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From the President 
I am delighted to announce that the school Governors, at their meeting in October, appointed Professor Frank Woods (G 51-57) as Chairman of Governors. Professor Woods was a lecturer in Medicine at the University of Oxford and he became the Sir George Franklin Professor of Medicine and Dean of the Faculty of Medicine at the University of Sheffield. He has served as a member or Chairman of a number of Government Advisory Committees in the fields of toxicology and food policy. In addition, he was a member of the General Medical Council and the Sheffield and Rampton Hospital Health Authorities. The new Chairman brings to the post considerable administrative experience and involvement in strategic planning.

Professor Woods replaces Mr Bill Lowther, who has been Chairman of the Board of Governors since 2000 and a Governor since 1986. In the early 1990s Bill was responsible for raising the funds to enable the building of the Business Management Centre, also known as the Whitelaw Building. I very much appreciate all his efforts in support of the school over a period approaching thirty years.

Over the past couple of years as President two things have particularly struck me. First, is the warmth and goodwill shown towards the school by a tremendous number of Old St Beghians. This comes over at area dinners, reunions and during individual visits to St Bees. Second, is the privilege and pleasure to be involved with the school when a new Head arrives. There is a sense of anticipation and optimism. Without doubt these emotions have been fully realised with James Davies taking on the role. His enthusiasm and commitment certainly exceed all expectations, and his support of the St Beghian Society is much appreciated by all the members who have met him.  
A. J. Wills.          
OSB NOTES

Nick Acons (SH 58-63) writes:

“Three years ago a small reunion was held at the Bear Hotel, Woodstock, and for some of us it was the first time we had met up since leaving St Bees in 1963. It was a great success, and so it was decided to hold another reunion to mark 50 years on. Somehow, I was detailed (thanks PJ!) to organize the gathering. Fortunately, staff at the Bear Hotel had either forgiven or forgotten us and so it was again the venue. Unfortunately, some of the original group could not make it (C. Milburn, P. J. Dixon, J. Cade, M. Dawson) but this time Chris Greetham, flying in from Barbados, made the start time! Stories abounded, including several about those who were absent, and many centred around rugby and the refreshment stops in Keswick (the Red Lion!) on our return from away fixtures. I am sure that those who have held similar reunions will agree, the passing of time does not erode friendships made at St Bees. It was as if it were yesterday!” 

(Photo may be seen at http://www.st-beghian-society.co.uk/jan14bulletin)
Michael Anderson (G 58-63) has sent the following recollections:

"I read with great interest the article written by Peter Royds in the July 2013 issue of the Bulletin. I am very grateful that he did so, because I was also a long-standing member of the choir under Donald Leggat. He was indeed a demanding, at times difficult, man; but above all a great champion of choral music and of all who were members of his choir. I joined first Meadow House under Philip Lever then on to Grindal with Sam Parkinson in 1959 and remained a member of the choir until I left for RMA Sandhurst in 1964. My parents were stationed abroad in Malaya (as my father was serving in the British Army on secondment to the Malaysian Armed Forces). I had my voice test and ended up as a treble for a short time before my voice broke. There was an area reserved in the choir hall, so well described by Peter, for those who sat there during rehearsals until they either made the next stage safely for singing or sadly had to leave. I was lucky and made it in a very short time to second bass. Mr Cotterell, who was also a master associated with Grindal, was a second bass as well. Mr Dearle, mentioned by Peter, was a highly energetic tenor. Donald Leggat was also a very accomplished organist for not only did he play in the school chapel, but also in the Priory where there was, to a schoolboy, a most gorgeous organ with towering pipes and a pretty demanding array of keyboards and organ stops to bring into play. The organ had a hand-pumped bellow at the rear and one day, I remember, having volunteered to assist with page-changing the music sheet in the organ loft, we had a failure and I was dispatched to pump away and hear the odd cry of encouragement floating down from above! For this action I was rewarded with a tea in the then Abbots Court Hotel. Here I have to recall that both Mr Dearle and Donald Leggat used to have choir members round for tea after rehearsals in their Lonsdale Terrace homes, which, when compared with the House offerings, was brilliant - especially with the odd Waggon Wheel on the plate.
I have no photographs of those days, but I did write some thoughts down as we travelled from event to event. Highlights were coaching to and singing in Carlisle Cathedral, and the Rosehill Theatre, where we sang before the Amadeus Quartet arrived. It was their programme of music that was recorded by Border television - sadly not ours!  This was the event that truly fired me up to learn the cello and play it for the remainder of my time at St Bees. Peter wrote about the St Bees Festival of Music. Mr James Wykes, the Headmaster, was instrumental in getting this off the ground with Donald, and the Halley Orchestra came for the first year. In this Festival we sang a new piece for us called 'Festival in Rio'. This was a pretty difficult piece that had many chord changes and clashes in it. A recording was made of this and I have a copy of this which I will send to the school for safekeeping. This too took place in the Memorial Hall and we had to rehearse endlessly to get everything right before we were let anywhere near singing with the orchestra! The same was true of rehearsing for church services, and on my last visit I tried to sit in the choir stalls near the organ where I had my place for three years! Gosh, they (or the wood) must have shrunk over the years! 

Donald Leggat was also a visiting conductor of an orchestra in Canada, and he would on occasion place a recording made by that orchestra on the gramophone located in the top of the choir room near to the piano. I have since been back only once, on the fortieth anniversary of my leaving in 1964. I have to say all was very different.

The choir room was closed and barred and even worse, the school tuck shop on the little roadway towards Meadow House was gone! There was the usual St Beghian Day rugby match, but no numbers were sitting on their rugs beside the field, indeed we Old Boys outnumbered the resident school members watching the game! I too remember the fagging, the regular echoing thwacks with the cane by 'Parky' in the Grindal changing rooms and the pretty gruesome food served by the House kitchen! And where have the steam trains gone that brought us from London to St Bees via Crewe and Lancaster? 

I also played the bugle in the school CCF drum and bugle band, and I do have a copy of an old photograph from 1963 of this accomplished musical grouping!

With Morton I played the Last Post from the top of the fire-escape steps of Grindal. This was sometimes a touch farcical, especially when it was wet or cold and one often got the timing wrong - but not so often as we were harangued by Parky if we were late! For a bet, Morton played from the top of the wall running round Grindal; he won the bet, but got strenuously thwacked by Parky for doing so!  
My last bit is sheer coincidence. Some twenty years ago my parents moved from Andover to Aldeburgh in order to downsize house and be nearer to my sister. To our amazement, living almost beside them was Cecile Wykes, the widow of James Wykes. I visited her on a number of occasions until her death a couple of years ago and used to enjoy looking through her old photograph albums of the school and to talk of their joint love of music. She spoke of the choir and her husband's true friendship and long lasting respect for Donald Leggat, which did indeed set the tone for the manner in which the choir was run and trained through all my time at St Bees. Music still is in the blood and I have taken part in many musical events throughout my military career. The highlight must be winning the Inter-service Operatic competition with 'Oh What a Lovely War', which we put on when I was based in Lisburn, Northern Ireland."
Robert Bodenham (F 40-43) sends his reminiscences of war time 
at the school. Part 1:
“In 1939 when I was thirteen the second world war started and our poor parents, who had lived through and had fought in the first war, also experienced what German bombers had done to the civilian population in the Spanish civil war which had just ended. They were terrified  that not only might the whole ghastly business of the trenches start up again with its mass slaughter of soldiers, but also, with modern long range bombers plus poison gas, that there would be total destruction of British cities with wholesale wipe-out of the civilian population. As a result of this the authorities arranged mass evacuation of school children to the countryside. My own parents rented a small house, in Anwick, a tiny hamlet above Hexham, in Northumberland, which belonged to one of my father's patients. My mother and my sister and I went there away from the bombing while my father stayed in Newcastle and continued his dental practice and got involved in the ARP etc.

I moved from my prep. school in Newcastle, where I was always second bottom of the class, to become a day boy and then a boarder at Corchester Prep. School in Corbridge. There I began to improve academically. My parents wanted me to go to public school and without visiting or seeing the school or the staff arranged for me to take the Common Entrance to St Bees. With the wartime restrictions on travel and my father's professional commitments, it would have been almost impossible for them to have travelled to St Bees from Newcastle to visit the school and I think they probably had a recommendation from a friend who was an old boy. To my surprise never mind their own I was accepted at St Bees.

St Bees had recently been through a difficult time financially and had been rescued by a committee of old boys. I'm sure that as a result of this they had not perhaps been quite so fussy about whom they accepted and as a result I got in to the school. I think they also tended to accept at the time a certain number of boys 
who came from rather rougher backgrounds.
Rationing made buying school uniforms and other clothes difficult and there was much buying of second hand garments from older boys’ parents. All our parents used to give up their clothing ration coupons to help buy us school uniforms so I think I got most of what was on the school list. Having bought a tuck box and a trunk, I was all ready to go away from home. At first we couldn't find a tuck box in the shops due to the war and when we did it was too late to have my initials painted on it so my father did the necessary with a red hot iron. I was worried about this because I didn't want to be different. However some months later, another boy quietly told me that he had envied me because I was the only one on Foundation House who had his initials branded on with a red hot iron! My father's car had been put up on bricks for the duration of the war so there was no question of my parents taking me to this strange place St Bees; so having sent the trunk and box on ahead I was put on the train at Newcastle Central Station alone but for an old boy who was also on his way to St Bees. He said he would keep an eye on me and I seem to remember that was the last I saw of him until we arrived at Carlisle where we changed trains. It was a lonely trip. We travelled on a steam, (no electric or diesel) train, which trundled across the country to Carlisle where we changed onto a more local affair which stopped at every station. Workington, Whitehaven, the lot until we arrived out of a tunnel I seem to remember into the valley with the school at the end.

We were met on arrival at the station. My memory is hazy now after about seventy four years but I seem to think that we were met by prefects, who escorted us up to Foundation House. The prefects ran just about everything on the House. I suppose staff were in short supply so the older boys stood in for a lot. Some time that day I found that there was nothing to stop me walking out of the House and up to St Bees post office to send my parents a post card to say I had arrived. I suppose the school would have telephoned my parents had I not arrived but as far as I was concerned they had no contact with me until my card arrived in Newcastle. In this age of instant communication, mobile phones etc it is easy to forget that then phones were quite rare in anything other than comfortably off homes. It never occurred to me or any other boy then that we might ring our parents or anybody else unless we had a serious reason for doing so. Anyway excessive use of the phone and/or travel was discouraged by the authorities in order to keep the lines of communication clear for matters of national importance. I certainly felt a bit abandoned and homesick.

My first night on ‘Baby Dorm’ (I think it was called) was dominated by one or two slightly older and more senior (in time) boys whose only topic of conversation seemed to be sex. I certainly started to grow up fast that evening. ‘Baby Dorm’ was on the floor directly above the original Foundation school, which was then, as now, the dining room. The dormitories all had an older boy or prefect who would come in later to sleep and maintain order. I had to refuse one of these access to my bed in that dorm! 

New boys were known as ‘New Ticks’. There was a general culture of bullying and some stealing from new boys by a hard core of slightly older or more senior boys. They were more senior usually because they had been at the school two or three terms longer and this seemed to give them a surprising amount of power. I personally didn't suffer too badly but I had my share, most of which was totally undeserved. Usually one junior boy would be selected to ‘be given hell’. Things which would be laughed off as an older boy seemed grim at the time. I remember I was made to learn the song ‘Your Are My Sunshine’ and to get out of bed after lights out and to sing it to the whole dorm. I was at least allowed to stand on my bed. Another poor boy who was rather underdeveloped was really picked on during his first year and was made, I was told, to climb up into the rafters in Big Dorm to sing his song. His words were made up by his tormentors to humiliate him about his lack of physical development. His life must have been hard for a while and he showed it. He was absolutely subdued all the time I was at St Bees.

Everybody was a fag of some sort during his first year, fagging first as a general fag then personal. The general fags had to be available at any time and do odd jobs for any prefect that needed serving, such as making tea for the prefects in their room, toast-making and general running about. When I first arrived the main Foundation block was still being refurbished after the fire which destroyed the upper floor. Because of this my first dayroom and classroom was what is now the school office just inside the Foundation entrance. The prefects had a room at the top of the stairs there and they would stand at the top and shout ‘Fag’ and we all had to run and the first there would get the job, but the late comers might well be given a worse job for not trying to be first. My first personal fagging was for a charming boy called S.G. Barron from, I think, Carlisle. A big chap, good rugby player and who didn't need to throw his weight around and treated me very decently; he always refused to beat any boy. Beatings were mostly administered by the prefects. I fagged for him for a very short time. I forget why but I think he was called away before the end of the term. He was called away for the last few weeks and I then had to fag for a much less agreeable character who had better be nameless. We had to polish shoes and boots for our personal prefect; polish all his army cadet uniform brass, iron his uniform trousers, Blanco his webbing kit and so on. We had to wash and polish his rugby boots and laces and make the latter as white as possible. The first time I got really shouted at was because I laced his boots with diagonal lacing instead of straight across. We ironed his rugby shirts and any other clothing he thought needed attention. I don't think that the personal service we were expected to give did me any harm at all. The mild humiliation it involved brought a cocky boy down to earth and I think gave us all an idea what it meant to others who had to serve us at times. It was the custom for the older boy to give his fag a little monetary award at the end of term. My prefect did give me something, I remember, but what did impress me was that when the next term started, S.G. Barron, who had returned, came and sought me out and  gave me a half crown for my services the previous term. He didn't need to do that and he has had my blessing ever since. I was told he joined the police in Carlisle but I'm not sure about that.

