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Editorial 

Many thanks to those who made kind comments about last year’s magazine – I think 
this year’s is what the Melody Maker used to refer to as ‘the difficult second album’! The 
pandemic and lockdown have once again disrupted OB activities, and I am therefore 
very grateful to those who stepped forward and contributed articles and photographs. 
The support of the OBs who have taken advertisements in the magazine is also much 
appreciated.  

By coincidence, this issue includes several articles by OBs who were at School in the 
1950s and early 60s, and a theme has emerged – of travel and exotic places, ranging 
from Austria and Spain to the Middle East, from Krakatoa to Mexico. And Crewe. 

 I’m sure we all hope for a return to what used to be normal, with our much-missed 
reunions, lunches and annual dinner. There will still be space to fill in the next edition, so 
please put pen to paper, or finger to keyboard – your input is what keeps the OB 
Magazine going! 

PJVE 
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Headteacher’s Report  

I am delighted to report that Bridlington School has truly been at the centre of 
supporting our community over a very challenging 18 months through the Covid-19 
pandemic. Overnight we switched to home learning; we returned to school in bubbles 
with one-way systems; we continue with endless sanitising, increased ventilation and 
have adapted class activities to keep as safe as possible. 

It has been another really tough 18 months for all young people, but those grading this 
summer have shown incredible resilience in coping with school closure and the 
cancellation of final exams. They have certainly risen to whatever challenges have been 
thrown at them over the last two years during their course of study. The excellent results 
achieved are indicative of our students’ hard work, determination, resilience and 
adaptability to rise to each new challenge. These are qualities that will allow them to be 
hugely successful in their next steps. This year’s results also, of course, highlight the 
support from their families and the dedication and commitment of their teachers. All of 
us at Bridlington School are so proud of their fantastic results, especially given the 
challenging circumstances in which they have been achieved. We all know that their 
success has been earned, is well deserved and is a result of their significant and 
sustained efforts. 

I am delighted to report that our students who graded this summer performed 
admirably given the significant challenges they experienced. All our 6th form students 
wanting to go to university achieved their first choice offers. Several students progressed 
to Russell Group universities. 12% of our students moved into employment and several 
students went on to higher level apprenticeships. We are delighted to have supported 
students into medical courses and to Oxbridge. Our students leaving Year 11 have also 
moved successfully into pathways including college, apprenticeships and our very own 
6th form. We have converted the school library into a 6th form learning centre and are 
very much looking forward to continuing this development. Across the whole school we 
are excited about our new reading programmes and the school ‘book box’. 

Staff and students alike have really shown what it means to ‘hand on the torch of life’ as 
young Bridlingtonians and Old Bridlingtonians and continue to do so with great aplomb 
this academic year. As a school community we have remained steadfast in our drive to 
be the very best we can be and very much look forward to this academic year. 

Notes of encouragement sent by Old Bridlingtonians have been much valued 
throughout this period and I send sincere thanks. I look forward to being able to meet in 
person again soon and wish you all the best. 

 
Kate Parker-Randall 
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Professional/Personalia 

Liam Dealtry (82-86) has been re-elected 
as the Mayor of Bridlington for the year 
2021-2022; his wife Michelle (74-78) will 
be his Mayoress. During his mayoral year 
he will be raising funds for the 
Bridlington branches of the RNLI, 
Fishermen’s Mission, Royal Naval 
Association, Submariners Association and 
Bridlington Sea Cadets. 
 

Julian Dismore (77-84) had a challenging lockdown. He's used to flying around the 
world making TV programmes, and in his 33-year career he has had numerous death-
defying adventures, including being bitten by a king cobra, falling off the volcano 
Krakatoa and flying into a terrorist attack in Mumbai. But Covid put an end to all that. 
Because he couldn't take the risk of bringing Covid back from a filming location and 
passing it onto his highly vulnerable disabled son Danny, Julian has been under 'house 
arrest' for over a year. Nevertheless, Julian edited his Channel 5 series at home ('The 
Mega Council Estate Next Door') and more recently he's been doing online media skills 

workshops. He also gives talks to 
students about the exciting world 
of TV. If you'd like him to give a 
talk, email him at 
juliandismore@gmail.com. 

Liam Dealtry presenting Major Matthew Broadley, 
Bridlington School CCF, with a cheque for £717.45 
raised during his year as Mayor.
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Molly Green (13-20) has completed her Basic 
Training at RAF Halton, Passing Out on 22 July. 
Molly's time in the CCF RAF section was 
excellent preparation: she was the best shot 
on the ranges and passed all her theory exams 
and kit inspections. She enjoyed the challenge 
of the 5-day exercise which involved a mock 
invasion, where Molly and her fellow trainees 
had to defend a position and capture  
'insurgents', as well as an Adventure Training 
week in South Wales. In September Molly will 
head to Birmingham to begin her Phase 2 
Nursing Training, alongside Army and Navy 
nurses, in conjunction with the RAF and 
Birmingham City University. 
 
Professor Nicola Spence (70s) is the 
President of the British Society for Plant 
Pathology. 
 
Charlie Wray (68-74) finally retired from the RAF in September 2020 after a career 
comprising more than 37 years’ Regular and Full Time Reserve service. His work in the 
final seven years, in which he was responsible for supporting and enabling RAF Air Cadet 
gliding, was recognised with the award of the Chief of the Air Staff’s Commendation in 
the 2021 Queen’s Birthday Honours List. 
 
John Wresdell (64-72) has completed a Basic Signals Instructors' course, run on Zoom by 
The Royal School of Signals, over six weeks during April and May 2021. He is now 
authorised officially to instruct and use the new Mercury system of both HF and VHF 
radios which have been issued to the CCF. He understands that the only other 
contingent in the UK with the new system is Tunbridge Wells Girls’ Grammar School CCF, 
with whom John has made contact. He was one of 93 people (mainly from the Army 
Cadet Force) who attended the course, so hopefully there will eventually be someone 
else for cadets to talk to! 
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School Service of Remembrance  

Remembrance services across the country had to take new forms as a result of the 
pandemic, and this was certainly the case at Bridlington School. A video assembly, 
prepared a few days earlier, was shown to tutor groups and the silence was kept at 
11am. 

In her introduction, Kate Parker-Randall explained the significance of the date and the 
significance of the poppy symbol. On a cold, bright morning, members of the Combined 
Cadet Force gathered outside the old gymnasium – built as a memorial to OBs who died 
in the First World War and whose names are recorded on plaques together with those of 
OBs killed in later conflicts. 

The Head Girl, Isobel Waldie, laid a wreath, which would later be laid at the town’s 
Cenotaph, and Mark Parker-Randall said a prayer for those affected by war. After the 
familiar words from Binyon’s ‘For the Fallen’ the Last Post and Reveille sounded, and 
words from the Kohima Memorial brought the first part to an end. This was followed by 
a brief presentation by pupils exploring the effects of shell-shock, illustrating the effect 
that war had on those who survived, and reiterating that We Will Remember Them. 
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Memorial Garden Restoration 

A group of Year 12 students who are undertaking 
their Gold Duke of Edinburgh Award have started a 
project to tidy up the Memorial Garden outside the 
Old Gym, supervised by Sarah Green (DofE Manager 
and CCF Leader). As OBs will remember, this is an 
area to commemorate all of those with connections 
to the School who have lost their lives in war and 
conflicts since the First World War. 

So far, the students have done a great job of 
cleaning the bronze World War 1 Memorials, 
weeding the whole garden area and planting shrubs 
and flowering plants, to make the area a fitting memorial to the fallen. The project 
continues and they are hoping to raise funds to purchase a memorial bench and plaque. 

Sarah Green (Staff 06 -) 

Previous Pandemics 

The Covid pandemic is not the first to have affected Bridlington School. The most serious 
was the Spanish Flu epidemic of 1918 – about which The Bridlingtonian said very little. 
The Headmaster’s report for 1918 includes: 

“The attendance of the boys has been interfered with by the prevailing epidemic of 
influenza, from which we suffered in both the second and third terms. Though there 
were many cases in the boarding house, it is pleasing to add that none of them were 
serious, and in particular that none of them developed pneumonia. Apart from the 
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influenza the health of the boarders has been good, although there were occasions to 
use the Sanatorium for a few cases of measles and mumps.” 

I wonder what sort of effect the epidemic had on the town – did the fresh sea air help 
to keep infections down? 

In 1957 an outbreak of the H2N2 virus swept around the world from China. Peter Hardy 
has provided this recollection:  

“I vividly remember the epidemic in 1957 when I was in what was the third form. This 
decimated the School with pupils (as we then were) literally falling down in morning 
assembly then being taken away to recover. Unlike today no attempt was made to stop 
the assembly, nor was assembly ever cancelled during the epidemic. The boarders had a 
particularly bad time as ’flu spread quickly in the boarding house. When taken sick they 
were accommodated in the Sanatorium at the bottom of Bessingby Road. At least one 
was admitted to hospital where he was very seriously ill. 

“At the end of the epidemic all the boarders were given a week off school, to return to 
their own homes, no doubt so that the facilities in the boarding house could be cleared 
of the ’flu virus. This was never publicly stated, but in those days there was a ‘need to 
know’ philosophy. Others have subsequently said that there were procedural changes in 
the boarding house, but as a day boy I never saw evidence of this. 

“For the remainder of the school, life continued as normal, albeit with very small class 
sizes – down to single figures in some cases – but of course with few students born 
during the war, roll numbers were much reduced anyway. In my form, on one day there 
were only eight of us. Almost individual tuition helped me. I was the only member of my 
form not to have any sick absence during that Autumn term.” 

Perhaps others will be able to add their memories to these experiences of previous 
pandemics? 

Peter Elliott/Peter Hardy 

My First and Only Detention! 

The memoir of teaching at Bridlington School by Bradley Winterton in last year’s OB Club 
Chronicle evoked a bitter-sweet memory, for ‘twas he that awarded me my first and only 
detention at the school. Let me tell you the tale... 
 
