman’s ‘Pick of the Pops’ on Saturday evening and Radio Luxembourg, which faded in and out. Then came Radio Caroline, anchored off the Isle of Man.

Suddenly the radio was on at every break time. The rules about listening times went out of the window.

Paul Rew, Jamieson and a few others were allowed to sing and play guitar in Big School and were even allowed to perform a concert in the Mem. Hall. I think that was summer term 1964. Considering how much Mr. Lees and the other masters must have hated our ‘repetitive rubbish’, as my dad used to call it, it shows how times change. The idea wouldn’t have been entertained a couple of years earlier.

There was an upright piano in Big School. Jan and Dean brought out their plink plonk version of ‘Heart and Soul’. Whenever I hear it now, it immediately transports me back to Hostel and that piano. The acoustics were perfect for that tune. I don’t suppose Hoagy Carmichael liked it much, but I did. Listen to it on Youtube if you want to visit Big School, Hostel, in the sixties!

Watching the 1964 film of the school again reminded me that in the gym display previously mentioned (and in the film, just missing my bike ride over the backs of the rest of the team), we had ‘trampettes’, which allowed us to do complete somersaults fairly easily. I had completed many of these in the practice run-up, when suddenly on one approach, I had a moment of doubt. Fatal. I landed on my forehead and was knocked unconscious for a few moments. Andy Green said later in his cheerful manner ‘I thought you were dead’. Mr. Broadhurst realised that I had lost my confidence, and I couldn’t do it again - perhaps that’s why he put me on the bike. My neck hurt for days!

Chapel every morning and twice on Sundays. Three times for the Reverend Batey. An early Communion too. I couldn’t be bothered to get confirmed, so I couldn’t go to the Communion services, which were always handy as an early start for when parents were visiting. If your parents were coming to see you, provided you hadn’t transgressed too many of the rules, you could ask the Housemaster for a ‘Blue Ticket’, which gave you leave for the day.

Services in the Priory were special. I always enjoyed these, the pomp and circumstance were always worth the effort. The Priory was huge after normal chapel and there was always a sense of occasion, particularly as Christmas approached.”
Thank you
To all who have helped to make this a very interesting and full Bulletin.

Please keep the contributions coming – we very much appreciate them!
Pedal Africa 2012: 
The adventures of an Old St Beghian
By Rohit Rao (SH 00-07)
From June to August 2012, I lead a team of four other students 3,678 kilometres across Africa by bicycle, entirely self-supported. As far as I’m aware, we became the first team in the world to navigate successfully this route, starting on the coast of the Indian Ocean at Beira, Mozambique, and finishing on the Atlantic seaboard at Walvis Bay, Namibia.
Our cause was to raise funds for seven UK and international charities, and to raise awareness for several grassroots development projects along the route. A plethora of schemes has been introduced in recent years to tackle poverty, water inaccessibility, HIV/AIDS and educational disadvantage in sub-Saharan Africa, and our goal was to link up physically many of these projects, to demonstrate to those at home that development can only be achieved region by region and in a united effort.
The journey kicked off in September 2011, after I sent out a notice to all University of St Andrews’ students, calling for any committed and proactive adventurers to get in touch. With the team whittled down to five and with an expedition name in mind - Pedal Africa 2012 - we set about preparing in earnest. We designed a logo, a website and a banner. I spent most of my phone bills on calling up various companies of all shapes and sizes, pleading for equipment, publicity or sponsorship. I wrote about 150 letters to grant-giving organisations just to get the project off the ground, to little avail. Realising that “the current economic climate” would not do us any favours, we had to work twice as hard for our charities. Every week for most of the year we were running guest lectures, bake sales, hairdressing evenings, cinema nights and pub quizzes to keep the collection tins topped up, long before even thinking of bicycles. At the same time, we undertook courses in bushcraft, wilderness first aid, physiotherapy and bicycle maintenance, as well as having to keep ourselves relatively fit.
By the time of our departure, I for one was already exhausted and looking forward to a break from the telephone and the email inbox. At this stage, we had secured eleven sponsors, covering us for all sorts of equipment, from satellite phones and emergency evacuation services to bicycle panniers and maps.

The trip could not have started any more inauspiciously. Leaving Beira, we quickly realised our Mozambique map was grossly inaccurate and a wrong turn lost us most of the day. When we finally regained our bearings we found our planned dirt road to be ankle deep in sand. For the first two days, the going was three times slower than we had allowed ourselves. Then my bike broke. It seemed irreparable - the rear gear-changer had bent into the wheel, rendering any movement futile and breaking a pannier rack in the process. My only option was to hitch a passing truck back to the nearest town and to wait for the others to re-join me two days later. Sleeping on the rat-ridden floor of an abandoned Portuguese psychiatric institute, I knew that I might as well make the best of the situation. I spent over a day bashing my bike with a borrowed lump of metal until, lo and behold, it became somewhat operational! When the others arrived, I was more than grateful to become mobile again, albeit with only three gears remaining!

Mindful of the number of days we had already lost, we promptly decided to write off our charity projects in Malawi, and to head straight through Zimbabwe with the hope of finding a bike shop in Harare, 700km away. It was a big risk to take, given that the Foreign Office’s verdict on the country was decidedly worrisome, and that my haphazard bike might leave me stranded. What we found instead of a ‘hostile environment for tourists’ were beautiful landscapes filled with some of the most generous people I have ever come across. We spent thirteen nights in the country, of which twelve were spent with a roof over our heads, and we only needed to cook over our stoves on two occasions. We were relayed from town to town along the Eastern half of the country by a series of Methodist pastors, each one of whom had forewarned the next one of our whereabouts. North of Harare (with my bike now fully healed), we received similar hospitality from the few remaining white farmers in the country, some of the most stoical people in the world.

Heading across Lake Kariba - the world’s largest artificial lake - and into Zambia, left us with another difficult decision. Rather than opting for the only significant tarmac road in Southern Zambia, we chose to avoid the difficult climb up the Zambezi escarpment, and to take the “short cut” to Livingstone along the plains of the Great Rift Valley. For six days we stumbled and crashed through dried ravines, prickly acacia bushes and dense overgrowth, and relied solely on the directions of the local people. Once again, the honesty and the warmth of the villagers we stayed with each evening outshone the dark moments spent fixing countless punctures and cleaning up wounds.

After a couple of days recuperating beside the grandeur of Victoria Falls, we set off for Botswana. It was a peculiar experience, with fifteen days of bottom-numbing boredom on the long, flat, hot road, peppered with moments of intense adrenaline bursts. One such burst was a run-in with an elephant. Big game was a common sight on the road, and we would normally slip into a routine of stopping and giving them as long as they needed to finish their business and head out of sight. On this occasion, we watched as a mother and her newborn calf wandered far into the bush, before ploughing on. Just as we came to the point from which they had diverged from the road, we caught sight of another calf on the opposite side of the road. In fear, the calf became agitated as it tried in vain to weave amongst our bikes. We stopped, under the baseless notion that it might encourage the calf to cross safely to its mother. Instead, in a flash, the mother stormed ferociously from its alcove in the bush, stomping and trumpeting towards us. Frozen in panic, we did nothing, and may well have quickly been turned into just another malodorous patch of road-kill had the charge not been false. As the unsettled mother recoiled for a second charge, we knew that we couldn’t get away with it a second time. We were told that the top speed of an elephant is some forty kilometres per hour. I only needed to glance over my shoulder at my pursuer to know I’d exceeded that by some way!

Crossing the Kalahari Desert was tough. For nine days we travelled into a relentless headwind, even being shunted backwards by the occasional gusts. Water became so scarce that we had to watch our supplies greedily. What was worse was that the evenings - and indeed some of the days - were well below zero, so any water bottles more than half full would explode and become unusable. Another couple of days off in the stunning Namibian capital of Windhoek served as our only respite from the next desert, the Namib. The last four days required us to wrap up our ears, stuff our nostrils with tissues and tape- up our sunglasses to our faces because the sandstorms had become so unbearable. The dunes we faced were among the largest in the world, of which one, Dune 7, was 383 metres tall!

