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from the chairman
Not only do we have a new look for the
Gazette, evolving already from the
platform created by the Spring Insight, but
a whole new era is dawning.
I was delighted to let you know at the
Biennial Dinner that the plans put forward
in advance of the AGM had been
unanimously approved, and we are now
preparing the documentation needed to
record the new arrangements between the
School and the OEA.
I have mentioned in earlier pieces, and
repeated at the Dinner, that your
Committee is determined, occasionally it
seems desperate, to find ways of
connecting with more OE’s – and
particularly to appeal to those who have
left more recently. The arrival of the
School’s new development director, Simon
Lerwill, in January is a tremendously good
start as he is considerably younger than all
but one of the present Committee, so by
definition should have contemporary
ideas!

Even though at the Dinner we were a little
light on numbers this year, I have had lots
of positive comments about the
atmosphere, access to re-explore the
School and (as always with Syd the Chef)
the gastronomic excellence, so thanks yet
again to David Corney and all those who
assisted him. As for our speakers, John
Claughton again caught the mood of
exciting change (of which more elsewhere
so no thunder to be stolen here), and Peter
Grant’s was a performance which those
present felt privileged to witness.
It seems also that a repeat of the informal
family ‘jazz’ supper from 2007 would be
popular with the younger generations, so
we will canvas opinion in good time and,
with Simon’s help, hope to do even better
next year.
We have also discussed year group (or
even decade by decade) events. These
things of course require organizing, so any
volunteers to wave a flag should please
get in touch with me or any member of
the Committee. We should be delighted to
lend our support, as doubtless would
Simon when he arrives in post.

I am looking forward to seeing OEs at
Christmas functions in London and at
Streetsbrook Road – and also to seeing this
latest edition of the Gazette ‘in the flesh’
rather than on my computer screen. These
thoughts bring me to recording warm
thanks to all those who look after and
organize these places and things – which
could be easily taken for granted.
With very best (nearly yuletide) wishes
James Martin

from the editor
“Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold;
Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world…
The best lack all conviction,
while the worst
Are full of passionate intensity.”
To say that we live in a fast-moving,
increasingly troubled world is a truism.
The accelerating recession, the global
“credit crunch” are parts of the
evidence…Everywhere one looks there is
evidence of uncertainty.
Conspicuous wealth has not brought social
ease; it has only bred greed and oldfashioned envy. Political sophistication
has simply produced greater political
‘engineering’. Increased testing in
education has not enhanced learning; if
anything it has diminished it.
Even in sport the adage holds good. We
are saturated with football and rugby,
most of which is stifled by over-coaching
and distinguished by its lack of
individuality and flair. And cricket, which
Geoffrey Moorhouse once called “the
Greatest Game”, has expanded and
fragmented; the old beauty of the Test and
County game has been overborne by the
bizarre 20/20- which is more akin to
baseball than cricket.

Technology offers perhaps the worst
example. The ‘e-mail’ is seen as the
ultimate boon to communication; but
nothing could be wronger. It is its own
enemy. It has an immediacy that can
easily lead to lack of thought: it can be
conjured quickly and easily and just as
easily and quickly be deleted – forgotten:
it goes directly to it subject who can
nevertheless simply ignore it, hide from it.
The telephone, with its demanding ring, is
more insistent; the hand written letter is
more personal, more intimate. There is
still room for the fountain-pen and the
silent stillness of the space between words.
The past is not another country. It is
where we come from, where we belong –
and we are ignoring what it has to tell us
at our peril. It is to be hoped that the
plans for the School announced here will
remind Old Edwardians of the relationship
between what has gone before
and what is to come.
In which regard,
the Gazette is an
important link.

Many people liked the changes that
‘Insight’ brought; they found it refreshing,
even challenging. Equally, there were
criticisms of the presentation – the print
too small, white print on blue difficult to
read. Your editor holds up his hands and
admits, “Mea culpa”.
Now much hard thought and work have
gone into this, the first edition proper of
the ‘new’ magazine. We hope we have
“reformed indifferently” our previous
mistakes and that members will enjoy both
contents and lay-out. The latter is the
result of the expertise and skill of our
printers; the former is the result
of members’ engagement.

And the future - ?
The future depends upon the closer link
between School and Association (in its
new guise). We hope the examples of the
intended major developments and the
changes evidenced here will spur members
of all ages to contribute to both in
whatever way they can as we enter what
may well be difficult, challenging times.
“We shall not cease from exploration
And the end of our exploring
Will be to arrive where we started
And know the place for the first time.”
Michael Parslew

from the chief master
This is an attempt in fifteen hundred
words to encapsulate what the school is
about and has been about in the last year.
Here goes.
Whatever else the school may do, if it isn’t
of the highest quality in terms of academic
performance, it is nothing. So, whatever
anyone thinks of league tables - and some
schools may have the luxury of
withdrawing from them - exam
performance matters. This year we have
much, indeed everything, to celebrate,
breaking every key record at GCSE, AS and
A Level, and, in many cases by a distance.
Here’s a simple list:
GCSE
A*s 63.0%
A*s and As 88.0%

[2007 53.5%]
[2007 87.7%]

AS Levels
A grades 66.7%
[2007 55.4%]
A and B grades 87.0% [2007 81.1%]
A Levels
A grades 73.1%
[2007 63.0%]
A and B grades 93.8% [2007 87.3%]

If these figures are moved from numbers
to people, the impact is striking. For
example, half of our GCSE pupils have
more than 7 A*s at GCSE and that is the
level at which the doors to Oxford and
Cambridge, LSE and Imperial, start to
creak open. Such results mean that we
have, at each of these levels, restored
ourselves to being amongst the top four of
five boys’ schools in this country, which is
where we have been and where we have
to be. Such success and progress have not
been done through grade inflation or
smoke and mirrors, or clearing out weak
boys or doing easy subjects: indeed, at
GCSE we were doing IGCSE for the first
time in sciences and that’s meant to be
harder. They are done through the hard
work of the pupils, supported and
encouraged and cajoled and harassed and
cared for by their teachers. As I write a
survey has been published covering 83
million pupils across the English-speaking
world over the period from 1976 to 2007
and it has proved that the most effective
way to successful teaching lies in the
relationship and communication between
teacher and pupil. I think that we already
knew that here.
As ever, such success is taking place
alongside the most extraordinarily vibrant
programme of activity. The music could
never have been better: we have even
played for ballet and had one of our boys
ballroom dancing in the Summer Concert

this year. There is a greater range of sport
than ever before: when in the past could
we have been National Under 18 Water
Polo Champions? And this range will
develop with the arrival of a new Director
of Sport, Chris Johnson, a former
professional rugby player, and a new
Director of Hockey, Michael Johnson, who
has played for Great Britain in two
Olympics.
The number of trips this summer is merely
a part of the whole but boys went to three
CCF camps, Madagascar, the Alps, the
Pyrenees, the Bay of Naples, the Ardeche,
Denmark (to live in a medieval village), the
Netherlands (to cycle) and from Land’s End
to John O’Groats (by cycle). And almost
every weekend, some trip goes somewhere
to do something that widens the
experience and friendships and confidence
of the boys. At the end of the summer
term one form in the Removes, Rem W,
even broke the Guinness Book of Records
record by constructing on South Field the
world’s longest ever washing line.
However, I would say that the culture and
atmosphere of the school transcend all of
this success and activity. Anyone, any
teacher from elsewhere, any visitor, is
struck by the energy and warmth and
friendliness of the pupils, and even the
staff. A few weeks ago, we celebrated
Founder’s Day in the ancient way with a
programme that looks little different from

the programmes in which many of you will
have proudly appeared. On that occasion,
Stephen Campbell OE, the Bailiff, told, at
the expense of himself and Mark Roberts,
the best joke ever told about the Prince
Lee Divinity Prize - which he won - and
perhaps the best joke ever told on the
Founder’s Birthday. But even that was
overshadowed by two boys, one a
Remove, the other in the Fifths, who
played the Bach Double Violin Concerto.
Both of those boys are here with financial
support from an Old Edwardian, John
Osborn, and the quality of what they did
was, for me and many others, a distillation
of what this school can do for its pupils.

While the pupils achieve and perform and
have a good time, the school itself is
progressing: the culture survives but it
also has to be renewed. We are preparing
for the introduction of the International
Baccalaureate in September 2010; we even
sent George Andronov to a conference in
Marrakesh, from which he has safely
returned. The more A Levels change and
the more IB stays the same, the more I
believe in this major move: Stuart Lane OE,
Professor of Geography at Durham
University, spoke at Speech Day and he
gave IB his support precisely because
every challenge we now face requires
breadth, and not specialisation, from
those who have to meet this challenge

Three Pedagoguic Generations: Tom Freeman, John Claughton, Philip Lambie.

The major building programme, a proper
Performing Arts Centre to be followed by
a proper Sports Centre, continues to
progress despite the financial storms and
for that we are thankful not only to the
Foundation but also, and above all, to
Paul Ruddock. The Performing Arts Centre
will provide facilities for music and drama
for both King Edward’s and KEHS and will
give those departments the facilities they
need and deserve. We have appointed
some very experienced and exciting
architects, Haworth Tompkins, and this
Gazette carries computer generated
images of what they propose.

That, I suppose, is an account of what the
school is doing on its own. But this is also
an account of what the school is doing in
collaboration with the Old Edwardians
Association. We have now agreed that the
school will take over the management and
administration of the Association. We
have also agreed that, from now on,
membership for everyone, past, present
and future, will be free. We have
appointed a Development Director, Simon
Lerwill, who will take up his post in
January. At the Biennial Dinner Mark
Roberts thought that he was the Head of
School, but what would he know: he came
second in a two-horse race for the Prince
Lee Divinity Prize. As part of Simon’s team
Stuart Birch will be working part-time
tracking down the lost boys - and old men
- of the OEA. And, finally, we are hoping
to set up a Trust Fund specifically so that
any money that is raised for the school
will go into that fund.

And what are we going to do next? Well, I
believe that our purpose must be to
generate an OEA which succeeds in
bringing alumni back together and back to
school. In my opinion, that is best done
within generations, by the ‘Gaudy’ method
of putting the focus on year groups. And,
once we have people together, how can
they help? Of course, one way is financial:
by regular giving, even small-scale regular
giving, former pupils can contribute to
Assisted Places and the aim of increasing
accessibility. Such giving is already making
a difference: through the generosity of
John Osborn, Paul Ruddock, Ian Metcalfe,
Nick Edwards, Graham Kinsman, there are
boys of talent in this school who would
not otherwise be here. Events of the last
nine months, may make it harder for
people to contribute to the school in
financial terms, but it may also make such
giving even more important. The scale of
our provision of support is considerable:
10% of the boys are here for free, 30%
have some kind of financial support, but
the more we can do, the more this school
is performing its historic and true purpose.
However, there is another way that Old
Edwardians can contribute, and that is by
bringing their experiences back to the
school. In recent weeks, we have been in
contact with three very different Old
Edwardians: Peter Grant spoke very
movingly at the Biennial Dinner of his life
in overseas development and charities;
Themistocles Bowcock e-mailed us to tell

of his work at CERN; and, Lee Child (alias
Jim Grant), the creator of Jack Reacher
and one of the most successful fiction
writers in the world, came to school to
meet his fans.
The school’s aim is: ‘to make available to
the widest possibly range of able boys an
educational experience that is the richest,
most diverse and most exciting possible in
an atmosphere that provides support,
encouragement and care for everyone,
pupils and staff, here. We want our pupils
to love coming here and to go from here
prepared for all that human life has to
offer.’
I hope that those of you who read such an
aim can recognise it as the right aim for
your school and that you will be able to
contribute to it in some way in the years
to come. One thousand five hundred
words, exactly. Not bad. Not bad at all

fifty years on
Vince House was built in 1958 in memory
of Charles Anthony Vince, 1855-1929. Well,
that is what it says on the stone plaque
that is built into the wall of Vince House,
just by the front door. The house was built
in Canon Lunt’s time to replace one of the
large Victorian houses that used to stand
on the Bristol Road on the site of the
Sports Hall. And, so, to celebrate 50 years
of Vince House, a decree went out that its
occupants past and present were to gather
together on Saturday 4th October 2008.
The Lunts were the best represented,
Veslemoy, Canon Lunt’s widow, with three
of her children, Ingrid, Patrick and Helen,
and two of their partners. The Claughtons
came in second – after all, they had less
far to travel- with John, Alexandra, James,
Tom and Sam and third equal were, in
order of seniority, Martin and Jane Rogers,
Jill and Hugh Wright and Roger and Liz
Dancey. To prevent this from being too
overpowering and Olympian an occasion,
others were also invited, Joyce Gibbs and
Lesley Horton, who have suffered and
survived the fate of being secretary to
successive Chief Masters, and David
Buttress, Second Master under Rogers
and Wright.

For the relative newcomers to Vince House
the Lunt family could tell tales of the
Vince who gave the money, could explain
the Scandinavian nature of the design,
and could even solve the mystery of the
balcony without an entrance. Different
families had their different memories, but
all were agreed that there weren’t many
better places to live one’s life than at
Vince House. I hope that some of my
children will be around for the centenary.
Who knows what tales they will tell
in 2058?
John Claughton

the bi-ennial dinner - the eye-witness account
It was an unusual sensation, getting out of
our car and taking in the cold, dark air
over the Sacred Sod. It was one of those
odd, composite feelings made up of
apprehension (was I dressed appropriately;
was I too late?), nostalgia (to the left of
where I now stood was the unfortunate
spot where I fired a yoghurt at one of my
fellow Old Eds) and excitement
(anticipating the people I might meet, the
dinner itself, and looking forward to
seeing how the school had changed).
All in all, it felt good to be back.