In the quondam days of 1963, paperback books invariably came with a flyer insert from 
life assurance companies. ‘Brad’, as he swiftly became known, was my English teacher 
when in the third form. For reasons that escape me now, but probably nothing more 
than perpetrating a harmless practical joke, I filled in one of these pre-paid postcard 
inserts requesting further information with his name and the school address, as he was a 
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boarding master. I thought nothing more of it until a fortnight later when he entered the 
classroom and asked for us to open out our exercise books. He then walked around the 
class, inspecting our handwriting. Back at his desk, he announced “Gething – see me 
after class”. As the last of my comrades exited the room, he presented me with the insert 
I’d sent on his behalf. “I believe this is your handwriting Gething?” “Er ... yes sir,” I 
admitted, shamefaced.  

I then received a short, sharp lecture along the lines of (a) wasting the insurance 
company’s time and (b) causing him great embarrassment, as he’d been called out of 
another class to meet a company representative who had appeared in person. Suitably 
chastised he awarded me a 30-minute detention, the reason for which, he explained, was 
‘imprudence’. That he had a sense of humour only dropped into my brain when I realised 
that the insert had been sent off to the Prudential Assurance Company. 

I often wondered if he ever took out life insurance with ‘the Pru’? 
Michael J. Gething (61-63) 

School Life with Mr Winterton 

It was a great pleasure to read Bradley Winterton’s piece in OB Number 54. During his tenure I 
was a pupil in form 4B and then 5B (which would now be forms in Years 10 and 11) from 
January 1963 to the summer of 1964 and he was the form master.  
 
This was a time when we were preparing for the GCE O-level examinations to be held in 
July 1964 and Mr Winterton alludes to the issue of teaching us History. The O-level 
History syllabus we followed was British and European History 1760 to 1850. My 
recollection is that our regular History teacher, Mr Tempest, resigned at short notice after 
teaching most of the material for the European History paper, and the headmaster, Mr 
Coomber, took over the teaching of the rest of the syllabus. 

Well, let us say he was supposed to teach the rest of the syllabus, but he turned up only 
very intermittently. I was lucky because I copied the history notes of Alec Scotter, a 
fellow traveller on the Hunmanby school bus, who was being taught by Mike Mortimore 
at the time. At the OBC annual reunion in 2014 I belatedly thanked Mike for 
unknowingly helping me to obtain a pass in O-level History. He then told me that he and 
the Headmaster had once taught A-level History together and the same problem had 
occurred of the headmaster not regularly turning up to undertake his share of the 
teaching. When the students did manage to achieve good A-level grades, the 
headmaster said to Mike, “WE did rather well, didn’t WE”!  

I wonder if Mr Winterton remembers a satirical and humorous news sheet, ‘The 
Bradlingtonian’, produced in his honour by fellow pupils Philip Barker, Tim Hall, Richard 
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Merritt and Duncan Macfarlane, with Jim Yates organising the printing. Its front page 
reproduced the school’s badge but with the Latin motto changed from ‘Vitae lampada 
tradunt’ to ‘Sivimus cadere lampada’, which I think means something like “We have 
dropped the torch”! (Sorry, I switched from Latin after two years to learn German 
instead).  

The news sheet provides a comic pen portrait of Mr Winterton under the name ‘J B 
Summerton’ and claims, among many other things, that: ‘he was born in Solidhell, near 
Birmingham’ but that ‘little is known about his past. Is he hiding something?’ His usual 
attire is detailed as ‘snazzy straw-coloured jacket, beatnik type sweater, red tie 
(COMMUNIST?), suede shoes and slightly tapered trousers.’  

His likes are catalogued as ‘Shakespeare, classical music, Easter Eggs, bints, pontoon and 
the occasional fag and sherry’! Of course, fun was poked at all masters, so for example: 

“The Tour de France is now well under way, Penverne of France wearing the yellow 
jersey. At the end of the 4th stage Bridlington’s own Mr W H Black (i.e. the French teacher 
Mr Brown) was just finishing the first”. 

And there was “an ode... to school meals, the unhappiest time of one’s stomach (with 
apologies to all kitchen personnel and condolences to boarders)” which includes the 
lines: 

“Water cress? Goolashy mess! 
Have some bread? You’re sure it’s dead? 

Is that a pea? No it’s a flea! 
Have a bean? It looks kinda green! 

Cabbage, old thing? I thought that was string!” 
 
The news sheet caused quite a stir and the four ‘offending’ pupils were summoned by 

the Headmaster who told them that in his view some of the material was salacious. 
There were indeed frequent references to Christine Keeler as the Profumo scandal was 
headline news at the time. 

And finally, a not-so-pleasant recollection is that Mr Winterton put me in detention for 
gross impudence – just because I shouted “Hi Brad’’ when our paths crossed in 
Bridlington. So, all I can say is that if you are reading this Brad (Oops! Very sorry, I mean of 
course, Mr Winterton, Sir) then I trust you will not be so grossly impudent as to refer to 
me as Mart, as my friends here in Wales do. No! It is Dr Senior to you, Mr Winterton, that is 
if you wish to avoid detention. 

Martyn Senior (59-67) 
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Architect’s Watercolour of Bridlington Grammar School 

In December 2020 a lady from Shepshed in Leicestershire, who had no connection with 
Bridlington School, contacted the Head’s PA to say that she had a framed picture – an 
architect’s painting in watercolour showing the frontage of the proposed new Grammar 
School at Bridlington – and enquired if the School would like it. Some months earlier, she 
had spotted the painting in a junk shop in nearby Leicester and, liking the frame, bought 
the picture for a couple of pounds. 

At home later, she became intrigued by the painting and went online to find out more 
about the school it depicted, before offering the painting – frame and all – as a gift to 
the School. The kind offer was readily accepted. Very soon afterwards the country went 
into lockdown, and it was not until the late spring of this year that the painting was 
collected and delivered safely to School. 

The painting measures about 75 x 35cm, in a glazed and gilded frame, all in perfect 
condition. It was most likely painted sometime around 1897, the year before 
construction of the new school commenced. The architect was John Bilson, of Botterill, 
Son and Bilson of Hull. Bilson was well known as an architect of school buildings and a 
few years earlier had designed Hymers College, the resemblance of which to Bridlington 
School has often been noted. 

The framed painting is reproduced below, along with a recent photograph (right) of 
the School as it appears now from Bessingby Road, the frontage running north from 
Bessingby Road towards Franks’s field. 

The section starting at the bay windows of the former Headmaster’s house and moving 
north up to what was once J1 classroom (now part of the Sixth Form centre), was the 
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only portion sanctioned by the Charity Commissioners. The Governors, though, agreed 
to raise funds by other means to build the assembly hall – now the Sixth Form centre –  
which was then included in the original building. Construction commenced in June 1898 
and was completed a year later, ready for the School’s opening in September 1899. The 
contract price was £8,988, roughly £1.2m in today’s money. That part of the present 
building, which still stands out commandingly from the foot of Bessingby Road, is just as 
depicted in the architect’s painting. 

The section shown on the painting north of the Hall, beginning at what was once J3 
classroom (now a detention room) was not included in the original building, partly for 
want of funds but perhaps also because the small numbers – only 49 boys and 3 
teaching staff on the opening day – could not justify it. This new section, and more 
besides, was added to meet the rising numbers on roll, which had more than doubled by 
September 1901. Construction began in December that year and was completed just 
over a year later. This carried the main frontage further north and also added a separate 
science block – the ‘new block’, as it was still called many decades later. The expanded 
school would accommodate 160 boys, including 64 boarders. The contract price of all 
the new building was £10,500 – £1.4m today – plus £2,000 for fittings. 

It can be seen that the first part of the extension, incorporating J3 classroom, 
resembles closely that depicted in the architect’s painting, but the short, single-storey 
section shown on the painting north of it is absent from the new construction. 

The new building work left the frontage looking as it does today as far as the science 
block annexe. It was joined in 1924 by the Memorial Gymnasium and, in 1991, by 
buildings attached to the new block and carrying it further northwards, thereby 
completing the present-day aspect. 

How did the painting end up in a Leicester junk shop? On the reverse of the frame is a 
label bearing the name of a Bridlington picture-framer who has been in business since 
1997. We can therefore say for certain that the painting was at one time in Bridlington, 
and probably that it did not leave the town until after 1997. Who had it framed, where it 
was in the years prior to that, and what happened to it between then and its eventual 
discovery in Leicester, remain mysteries. 

Roddy Watson (63-70) 
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Life, My Great Adventure 

I was the second of the Gough family to be educated at Bridlington School. The first, 
Michael was more famous (or infamous!) than me. My only claim to fame came about in 
the RAF section of the CCF, when I obtained my A and B licence to fly a glider solo. This 
then led to me flying the school glider, launched by several cadets pulling hard on a 
bungee. I was also for a time a member of the school shooting team. 

After Bridlington School I studied engineering in Loughborough and Coventry before 
joining GEC Telecommunications in Coventry, where I was appointed as a Test Engineer, 
checking the equipment before it left the factory. At that time, my father and brother 
Michael were then sailing around the world, and I also longed to travel, so I joined 
Plessey Telecommunications as an Installation and Commissioning Engineer. 

During the next five years I travelled over many parts of England and Scotland, from 
Suffolk up to Perthshire, helping to put into service what was the company’s first 
electronic telephone exchange. As at that time these electronic exchanges could only 
handle light traffic and so could not be installed in larger cities, it meant I was always 
working in small towns – which suited me fine as I always prefer the countryside to the 
cities. As each job took from two to four months to complete, I had plenty of time to 
explore the region. In Yorkshire, I worked in Pateley Bridge, Hutton Rudby, Staithes and 
North Cave. Everywhere I went I had to find digs and several times I ended up staying on 
farms. On one of the farms near Perth, the farmer introduced me to playing golf, as it 
seems that everyone in Scotland plays. In fact, I became so enthusiastic about it that I 
can remember us playing in the snow using a red golf ball! 

It was while I was working near Edinburgh that I received a call from my boss, asking 
me if I would like to join the overseas division of the company. Of course, I immediately 
jumped at the opportunity and my first overseas posting was in Dubai. I spent six 
months there and this was a fascinating new experience for me. Although Dubai was 
growing very quickly at that time, it was nothing like it is nowadays. I can even 
remember playing golf there; the course then was just sand. Even the ‘greens’ were just 
compressed sand. Indeed, the only piece of green we saw on the course was a little bit of 
artificial grass which we carried around for teeing off. After Dubai I spent another six 
months in another emirate, Abu Dhabi, and during a local holiday I was able to drive 
around all the other five emirates of the U.A.E. 