In those days the school uniform was an unlined navy blue blazer with the school crest, unlined navy blue shorts and pale blue knee length socks. Mostly we wore brown shoes. Under this navy blue outfit we had open necked white cricket shirts. Some boys wore ties but we were not forced to except, I seem to remember, for chapel on Sundays. In very cold weather we might succumb and wear a sleeveless or sleeved navy woollen jersey but on the whole our clothing insulation level was a bit monastic. We did a lot of our own mending. Darning the pale woollen socks which wore out so quickly, being pure wool, was a perpetual job after Prep in the evening. No man-made fibres then, so holes in our socks were an endless problem. I remember one senior boy whose socks had lasted him ages and they were washed to a pale blue, almost white and reached only half way up his calves. We prided ourselves in those days about not wearing too many clothes. We all had overcoats but one hardly ever saw a boy walking about in one. We all came to school equipped with vests and underpants but it was not done amongst the boys to wear them. Early one day we were waiting for a French master to arrive in what is now the school office. One of the dominant boys in the class decided they would check who was wearing ‘Fug Pants’. I was and was promptly debagged and told in no uncertain fashion not to be found wearing them again! We got used to wearing next to nothing and until I got married, when my dear wife told me it was unhygienic, I never wore a vest or underpants. People used to remark on the fact that I never wrapped myself up in the winter in Newcastle as a dental student. We just accommodated to the cold.

At that time in the war Mill Hill School from London was evacuated to St Bees and they occupied Seacote down by the shore. I think they must have had difficult conditions because they always looked scruffy compared to the St Bees’ boys with their pale blue socks and usually shiny shoes. Mill Hill's shoes were always dirty and of course in the cold weather they were always wrapped up to their eyes in long trousers and coats etc. We didn't mix much with them but our teams did play them at games.

One winter we had heavy snow and the top road to Whitehaven behind School House was blocked. All the young fit men were in the forces so we boys were recruited, given man-sized shovels and ordered to clear the road. That was a change from lessons! My mother had knitted me a woollen balaclava helmet which I had put on to go out and clear the snow. When the sergeant major PT instructor saw me he told me not to be a cissy and to take it off! When I got back to the changing room in Foundation I had an ice skull cap which I could move about on my head and it was anchored by my hair!
This Spartan uniform we wore was the reason for an amusing story I heard years later. When I was a dental student in Newcastle a fellow student told the story about when he was evacuated with his school, The Newcastle Royal Grammar School, to Penrith. One day they were brought by train to St Bees to play against our first fifteen I suppose it was .They were confident of playing well and intended to defeat the St Bees team. As usual the weather was foul and cold so they were all wrapped up with scarves overcoats etc in what was probably an unheated train as things tended to be at that time. When the train drew into the station the windows were fogged up and they couldn't see much.  The train stopped and as it did he said the door of their carriage was heaved open and a huge chap with almost nothing on thrust in a great hairy arm and shook their hands with great gusto. He said they were completely demoralised and I cannot remember who won the match but even then years later the RGS boys wondered how we survived.” (Part 2 - next issue).
Sue Ellis found the following note written by her late father, 
R.W. Buchanan (G 44-48), who passed away on the 26th August 2013:

“I was at St Bees School from 1944-1948 and was on Grindal House, a building separate from the main buildings of the school.

At that time there were certain rules applicable to going sea bathing. You had to have passed a test of your swimming ability and have been awarded a sea bathing certificate (from memory a piece of yellow card with the certificate printed on it and signed by the PE and housemaster) Any boys wishing to go sea bathing had to be accompanied by a member of staff who had to go in the sea with them.

On such an occasion I was with a party of fellow students under the supervision of Mr Ludvig Eherenberg, a physics master - he later changed his name to Elton, for obvious reasons (The father of the comedian Ben Elton, I think - Ed), I believe this was during the summer of 1945. The party had just come out of the sea and was about to get dry when a disturbance in the water caused some alarm, as a submarine surfaced. The master ordered us to run for the shelter of the land behind the beach. However the conning tower opened and a voice enquired as to the exact whereabouts of Whitehaven. They had come up the wrong side of St Bees Head! They thanked us and turned and headed back out to sea. Apparently this sub had been adopted by Whitehaven and they were supposed to be visiting.

For we boys to go to Whitehaven was always difficult, but I think we used the excuse of mother’s birthday. A small group of us were among those who were ferried across to the submarine and given a tour, it was very impressive with vast machinery yet very little space for the crew. St Bees was an amazing environment for a young man and in such difficult times we had our share of adventure!”
David Elston (FS 65-70) recalls a magazine and a climbing trip:
“In 1967/8 I was in the Lower VI Arts studying English under David Marshall. Four of us, Michael (Jonah) Allan, Mike Hope, Paul King and I set up an ‘alternative’ magazine called Opicus (so named for reasons which now escape me). It lasted for two or three editions then inevitably petered out, but it was great fun running it with a selection of articles, poems, stories etc from those whom the four of us (the Editorial Committee) could cajole or pester into producing something. Unfortunately, I don’t now seem able to find the two or three copies I kept, but I well remember the first few lines of a poem I wrote and published (if that’s the right word) in it during the Easter Term of 1968. On the face of it, it looks the sort of pretentious nonsense that made up quite a bit of Opicus:
‘Cliffs

 Calling

 From far away,

 Islands,

 Surf

 Always pounding their shores…’

And so it went on for eleven more lines; however, the first letter of each line spelled out ‘CCF is a bloody farce’, which I thought to be an amusingly subtle and intellectual bit of sport and a vaguely dissident slant, which duly gave me a certain amount of cred amongst my peers and was thought to be subversively rather pertinent, this being of course the era of ‘flower power’, Paris student riots, and anti-Vietnam marches. As it happened, during the subsequent Easter holidays I went on the school’s climbing trip to Torridons in North West Scotland, lead by the redoubtable team of Alan Francis, Martin Lamping and Tom Rice, and in part funded by the CCF. I had enjoyed that so much that I was asked to do the report for the proper school magazine and enthused about the whole trip (which was the start of my life long love of Western Scotland and hill walking). During the summer term, the poem being a distant memory, I was collared by Tom Rice one evening who had spotted the hidden message in it and took me to task, albeit in a most reasonable fashion, for what he felt was a fairly ill-considered judgement on something which had given me a lot of enjoyment. I didn’t dare enquire of Tom who else on the staff had noticed (getting on the wrong side of ‘the Major’ was never a good move). In 1971, the year after I left, I went on the last of the High Atlas trips also lead by Alan Francis. One evening he and I fell into discussion about Lawrence of Arabia and the post first world war peace conference (amazing what the high mountain air does for one’s conversational scope) and he suggested that the conference descended into ‘what you might describe as a bloody farce’; he said so with a perfectly straight face then laughed, but I still don’t know whether that was a subtle dig or just a coincidence of expression and, since we were getting on so well, I didn’t feel it sensible to bring up the subject of the long 
defunct Opicus.”

(If by chance anyone has any copies of the ephemeral magazine Opicus which they do not want, they would be welcome in the school archives. Ed.)
Richard Goss (FS 63-68) has sent in some old ‘team’ photographs and writes:
“Although I have only managed one visit back to the school, nothing can diminish my fondness and respect for St. Bees. I absolutely loved reading the various accounts of our great Headmaster Geoffrey Lees. He once asked me to play squash and turned up with legs fully bandaged! After he had given me a thorough thrashing, of the points variety as opposed to corporal, I obviously looked somewhat downhearted and probably exhausted after chasing down all his perfectly placed drop shots, and he put his hand on my shoulder and said ‘don't worry Goss I was playing squash before you were born’. Such wonderful memories to retain.”

(Photos may be seen at http://www.st-beghian-society.co.uk/jan14bulletin)
Matthew (G 06-10) and Jeffrey (SH 06-10) Postlethwaite have sent a joint update:
“It has only been four years since we left St Bees School, but so much has happened to us!

Our passion for business is still at its height; however, alongside both of our food outlets, we have been developing careers in the acting profession for the last few years. Who would have guessed? Originally it was just a little side earner at university, a good idea for poor students; but to our delight it has transformed and given us extraordinary opportunities.

For example, having just come back from the States, we found ourselves being screened on the BBC playing parts in their successful  drama, ‘Peaky Blinders’. This was an incredible experience for us both (we portrayed the characters Nipper and Henry in the Shelby gang, ‘the accountant in the betting shop’). We have also featured in commercials for Jorg Gray, Watch Hut, Hell’s kitchen, and CSL. However, it was watching ourselves on BBC2 that finally decided us to try and make careers as actors. 

In our travels through the United States we tried to meet as many people as we could whom we thought might further this ambition, such as directors and producers. During our time in NewYork we also auditioned for a new Sci-Fi, Superhero, feature film: Daedalus Rising, which is distributed through Marvel. Mark Hamel has already been cast in the feature and we hope to play the parts of twins, which are leading roles. We are currently waiting to see what will happen, but are gathering funds to gain the correct legation documents to work in the USA, so it’s all ambitions ‘go’ at present! If any one feels they could help further our careers in anyway please do get in touch; this is an exciting time for us.”

(Matthew and Jeffrey can be contacted on mattjeff20@gmail.com).
Alex Riley (G 61-65) recalls his years at school:

“I hugely enjoyed reading John West’s reminiscences in previous issues and they have triggered some of my own. Mind you, it took me a while to recover from the shock of discovering that he actually uses his FIRST NAME! Surname: no problem; even initials I could accept (my 50-year-old memory recalls J.A.), but a first name? There were only two or three boys out of the 250 at the school I called by their first name. I hope that has changed! (It has. Ed.)

Mind you, the fate of several was to be known throughout their school careers by nicknames. You had little privacy in those days. The dress code for the swimming pool was naked - a rule only waived for inter-school swimming competitions. A boy whose private parts were in any way unusual could expect a cruel nickname. I shudder at the memory of some of these.

John (this is a real effort!) and I led completely separate existences except that we both spent our first year at Meadow House. The legacy is with me to this day. I only have to hear the opening sequence of any Buddy Holly song and I am word perfect all the way through. Anyone who shared a dayroom with him will have had the same experience (I now have all these songs on CD!)

I enjoyed my time at St Bees. It was a healthy environment. I would play fives for two hours a day (including weekends). Punishments were invariably ‘runs’. We wore shorts all the year round. There was plentiful food (I was at Grindal). My fitness level, like most of my contemporaries, was phenomenal. When I had a chest X-ray recently they were concerned that I had an enlarged heart. They eventually accepted that this was due to my fitness level as a youth.

There was something otherworldly about the school. Alcohol, tobacco and television played no part in our lives. The internet, CDs, mobile phones, Personal Computers and electronic games machines had not been invented. Apart from radios and gramophones we had to entertain ourselves. My pocket money was £3 a term. Goodness me, how we missed girls! I am very envious of today’s St Beghians!

I share John’s view that we were lucky in our masters. I can honestly say that for every exam I sat there I could answer every single question. At university I discovered that everyone else had only done 70% of any syllabus, in order to improve their exam grades. St Bees should pride itself on the way it provided us with a real education. I still marvel at the commitment of the masters and the time most of them put in to extra-curricular activities. I was saddened to hear that three of them had recently died and I will start with them.

Tony Cotes (bizarrely, masters were often referred to, but never to their face, by first names). He taught me Latin and was my housemaster at Grindal. We both started there at the same time. He found it very difficult at first because he was following on from Sam Parkinson, who had been popular.  Gradually he and we bedded down. He was slightly gaffe prone, which was rather endearing. As in (Vth form Latin class): ‘Right, this is one of the most famous pieces in the whole of Caesar, ‘Gallia est divisa in tres partes’ (any errors are mine!). ‘Gaul is quartered into three halves.’ (indignantly) ‘Why are you all laughing?’ Not much was accomplished in the rest of that lesson. He also knew when to back off, as in the middle of a Latin lesson: ‘Riley, what are you doing?’ ‘I am dismantling my watch, sir’ (watches in those days were mechanical). ‘You will translate the next paragraph.’ This I somehow did with quite a degree of fluency. ‘Riley, you may continue dismantling your watch.’
I never had Herbert Batey as a teacher who, as a PhD nuclear physicist, found schoolboy maths somewhat trivial. There can be few more unenviable positions than that of school chaplain with a flock of cynical adolescent boys. No-one, however, ever questioned the sincerity of his faith. Even now, as a complete atheist, I remain impressed by the fifty-year-old memory of the religious belief that radiated from him. There are several instances of boys hearing him shout ‘Hallelujah’.

I had very little to do with Mr Lees, who became Head during my time. We saw him as a rather aloof figure - no bad thing for a Headmaster - and I was glad to read that that changed after I had left. I have one memory which encapsulated his enigmatic side. He encountered one of my Grindal contemporaries shortly after becoming Head. ‘You, boy, what’s your name?’ ‘McFee, sir.’ (for so it was. Then a slight pause, whilst staring deep into the boy’s eyes) ‘I’ll accept that’.  