Stepping through into the warmth and
bustle of the Gild Hall I could see that this
sensation was having a similar effect on
the other Old Edwardians, grouped
together and engaged in passionate
conversation. Doubtless the widespread
dissemination of alcohol had only served
as a catalyst of sorts. Despite being a
relative stranger (and relatively sober) I
myself managed to have quite a number of
interesting conversations. Hardly any
time seemed to pass before we were
ushered into Big School.
Our table was right at the very top.
This was a touch intimidating as it meant
that my questionable mannerisms would
be exposed both to my peers and the
powers-that-be, sitting at High Table.
I had also learned that whilst a full table
of year 2005 leavers had been expected, a
large number of them had cried off only
the night before.
Once again I was faced with a complicated
emotion. On the one hand I was
disappointed that I wouldn’t have the
same dinnertime experience as you do
with a larger group of people and sad
because I strongly believe that Not-So-OldEds have a profound part to play in the life
of the school.
On the other hand, there was the very real
possibility that I might be able to eat three
starters.

In all seriousness, I only ate two – and
only because the first was delicious –
prawns wrapped in smoked salmon with a
nice dash of sauce and some garnish.
I had no idea how to go about eating the
main course – which was rack of lamb –
but what I did manage, was, in all fairness,
very good. The dessert, a lemon syllabub,
was as excellent as it was sweet. It was
also an appropriately nostalgic thing to
have for pudding, as it called to mind both
my days as an historical re-enactor – when

syllabub was one of the best things you
could hope to eat in a Tudor re-enactment
– and, to a lesser extent, the light and
sweet personality of Miss Bubb.

Mindful that I was not, in fact, writing a
restaurant review but was supposed to be
noting down the important details of the
event for other Old Eds, I turned my
attention to the speakers. First up was the
Chairman of the OEA who did a good job
of engaging a group of well fed and
relaxed Old Edwardians with some of the
most important issues currently being
considered by the Association. He noted
the success of the interim supper of a year
ago – with an informal, family
atmosphere; even a jazz band – and
suggested that it might not be a bad idea if
they put one on again next year. The most
important news was that the OEA had now
officially merged with the school under
John Claughton: a proposal unanimously
accepted the week before. Thanks were
then given to David Corney and the
caterers courtesy of Syd the Chef.
Peter D Grant in turn thanked the
Chairman before he took to the floor.
He opened his speech by making an
insightful (if controversial) comparison.
In the USA such things as high school
sports, proms, and groups and alumni
seem to reflect an ideology of “the
American way” present in American
schools. In Britain we do not have such a
strong sense of “Britishness” and so having
a unified set of values in British schools,
specifically KES, should therefore be twice
as important.

Drawing on his experience of charitable
work, Peter spoke of his own acute sense
of being British when watching the
Olympics in France. It was not French
failings that moved but, rather, the
success of a few, obscure British
Olympians. In Cambodia, having to deal
with the problems caused by HIV, and the
tragedy of the medical situation, this
feeling still managed to break through –
when, for example, he discovered that the
anti-retroviral medicine for the region had
been entirely funded by Elton John,
Britain, he said, had not only a role to
play, but a responsibility to use political
pressure to effect change on foreign
countries where the political situation
allows atrocities to continue on a
daily basis.
Moving away from serious matters, Peter
evoked the world of the 1970’s (Life on
Mars, flares, Kevin Keegan playing not
managing) where British values might be
defined, as: excellence, fair play, justice
and service. He was pleased that all of
these things appeared in the present-day
KES statement of values, but even more so
that the statement also included more
modern concerns: social diversity;
supported by the generous donations of
the Old Edwardians which have been used
to revive the system of assisted places that
were once such a prominent feature of the
school; and intellectual diversity, assisted
by the ambitious adoption of the
International Baccalaureate.

After turning his energy to delivering a
few pot shots at the Chief Master, Peter
surprised us be revealing his score on
ratemyteachers.com – a very respectable
score of 4.3/5. Not quite finished with the
1970s, he recalled the teachers from his
day that had made a lasting impression on
him. And what would be our legacy? In a
world dealing with the massive problems
of global warming and food shortages,
there was a real need for the sort of
intellect and character of mind fostered at
KES. A place where one might “die of
service, not of rust”.
Topical, because in the interim we did sing
the school song. Our table’s concerted
attempt to force others to adopt the
practice of shouting out “SOME TO FAME”
(from what I gather, is a recent
innovation) went largely unheeded.
Finally, John Claughton embarked on his
speech. To my deepest disappointment it
soon became apparent that he wasn’t
going to use the auspicious date of the
Dinner (International ‘Talk Like A Pirate’
Day) to put on (ahem) coarse airs. No
chilling “avast”, not a casual “me
hearties”; not even a single elongated
“arrrr”.

Regrettable, yes, but thankfully the
content of his speech was poignant,
uplifting and punchy. The Chief Master
began by recounting his failed musical
career – tormented in the music school by
Mr. Faucet, only to redeem himself years
later playing the bandbells in a Santa suit
for the Christmas concert. Bravery
indeed, but even more admirable, surely,
was his resolve to collaborate with the
(formidable) Mrs. Evans in the project.
Singing side by side with his son in an
orchestra of other people, he said,
induced a wonderful feeling of
togetherness – something he felt to be at
the very heart of the KES experience.
Expanding on this idea, John talked firstly
about how wonderful the trip to Pompeii
(with George Worthington and Phil Lambie
and 41 KES boys) had been for everyone
involved. He then described how
enjoyable it had been to witness the Living
History event at Blakely hall the previous
Sunday. (As a re-enactor I was certainly
pleased, although I felt almost offended at
the mention of Mr. Davies as a ‘necessary
lunatic’. Whilst being aware that he is
indeed a burly Welshman with access to
more weapons than anyone else I know –
I couldn’t help wanting to stand up on his
behalf. I am sure this is what Peter meant
when he referred to a ‘lasting impression’).

Moving on, the Chief Master spoke of his
admiration for the two Muslim boys who
had organized an Ifar (fast-breaking party)
in the dining hall. These boys were sitting
next to us, and in addition to having to
suffer our crude dinnertime repartee, now
had to endure being rather embarrassed at
having their praises sung. They took the
whole thing very well, though – and
proved to be very pleasant company
indeed.
Back to business, John Claughton outlined
his plans for the new Performing Arts
Centre for both KES and KEHS and the new
integrated sports centres set to be
constructed next to the swimming pool,
thanking the sponsors for their vital
contributions to both projects.
Concluding, he drew on Peter’s speech to
assert that a school loved by its children is
a school which loves and supports them in
the first place – and that KES would
continue to be just such a school.

And with that, the dinner was over.
The Chief Master retired to the library to
answer questions and chat with a whole
host of Old Eds. My friends and I took the
opportunity to visit, look over the
renovation work and help ourselves to the
free pencils and erasers which the school
has so thoughtfully provided.
On my way out, I took the opportunity to
cast a cursory gaze over the notice boards
and house trophies, noting with a smile
that Gifford was still performing as poorly
as ever. It’s reassuring to know that the
fundamentals stay the same.
Sebastian Atay

old edwardians cricket club report for

2008

In 2007 we reported a wet season; the 2008
summer was not much better. In the spring
the first stage of the ground drainage
improvements was put in. Without this,
several more home games would and could
not have been played.

2nd XI
The Team finished 7th in the league this
year which was an improvement of 2
places on the 2007 season. The league was
won by Bedworth against whom we
performed well, recording a winning draw
away from home and an exciting win at
home. A full strength 2nd XI proved to be
a very competitive team; however as
always it was varied availability that saw
us finish lower down the league than
expected.

1st XI
This season was the first for forty years
that the name of John Winspear did not
appear in a Saturday 1st team. John’s
ability and enthusiasm on the pitch were
sorely missed after he announced his
retirement from league cricket at the
beginning of the season. His figures and
contribution to the cricket club have been
immense and his total club runs of over
27,000 will probably never be surpassed.
It was not a good season for this side.
In total, the Saturday 1st XI lost five
Saturday games out of twenty two to the
weather. Of the remaining games eight
were drawn and nine were lost. Thus the
side failed to win any fixture and was
relegated from the Warwickshire Cricket
League Premier Division.

season

The runs came from Andy Thompson, (son
of Paul), Chris Lloyd-Smith and Zubair
Khalid. Azim Khan and Zubair Ali were the
star performers with the ball.

During the season former KES pupil
Jonathan Christopher made his Saturday
1st team debut and his younger brother
Dan, who is still at KES, became a regular
1st team player after he completed his A
level studies. Dan’s contemporary Sam
Hobbs also took his first of what will
undoubtedly become many wickets for the
first Team.
The 1st team will re-group in the first
division of the Warwickshire Cricket
League in 2009 with the goal of regaining
its status in the Premier division. Former
and current pupils who wish to be
involved in the required re-invigoration of
the 1st Team will be warmly welcomed.

Rohin Maini, who is still at KES and who
won the Peter Vernon Youth Player Award
for 2007, made his second team debut
towards the end of the season. He scored
two excellent fifties and will no doubt
continue his good form next season along
with a promising group of youngsters from
this years U15’s.
3rd XI
The side played eighteen matches with
five wins, five draws and five losses.
Three were abandoned. This resulted in
our finishing 6th in the league. Over the
season there were eight KES
representatives in the league sides.
All these had come through the
youth teams.

Youth Cricket
The Club had sides in the Warwickshire
Under 15 and Under 13 leagues. The Under
15’s won three of their matches. Of the
four defeats, two were in the last over.
Most of the players were from KES. Stuart
Hardie again made a major contribution to
the running of this side. Luke Clarke, son
of Phil our first team captain, stood out
and will deservedly win the Peter Vernon
Young player award for 2008.
The Under 13’s were managed by Mike
Thornton and Matt Melia with great
energy and effort. This group organized
several net practices at Streetsbrook Road
and several promising players have
emerged over the summer.
Under 9’s Tournament
The Warwickshire Solihull District Under
9’s tournament was again held at
Streetsbrook Road. Unlike last year, we
had a gloriously sunny day and a full
house. Four games were played
simultaneously on the outfield whilst the
hot dog stall worked overtime.
Jim Evans
Sept 2008

old edwardians golfing society
We have just returned from the Kings
Norton meeting which was the best
attended for several years. It has been the
usual busy year and whilst not crowned
with huge success, it was much enjoyed
and there was something for everyone.
We play at some excellent courses and
there are opportunities to represent the
school in matches and various
competitions. In particular, we are always
glad to hear from any single figure
handicappers who may be candidates for
the Halford Hewitt team and those aged
over 50 for the Cyril Gray.
New members or visitors are welcome and
there is a space for more at both Spring
and Autumn meetings. For further
information contact either;
Frank Scouse (president)
01295 780529
jscouse@onetel.net
or Martin Wilkes (secretary)
0121 666 6228 (work)

Results 2008
March 19 Match v School, Harborne
Lost 3 - 2.
April 10 - 13 Halford Hewitt, Royal Cinque
Ports and Royal St Georges (Scratch
Foursomes Match Play).
Round 1: Lost 3 - 1 to Shrewsbury.
Plate, Round 1: Won 3 - 0 v Downside.
May 9 Spring Meeting, Harborne.
Best gross: Jeremy Clifford 75.
Best net: Rob Harbourne 78 - 9 +69.
Best Stableford: Richard Green 36 points.
May 10 Grafton Morrish, Olton (Scratch
Foursomes Stableford).
Did not qualify for finals.
June 18 MK Foster, Little Aston (Handicap
Foursomes Stableford) Unplaced.
June 26 - 28 Cyril Gray, Worplesdon (Over
50’s Foursomes Match Play).
Round 1: Lost 3 - 0 to St Bees.
Plate, Round 1: Lost 2 - 1 to Ampleforth.
June 17 Match Old Sillhillians, Harborne
Draw 3 - 3.
August 11 Match v Old Veseyans,
Moor Hall, Lost 3 - 2.
October 1 Autumn Meeting, Kings Norton
Buckley Salver Winner: Tom Pickering 35
points.
Runner up: Alastair Harbourne 34 points.
Best visitor: Jonathan Stollard 31 points.
FJS

portrait - the chief master’s wife
In the past hundred years the school has
had several Second Masters or Deputy
Headmasters or Deputy Chief Masters who
were Old Edwardians; but not since
Charles Evans (1862-72) had there been an
OE Chief Master until the arrival of John
Claughton (1975) in January 2006. And it’s
a safe, odds-on bet that even the
redoubtable Reverend Evans could not
boast as his wife a slim, golden-haired
former dancer, but such is the case in the
person of Mrs. Alexandra Claughton.
Despite this seeming fantasy introduction,
‘Alex’, (as she is know to her friends), is no
exotic, fragrant bloom from some strange
and antique land; she is a practical, downto-earth mother of three growing boys,
(two already at the School), who knows
what hard work is. Anyone who has
performed for seven years with the
Rambert Dance Company, touring the
world and facing the demands that are
made by class plus rehearsal plus
performance on a daily basis, has got to be
“some tough cookie”. At first sight she
looks as through a strong breeze might
blow her away but, in addition to the
necessary duties attendant upon being the
‘Chief Master’s Wife’, she is fit, and
determined enough to keep four ‘men’
under control at home and teach dance
and go running regularly, including two
Marathons. And still, it must be added,
look both composed and as though she
enjoys every minute of her life.