Before returning to the UK, I took a holiday in India, visiting – among other places –  the 
Taj Mahal and Darjeeling up in the Himalayas, where I even went into Bhutan. I have 
some wonderful memories of that holiday but, apart from eating the Indian food which I 
love, I think the one that I will never forget was the two-hour taxi ride down the 
mountains from Darjeeling in an old Morris Oxford, with the taxi driver turning off his 
engine to save petrol and so racing round all those bends only on his brakes! 

After the Emirates, my next destination was my first visit to Africa – in Togo, West Africa. 
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As Togo is a former French colony, before going there my boss asked me how my French 
was and I was able to tell him that (thanks to Mr Brown) I had my ‘O’ level GCE from my 
secondary school. That was enough to get me put on an intense three-month French 
language course in Nottingham, studying one-on-one with my teacher in the mornings 
and working in a language lab in the afternoons. During this time, I was living on a canal 
boat moored on the River Trent near the Nottingham Forest football ground.  

On arrival at the Telecommunication Headquarters in Lomé, Togo, I was incredibly 
surprised to find all the staff there outside dancing to live music and I jokingly asked the 
Chief Engineer if they were all dancing to celebrate my arrival. I got a very frosty reply! I 
was later to discover that there was a group of people from North Korea in the country 
who were trying to elevate the President Eyadema to godlike status, and one of the 
methods was to make everyone dance in praise of him once every week – whether they 
wanted to or not. My contract in Togo was originally for six months, but I was asked to 
stay on to maintain the equipment I had put into service and to train the local engineers 
and technicians in its operation. The problem was that my company had supplied all the 
manuals of operation in English, so I had to translate them and then give my courses in 
French. After three years in Togo, I really felt at home there and was rather sad to say 
goodbye to some very friendly people. 

My next posting was a return to Africa, but to somewhere quite different, this time to 
Libya in North Africa. In the previous countries I had been able to employ a maid, or even 
a cook to help me in my house, but at this time Colonel Gaddafi was in power in Libya 
and he had decreed that no individual person could employ another, so I was unable to 
employ anyone! I remember that while I was there Gaddafi celebrated his ten years in 
power, and further ordered that anyone who drove a company vehicle, from that day on 
was the owner of that vehicle. I will not repeat the response from my boss when I 
phoned England to tell him that… 

From an Arabic-speaking country, I was relieved to be sent next to somewhere where I 
could practise my English, this time to Guyana in South America. This was a really 
interesting, but rather poor, country with a population made up of 50% of African 
descent and 50% of Indian. I always tell this true story about my stay there: as Guyana 
did not have sufficient foreign exchange to obtain items from abroad, the government 
had made it illegal to purchase many items that could not be produced in the country. 
Among those, believe it or not, were potatoes! It so happened that I was to spend 
Christmas there and I could not imagine my Christmas dinner without roast potatoes! 
So, I drove to the border with Surinam, bought some potatoes there and then hid them 
in my car as I smuggled them back to Georgetown. I think I still have the photo of me 
taken on that Christmas Day with a forkful of roast potato.  

After more than a year in Guyana, before returning to England I stopped off at Trinidad 
in time for the annual carnival. I’m told that this carnival is second in size only to Brazil, 
and I can quite believe that. It was amazing! The main parade lasted seven hours and 



Old Bridlingtonian Club – 21

was so full of colour and the sounds of steel bands that it is something I will never 
forget. 

Belize in Central America was my next destination. Here Plessey Telecoms had a 
contract for a complete telecommunication system including telephone exchanges and 
systems of transmission. My task was, as usual, to install the exchanges. My first exchange 
was in Benque Viejo del Carmen, a small town on the border with Guatemala. This was 
before Belizean independence from Britain and at a time when Guatemala was claiming 
Belize as part of their country. British troops were stationed there to protect Belize, and 
almost daily, Harrier Jets gave a spectacular show patrolling the border, either just 
hovering or tearing across the sky. 

After the Guatemalan border came two sites near the Mexican border, and it was here 
that my life was to pleasantly change completely. While staying in a hotel overlooking 
the border, I met my future wife, Yolanda. She was friendly with the Canadian managers 
of the hotel, and it was they who first helped me to talk to her, as her English was little 
better than my non-existent Spanish! Even after our two wedding ceremonies – one civil 
around the pool of the hotel in Belize, and another the next day in church in Mexico – I 
had to take a dictionary on our honeymoon in the British Virgin Islands. 

Our first home was in Belmopan, which must have been just about the smallest capital 
city in the world with a population then of about 3,000, and after that we moved to the 
largest city, Belize City where I oversaw the maintenance of the system.  

After two years in Belize, it was time for my wife and I to move to England, and a nice 
long holiday in Bridlington during which our son Christopher was born. Four months 
later I was on the move again, this time to Sri Lanka. There I was based in Kandy up in 
the mountains in the centre of this beautiful island and working in sites surrounded by 
tea plantations. 

My last overseas posting with Plessey Telecoms was a return once again to Africa, this 
time to Lesotho in Southern Africa. This was 
vastly different, because I was able to take my 
wife and one-year-old son with me. We spent 
an incredibly happy year there, loving the 
perfect climate in this mountainous country. 
Lesotho is surrounded by South Africa where 
the system of apartheid was at that time still 
being used. I will never forget the interview we 
had to undergo at the South African border, 
when they had to decide if my family would 
be classed as ‘white’ or ‘coloured’. After that 
was sorted out, we would often make the two-
hour journey from Maseru in Lesotho to 
Bloemfontein in the Orange Free State, and 

Noel and his family in Lesotho.
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once to the south coast in Transkei. It was not long after that that Plessey and I parted 
ways. My wife was suffering from the British weather and was missing her family, so we 
decided to move back to her home city of Chetumal in Quintana Roo, Mexico. For a time, 
I left telecommunications to work in the technical department of a new local television 
station that was about to go on air, and I remember frantically reading how television 
systems work on the flight across the Atlantic. However, after two years there, mobile 
phones arrived in Mexico. 

I was recruited by Portatel, the company responsible for setting up and running the 
mobile telephone network in the five southern states of Mexico. I was first sent on two 
courses with Motorola in Chicago and Dallas and then helped to put the system into 
service in Cancun and other cities in the south of Mexico, including that in Chetumal 
where I made the very first mobile phone call there. After that I became a Maintenance 
Engineer for the state of Quintana Roo working from Cancun and Cozumel in the north 
to Chetumal and Bacalar in the south. After thirteen interesting and enjoyable years with 
Portatel, it was time to retire, and so comes to an end my career in telecommunications.  

What am I doing now? I give classes to young people in a local academy of English, and 
very often tell them stories of my adventures. 

Noel Gough (55-62) 

A Navigator’s Tale 

I left Bridlington School, but I didn’t join the RAF straight away. I joined the Air Training 
Corps for about a year and a half. The war had already started, and I thought I’d volunteer 
for aircrew. I went down to London and passed with flying colours. I had been in the RAF 
a few months when I was posted to South Africa, where I flew in Ansons. On returning 
from South Africa about a year afterwards, I was posted to Llandwrog in Wales. While 
there, I flew in Ansons again. I was then transferred and posted to Finningley, which is 
now Doncaster-Sheffield Airport. 

I travelled from Llandwrog to Finningley with a kit bag over my shoulder on my 21st 
birthday. Subsequently I flew from Finningley. I was on Wellingtons for a short time, 
including a leaflet-dropping trip to Holland. From Finningley, I went to Lindholme – just 
down the road – onto Halifaxes; while there I had another leaflet trip to Holland. From 
Lindholme I was posted to Hemswell onto Lancasters and then I was posted to Elsham 
Wolds, where I did my first operation. 

Our first operational trip was in early November; it was absolutely horrendous. The flak 
and everything else was shocking and we were caught in the searchlights. With a bit of 
luck, we got home safely. I said to the skipper, “I am pleased we’re back from that.” As we 
went into land, the plane went up on its side, and we were straight off, with flat tyres. 
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After that, most of our trips were over what we called Happy Valley, the German steel 
places, like Essen. We were always very pleased to get back. We did about another ten or 
eleven trips after that. There were a couple of pretty bad ones, but by far the majority 
were what you call very easy. 

On the last one, as we were on our way back after a very easy trip, the rear gunner said: 
“We’ve got a fighter on our port side, Skipper.” He tried to do the evasive bit to get rid of 
him. The next thing I knew the pilot was saying: “Abandon aircraft. We’re on fire.” I went 
off in rotation, and the last thing I remember saying to my Skipper was: “I’ll see you 
downstairs, Phil.” Just as I was pulling my ’chute, I just heard on intercom the rear gunner 
say, “Christ, I’ve pulled me ’chute.” I didn’t know what happened after that but left on the 
plane were the pilot, the rear and the mid-upper gunners. Both the gunners were 
Canadians. For all I know, one panicked and wouldn’t jump without the mid-upper. The 
pilot said to the mid-upper: “Get yourself off. I’ll try to land the plane.” As his ’chute 
opened, the wing dropped off and the plane went straight into the ground. Both were 
killed. 

When we were shot down we were taken to a village nearby. They had seen us coming 
down, so we had no chance of escaping. They put me in a Nissen hut with about thirty 
young Germans. As I went in, I was the only one of the crew there at the time. I thought: 
“I am going to get knocked about here with all these lads.” I had been in there about 
half an hour, when one of them sidled up to me. “There you are,” and he gave me a bit of 
their ersatz bread. I thought it was awful, but I put it in my pocket. Another half hour 
went by and another young German lad came, who could speak a bit of English. He just 
said, “Me was a prisoner of Americans. Me look after you.” With that he gave me a couple 
of blankets for the night. That is about all I could say about them; they were very good. 

After that we were moved to somewhere in Poland, and one morning they were 
evacuating the camp. The Russians were advancing very close to where we were, so we 
had to march away from them. It was the middle of winter, and we were marching until 
about one or two in the morning. This carried on for one or two weeks. The last morning 
we were on the walk, we’d got to a farm, and I was in a barn, around one o’clock in the 
morning. When I woke up, it was light, about five o’clock in the morning. Outside it was 
twenty degrees below. I couldn’t get my hands together, and my feet were frozen. I said, 
“If only the lads could light a fire.” Within two or three hours, we were back on the march 
again. We marched for another week. One day, they piled all our section into rail trucks. 
How many were in the trucks I don’t know. How we got on for weeing or whatever, I 
don’t know. It took us about a day and a half in this truck, and we finished up near Berlin. 
That is when the Russians liberated us. I would guess it was sometime in April or May. I 
don’t know when the war finished. 