We spotted at first clouds, and then finally, our first view of the ocean for 59 days at Walvis Bay. Rather than the overwhelming feeling of elation I had been expecting for the whole year, I was left feeling only a tinge of relief. Perhaps it was the fact that only two days from the end, just as I was starting to get excited, I was forced off the road by a truck and dislocated my shoulder. Perhaps it was also that the west coast was every bit as dreary and grey that day in Namibia as it is in the UK most of the time. I like to think, however, that it was my brain telling me that it’s much happier sitting on the bike than it is getting off it.

So far, the five of us have raised over £7,300, of which half will go towards six charities operating at home: Macmillan’s Cancer Support, the RNLI, the Children’s Hospice Association, Cancer Research UK, Médecins Sans Frontières and Maggie’s Cancer Caring Homes. The other half will go directly to One Water, a charity that provides sustainable sources of clean, accessible water to villages in sub-Saharan Africa, many of which we visited. Our choice of this charity became all the more poignant given that it was the incredible villagers, who were willing to share their precious borehole water with us, that ultimately saved our lives each and every day. Water is something that I now try not to take for granted. As one man at a bus stop in rural Zimbabwe said to me, ‘if you have water, you have everything’.
You can still contribute to our charities by visiting www.justgiving.com/Rohit-Rao, and please visit our website: www.st-andrews.ac.uk/pedalafrica, to catch up on photographs and blog entries. I can be contacted for all enquiries at rrao277@gmail.com.
(Having read about Rohit’s remarkable achievement, I hope OSBs will support his charities with a donation.  Ed.)

SNIPPETS……
Abigail Brown (L 01-08), daughter of Symon Brown (FS 75-78), and Daley Birkett (G 01-08) were married on Saturday 21st July, 2012 at St. Bega's Church, Bassenthwaite.
The wedding party contained a number of Old St. Beghians, including Katie Lewis (L 01-08), James Carlill (G 05-08), Tom Pavey-Smith (G 01-08), Jamie McDonald (SH 01-08), and Aaron Brown (AC 06-08).

Many of the guests were Old St. Beghians, including former pupils and both former and current members of staff, making the day something of a reunion! 
In fact, Darryl Davies, another OSB, provided the evening entertainment. 
Old St. Beghians came from as far as Moscow - Georgi Makarenko (SH 04-06) - to celebrate the occasion.

(Photos may be seen at http://www.st-beghian-society.co.uk/jan13bulletin).
Congratulations to Gareth Lewis (SH 96-03) and Chloe Baldwin (L 00-04) on their engagement.
Andrew Mitchell (FS 63-68) reports a recent visit from Tony Lamb (FN 63-67) and his wife, who were visiting Australia for their son’s wedding. Andrew and Tony enjoyed afternoon tea before Tony and his wife returned to the UK. The two have now seen each other twice in one year, which is apparently a record after leaving school!

(Photo may be seen at http://www.st-beghian-society.co.uk/jan13bulletin).
Congratulations to Robin Payne (SH 85-92) and Jessica, currently living in New York, on the birth of Evelyn Ann Sumner Payne on 3rd July, a sister for Amelia and a second granddaughter for Anthony (M 67-01) and Jenni.

Belated congratulations to Sarah Spires (nee Carroll) (L 93-98) and Jason Spires (F 86-93) on the birth of a son, George Joseph, on the 21st February 2012.

Many thanks to Robin Turner - A.R.W. Turner (G 52-57) - for a kind donation of memorabilia to the school archives.

OBITUARIES
Ronald Ford Barr (G 47-52), who died on 11th May 2012.

Ron’s sister, E. Helen Senior, has kindly sent in the following:
“Ronald was born at Kirkby Stephen in June 1934 and educated at St Bees School, where he grew to love the Lake District. Here he made some life long friends who have been meeting together for many years for Lakeland walks on Ron’s annual visits to the UK. This year’s walk was to have been in Borrowdale in July.

After reading medicine at Glasgow University (his parents’ birthplace), Ron surprised everyone by opting to do his National Service in the Australian navy. This proved to be a turning point in his life and the beginning of a deep regard for Australia, and particularly Sydney, where he spent the greater part of his adult years. He moved to Australia in 1966 and bought a house in Woollahra where he lived with his wife until his death. Ron made his career in Sydney at the University of New South Wales, where he became a senior lecturer in psychiatry. After retirement he took on a number of activities, often to do with psychiatry (for example with the prison service), but other things too. He qualified as a bus driver (how, I will never know!) and regularly drove groups of blind people on outings into the countryside where they all disembarked for cups of tea made for them by Ron (in a billy can!). He never seemed to have difficulty connecting with people from any walk of life – university, prisons, disabled, church, tennis clubs, drug addicts: to Ron they all counted.

Sadly, in the spring of 2012 he was diagnosed with extensive bone cancer and he set about preparing for his death and organising his funeral – in detail! He invited all his friends and family to his bedside to say goodbye and explain to them their precise role in his funeral service.

Those closest to Ron know life was not always easy for him; he had his own demons to overcome. But overcome them he did, and he spent much of his life helping and supporting others in need, often cutting across the grain of conventional thinking to do so. What I admired most about him was his gift of friendship. He was loyal, caring and generous to so many people. What I enjoyed most was his sense of humour and his ability to surprise, even amaze. He was a one-off – there will never be another Ron.”
Herbert Taylor Batey (M 59-64). His son Jonathan writes: 

“Herbert Batey, younger brother to Keith, was born on 2nd Aug. 1922 in Carlisle to Stan and Elsie Batey. Stan, a veteran of World War 1, worked in the family business, a fish and game merchants in Carlisle. The business had to close, so during the 1930s Elsie kept the family on her modest wage as a primary teacher. 

The boys both attended Carlisle Grammar School. From there Herbert won a scholarship to Queen’s College Oxford to read physics, matriculating in April 1941. On 3rd December, 1941, he became engaged to Celia Dunstan, whose father, Victor, was headmaster of the Grammar School. 

Herbert completed his degree in four terms and was assigned to the Royal Aircraft Establishment, Farnborough. It was absorbing and vital work, calculating the flight paths of rockets and bombs, but he had other concerns as well. While still an atheist he approached the college chaplain to ask about confirmation. Expecting a warm welcome, he was startled when the chaplain asked why he wanted this. The response, that it was something that seemed very important to Celia, was not good enough for the wise chaplain. They began life-changing discussions. Herbert was confirmed in February 1942.  

The chief of Bomber Command, ‘Bomber’ Harris, came to Farnborough to give a pep talk in the autumn of 1943. Herbert’s team were analysing evidence about clusters of incendiary bombs – would they simply bounce off roofs? He finished with an exhortation: ‘You chaps get your sums done, and we (the bombers) will make the German home-fires burn this Christmas’. Herbert was shaken, and he began to ask himself: ‘Do I want to spend the rest of my life doing that sort of thing?’ The answer was ‘NO!’ In 1944 he decided to offer himself for ordination. He wanted to be a pastor.

Herbert and Celia married on July 28th 1945. Soon afterwards he returned to Oxford to read theology, and then to Lincoln Theological College. He was ordained priest on 25th September 1949. 

His first livings were in the Carlisle diocese: two curacies and then in 1952 a parish, Cleator Moor. He also served on Cumberland County Council. In 1956 Celia became ill with polio, which left her greatly weakened. For a long time thereafter she grew a little stronger each year, but she never regained the physical health she had before polio. Mentally though, she was a source of great strength to Herbert. She was his rock, his sure foundation; although many people would have thought it entirely the other way around. 

In 1959 Herbert was invited to apply for the post of chaplain to St Bees School, where he also taught divinity and mathematics. Three of his grandchildren were to attend the school a generation later. In 1964 Herbert moved to Culham College as chaplain. He became Senior Lecturer in divinity, and then Principal Lecturer. After the term of his chaplaincy he accepted unpaid duties as Priest-in-Charge of St Paul’s, Culham. 

In 1975 he became Vice-Principal of the Combined College of Ripon and York St John, steering the Ripon campus through difficult times. He loved to walk with friends in the Yorkshire Dales and North York Moors, though he always considered the Lake District to be superior. He retired from the college in August 1987. A year previously the Dean of Ripon had asked if he would be available to “look after” St Michael’s Littlethorpe. He did so for twenty years, always walking the couple of miles between Ripon and Littlethorpe whenever possible. It was by far his longest period of continuous ministry. 