She is a Birmingham girl, educated at the
(then) Edgbaston Church of England Girls’
School. As with most professional dancers,
ballet was her passion from a young age.
She was actively encouraged by her eversupportive parents and attended a ballet
school in Solihull where she was taught by
“two of the best teachers I could possibly
have had – ever. Miss Morwenna Bowen
and Mrs Phyllis Kempster”. At 16 she
gained a place at the Royal Ballet School
where she trained for two years. At that
point a foot injury ended her time there,
so she learnt the skill of Benesh notation,
the writing down of dance. After
completing her training she worked at the
Royal Academy of Dance and then became
the notator for ‘Ballet Rambert’, now
known as Rambert Dance Company.

During her time at Rambert, three
important things happened. The first was
that her foot healed so that dancing
became a possibility again. The second
came when the Rambert Director, Richard
Alston, was about to embark upon a new
production and discovered that three of
his girl dancers had contracted
simultaneous pregnancy. Alex knew the
pieces and she went into the cast and then
stayed in the company as a dancer for the
next seven years, touring Britain and
visiting many countries around the world.
There were many great and memorable
moments, working with Merce
Cunningham in New York, and with Glen
Tetley, performing Siobhan Davies’
Embarque. However, the highlight of her
career was dancing for a week at the Paris
Opera: some highight. The third was that
she met John: he played cricket for
Warwickshire 2nd XI with her brother,
Robin Dyer. It took thirteen years before
they married – and then, owing to
schedules and term time and a tendency
to chaos, the marriage was arranged in six
weeks.

In 2001, John obtained the appointment of
Head at Solihull School. In his four years
there, much changed: the school moved to
full co-education and was in the process of
a major building programme. But, after
four years, John was appointed to be the
Chief Master at King Edward’s.

Alexandra (right) during a performance of Siobhan
Davies' piece ‘Sounding’.

During the years of courting, Alexandra
danced and John turned to teaching from
merchant banking. They were married in
1993 at Eton and so they lived for eight
years there, the last four of them running
a boarding house. This she found
exhilarating. The ‘House’ is a big family
and there were fifty boys passing in and
out and through the place – including the
areas that were supposedly private to the
family – all day long. No such thing as
absolute ‘privacy’; the family rooms were
simply part of the whole. Alex thoroughly
enjoyed these years and it was a
wonderful place for their three children,
James, Tom and Sam, to be born and grow
up. She loved the involvement in house
activities and events and had good friends
among the staff and their wives: a
boarding school is a very tight community.

Now, sitting in her kitchen in Vince House,
with a cup of tea and a croissant, Alex is
the epitome of contentment and relaxed
well-being. She enjoys the house with its
space and secluded garden and its outlook
across the playing fields; but she points
out that it is not isolated. There is all the
activity on the fields, people passing to
and from the sports hall, her own boys
coming back and forth. And she has her
own continuing career, teaching dance
part time for her former teacher, Miss
Bowen, with two of her own sons as
pupils. In addition, of course, she Is
involved in school life, attending concerts
ands plays, singing in the Choral Society.
In nearly every way this is the every-day
life of an every-day person – except that
she is Mrs Chief Master and this is Vince
House.

It is here that she has to carve out the
private world for a busy husband and the
fast growing-up sons. John, apparently, is
“an easy person to live with” (!! – Ed). He
likes to be doing, not a person for sitting
and watching the grass grow: he
sometimes gives the impression that sitting
still in a chair for more than five minutes
is little short of an Inquisitorial torture.
But he is at ease within himself and Alex
brings to the home the calm that is
essential when there are four ‘men’
creating potential domestic havoc. Not
since the early days of Ronald Lunt has
Vince House been home to a young family,
but it is a wonderful place to do so. They
are also fortunate in their holidays,
Brittany in the summer and the wonder of
a flat in Venice.
When asked the four key questions, she
answers easily. She enjoys life. She has no
regrets – though she does still miss
dancing: but missing is not the same as
regretting. When the time comes for John
to retire, she would like to live in
Birmingham or London – she loves the
city, its variety and its opportunities.
Nevertheless her perfect day would be a
sunlit day on the beach in Brittany, with
the family messing about in the waves…
Another cup of tea: a smile of great
composure and contentment; a quiet
purposefulness. Kind Edward’s has got a
real bargain – two for the price of one…

still life at kew
about Moore’s working practices and the
casting methods involved. Janet also filled
in biographical details and we heard that
the lad from Castleford in Yorkshire
became the U.K’s highest tax-payer in his
later years. Moore’s devotion to sculpture
came early and Janet told us that as a
student his artistic ability was such that
he was able to recognize fellow students
by the shape of their legs, a remark which
prompted Darlaston to comment that he
wished he has realized earlier that this was
the sort of qualification needed for a
successful career in art.

Henry Moore’s Fallen Warrior (1973-4) with Edwardian warriors, still just about upright. Left to right: Darlaston,
Hughes, Birch, Wood, Smith, Berry, Payne, the Cowies, S.J.Tyrer, Lettington, Lee, Mayou, Walker, Hornig.

The K.E.S Class of ’51 began the New Year
’08 in style with a gathering in Kew on
January 5th. Eighteen Old Edwardians met
at the house of Peter Tyrer who, aided by
his twin brother Stephen and by Nick
McCarthy (like Peter, a local resident), had
organized an action-packed afternoon.
Most of the group has attended luncheon
meetings in recent years, but we were
particularly pleased to welcome here new
faces: Nick McCarthy, John Patrick and
Max Payne.

After a welcoming glass of punch, the
party walked to Kew Gardens for a
cultural hour amongst the large scale
sculptures of Henry Moore. Some of our
number had initial reservations about
Moore’s work, but we were conducted
around the exhibits by Janet, a splendid
guide whose encyclopedic knowledge and
infectious enthusiasm quickly developed
our interest. We were encouraged to
touch and caress the exhibits to
experience their remarkable tactile
qualities and we learned a great deal

Although time was limited, some of the
other delights of Kew were noticed. The
ornithologically minded noticed a pair of
wild parakeets in the trees: rare to most of
us, but apparently becoming quite
common in parts of the London area. The
old fossils of K.E.S were also encouraged
by finding the Wollemi Pine, a tree
thought extinct for two million years and
whose evidence was confined to fossilized
remains until a tiny group was discovered
in a remote Australian valley in 1994.
There is now a thriving specimen at Kew,
albeit protected by stout railings which
would not be out of place surrounding a
minor nuclear installation.

Peter Lee wonders if this is where they serve Hot Dogs.

The party returned to chez Tyrer where a
restorative glass of punch eased the effect
of Kew’s biting easterly wind. Over a
splendid buffet lunch conversation flowed
as it always does when Edwardians are
gathered together. Max Payne’s presence
was a reminder that in addition to our
varied academic achievements there had
been other, more rumbustious, activities
which had not always received the
enthusiastic endorsement of the staff.
It was not difficult to recall Gozzo’s
pained voice requiring Payne’s explanation
for some perceived irregularity in Fifth
Form days, followed by a reply of
impeccable logic which strangely failed to
satisfy authority.

But the Tyrers were not content to let us
relax and reminisce. We were required to
render the School Quartercentenary Song
(Quadringentos iam per annos) first in the
traditional version and then in a revised
and improved Tyrer version with
embellishments (non Edwardum, regem
celebramus; sed Ecce Edwardum, Ecce
Edwardum rex sextus celebramus). The
group was in excellent voice and it is quite
likely that the glorious sounds penetrated
not merely the homes of nearby Kew
residents but also the current resting place
of Dr Willis Grant, whose views on the
new Tyrer version would be interesting to
hear.

Pat Walker, Max Payne and Richard Mayou, with
Kew Palm House (built 1844-8 to the design of Decimus
Burton) beyond.

We must not forget that the Tyrer twins
both had illustrious careers in psychiatry.
Did their combined experience in that field
give their next ‘entertainment’ an extra
quality? This was an antiphonal dialogue
(a Tyrerlogue?) providing selected
biographical details of Canon R.G. Lunt,
Chief Master of blessed memory, an
account which the brothers likened to a
psychological autopsy. They had
researched their subject thoroughly and
were able to provide details of his years as
Headmaster at Liverpool College1 and to
furnish more information about his
engagement to Diana Elliot who later
became wife of the famously left-wing
Canon John Collins 2. Miss Elliot was
quoted as recalling a perfect June night in
his company when “daybreak found
Ronald and me good friends”. It was
surprising to hear that when he later
broke the engagement Miss Elliot was
grateful to Lunt for the sympathetic way
in which he handled the incident and for
using his sense of humour to soften the
impact. Not all those present thought
that the Chief Master has shown unalloyed
sympathy and humour in dealing with
their own school careers.
It is remarkable that after fifty years,
there is one man whose name still evokes
great passions amongst those who should
perhaps be settling into a time of serene
reflection. But whether one remembers
Lunt as a left-over Victorian martinet or as

a beacon in an engulfing tide of
philistinism, the fact remains that one
does remember him when many lesser men
would have been forgotten. We were
there: we experienced and survived the
Luntine tendency: we were formed, not in
his image, but to reflect and develop or
reject his attitudes. Like it or not, we are
part of his legacy.
And as we talked on these topics we
suddenly noticed that the afternoon had
slipped away. It was time to say our
farewells and to travel back home,
resolving to gather again before too much
more time passes. Meanwhile, our thanks
go to Peter Tyrer for permitting us to
enjoy his food and drink and to trample
the mud of Kew gardens all over his
carpets, and our thanks also go to his
team of helpers for setting up a most
memorable occasion.
Robert Darlaston

“But how does it work?” Old Edwardians at the Henry
Moore exhibition at Kew.

Stephen Tyrer and Richard Birch lead the way down
from the summit.
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an interview with miles benjamin
SA: What are your fondest memories of the
school?
MB: I think my fondest memories have to
be turning up every day and feeling like
part of the community. It’s a really nice
school to be in, there’s lots to get involved
with. It’s a brilliant school to make lifelong
friends – I met a lot of interesting people
and I keep in touch with everyone I was
friends with.
SA: So what was your sporting experience
at the school?
MB: It was…varied. I was very keen when I
first got to the school, so I literally tried
everything – from water polo to cricket to
badminton. But obviously there comes a
point when you have to focus on one
thing, about the time I got into fifth form.

Miles Benjamin left KES in 2006 and
currently plays wing for the Worcester
Warriors rugby club. Always a
promising sportsman, Miles won the
Bach Memorial Prize at KES and has
continued his success, playing three
times for England in the Under 18’s, 19’s
and 20’ squads and netting the Young
Player of the Year prize at Worcester’s
end of 2007/8 season awards. Miles is as
pleasant in person as he is formidable
on the field.

SA: What made you think that Rugby was
the sport for you?
MB: I was lucky enough to be put into the
first team in my fifth form year. And I
thought, “maybe I’m alright at rugby”.
From then on, I put a lot more into it.
SA: Was there a particular fixture or event
that you remember well?
MB: Probably when we played Bromsgrove
in my final year (2005). We were quite
close as a team and got on extremely well.
And we always said, from the start of the
season – Bromsgrove being Bromsgrove,
that was going to be the one.

SA: I don’t know if you know that I used to
go to Bromsgrove School…..
MB: Boo
SA: Well, I did leave…When was the first
time you played rugby, in your life?
MB: At the school. I didn’t play rugby as a
kid – my first love was football. A big Villa
fan…
SA: Yes. Good man.
MB: Thumbs up to that? I’d always see my
brother play rugby at KES, so I knew that
I’d have to try it out when I got there. My
first experience was in Shell T, being thrust
out onto South field on a cold afternoon.
SA: I noticed that you weren’t playing over
the weekend – what’s the story behind
your injury?
MB: We were playing in the European
Challenge Cup – and that took us to
Bucarest and Romania. Just about five
minutes into the game I took a ball and
got tackled over the sideline, landed
awkwardly and damaged some ligaments
in my AC joints in my shoulder.
SA: Did it hurt?
MB: Yeah. Although it probably sounds
worse than it is.

SA: Did you have any experience of injuries
before then?
MB: Quite embarrassingly, actually.
Just after I left school, I joined the club.
Only a couple of weeks in, I had my first
televised experience playing for
Worcester. I texted everyone, telling them
I was going to be on. And then, only a
minute into the game, I tried to sell a
dummy to the wrong bloke, and ended up
breaking my leg. Live on TV. (laughs).
I had to pick up my A-level results in
a cast.
SA: So, what’s it been like, playing for the
Worcester Warriors?
MB: I joined straight after school. My first
year was in the academy – last September
was when things really started to take off.
It’s the only club I’ve ever been at.
SA: Have you ever considered moving to a
bigger club, such as Saracens or the
Wasps?
MB: To be honest, I would rather stay at a
Midlands club. If I had to leave to further
my career, that’s what I’d do. But for
now, I want to achieve things with
Worcester. We have a great combination
of young talent and experienced players
and the future is bright.

SA: So, what do you see yourself doing in
the future?
MB: I’d like to see myself playing in a
successful Worcester team which has won
some trophies. I’d like to have, fingers
crossed, a few England caps to my name.
But there’s a lot of hard work to be done
and a lot of good competition to get past
first. If I keep working hard at Worcester,
I think those chances will come about.
SA: What was it like playing for England?
MB: It was great. I got my first experience
when I was still at school, when I managed
to get picked for the under 18s. Since
then I’ve been picked for the under 19s
and the under 20s.
SA: How does it compare to playing for
Worcester?
MB: I get a massive kick out of playing for
a national team – and I’d be lying if I
didn’t say that it wasn’t a dream of mine.
Whenever you put on that shirt. It’s not
that you don’t give your all for your club,
but when you’re representing your
country, you find that ability to give that
little bit extra. I’d say that England has a
special place for anyone.