I always remember the Russians coming through our camp, knocking all the fences 
down. There were men and women on the tanks, and I must admit at the time I thought: 
“Well, they are just like a pack of bandits, this lot.” We got on well with them. They didn’t 
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bother with us, and we didn’t bother with them. We were there two or three weeks at 
least, and the Americans sent a couple of troops to move us and they said: “You are 
going when it is our turn. We will let you know when you are going.” We got fed up of 
waiting, and one day we set off from the camp. We said: “We will make our way to the 
Elbe to get across ourselves.” After a mile down the road, the next thing we got were the 
Russians in front of us. “Back to the camp. You go when we tell you.” 

I didn’t get back home for my twenty-first, but after my birthday. I was one of the last 
prisoners back, so I got indefinite leave. I was in Bridlington, and got posted to 
Scarborough, so I was backwards and forwards from Brid to Scarborough for about three 
or four months. Finally, when the war finished, I came out of the forces. So that’s it in a 
nutshell. As I write this, I am one of the last Lancaster bomber navigators from World War 
Two. 

Stuart Boynton via Mike Wilson (47-52) 

Unplanned Retirement! 

Retirement is the only time in your life when time no longer equals money 
 
When I embarked on my career in aviation, the retirement age was 55. Over the years 
this was moved to 60 then to 65. Despite this, when I retired at 58 due to medical 
reasons, I felt guilty about stopping early, and even worse that I wasn’t retiring on my 
terms. Call it a mid-life crisis, but circumstances conspired to create a perfect storm; and 
like a ship in tempestuous seas, I was knocked down. My retirement was unexpected 
and unplanned, and suddenly I was without a sense of purpose and possibly an identity. 

A friend once explained to me that retirement is best taken when, on a graph, the 
descending line of enthusiasm crosses the ascending line of accrued wealth. Without 
knowing it I had passed that point despite upsets along the way: a very late start in my 
career, redundancies and various changes of tack and employers. Once I realised that 
financial issues were solved, it then became a question of what to do with my time. In 
the past people had said that I'd have no problems keeping busy due to my various 
interests. However, I was in some sort of shock or PTSD state. I didn’t want to meet 
former colleagues, friends or club members, and for a while I withdrew.  

One cold February day I ventured out to help an old friend with a building project. This 
was shortly before the OB London lunch and I was undecided about going. “Go,” he said. 
“It will do you good.” So, I went; as ever, it was an enjoyable day, but my outstanding 
memory was of the support and understanding I received from former schoolmates and 
teachers alike. Whether I sought this out or subconsciously conveyed my distress I can't 
recall but walking to Green Park station and talking about early retirement with Paul 
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Gibson helped me reach a better frame of mind. Thus ended a good day spent among 
friends who didn't judge and who were disconnected from my work and private life.  

In time came the realisation that life in retirement could be as good or even better. But 
how would I fill my days? My working life to that point had been organised for me, 
printed on an A4 page in landscape format containing 28 boxes of duties. This appeared 
six weeks ahead, but often later. The grid contained very little in the way of weekends 
off, and activity could take place around the clock. Duties would have included travelling 
away for up to seven days, staying abroad and switching between earlies, lates and night 
flying. Family activities and appointments had to be fitted in around this schedule. In 
short, my life was highly organised and social life often had to take place at work, as 
arranging anything else could take months. Things like night school, sports teams etc. 
were almost impossible to arrange.  

Now here I was with nothing on my planner!  
Around this time a good friend arrived in the UK following his retirement from the 

Army and Civil Service, and I spent some time writing up his Nepal trek descriptions on 
his website whilst also looking for employment opportunities for his family and for my 
son. Whilst trawling the web, I came across an advert for the role of an interviewer for 
LifeBook, a company dedicated to helping people write their autobiography or memoirs.  

The job involved doing home visits to an ‘author’ to interview them, then uploading 
the recording to the office where a project manager, ghost-writer and editor would 
translate the content into a book about their life, written in the voice of the author. The 
process would take place over a planned six-month period, after which the final copy 
was signed off for printing. The criteria for my involvement as an interviewer, were that I 
lived within 30 minutes of an author and shared some common ground for 
compatibility reasons.  

My first assignment came quite quickly and was with a chap a little older than me who 
lived locally. We had similar musical tastes and an interest in photography. I duly set off 
on the short drive to his home and commenced work, which I found very interesting. 
Months later I attended the OB London lunch again. On entering the room, I asked Paul 
Gibson where I was seated and sat down beside a young lady. My initial opening was 
along the lines of “Are you an old boy?” to which she replied she wasn’t, but her fiancé 
Luke Moreland was. As the small talk continued, I came to the realisation that I was 
sitting next to the daughter of my author. Amazing! My immediate impulse was to say, “I 
know your father well – very well in fact – and I know a lot about you, too!” But I had to 
resist the temptation, which for me (being naturally very garrulous) was very hard to do. 
A fact no doubt, that my closer OBs will testify to. Sorry chaps! 

But I had been sworn to secrecy and indeed had signed a document to that effect. 
Later that year, around Christmas time, I drove the author and his wife to the LifeBook 
HQ in Godalming, where he was presented with his completed memoirs and we enjoyed 
some celebratory champagne and cake with the LifeBook team. On returning to his 
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home, I finally explained what had occurred earlier that year at the RAF Club. I hadn’t 
previously told him in case his story was influenced by a changed relationship with me. I 
knew that the book was a present for his daughter, so I left him with the choice as 
whether to tell her or not. Happily, he did and on my next meeting with her at the 
Sheffield branch in July 2019, I was relieved to relate the whole story. I enjoyed a very 
pleasant day there (despite forgetting to pack a tie, Mr Blythe!).  

I often wonder about the odds of this happening. It is a small world indeed. My wife 
now works in the same village as the author and he has introduced himself to her at his 
local shop. When conditions allow, we are looking forward to meeting him, his daughter 
and Luke again.  

Since then I have interviewed a crew member of a WW2 Catalina flying boat as well as 
a 90-year-old former BOAC pilot. It’s great fun and I earn some beer money too, but 
mostly I really do enjoy hearing about people’s lives. It’s fascinating social history and 
everyone has a story to share. My only regret is that I wasn’t able to learn more about my 
father who sadly passed before the idea was introduced to me by LifeBook. Retirement 
for some might be endless cruises or rounds of golf but, as the recent pandemic has 
shown, these activities are difficult now. For me it’s been all about volunteering and 
continuous self-development.  

I am now involved with a sustainable energy co-op as a volunteer director, help with an 
ATC squadron, and work outdoors on the National Trust’s only canal – sorry Navigation 
(The Wey Navigation). I also promote the use of EVs (electric cars). At age 60 I discovered 
electric cars and bought a second-hand one for my birthday. Having done a test drive, I 
was smitten and had to have it despite its very old design and limitations. Preceding 
even the fairly ubiquitous Nissan Leaf, my Mitsubishi i-MiEV was the world’s first 
motorway-capable electric car but it is no longer in production.  

In an odd sort of way, driving this very old and basic city car on long journeys has 
presented me with a challenge not unlike flying, and allows me a little healthy stress too. 
Filling a diesel and driving non-stop to Scotland would be boring by comparison! Having 
raced around at high speed, burning kerosene and probably transporting people on 
pointless holidays too, I now find myself really enjoying driving slowly on ‘B’ roads and 
back lanes. I use trains and buses where possible too. Since lockdown it’s become 
apparent to us all that staycations may be the future now, and I am very glad to have 
made a head start by retiring early!  

Sean (JG) Walters (69 -73) 
 

Sean is more than happy to answer any LifeBook or EV related questions OBs may 
have, and can be contacted by email at: jigwaltz@hotmail.com 
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Scouting for (Bridlington School) Boys 

Soon after arrival at the school I went on a Scout camp down the coast at Fraisthorpe. 
This always involved pulling the trek cart which made erratic progress out from the 
suburbs of Bridlington. It had a single shaft at the front, was pushed from the back and 
pulled by attached ropes at the front. The patrol leaders held the single shaft and tried 
to control direction. It was the end of September and a cold east wind was blowing in 
from the sea. One of our number insisted on going in for a swim; it is the first and only 
time I have seen someone literally blue with cold. He was lucky indeed not to catch 
pneumonia. On other occasions I attended camps at Boynton Hall, the district Scout 
camp. More fun, when we would give the trek cart a push and the patrol leaders would 
be trying to stop it running away down Boynton Hill. 

Other adventures included wide games around Bempton and Flamborough Head, 
when we would come back to the school exhausted and ready for our meal – sometimes 
of whale meat. Sometimes we were also served seabirds’ eggs, now the toast of top 
London restaurants! Later adventures included learning to swim for my Scout First Class 
badge. Despite efforts to teach me in the cold sea at Filey and Bridlington, where there 
was no swimming pool, I eventually learned in a large metal tank at Driffield. It was quite 
simple in the end: the instructor wrapped a rope round my chest and pulled me to the 
side until I could swim. 

The scoutmaster, Herbert Bell, was a remarkable man. He had been with the British 
army in Palestine at the time of the mandate allocating Palestine to the British after 
WW1. He was physically tough. ‘Scouts pace’ was 20 steps running, 20 steps walking, and 
the joke was that Herbert was alleged to have said that when he was in Palestine the 
Arabs ran uphill and the Jews ran downhill, so he ran the whole way! More seriously, he 
was the first to show us the plight of Palestinian refugees at that time, living in makeshift 
shelters made out of jerry cans and other wartime litter. 