My main teacher was David Lyall. I loved maths and ended up doing pure and applied at ‘A’ level.  My goodness, it was not easy! I sat at the back while he taught the regular ‘A’ level class and then timeshared by coming across to teach me while they were solving a problem. What a treat: one-to-one teaching! He was an inspiring teacher who made the subject sound as if he actually found it quite challenging (it can be very discouraging if the teacher clearly finds it easy when you don’t). He played a major part in the love of mathematics that became my career.

My other ‘A’ level teacher was Eric ‘Stankey’ Middleton. Every once in a while you would walk into the lab and he would have completely covered a wide blackboard with equations in which the conditions for the chemical reaction were all specified, but virtually every compound on the board was a question mark. It must have been the most extraordinary labour of love for him to work all this out in advance, but for us it would lead to a whole period of detective work, which I adored. In the VIth you got your own small locker and personal set of test tubes. One day he asked me what was in the beaker in mine. Nervously I explained that I was keen to salvage the silver from old 35mm films (I was a keen photographer). The image was silver bromide and I reasoned that conc. Nitric acid should be just the ticket to dissolve it. So I had a few old films covered in this liquid. He explained very gently that the basis for film was glycerine and that nitroglycerine, a high explosive, might just result from my ‘experiment’. He managed to do this in a way that almost commended my initiative, rather than lecturing me for my recklessness. He was an inspiration and I would have loved to do Chemistry as a degree - except that I had taken against the (very capable) new head of Physics and wouldn’t do Physics ‘A’ Level.  Any university Chemistry course required Physics ‘A’ Level, so I had to pursue Maths instead. Which worked out OK!

Donald Leggatt, our choirmaster, was a very talented musician and the commitment he put in was phenomenal. We had weekly choir practices, local performances (e.g. in Carlisle), special services in the Priory and the St Bees Festival, where daily concerts were held during the Easter holidays. I also owe him a debt of gratitude for the time he spent working with me on a potential singing career. I remember his leaving a restless fourth form completely gobsmacked by playing a Tchaikovsky symphony on the piano from a miniature score. My key choral memory was being driven by Don with two other boys (Robinson, bass and Steve Lees, tenor, I think) to sing the Byrd three part mass at a retreat near Kendal. The whole evening was entrancing. Singing such music at one voice per part in a small chapel was amazingly intimate. The performance was followed by getting to know the participants at the retreat and a stunning meal afterwards. Wow!

Many of us were avid trainspotters and there were still steam locomotives around in those days. The engine that came up early in the morning would also head the 11.27 back southwards. Many is the time I got into trouble for being late for an 11.30 lesson when there was a special locomotive at the helm. One Saturday we had a supreme treat: 46100 ‘Royal Scot’, buffed up to the nines, spent the afternoon at St Bees’ station, prior to pulling a special. We were ecstatic, clambering around this exquisite and pristine machine. Anthony ‘Spiv’ Dearle, whom I knew quite well but who never taught me, was a great asset to the school. As well as being a stalwart of the choir he was a major railway buff and I hate to think how many ‘railway club meetings’ he sat through on Saturday evenings. He knew I was a steam fanatic and donated me a rich gift: an Ian Allen combined (i.e. all regions) locomotive manual from just before they started to scrap all the steam engines. I was amazed then at his generosity, and still am!

Languages were competently taught by ‘Lem’ Parkinson (French) and Philip Lever (German). Lem had the clever idea of creating his own nickname by inverting his own first name (Samuel). Having heard some of the boys’ nicknames this was probably a sound policy. He must have had a bit of a soft spot for me because he gave me a nickname - ‘Bentley’ - doubly precious because it was the only nickname in the school that constituted an upgrade! For all that, Lem was a fierce, old school, disciplinarian. I remember clowning a bit in one of his classes. He came up behind me and hit the back of my head with his hand as hard as he could. I was dazed for the rest of the class.

 ‘P L’ (I think also his own nickname) taught German (not without a few idiosyncrasies - as I found when I went to live there); but being able to recite the declensions of ‘der’ and ‘ein’ -  as we all could - was a fantastic starting point for really learning German. And how many generations of old boys still remember ‘und dann, verb, subject’?

I want to tell a story about a master called Mr Francis, because I have never seen this story told by anyone else. One Sunday evening at ‘shed’ the school was abuzz. The Mountaineering Society had gone out under him and one of the boys (I believe it was the elder Slack) had lost his footing and was falling to likely death. Mr Francis was at the top and held onto the rope even though it burnt his hand very badly. From that day on he was viewed with considerable respect. Would we have passed this test?

Another master I had very little to do with was Mr Johnson (‘Jonce’), who taught History. I never did History until the L VI Sc when we had to do it ‘to broaden us’, I presume. It took me a while to realise that in his lessons there was a curious undercurrent, and occasionally there would be ripples of excitement. I asked an old hand. They were playing ‘Um cricket’. A run was scored for every time he said ‘um’; a wicket every time he said ‘on this one’ or ‘on that one’. Some boys would continue the same match over many lessons. An Ashes test was a popular choice. He earned my undying respect for my History report one term: ‘This subject is beyond his proper understanding’.

Revd. Chalice was not a universally popular chaplain, but in fairness it was going to be difficult for anyone to take over after the hugely-respected Herbert Batey. However, he did not help matters by taking three boys with him to Scargill House, a religious retreat, for the day. On their return he demanded rather a lot of money for petrol from each of them. He was never forgiven for this (and there were no takers for future pilgrimages). After this incident his purple Morris Minor 1000 was promptly christened ‘The Transport of Delight’ by Gavin Robertson, a far-sighted witticism. Fast forward a couple of months to Sunday evening ‘shed’. This was an august event because there was a goodly smattering of parents and a guest sermoniser. The fateful moment had arrived. As the school started to belt out the hymn verse that ends ‘And oh what transport of delight/from thy pure chalice floweth’, there was a complete melt-down which no amount of glowering from Mr Lees could stem.  How we spat those words out! The rest of the service was constantly interrupted as one by one different boys could contain themselves no more. Thereafter this hymn was always sung with ‘omit verse 5’, still 
generating much mirth.  

After A-levels we stayed on for the rest of the term and it was a tradition to lay on a sixth form play, which understandably, since it was totally run by the demob-happy, would push the limits. Gavin followed up his previous masterstroke by finding a play which had a grand total of (I could be wrong here) six clergymen. He played the lead and gave a memorably wicked performance. The staff turned out and enjoyed it as much as the boys, though the chaplain and Mr Lees were notable by their absence. Moral: Whatever you do, don’t alienate the pupils!

The Combined Cadet Force (CCF) was, for me, a necessary evil which I only escaped when in the VIth. Our first experience of RSM Herring was his first parade in September ’62. He had just retired from the Paras and assumed we were like Para trainees. He was screaming instructions at us. Well, we were helpless with mirth. We had never experienced anything like it. He was - as we said - so ‘swotty’. In reality he was a kindly man, as I found out when I was given a disproportionate punishment for a minor offence by one of the motley crew of ‘officers’ (i.e. masters). I have one unforgettable memory of him. It was CCF day, so we were all dragged out in full kit for a day of exercises. I was in a group of a dozen 15-year-olds who were manning a sandbagged ‘garrison’ with, I believe, blank .303 rounds in our Lee Enfields. Mr Herring told us he would go off thirty yards or so and charge us. We had to defend our fortress. I have never known anything like it. He charged us (he didn’t fire a shot), constantly screaming, his face contorted with adrenalin and aggression. We all threw our loaded rifles down and ran away. That’s the difference between men and boys!

One summer’s Sunday afternoon, I went off for a long walk with my best friend Jonny Adams (who stayed on at St Bees rather longer than I did!). On our return we exercised our right to Sunday cooking. Our tea consisted of: 1 tin Heinz Mulligatawny soup, 1 lb. plain rice (boiled), 1 large sliced white loaf with loads of margarine, washed down with copious Grindal tea. I’m still staggered that we managed this. The dieticians amongst you will have their views, but would find it hard to fault in terms of economy (We ate it all, of course)!
Jonny and I also went off for a week’s camping in Eskdale after A-levels. That tin of soup was the most complicated thing we had previously cooked. Our touching fantasy was that I would catch brown trout from the tarn that we camped next to (final tally: 0).We learnt several lessons. Not cooking a pound of Cumberland sausage in half a pound of butter being one of them (unless you want to feel ill). We had promised Tony Cotes that we would keep in touch and he was constantly ‘bewildered’ that we seemed to ring him up at exactly the time he was taking part in the House evening service, the only phone box being outside the local pub. Happy days! 
If this set of reminiscences has given the reader anything like the pleasure it gave me to write down, then I am well pleased!”
Ian Roberts (G 50-55) advises:

“Those interested in Edmund Grindal and with access to the internet may like to know that the following CD is available: ‘Edmund Grindal the Preacher’s Archbishop’ the details of which can be found at www.evangelicals.org/news.asp?id=1620.”

George Robson (FN 57-64) writes about ‘Toenail’:

“I have had a number of appreciative messages following my Skivvies article in the last Old St Beghian and I have been given one or two reminders of other skivvies that enlivened Foundation House in the 1960s.

There was little Rose, who a year after my leaving school in 1964 fell under a bus at Distington. Then there was lanky Sally, who was my favourite skivvy until she suddenly resigned. I learnt from matron that she was inconsolable after her husband was killed by falling from a tower at Calder Hall.

But of particular note, apart from Limpy and Clapperteeth, was Toenail. I am sure all those who were on Foundation at this time remember her with great affection.

Mrs Jenny Toman was a small, plump woman, who was rarely seen by the boys except en route to and from the station. This is because although she lived in Whitehaven she preferred to travel to and from St Bees by train. The other skivvies travelled together by bus.

The other reason she was rarely seen on the House is because her duties were probably the most menial (although essential) of all. She washed dishes, peeled potatoes, cleaned the sinks out, opened cans and suchlike in the bowels of Foundation’s kitchens. 

I was once told by matron (Sheila Appleyard) that Mrs Toman was ‘the joker’ in the kitchens and was never short of jokes or far-fetched stories. So she was well liked by her fellow domestic staff and she was well liked by the boys.

Her nickname, of course, wasn’t too much of a departure from her real name, so for Toman read Toenail.

I am still hopeful that my little pieces may persuade other Old St Beghians to contribute their memories of the skivvies.”(Please do – Ed)

* The photograph of Toenail (accessible in our ‘online’edition – Ed) shows her awaiting the train to return her to Whitehaven. It is taken with permission from the film of the school made in 1964 by the father of Richard Taylor (FS 58-64).”
(Photo may be seen at http://www.st-beghian-society.co.uk/jan14bulletin).

A story and a question from A.R.W. Turner (G 52-57):                     “My father, who attended St Bees between 1913 and 1918, told me this story of the French master, Monsieur Le Gros, who one day was chipping an agate from a boulder near the low water mark on St Bees Head. As barefooted he pecked away at the agate, a large wave crashed in, the boulder trembled, and he felt an 
agonizing pain, as the boulder settled down onto the toes of his left foot. 
He was unable to extricate his crushed big toe, and as another wave surged up around his knees, he realized that within the hour, he would be underwater! Searching his pockets, his felt his pocket knife, and it dawned on him that the only way of saving himself from a miserable death, might be to sever his trapped toe!
Despite the pain the brave teacher did manage to cut off his toe, before crawling back to the beach, where a local farmer took him back to Eaglesfield. My father said that Professeur Le Gros was back in the classroom in two days, and within a month he was again refereeing rugby matches!

Monsieur Le Gros was apparently very popular and a cabal of seniors decided to recover his toe. Making their way along the base of St Bees Head, with a sledge hammer and steel wedges they soon located the dismembered toe. Wedges were placed under the boulder, and driven in with the hammer. When the boulder started to move, the crushed toe was finally pulled from the boulder’s grip.

The next day, the toe was pickled in formalin, and wrapped in a shroud of white linen. The miniature corpse was tied with a ‘tricolour’ ribbon, and placed in an old cigar box. As the Last Post was sounded on a bugle, the master’s toe was buried in the House grounds, with a small headstone and the Epitaph:

“Here Lies the Toe, of Monsieur Le Gros: RIP 1915 AD.”

A Footnote! After finally returning for the first time in 56 years, on Old Boys’ Day 2013, I found myself wondering if the headstone had survived. On Sunday I drove down and stopped outside Eaglesfield House. The old building was now scaffolded, and the grounds landscaped with new walls constructed from the old red sandstone masonry. Despite searching for any small headstones, I found no confirmation of my father’s tale of the brave French teacher.

I fear the late lamented toe may be lost forever beneath some stony St Beghian field. But perhaps some future Cumbrian Carter, will unearth the tomb of the mummified toe, perhaps to speculate on its origin: the site of an ancient battle, or a sacrificial offering to pacify the ancient gods of Mammon and Fertility?