He became ill in early 2007, only a few months after taking his last service at St Michael’s. After a short spell in hospital, he and Celia moved into Clova House Care Home, where they lived together for several years. During the past year he became increasingly frail, and he died peacefully at Clova on 9th July 2012. He is survived by his wife Celia, son Jonathan and daughter Ruth.”
J.H.D. (Howard) Borsden (FS 67-71)

Trevor Whitwell (FS 66-72) has submitted the following:

“It is with great sadness that I have to report the death of my very good friend Howard (Boris) Borsden on 23 November 2012 in Rio de Janeiro. Howard was born there in 1953 of Welsh/Brazilian parents, but was educated in the UK, leaving St Bees in 1971. He subsequently completed an HND in Business Management at what is now the University of Lancaster before becoming an articled clerk at Edward Rawcliffe & Co. From 1978 to 1984 he was a financial advisor to the UK government and financial consultant to clients in the Middle East before forming his own financial services company in 1995 based in France and Switzerland. He then opened an offshoot of this in Brazil in 2007. Both Peter Martland (FS 67-72) and myself kept in touch with Howard, and we were shocked to hear of his sudden death from a very short illness. Howard was a friendly, cheerful and hard working man who enjoyed his life to the full. He leaves behind his wife Liz. As my best friend for 45 years, who always made me smile, I will miss him terribly.”

Sarah Cockburn-Price (a relative) adds:

“Howard had not been unwell. He had just arrived in Brazil (where he had a house in the rain forest) from his home near Annecy in the Alps. It is thought that the huge difference of climate affected his chest. Not one to make a fuss, and travelling on his own, he went into hospital to be checked out. He was being treated for pneumonia, but died suddenly as a result of complications with his heart. 

When I was a little child, I remember him as a man selling ice cream from a van, which I found impossibly glamorous! Then he left England to set himself up in international finance. He lived in the Oman and for years ran a successful investment company in the Hague. Then he downsized to Geneva with a similar venture, which grew and grew. His arm of the business which he founded in Brazil thrived and he had largely relocated there, reconnecting with a country and its culture where he had spent the first seven years of his life.”
(Photo may be seen at http://www.st-beghian-society.co.uk/jan13bulletin)

Tony Cotes (M 59-90) who died on the 3rd December, 2012. 
David Lyall (M 52-91) has kindly provided the following eulogy, which was heard during the recent Service of Thanksgiving.

“Although I can scarcely believe it, I knew Tony for more than 70 years. We were boys together at Leeds Grammar School where Tony shone in the classroom and on the sports field, playing rugby for the 1st XV and cricket for the 1st XI for several years. He was a lively scrum half and a very effective bowler of fast away-swingers which scuttled through sharply, rarely rising above stump height and taking the batsman by surprise. Little did we think that we would be playing cricket together forty years later.

We lost touch for a time after our school days, while he took a classics degree at Leeds University and served as an intelligence officer in the R.A.F. during his period of National Service. During this time he was sent to Cambridge University for a six month Russian course as the Cold War was a threat and Russian speakers were in short supply.

Tony’s first classroom experience was at Widnes Grammar School during his teaching practice, but he applied for a post to teach classics at the Perse School in Cambridge and was successful in his application. After some time there he spotted a very attractive young lady who was Matron of the junior house. Tony invited her to his room to play, can you believe it, bridge – quite an intellectual approach to ‘courtship’ as it used to be called. However, he must have played his cards right for before long Tony and Elizabeth were engaged to be married. Elizabeth’s father was the vicar of Appleby and it was there that the ceremony took place.  Two years ago the happy couple with children Sarah, Katy and Marcus celebrated their Golden Wedding.

My connection with Tony was renewed in 1959. One summer afternoon there was a knock at the door of Eaglesfield, where my wife Jean and I were running a boarding house for junior boys. There stood Tony and Elizabeth, who had been for an interview with the Headmaster, James Wykes, for a post to teach classics at St. Bees. I think that parts of industrial West Cumbria at that time were rather a shock to them after the elegance of Cambridge, but Tony was offered the post and accepted. Their first house in St. Bees was 2, Main Street, conveniently situated between Mrs Haile’s Tuckshop and the Albert Hotel.

Tony became house tutor of Grindal and joined the C.C.F. Army Section as a first lieutenant. His sporting talents were employed in skilful coaching of rugby and cricket and in running the squash team for several years. Cricket teams coached by Tony twice went on to reach the final stages of a national competition known as the Lords Taverners Trophy.

In 1966 he was appointed head of classics and continued in this post until his retirement, with results which were a tribute to his scholarship and enthusiasm. Many former pupils bear witness to the help and inspiration which they received from his teaching.

Transferring from the C.C.F. Army Section, Tony commanded the R.A.F. Section for 25 years, being always immaculately turned out in his officer’s uniform. At the time of the school’s quatercentenary he was instrumental in organising a fly-past over St. Bees by the Red Arrows. 

Probably the major contribution made to St. Bees School by Tony was as housemaster of Grindal for 17 years. With admirable help from Elizabeth, he ran the house efficiently but with sympathy and understanding. When it became known that Grindal was to be converted to a girl’s boarding house, it made his last year a potentially difficult time. Boys who had developed a loyalty to Grindal were to be moved to a house that was alien territory to them and it was to Tony’s credit that the move was completed in a smooth and painless fashion. 

During his last three years before retiring in 1990 Tony was Deputy Head and brought his skill as organiser and administrator to bear on the many and varied demands of that post. 

After his retirement he was for several years the Secretary of the St. Beghian Society, organising a very successful reunion dinner and painstakingly compiling a register of the names and addresses of several thousand former pupils. He also contributed to the local community in St. Bees as Chairman of the Parish Council and founder and Chairman of the Heritage Group.

In all these many facets of Tony’s life he was guided and upheld by his Christian belief. He was a very regular worshipper in St. Bees Priory – indeed the last time that Tony and I spoke was in this building two weeks ago. At the exchange of peace we shook hands and wished each other ‘The Peace of the Lord’. Now Tony has that peace and we who were his family and his friends give thanks for his life and the example of devotion and Christian living which he has given to us.

Thank you, Tony.

God bless.”

Robert Hunter (G 59-63) has forwarded the following about his brother, Paul W.W. Hunter (G 56-61): 
“Paul W.W. Hunter, PhD., Director of General Chemistry and Senior Academic Specialist at Michigan State University died unexpectedly, aged 69, on Wednesday, 21st March 2012. For 37 years, Paul was dedicated to the academic achievement of countless generations of students through innovative academic programs at MSU. Deeply committed to education, with a love of chemistry and physics, Paul's enthusiasm for the outdoors and the joy he had for the everyday was clear to all who knew him. Paul was born on October 8, 1942, the eldest of three brothers. His early education started at Harecroft Hall in the Lake District, attending school with his identical twin, Christopher. His education continued at St Bees School, where his love of the area and its mountains began. Paul's higher education was at the University of Manchester Institute of Science and Technology, where he achieved a Bachelor of Science (Hons.) with courses in Chemistry and Mathematics, Chemical Engineering and Russian translation. There he undertook leadership roles as captain and secretary of the ski team in 1964-1965. At the University of Surrey, he completed a Master of Science in Spectroscopy, and a PhD in Spectroscopy and Inorganic Chemistry while also working at Imperial Chemical Industries Ltd., followed by Cadbury Brothers Ltd. and the Ministry of Defence. During this time he was also the joint president of the University of Surrey graduate program and the secretary of the University of Surrey Mountaineering Club. From 1972 to 1975 Paul was Assistant Professor of Chemistry at Pars College, Tehran, where he pioneered both undergraduate and graduate programs. At the time it was said that ‘Dr. Hunter has, for the first time in the country, made available advanced level graduate courses equivalent in standard to those at European or American universities’. After moving to the United States in 1975, Paul worked firstly as Assistant Professor of Chemistry before assuming the role of Director in 1998. At MSU, his exuberant teaching style led to many an explosive lecture, gaining popularity amongst his students for exciting demonstrations and a reputation for setting off fire alarms. His tireless pursuit of excellence compelled him constantly to challenge himself and others. He approached each challenge with his usual humour, quick wit and determination, whether handwriting class study-guides, writing an academic textbook, or scaling various rock faces, all of which he embraced with youthful enthusiasm. From that time onwards he became the faculty advisor for the MSU Outdoors Club, and amongst his good friends he grew to be trusted and much loved. His interests were diverse, with recognized achievements in electronics, programming and computer science. His personal interests ranged from playing the piano to woodwork, classic car restoration, and enjoying his extensive collection of books. Held in the highest esteem by friends, peers and colleagues alike, Paul's contributions to the Department of Chemistry and the university were officially recognized by MSU in 2003, when he was selected to receive a Distinguished Faculty Award after being nominated by his colleagues. His greatest professional achievement lies with the thousands of individuals whom he enjoyed teaching, day after day, and their continued success. He is survived by his wife Teresa, daughters Kathryn and Lauren, and son Daniel.” 
(Published in Lansing State Journal on March 25, 2012) 
(Photos may be seen at http://www.st-beghian-society.co.uk/jan13bulletin).
David Marshall (M 66-88) has kindly submitted the following notice about Geoffrey W. Lees (HM 63-80):