Because of Herbert Bell's ambition for the troop and general drive, I eventually became 
a Queen's Scout. I have never taken pride in this, because by then I was in the Sixth Form 
and beginning to turn against the whole system. It was the beginning of the ‘Angry 
Young Man’ era, and I had a friend at school who came from a more working class 
background than me; we knew about John Osborne's famous play Look Back In Anger, 
as we began to recognise the social injustice all around us. I didn't go to Buckingham 
Palace to collect my Queen's Scout badge, partly because I realised this was not the 
badge my father, in his day, would have treasured, built from the efforts of a local scout 
troop. Although we were scouts at the school, we never did any collective ‘good turns’ – 
although I do remember washing down Jack Hargreaves’ car for ‘Bob a Job Week’.  

Instead I had been coached for my badge from a boarding school, unfair and missing 
the point of the Scout movement as a community movement. I felt slightly ashamed. 
Herbert Bell married, and I attended his wedding in Edinburgh, with another former 
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scout, before he went off to head the leading school in Malawi, where he had to accept 
the scouts being turned into the local youth movement under Dr Banda. I also 
remember Dr Banda as a GP in Edinburgh, talking about his country’s coming 
independence. 

For a Scout show, as well as Ten Green Bottles, we put on ‘Ten Little Nigger Boys’, all 
blacked up – now totally politically incorrect, but at a time when you just didn't see 
black people around. All I remember is the struggle to get the black dye off and the row 
between ‘Ding Dong’ Bell the Scoutmaster and Matron over the bath shanks becoming 
black all over the place. 

John Metcalfe (49-57) 

Semana Santa processions, Costa Blanca, Spain 

Following my retirement in 2002 my wife Wendy and I decided to purchase a villa in El 
Galan near Torrevieja on the Spanish Costa Blanca, and we moved there permanently in 
2005. We have since moved further inland just outside the city of Orihuela and are now 
very settled into the laid-back Spanish lifestyle. 

Each year during Semana Santa (translated as Holy Week) – the week immediately prior 
to Easter – processions are held all over Spain in the major cities and towns. The 
processions depict the Easter story of Jesus’s road to the Cross. 

As we had arrived in Spain in February 2005, we were able to go down into the local 
city of Torrevieja to witness one of these processions. Having watched this amazing 
spectacle we immediately felt that this was something which we wanted to be part of, as 
we had found the whole occasion a very moving and meaningful experience. In the 
November of 2005 there was a meeting held to prepare for the 2006 procession so we 
both went along and duly volunteered. I was to be part of the carrying team of the Paso 
and Wendy one of the 
ladies walking behind 
who are known as 
Pentitentes. 

We had joined a club 
which is known as a 
‘Cofradia’, literally 
translated as a 
Brotherhood or 
Fraternity. It is like a club 
or association of local 
people, in our case ex-



30 – Old Bridlingtonian Club

pats, who unite together socially and also raise funds to pay for additions and 
improvements to the Pasos that we carry. During the rest of the year these Pasos are 
housed in a local museum in Torrevieja, known, not surprisingly, as the Semana Santa 
Museum which is open to the public all the year round. 

The men who carry the Pasos are known as Costaleros, the ladies who walk in front of 
the Paso are Nazerenas (they wear long flowing robes and tall pointed hats), and those 
following the Paso are the Penitentes who are always dressed in black. Many of the 
Penitentes are devout Catholics and will undertake the whole procession barefoot as a 
penance for their sins. There is a procession every evening during Holy Week, but we 
only carry on two nights, Monday and Friday.  

We have a claim to fame in Spain as we were the only Paso in the whole of the country 
to be carried by non-Spanish, non-Catholics; therefore we were very aware of the great 
honour that we had been handed by the Spanish authorities and the Catholic church. 

On the appointed nights before we took the Paso out to join the procession, we all got 
together for a few moments of prayer and to repeat the Lord’s Prayer, each Costalero 
saying it in his own tongue. We were then ready for the task that lay before us. As the 
Paso weighs in at around one and a half metric tonnes it requires a special method of 
carrying. Once we had lifted it off the ground, we then had to create a swaying motion 
so as to enable us to transfer the weight from one foot to the other thus enabling us to 
walk more easily. 

As Torrevieja is a fairly old Spanish city and the streets are fairly narrow, negotiating 
corners is quite difficult with something which is greater in length than a 12-metre 
articulated lorry. It is well in excess of 40 feet in length including the carrying poles, and 
therefore means those at the front stepping out left or right and the rear stepping out in 
the opposite direction so as to pivot the whole thing. 

The Paso is housed for Holy Week at the rear of the main church in the city in a rather 
large marquee and the first taste of what is to come is when we bring the Paso out and 
round to the front of the church. We found this a most uplifting and yet humbling 
experience particularly as we received loud cheers and applause from large crowds all 
along the route of the procession, which was maybe two or three kilometres in length 
and can take up to five hours to complete. From reports received we understand that 
the Spanish were very appreciative of our efforts and the respectful way we have carried 
out our task. 

To round off I will give you some interesting facts regarding those who undertake the 
carry. In 2006 they numbered 110 men (including reserves), of which 95 were British, 1 
Australian, 1 French, 2 German, 3 Swedish, 1 Argentinian and 7 others. Ages ranged from 
33-79. Of these, 47 were over 65 years old, including 10 who were over 70. The average 
age was 61. 

Should you ever visit Spain during Holy Week this is an event not to be missed. 
Ian Sharpe (48-54) 



Old Bridlingtonian Club – 31

A Winter Journey to Crewe Sixty Years Ago  

On a cold day in January 1961, Bridlington 
School Railway Society ran a coach trip to 
Crewe. I was up at the unearthly hour of 
5.15am to join the party of about 30 at 6.30. 
We had hired a coach from Boddy’s which 
turned out to be an AEC Reliance, VBT 893, 
one of three purchased in 1958. It was a 41 
seater and had Yeates Europa bodywork – one 
of the trio (VBT 191) is preserved by Fowlers 
in Lincolnshire. Unfortunately, the permits to 
visit Crewe South and North sheds had not 
arrived so we knew we would spend our time 
in Crewe on a cold and windy platform! 

The route from Bridlington took us via Boothferry Bridge (with a short stop at the 
Mayphil Café) to Doncaster, Sheffield and across Derbyshire: Grindleford, Hassop and 
past Ashwood Dale signalbox for a short stop in Buxton. Onwards via Congleton and 
Sandbach to arrive at Crewe Station about 12.05pm – 5½ hours in pre motorway days!  
I had bagged a seat at the back of the coach with schoolfriends Nigel Stott, Neil Graham, 
Dennis Catt, Robert Johnson, Graham Marsh, Michael Wynn and Anthony Bell. 

As we had no permits, the master in charge, Mr Parslew, let us split into groups. Many 
went onto the station, despite questions by the ticket collector! The West Coast Main line 
was being electrified at the time with the Crewe to Manchester section switched on in 
September 1960; Crewe to Liverpool would follow 12 months after our visit in January 
1962. The line south to London Euston was not opened fully until April 1966.  

The first loco we saw was a Duchess Pacific – 46227 Duchess of Devonshire –  allocated 
to 66A Polmadie loco shed: this would be withdrawn just under two years later. Another 
Duchess 46243 City of Lancaster hauled the up ‘Caledonian’ express to London, and a 
little later Duchess 46244 King George VI headed the up ‘Royal Scot’ express. There were 
too many locomotives seen that day to list here and a majority were ‘cops’ – engines not 
seen before – and were underlined in our Ian Allan ABC notebooks. 

By 3.35pm it was time to catch the coach home – we were probably glad to leave a 
rather cold and windy station! We returned by the same route and crisps, sweets and 
drinks were sold realising a profit of 16/- for the Society! We stopped once more at the 
Mayphil Café at Boothferry Bridge and arrived home at Bridlington at 8.50pm. 

We heard later that an apology had been received from the District Traffic Officer, 
blaming the Christmas post delaying the permits. It had been an excellent day out 
anyway and we had seen trains at Crewe at a time of great transition when the rule of 
the Duchesses and Royal Scots was nearly at an end.  

Luxury travel in the 1960s – the coach on the 
right took the School party to Crewe (photo 
courtesy of Bob Gell).



No photos survive from the expedition to Crewe, but Mike Wynn’s photo was on a later 
and more ambitious four-day trip by the Society, starting on 2nd September 1963. That 
very morning, I was walking through the doors at Barclays Bank in Bridlington to 
commence my first job! 

Allen Ferguson (56-63) with great help from Michael Wynn (58-64) 

Fleeting Recollections of Bridlington Life 

During my early life in Brid, I sense that life moved in my childhood from the 19th 
Century to adolescence in the 20th Century and to pre-21st Century adulthood: from 
Hilderthorpe primary school, through Bridlington Grammar School to Durham 
University, National Service (Leeds Hospitals) and Chichester Theological College. The 
1944 Education Act on schooling, and subsequent socio-political policy on further 
education, enabled large numbers of lower middle class, and maybe others, to reach 
professions and public service hitherto the privilege of public school upper middle class 
children. Therefore I was one of those who broke new ground. 

We were first to pass 11 Plus, O Level and A Level exams. David (Bud) Abbot and myself 
were the first to hold various top roles in Scouting at the school under ‘Dinger’ Bell, as it 
grew from patrols to troop and then group status – in which we two were first Queen’s 
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Railway Society members, clad in anoraks, aboard redundant ex Great Western Railway King class 
loco 6016 King Edward V at Tysley, Birmingham in 1963. Does anyone recognise these enthusiasts? 
(Photo by Mike Wynn)
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Scouts (beginning as the last King’s Scouts appointed the year King George VI died, and 
installed at Windsor Castle as Queen’s Scouts by Lord Rowallen, Chief Scout. We were 
installed in Eton School’s Great Hall and marched past the Royal Family in the Castle 
Inner Courtyard to a service at St George’s Chapel in Windsor. I got to spend a night in 
the wardroom of RRS Discovery on the river at Westminster – it was at that time owned 
by the Scouts and now resides in dry dock at its home port of Dundee; so many more 
scouting memories, for another time! 

We enjoyed being treated as young adults by RSM ‘Saggy’ Hughes – so called, I think 
because due to arthritic hips his voluminous trousers hung around him a bit. He was a 
martinet but respected us and cared about us, and we responded greatly to that. He was 
said to have been an Olympic fencing team member in the military. The gym displays we 
mounted for him were quite a show, and it was fencing under Saggy and Charlie Ball’s 
school trip to Switzerland, walking and climbing, that got me into Hatfield College, 
Durham – not my academic grades! With 9 O Levels and 4 A Levels I struggled to a Pass 
Degree in Zoology and Psychology. 