PS: Tony Reeve has kindly researched this tale within the school archives, but has found no record of a teacher called Le Gros, and neither has an earlier Eaglesfield housemaster any recollection of the incident, or a headstone. Indeed the tale may have just been my father’s attempt to entertain his son and introduce me to the limits of human endeavour. However, I believe that an early Baron of Egremont and Skipton was named Le Gros, and the name does surface regularly in Cumbria. One might speculate that the teacher was perhaps a part-time French teacher, an older Frenchman brought in to cover the requirements of the curriculum during the Great War, while working similarly at other schools, or on other work. So if any Old St Beghian can shed any light on this tale, I would be very pleased to hear from them!”
Neville Wanless (G 45-47) has sent the following career notes:       
“On leaving school after a spell in the sanatorium with a serious virus, which was bad enough to summon my parents when I wasn't expected to recover, I continued my education back in the North East and afterward settled as a financial director in my father's engineering company. A keen interest in the amateur theatre was instrumental in launching me into a career in broadcasting. This began with a successful audition for voice-over work in our local television company in Newcastle and also for freelance news reading for BBC Radio, also in Newcastle. Eventually this led to an offer from the TV station to work full time as a continuity announcer. I took the job in 1971 and remained there until 1988, working eventually in-vision as an announcer and promotion writer. Voice over work in TV and radio commercials took me to various places in the country and curiously back to where I spent two years of my school career, as shortly after I began work in Tyne Tees TV in Newcastle, I was offered freelance continuity work at the then thriving Border TV in Carlisle where I spent many happy hours working shifts and filling in when the announcers there took their holidays. I married my wife Pat in July 1960 and our daughter Melanie was born in 1965.
Since retirement as a full time broadcaster in 1988, I have worked mainly in television as an 'extra' in programmes and carrying out voice-over work for corporate video companies. I have also worked for many years in hospital radio in various stations in the North East and am currently presenting my own radio show for Radio Tyneside, which is on the internet.

When I was stationed in  Germany during my National Service in the Royal Horse Artillery and we were housed at the Hohne Barracks, which was adjacent to the the Belsen concentration Camp, one sunny Sunday morning in 1955 a friend and I were out for a walk and decided to go into the camp. The incredible thing was that we chose the same day that the BBC world service had decided to film a programme entitled 'Ten Years After', with Richard Dimbleby, and we walked right in just before he went live on the air to London!

It transpired that Dimbleby was one of the first correspondents to enter Belsen after the liberation. We met him and had our photograph taken with him, after he had got over the shock of seeing two national servicemen standing there absolutely agog!

One of my favourite comedy actors is Rowan Atkinson so I was delighted to discover that he too is an old St Beghian! I would love to hear from any of my old friends - two who come to mind are Clive (CPJ Hodgson) and Michael Stout.

I have kept up my golf, which I first played on the school's lovely course, so I have been playing now for nearly 70 years! I did manage to play in the Critchely Cup for St Bees many years ago but do very little travelling these days. Being an octogenerian does slow you down a bit!

I did make a couple of visits to the school many years ago and was very relieved to discover that corporal punishment had come to an end. I well remember receiving a beating for leaving my towel out of my locker after being woken up at 10pm and taken down to the changing room. Another bizarre experience was a beating from the housemaster after his wife caught my friend and myself eating chips in the street in Whitehaven while on a visit to the dentist!

However I did introduce soccer to the school as I was at the time an avid fan of Newcastle United. And I remember the great games we had on the ash court at Grindal.”
Graham Mansfield (FS 61-66), who has kindly donated two films

of school trips from 1964-1966 to the archives, recalls them:
"As far as I can remember, the Lichtenstein trip was Christmas 1964 to New Year for two weeks. Mr Broadhurst and the Fox family were there and both Anthony and Pru are on the film. We travelled by train and ferry to Belgium and then by train to Vaduz via Basel, then by coach. Prince Charles visited the resort to ski while we were there, but did not speak to us!

The Corsica trip was with eight pupils plus Gordon Dyke and Colonel Francis the Easter immediately following the above, so that would be in 1965. We took the sleeper from school to London, picked up a Ford Thames twelve-seater minibus in the morning, caught the Dover to Calais Ferry, which is shown loading at the beginning of the film. We drove down through Paris and slept at the roadside in our sleeping bags on the ground beside the van on the top of the Grande Massif with millions of stars and the Milky Way crystal clear overhead.

We drove down past Macon and down beside the Rhone and slept beside the van north of Antibes, where Gordon Dyke had previously worked on the crew of a private yacht, and then went on to Nice for a very hot afternoon. The van was loaded using the ship's derrick. We slept on deck on deck chairs and arrived in Ajaccio at first light. We drove up terrifying winding macadam tracks half way up cliffs at least 100 feet above the rock strewn river beds with occasional wrecked vehicles at the base. We had to fill the road with boulders where it had washed away and set up camp at 4500 feet, below Monte Cinto at 13,500 feet. We had a brisk climb to 8000 feet where two of us suffered mountain sickness and had to make our own way back to camp to recover. On alternate days four pupils and both teachers climbed on rock, snow and ice with crampons and ice axes and one lucky team made it to the top of Monte Cinto. At night, on the snow line, it was so cold that the lubrication in the cine camera froze. Early morning camera shots were lost as the shutter froze. We shared the camp-site with wild boar and heard lumberjacks calling to each other. Most of the road signs had been used for shooting practice.                                                                                                After a week we had a cold bath in the river from freshly melted snow, moved to a new site on the north side of Monte Cinto and stopped at a cafe in Corte for a simple meal, replenished our supplies, including goat's cheese, which was ripe enough by the time we got to Calais to use as a weapon against enquiries from customs officers. We had to clear the road of logs on the way. The second week was even colder at night and we slept four to a tent to keep warm with snow all around us. Apart from Gordon Dyke's triple- burner curry, we survived everything in glorious sunshine, sunburn and dazzled eyes. We returned on the boat to Nice from Calvi, the headquarters of the French Foreign Legion parachute regiment and toured the Moorish castle. Again we slept on deck and at Nice the crane driver dropped the van the last ten feet leaving four dents from the scissor-lift in the side panels. Schoolboy French was used on the hardy Nicoise Dock Manager to make an insurance claim. On the return journey through France we stopped at Orleans to view the cathedral and magnificent rose window. We arrived at Calais intact and had our first minor traffic accident, with locals from the local cafe determined to call in the Surete (Special Branch) to have ‘the English’ arrested and garrotted. We returned home in fantastic health with a lifetime of experience under our belts.

The one greatest fear we had while high in the mountains was not knowing if nuclear war had occurred. The Bay of Pigs standoff between Kennedy and Khrushchev was so hot there might have been no world to return to. We avoided eating snow, in case it was radioactive!

Fifty years on I reflect with joy on that fabulous, if Stoical, Spartan and gruelling period in history, living with the end of the death penalty, the end of conscription, John F Kennedy's assassination, Senator Macarthy and his anti-American Activities committee, race riots, Martin Luther King, Chiang Kai-shek, etc, etc."

If you would like to see a copy of the cine films, please contact the OSB Office.
SNIPPETS…… 

Double congratulations to Michael Mahoney (SH 93-96), who  married Sarah J. Wehrle in Iowa City, Iowa USA on the 2nd June 2012, with his father the Rev. W.D. Mahoney officiating, and on the subsequent birth of a girl, Sadie Marie, on 10th April 2013.

Congratulations to Andrew Sherwin (SH 93-00) and his wife on the birth of their second son, Cameron, on 24th March 2013, brother to Caitlin and Elliott.

Among those OSBs to have visited the school since our last issue have been: Barry Williams (F 52-57), Richard Nicholls (F 49-53) and Richard Shaw 

(FS 61-64); also paying a visit were Jane Nicholson, the daughter of 
H.E. Reekie, and Martin Smith, son of C.P.B. Smith (SH 33-36).                                                                                (Photo may be seen at http://www.st-beghian-society.co.uk/jan14bulletin)
THANKS & APPRECIATION

Re: Charity Auction Prizes
For the Black Tie Dinner with Stuart Lancaster on Sat 21st Sept 2013.

We would very much like to thank all the OSBs who so kindly offered prizes

 and money towards the Charity Auction which took place
 as part of the Black Tie Dinner.
The fundraising event was a tremendous success and raised over £15.5k 
towards the chosen charities. On Wednesday 20th November there was a 

Presentation Lunch at school where the following cheques were handed over: 

       -  £7470 to the Lake District Calvert Trust
       -  £7020 to the Cash for Kids – ‘Give Me a Break’ appeals
      -  £1100 to the St Bees Branch of the RNLI
Many thanks indeed for your generosity – it was very much appreciated.

Nominative Governors
Martyn Hart, Stan Holmes and Anthony Wills will complete their term of office as Nominative Governors in September 2014. 

Notice is hereby given that nominations should be submitted in writing by any member of the Society (accompanied by the name of the seconder) to reach
 the St Beghian Society Office by the 28th February 2014.


Please address correspondence to:

The Secretary,

The St Beghian Society,

St Bees School,

St Bees,

Cumbria. CA27 0DS.

Please telephone the Secretary, Mr David Lord, on (01946) 828093 should you require any further information.
OBITUARIES
Myles Fortune Craston (SH 39-42). David Craston (SH 75-77) writes:
“Sadly, Myles passed away at his home in Ecoyeux on February 14th, 2013. He is survived by his wife Monique, four children and three grandchildren.

Myles arrived in his 14th year as the third of the Craston/Fortune clan to attend St Bees. His older brother John was already on School House as Head of School. John and Myles were very close throughout their lives. He loved to entertain us with stories of snaring rabbits and scrounging vegetables from the kitchen garden and then cooking up a ‘bloody good’ rabbit stew on a small fire in top garden, in a well used and rather rusty biscuit tin!

Apparently in his day underpants and long trousers were positively forbidden; rugger was only played in blinding snow storms and the dorm windows were never closed! Aside from the great fun and ‘character building’ he also got a very good education. He excelled in History and Art.

When war broke out, many school masters enlisted and when Myles left St Bees in 1942 he was recruited to teach his favourite subjects at Terrington Hall Prep School in Yorkshire. He enlisted in the RAF as soon as he was of age and after training with the Cambridge University Air Squadron he went on to serve with Bomber Command from 1943 to 1947. His last posting was to the Azores with the rank of flight sergeant. He then embarked upon a very successful career in the hotel business that would span another 44 years. He received his management training at Grosvenor House in London, the Hotel Richmond in Geneva, the California in Paris, the Westminster in Le Touquet and finished again in Paris at the Hotel George V where he met Monique, his bride to be. They married in 1953, raised four children and were together for 60 years. In 1954 he took over the management of Whitehall Court in London. From there to Ghana to manage the Ambassador Hotel from 1957 to 1963 and then to Canada, initially to manage the Chateau Laurier Hotel in Ottawa. Myles stayed with Canadian National Hotels until 1975. From 1968 he served as General Manager for the nationwide chain. In 1975 he took his family back to England and bought the Home Farm Hotel in Wilmington, Devon, which was a welcome respite from the world of corporate hotels. In 1981 the lure of the West Midlands took him to the Westward Hotel in Rushden, Northamptonshire. A few years later, with no more children at home and only a few years to retirement, he ‘downsized’ to Hartford Cottage in Huntingdon and ran it as a B&B until 1991 when he retired to the Charente Maritime. 

Myles always had a special love for France. It had always been his dream eventually to retire to the French countryside. He loved the people, the climate, the food and the wine. He was truly happy in France and of course Monique was pleased to return home after 37 years. It was there that he rekindled his love of art and history. He spent many hours in the vineyards and fields painting landscapes. He was well regarded as an artist and exhibited his work in Paris. When he wasn't painting he loved to read historical accounts and he was fascinated with the life of Napoleon Bonaparte, which amused the French no end. Over the course of twenty two years he and Monique also devoted much time and energy to renovating their 200 year old maison Charentaise. They did find their paradise on earth after so many years on the move.

Myles' success in life was due to his very outgoing and affable personality. He had a genuinely warm nature that would make anyone feel completely at ease in his company. In the hotel business these are enormous assets. He was very entertaining and loved to share anecdotes of his travels and experiences; many quite astounding. It's a shame he never wrote them down. Of course when it came to his grand children he never let the truth get in the way of a good story!

They spent all their holidays with ‘Ma and Pa’ at ‘Les Cigalles’. They couldn't wait to get there and never wanted to leave.

Myles encountered many Old St Beghians over the years and was always pleased to spend time with them to share stories and reminisce. He loved reading the Bulletin and often we wondered how much he really did regret ever having to leave St Bees.

He is greatly missed by his family and his many friends.”
Geoffrey David (SH 37-41). A Tribute by his son William:

“My father was born in Chester in March 1924, the eldest of three brothers. He grew up surrounded by horses and dogs, and retained an abiding love for both throughout his life.

His early years were shaped as a boarder at St Bees School in Cumbria, some 200 miles further north. The uniform of shorts all year round and dormitories in which the windows were never closed, and the taps on the basins down the middle of the room froze solid in the winter, no doubt helped to reinforce his remarkable resilience, determination and stoicism - attributes which defined him throughout his life. 