“It is with sadness that I report the death of Geoffrey Lees, on 18th August, aged 92. I know I speak for everyone when I say that to Joan, his wife, go our heartfelt condolences.

Geoff came to St Bees in 1963 from Brighton College, where he had been an assistant master since 1948. There, he taught English, took both the cricket and squash teams, all with unsurpassed flair, before becoming Housemaster to one of the school’s day houses. At Cambridge University, his career was interrupted by his decision to join up for war service after his first year;  by then, and on his return, he represented the university at both cricket and squash, and later while at Brighton, played the occasional game for Sussex C.C. and captained their second team.

One of his concerns when assuming responsibility for St Bees was that it would entail an inevitable loss of contact with the pupil body. At Brighton as an assistant master, it had been a vital ingredient of his success; he had that magician’s gift of being able to relate to whomsoever he came in contact. A man of formal ways, he, nevertheless, had an imaginative understanding that benefited many over their adolescent years.

How he kept in touch with the pupil body while at St Bees was by continuing to teach as much as an HM’s timetable would allow and by participating in the coaching of cricket and squash; in all three departments, his experience and expertise were invaluable. He also took to Eton Fives with a will. He maintained an exceptional level of fitness while at the school, evidenced by two remarkable achievements in his last year, when he was 60 years old. One cold evening he agreed to travel to Ulverston with the staff squash team. He played at No.1, and he won in 5; then, as a concession – I don’t think he had represented the staff on the cricket field before – he joined us one summer’s evening on The Crease, and scored 50. Then, there was rarely an afternoon when you would not see Geoff on his walk around the school grounds and, if a match was anywhere in progress, he would invariably spend time watching that, with the first teams always enjoying his full attention, with Joan usually by his side. Hers was the concern over Geoff’s later days, as the muscles weakened; but he was a determined man who would do just about anything to get the exercise offered by the court; but our approaches for his services had by then to go through Joan. Once, he claimed that bandaging up before a game was more exhausting than the game itself – there were few area of limb left uncovered - likening himself to a poor relative to Tutankhamen, whose family had run out of funds just before mummification could be completed.
Geoff was endowed with a wonderful gift for words. His expression was clipped, economic and figurative. There cannot be many HMs who have managed as well as he to make the Speech Day addresses quite so vivid. His was an engaged intelligence that told things as they were and in such imaginative terms that his message was usually understood and readily accepted. He worked hard on those speeches; I think they are worthy of collection. His values stand out through them, values so necessary to have stressed in those difficult times when student disaffection swept across Europe, along with doubts about authority, about respect and so much else. 

Ours is a remote location, with the sea, the fells and Windscale as our neighbours. Maintaining numbers then, as I’m sure is the case now, requires an enormous commitment. Geoff worked and worried over that for seventeen years. The school has to be thankful to have had one such as he in command through such a time. Difficult decisions had to be made, with all of which he was not always in agreement, but once the decision had been made by the Governing body, then it had his full support.

Writing this, I am increasingly aware that much of value and germane to such an undertaking may have been omitted. I did, after all, leave 24 years ago. I am sure that Beghians could well have further contributions to make, to fill out the picture of those extraordinary years when I for one had the time of my life, very much made possible by the leadership of G W Lees.”
Robert Nicholas Nicholson (SH 39-42)  

Rob Nicholson (SH 73-80) has written about his father:

“My dad, known as Bob to his friends, died on 14th October 2012 aged 88. He was born in 1923 in Workington, Cumberland, the eldest child to a fishmonger father who came from a long line of yeoman farmers.

He was evacuated from Pocklington Boys Grammar School during the 2nd World War to St. Bees School, which he attended from 1939 to 1942. His "claim to fame" at school was as a left hand spin bowler. He once bowled out ‘Bill’ Edrich, the Middlesex test cricketer. He was a keen rugby player and became a lifetime member of the Zebras, Workington Rugby Union Football Club. After school he went on to study civil engineering at Liverpool University and then architecture at Durham.

During the war he was sent to Burma; however, en route he was diverted to India, where he served several years in the Royal Engineers building bridges. He often recalled the story of how he had to fill in for the pianist aboard the Monarch of Bermuda in 1948 whilst returning from Asia.

After being discharged from the army he continued to work as a civil engineer for ICI in Cheshire with his close friend Bernard Burton. It was while working for ICI that he met his wife Josie, who bore him two daughters and a son who later also went on to attend St. Bees. In 1955 he joined a firm of architects based in Carlisle and Whitehaven and eventually became the senior partner.

Dad was a keen sailor and spent many a rough weekend being tossed from pillar to post sailing across the Solway Firth from Workington to the southern Scottish borders with his life long friend Alan Müller, and any of his kids, frequently me, that he could persuade to join the crew. His love of the sea saw him become very involved in the local sea cadets and he eventually became the Honorary Secretary of the Workington lifeboat crew.

Dad was always an active and fit person and his love of the outdoor life saw him eventually settle in north Wales, when he remarried to Loris on his retirement. He continued to walk his dogs until Alzheimer’s got the better of him around 18 months ago. He was a kind man who always had time for everyone, and treated everybody with equal respect.

On 25th November this year dad’s ashes were scattered at sea at the South Workington cardinal buoy by the local lifeboat crew. In attendance were his wife, daughter and grandson.”

(Photo may be seen at http://www.st-beghian-society.co.uk/jan13bulletin).
Sam Ashton (SH 47-53) has submitted the following regarding the Reverend Brian Scott (G 48-53): 

“At school we became close in our last year when he was head of school and I was his second in command. He was on Grindal, I was on School House. Later we became and remained very close friends. 

He was born in 1935, the younger of two sons of Rose and George Scott of Hoylake; his elder brother Dennis, his senior  by six years, was killed in World War two whilst serving in the RAF.

After attending Kingsmead Prep. School, Hoylake, he went to St Bees in 1948. In addition to his academic record his enthusiasm for cricket was very evident: he was in the 1st X1 for three seasons and in his last was vice captain. He is remembered by contemporaries as a reliable spin bowler. In addition he was in the Cross Country V111, and was captain in 1953. He was a librarian, and in his last year was head librarian. In the C.C.F. he rose to the rank of sergeant. It was at St Bees, with all the freedom we then had, that he first came to know and love the mountains of the Lake District. After leaving school he was called up for his two years’ national service, which he did in the Cheshire Regiment, and during which he was commissioned at Eaton Hall O.C.S. in 1954. In 1955 he went up to Oxford and read history at Corpus Christi, gaining a BA Honours degree.

His calling to the priesthood was, I think, a gradual thing, beginning at St Bees and solidifying during his two years in the army. At any rate in 1959 he went to study for holy orders at the College of the Resurrection at Mirfield, Yorkshire, and in 1962 he was ordained Deacon at Carlisle Cathedral, and was appointed curate at St Aiden`s, Carlisle. He later taught at Hutton Grammar School (Preston) before being ordained priest at Leicester Cathedral in 1965. He taught at the Leicester City Boys School whilst also being curate in the parishes of Ratby and Groby in the Leicester diocese.