It was teachers like ‘Wick’ Bampton, Bill Shipley, Kenny Burkitt, Hugh Jones who got me 
there and also ‘Belsen’ Bill who used to say to us scientific dimwits – in exasperation – 
“And you are the cream of the brains of East Yorkshire – gone sour!”  

‘Cookie’ (Chemistry) in his rich West Country accents used to sum us up as follows: 
“Either you are too arrogant, or too thick, lazy and stubborn to check your working and 
homework – you Yorkshire tykes!” 

Once, when clearing the gym gallery seats for some event we found that the seats 
were boxes, full of all sorts of old equipment including rusty old rifles from the Officer 
Training Corps (pre-World War I) days; we think they were Martini Henry single action 
weapons. They had the long metal handle under the barrel which ejected the spent 
cartridge or shells. 

For several years both as pupil and undergraduate I did farm harvest work. Cutting 
cereals with a ‘binder’ and tractor and scythe, stooking, leeding, stacking and threshing. I 
worked on the first combine harvester at Godfrey Coleman’s farm, Burton Fleming and at 
another farm there – last of the fully horse-drawn places. 

In the Second World War our street (St Stephens) and many others had military 
vehicles, tanks, guns etc. parked all down one side and most of the houses as soldiers’ 
billets, as three successive armies rolled across the Wolds training for D-Day. But, again, 
that’s another story. 

How things change: Georgian pennies, four times larger and heavier than ‘old’ pennies 
from Victorian times and we used to put old pennies on railway lines to flatten – three or 
four times as large and heavy as ‘new’ pennies, so also our lives and times.  

Knowing how fallible memory can be, I would be pleased if the Editor and I were to 
receive correspondence or different accounts of the above ramblings! 

Michael Stark (44-53) 



Escape to your luxury 
Static Caravan at this 5H 
rated Holiday Park, set on 
the southern edge of the 
North Yorkshire Moors 
National Park...

                                                                                                Wayside Holiday Park 

                                                                                                                                       Wrelton 
                                                                                                                                     Pickering 
Tel 01751 472608                                                                                      North Yorkshire 
www.waysideholidaypark.co.uk                                                                     YO18 8PG

Note: We do not hire holiday homes, static caravans or mobile homes and unfortunately, we cannot take tents.

The park has a well-designed infrastructure with  
maintained roadways and parking adjacent to each  
static caravan and wi-fi internet access throughout. 

In addition, each holiday home is surrounded by green 
space to ensure your privacy and our open period from 
March to October gives you a wide choice of seasons to 
enjoy.
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On My Mind 

As I‘ve nothing important on my mind 
I think I might take my mind for a walk 

and show him a bit more of the real world. 
My mind gets so preoccupied with work 

I think the change of scene will do him good. 
 

At first he says he doesn’t want a walk. 
I say I’ve half a mind to go alone, 

so then my mind agrees to come along 
as long as he can bring a book to read. 

I think this shows he knows he needs fresh air. 
 

Once we’re walking he appears to like it, 
he doesn’t seem to mind the lively breeze. 

I think of cobwebs being blown away. 
He says he’s now in two places at once 

and can’t see why I think this walk’s such fun. 
 

He sees a bench and goes to sit on it. 
I tell him have a walk means have a walk, 

we can’t just sit and nurse our mood all day. 
I add the more we walk the more we see. 

I note a distant look in my mind’s eye. 
 

He’s mindful of the time when we weren’t friends, 
the time I nearly left my mind for good 

he burdened me so much with doubts and fears – 
a red acacia stops my train of thought, 
he says he’s never heard of such a tree. 

 
He sees a man with a dog on a lead; 

this sets him off on a typical rant 
“When one creature claims to ‘own’ another, 

then that’s no different from ‘owning’ a slave.” 
I coax him away and into the park. 
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We keep walking till we come to the lake. 
I say we could have fun rowing a boat: 
he starts insisting he’s a dry-land mind 

and then throws a stone at an empty boat. 
I try to give him a piece of my mind. 

 
My mind’s not as talkative as I am: 

he keeps his secrets more than I keep mine; 
he scorns ‘mindless chatter’ as ‘demented’; 

he loves to read the thoughts of famous men. 
When he acts high-minded I don’t join in. 

 
Our walk ends just in time before it rains. 

“At last,” he sighs, “that’s that. Now back to work.” 
I sometimes think we’re deadly opposites: 

we’re one who thinks, and one stuck in his ways. 
I think I’d rather think than muse and brood. 

 
 

Frank Newsum (Staff 66-89) 

Memories of a Climbing Tour in Switzerland 1949  

The Party: Mr & Mrs C H Ball, Mr W Greenhalgh, Mr & Mrs G Saunders, two Swiss Alpine 
Guides – one named Oscar, and one not remembered. 
The boys were: G H Oliver, A E Murgatroyd, L W Padgett, J W Caley, M J Lonsdale, J M 
Shaw and his brother, B F Naylor, M Carvill, J R F Bayston, C C Nicholls. 

 
The Programme: 
17th Aug                     Leave London Victoria 09.30 
                                       Travel via Dover, Calais, Strasbourg, Basel. 
18th Aug                     Arrive Spiez 12.30. 
21-24th Aug               Spiez to Kandersteg and high level walk over glaciers from 
                                       Kandersteg to Grimsel Pass, Bernese Oberland. 
25th Aug                     Move from Spiez to Saas-Grund. 
26th Aug-3rd Sept   Climbing in the neighbourhood of Saas-Grund. 
4th Sept                       Leave Saas-Grund for Spiez. 
5th Sept                       Leave Spiez for London. 
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6th Sep Arrive London. 
7th Sep Arrive Bridlington. 
8th Sep School resumes. 

  
Estimated Cost 
Return Fare, London to Saas-Grund: £11.00 
Guides Fees: £7.00 
Hotels, Huts, Food: £19.00 
Incidental Expenses: £1.00 
Total: £38.00 
Pocket money if desired, in Swiss Francs: £5.00 

 
Clothing and Equipment 
We were given a list of clothing and equipment, what to wear and carry on climbing 
days and when not climbing, and food to be taken out from England. The climbing kit to 
be tough and waterproof, and was obtained using JTC uniform, groundsheet for 
waterproof, School provided ice axe, goggles and glacier cream, and climbing boots 
were hired in Switzerland. The tour was planned like a military operation by two teacher 
mountaineers and two Swiss alpine guides. It was my first holiday abroad and I still 
remember it as the best ever. 

The safety policy was to take no unnecessary risks and when in doubt take the most 
cautious decisions. CHB and WG would do all that was possible to see that the boys had 
a memorable holiday and would profit therefrom to the maximum extent. Safety issues 
were also in the detail, particularly when out climbing: being roped up correctly, having 
climbing boots with correct nails, keeping food clean in rucksack, glacier cream and 
goggles, being careful with drinking water at the huts. Being healthy was a requirement 
as we would climb above 13,000 ft: we all had a medical before setting off. 
16th August: M Carvill and I went to London the day before leaving and had a look 
around. Arriving at 1.30pm we booked in at the Strand Palace Hotel, courtesy of Mike, 
and went to Jack Solomon’s Gymnasium. We saw Eric Boon, a British lightweight 
champion, and Fred Daly, manager of Lee Savold (USA) who would box Bruce Woodcock 
from Doncaster in 1950. Two friends at school – A H Atkinson and W Firth – would have 
been interested: they were boxing fans along with R Spencer. Later we went to Lyons 
Corner House, an icon of coffee houses. We saw some historic buildings and went to see 
England v New Zealand at the Oval. Len Hutton 206, Bill Edrich 100 (remember them?). 
There was still time to go for a ham salad at the King’s Head, and then back to the hotel 
and rooms with telephone and radio. 
17th August: The journey to Spiez began with the 09.30 train from Victoria to Dover. We 
were soon stormed by French holiday makers, but the journey later was quieter and 
when we arrived at Basel at 04.00 we had coffee and jam rolls. The journey ended at 
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12.30 in Spiez. It was a long journey – 27 hours – but the excitement of arriving in 
Switzerland dispelled any weariness. CHB had warned parents that we would not have 
much chance to write letters home; the best they could expect would be one letter on 
arrival in Spiez and another a week later from Saas-Grund. My first postcard really sums 
up my feelings about the holiday: I wanted to see the difference between Switzerland 
and Great Britain, with austerity, sweets on coupons, rationed meat, bread and butter, 
and Switzerland a neutral country during the war, no air raids, no occupation. The post 
card to my parents reads: 

 
Dear All, 
We arrived at Berne at 4 o’clock on Thursday morning and travelled from there to Spiez. It’s 
super the shops are full of ham, bacon, pigs heads and feet (pigs). Sweets are slightly dear but 
there is a big selection. We have jolly good meals, pork, bacon, chicken and thick slices of 
meat. By the way the Brownie has broken so I bought a Baby Brownie for 38 Francs.  
Clive.   
PS. Will write soon 

 
When in Berne we had a long stop and a walk round the city centre – shops ablaze 

with lights, shop windows full of goods. I went into a chemist for a toothbrush and was 
offered many different varieties. It was the land of plenty. Pocket money was an issue. 
CHB had discussed with parents – each member of the party would be given £5 in Swiss 
francs, if desired. There would be little opportunity to spend pocket money in the 
mountains. My main temptation was the sweets. Having a few boiled sweets as a treat 
once a fortnight was no comparison to Swiss Toblerone chocolate, triangular shaped.  

Next on the list was ham sandwiches, but my downfall was the camera, I told my 
parents the price was 38 Swiss Francs – that was nearly £4 gone. Later in a letter I 
reduced the cost to 18 Swiss Francs. I got censured by CHB and G Saunders, but I did get 
12 photos of the tour, the first week in valleys and glaciers. The prints – in black and 
white – were 7.5cm x 5.0cm landscape, one of the Aletsch Glacier in the Jungfrau region, 
the largest glacier in Switzerland, 23km long x 1,000m across x 900m deep. Also one of 
Oscar the Swiss guide outside a mountain hut, with umbrella and white enamelled 
potty, his way of saying to us that the hut had no toilets. 