He was typically modest about his academic achievements at school - although it is clear he was a more than capable student. But his happiest memories were in the sporting arena. He was rightly proud of winning his cap as a member of the school rugby 1st XV before he had even reached the sixth form. This was a remarkable achievement, when his schoolboy side regularly found themselves playing, not just other schools, but teams of rock-solid miners from the local colliery towns.                                                                                                        He left school relatively early to take up articles as a civil engineer with the County Surveyor back home in Chester. There he sat - and passed – his professional exams. Many years later, he was to be elected a Fellow of the
Institution of Civil Engineers, which gave him much quiet personal satisfaction.

With his professional qualification safely under his belt, he volunteered for the army. His tales of officer training were all pretty hair raising. But one of the highlights of his service career came when he was posted to the 7th Armoured Division HQ (the Desert Rats) in Germany during the closing stages of the war. He found himself, in a scout car, unexpectedly leading the entire tank division through the night, equipped only with a hastily sketched map which he had scribbled down at the back of the briefing room some hours earlier, never dreaming for a second that he would be called up as chief navigator. Fortunately, his calmness under pressure - and an instinctive sense of direction - got him and the tanks (and the General commanding them) to their intended destination, thereby doing his bit to hasten victory in Europe.

Back in Britain he resumed both his engineering, and his rugby, career in Chester, before moving south to take up a position in the County Surveyor’s office in Wiltshire, where he became Divisional Surveyor for the South of the County in 1960. It was here that he had, as he put it, the very great good fortune of meeting and, not long afterwards, marrying my mother, Christine. And it was here, too, that he built his first house from scratch, in Berwick St James, on the edge of Salisbury Plain.

In due course there came the patter of tiny feet - mine in fact - and, a year later Penny’s, with John to follow. At this point, an opportunity arose to move to Dorset as Assistant County Surveyor, and he jumped at the chance. Dorset had for a long time been right at the top of his wish-list of places to live. Only five months later, he was appointed Deputy County Surveyor, a post he held until his retirement in 1985.

It proved difficult, initially, to find a suitable family home near Dorchester. So he decided, once again, to build one to his own design. The result was Manor Orchard, a project which he, and my mother, continued to work on throughout the next nearly fifty years. Over time, he and my mother went on to create and embellish a spectacular garden. It is full of little personal details, like his topiary, which includes an imposing pair of matching peacocks and a fox jumping over a hedge chasing a chicken.

In the 1980s, the garden achieved national recognition when it was chosen by Garden Magazine as its Garden of the Year, a remarkable accolade and testament to the patient, often back-breaking work, over many years which had gone into creating something truly special. The competition prizes included a rather fine tractor mower and a botanical tour of what was then Czechoslovakia, at that time still firmly behind the Iron Curtain.                    
He loved to build and fix things and was often to be found crafting something in his workshop, which was a bit of an Aladdin’s cave. Although to the untutored eye it looked as though the contents had been deposited randomly, by wheelbarrow, Pa knew exactly where everything was: whether a nut of just the right diameter, a crafty tool for sawing round corners, or an electric motor salvaged from a long defunct washing machine. He never knowingly threw away anything which might conceivably come in useful for a future project (of which there was always at least one on the go). 

He loved cars and driving throughout his life, and was a member of the Institute of Advance Motorists. It was a wrench when the doctors finally decided he should give up his driving licence.

During the 1970s, my father decided to buy a boat. The boat itself did not last long - partly because it required a huge amount of maintenance each winter to keep it seaworthy - and in due course it was sold and replaced with a caravan. Although, as already mentioned, Pa was not a great one for leaving hearth and home, we did enjoy some lovely family holidays in this in France, where Pa would often surprise us with his fluency in schoolboy French, particularly when it came to buying beer.

Music was another great love of his life and he would often break spontaneously into song - with a wonderful repertoire of comic songs and Gilbert and Sullivan choruses. 

During his time in Stratton he did much good work for the village, serving as a churchwarden for 25 years, and as chairman of the Parish Council and president of the Homes and Gardens Club. 

It must have been a burden when he lost his mobility to the extent he did in the last couple of years.  But he was a remarkably Stoic man. You never heard him moan about anything. If asked how he was, the invariable reply was: ‘I’m fine thank you - and how are you?’. Right up until the end he was ‘ever the optimist’ - another of his favourite phrases - and he lived by the mantra ‘never give up’. 

It is marvellous that he was able to remain living in the home he loved, and it would not have been possible without a combination of my mother’s devotion to him, and the wonderful help from their lovely neighbours and, more recently, carers, for which the family is immensely grateful.  

Undoubtedly the word I have heard used most often about my father in the last few days is ‘gentleman’; and that’s exactly what he was. I don’t think I ever saw him lose his temper. Even the most obdurate piece of machinery (or individual) could barely make him tut under his breath. He was polite to a fault. And although he was generally unenthusiastic about joining large social gatherings - or even small ones - you would never have known it when he was there, in the thick of it, whether as a guest, or as a warm and generous host.

Everybody, I suppose, hopes to leave their mark on the world in some respect. In my father’s case, he did so in quite a literal way. In his capacity as a member of the national committee on public rights of way, he was instrumental in devising the wooden footpath signposts, with acorn leaves and chiselled lettering, which are now to be found, not only in Dorset, but all across the country. Beautifully designed, unfussy, natural, practical and just the job. 

They are a fitting legacy for his life: as an engineer, a craftsman, and a lover of the great outdoors. 

Footnote: Geoffrey David retained a great affection for St Bees. In the July 2000 issue of the Old St Beghian his cheerful and amusing recollections of the school some 60 years earlier were printed, prompting responses from some of his contemporaries. In his own words he felt that his time at the school ‘had provided a remarkably effective preparation for the battle of life ahead and that, surely, is the raison d' etre of any school’.”
William W. Jackson (FN 48-52)

Mr Jackson was a respected member of the Eden farming community, particularly well known for his expertise with dairy shorthorn cattle.

Born near Wigton, he was the only child of William and Winifred Jackson. After his time at St Bees School, he spent two years in study at Newton Rigg Farm School. The family bought a farm (The Wreay) for ‘Bill’, as he was generally known, which he ran on his own from 1962. In the following year he married Margaret and went on to have three children, Helen, David and Anne. Bill maintained the family tradition of keeping dairy shorthorns and never lost his love for the breed. His herd had numerous successes in competitions and he exhibited at many shows including the Cheshire County and the Royal Highland. He was well known as a judge at shows all over Britain and Northern Ireland. He was a member of the Shorthorn Council for over thirty years and is believed to have been its youngest chairman. He was also active in the organisation of the Penrith and Skelton shows and at various times served as chairman and president of these events. He was also a past president of Penrith YFC. Sport was another facet of his life. He had played golf from his schooldays and was a member of the Penrith club. He was a keen follower of rugby, cricket and Carlisle United Football Club. He has been described as a ‘gentle gentleman’, who loved his family, farming, and his shorthorns. He died in September aged 78.
Andrew Stansfield (FN 75-80). Mark Stansfield (FN 75-82) writes:

“It is with great sadness I have to inform you of the death of my brother Andrew in May 2013.

We both started at St Bees as day-boys on the same day in September 1975, I initially on Eaglesfield before joining Andrew on Foundation North in 1976. He had an unspectacular time at school although some of the highlights included representing the school 1st XI in his final year (1980) - although he would admit he was there to make up the numbers - captaining the school chess team and gaining his Gold Duke of Edinburgh Award. After St Bees Andrew went on to Durham University where he studied chemistry before joining Deloitte, Haskins & Sells in Liverpool, where in 1986 he qualified as a chartered accountant - something he had always wanted to be. Eventually he set up in practice as a sole practitioner - again something he had wanted to do.

Andrew was a committed Christian and was involved in a number of churches during his time in Liverpool - first in Toxteth, then in Allerton and latterly in Woolton. Not uncommon for accountants involved in churches, he was treasurer at each of those he had attended and for a number of years he used his accountancy skills to good effect by helping other churches throughout the Liverpool Diocese in preparing their annual accounts. 

In more recent years Andrew developed a passion for running (something he had not shown any great liking or aptitude for during his time at St Bees), joining Penny Lane Striders in Liverpool. Here also he put his accountancy skills to good use by becoming their treasurer. He was a regular runner in the Great North Run (including the year when David Mahaffey - a contemporary of his - died) and many other races in the North West. At Easter, Andrew, having suffered a couple of severe headaches whilst running, was admitted to The Walton Hospital in Liverpool and was diagnosed as having suffered a subarachnoid haemorrhage. This bleed was treated with surgery and Andrew appeared to be making a very good recovery. Unfortunately after about six weeks he suffered a further brain haemorrhage in his sleep and was found dead in bed the following morning. 
He is greatly missed.”
(Photo may be seen at http://www.st-beghian-society.co.uk/jan14bulletin).
Chris Lord (G 53-57) writes regarding Neil Campbell (G 53-58):

"I was saddened to read in the latest Old St Beghian that Neil Campbell died in June.

Neil and I were contemporaries at Dormie House School, West Kirby, Wirral and we shared a desk for our final year. We started at St Bees together in September 1953 - Neil at Eaglesfield, I at Meadow House, but both on Grindal. During our first summer term I remember having one game of tennis with him before realising that I was wasting Neil's time, let alone my own! We also cycled together on the Loweswater - Crummock - Buttermere circuit on one of those wonderful threequarter days. Aside from our roots on the Wirral, we had little in common.

Neil was an athlete and a good sportsman, who I think played as stand off or centre in the 1st XV, and who was also more than adequate in the classroom; whereas I was hopeless at cricket, rugby and athletics and struggled to leave school with six O-levels.
For several years after leaving school, we would see each other at Chester Old 
Boys' Dinners. I think that Neil spent some time at a sheep station in Australia
after leaving St Bees. Those were the days when National Service was just ending and many young men took the opportunity to do something adventurous in lieu of the two years which they would have spent in HM Forces. His father had his own business, I think, supplying hospitals, and Neil took this on at some stage. We had a connection which developed much later in that Neil married Heather Logie, who had been a close friend of one of my cousins, Donald Crighton. Don was a godfather to one of Neil and Heather's children. The last time I saw Neil was thirteen years ago at Don's funeral. 

Neil was a good guy, as they say on Merseyside, and there was no side to him. He would not put himself ahead of others and he would always be a friend when you needed one."
A Memory of G. W. Lees - by David Elston (FS 65-70):

“I was very interested to read David Marshall’s words on Geoff Lees, and the follow up from Mike Lockhart. I got to know and respect Geoff hugely during my last two years at St Bees, 1969/70, especially my last two terms as Head of School. A great privilege of the position was the three to four minutes every day, bar Sunday, with the Headmaster outside the chapel, or in the Mem Hall on Mondays, with a brief conversation which was always structured, however loosely. Often it was just for Geoff to check on this or that minor event that was upcoming or to warn me of some unexpected event - or sometimes just an amusing exchange of views. As I got to know him, more and more humour would creep into the conversation and Geoff had the most excellent and subtle wit. His ability to throw in an apposite quote or deliberately wilful misquote was exceptional and it took a little while to get to know it.

He, of course, loved cricket, which initially concerned me as I was unceremoniously shifted onto athletics in my first year, being a complete non-starter at cricket. Our morning exchanges in the summer term included amusing references to cricket, often with an elaborate explanation of a finer point for my benefit done with the best of humour, and I then of course realised that I could similarly drop in a supposedly erudite comment on Brahms or Mozart to his amusement. I remember one typical comment of Geoff’s outside the chapel one sunny morning when Brian Howard, the charming and talented music master, arrived (by no means untypically) a little late for chapel - for which of course he had a fairly key role. Brian came charging across the Terrace in his somewhat dusty Ford, jumped out and dashed into the chapel with a hasty apology. Geoff turned to me and said - entirely good naturedly – ‘It’s interesting, is it not, how someone who is so expert at the 4/4 timing struggles with the 8:30 every morning timing?’ It was so witty and pertinent that I have never forgotten it and of course it gave away what I had begun to expect, that Geoff knew a bit more about 
classical music than he really let on.

He was of course a great disciplinarian, and I remember his explaining why this was really so important for the whole well being of the community, not just because something happens ‘to be the rules’; and again he has proved himself so right in that. I also realised, in that connection, that he was not in any sense unrealistic in his expectations and he quite rightly relied on me, and senior people like me, to let him know what was going on at ‘dayroom level’, even to the point of my occasionally letting slip a few past misdemeanours. He respected the confidentiality in return and I know that as a result he used to make changes from time to time in school rules, but only at the right time.

He had a great capacity for what is now known as ‘people watching’, and reading and understanding what others were thinking.

A good few years after leaving school, I bumped into the late Martin Lamping on a train, and we had a lengthy chat in which he said that whilst he would not think of slavishly emulating anyone specifically in his career, Geoff (I think he said ‘Mr Lees’) was his overall role model for his own career, and Martin mentioned Geoff’s ability to remain calm and considered when the inevitable dramas and disasters arose in school life, especially public school life in the 1960s and 1970s. Geoff was most certainly a moderniser at St Bees where, dare one say it, some modernising was required.

The other thing that always comes to mind is Geoff’s incomparable ability to read the Bible, which of course featured frequently in those days in public school life. He could make complete sense of the beautiful King James’ language regardless of its complexity or idiosyncrasy. His recitation of Ecclesiasticus 44 (Let us now praise famous men) made the Sunday after Speech Day service worthwhile, just to hear it alone. 