In 1968 he married Susan Mary Haddelsey at Launde Abbey, where her father, the Revd. C.V.B. Haddelsey, was Warden. He continued working at ‘City Boys’ and with the theological students at the abbey, also helping his father-in-law to officiate in the parishes around, as well as in the abbey. He and Susan had two daughters, Clare and Madeleine.

From 1971 to 1978 he was vicar of All Saints Lubbenham and Theddingworth, and following that until 1983, was chaplain of Oundle School and Laxton School in Northants. From 1983 to 1999 he was Rector of St. Peter’s, Barrowden and St Mary’s, South Luffenham in the Peterborough diocese.

He retired to live in the village of Preston in Rutland, where he continued to officiate in the diocese, particularly in Preston and Oakham.    

That is the summary of his life, dedicated to the service of others, seven days a week.

After St Bees I caught up with him at Eaton Hall. This was the era when all eighteen year-old men were called up for two years of military service. For many this came very soon after leaving school; service in the C.C.F. was a useful precursor. The army required junior officers in large numbers, there being a two year turnover period. National service infantry officers were trained at Eaton Hall Officer Cadet School, near Chester. I quickly learnt what a zany sense of humour Brian had. He was in ‘D’ company, their sergeant major was CSM Tarrant of the Welsh Guards, a man without humour, whom Brian christened ‘The Tarantula’.

Our Regimental Sergeant Major was RSM Tomlinson of the Coldstream Guards. He had a lexicon of parade ground exhortations, the most common of which, delivered fortissimo, was: “Let`s Have A Bit More Military Bearing!”  On one well remembered morning the whole school, four companies, was on parade, formed up in a hollow square, rehearsing for a passing out parade. I was in ‘C’ company. RSM Tomlinson recited his favourite one-liner once too often for Brian. Out of the corner of my eye I saw a cadet double up with mirth, spotted first by the Tarantula, then by the RSM. With much bellowing of orders the offender was doubled off the square and into the guardroom by two regimental policemen; I could just see that it was Brian! This is just one example of his eye and ear for the ridiculous; another, as confirmed by Malcolm Corrie, was his preoccupation by the species rattus rattus. Thus for example, a pub lunch would be “having a rat pie”, the car would be “the ratmobile”, and so on. Such was this parallel world that he created, that his pupil, protege, and now the reverend James Muggleton, at first thought that “St Bees” was yet another Bunteresque figment of Brian`s imagination! 

I caught up with him again in Oxford, he at Corpus Christi, me working locally. He came to stay in my digs during one long summer vac’ whilst he was working as the assistant lock keeper at Goring on Thames. His boss, retired CPO Leadbetter R.N., sought to rule his “entire staff” (his wife and Brian) with naval discipline, which extended also to all boat users who dared to navigate through his lock. All this verbiage and antics was to Brian`s huge amusement.  
Whilst he was undergoing his training, and thereafter while he was still in the north, he was a frequent visitor to our family, and in 1971 he came up to marry Sue and me. Later, when we both had young families, we met up when Brian, Susan and family came up to stay in the Lakes, usually Coniston.    

As a teacher he was inspirational, and he is particularly remembered by the alumni of the Leicester City Boys School, to which Brian gave an alternative title “Dr Bell’s Academy”.

The then headmaster, Dr Bell, was to say the least an elitist, an ethos that pervaded the entire school - except for Brian. This attitude was anathema to him. And he proved his point. He actually enjoyed teaching the difficult classes, he was able to control them, was amused by them (I expect it was mutual), persuaded them that they mattered, and got good work out of them. A colleague of his remembers;

‘On his final day he took to the stage in front of the fully assembled school and what he reiterated was the simple gospel principle that we should treat all, no matter what their background, or their abilities, as we would expect to be treated ourselves. The boys rose with one accord, they clapped, they stamped their feet, and cheered. The school would never be quite the same again. Overnight Brian had become something of a folk hero.’      

One weekday morning in Advent in 2005 I attended a service in Uppingham parish church to commemorate Brian`s forty years in the priesthood. Of the three priests officiating, Brian was the least tall: he was recovering from a very severe and serious affliction of the spine, which he had borne with great fortitude. The surgery had shortened his spine, leaving him with a stoop, but with his spirit undiminished. The place was jammed to the door, with friends from all the parishes where Brian had been vicar, rector, or occasional preacher. The winter sunlight streamed in illuminating the church and the priest`s matching vestments; it was a very moving experience.

A year or two later I stayed overnight with Brian and Susan. By now he was “retired” but like all so-called retired clergy, he was always in demand to take services. Early on the Sunday morning I drove him to a church high on a hill in deepest rural Rutland. The church warden greeted him warmly and then said that as it was the fourth Sunday in the month, the Book of Common Prayer would be used. ‘Oh dear, I thought we were trying to move the church forward, not back.’  This reaction of his summed up his attitude to the liturgy, not for him any celebrations of anniversaries of, for example, the King James Bible.

 Anyway, Brian took the service, as ever with great dignity and sincerity, his delivery, slow, clear, and emphatic, demanding attention. He preached an unforgettable sermon on the theme of The Good Shepherd.

Sadly, in December 2011, he was diagnosed with cancer of the oesophagus. He battled on with his already tested courage and died in Leicester Infirmary on April 3rd 2012. The funeral service was on April 20th in Uppingham parish church, which was packed.

In putting together the above I am greatly indebted to Brian`s wife, Susan, James Muggleton, and to my fellow O.S.Bs, James Brindle and Malcolm Corrie.”
Robin Stoddart (G 49-53) - Brian Powell (F 50-54) and Malcolm Corrie (G 49-54) kindly provided the following:

“Robin, who sadly died in August 2012, became one of the most respected financial journalists of recent times. He worked for several financial journals and national newspapers before becoming a regular columnist with The Guardian.

Though he lived most of his working life in London, Robin’s roots were in the north of England. He was born in Teesdale and attended local schools there until his family moved across the Pennines to Alston in Cumberland. From there he started at St. Bees, initially on Eaglesfield, then as a member of Grindal. He was made house prefect in his final year. He represented the school as the second XV full-back. In his usual modest and self-deprecating way, he later used to say that due to an eyesight problem he couldn’t always follow the ball and that his rugby career owed more to sheer luck than merit! Robin was a useful fives player and represented Grindal on several occasions. He had significant roles in the school’s dramatic productions, but always stressed that he had no ambitions to become an actor. On the academic side he gained the school prize for history. 

He left St. Bees for Durham University to read politics and economics, deferring his studies until his National Service was completed. He greatly enjoyed his time at Durham, socialised a lot and met congenial people, played rugby for his college, tried his hand at rowing and did sufficient studying to emerge with a respectable degree. He was President of the Students’ Union during his final year.

After Durham he worked for various engineering companies in the north-east, initially as a graduate trainee and later as an executive. From there he began to be interested in the world of financial journalism and managed to obtain a post with the Manchester Evening News. This was followed by jobs with the Investors’ Chronicle and the Daily Telegraph. He had a regular column with the Scottish-based firm of D. C. Thompson, publishers of the Sunday Post.

He worked for The Guardian for more than twenty years with his own regular column until retirement. He was proud of his association with The Guardian, particularly because of its independent and liberal reputation. It gave him the scope to put to full use his considerable talent for producing considered and punchily-written articles. That Robin was highly valued is summed up in a letter from the current executive editor and director, Sheila Fitzsimons, who says that he was “a much-loved member of staff and will be greatly missed by his former colleagues.”

In retirement Robin settled in Welwyn Garden City, from where he continued to care for his parents, who had retired to the area. He was able to develop his interest in building up a substantial collection of paintings, furniture and objets d’art. He was always willing to show and discuss any of the items and to share his knowledge.

He was happy also to join us and other OSBs each year for a few days’ walking, especially if it was in the Lake District. He was always up early to explore the local area, taking a keen interest in the bird life. Robin’s instinctive curiosity was a delight. He made two trips to Australia in recent years, staying with Ron Barr (G 48-52) on each occasion.