We stayed at Hotel Erica in Spiez for three days, rested up, played table tennis outside 
on the terraces, had breakfast out there, walks in town and by Lake Thun. On the 
Saturday night there was a hotel dance, and we left on the train on Sunday morning in 
full climbing kit for Kandersteg. We spent the rest of the day walking for about 10 hours 
before staying at a small village. Another 10 hours the following day, gradually getting 
higher, took us to a mountain hut at a height of 3,240m (10,629 feet) – Ben Nevis is 
1345m high. Staying in a hut was the ultimate experience in survival. To reach the 
location was an achievement in itself, and it was usually perched high up on a rock face. 
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The hut was fairly basic, eating downstairs, sleeping 
upstairs, water was a scarce commodity, all that was 
available was rain and glacial melting, and your own 
water bottle. Food you carried with you; the warden 
would prepare your food. The space upstairs was the 
common bedroom – mattress on the floor, feet to the 
middle. 

All that said, it was warm and comfortable and would 
form the base for a summit climb. Bad weather 
confined our activity over the next two days; we 
remained inside, but on the third day it was fine, and 
we headed for Saas-Grund via a visit to the Aletsch 
Glacier and carefully walked around the crevasses, 
some of which were very wide. We had lost time with 
the bad weather, so the route was changed, and we 
headed for the new base walking down the valley side, 
then by train and bus to Saas-Grund, staying at Hotel Monte Rosa; I had my first wash 
since Sunday. We were situated in a village in a deep valley with routes leading out and 
up the sides to the snow-capped summits. We were surrounded by 4,000m peaks and 
huge glaciers. It was a farming and holiday community; we were made to feel very 
welcome, and it was the Switzerland that I imagined. I could hear the cowbells in the 
morning. Saas-Grund was where I wrote a letter home and as I write I am reading that 
letter, with the continued theme of large amounts food and sweets. 

Most of the time was spent climbing or walking in the area or at the hotel with Mrs Ball 
and Mr and Mrs Saunders. I did walks with J W Caley and was impressed how fluent he 
was in French, being able to have conversations with people we met. Strangely I was to 
meet him in York over 60 years later – we were living in the same street. The climbing 
programme was arranged with opportunities to climb and for rest days at the hotel. I 
was chosen to be part of the group to climb the Nadelhorn on 3rd September, the last 
day before the journey home; it was 4,327m (14,197ft) high. The climb was a zigzag path 
up the side of the valley, changing to a single steep route as the slope went over rocks 
and boulders, then to a single path through the snow along the ridge towards the 
summit. We were roped together in separate groups; the final few metres were across 
the snow-covered ridge leading to the summit, which was clear of snow and rocks. The 
peak of the mountain was roughly shaped like a circle and the whole group was clinging 
to the sides of the circle, tied on with the ropes. On the final few yards, the person in 
front of me on the rope stepped on a snow bridge which gave way. He sank down in the 
snow and Oscar supervised his rescue. That apart, everybody was smiling; I was trying to 
memorise the name of the mountain. 

Clive Nicholls (44-51) 



School House 1956 

Tuesday, 17th September 1956:  
I left home complete with overnight bag, new uniform and tuck box – my trunk having 
been sent on by carrier –  to begin life as a boarder at Bridlington School. I was received 
into the junior common room opposite the headmaster’s study, around 7pm with eight 
other new boys. Having made our gestures of farewell to our parents, they left us in the 
hands of the junior house master, Mr Bell. There was a roll call before supper followed by 
bed at 8pm. It was to be the first of many roll calls over the coming years: Race, Raywood, 
Wells, Corner, Robinson, Warwick, Sallis, and Ward. 
 

Over time new faces arrived to expand the year group as one or two others left for 
other schools. Numbers of beds in each of the eight main dormitories varied between 6 
and 12 resulting in a boarding house (School House) of about eighty. The high vaulted 
dormitory ceilings and tall windows bereft of curtains were in stark contrast to the small 
bedroom I had left behind. As each new academic year unfolded, so the familiar pattern 
of moving up to the next dormitory with a fresh ‘Dormy Prefect’ was repeated. 

If the room faced East it gathered the sights and sounds of the town, the harbour, the 
peal of the Priory bells, the foghorn and flashing beacon of Flamborough lighthouse. If 
on the other hand it was westward facing with the school yard below, it brought the 
smell of cooked breakfast from the kitchens, the sound of the wind in the trees close by 
and the biff-bang-biff of the dust cart making its weekly refuse collection, rendering the 
rising bell redundant for one day at least.  

 
8.50am Wednesday 18th September 1956:  
All the new boys – day boys and boarders – were marshalled in the school yard under 
the keen eye of the Second Master, J B Lister, or Johnny Blob as we came to know him. As 
names were called, we were divided into three forms, Junior 1, 2 and 3, and marched to 
our respective form rooms close to the hall, each boy newly kitted out in blue blazer 
complete with badge, grey shirt, short trousers, grey knee-length socks and black shoes, 
not forgetting the mandatory cap – boarders with a maroon cap with white rings, 
distinguishable from the blue one worn by the day boys. We had the usual timetable to 
copy and then a lesson in how to back our textbooks and exercise books in brown 
paper. The latter, when full, had to be signed off by a master before they could be 
replaced by new ones at the school office, attended by Mr George Cooke and his 
assistant Miss Pollard.  

We were each issued with a new pocket size edition of the Songs of Praise hymn book 
for use in the daily assembly held in the school hall. The oak panelled hall created a 
lasting impression. Each of the chairs bore a plate with the name and dates of a former 
pupil from the era of the first World War. At the front was the platform, complete with its 
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The band turns onto St John’s Avenue from Borough Road after Church Parade.

CCF Inspection, 1961: the Drill Squad performs in front of the huts.
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organ and below, a large brass lectern with eagle wings outstretched, supporting a large 
edition of the King James Bible. Close by, a cabinet with glass lid enabled the viewing of 
the Book of Remembrance. 

A page, turned daily, displayed four black and white photographs of old boys in the 
uniform of their respective services who had made the ultimate sacrifice in the two 
World Wars. Around the oak panelled walls were trophy cabinets holding the cups and 
shields won in the annual inter-house sport competitions. Between these were listed the 
academic awards and achievements of those former pupils who had progressed by way 
of scholarships and exhibitions to the prestigious Oxbridge Colleges, other Russell Group 
universities and Military Academies. This first day was a half day, five periods before 
lunch. The afternoon was available to follow outdoor activities and an opportunity to 
join the School’s Scout troop. For older boys there was the CCF. The flip side was that 
from then on I had to get used to the idea of Saturday morning lessons.  

By the arrival of half term at the end of October, I was more than ready to see home 
again, however, things did not go to plan. The day before, I reported ill; it was a singular 
painful case of mumps. The elderly Matron, Miss Morris, informed the Headmaster, who 
after consulting with my parents, explained to me that owing to my highly contagious 
state it would be better that I remain isolated for the week in an empty school. Not the 
news I wanted to hear. Various boarding masters made suitably brief visits to raise my 
spirits and after a day or so I asked for someone to pick up a Keil Kraft balsa kit, to be 
paid for from my pocket money. 

As I began to improve, I threw my attention into making a model aircraft to pass the 
hours, much to the bemusement of Matron. By the time the empty corridors began to 
come alive again, I had been able to successfully finish the aircraft and proudly fly it on 
an empty school field, an achievement that appeared to impress both Matron and the 
Headmaster. As school life resumed a taxi arrived to take me to the railway station and 
the steam train that would give me the chance of six days of convalescence at home.  

Michaelmas term 1956 concluded with my first experience of the PIG – the boarding 
house Christmas Dinner, served in the dining hall around 7pm to powerful rendering of 
the traditional carol, We wish you a Merry Christmas demanding the appearance of the 
said pudding. The singing of Dulce Domum was a fitting conclusion to the feast. It was 
quite a rowdy celebration to presage the rest of the evening. Making our way to the 
gymnasium we were joined by the day boys for the traditional Masters’ Concert, a lively 
programme of cleverly prepared japes and sketches full of self-deprecation and farcical 
humour, they offered their unique take on the eccentricities of the form room and recent 
events. The entertainment was suitably rounded off with a loud rendering of the School 
song, Now No More, led I remember on this occasion, by J B Lister, (Johnny Blob). What a 
start to my days at Bridlington this proved to be. 

Stephen Traves (56-63) 
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Lord, Behold Us 

For many of us, the start and end of each term was marked by the hymn ‘Lord, behold us 
with thy blessing’ and its counterpart ‘Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing’ and the first of 
these is still sung at our annual Service of Thanksgiving and Fellowship, but do we ever 
think about the origin of this custom? The words of both hymns were written by Henry J 
Buckroll (1803-71) who became Assistant Master at Rugby School in 1826 and wrote 
some 14 hymns for the school. Lord Behold Us seems to have first appeared in ‘Psalms 
and Hymns for the use of the congregation of Rugby School Chapel’ in 1843 and was 
later included in the Public School Hymn Book. 

I suspect that the words of both hymns have changed as editors over the years tried to 
update them. Buckroll’s 1843 version includes what are probably typically Victorian 
sentiments: 

Break temptation’s fatal power, 
Shielding all with guardian care,  

Safe in every careless hour,  
Safe from sloth, and sensual snare 

 
The tune we use for these hymns – Dismissal – was written by William Viner (1790-

1867) who was a prolific composer of church music, songs and music for the organ. He 
studied under Charles Wesley, and Samuel Sebastian Wesley helped him be appointed 
organist at a church in Penzance, a position he held for some 24 years before moving to 
America in 1859. Several other tunes are suggested for these hymns including Clifton 
College and Eton College which underline its use in Public Schools, but the Public School 
Hymn Book sets it to neither; it can also be sung to Cwm Rhondda. The name Dismissal 
suggests that it might have been written specifically for these hymns, but in the 1859 
edition of the Rugby hymn book they are set to an unnamed tune by J H Walker, which I 
have yet to identify. 

The background to these hymns raises questions: who introduced the custom to 
Bridlington School? Does their use indicate a former Headmaster’s aspiration for the 
school to be regarded as on a par with some of Britain’s great schools? Did they bring 
the custom from their own school days? We know from Mike Mortimore’s book that 
Bridlington School “sometimes liked to think of itself as a public school” and that Wilfrid 
Parkinson was a member of the Headmasters’ Conference, so did he introduce these 
hymns to the school? Do any OBs recall a time before we sang them? 