SA: What’s it like working with the talent
that you get in the England sides?
It’s awesome. It’s good to see that every
club has a different way of thinking about
the game and getting the best from their
players. You get to share ideas and feed
off each other’s energy.
SA: Is there an element of competitiveness,
or do you bury the differences as soon as
you hit the field?
MB: Both things you said apply. You never
want to feel that one club’s getting the
better of you, so it’s a very competitive
environment. But everyone’s working
towards a common goal; playing well for
your country. As soon as you’re together,
you want the best for the person next to
you whether they’re from Saracens or
wherever.
SA: Do you have any role models?
MB: Michael Johnson is probably my
biggest hero. He’s one of those people
who has a good level of talent, but whose
application enabled him to be dominant
for so many years. That’s the true test of
greatness, I think, when you’re dominant
for a long period of time. He’s someone
I draw a lot of inspiration from, and who I
try to be as much like as I can, really.
I can’t say I look up to anyone more than
family.

SA: After you became a professional
sportsman, did you begin to appreciate
athletes more for the amount of effort
they had to put in to get to where they are
now?
MB: Definitely! It’s a dedication over such
a long period of time. You may say: “big
game coming up, so I’ll train exceptionally
hard for that”. But to say the same thing
every day, of every week, of every month
for ten years or so – it’s just phenomenal.
SA: Do you think that England is a good
place for fostering talent for rugby, based
on your experience?
MB: The Academy structure at the
Premiership clubs is brilliant. They get
people involved very early. You have the
situation that from fifteen years old, you
have a vague outline of what your career
is going to be like. For those that want to
go to university or do something else, you
have the national leagues, below the
Premiership. It’s excellent in terms of
development because you get the
experience of playing, week in, week out,
for a club that truly values the game.
Important matches with grown men.

SA: Was King Edward’s an important place
for helping you develop as a sportsman?
MB: Aside from the ways in which we’ve
already mentioned – I can’t impress
enough how much Robbie James helped
me, actually. I hadn’t taken rugby that
seriously. It was something that I was
fairly good at, and enjoyed doing. But
then in my last year, he got in contact
with Worcester and suggested that they
take me on. He’s been vital to my success
so far, and I’m sure he’d do the same for
anyone else.
SA: Finally, what would be your advice to
anyone at the school who’s really
passionate about rugby, and wants to
pursue it professionally as you have?
MB: I’d say work hard – but don’t be in
too much of a hurry. Things can take time.
So long as you have the right attitude, and
you know for sure that it’s what you want
to do – success is the most likely outcome.
Believe in yourself and you should get
what you’re after.
SA: Thank you very much, it’s been a real
pleasure.
MB: I enjoyed it.
Sebastian Atay

was kes a preparation for my later career?
After such a title, it may seem more than
equivocal to answer “No – and Yes”. K.E.S,
however, did not directly influence me in
following my calling to be a priest of the
Church of England. During my time at
King’s College, Cambridge, to which I first
went to study Classics, I felt what I can
only describe as a subtle pressure, to
which my first reaction was “You must be
joking, Lord”. However, in time I changed
to the study of Theology, I went to
Theological College and was ordained.
And so began a career in which I was the
parish priest in four different large
suburban parishes, I was Chaplain and
Lecturer in a College of Education, and I
was involved in ecumenical work for the
Anglican – Lutheran Society which took
me to Germany, Scandinavia and the USA.
No direct link with K.E.S – and yet
certainly foundations were laid in those
classrooms between 1947 and 1954.
I suppose when I first went to K.E.S, I was
more interested in leftwing politics than in
theology. My mother was a regular
churchgoer, and quite often I would go
with her to church, especially at the big
festivals. That, too, was the time when my
father went. To some extent, he had been
estranged from the Church because of an
event when he was about 18. He was in
the RFC at the end of the First World War,
with the Army of Occupation in Cologne.
Their padre was a distant, aristocratic man
who one day came out on the parade

ground and said “It seems we’ve got a
bishop chappy visiting us next week.
Want three volunteers to be confirmed.
You, you and you, fall out.” And that was
how my father was confirmed, and he
resented it bitterly. One day, however,
when I was about twelve, the local vicar
asked him for some help with rebuilding
the churchyard wall. He went along, met
others and discovered that Christians
don’t bite (or not normally). Shortly
afterwards, he began to go to Church
regularly, and three years later he was
Churchwarden.
So my home in Sheldon was a very big
influence on me. Another influence was
books, and here K.E.S did come in, with its
encouragement to read widely. It was the
time when Penguin Classics were first
published, at pocket-money prices.
Among them was E.V.Rieu’s “The Four
Gospels”, a modern translation, free of the
“thees” and “thous” of the Authorised
Version. I read it from end to end, as I
would any other book, and at the end I
felt challenged. Either this man Jesus was
an absolute lunatic, or he was who he said
he was – and he did not sound like a
lunatic. It was no dramatic conversion, it
took a lot of working out, but a year or so
later I too was confirmed.

How far did K.E.S help? Well, I cannot say
that I was often moved by Assembly. Like
many others, I was occasionally in
detention for the terrible sin of “talking in
Prayers”. Nor, to be honest, was I greatly
impressed when we had a clerical Chief
Master, the Rev. R.G.Lunt. He could be
bitterly sarcastic, and we had no way of
hitting back. I carried that remembrance
into my time in education – no teacher
should ever use sarcasm against his pupils.
But another cleric, the Rev. F.J Williams,
commonly known as “Stuffer”, was a great
help. At one time, he appointed me as
Warden to the Chapel which had not long
before been reconstructed at Edgbaston.
One day, I was feeling stressed because of
exams and I confided to him that I felt like
chucking the whole business and going to
work on mending roads. He calmly replied
“You wouldn’t last a fortnight,” I laughed,
and my depression had gone. The right
word at the right time.

What really did K.E.S contribute? First, it
taught me to think, and to think logically.
What had been a “conversion” for me was
the study of Classics, something quite new
to me. Each stage, from recognizing that
Virgil was not simply inventing tortures
for 20th century schoolboys but was a
poet and a very good one, to discovering
Homer and Plato, all this was the opening
of new doors. Plato in particular was like
a beam of light for me. Of course, logic
can be pressed too far and I probably
irritated people with my Socratic
questioning, but it gave me a method of
thinking. For example, I came to see that
not only the Christian faith had to have a
basis of reason, but so also, for those who
wanted to follow that line, did atheism. It
was very easy to pick holes in Christian
theology, but if there really was no reason
or purpose or meaning in anything and
everything happened by chance, then
even discussion was useless. Perhaps I
should add, to avoid misunderstanding,
that there was not much “comparative
religion” at this time.

This was the time when C.S.Lewis’s books
were being published, and I read most of
them... Of course, now I can see logical
flaws in some of them and I can see mental
leaps where I would like to say “Hold on” –
A does not necessarily imply B here”.
Nevertheless, I would still urge people
seeking an adult faith to read his adult
books and not to confine him to Narnia.
At first, I lacked confidence at K.E.S. I had
a noticeable Brummy accent, and was so
aware of it that I did have a slight
stammer. What saved me here was drama.
To play a part on the stage gave me new
confidence, and the stammer disappeared.
Curiously, one of my first parts was that
of a Phrygian slave with a stammer in a
performance of Euripides’ “Orestes”. I was
also in the Debating Society, and learned
the art of arguing a case clearly. I hope
that stood me in good stead in later
sermons.

It is difficult to recall details from sixty
years ago. At our “Year ‘47” reunions,
contemporaries have often reminded me
of things long forgotten. I cannot
remember much about RE teaching. I can
remember one teacher, an agnostic, whose
RE was to pull out a battered copy of the
Authorised Version, open it at random,
read a passage from it rapidly in a low
voice, slam it to and exclaim “That’s that,
and you can believe it if you like. Now
let’s get on with some serious work”.
RE was rarely much linked to
contemporary life, as it is today. But it
could be good and appeal to your
imagination, and it widened your
horizons. I particularly enjoyed beginning
to read the Greek New Testament and to
see the different echoes in a word like
“logos”. Later, at King’s College,
Cambridge, I learned two things I had not
known before, that Angelican worship
could be very beautiful, and that Anglican
theology could make sense. Maybe even
the School’s end-of-term hymn, “Lord,
dismiss us with thy blessing” had
contributed something to that insight.
Brian Coleman

‘haud ingratos nos alumnos’?
the effect of studying history at kes
‘Big Roman One’: countless KE boys in the
1950s remember C.H.C Blount intoning this
at the beginning of yet another session of
dictating history notes. We did as we
were told. As Robert Darlaston has
pointed out in the June 2006 OE Gazette
Charles Blount could ‘explain a topic in a
perfectly formed grammatical sentence,
comprising subject, verb and object’.
Like Charles Blount, I have spent a lifetime
in history teaching: did my fascination for
the past and my related historical teaching
and writing owe anything to KE?
The answer is a most empathic ‘yes’; but
before I expand on that, a few words on
Charles Blount himself may help. He was
born in 1913, and after gaining first class
honours at Cambridge he taught history at
KE from 1939 to 1975 with a break for war
service. He loved books and was a great
success as master in charge of the school
library. Of equal importance were the
textbooks he purchased and wrote. As my
contemporaries remember, V.H.H Green’s
‘Renaissance and Reformation’ was the
most up-to-date textbook in the mid
1950’s. This and Blount’s immaculate
notes were our guiding lights in European
history. In his book on KE, ‘No Place for
Fop or Idler’, Tony Trott described Blount’s
manner: ‘It was his plonking certainty
backed up by his mastery of a wealth of
detail that delighted most of the boys he
taught’, (a quotation communicated to me
by Robert Darlaston).

David Buttress followed Mr Blount at KE
and wrote in his obituary in the Gazette
that ‘Charles’s strength as a teacher of
history was to impose… such a distinctive
architectural structure on the necessary
facts’.
Thus far, OEs will recognize the picture
and indeed, that is my surface recollection
of Mr Blount. But Michael Parslew’s call
for an article meant that it was something
that must be looked more fully into.
Beyond a realization that the previous
sentence would have been anathema to
Charles Blount, I learned that he had been
an English representative of textbook
writers in 1950 and 1951 at the AngloGerman Conferences at Braunschweig
which met for a mutual review of German
and British history textbooks. In 1950 he
reviewed the seventh volume of a German
textbook ‘Wege der Volker’, published in
1949. During his textbook-writing career,
he was involved in the writing of at least
six projects: British Institutions (1955), The
Last Hundred Years (1956), Great Britain
(1962), Government in England (1965) and
An Outline History of the World: Years of
Challenge (1972). The Last Hundred Years
was perhaps the best-known, going into a
second edition in 1964. I was delighted to
find it in the history stock cupboard of the
Grantham, Lincolnshire, comprehensive
school where I was in charge of history
teaching from 1976 to 1992.

It was discovering Charles Blount’s
concern with Anglo-German history
teaching which re-awakened my interest
in his effect on me. I knew nothing of this
conference until I started to write this
article, but it is remarkably similar to one
of my present-day historical concerns:
Anglo-Polish co-operation over history
teaching. This autumn I will be attending,
for the third time, the annual conference
held at the Nicholas Copernicus University
in Torun, in northern Poland, attended by
Polish history teachers. Together with my
wife, I will be chairing a session for bilingual Polish teachers of history at the
conference which this year will focus on
textbooks. We have spent many hours
revising the English of a series of Polish
school textbooks produced there in
English for 16 to 18 year old students in
those Polish schools which teach subjects
through the medium of foreign languages.

How far does this set of textbooks
resemble the books which Charles Blount
used and wrote? Blount would recognize
and approve of the objective standpoint
of the modern textbook. There are,
however, changes in both content and
appearance. To some extent, the bright,
colourful pictures of today’s textbooks are
the result of developing technology not
available in the 1950s and 1960s.
The modern history textbook, in Poland as
in England, also includes innumerable
extracts and quotations from the original
primary source, something lacking in midtwentieth century books.

Charles Blount’s textbooks were, to put it
mildly, fact orientated. The 1950 report
on the Anglo-German text-book
conference recommended ‘a more
adequate treatment of essential facts’ and
required ‘a list of the chief facts to which
greater attention should be drawn’ (p.8).
There is not doubt that was the aim of
Blount’s history lessons. They were aimed
exclusively at giving his pupils an
architectural view of the past; the facts
were the stones which the pupils needed
to organize into a well-designed structure.
What mattered was the capacity to create
a coherent argument from a set of given
facts. From these notes, the pupil was
expected to write an essay with a
beginning, a middle and an end. The final

goal was the three-hour essay central to
the Oxford and Cambridge scholarship
exams. It seems to have worked; not
many of us necessarily got scholarships,
but many gained Oxbridge places.
So was my love of history, which has been
central to my working life and interests,
the result of my time at King Edward’s?
Perhaps yes; certainly an account of one
of Blount’s lessons would reinforce this.
We were studying the Thirty Years’ War
and its beginnings in 1618. We took our
factual notes, beginning with a big
Roman I, and then Charles Blount relaxed
and filled in the detail of the resounding
‘Defenestration of Prague’. He described
Prague Castle where the Catholic and

Protestant adversaries were gathered for
their last-ditch talks to prevent war. He
told us how, as anger mounted, local
Protestant townsmen took hold of two of
the Catholic Emperor’s officials, dragged
them to an open window and threw them
out, shouting ‘Now let your Mary save
you!’ Then Charles reported their next
exclamation in his inimitable accent: ‘By
God, she has!’ for the Catholics had fallen
into the midden of rubbish in the
courtyard below and were able to walk
away. It was a splendid story, well told,
which remained word for word at the back
of my mind, to be resurrected when I
visited Prague in the 1990s and checked on
the possibility of the story being true.
I carefully sought out the room where the
conference took place, just above the
magnificent great hall, the location of
mounted tournaments at the time. Below
the windows there had indeed been a heap
of manure from the regular cleaning of the
stables and hall. The facts of 1618 at last
became clear in their original context.