It was following his return from the latest trip early in February 2012 that he was diagnosed with cancer and given weeks to live. In the event, with great cheerfulness, stoicism and dignity he faced his illness for six more months. During his treatment he heard with great sadness and a sense of poignancy of the death of Ron, with whom he had stayed only a short time previously. His ashes were interred with those of his parents on 3rd August 2012 at St. Dunstan’s church in Monks Risborough, Buckinghamshire.

Robin greatly valued the education he received and, perhaps conscious of the sacrifices his parents had made, he was ever grateful to them and to all at St. Bees. He was a fine example of an Old St. Beghian.”
In this edition, due to space and weight limitations, as a result of some excellent contributions and hence a bumper Bulletin, it has been decided not to include the usual Supplement List in the mailing. Instead we are adding the notification of deaths to the main body of text, as below. The remaining information, which identifies ‘missing persons’, will probably resume next July, as usual.
We thank you for your understanding.
	Notification

of

Deaths
(Since the July Bulletin)
	ASHWORTH, D.J. (Derek)
	Died 04.06.12
	SH 51-54

	
	BATEY, H.T. (Herbert)
	Died 09.07.12
	M 59-64

	
	BORSDEN, H. (Howard)
	Died 23.11.12
	FS 67-71

	
	COTES, A.A. (Tony)
	Died 03.12.12
	M 59-90

	
	HUNTER, Dr. P.W.W. (Paul)
	Died 21.03.12
	G 56-61

	
	LEES, G.W. (Geoffrey)
	Died 18.08.12
	HM 63-80

	
	NICHOLSON, R.N. (Robert)
	Died 14.10.12
	SH 39-42

	
	STODDART, R.H.D. (Robin)
	Died 03.08.12
	G 48-53


200 Club
The September draw for the 200 Club was held on Old St. Beghians’ Day 2012.

The winners were as follows:-

	PRIZE
	No.
	WINNER
	PRIZE
	No.
	WINNER

	£140
	18
	Sara Gough
	£20
	36
	Darryl Davies

	£40
	24
	Malcolm Dix
	£20
	40
	Tim Brown

	£40
	53
	Edward Thompson
	£20
	55
	Michael Binns

	£40
	23
	Bill Heslop
	£20
	32
	Nigel Halfpenny

	£40
	5
	Alastair Hayward
	£10
	60
	Martyn Hart

	£40
	38
	Philip Etchells
	£10
	12
	Stan Holmes


Many congratulations to the winners and many thanks to all those who participate. At the end of March 2013 we should have over £2,000.00 for school projects.

In September we had a total of 70 members. As I said last year, we seem to be stuck around this mark and I am grateful to all those who contribute so willingly. By using e-mails, I can attach copies of the application form, so prospective members please contact me as below. 

The prizes might not be so good as the National Lottery, but your chances of winning a ‘tenner’ are much greater. Remember, all the profits go to benefit the school.

Darryl W Davies, Secretary 200 Club. 

Contact: darryl.davies1@btopenworld.com or (01946) 67984.
If any new or existing OSB Members would prefer to receive the Bulletin

 via email in future (with additional photographs), 

please let me know:
Pam Rumney on (01946) 828093 or osb@st-bees-school.co.uk

Have you recently changed your address?      Have you got married recently?

Have any other personal details changed?      Have you any interesting news?

Have you told us about it?

If not, please do so now on: (01946) 828093 or osb@st-bees-school.co.uk 

or write to St. Beghian Society, St. Bees School, St. Bees, Cumbria. CA27 0DS.

BRANCH NOTES

Branch Activities:

North East Branch Dinner

Present: A.J. Wills (FN 60-64) President of the St. Beghian Society, M.B. Cottam (SH 69-74) Chairman of the Branch, W.E. Dove (FN 57-60) Secretary of the Branch, J. Davies Headmaster, A. Armstrong Head Boy, Miss G. Oldham Head Girl, J.F. Bullock (FN 44-48), P.D.G. Hopley (SH 47-52), F.O. Messenger 
(SH 50-55), I.D. Nimmo (FN 52-57), J.D.S. Brown (G 53-59), W.M.H. Dix 
(FN 55-58), D. Leslie (SH 55-59), C.R. Kennedy (FN 55-59), J.M. Southern 
(FN 55-59), A.M. Carstairs (FN 57-62), G.C. Robson (FN 57-64), T.G. Steven 
(G 59-64), M.A. Hedley (FN 60-63), D.F. Lord (SH 60-65), Mrs F.E. Lord retired staff, D.H. Williams (FN 61-64), N.A. Halfpenny (FN 62-67), A.D. Norris 
(F/AC 81-86), D. Spires (F 85-92), D.J. Pitchford (G95-02), D. Busby 
(SH 95-02), P. J. Drysdale (SH 95-02), R.I. Littler (SH 98-05), K.A. Marshall (SH 98-05), M.A. Drydale (SH 98-05), M.T. Garstang (SH 98-05), D. Rowlands (SH 99-06), T. Pavey-Smith (G 01-08), A. Littler (SH 04-11), R. Carlill 
(SH 05-11), I. Moore (SH 04-11), D. Rhodes (SH 04-11).

The annual dinner was once again held in the plush surroundings of the Northumberland Golf Club where there were joyous reunions, introductions and reminiscing in the lounge prior to guests moving to the dining room for what proved to be an excellent meal. Guests were gathered around six tables and the Grace was offered by George Robson. The Branch attendance book circulated around the room for signatures and photographs to record the occasion were taken by Don Williams.

The school’s Head Girl, Miss Georgiana Oldham, rose firstly to outline recent developments at St Bees and then to propose a toast to the school. The Headmaster responded by saying that even though he had been in post for only a few weeks, he recognized that St. Bees School was something very special and his tasks were being eased by the help and advice of current staff, members of the Society and other well-wishers. He felt very privileged to be the Head of a school with such fine traditions and standards.

Head Boy, Anthony Armstrong, rose to propose a toast to the Society and he too spoke eloquently of the school and the important place the Society had and does have in ensuring its success. President of the Society, A.J. Wills, responded with high praise of all he has seen at the school during his term of office, with emphasis on the Sport and Music Departments. He was confident the ingredients were in place to ensure the ongoing health of the establishment.

Branch Chairman, Mark Cottam, referred to the strength of the Branch and the enthusiasm of its members. He thought it should continue and develop the ‘between-dinner’ events which had taken place over recent years, examples being the gathering at the home of Newcastle Falcons, the Durham County Cricket Ground and at Newcastle Racecourse, all organised by immediate past-President Don Williams.

He praised the Branch Secretary, Bill Dove, for organising the dinner for the fortieth time, something which brought warm applause from all present.

The Chairman also thanked first-time attendees for accepting their invitations, also the Headmaster for supporting the dinner and for bringing two delightful pupils to address the gathering.

Bill Dove rose to award on behalf of the Branch an engraved tankard to Daniel Pitchford, who had for the past ten years brought from various parts of the country a large group of Old Boys contemporary with him. Their intention was to enjoy the Branch dinner and then spend the rest of the night clubbing!

The tankard’s engraving included the words ‘In Appreciation’ and this was echoed by loud applause and cheers from all present.

Following a convivial dinner, guests moved back into the lounge where further chatter and reminiscing continued until late into the evening. By then, though, the clubbers had already moved off to their first port of call!
(Photos may be seen at http://www.st-beghian-society.co.uk/jan13bulletin)

Scottish Branch Dinner

A successful dinner was held at the Edinburgh Accies Clubhouse on 9th November 2011. There were eleven attendees and the school was represented by the Society’s President Anthony Wills.