Geoff and Joan came to dinner with us in the 1980s, and we had a really amusing time not only reminiscing about the school but also on all sorts of wider matters. He and I both saw the almost rather comic side of the former schoolboy persuading the Headmaster to have yet another pre-prandial G and T, and then later that evening the four of us, Joan wearing an apron, doing the washing up and polishing off the wine. He was delighted when I reminded him of the morning talks on the Terrace.”
	Notification

Of Deaths
(Since the July 2013 Bulletin)
	BELL, J. E. (John)
	Died 11.08.13
	FN 55-60

	
	BRYSON, J.D. (John)
	Died 13.11.13
	SH 93-98

	
	BUCHANAN, R. W. (Robert)
	Died 26.08.13
	G 44-48

	
	DAVID, G.B. (Geoffrey)
	Died 12.09.13
	SH 37-40

	
	HOPLEY, P.D.G. (Peter)
	Died 09.11.13
	SH 47-52

	
	JACKSON, W.W. (Bill)
	Died 05.09.13
	FN 48-52

	
	STANSFIELD, A. (Andrew)
	Died 12.05.13
	FN 75-80

	
	TAYLOR, R.H. (Robert)
	Died 09.11.13
	FN 40-45


St Beghians’ Day

Saturday 21st September 2013

The Annual General meeting of the Society, for which the minutes appear below, was followed by a service in the school chapel. Lunch was then taken in the Foundation and, during the afternoon, matches were played at
hockey (OSB 1 v School XI 0) and rugby (OSB ‘40 and over’ 12 v OSB ‘18-40’ 21). 
The afternoon’s events were concluded with a reception 
hosted by the Headmaster.

Those who signified their attendance in advance are listed below along with others who ‘signed-in’ or whom we know were present on the day.
	BERESFORD-JONES, W. (Warwick)
	AC 86-93
	LAMBERT, B.P. (Ben)
	AC 87-93

	BRINDLE, J.S. (James)
	G 49-53
	LISTER, J.P. (James)
	SH 68-74

	BULLOCK, J.F. (James) 
	FN 44-48
	LORD, A.D. (Alastair)
	SH 90-95

	CALVIN, Mrs S.J. (Sara)
	G 77-84
	LORD, D.F. (David)
	SH 60-65

	CROFT, Dr R. C. (Carter) 
	FN 60-65
	LYALL, D.E. (David)
	M 52-91

	CROSSLEY-SMITH, S. (Steve)
	SH 47-52
	MACCAIG, A.S. (Alec) 
	FS 42-46

	CURRY, N. J. V. (Nick)
	SH 60-66
	MOFFATT, A. (Alex)
	FN 79-86

	DAVIES, D.W. (Darryl)
	FS 62-68
	MOORE, I.J. (Isaac)
	G 04-11

	DOBSON, M.H. (Mark)
	AC 86-93
	NICHOLAS, I. (Ivor) 
	SH 44-49

	DOWNHAM, S.A. (Stephen) 
	G 61-65
	POSTLETHWAITE, R. (Richard)
	AC 88-92

	DOWNHAM, Dr C.E. (Clare)
	L 91-93
	REEVE, Dr A.J.H. (Tony)
	M 89-08

	FROGGATT, L.A.M.Y. (Lucy) 
	L 04-09
	RICE, A. (Alan)
	FS 49-54

	GOUGH, W.F. (Bill)
	SH 51-56
	RICE, T.A.P. (Tom) 
	M 65-95

	GRAHAM, Capt. J.A. (Tony)
	FN 53-55
	RIDLEY, D.A. (Dom)
	AC 89-93

	HALFPENNY, N.A. (Nigel)
	FN 62-67
	RIGBY, J.A. (Tony)
	FS 44-49

	HAILE, A.J. (Andy)
	F/SH 76-83
	ROBERTS, M.N. (Mark)
	SH 93-95

	HALL, R. (Richard)
	FS 64-68
	SMITH, J.M.L. (Jon)
	AC 85-93

	HAYWARD, A.F. (Alastair)
	FS 45-49
	THOMAS, K.F. (Keith)
	SH 71-76

	HOLMES, E.S. (Stan)
	SH 45-50
	THOMPSON, T. (Thomas)
	FN 44-49

	INGLEDOW, A.B. (Anthony)
	F 45-47
	WARNE, Mrs A.M. (Amelia)
	G/L 88-95

	JOHNSTON, A.T. (Andrew)
	G 68-73
	WILLS, A.J. (Anthony) 
	F 60-64

	JOHNSTON, D.T. (David)
	FN 41-44
	
	


Minutes of the 20th (105th) Annual General Meeting of the 
St Beghian Society held in the Whitelaw Building 
on Saturday, 21st September 2013 at 11.00am.

The President, Anthony Wills, welcomed everyone to the meeting, which included James Davies (Headmaster), David Lord (Secretary/Treasurer), Pam Rumney (Minutes) and 22 others.
1. The Minutes of the 104th Annual General Meeting held on Saturday, 15th September 2012 as published in the January 2013 Bulletin. Matters arising:
i. Donald Brownrigg raised his concerns over Item 6 i regarding Abbey Farm and the Restrictive Covenant and explained that he felt far from satisfied with the treatment he had received and the conclusion to date. He wished it to be noted that although, as stated, he was shown the correspondence between the President and the Governors, it had been under strict supervision and no copies were allowed to be taken. He also stated that he had been very upset by a comment where he felt that he had been asked to resign from the Society. David Lord advised that, in his opinion, this was not the case as the member in question had only stated ‘that he should consider his position’. Donald asked if the minutes could be changed to include the wording that ‘no copies were allowed to be taken’. After some discussion, Mark Roberts proposed that, if this amendment would conclude the situation, the minutes should be changed as requested. Proposed by Mark Roberts, seconded by Stan Holmes. All members present approved the proposal. Anthony Wills again reiterated that Donald should address any further issues to the Governors direct.

2. The Election of Officers:
a) Committee - Retiring this year were Mr John Dunn, Mr Richard Hall and Mr Mark Roberts. This was accepted as read.

b) Secretary and Treasurer - David Lord indicated that he was willing to continue until a suitable replacement could be identified. In this fast moving, technological age David believed that a younger person would be more suited to the position. Proposed by Darryl Davies and seconded by Richard Hall.

c) Nominative Governors - Matthew Rigby was due to retire this year and the Committee recommended that he should continue. The Secretary mentioned that Matthew’s retirement and request for further nominations had unfortunately not been included in the January Bulletin. Matthew’s re-appointment was proposed by Mark Roberts and seconded by Alastair Lord.
d) Golfing Secretary - It was agreed that James Doggett should continue in the post and he was duly re-elected.
e) Accounts Checker - Jason Spires had also expressed his willingness to continue and was re-elected. 

f) President Elect for 2013-2015 - The President advised that he had approached a few people but without success for 2013 and therefore recommended that he would hold the post for a further year until Dacre Watson (SH 56-62) could take over in Sept 2014. Dacre, a retired airline pilot, is very much involved in the Royal Aeronautical Society over the coming year, but would be delighted to take up the position in a year’s time. Alec MacCaig proposed this and it was seconded by Tony Rigby.

3. School Update - James Davies commenced by saying that he was hugely grateful for the support received from St Beghian Society members over the last year. Pupil numbers had been falling and he was anticipating a further fall this September, but was pleased to report a rise of 30 to almost 280. He was also delighted to be able to report on excellent A-Level results, which were in fact the best in Cumbria, even better than QEGS, Penrith. Furthermore, he advised that the only boarding school in the north with better results was St Peter’s, York. James also expressed his sincere thanks to Nigel Halfpenny, the school Bursar, who had been involved in many of the improvements and developments within the school, such as the drainage of the Crease and the renovation of the cricket pavilion. Furthermore, James voiced his appreciation of the help given by the Society in the form of bursaries, to assist former pupils of the school with fees to enable their sons and daughters to attend. James concluded by thanking individual members for all their support and help. 

4. Grant to Golfing Society - It was recommended that this should continue at £600. Proposed by Anthony Fox, seconded by Denis Holliday.
5.  200 Club Report and Draw - Darryl Davies reported that there was a balance of approximately £1786 available for spending and that the full 200 Club report could be viewed at the end of the meeting.
The September draw took place with the following winners:
	PRIZE
	No.
	WINNER
	PRIZE
	No.
	WINNER

	£132
	23
	Bill Heslop
	£20
	68
	Mark Roberts

	£40
	56
	Keith Harcombe
	£20
	49
	Stuart Withnall

	£40
	6
	John Dunn
	£20
	36
	Darryl Davies

	£40
	63
	Alec MacCaig
	£10
	50
	Jack Davies

	£40
	1
	Steven Downham
	£10
	30
	Andy Haile

	£40
	66
	Simon Temple
	
	
	


6. OSB Company ‘OSB Nominee Limited’ - Resolution - 

Anthony Fox gave a brief introduction regarding OSB Nominee Limited (‘OSBN’) and the proposed resolution, as tabled at the previous Committee Meeting. He outlined that the Guarantee Trust Fund, which had been established in 1939 to assist financially during a difficult period for the school, had continued to grow and develop once its original aim had been achieved, and now held various assets in the form of the properties on Lonsdale Terrace. However, the terms of the Trust Deed were now very much outdated and required modernising and the List of Trustees needed updating. After discussion, the following resolution was tabled for approval:

Resolution:

  “(a)  that the establishment of OSBN be approved and ratified;

    (b)  that the Society approve (i) the appointment of OSBN and the directors for the time being of OSBN as Trustees and (ii) variation of Clause 11  of the initial Trust Deed to give effect to and permit such appointment;

    (c)  that, having regard to the history of the Guarantee Trust Fund, the nature of its assets and the current context and circumstances and in order to give effect to the primary purposes of the GTF Trust Deed, namely: furthering the interests and/or promoting the success of the school - the Society approve the variation of the GTF Trust Deed in such manner as the Committee (or any sub-committee  thereof) of the Society shall determine appropriate and in particular, but without limitation, the variation of the GTF Trust Deed to permit the Trustees to borrow on such terms as they consider appropriate (including charging assets as security) and to apply monies borrowed in such manner as they consider appropriate including, but without limitation, to lend  all or part  the monies so borrowed to the school on such terms as they consider appropriate.”

Approval of the resolution was proposed by Anthony Rigby, seconded by Donald Brownrigg and was carried unanimously. Anthony Wills thanked Anthony Fox for all his work regarding this matter.
7. Accounts –  

a) Guarantee Trust Fund - David Lord advised that a small surplus of income over expenditure of approximately £10,500 had been achieved. The outstanding mortgage on No.8 Lonsdale Terrace, continued to reduce in accordance with the agreed repayment terms. All other properties on Lonsdale Terrace were free of mortgage.
b) Scholarship Fund - Each year the Society has assisted with school fees for sons and daughters of OSBs by the provision of bursaries. David suggested that if the school, during the current difficult economic climate, requested further assistance, he would not be against breaking into the capital for a few years, if necessary.

c) General Account - Income had reduced from the previous year, but this was due mainly to the fact that in the previous year the Society had received a substantial legacy of £6,500 from an Old Boy.

d) Trust Funds - Consolidated Trust Fund - A small sum continues to be given to the school annually towards the cost of prizes on Speech Day. However, the dividend income is such that to give more would be eating into the relatively small amount of capital.

Acceptance of the accounts was proposed by Bill Gough and seconded by Richard Hall. All were in agreement.
8. Any other business
i. David drew attention to the Stuart Lancaster Black Tie Dinner due to take place in the evening. All tickets had been sold, although three had been returned in the last 24 hours and so were available should anyone wish to purchase them. It was believed that about 200 out of the 300 due to be present were former pupils of the school and their partners.

ii. Tony Graham advised that the Roll of Honour for the 1st World War would benefit from being re-engraved. It was agreed to pass this recommendation on to the school.

9. Date of AGM and St Beghians’ Day 2014 - The date required discussion and agreement with the school and would be announced in the January Bulletin.
Anthony Wills closed the meeting at 12.05pm and thanked people for their attendance.
The evening was taken up with an extremely successful dinner/ball (see report below) hosted by the St Beghian Society and the school at which the guest speaker was Stuart Lancaster (FN/AC 80-88), the present Head Coach of the England rugby union team. Stuart had been present throughout the day and was kind enough to give a coaching session to the first fifteen during the morning, an event which will be long remembered by them. Stuart was also good enough to visit Alan Thurlwell in the village, whose wife Maria, mother of Zoe Thurlwell (L 95-00) writes as follows:
"This is just to let you know how much we appreciated Stuart Lancaster's surprise visit to Zoe's Father Alan when he visited the school for OSBs Day.

Alan had just come out of hospital after the assessment for a lung transplant and was thrilled that Stuart and his wife Nina popped in to see him. Alan, a big fan of English Rugby Union and a great supporter, was extremely grateful to the Lancasters for finding the time to visit in their busy schedule. Thanks also to Kieran Marshall (SH 98-05) for arranging the surprise. The only disappointment of the visit was that Zoe wasn't home to meet the Lancasters.

Many thanks to those involved it was really appreciated and talked about for many hours."