Today I prefer to concentrate on context
rather than facts – by this I mean that it
can often be better to soak students in a
narrow patch of history rather than
sprinkling them with a rapid over view of
a long period of time. Accordingly I now
focus on local history; having written
three books on the part of the East
Midlands in which I taught for many
years, my latest book focuses in detail on
the events of one day and its context, 11th
March 1619 (incidentally, the 11th March
is my brother’s birthday, for those OE’s
who remember him). On that day two
sisters from the Vale of Belvoir on the
Leicestershire-Lincolnshire border were
hanged in Lincoln Castle for the murder by
witchcraft of the son and heir of Francis
Manners, sixth Earl of Rutland and Lord of
Belvoir Castle. The book considers the case
from several angles: those of the village
families who knew the accused women,
the Earl and his family, the famous
Jacobean physicians who were called in to
treat the Earl’s children, the theologians,
both local and national, who commented
on the beliefs about witchcraft and the
magistrates and judges who examined,
tried and condemned the young women.

Would it have met with Charles Blount’s
approval? Does he still breathe down my
neck when I write history? I think he
might have liked the style. He would have
regarded the paragraphs as not too long
or too short. The sentences are generally
two to three lines long, with subject, verb
and object in reasonable order. All the
time I was writing, Charles’ reaction to
one of my sixth-form essays rang in my
ears. The mark was low and his comment
related to the style, ‘Don’t repeat this
cheap undergraduate rubbish’, he
expostulated, damning the journalistic
style of writing. At the time I was rather
flattered, not yet having gained
undergraduate status, but the lesson
stuck, I hope.
These rambling reflections are, I think,
permissible in the Old Boys’ journal of a
great school. They are partly occasioned
by the exciting possibility of a return to
the great days of the 1950s when 75% of
the places were free from fees. In 1952 we
all sang, with varying degrees of
incomprehension, R.C.Dunt and Willis
Grant’s 400th anniversary song. Over 50
years later, I trust that most of us would
agree with the sentiment expressed in the
first four lines:
Quadringentos iam per annos
Schola haec nutrivit
Haud ingratos nos alumnus
Nosque stabilivit

Which could be glossed as ‘the school has
nurtured us, the not ungrateful alumni,
for 400 years and given us a good
foundation’. It reminds me of another
quotation, the foreword to an earlyeighteenth-century minute-book which I
am also studying; ‘If thou hast gathered
nothing in thy youth, how canst thou find
anything in thine age? (Ecclesiasticus 15
v.3). My comments will, I hope, renew our
memories of some extraordinary teaching.
Perhaps other ‘haud ingrate alumni’ may
be inspired to offer accounts of how their
years at KE gave them an impetus in their
own studies and careers?
Michael Honeybone attended KE from 1951
to 1957. After studying history at Christ
Church, Oxford, he taught history in
schools, colleagues and universities,
beginning in Birmingham and moving to
the East Midlands in 1970. He is currently
editing the eighteenth-century scientific
and literary correspondence of the
Spalding Gentlemen’s Society in
Lincolnshire.

F (Sphinx) Parachute Battery RHA (with me circled) on
19 April 2008, the 128th anniversary of the battle of
Ahmed Khel, 100 or so miles to the east, at which our
RHA predecessors saved the day.

a letter from afghanistan
F (Sphinx) Parachute Battery RHA
7th Parachute Regiment Royal Horse
Artillery
Operation HERRICK VIII
British Forces Post Office 792
27th September
Dear Michael,
In what my colleagues would describe as
trademark style, I have left writing this
letter until the last possible moment,
which unfortunately means I may miss the
Autumn edition. However, as an avid
reader of the Gazette, primarily of course
looking for news of people I know, I felt it
would be remiss of me not to contribute as
I reach the end of a 7-month operational
tour in Helmand Province, Afghanistan.
I have the honour to command F (Sphinx)
Parachute Battery Royal Horse Artillery,
and we’ve been plucking the bays of battle
around the town of Musa Qal’eh,
supporting the Argyll and Sutherland
Highlanders, 5th Battalion The Royal
Regiment of Scotland, part of 16 Air
Assault Brigade, since our deployment in
mid-March.

Having been seized by the Pathfinder
Platoon in 2006, then handed back to the
Elders who subsequently surrendered the
town to the Taleban, Musa Qal’eh was
recaptured by coalition forces (UK, Afghan
and US) in December 2007. When I arrived
in March the District Centre (DC) was
under regular rocket and RPG attack and
our living conditions could best be
described as “primitive”. Since then
progress has been slow but inexorable, in
terms of security, local Afghan
governance, and even our standard of
living. While I still live in what could best
be described as a garage and eat Spam
more often than I’d like, we have running
water and electricity most of the time, and
the delivery of a fridge in late July,
(average daily temperature 45˚C), made the
whole thing a lot more bearable.
The District Governor is an ex-Taleban
warlord whose defection to the
Government side was the catalyst for the
recapture of the town. In twice-weekly
meetings (or “shuras”) between the
Governor, the Battle Group CO, myself
and the heads of the local Afghan National
Army, Police and Secret Service we are
gradually managing to develop mutual
trust and cooperation. A “Justice
Commission”, with largely the same
composition, reviews the cases of
detainees to ensure that, in a change from
previous practice, locals are not
imprisoned for indefinite periods on the

whim of the man with the biggest gun.
The main town bazaar is thriving and
prosperous, and the twice-weekly market
in the Musa Qal’eh Wadi, directly in front
of our base, attracts a couple of thousand
people and an indeterminate number of
goats, donkeys and chickens. Quite what
happens to this wadi market when the
river is in flood is unclear, but it hasn’t
rained since April and I leave here in a few
days, so that will be a matter for my
successors to determine.

I will get home to the Regiment’s barracks
in Colchester in about 2 weeks’ time,
leaving Afghanistan in the hands of 3
Commando Brigade Royal Marines. They
may be a thousand miles from the sea, but
with any luck Majors Chris Ashton and
Olly Lee (1991) will be out here
somewhere, keeping their heads and
playing the (Great) game.
Regards,
Andy Thomson (1989)

The Taleban are definitely still around, but
rather further away from the DC than they
were 6 months ago. We have had some
hard fighting, and undoubtedly had our
fair share of luck in keeping our own
casualties, and those of civilians,
mercifully low, particularly when
compared across the rest of the Brigade.
For those who may be concerned I can
reiterate from my own experience the
publicly expressed views of my elders and
betters that the soldiers and junior officers
of today lack nothing in the way of
initiative, determination and physical and
moral courage, in an extremely complex
and demanding counter insurgency
campaign in the harsh environment of
Afghanistan. It is a privilege to command
them and, whilst evenly balanced between
rewarding and frustrating, the last seven
months have been the most professionally
fulfilling of my military career to date.

Me waiting for a helicopter in a nearby wadi,
guarded by Mastiff vehicles.

letters to the editor
Dear Sir,
There has always been a discrepancy
between the number and the nature of
people who are technically part of any
society and those who actually turn up to
events. Specifically, there are very few
active Young Old Edwardians. One only
needed to cast their gaze towards the
recent leavers’ table at the last Biennial
Dinner to see that for themselves.
Why? Certainly there is an inherent bias
towards active Older Eds because
nostalgia doesn’t tend to kick in until KES
is at least a good few years into the past.
There is, however, no reason why we
should rely on affection alone to stimulate
association with the school. The reason
we engage so few Young Edwardians is
because the society simply isn’t relevant
to them. There are no obvious advantages
or benefits to be had by going to events;
and the knowledge that should a Younger
Ed get involved they would definitely be in
the minority acts as a strong inhibiting
factor.

This is more than just a shame. It is
wrongheaded to assume that the numbers
of our society will simply go on
replenishing themselves in the years to
come. If the Old Edwardians want to
continue to be a prominent as well as a
positive force in the life of the school then
we need to be bringing in younger
members who want to put the effort into
maintaining and improving the society.
And there is absolutely nothing stopping
us from doing just that

Now that every former member of the
school becomes an ‘Old Edwardian’
automatically there is a danger that
‘passive’ members might ignore their
status as nothing special, and the whole
idea of the society will be debased. Yet
now, more than at any other time in the
past, we have the opportunity to harness
this new wave of members, and, using the
combined forces of the OEA and KES itself,
offer them a uniquely beneficial and
rewarding experience.

To start things off, why don’t we have an
event specifically designed for recent
leavers from the school? Make it
something informal, say, a summer
barbeque. That way you remove two of
the greatest inhibiting factors – the formal
or sober atmosphere associated with other
events, and the suspicion of being in the
minority. Then, add something else to lure
the new members in – make sure the
whole thing is free and be sure to offer at
least some free alcohol. I’m willing to
make a friendly bet with any reader that it
would be a resounding success.

Yours faithfully
Sebastian Atay

That would at least get leavers accustomed
to the idea of being an ‘Old Ed’; helping to
create a more realistic idea of a post-KES
community. At the very least, it would be
a start – and the more members we have
actively involved in our community, the
more rewarding the experience of being an
Old Edwardian ultimately becomes.

[Ed: Sebastian (2005) was the assistant
editor for this edition of the Gazette. I am
grateful for all his hard work and
involvement.]

Dear Editor,
Next year, 2009, will be the 50th
anniversary of the founding of the
Wanderers football team (terribly sorry,
but association football) by a bunch of
renegade Edwardians who left KES mostly
in 1961 and ’62. Among these founders
were such OE luminaries as Andy Packham
and Jim Evans – Jim, of course, still
strongly involved with both OE’s and KES
junior cricket to this day.
Now, being a bunch of old fellows who
have always enjoyed any excuse for a
drink and a party, we have decided to
organize a Grand Wanderers FC Diamond
Jubilee Dinner on Friday, October 16th,
2009, to which we would like any chaps
involved in those early days, when we
were known as the KES All Stars, to join us
for what will doubtless be a riotous
evening.

Regular names on those early team sheets
with whom we have lost touch include
Roy Tuckey, Will Smith, Roger Mellor,
Maurice Haseler and David Howell. If they
read this, or if any Old Ed knows how we
can contact them, could they please call
me (Tim Austin) on 01483 202563,
Jim Evans on 0121 455 0375, or
Andy Packham on 01737 217372,
This applies similarly to anyone who thinks
he may qualify and isn’t too embarrassed
to admit it.
Gentlemen, the Billesley Arms (or perhaps
something slightly more salubrious in view
of our advancing years) awaits!
Yours sincerely
Tim Austin (1961)

Dear Editor,
Very regretfully, I am writing to say that
my dear husband, S.G. Green, passed away
on October 21st last, (2007 – Ed), just after
his 97th birthday. He left School in 1928
and he was an ‘Old Ed’ for almost eighty
years.
In looking up your address in the Gazette
of June 2007 I read with interest the letter
to the Editor from W.R Adams, who left
School three years later than my husband
and was presumably for a short period a
fellow pupil. Much of what he wrote
reminded me of the many memories my
husband recalled of the headmastership of
Cary Gilson, and especially the
observations about the “very happy days
as a scholar” and the “enjoyment of every
minute of my time at New Street”. This
was so true also of my husband; he saw it
as a great privilege to have been educated
at KES and held the School in great esteem
throughout his life.

It might be of interest to readers to know
that he had kept all his School Exam
Papers, together with those of the School’s
Admission Exam in 1922 – which make
surprising reading today! – as well as all
his School Lists. A modest report from his
form-master, Mr Gaunt, held him to be “a
quiet but useful member of form”, which
description, I think, fitted him throughout
his career as a teacher. Perhaps he was
not always “quiet” but he did endeavour
to be “useful” in carrying out the work he
was asked to do, some of it most
unexpected, in the wartime RAF and in the
Civil Service in East Africa.
It is a constant pleasure to me to see one
of the original etchings of the King
Edward’s New Street entrance doorway by
Wilfred C. Applebury hanging in our hall.
With kindest regards,
Yours sincerely
Mary Green
[Mrs. Green’s appreciation of her husband
can be found in the Obituaries section Ed].

more exams
The O.E who sat the Entrance Exams in
1923 (see Insight) went on to tackle these
papers for the equivalent of ‘O’ levels.
Any claimants for the Prize?

strange meeting - a fable?
I had been working hard at my city job for
several weeks and my head felt stuffed
and fuggy as though a cold was about to
explode upon me. Outside my office
window the autumn sky was pale blue and
the sun had that sharpness that comes
with the change in the seasons. It was all
too tempting and, on the spur of the
moment, I decided that some of the fresh,
bright air would do me good, especially if
it was accompanied by bracing, rough,
moorland walking. The obvious place for
both was my beloved Dartmoor, which,
because of my work and visits abroad for
the Government, I had not seen for over
three years. Once the seed of the idea was
in my head it took me no time at all to
arrange for some leave, to pack a bag and
shut up my rooms, to get to the station
and buy a first-class ticket to Plymouth,
and to be waiting impatiently in the
carriage for the train to leave the smoke
of London and head for the Devonian
countryside.
Six hours later the express had reached its
destination and I had changed to a
branch-line train that fussed and clanked
its way up the narrow valley of the River
Tavy to Tavistock. Here I alighted, hired a
cab that was waiting for custom in the
station forecourt, and in less than half an
hour was at the door of the Inn at Peter
Tavy. I had telephoned ahead to book a
room and, as I was known to the landlord
from previous visits over several years,

I was well received and quickly ushered to
my room where a bright fire was burning
and a decanter of sherry was awaiting my
attention on the sideboard. It had been a
long journey and it was already nearly
dark outside; the black, solid bulk of the
moor loomed against the window, while
from below came the sound of chat and
laughter as the locals from the village
enjoyed their evening’s recreation.
I was tired so I took my meal in my room,
telling myself I would meet the inhabitants
on the morrow when I was refreshed and
ready for light, inconsequential
conversation. When I had finished the
repast – excellent mutton with homegrown vegetables and a large slice of
treacle tart to follow – I read for a halfhour until my eyes could no longer hold
the book print in focus, then took a quick
wash in a bowl of cold water, and
prepared myself for bed. Before settling
down, I drew back the curtains and
opened the window in order to get the
sense and sound of the great old moor
that I had come to revisit. After this I
clambered into bed and in very few
minutes had fallen asleep to the sound of
the stream that flowed past the back of
the inn to join the river further down
the village.