Yorkshire Branch Lunch

In the absence of Steve Crossley-Smith, due to an unexpected bout of sciatica, Ian Crawford took command of the event, again held in October at the excellent Blue Boar Hotel, Ripley, with great success. He even managed to arrange for a few bottles of very good quality bin end wines. After an excellent lunch, guests retired to a private lounge for coffee and were then able to hear Anthony Wills speak as President of the Society (the Headmaster was unable to attend owing to the necessity of his being at the school's Open Day). Everyone seemed to enjoy the event and a similar date will be arranged for the 2013 Lunch. 
Those present were: Michael Binns (FS 52-56) and Bridget Binns, 
Peter Bloomer (SH 44-49), Ian Crawford (FS 51-55) and Hilary Crawford, George Calvin (G 47-51) and Elizabeth Calvin, John Goss (FS 60-65) and 
Lynne Goss, Stan Holmes (SH 45-50), John Johnson (FS 46-50) and 
Mrs Johnson, John Laxton (G 50-56) and Di Laxton, Chris Tattersall (SH 55-60) and Mrs Tattersall, Anthony Wills (F 60-64) and Joanna Wills.
Annual Dinner and Other Dates:
Bristol and West of England Branch

The annual dinner of the Bristol and West of England Branch of the St Beghian Society will be held at the Ship Inn, Alverston, on May 31st 2013. Arrangements will be very much as in previous years. The Head has promised to attend and it will be an opportunity to welcome him into the South West. Any members interested should contact Bill Affleck on 01453 832619 or (preferably) william.affleck@btinternet.com for more details.

London (China Town)

A London Dinner in China Town will be held on Saturday 23rd February 2013. For further details please contact: Amy Shang on amyshang66@hotmail.com or 07809 483160 or Will Winzor on willwinzor@hotmail.co.uk or 07704 884881.
Manchester

Mark Rocca and Roy Calvin are organising a ‘Manchester Magical Mystery Tour’ and buffet dinner on Saturday 11th May 2013. If you would like to attend or require further details, please contact them as follows: roycalvin@gcorner.co.uk or 01619289812 and M.Rocca@nabarro.com or 01629650294.

Branch Secretaries:

Please find below a list of Branch Secretaries. If you are interested in attending a Branch dinner/gathering or require any other information, please contact the appropriate person. In addition, if you are living in another Branch’s area temporarily, due to work or University for example, it would be helpful if such members were to contact the relevant Branch Secretary.

Bristol & West:
Dr. W.S. Affleck (Bill),                                                                                                         Barley Hill, Watledge, Nailsworth, Stroud, Gloucestershire. GL6 0AS.                       Tel: (01453) 832619. Email: william.affleck@btinternet.com

Cumbria (South):
N.J.V. Curry (Nick),                                                                                                                    95 Appleby Road, Kendal, Cumbria. LA9 6HE.                                                                      Tel: (01539) 728808.

Cumbria (West):
D.W. Davies (Darryl),                                                                                                                67 Coronation Drive, Whitehaven, Cumbria. CA28 6JP.                                                    Tel: (01946) 67984. Email: darryl.davies1@btopenworld.com

Liverpool:                                                                                                                                 I.J. Braithwaite (Ian),                                                                                                         Bramble Grange, Belle Vue Lane, Guilden Sutton, Chester. CH3 7EJ.                                 Tel: (01244) 300565. Email: ijb.1@virgin.net

Manchester: 
R.P. Calvin (Roy),                                                                                                                    The Lymes, Priory Road, Bowdon, Altrincham, Cheshire. WA14 3BS.               Tel: (0161) 928 9812. Email: roycalvin@gcorner.co.uk
London:                                                                                                  

A.K.L. Crookdake (Adam),                                                                                               5 The Deerings, West Common, Harpenden, Herts. AL5 2PF.                                           Tel: (01582) 461406.

North-East:
W.E. Dove (Bill),                                                                                                                       71 Pinewood Drive, Lancaster Park, Morpeth, Northumberland. NE61 3ST.          Tel: (01670) 517786. Email: williamdove15@yahoo.co.uk
Yorkshire:                                                                                                                                  S. Crossley-Smith (Steve),

The Weighbridge, 15 Old Lane, Low Mill, Addingham. LS29 0SA. 

Tel: (01943) 830640. Email: crossleysmith@btinternet.com
Scotland: 
D.M. Parker (David),                                                                                                       Broomview, Ardcharnich, By Garve, Ross-shire. IV23 2RQ.                                                      Tel: (01854) 655300. Email: parkyatdeanst@yahoo.co.uk
East Europe:
J. Anderson (John),                                                                                                                          ul Dziecieliny 3 M81, Miedzylesie, 04-745 Warszawa, Poland                                                            Tel: 0048 (0)22 8127779. Email: andersonwarsaw@vp.pl

OSB Dinners and Events Photographs

Wanted! Any photographs from St. Beghian dinners and events.
 We are always looking for pictures from those attending OSB get-togethers and events to include in both the electronic Bulletin and also on the website.

Please remember to take your camera and capture the memories!

Contact: osb@st-bees-school.co.uk or (01946) 828093 or by post.
The St Bees Preparatory Department

I am sure OSBS will enjoy reading the following article on the workings of the school’s Preparatory Department. It has been written especially for the Bulletin by its ‘leader’, Swithun Sewill.
For those who have not visited the school since the Prep Department was established in September 2008, let me tell you about our department.

We welcomed two new teachers this September, Mr Ian Pointon and Miss Katy Sharman, to join Mr Swithun Sewill, who leads the department. We are an enthusiastic team, and the staff and children are happy in this friendly, family atmosphere. Our very latest arrival is a baby rabbit!
We welcome children from Reception to Year 6, with any pre-school children being looked after by Rainbow Nursery at Abbots Court. 

Specialist teachers from the senior school come and teach many subjects to the children, including Latin, Spanish, French, Geography and Science. Many of the children take extra one-to-one lessons in a wide range of musical instruments, and golf lessons from our resident PGA professional. Specialist teaching coupled with small class sizes gives the children a golden opportunity to get a step ahead.
We have swimming in the school’s heated swimming pool twice a week and sport lessons every other day in the sports hall or on the school fields. There is wrap-around care from 8am until 6pm, if required, with breakfast, lunch and supper provided. Children are able to take part in after school activities with options this term including fencing, tri golf, squash, cooking, choir and art.
We demand and set high standards, and the children respond by always giving their best. You only need to visit for a short time to see the enthusiasm of the children both in their lessons and about the school. There is definitely a buzz about St Bees Prep and we would be happy to show any OSBS, or anyone else, around.
Bursary Fund Reminder

The Society has a bursary fund to assist Old St. Beghians with the education of their sons and daughters at St. Bees.

In this respect, the Secretary would be pleased to hear from anyone who is considering sending their child/children to St. Bees. 
Tel: (01946) 828093.
GOLF
The Old St. Beghians’ Golfing Society

The Cyril Gray Tournament - 22nd-25th June, 2012

St. Bees v Watson’s – 1st round

A.M.A. Bagott and W.B. Morrison halved with B. Bingham and D. Smith

This was a very nip and tuck affair. The St Bees’ pair played tidy golf, with Brian’s nerve too frequently tested by some poor approach putting by Adrian.  Fortunately, he rose to the occasion. Only a superb bunker shot, stone dead at the 16th, prevented a win for St Bees. However, a halved match was no mean achievement. Brian was almost killed by the opponents’ ball at the short 13th, 40 yards off line, and without the cry of ‘Fore!’ One of the opposition had played for Watson’s in a winning team at the Halford Hewitt in the last five decades. As Adrian said, “Most of us have done that - played in five decades for St Bees - but not in a winning team!”

M.J. Stamper and C.B. Crummey lost to P. Tomisson and N. Kirkness 7/5

We had a frustrating start, losing the first, by taking four to get down from just off the green and then three puts from the front of the second, whilst Watsons got up and down from a grass bunker to win it. Indeed, it was a tale of good ball striking and poor finishing, punctuated with a winning birdie at the sixth that was our undoing. An excellent and experienced Watson’s pair were only two over par as they ran out easy winners.

S.W. Morrison and M.W.A. Coffey lost to D. Neave and A. Williamson 4/3

A shaky start left us three down after four. The ship was then steadied and a couple of holes exchanged; but with the start we had given our doughty opponents, the position was irrecoverable and they ran out comfortable and deserving winners.    

St. Bees v Bishop’s Stortford - 1st round Plate

A.M.A. Bagott and W.B. Morrison lost to K. Turner and W. Greenfall 2 down.
Against Bishop’s Stortford, we were feeling quite confident after Brian holed a chip shot for an eagle at the sixth, only to be hit by two successive birdies at seven and eight. A birdie by St. Bees at the 11th was countered by a two at the short 13th, leaving us two down. The 15th was halved in birdie fours - still two down and despite winning the 17th with a par four, after a gallant putt from Brian, we could not beat an immaculate par at the last and failed to take the match in extra holes. Disappointing as the result was, full credit to our opponents, who played excellent golf.  