Ben Lambert (F/AC 87-93) 
writes about the evening:


“How time flies. After what seems like only a couple of summers, but actually turns out to be twenty years, half a dozen leavers from 1993 donned their tuxedos and headed along to the Sports Hall for the much anticipated Old St Beghian Black Tie Dinner.

Some of us old men were creaking a bit, having played a bit of rugby on the Crease in the afternoon, alongside some of our (even older) heroes from Stuart Lancaster’s era - the legends who’d won the Rosslyn Park Sevens in 1986 had of course come back for their old mate’s dinner presentation. We’d narrowly lost to the pesky under 23s in the afternoon, but it was a superb match and the England Coach looked on eagerly, doubtless keen to see if he could bolster his Autumn international squad with some impeccably schooled, fat/balding old journeymen! Watch this space.

To cap off such a fun day with a superb evening was a treat. 

The Sports Hall had been decorated and lit beautifully, like a stunning wedding marquee (of course only the finest wedding venues have basketballs trapped on top of cricket nets in the corner) and the room was filled with the intoxicating sound of chatter and laughter as old friends/foes and teachers caught up with each other. The current 6th formers provided exemplary service by handing out the champers and waiting on the tables throughout and they were an absolute credit to themselves and the school. Quite rightly the teachers would never have trusted anybody in our year with that level of responsibility and access to booze, but the calibre and integrity of the pupils has clearly come a long way in twenty years!

After a kind welcome from the Headmaster and a superb meal, Stuart Lancaster was up for the star turn and certainly did not disappoint. He treated us all to a very warm, personal and extremely amusing presentation which really focussed on how the skills he had learnt at St Bees had been used in his career to date. For example, ‘mental toughness’ came from having to survive CCF Parade Day! Remember that? In the sweltering June heat massed ranks of nervous cadets would be lined up on the Crease to stand rigidly to attention for hours. Whenever one fainted (and every year there would always be a handful) Major Francis would merely step over the motionless victim and the cricket scoreboard would be updated accordingly!  On the theme of ‘keeping one’s feet on the ground’ what, we were asked, had fostered Stuart’s key philosophy that he and his players have to be brutally honest about their own shortcomings? Well, things like Mr (Pop) Robson’s very blunt end of term report into Stuart’s (in)ability at General Studies A Level. He showed us the report on the big screen. Stuart was hopeless beyond belief, stood no chance, and would get a terribly poor grade – which, so we heard, turned out to be entirely true! 

We also gained an insight into the type of emotions that the England Coach feels as his team is just about to kick off in a big international in front of a capacity crowd. We heard that before taking on the All Blacks last year Stuart wondered where he had felt that exact same visceral feeling before - the heart pounding, the hair on edge, the knots in the stomach. And then he realised. It was the same jittery feeling that he had as a fearful first year on Boogie, when Top Dorm were barrelling down the stairs and just about to unleash a dorm raid on him! 

Amidst all the humour there was also much evidence of the quiet, considered determination he brings to the role and some fascinating insights into how he is going about building this England team and its long term goals. After a standing ovation the focus then turned to a very humorous and lively auction of a huge number of donated gifts (holidays, sporting memorabilia etc), that must have raised many thousands of pounds for charity. In fact one of our table woke up on the Sunday morning and had to be reminded that he had spent about a grand on a signed England rugby jersey the previous night, which seemed to add a new dimension to his hangover!

After the auction the evening ended with a good old fashioned school disco in the Mem Hall, which then carried on into the early hours and was witness to some typically poor dancing but many a laugh, before old friends went their separate ways. 

All in all a superb evening with a fantastic atmosphere and I, for one, left with a huge amount of pride and fond memories of the old place and of the real sense of community. I also have a renewed confidence in its future. Huge credit should go to everyone connected with organising the event and let’s hope Stuart is back up at St Bees with the Rugby World Cup in his hands in 2015!”
Photos from St Beghians’ Day 2013 and also the Stuart Lancaster Black Tie Dinner in the evening may be seen on the Society website at:

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

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 gift 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
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.
BRANCH NOTES

Branch Activities:

North East Branch
The 2013 North-East Branch Dinner was held in the plush rooms of the Northumberland Golf Club, Gosforth Park.

Present: G.C. Robson (FN 57-64, Acting Chairman), J. Davies (Headmaster), N.A. Halfpenny (FN 62-67, Bursar), W.E. Dove (FN 57-60, Sec. of the NE Branch), T. George (Head Boy), Miss J. Thompson (Head Girl), Miss A. Taylor (Deputy Head), G.E.R. Heslop (SH 41-43), J.F. Bullock (FN 44-48), 
W.B. Jameson (FN 46-51), F.O. Messenger (SH 50-55), I.D. Nimmo (FN 52-57), S.J. Edwards (FN 52-57),W.M.H. Dix (FN 55-58), A.M. Carstairs (FN 57-52), J.M. McBryde (G 58-61), G.M. Burn (G 58-61), J. Musgrove (SH 60-63), 
G.L. Spencer (G 61-64), D. Davies (FS 62-68/Retired Staff/Fundraising Coordinator), Mrs F.E. Lord (Retired staff), D.F. Lord (SH 60-65/Retired Staff/OSB Sec & Treasurer), D.H. Williams (FN 61-64), Mrs H. Miller (Retired Staff), M.P. Windle (FS 68-71), Mrs R.V. Lewis (L 77-79), R.T. Fowler 
(FN 77-80), D.J. Pitchford (G 95-02), D. Busby (SH 95-02), P.J. Drysdale 
(SH 95- 02), A. Murray (SH 97-03), B. Wilson (SH 97-04), R.I. Littler 
(SH 98-05), K.A. Marshall (SH 98-05), J.R.A. Woodhouse (SH 99-02), I. Moore (SH 04-11), D. Rhodes (SH 04-11), A. Littler (SH 04-11), R. Carlill (SH 05-11).
After assembling in the bar, Branch members and guests moved into the dining room and took their places around four tables. George Robson explained that in the enforced absence of the Chairman Mark Cottam, he had agreed to be acting Chairman for the evening.

A period of silence was held in respect of the deaths of past Branch members Peter Hopley and John Bell. 

Following Grace, the meal commenced and after the Loyal Toast a ten minute break was announced.

After this the acting Chairman welcomed the large contingent from the school, Old St Beghians visiting from other parts of the country, the usual group of The Pitchford Boys - twelve  this year -  and the Branch members. 

He pointed out that this year was the fortieth Dinner that Secretary Bill had organised and, following prolonged applause, said that whilst Bill was soon to move out of the area he was willing to continue as Branch Secretary, travelling up to Newcastle for the Dinners. Mention was also made that the school and the Branch officers were to mark Bill’s impressive work with a special event, details to be announced in due course.

The acting Chairman then made an impassioned appeal for everyone present to submit to the editor of The St Beghian an article relating either to their schooldays or his/her life since leaving school. Dr. Anthony Reeve was doing a wonderful task in editing the Bulletins and he deserved not only appreciation but support. All present were given a card with contact details and urged to ‘get writing’.

Head Girl Miss Julieanne Thompson rose to propose a toast to the school. She spoke of the wonderful years she had spent at St Bees and how, as an American, she had come to love our country and its traditions. In July 2014 she would be finding it very hard to return to America but would be carrying with her many happy experiences and memories. 

The Headmaster replied by lavishing praise on the Branch, which he said was impressively organised, vibrant and welcoming. He said that St Bees still continued to attract a goodly number of its pupils from the North East. Indeed the school was currently increasing the numbers of its pupils substantially and was very active in recruitment from areas as far away as Russia and Nigeria. The Headmaster then spoke of other positive developments.

Head Boy Thomas George rose and eloquently proposed a toast to the Society. He told us he is the grandson of retired master David Lyall and had for many years lived within St Bees village. Both the village and the school were dear to his heart. He recognised that the Society was a huge boon to St Bees School and had been for very many years. He was impressed with all he had seen and heard at the dinner (indeed all at the dinner were impressed with him - GR).

Current Bursar and old boy Nigel Halfpenny spoke in reply to the toast. He echoed much of what the Head Boy had said and thanked the Branch members for their continued interest in and support of the school.
The acting Chairman announced that when the term of office of Chairman Mark Cottam expired, the Branch Chairman for 2014-2017 would be former past President of the Society Don Williams.

All present then retired to the lounge for further reminiscing. At around 11p.m. a series of taxis carried off The Pitchford Boys, who were bound for the nightlife in and around the city’s Quayside. 

All others set off for their homes and beds!
(Photos may be seen at http://www.st-beghian-society.co.uk/jan14bulletin)
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: http://www.st-beghian-society.co.uk/jan14bulletin

We hope that you enjoy the photographs!

Annual Dinner and Other Dates:
Bristol and West of England Branch
The Bristol and West of England Branch of the OSB Society plan to hold their annual dinner at The Ship Inn, Alveston, on Friday 30th May 2014. We hope that the Headmaster will again be able to join us. Arrangements are likely to be similar to previous years.  Please contact Bill Affleck at william.affleck@btinternet.com or (01453) 832619 for further details.

Cumbria – North West
There will be a dinner in Cockermouth on Friday May 2nd 2014 (7.30 for 8.00pm). There already seems to be a great deal of interest in this dinner so early reservations are advised.

Contact: Darryl Davies at darryl.davies@st-bees-school.co.uk / darryl.davies1@btopenworld.com or on Facebook. Tel (01946) 67984.

Cumbria - South

Due to popular demand, there will also be a Kendal dinner held in October, 2014.
Full details will appear in the next Bulletin and on the website. 

Contact: Darryl Davies, as above.

London

Tim Crossley-Smith and Mark Rocca are hoping to arrange a dinner in June 2014, in London. Please contact them for more information.

Tim Crossley-Smith (01753) 880546 or tim.crossley-smith@gva.co.uk
Mark Rocca (01629) 650294 or mobile 07713 486514 or M.Rocca@nabarro.com
Manchester
Mark Rocca and John Boag are hoping to arrange a dinner in May 2014, probably on Saturday the 10th. Please contact them for further details if you are interested in attending.

Mark Rocca (01629) 650294 or mobile 07713 486514 or M.Rocca@nabarro.com John Boag (01946) 822595 or mobile 07799 348 734 or johngboag@aol.com
Scottish Branch
It is hoped that two events will be organised this year: one, a ‘gathering’ at Oban Seil Farm, perhaps early in the New Year, now that Nick Hunter has nearly finished his building work, and the other a dinner to be held in Edinburgh or Glasgow in late October. For more information please contact David Parker on (01854) 655300 (after 9pm), parkyatdeanst@yahoo.co.uk or Broomview Cottage, Ardcharnich, Loch Broom, By Garve, Ross-Shire, IV23 2RQ.

Yorkshire Branch

It is hoped to arrange a function in the late summer or early autumn. 
Please contact Steve Crossley-Smith at crossleysmith@btinternet.com or 

(01943) 830640 for further information.

OSB Dinners and Events Photographs

Wanted! 

Any photographs from St Beghian dinners and events or even informal impromptu get-togethers would be very much appreciated.
 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!
Please send to: osb@st-bees-school.co.uk or (01946) 828093 or by post.
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),

Garth Cottage, Moor Park Way, Addingham, West Yorks. LS29 0PZ.

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

A message from Don H Williams - Chairman North East Branch
At the North East Branch Dinner in November 2013, I was delighted to be appointed as North East Branch Chairman. Since the close of my term as President of The St Beghian Society, in September 2011, I have continued to keep an interest in the Society and the school, albeit on the side lines. My visits to St Bees for Speech Days and for re-unions to see so many of my contemporaries and those who have become friends from other eras are highly memorable. It always amazes me that so many gravitate back to St Bees from near and far to share school and life experiences. Recently, George Gibson (FN 59-64) and his wife Pat were on a short visit from Canada. They arranged the best part of a day to visit us at home in Stannington. How quickly the years melted away and soon it was all chat and chuckles up to date. It was wonderful to see them, and indeed anyone else from any era will always be welcome to visit.
(Photo may be seen at http://www.st-beghian-society.co.uk/jan14bulletin)
During the North East Branch Dinner I was very taken with all of the ‘well wishes’ I received as new Chairman and I will do my best to warrant such compliments. Already I have had requests to organise some sporting events. Naturally, I will be pleased to follow along the lines of calendar fixtures that many of us have previously enjoyed together. In order to do this, I will need to know your own preference. The most effective way for me to discover this will be for you to kindly contact me (see end details). The sooner I hear from you, the sooner I will be able to formulate some dates for the calendar. It will be good to hear from you, and all suggestions will always be well received and acknowledged. Although any organising will be from the North East Branch, all are welcome to attend with guests, a system which worked very well previously.

Much has changed at St Bees, as indeed progress dictates. The new Headmaster, James Davies, has great ambitions for the school and has acknowledged to me the importance and roles of the Society’s Branches, our network and fellowship. For James Davies, the school’s involvement with all Society activities is fundamental. This is only achieved through participation and planning. At our North East Branch we have been fortunate to have a ‘time served’ Secretary, Bill Dove. For the last forty years Bill has planned and organised the Branch Dinners. They are always well attended and have a great atmosphere. Bill’s work is well recognised. The annual turnout is a testament to him. He orchestrates this, apparently seamlessly, by building a rapport with old and young St Beghians alike, year after year. Thank you, Bill, and also George Robson, for your unstinting support of the North East Branch.
Contact by email: don@kingdomofnorthumbria.co.uk  Tel: 01670 789489 By Post: Woodcroft, Station Road, Stannington, Northumberland, NE61 6DS.
200 Club
Another year has passed and the 200 Club membership has shown a small decline. 