I woke the next morning to discover that
the weather, at least temporarily, had
betrayed me. None of the blue sky and
bright sun that I had expected. Overnight,
heavy cloud had blown in from the southwest and the day was dank with a thick
drizzle that reduced visibility to less than
one hundred yards and had the capacity
to soak through any waterproof within a
very few minutes. However, nothing
daunted, I decided that, as I was here for
fresh air and exercise, I would go out to
get both. So, with a mackintosh cape
about me and a cap jammed on my head
and a good solid walking-stick in my hand,
I set out through the village. Despite the
time I had been away, my memory of the
place was still vivid and I was able to find
my way through the lanes and along the
tracks that girdled the moor. I did not
venture onto the Moor itself; experience
warned me that it would be bitterly cold,
sodden underfoot and probably
dangerous. So I was content to skirt the
great granite waste, walk myself into some
sort of fitness with a distance of ten miles
under my feet and then return to the inn
for a soak in a hot bath, a reviving dinner
of shepherd’s pie and good ale and a
leisurely chat in the bar with one or two
of the local farmers who dropped by.
Inevitably the conversation was mainly
about crops, and herds, markets and
auctions: but towards closing time the
chat became more idle with talk of ghosts

and moorland spectres, bogles and
headless dogs and other such nonsense.
The tales were so fanciful and
insubstantial that I quickly dismissed them
as pot-talk and moonshine. All, that is,
except one, narrated with telling
simplicity by a tall, hawk-like farmer, who
had said virtually nothing all evening until
just before the gathering broke up. Sitting
very still and staring fixedly into the
dwindling fire, he spoke about a strange
and beautiful girl who at one time was
said to have walked the moor above the
village searching for her lost infant. The
story amounted to nothing more than that
but its quiet simplicity struck me more
forcibly than the melodramatic narratives
of the other, more bucolic farmers.
I retired to bed with his words still circling
in my mind.
I had booked to stay for a week and, after
the unpromising first day, the weather
steadily improved so that I was able to get
out onto the high ground to visit several
of the tors that are dotted about the
northern part of Dartmoor.
For sentimental reasons I left my favourite
walk until last. So, on my final day, I set
out to follow the course of the stream that
dropped down past the inn up its valley to
the rough grazing land, the isolated byre
and the empty moorland beyond.
The rain that had dogged my first day and
a half had gradually drained down off the
higher moor and the stream was no longer

a benign trickle but a spate of waterfalls
and whirlpools; the path and the rocks
along its side were treacherous with mud
and wet moss, not dangerous but
requiring care and concentration. As a
result my progress was slow but I enjoyed
the challenge and eventually reached the
open moor after an hour’s hard
scrambling. I had been in among trees for
most of my walk so, when I reached the
moor, I was surprised, and a little annoyed
to find that the weather has begun to
close in again. Cloud was piling in from
the south-west. Brent Tor – normally a
useful sighting point – was hidden in
either mist of drizzle and a chilly breeze
was blowing. Nevertheless I walked on up
to a group of rocks that marked the start
of the moor proper; there I took a hard
look at the ground that I would have to
cover to reach my next objective – the
byre, reflected on the state of the weather
and, with great regret, decided that I
would have to call it a day and retreat.
The inn fire and the good ale the landlord
served would be some recompense for my
present disappointment at least.

As I turned to walk back down into the
valley a movement caught my eye. To my
slight surprise another walker had
appeared, climbing up the steep slope
towards the rocks. This was not a popular
part of the moor and I had seen no-one
else all day. Still, it would not be
unpleasant to meet a fellow walker and I
prepared to greet whoever it might be.
Then my surprise turned to utter
astonishment; the stranger approaching
was a girl and on her arm she held a baby.
As she came close I could study her. She
was slim, with short fair hair and an open,
friendly face: she was dressed in a cotton
fabric shirt with a shawl thrown around
her shoulders, a long skirt whose hem was
wet and dirty with the mud and wetness
of the grass, on her feet was a pair of wellworn boots. She could not have been
more than twenty four or five and her
natural prettiness was emphasized by the
colour in her cheeks and the brightness of
her eyes that her walk had given her. Her
appearance was surprising enough but the
child she was carrying made the
experience seem unreal, almost surreal:
a boy of about two years old with blonde,
almost white hair and brilliant blue eyes.
He must have been heavy for the slender
girl to carry but she held him firm and
secure and didn’t seem worried by
her burden.

She gave me a shy smile of greeting and, as
is customary among country-folk, stopped
to exchange a few words. I asked her
where she was from and she told me that
she lived in Lowestoft in East Anglia but
was staying with her ‘nan’ for a few days
down in Peter Tavy. This puzzled me a
little because, in all the time I had been
staying at the inn and walking the district,
I had never before caught sight of her but,
out of courtesy to her, I refrained from
mentioning this fact. We talked for a few
minutes more about the usual matters –
the weather, the height and force of the
stream, the emptiness of the moor: “I like
that, she said. “That’s why I come up here
as much as I can”.

The intensity of her response intrigued me
and I asked how often she walked and how
far. “I come up here most every day, “ she
replied, “and I suppose I walk for five or
six hours, maybe twelve or fifteen miles.”
This reply astonished me. She seemed so
slight and yet she managed such distance
and with the little boy to carry too.
Inevitably I had to ask, “Isn’t your little
boy a burden, you having to carry him like
that?”
The young woman smiled “Oh no!, Him, a
burden? He could never be that, never –
not now.”
This was a strange response and I was
about to enquire further as to what she
meant when my attention was caught by
the boy. He was staring fixedly at me;
indeed I realized he had been staring thus
at me ever since I had met him and his
mother. It was not a hostile look, nor an
enquiring one but a look of great
seriousness as though he could look right
into my mind and understand my
thoughts. In the face of such a stare I
began to feel quite uncomfortable; could
he really see into and know me?
The spell was broken by the girl who said,
“I think I must be getting on. The weather
looks like it’s closing in and I want of
finish my journey properly. Forgive me if
I say goodbye.”

Again she smiled, adjusted the lad on her
arm and set off up the hill again.
I watched her go and noticed that the
little boy kept his eyes firmly fixed on me
all the time. The silence was suddenly
broken by the call of a bird – a red kite.
I looked to see if I could spot it, then
turned back to watch the girl as she
climbed towards the top of the hill. But
she had gone; vanished! The moorland
and the sky-line were empty and desolate
as though she and the boy had never been
there, never existed. Suddenly it was cold
and I felt flurries of rain hitting me as the
wind carried them in from the west.
I turned up the collar of my coat and
headed down into the valley, back
towards Peter Tavy and the shelter of the
inn. I hoped that the girl, and the little
boy, would not be caught out on the moor
as the bad weather set in.
Because it did set in, quickly and
dramatically. By the time I reached my
sanctuary the rain was lashing down,
driven by a gale that tore at the trees and
roared across the moor. Yet again I was
thankful for the hospitality of the inn; the
cheering fire in my room, the hot bath and
then the steak and kidney pie washed
down with a pint of the local beer. I did
not entirely forget the subject of my
strange meeting on the moor and hoped
that she had reached her grandmother’s
cottage before the storm broke.

“Why, this very afternoon, while I was
taking my walk.”
“A young woman, with a fair-haired child
on her arm, you said?”
“Yes. She was walking on the moor,
staying here in the village with her
grandmother.”
There was another silence. The farmers
looked at each other as though wondering
whether they should say something. At
last the hawk-like farmer spoke again.
When I had finished my meal I moved into
the bar to join my ‘friends’, the farmers I
had got to know during my stay. We
chatted about this and that for more than
an hour and then there came a lull in the
conversation. To break it I told them
about my meeting with the young woman
on my walk. The telling did not take long
– after all, there was not much to tell: but
when I had finished I noticed my audience
were all staring at me and a heavy silence
had fallen over the group.
“Why, what is the matter?” I blurted,
discomforted by their looks and their
silence. “What’s wrong? What have
I said?”
It was the hawk-like farmer who answered.
“When did you say you met this girl?”

“There’s no young woman staying down
here. There hasn’t been any such lass
hereabouts these past twenty years. Not
since the tragedy.”
I stared at the man, then forced myself to
ask the question whose answer I already
feared. “Why, what do you mean – what
tragedy?”
The farmer took a drink from his pint of
beer, put down the tankard and looked at
me squarely. “It was an evening like this.
The rain was pouring down, the wind was
a gale, the stream was roaring down over
the boulders in full spate. A young lass
was staying with her grandmother in one
of the cottages near the shop; she had her
little son with her – a fair-haired, blueeyed little chap. The apple of her eye and
everyone loved him. For some reason, we

don’t know why, he decided to go outside,
perhaps to see the big river roaring down,
all noise and froth and excitement. He
didn’t come back. When the lass found
out she went mad with worry, rushed out
of the cottage and went searching for him,
up and down the stream, onto the moor.
She was out all evening, long after the
darkness had come.
“The next morning a search party was
organized to look for both of them, boy
and woman. They found the little lad in
one of the pools just up from the cottage
– drowned dead. Later they found the
body of the woman, up there on the edge
of the moor by those rocks you were at
this afternoon. She must’ve died of
exposure.” He paused “Within six months
the old woman was dead. The villagers
decided to pull her cottage down; it was a
place of ill luck. You can find the graves
of those poor people in the churchyard
just behind the pub. It was a sad business.”
He ended and gazed into the fire. There
was silence in the room. The storm beat
itself against the windows. The black
moor outside kept its secret.
[The O.E. who sent in this story wishes to
remain anonymous. He has assured me
that it is based upon fact - Ed.]

Reconstituted Cricket Club 1948.
Cricket Club Dinner 1998 (50 years).
School XI 1945.

C F Figures.

Extra XV 1948.

OE’s won the seven-a-side final against
Moseley 1949. This was the third time in the
season that the OE’s beat Moseley.

School XV 1943-44.
School Prefects 1945.

School seven-a-side 1945.
Three rounds Roslyn Park sevens.
Won Birmingham Schools seven-a-side tournament.

Exiles XV 1963-64.

School XV 1944-45.
Old Edwardians XV.

Montage items by
Peter Kendrick (1945).

old edwardians gazette: births and deaths - obituaries
Births:
Dolton: to Matthew & Davina (nee Wong),
a son, Theodore Tian Yao (Theo) March
2008.
Deaths:
We announce with regret the deaths of
the following Old Edwardians:
Francis B. Burrows (1942) *
Reginald Edmonds (1926) *
S. Gorton Green (1928)*
W. John Gunnell (1952)*
Bryan K. Johnson (1943)*
Stanley P. Kitchen (1939)
Richard Neville Lester (1955) *
John. A. Spittle (1950)
Cedric M. Thomas (1948)*
H. Max White (1940)*
*Obituaries of these members are
published here.

BRYAN KINGSLEY JOHNSON
Bryan was intensely proud of King
Edward’s and followed with great interest
any and all activities related to “his
school”.
He started at King Edwards’s in 1938,
having spent a year at K.E. Camp Hill. His
interests were always in the department of
the sciences and he excelled in
Mathematics and Physics. The Arts and
Classics were not his forte! Following
matriculation in 1943 he joined the Joseph
Lucas Apprenticeship Scheme, where his
success gained him a scholarship to
Birmingham University. There he gained a
B.Sc.(Hons) in Mechanical Engineering and
he became a member of the Institution of
Mechanical Engineers. To gain further
experience he joined British Nylon
Spinners in Pontypool which was later
taken over by I.C.I. In 1979 he was
awarded a Fellowship of the Inst. Mech.
Eng. (F.I.Mech.E)
While attending Kings Edward’s Bryan
took a keen interest in the OTC (later the
JTC and then the CCF), gaining Cert ‘A’ and
leading a section. He particularly enjoyed
the recent reunion of the OTC.
In 1953 Bryan married Sheila Mottershaw,
(also of Birmingham University), and they
had three children. On his retirement they
moved to the Cotswolds where they
enjoyed their lovely home and garden.

With more time at their disposal they
undertook plenty of foreign travel,
spending long periods in the south of
France. Bryan’s family was very special to
him and he and his wife spent a great deal
of time with their children and latterly
their grand children.
He was a founder of the Abergavenny
Round Table and ’41 Club and was recently
president of the Winchcombe Probus Club.
He started a Music Society and, with his
wife Sheila, was involved in the National
Association of Speakers’ Clubs, serving as
District President. Somewhere among all
these activities he managed to find the
time to enjoy regular games of bridge. He
was always very pleased to be reunited
with friends from his Birmingham years
who had also retired to the Cotswolds.