PJVE 
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Andrew Calvert (57-63). The 
only difference from school is 
that the right hand holds wine 
and not a cigarette!

Mike Eveleigh (60-67) and Paul 
Gibson (66-73).

Garth Blackburn  
(Staff 70-97). 
On Saturday 5th December 
2020 Garth played ‘Now No 
More’.  On Sunday 6th 
December he played ‘Lord 
Behold Us with Thy 
Blessing’.  He hopes to play 
them next at the December 
OB weekend 2021. 

David Browning (66-73).
Steve Pace (67-74)  
and his wife Jayne. 

Garth Blackburn  
(Staff 70-97).

Alternative Annual Reunion 2020 
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John Blythe (Staff 67-02) and 
Jo Thomassen (85-92). 
Covid-19 prevented our 
attendance at the Annual OB 
Dinner at the Expanse on 
5th December 2020. To 
compensate, daughter Jo 
cooked Sunday lunch the 
following day, comprising 
Roast Beef served in the 
Traditional Manner with 
Yorkshire Pudding and 
Horseradish Sauce. A 
delightful substitute! 

A photograph of five of us from the 1985-1992 year celebrating separately – 
together in spirit! Clockwise from top left: Alan Hardacre, Tim Nixon, Simon 
Parker, Grant Bayne, Jo Thomassen. We wish the other OBs a Merry Christmas – 
and hope to see you all in person next year.
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Now No More 2020 
 
Two OBs had a go at writing their own version! 

Now no more in 2020 
Covid means the dinner’s off 
Hungry OBs are a-plenty 
Waiting for their Christmas Scoff 
Meanwhile Peter Stark in Trumpland 
Dreaming of his flight back home 
Thinking that his old stock’s now bland 
Wonders should he include gnomes? 
 
Now no more will Brian Gowthorpe 
Sitting in his new Man Shed 
Reflecting on his wondrous workscope 
Thinks to ride his bike instead. 
But Sean Walters sees his future 
In blogging of a new world green 
Looks to friends to buy debentures 
In Maidenhead he’s rarely seen. 
 
David Browning (66-73) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Now no more will Brid School forwards 
Winning ball at ruck and maul 
Watch the Harness dive pass towards 
Roberts miss, he’s dropped the ball. 
Nor will Fox be making tackles, 
He’s odds-on, he rarely fails. 
He avoided raising Coomber’s hackles 
(So today Ted’s out on bail). 
 
Now no more will Dickie Boustead 
“Look you, boyo”, coach the teams 
Players teach him English instead 
Reaching for their field of dreams. 
Sixty-six team undefeated 
Created such a welcome buzz 
In a triumph unrepeated 
Captained by the mighty ‘Fuzz’. 
 
Now no more through hall and dormy 
Rings the sound of clatt’ring feet 
Now no more the noises bore me 
AND I FIND THE SILENCE SWEET. 
 

Tim Roberts (59-65)
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1st XV, 1964-65 

Back Row: Kilburn, McCauley, Cocker, Turner, Scotter, Skinner, Fox 
Front row: R W Boustead, Oakley, West, Dukes, Parker, Symonds, Harness, Smart, Roberts 

Contributed by Steve Jukes 

School Prefects 1962-63 

Back Row: F D Sherwood, M Gill, M Ward, R F Thompson, S C Traves, B A Morton. Front Row: N M 
Graham (Hustler), I L Leszczynski (Allison), M Wray (Harland), M Young (Hough), M Parker (Head 
Prefect), D Thomson (School), D Anthony (Allison), J Stone (Thornton), M Rothwell (School). 

Contributed by Stephen Traves 
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Photographic memories from 1972  

Contributed  by Sean Walters 

6th Form field trip to Shropshire, 
including Ken Nixon(?) with clipboard, 
Dave Rosser and Dave Browning.

CCF contingent at Leyburn Camp, 
North Yorkshire.  

Health and Safety?  
What’s that?!

Assault course champions on a Naval Camp. Loch Ewe, Scotland: ?, ? Fewlass, Wresdell and Walters.
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Old Bridlingtonian Notes 

Announcements are published in this Chronicle on the basis of information supplied to 
the Committee of the Old Bridlingtonian Club on forms circulated among members or 
by personal contact. Neither the Editor nor the Committee can accept responsibility for 
inaccuracy, error or mis-statement in the information accepted and published in good 
faith. 
 

 
Change of address 
 
66-72       L W Bentley                  16 Manor Close, Driffield YO25 5LT 
68-75       S D Collinson               5A Magdala Mews, Edinburgh EH12 5BX 
41-51       P J Duke                        MCA Care Home, Chapelfields, Frodsham, Cheshire WA6 
                                                           7BB 
59-67       P J E Gardiner              The Old Police House, 39 Astrop Road, Kings Sutton, 
                                                           Banbury OX17 7BB 
72-78       N M Harkin                   1 Wyles Way, Stamford Bridge, York YO41 1SB 
69-76       A V Hirst                        13 Florence Grove, Rawcliffe, York YO30 5UR 
61-67       S D Howard                  81 Churchill Road, Norwich NR3 4PZ 
51-59       C Martin                        7 Lynmouth Drive, Gilmorton, Lutterworth LE17 5PG 
66-71       S C Sawyer                   67 Marchant Close, Beverley HU17 9GE 
48-54       I N Sharpe                     8 Tennison Court, Crescent Street, Cottingham HU16 5RU 
55-61       D W Sutcliffe                15 Parkin Lane, Apperley Bridge, Bradford BD10 0NF 
51-56       M Talbot                        Rose Cottage, 3 Green Lane, Sonning Common, Reading 
                                                           RG4 9NA 
98-05       S D Velickovic              100 Farlington Avenue, Cosham, Portsmouth PO6 1ES 
64-69       S J Westaway               40 Belvedere Road, Bridlington YO15 3NA 
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New Joiners/Rejoiners 
 
02-07       Laura Brown                Rivendell, Dimlington Road, Easington, Hull HU12 0TG 
09-16       Alice Burdon                20c Stafford Road, Huntington, Cannock WS12 4PD 
42-48       J A Dunn                       74 Gwyn Crescent, Fakenham, Norfolk NR21 8NE 
62-63       J T Kellas                        Auf der Breite 2, 59505 Bad Sassendorf, Germany 
43-49       B Myers                         7 Cotterdale Court, Collingham, Wetherby, LS22 5LS 
09-12       Amy Preston                9 Fountain Street, Heckmondwike WF16 9HT 
71-75       J Quinn                          8 Furrow Close, Rothley, Leicester LE7 7RQ 
08-15       D C Seaton                   4 Runner End, Holme on Spalding Moor, York YO43 4EP 
09-14       Ayla Slator                    37 Wentworth Road, Bridlington YO16 4AB 
74-77       S Spence                       6 Nightingale Drive, Bridlington YO16 6RQ 
 
 
 
 

Deaths 
 
Martin Boyes (62-67) 
Michael Vary Earnshaw (48-54) 
Peter Hilditch (68-72) 
John Hornsey (61-67) 
John Lowson Jeckels (53-58) 
Martin John Lonsdale (42-49) 
John Philip Rudd (67-72) 
Francis Peter Smith (51-54) 
Arthur Nigel Stott (56-62) 
Gordon Sutton (59-65) 
Derek Tutty (59-64) 
Alan Walker (49-56) 
Neil Duncan Warwick (56-63) 
Stephen Watson (65-72) 
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President G H Templeman MBE 
President Elect K Baxter 
Secretary D M Howard 
Treasurer M Mackereth 
Assistant Treasurer I R Bryce 
Membership Secretary A H Dutton 
Subscription Secretary O W Sellers 
Games Secretary R H Eeles 
Magazine Editor C N Brocklesby 
Committee: R H Ackroyd C Beecham 

J Overment I W Rennison 
W J Shipley P M Whiteside 
K Southwick (Co-opted) 

 
Branch Secretaries: 
Cambridge I R Watson 
Leeds and District A E Ferguson 
London G J Stormont 
Manchester and District J G Werner 
Nottingham and District J E Moorhouse 
Sheffield and District A T W Robinson 
York and District H J Bailey 

 
Garth Blackburn (Staff 70-97) 

KEEP UP-TO-DATE WITH ALL THE LATEST OB NEWS

Visit our website: 

www.oldbridlingtonianclub 
.org.uk 

or Facebook page 

www.facebook.com/ 
oldbridlingtonians 

for all the latest OB  
news and events 

http://www.oldbridlingtonianclub.org.uk
http://www.oldbridlingtonianclub.org.uk
http://www.facebook.com/oldbridlingtonians
http://www.facebook.com/oldbridlingtonians
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Dates to Remember 

Owing to the uncertainties arising from the current coronavirus pandemic, the dates shown 
are provisional. Please refer to the Annual Circular for further information. 
 
3-5th December 2021                                      Annual Reunion weekend   
                                                                                 (Expanse Hotel, Bridlington) 
                                                                                 Details available from: obclubsec@gmail.com 
 
 
Saturday 19th February 2022                      London Branch Reunion (RAF Club, Piccadilly)  
                                                                                 Details available from: 
                                                                                 london@oldbridlingtonianclub.org.uk 
 
 
Saturday 9th April 2022                                  Spring Reunion (Bridlington Rugby Club) 
                                                                                 Details available from: 
                                                                                 spring@oldbridlingtonianclub.org.uk 
 
 
Saturday 21st May 2022                                 Manchester and North West Branch Reunion.
                                                                                 Venue to be announced 
                                                                                 Details available from:  
                                                                                 andrewcalvert146@gmail.com 

 
 
Saturday 16th July 2022                                 Sheffield Branch Reunion (Tapton Hall) 
                                                                                 Details available from:  
                                                                                 eddy.debrouwer@gmail.com 
 
 
Saturday 15th October 2022                        Cambridge Branch Reunion  
                                                                                 Venue to be announced 
                                                                                 Details available from: 
                                                                                 ianwatson100@yahoo.co.uk 
 
 
2-4th December 2022                                      Annual Reunion weekend  
                                                                                 Details available from: obclubsec@gmail.com 
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