M.J. Stamper and C.B. Crummey lost to J. Minto and J. Brooks 5/4.
The theme of the morning continued into the afternoon, converting winning positions on the first four holes into halves. Mike then unluckily had a double hit at the fifth, meaning we were one down, rather than four up. A somewhat demoralised pair then demonstrated that foursomes can ‘get to you’ on the greens!   

S.W. Morrison and M.W.A. Coffey beat M. Claridge and A. Courtman 7/5.
The afternoon’s start was a little better, against admittedly lesser opponents, and we were square after four. Winning the fifth, we were up for the first time in the day. The turning point came at the sixth. After a bunkered tee shot, and a visit to deep heather, Tim holed a testing downhill six footer for a half, which most certainly felt like a win, and got to the opposition. We then had a run of pars, winning six out of the next seven holes, for a comfortable victory, based on some straight hitting and excellent approach putting from Tim. It was a very solid and satisfactory performance.   

Our annual match against Glenalmond on the practice day was reduced to four rain-sodden holes; just enough time to get everything soaking wet and for there to be no lunch on our return to the Clubhouse; an avoidable mess!  

Although the overall result was as disappointing as last year, the feeling in the camp was much better. We have already strengthened the squad for next year and appointed a Director of Golf; unfortunately, we are unable to dip into the transfer market! ALL OSB golfers over the age of 50 have a chance to play in this most enjoyable of old school golfing events, please put your name forward.

Critchley Cup

This year the 2012 Critchley Cup was played at Formby Golf Club on Merseyside on the weekend of the 20th/21st of October. The weekend started with a number of Old St Beghians arriving on the Saturday lunchtime. About a dozen were treated to an 18 hole warm-up match in uncharacteristically warm conditions for the time of year, before enjoying an excellent meal in a local restaurant in Southport. A number of them were also able to take advantage of the onsite accommodation in the golf club dormie house.

Early morning fog met the competitors, who had assembled for the contest at 9am on the Sunday morning. However, the weather improved just in time for Rodney Atkinson to get us underway. We were delighted to have four golfers who had left school the previous year, as well as four current pupils and the school’s Director of Golf, Stuart Hemmings. The conditions were again benign although slightly cooler than the previous day. 

After a thoroughly enjoyable morning’s golf we enjoyed an excellent lunch in the dining room. We were fortunate to be joined for lunch by the new Headmaster, James Davies. 
The prize presentation followed lunch and the winners were as follows;

Critchley Cup (Best Net) - Rodney Atkinson,

Farquies Fortifier (2nd Place) - Charlie Crummey,

Bill Fox Trophy (Best Gross) - Charlie Crummey,

Dick Harrison Trophy (Best Net – 12 handicap or higher) - Ethan Spedding

Ken Case Tankard (Seniors Trophy) - Mark Pearson.

Formby proved to be an all round excellent venue, a championship golf course which provided a thoroughly enjoyable test of golf and first-class facilities off the course. We would be delighted to welcome any Old St Beghian golfers in 2013 for what is proving to be an extremely popular weekend. 
If you wish to become involved, please contact:

James Doggett, Hon.Sec., OSBGS, 
at james.doggett@hotmail.co.uk or telephone 07930 510086.
2013 Competition Dates

Team Events:

	Halford Hewitt
Royal Cinque Ports & Royal St Georges
(Practice Day)
	Thursday 11th - Sunday 14th April 2013
Wednesday 10th April

	Grafton Morrish Qualifying
Huddersfield Golf Club, Fixby Hall
	Sunday 12th May 2013



	Cyril Gray
Worplesdon GC
(Practice Day)
	Thursday 27th - Saturday 29th June 2013
Wednesday 26th June 

	Critchley Cup

Venue tbc
	July 2013

	Queen Elizabeth Coronation Schools Trophy 

Team of six

Royal Burgess GC, Edinburgh
	Friday 13th – Monday 16th September 2013

	St. Beghian's Day:  OSBGS vs School

St. Bees School Golf Course, Cumbria.
	Saturday 21st  September 2013

	Grafton Morrish (Finals) – Team of six
Hunstanton GC & 

Royal West Norfolk GC (Brancaster)
(Practice Day)
	Friday 27th – Sunday 29th September 2013

Thursday 26th September


For more details contact James Doggett, as above.

OSB/SCHOOL SHOP
	Badge - Cloth
	£7.50

	Badge - Silver Wire
	£13.00

	Bar Brooch
	£15.00

	Buttons - Chrome (Large & Small)
	£1.50

	Car Badge
	£7.50

	Cuff Links
	£15.00

	Ladies Silver Emblem Pendant
	£10.50

	Pens - St. Bees School
	£2.50 (Sold Out)

	Picture Prints – Quadrangle, Terrace, General View
	£1.50

	Plaque of School Arms
	£25.00

	Scarf  - College Wrap (wool)
	£16.50

	Scarf Ring - Ladies
	£4.00

	Square
	£3.50

	Sweater 

(Navy blue courtelle with embroidered OSB badge)

Sizes 36/38/40/42/44/46/48 (small fitting)
	Reduced to £5.00

(0rig. price £16.40)

	Tie - Silky look
	£12.50

	Tie - 
	£5.00

	Tie Tac
	£3.50

	Umbrellas – St. Bees School (Large)
	£25.00


Please make cheques payable to: ‘St. Bees School’ and send to: 
St. Bees School Shop, St. Bees, Cumbria. CA27 0DS. 
Tel: (01946) 828026 or Email: shop@st-bees-school.co.uk
The OSB Golfing Society Silk Tie & Sweater are obtainable from:

James Doggett, 63 Corbetts Way, Thame, Oxfordshire. OX9 2FN.

Tel: 07930 510086. Email: james.doggett@hotmail.co.uk

For Prices & details contact James Doggett at the above address

 or view at www.st-beghian-society.co.uk (OSB/School Shop section).
SOCIETY OFFICERS:

   President:



     Hon. Secretary and Treasurer:
	A.J. Wills (Anthony)

(F 60-64)
	D. F. Lord (David) 
(SH 60-65)


   Committee:
	R.P. Calvin (Roy)

(SH 79-83)
	R. Hall (Richard) 

(F 64-68)

	Mrs S.J. Calvin (Sara) 

(G 77-84)
	A.T. Johnston (Andrew) 

(G 68-73)

	D.W. Davies (Darryl) 

(FS 62-68)
	A.D. Lord (Alastair) 

(SH 90-95)

	T.J.E. Doggett (James) 

(SH 97-99)
	D.E. Lyall (David) 

(M 52-91)

	J.M.W. Dunn (John) 

(FS 64-69)
	A.J.H. Reeve (Tony)  

(M 89-08)

	A.P. Fox (Anthony)

(G 62-67)
	M.N. Roberts (Mark) 

(SH 93-95)

	A.J. Haile (Andy) 

(F/SH 76-83)
	J.R.A. Woodhouse (John)
(SH 99-02)


 Trustees:

	R.P. Calvin (Roy) 

(SH 79-83)
	N.A. Halfpenny (Nigel)
(FN 62-67)

	J.G. Craig (James) 

(FN 75-82)
	D.F. Lord (David) 

(SH 60-65)

	W.F. Gough (Bill) 

(SH 51-56)
	


If you are interested in being involved, 
please contact the Secretary or any of the above members.

The next Committee Meeting will be held
 in the Whitelaw Building at 10.30a.m. on Saturday 9th March, 2013.

The AGM and St. Beghians’ Day will take place on Sat 21st September, 2013.

Copy Deadline: As the target month for the next issue of The Old St. Beghian is July 2013, the Editor would be most grateful if Branch Secretaries and other contributors would let him have their notices and reports by 31st May, 2013.
The St. Beghian Society, St. Bees School, St. Bees, CA27 0DS.

(01946) 828093 or osb@st-bees-school.co.uk 

Website: www.st-beghian-society.co.uk
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