RICHARD NEVILLE LESTER
Richard Lester was at the school from
1948-55. On leaving, he went to
Birmingham University, to the School of
Botany; there he took a B.Sc. in 1958 and a
Ph.D in 1962. He went abroad to
undertake further research in Texas and
Kansas, had spells as a lecturer in Botany
at Bolton Technical College and in Uganda
before returning to Birmingham University
where he was a lecturer in Botany until his
retirement.
At the University he specialized in
Solanaceae Taxonomy & Systematics and
had responsibility in the M.Sc course for
the study of Biodiversity, Crop Evolution
and Crop Diversity. He undertook two EC
projects – the European Solanaceae
Information Network (ESIN) and the
Evaluation, Identification & Distribution of
Eggplants (EGGNET). From 1990 onwards
he published papers in various scientific
journals and was a Fellow of the Linnean
Society. He was a Trustee and later an
Honorary Life Member of the Birmingham
Horticultural Society and served on
several general and scientific committees
of the Birmingham Education Committee.
In 1972 he married Celia and they had two
children, John Andrew (b.1978) and Clare
Margaret (b.1982). He died from prostate
cancer on the 4th April, 2006.

BEN BURROWS
We were pleased to hear from Ben’s
widow, Muriel, in September, with some
thoughts she would like to share.
Ben was always proud to have attended
KES. Until a few years ago he enjoyed
going to the Biennial Dinners and on a
recent visit stayed with the Robson Fishers
who had been friends in Dorset. Muriel
also remembers a Dinner at which Enoch
Powell spoke, leaving a lasting impression
of someone they were proud to have met.
Muriel thinks he would have kept more in
touch has they stayed in the area because
he was naturally gregarious – indeed his
many activities ensured he did not ‘die of
rust’.
Ben was evacuated to Repton in the war,
and kept in affectionate contact with his
foster mother on the farm. Muriel is
convinced he learned to drive on a horse
and cart delivering milk, and it seems
evenings were spent playing darts in the
local pub!
Ben is also survived by his sister, who was
at KEHS.
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Reg was born in Birmingham in 1909 on
the 9th July, the fourth child of Ernest and
Ann Edmonds, both members of the
Congregational Church. His father and
uncle created a leather manufacturing
business near Five Ways, in which his
sister, brothers and cousins all worked.
After attending King Edwards’s Grammar
School Five Ways, a place for which he
retained affection and at which he made
several life-long friendships, he transferred
to K.E.S in New Street. In those days, so
he claimed, Big School was a bedlam, with
up to six classes taking place at once,
masters bellowing, boys chanting Latin by
rote, canes thwacking, and under a
constant hail of pen-nibs from failed
attempts at throwing them into the
hammer beam roof.

REGINALD EDMONDS F.R.I.B.A,
9th July 1909 to 9th May 2008.
It was pleasing for Reg and his family to
see the pictures and report of his happy
times in Cornwall in the Gazette last
December, and he greatly enjoyed coming
to Birmingham and meeting younger old
friends at the Christmas Supper at the Club
that month. Unfortunately a succession
of viral illnesses in the New Year weakened
him and he passed away from kidney
failure after just a few days in hospital on
the 9th May 2008, two months before his
99th birthday.

During this time his family moved from Lea
Bank to Amesbury Road, Moseley and Reg
would use the steam train into town
rather than his pushbike. On one occasion
he was pushing said bike in the Wake
Green Road gutter when, whilst walking
with a pal, six horses bolted with a guncarriage, snatching and smashing the bike
as they passed.
On leaving School, Reg declined the family
business and became one of the first full
time students at the Birmingham School of
Architecture.

In 1931, in his final year, he won his first
competition, for a School at Blowers
Green, Dudley, but this was promptly
postponed because of the recession. On a
scholarship, he went to study Hospital
Design in New York and Chicago, and this
led to a commission, later abandoned, for
the replacement of the hospital at Selly
Oak. In 1936 and ’37, he won
competitions for the design of the Town
Halls and Municipal Offices at Bury,
Lancashire and Barking in London. The
War delayed the completion of these
buildings, (Bury was opened by The Queen
in 1954), but his firm worked upon the
giant Henry Meadows Ltd factory at
Wolverhampton, where Merlin engines
were modified as the Meteor engine for
tanks. Reginald was a very perceptive
man and when Rolls Royce engineers said
they could not understand why their exaircraft engines always overheated in the
tanks, it was he who observed at a large
meeting full of boffins, that perhaps it was
the fact that in aircraft the engines were
travelling through air at 300 miles per
hour and in a tank at only 3 miles per
hour!
Shortly before the 2nd World War he
married Emma Greenway, the sister of his
brother Sam’s wife Jenny, and in 1940 they
had their first son Robert, at the end of
the War their daughter Elizabeth and four
years later David.

Throughout the war period he worked
hard to maintain the family and build up
his architectural practice, as well as
serving in the blitz as a fire warden in the
centre of Town. At this time he has two
offices on opposite sides of Bennetts Hill,
and the bomb which destroyed one of
these sent his safe flying across the road
through the roof of the other, scattering
his plans to the wind. As he went to work
the next day he picked up the pieces from
the gutter.
With the return of peace he won the
International Competition for the design
of the new Crystal Palace complex, which
included both a National Exhibition Hall
and a National Stadium. Unfortunately the
contact was cancelled by the government
of the day. Arising from this, he was
asked to design both the Irish Rugby
Stadium at Landsdowne Road and the
Gaelic Athletic Stadium at Croke Park,
both in Dublin. When the Irish Rugby
Football Union decided two years ago to
demolish and redevelop his ground, he
received from them a letter thanking him
for 50 years of rugby and happy memories
at Landsdowne Road. He was, therefore,
highly amused to be able to tell them that
they were moving, temporarily, to his
other stadium.

In a career spanning 75 years and at one
time having 6 partners and 40 other staff,
he produced more than 5,000 houses and
1,000 flats for the elderly, numerous
industrial, defence, commercial and
telecom buildings, several Churches and
swimming pools, including those at
Cannock and Bromsgrove. He designed 30
schools, notably the King Edwards (Camp
Hill) Grammar Schools at Kings Heath and
the Highfields Comprehensive School at
Wolverhampton. Other principal buildings
in the Birmingham area include the
University’s High Hall and Ridge Hall on
Calthorpe Road, the Midlands Arts Centre
at Cannon Hill Park and the (formerly
named) President Saddam Hussein Mosque
in Aston. Elsewhere he designed
Magistrates Courts at Weymouth, Council
Offices at Weymouth, Meriden,
Chelmsford and Kirkby, Lancashire, and in
1985 the Queen opened Helen Graham
House, a 300 bedroom hostel for the YMCA
in a Listed Building facing the front of the
British Museum in Bloomsbury.
Despite this record, Reg remained shy and
modest and avoided publicity. He
maintained that his most cherished
professional moment was praise from Sir
Edwin Lutyens at a Royal Fine Arts
Commission discussion about the design of
Bury Town Hall. His sole recorded
newspaper interview, after winning the
Crystal Palace competition, reads “36 year
old Mr Edmonds picked up the piece of

paper 20” x 10” on which the partners had
first scribbled the design. He said “I don’t
suppose I shall live to see it, but here it is.”
Reg was a stalwart member of the Old
Edwardians Association and was made a
Vice-President. Until the war he played
rugby as hooker, occasionally for the first
XV but usually for the Extra First XV. In
the 1950’s he joined John Norwood and
others in creating the O.E. Memorial
Sports Club and ground at Streetsbrook
Road, Solihull; not only from his drawing
board, but also on his knees at the
weekend stone clearing parties. Although
the intended first floor Committee and
Snooker rooms were never built, the
ground and facilities were the envy of
other Sport Clubs for many years.
Moseley’s junior side for instance always
preferred to play (and drink) at our Club
rather than on their rented pitches with
rotting changing stacks. Later he added
the small bar extension and the squash
courts (now adapted as a crèche).
He became President of the Football Club
during the period of decline in the
numbers of Old Boys workings and playing
in Birmingham, and he opened the Club to
non-O.Eds, who helped maintain finances
and standards for a while.

Reg was a great supporter of the London
O.Eds. Having for many years an office in
Marylebone he was able to attend their
committees as well as their very successful
summer outings and Christmas dinners,
using his office as a base for sizeable
parties in which the ladies took in a show
whilst the men dined, followed by a
combined picnic at the Varsity match the
next day and a pilgrimage to the Bear at
Woodstock on the return. Several Chief
Masters and School Captains were
introduced to and entertained by the
L.O.Eds in this manner.
When Emma suffered a stroke he devoted
most of his time to caring for her, learning
to cook for the first time whilst still
managing to work on his drawing board at
a very busy period of his life.
Other than his family and architecture, his
two great passions were rugby, which he
played until the onset of the War, and
gardening, which was, perhaps, foisted
upon him by Emma purchasing the large
house and grounds at Westfield Road.
After Emma’s death he moved to Cornwall,
where he continued to combine his work
and his love of gardening and his new
house; even entering another National
Competition at the age of 96, for the
setting of the Queen Mother’s statue in
the Mall.

Always a gentleman very perceptive, alert
to the problems of others, he had a quiet
but wicked sense of humour, which he
retained to his last moments. He did,
however, tend to blame others for his
mistakes – somehow, it was never he who
lost the car keys, broke the lawn mower,
or set fire to the chip pan.
He leaves three children, six grand
children and five great grand children.
C.R.Edmonds, 17th September, 2008.
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Bromwich Albion. For eight years he and I
had London pads, doors six feet apart,
within walking distance of the House of
Commons and overlooking two taxidrivers’ loos, one of which is know as the
“rose-scented bowl”, the other a listed
Edwardian sexagonal Sherlock Holmes
lavatory called the “Iron Lung”. Gunnell
would knock gently on my door, and ask if
I’d heard the West Brom score in an
evening game. He was a man of infinite
niceness, consideration for others and real
friendly charm.

JOHN GUNNELL
John Gunnell was a leading politician – but
not at Westminster, although he served as
a conscientious MP from 1992 to 2001.
Gunnell’s great days were as leader of the
West Yorkshire Metropolitan County
Council from 1981 to 1986 and during his
12-year chairmanship, from 1981, of the
Yorkshire and Humberside Development
Association. He also served for many
years as chairman of the North of England
Regional Consortium. In these positions,
Gunnell wielded in the 1980s more
effective power over people’s lives than
any other member of the Labour Party.
Son of William Henry Gunnell, a sports
editor at the Birmingham Post, John
Gunnell had a lifelong attachment to West

Evacuated to Kettering, Northamptonshire, in 1939, Gunnell went to local state
primary schools, and then on a bursary to
King Edward’s School, Birmingham.
At Leeds University he won a distinguished
first class honours degree in Chemistry.
As a pacifist he declined to do National
Service, but spent instead two years, 195557, as a hospital porter at St
Bartholomew’s in London – an experience
to which he constantly referred later in
life. Both from his power base in West
Yorkshire and later in the House of
Commons he championed the rights and
conditions of the lower-paid and essential
workers in the public sector. “Unless you
have actually been something like a
hospital porter, you can have no idea,
Tam,” he said to me. “what it is like to do
grinding hard work with very little
recognition, let along a poor financial
reward.”

In 1959 he became a science teacher at
Leeds Modern School and within a year
was head of department. However, by
sheer chance, following a visit to the
school by an influential American
educationist, Gunnell was offered the post
of head of chemistry, and later head of
science, at the UN International School in
New York. Not only did his experience
there confirm his internationalism but it
also brought home the urgent need to end
class barriers in Britain while retaining the
welfare state.Partly on account of the fact
that they wanted their children educated
in Britain, Gunnell, and his wife, Jean,
herself a teacher of special needs children,
decided to return to the UK and in 1970,
after eight years, Gunnell became a
lecturer at the Centre of Studies in Science
Education at Leeds University, and in 1975
with E.W. Jenkins, produced a widely used
textbook, Selected Experiments in
Advanced Level Chemistry.
During that year I stayed the night, after
speaking to a Birmingham University
undergraduate society, with the then ViceChancellor, Sir Edward Boyle, Harold
Macmillan’s Education Secretary. Boyle
vouchsafed golden opinions of his bright
Labour Party lecturer. Gunnell had come
to prominence by contesting Sir Keith
Joseph’s impregnable seat in both February
and October 1974. Joseph was later to
describe him as “the most serious, sincere
and nicest Labour politician that I know.”

In 1979 Gunnell missed becoming a
member of the European Parliament in the
first directly elected contest, being pipped
at the selection conference by Derek
Enright. This was a pity since he would
have made an excellent MEP. Following
the local elections of May 1979 be became
leader of the opposition in West Yorkshire
County Council and leader of the council
when Labour came to power, locally, in
May, 1981.
When Gunnell reached the House of
Commons, he established himself as a
hugely liked and stupendously hardworking member of both standing
committees and select committees. He
contributed vast experience and genuine
wisdom to the Community Care Bill. He
was a glutton for work and beavered away
without any thought of self-interest – he
was the most selfless of men – on the
Channel Tunnel Bill. He was about service
and not self-advancement. It was highly
appropriate that he should be a member of
the Public Service Select Committee,
looking in detail at the challenges facing
public servants. His interest in education
was undimmed, and it was fitting that
such a contributor to chemistry education
in schools, universities and at teacher
training level should champion the cause
of laboratory assistants in schools.
In truth, the Chamber of the House of
Commons was not his scene. He would

produce a long preamble to an intelligent
and pertinent question and was the
antithesis of the point-scoring MP who
seems to be successful in that particular
goldfish bowl. He remained the deeply
responsible and committed local authority
heavyweight that he had always been,
wanting to do things for real people.
Albeit that he came to parliament so late
in life, I passionately believe that
Westminster would be much the better if
more of John Gunnell’s ilk were prepared
to give a decade of their life to Parliament.

where he graduated with a First Class
Honours Degree and stayed for a further
three years to gain a PhD in Mining and
Minerals Engineering. A directed training
scheme with the National Coal Board was
followed by a period with the Morgan
Crucible Company and then an
appointment with Johnson Progress
Engineers where, as Managing Director, he
oversaw the construction of a new
foundry and offices. There followed a
period during which, inter alia, he
managed the West Midlands Engineering
group Benjamin Priest plc.