Last September we had 70 members and this year we have a total of 66. As I said last year, we seem to be stuck around this mark and I am grateful to all those who contribute so willingly. It would be a great help if Branch Secretaries could distribute copies of the entry form at their events – dinners, lunches, race meetings – and generally spread the word. 


Why not have 2 or even more numbers in the draw?
One member now has 4!!!
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.

During the winter, a long serving member of the 200 Club, Tony Cotes, sadly passed away on 3rd December 2012. Tony taught classics, was housemaster of Grindal for seventeen years and Deputy Head for three. He was also Secretary of the Society and organised a famous 60s dinner and compiled the Old St Beghians’ register. Tony, you will be greatly missed and our condolences go to Liz and the family.

More recently John Bell, a former pupil (FN 55-60) and past president (2004-2006), also died. John was a great supporter of the 200 Club. Like Tony he was responsible for organising a very successful dinner for those who attended St Bees in the 50s. Our thoughts go to his wife Olive and his family.
After prizes have been distributed for September 2013 and March 2014 we will have about £1,786 in the ‘kitty’.  
The results of the September draw may be seen previously in the Bulletin within the AGM Minutes.
Darryl W. Davies, Secretary 200 Club can be contacted on (01946) 67984 or
darryl.davies1@btopenworld.com or darryl.davies@st-bees-school.co.uk 
SCHOOL NEWS
From the Headmaster:
For those of you who have been able to join us at the school over the last few months, I hope you would agree that there is something of a buzz in the air. Over the summer we received notification of the best set of A Level results we have achieved in recent history. We were delighted to find that this had placed us as the highest achieving boarding school in the North West. This magnificent result is testament to the St Bees community of teachers, hardworking pupils and highly supportive parents and former pupils. I mention former pupils as there is no doubt that the support offered by members of the Society to the school in so many ways is an integral part of all that leads to such superb accolades. I am also delighted to be able to report that we have seen the school roll grow for the first time in a few years and we welcomed over ninety new pupils this September. 

Many of you will have read about the recent news of the government’s deciding to promote the benefits of boarding. Well once again, St Bees has been ahead of the curve and I’m delighted to announce that our decision to offer weekly boarding places to a select number of day pupils has meant that all four boarding houses are full, and indeed we now have a waiting list for weekly boarding places. 

Probably closer to the hearts of many members of the Society will be the welcome news that following extensive work on the Crease over the Summer holiday, we have been able to host a full set of fixtures back at the school this term and it has been a real pleasure to look out on a well-cared for rugby pitch rather than a boating lake! Following the flooding last year we have also seen a great deal of refurbishment going on around the site with a new Food Technology Area and significant improvements to the Fox Music school. The Bursar and his team have also been hard at work painting and decorating large areas of the site, all of which helps to make the place look so much better. A visiting old boy commented that it looked ‘loved’ again, I thought this was rather a wonderful way of expressing things. Many of you will know that Mr Nigel Halfpenny has been working as our Bursar since last December and I would like to thank him most sincerely for all his hard work over the last twelve months. There is no doubt that having a former pupil as a Bursar is a real advantage and I know all of those who have come into contact with Nigel comment on his absolute passion for the school. 

We have welcomed a number of new staff and I am delighted to say that they are doing a magnificent job and making a dramatic impact on the quality of teaching and extra-curricular activities we offer to our pupils. Sadly there isn’t time to list them all here but it was a particular highlight to welcome back Amelia Warne (nee McWilliam) (G/L 88-95) as Head of Classics. It speaks so highly of all that St Bees stands for that a former Head Girl would want to come back and teach in her former school. Those who were able to attend the superb Newcastle Dinner had the opportunity to meet our new Deputy Head, Miss Alexia Taylor. Miss Taylor comes to St Bees with a background in raising the quality of teaching and learning in her previous schools and it has been a real pleasure to work with her in reviewing and enhancing what goes on in the classrooms here. In changing times it is also wonderful to have appointed our first ever female Deputy Head. You’ll be aware that there are a great deal of changes happening in education at the moment and it is inspiring to be able to work with someone as knowledgeable as Miss Taylor as we help to maintain and enhance the high quality of education we provide.

On Saturday 21st September we celebrated Old St Beghians’ Day and it was a real pleasure to be able to meet so many members of the Society and to hear about their memories of their time at school. The highlight of the day was of course the presence of Stuart Lancaster, the England rugby coach. I don’t think our rugby team will ever forget his inspirational words to them and it was fantastic to see such a large crowd of people supporting the day’s sporting events. That evening those of us who were able to secure tickets were treated to a spectacular black tie dinner. My thanks to all of those involved in making this evening such a success. Stuart was able to share with us a most entertaining and motivating speech on his journey from St Bees to becoming England’s coach. It was fantastic to hear him talk about the values that he learnt from his time here and how they have helped him as he has taken on this iconic role. As a consequence of the raffle and auction we were delighted to be able to award our three chosen charities with cheques to the value of £15,500. Representatives from the Calvert Trust, Cash for Kids and St Bees RNLI came to the school last week and Pam Rumney, David Milner and I were able to hear from them how they will use the funds generated by our dinner to support much needed charitable work in the local community. Thank you to everyone who gave prizes and to those who offered bids; I can assure you that your generous donations are being put to excellent use. 

At the end of the last academic year I travelled out to Nigeria to discover what was happening in this newly emerging market for British boarding schools. I was struck by the tremendous warmth of welcome from the people that I met and how highly they valued all that a St Bees’ education meant. There is a great deal of competition for the best Nigerian pupils, not only from the UK but also from schools in America, Canada and Australia. However, I am confident that it will not be too long before we are once again able to welcome pupils here from Nigeria. I am very grateful for the support that has been offered by a number of members of the Society who are now working in Nigeria. There is no doubt that personal recommendations are invaluable in helping us to attract new pupils.

Last month saw Jane Hawley travelling out to Bulgaria to meet prospective families in what is becoming another new market for the school. I am delighted that we now have three Bulgarian pupils here and Jane has built a very personal link with these families who are now helping her to spread the word about St Bees. Whilst Jane was in Bulgaria, I travelled out to Moscow to meet current parents and to attend a fair for families who are interested in sending their children to the UK. We both then attended an event held in London where over the course of the weekend we were able to discuss the school with a whole host of agents from across the globe. Almost before the Christmas pudding goes cold, I will be flying off on New Years’ Eve to China and Hong Kong to meet parents and pupils along with agents and prospective pupils. 

Closer to home we were delighted to have a record number of people attending our Autumn Open Day; there is no doubt that there is a great deal of interest within the local community. We will therefore be organising a series of further open events with a Sixth Form Information Evening on the 30th January, an Open Week from the 3rd-7th March and our summer Open Day on the 26th April.  Continuing to promote the school both at home and overseas is a large part of my job and there is no doubt that when I meet with former pupils they are all very willing to help in anyway that they can. It would therefore be wonderful to build up a list of former pupils who are now working abroad so that we can put prospective pupils in touch with people who can tell them what the school did to help them. There is no doubt that such contacts are invaluable in helping us to attract the best pupils from abroad to come and study here. If you are able to help please could you send me an e-mail with your details to - 

james.davies@st-bees-school.co.uk 

On a similar note I am very grateful to a small number of members of the Society who have been willing to organise and host social functions for friends, clients and colleagues who are interested in finding out more about us. These opportunities provide an opportunity for me to meet people in a smaller setting and to talk about the benefits of the school for their children. Again if this is something that any members feel they could help with, I would be delighted to hear from you.

St Bees School is on an exciting journey at the moment and my colleagues and I are fully committed to enabling St Bees to lead the way in the provision of independent education in West Cumbria and beyond. In order to do this we need the help and support of everyone in the St Bees’ family and I very much appreciate the personal support that has been shown to me by members of the Society since I took over my role. I look forward to meeting with you at various Society and school events over the next few months and in the meantime I would like to wish you and your families a very happy and peaceful New Year.
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.
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.
If any new or existing OSB Members would prefer to receive the Bulletin

 via email in future (with additional photographs)

Please contact: 

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

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. 
The list, which usually identifies ‘missing persons’, will probably resume
 next July, as usual.

We thank you for your understanding.

GOLF
The Old St Beghians’ Golfing Society

2013 has been a year both of much promise and some disappointment for the Golf Society. 

On a positive note, St Bees took a ‘squad’ of eighteen to this year’s Halford Hewitt in April; the most the school has ever had in attendance. This is a great achievement given that little over ten years ago the team was struggling to find ten players, with frantic phone calls often taking place in the days leading up to the event.

In addition, the presence of Stuart Hemmings at this year’s tournament meant that St Bees was probably the only one of the 64 schools taking part to have their own PGA qualified golf professional on site. 

What’s more the team performed well, winning a first round match for the second year in a row. I am absolutely sure that a strong winning run in this competition lies just around the corner.                                                                                      At the senior end of the scale, in the over 50s Cyril Gray Golf Tournament, held each year at Worplesdon, our victory over Rossall in 2012 was reversed in this year’s first round. However, the team managed still to be playing on Saturday morning (the benchmark of a good week) in the Plate, where we lost in the third round to the eventual winners, Wrekin.

On another positive note, this year’s Critchley Cup, which was held at Seascale Golf Club on Old St Beghians’ Day, was another memorable event. 

It was great to welcome so many new Old St Beghians to the Critchley, not least this year’s winner John Woodhouse. It was also great to welcome back Chris Stewart, Josh Oldham, Adam McNicholas, Ethan Spedding and Ben Wilson. We hope that they continue to enjoy the event and return for many years to come.

It was also good to see no less than eight school pupils ranging from First year pupils right through to Upper Sixth at this year’s event. The quality of the golf on show was extremely encouraging and huge credit must go to Stuart Hemmings for all his hard work.

Despite some good achievements in 2013 there have unfortunately been some significant disappointments. St Bees failed to raise a six man team for the Queen Elizabeth Trophy in September. This is the first time that St Bees has failed to put a team forward to compete at this event. Similarly we also failed to raise a team for the Grafton Morrish Qualifying tournament, in May. 

These are two great events in which we have competed for over fifty years. It seems a shame that we can be so strong at the Hewitt yet not compete at the QE or the Grafton.
Critchley Cup 2013

This year’s Critchley Cup was played at Seascale Golf Club on Old St Beghians’ Day, Saturday 21st of September. This was the first time that the Critchley Cup had been played in Cumbria in five years and we were delighted to welcome so many school pupils and newer Old St Beghians to the event.

The Cup was won by John Woodhouse. John, who left the school in 2002 and lives in St Bees, managed a score of 39 points to ensure that the Critchley stays in St Bees for the first time this millennium!

Congratulations to all the winners and everyone taking part.

Critchley Cup: John Woodhouse
Farquies Fortifier (2nd place): Adrian Peckitt
Dick Harrison Trophy (Over 12 Handicap): Marcus Fairhurst
Ken Case Tankard (Senior Trohy): Andrew Johnston
Bill Fox Cup (Best Gross): Adrian Peckitt
We hope to see even more Old St Beghians join us in 2014 for this fantastic day. Details of next year’s event will be communicated in early 2014.
We would be delighted to hear from any Old St Beghian golfers who would be interested in taking part.

Contact: James Doggett at james.doggett@hotmail.co.uk or 07930 510086.
2014 Competition Dates:
	Halford Hewitt (www.halfordhewitt.org) - Team of ten

Royal Cinques Ports GC (Deal)
Royal St Georges GC (Sandwich)

Princes GC (Sandwich)

	10th-13th April, 2014

	Grafton Morrish (Qualifying) - Team of six

Huddersfield GC (Fixby)

	Sun 18th May, 2014

	Cyril Gray (Over 50 yrs) - Team of six

Worplesdon GC, Surrey


	26th-28th June, 2014

	Queen Elizabeth Coronation Schools Trophy -

Team of six

Royal Burgess GC, Edinburgh

	20th-22nd Sept, 2014

	Grafton Morrish (Finals) - Team of six

Hunstanton GC

Royal West Norfolk GC (Brancaster) 

	3rd-5th Oct, 2014


James Doggett, Hon.Sec., OSBGS, 
Email: james.doggett@hotmail.co.uk or telephone: 07930 510086.
OSB/SCHOOL SHOP
	Badge - Cloth
	£7.50

	Badge - Silver Wire
	£13.00

	Bar Brooch
	£15.00

	Bow Ties – OSB (**NEW**)
	£10.00

	Buttons - Chrome (Large & Small)
	£1.50

	Car Badge
	£7.50

	Cuff Links
	£15.00

	Ladies Silver Emblem Pendant
	£10.50

	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 15th March, 2014.

The AGM and St Beghians’ Day will take place on Sat 13th September, 2014.

Copy Deadline: As the target month for the next issue of The Old St Beghian is July 2014, the Editor would be most grateful if Branch Secretaries and other contributors would let him have their notices and reports by 31st May, 2014.
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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