Tam Dayell (in the Independent)

DR CEDRIC MARSHALL THOMAS CBE
(1930 – 2008)
Cedric Thomas, who died on 26 February,
2008, was widely known in the West
Midlands through his business and
voluntary activities. In 1983 he was
appointed OBE for services to Employment
and in 1991 was appointed CBE for services
to Health and Safety.
Know to many of his School
contemporaries as “Cedge” he was born in
Birmingham to a Welsh father and an
English mother. After leaving KES in 1948
he was directed by the Government to
work for the Coal Board for two years; his
time in the mines aroused his interest in
the Industry. He joined the Mining
Department of Birmingham University

Cedric had a long connection with the
Engineering Employers Federation, West
Midlands and was its President from 1976
to 1978. For ten years from 1974 he was a
member of the Committee for pay
negotiations with the Trade Unions and it
was in 1984 that he was appointed Chief
Executive – a position which he held until
his retirement in 1991. The Federation
gave services to over 1250 companies and
the contacts which he established were
invaluable to the fundraising for the
Martin Rogers Design Centre at School
which was formally opened in
March, 1990.

In a “stage one” retirement Cedric became
chairman of Jesse Shirley Limited, a family
company engaged in the processing of
minerals and ceramics. Whenever time
allowed he enjoyed his leisure activities
which embraced theatre, music, travel,
gardening, walking and sport. He had
played rugby for the First XV at School
and afterwards for the University First XV
and then for the Old Edwardian First XV
for many years. In later years he enjoyed
tennis which he was able to play mostly
at home.
In 1954 Cedric married Anna Pritchard;
they had two children, Nick and Sarah,
and lived mainly in Staffordshire. Ann
tragically died in a motor accident in 1975.
In 1976, Cedric met and married Margaret
Shirley who had been widowed. Margaret
had four children and the expanded family
was a great joy to Cedric. This family
increased over the years by the arrival of
many grandchildren and Cedric always
took the keenest interest in the activities
of all these young people and was always
ready to give encouragement, guidance
and support wherever it was required.
He was a talented and highly energetic
man; a great talker but also a good listener
and always ready to respond to a
challenge and keen to help wherever he
found that assistance was required.
An example to us all.
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He was very bright – a fact I was reminded
of each day at School: his name appeared
as a Foundation Scholar on the honours
board at eye level on the right as I entered
Big School for Assembly; and he also won
a King Edward’s Scholarship. He was the
modest but proud holder of 2 medals to
prove these achievements; and, if you
looked at his bookshelves at home, you
would find many books awarded to him as
School prizes for various other
distinguished academic achievements.

MAX WHITE (1940)
Born 13 February, 1923,
died 28th June, 2008.
My Dad (or D.A.D as he signed his cards)
was honoured to be an Old Edwardian and
formed many friendships at School that
were important throughout his life.
He was born in Oldbury – then part of
Worcestershire. His father was a
pharmacist who went on to run a
successful wholesale supply business to
other chemists as well as setting up and
managing several shops. The family moved
to Harborne and Dad entered KES at 11.

Dad was not a star games performer, but
he could do most sports passably at School
– he even took up downhill skiing
successfully in his forties. He retained a
lifelong interest in watching rugby and
cricket, and could describe some great
sporting heroes he had watched play from
the appropriate grandstand. He was an
active member of the Officers’ Training
Corps and reached the rank of Sergeant.
Photographs hanging on the playroom
wall in the attic show him in Copland’s
House and in puttees and service dress hat
in the OTC being inspected by a General.
Max experienced the pleasures of the
Barrie building as a Sherring, then the
years in the wooden huts on the Bristol
Road – including their burning down all
but the urinals, and finally evacuation to
Repton. He really enjoyed Repton, living
away from home and would tell a few
funny stories about ET England from that

time, including being reprimanded for
using the public baths in Burton for a “hot
first class bath with soap”.
Dad remembered his time at KES as being
too academic and, after his national
Service experience with Cavalry officers,
thought I would get a more rounded
education from boarding school.
However, my prep school education was
not a success, and so both he and I were
very pleased when I scraped into KES to
join in the Upper Middles. Like him, KES
was the important foundation in my
education. It was amazing to be taught
still by masters who were young members
of the teaching staff from his time, and
many of my contemporaries at School
were also sons of his KES friends.
To the disappointment of my grandfather,
Dad decided to be a doctor rather than go
into the family business, which was sold
on my grandfather’s retirement. He
graduated from Leeds University Medical
School shortly after the Second World War
– but he had come close to some action as
a student air raid warden, and also ended
up as an emergency tram driver.

As a new doctor, he found himself in the
Army with a first posting to Gravesend,
but was then sent to Malaya at the
beginning of the Emergency as the
Regimental Medical Officer to the 4th
Hussars, Churchill’s first regiment. Despite
some difficult times – the regiment
suffered quite a few casualties and he also
treated local Malays – this was an
experience he generally enjoyed. Ever
after he retained a close connection with
the Royal Army Medical Corps, and
became knowledgeable and interested in
Army matters and military history – both
campaign fighting, and the developments
in military medicine and nursing areas.
He clearly enjoyed the Hussars’ mess, even
played polo and after retirement was a
regular attendee at the 4th Hussars’
Association Annual Dinner at the Cavalry
and Guard Club. For a time he owned an
ex-Army Jeep to remind him of driving
around in the Malayan jungle. The
military connection continued in that he
served for at least 15 years as the Medical
Officer to the Worcestershire Army Cadet
Force, and for nearly 50 years was
President of his local branch of the Royal
British Legion.
His patients’ well-being came first. He was
always working – if the telephone went
when he was off duty but it was a patient
he was treating, he would go out rather
than leave it to the duty doctor. He never
hesitated to do house visits; he wrote

detailed covering letters for patients he
referred to consultants, and he would
keep in touch with their progress. He kept
abreast of medical developments and
current thinking. Many regard
consultants as the best medical
practitioners because of their
specialization, but Dad was a first class
diagnostician, as well as very capable at
everything from delivering breach babies
in the home, attending hideous accidents,
and doing some emergency surgery at the
Bromsgrove Cottage Hospital. At his
funeral several people made a point of
coming up to me to say how they were
only here because of his skill and care as
their doctor. Even though he retired 20
years ago, he was still referred to in the
Town (Bromsgrove) as The Doctor and
remembered with great affection by
many former patients and medical and
nursing staff.
He served on the British Medical
Association’s Board for Science for 12
years, and for nearly 30 years he was a
judge on the BMA’s educational and
scientific film panel, awarded a special
achievement award on his retirement.
He also served on the BMA’s Doctors and
Social Care Committee. The BMA
honoured his contributions with the
distinction of a BMA Fellowship.
Dad was committed to the principles
behind the National Health Service.

To mark the 50th anniversary of the
formation of the NHS he privately
produced and edited a book with
contributions from local doctors,
consultants and other medical
professionals giving their experiences and
impressions of the development of the
NHS during their working lives. To mark
the 50th anniversary of D-Day, he also
produced a full one-day seminar where
doctors who had served in the Armed
Forces described their personal
experiences, including the Retreat from
Burma, the Convoys to Malta and the
withdrawal from Aden – it was a
fascinating and emotionally charged day.
As regards the OEA, he was a regular
supporter of the Biennial Dinners; after
retirement he enjoyed attending the
monthly lunches and, since I started
working in London, came frequently to the
annual London Old Edwardians’ dinner at
the RAF Club. He really appreciated the
company of his OE contemporaries and
friends.
He and Mum had a very close, supportive
relationship. They were very much seen as
“Max and Mary”. Dad had encouraged
Mum to continue working as a doctor in
the hospital service part-time, even with a
young family; and he supported her in her
many other interests. He was not a
modern man in the sense of being handy
around the house, but he loved

entertaining at home – and he and Mum
would host some very good parties.
Like many fathers he had been too busy to
spend much time with his children, but in
retirement he built close relationships
with his grandchildren, including taking
them to sporting fixtures and for rides on
his favourite steam trains.
For a number of years he had suffered
from a heart valve problem, but it was
only over the last 6 months that his health
really started to slow him down.
Fortunately he died on a Saturday evening
whilst sitting in his favourite chair at
home with Mary beside him.
John White (1973)

Editor's Note: The List of Association
Officers plus the annual list of Members'
Names & Addresses will be published
separately in the New Year. This change
will apply similarly in future years.
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S. GORTON GREEN
Gorton Green passed away in East Sussex in
October of last year, shortly after his 97th
birthday, and having been an Old Boy of
King Edward’s for almost eighty years.
He was born in 1910 in Moseley and had his
early education in a nearby Council School,
always hoping to follow in the footsteps of a
cousin who had preceded him, a generation
earlier, to K.E and whose name was inscribed
on the Honours Board in Barry’s Big School.
He duly sat the entrance examination in
1922, passing through the awe-inspiring
front arch-way of the New Street building
for the first time and going on to gain a
place in the School which he held in the
highest esteem all his life.
He left King Edward’s after gaining his
matriculation in 1928, at the height if the
Depression. It was far from easy to find
work, even less so of one’s choice, and for
the first few months of his working life he
sat unhappily at a desk in one of the
Birmingham City Council’s Education
Department in Margaret Street, which was
not a job exactly in tune with the classical
education he had enjoyed at school.
Chance however rescued him, for he gained
a place for teacher training at St Peter’s C.
of E. College at Saltley; it was the beginning
of a career in the profession that he greatly
loved and enjoyed through to his
retirement.

Upon qualification he was appointed as a
teacher under the Birmingham Education
Authority, serving in both junior and senior
city schools and it was at one of these that
he and Mary first met. During this period he
studied externally for London University’s
B.A. Hons. Degree in History, following this
with their post-graduate Teacher’s Diploma
in Education in 1939. Just over a year later
he was called up for service in the armed
forces and he joined the R.A.F; serving as
a radar mechanic – not exactly his “forte”,
and in May 1941 he and Mary were
married at Edgbaston Old Church on a
“48-hour pass”.
In 1945 he was commissioned as an
Education Officer and stayed in the R.A.F
for a further year, and he joined the staff at
the Royal Air Force School in Naples,
teaching servicemen awaiting
demobilization. This period gave him his
lasting love of Italy and its language, which
he spoke thereafter with great gusto and a
modicum of both fluency and accuracy!
After war service he returned to teach in
Birmingham, for a short period at Saltley
Grammar School before joining the staff of
the Birmingham ‘Emergency’ College for
teacher training in Edgbaston; this was
housed in the vacant temporary buildings
formerly used by K.E.S until the government
scheme ended, the course was discounted
and the huts were pulled down. By that time
he and Mary had ended their Birmingham
days, in 1951 sailing from Tilbury to

Mombasa where Gorton had accepted a
teaching contract at an institute on the
island. This was the beginning of a long
period to be spent in East Africa for, at the
end of the contract, they moved to Kenya,
Gorton now serving as an Education Officer
in H.M Overseas Civil Service, remaining
there until 1965, beyond the country’s
Independence.
‘Grass Roots Service’ in Kenya held many
and various teaching responsibilities and
there were other demands both expected
and unexpected in stations between Nairobi
and Kisumum in Nyanza province. Work in
such surroundings provided a rich variety of
experience, whether it was making an
extended visit to a secondary school below
the far-reaching Yatta plateau or simply
walking through the bush along welltrodden paths to visit students on teaching
practice in a small primary school. In all
cases the binoculars were kept at the ready
in the hope of spotting some exotic creature
or other!
The most significant assignment he and
other civil service officers undertook was
concerned with the preparations for the
first election of African members to the
independent Kenya Legislative Council in
1957 – a milestone that would lead to
Kenya’s eventual independence. Gorton
was detailed to explain voting procedures to
groups of African farm workers and railway
employees who were assembled along the

Nairobi-Mombasa Railway or who had to be
reached along earth roads in the local
Indian grocer’s immaculate “Chev”. How
dismayed and distressed he would have been
to know of today’s violence and the collapse
of hopes for a real and lasting democracy.
Leaving East Africa with much reluctance he
came home to teach for the last period of
his working life at one of the County
Council Teachers’ Colleges of Education in
East Sussex, until he took retirement in 1976
after a career lasting 37 years.
He had many interests thereafter: writing
variously, enjoying music, being a long-time
member of the Royal Archaeological
Institute. He gained his yacht-master’s
certificate, though he had no boat of his
own, and spent time compiling his record of
ocean birds seen on voyages in the Indian
and Southern Oceans during home-leaves
and after. These records were later accepted
into the archives of the R.N. Bird-Watching
Society. He greatly enjoyed conversation,
with friends and strangers alike, not without
imparting a measure of gentle
schoolmasterly advice to the young.
And he loved his dog!
Gorton’s nature remained in essence,
perhaps, much as his report by the formmaster he revered most, H.C.A Gaunt,
expressed it in 1928: “a quiet but useful
member of the form. Conduct, very good”.
Mary Green
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