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WINTER NEWSLETTER, NOVEMBER 2022 
 

Dear Old Scholar 
 
Firstly, I owe an apology. Old Scholars will have been expecting a newsletter in the spring or 
summer of this year, but your secretary, who puts these things together, had to complete his 
Master’s and ran out of time. Then when he did hand in, he suddenly had a lot of work for his 
day job and now we find ourselves due for a winter newsletter. So, my apologies, but, for 
having missed a newsletter, this one is fairly weighty so don’t print but just dip into the sections 
that might be of interest to you. 
 
Throughout this newsletter there are some particularly nice photos of the school in action sent 
by Philipp Doermer (YG 1980) and those are labelled as such (there are other photos not 
taken by Philipp, also labelled as such). The photos are from between 1978 and 1980 (I’m 
told).  Also some lovely accounts of school life in the late 40s and early 50s. 

Photo of an art class by Philipp Doermer 
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Annual General Meeting 2022 & 2023  
We held our second hybrid Annual General Meeting back in the traditional May slot. It was 
well attended online and in person. Old Scholars can read the minutes of the meeting on the 
Minutes and Accounts page, but you have to log-in first. Email me at fsswosa@gmail.com if 
you don’t have your log-in details.  
 
We also welcomed Rebecca Chong (YG 2008) as the latest member of the Old Scholars’ 
Association Committee. Rebecca was a member of the Quartet when at school, then later 
came back to work in the marketing department before setting up various food-related 
businesses, specifically working in running Street Food events, including Off the Beaten Truck 
in Saffron Walden. 
 
The Committee has been discussing how to make our AGM more interesting and we are 
working on plans for the AGM 2023 meeting both in-person and online, about which I will be 
in touch in due course. The provisional date for our AGM is Saturday 20th May 2023 at 2.30pm 
at the Friends’ Meeting House in Saffron Walden 
 
Old Scholars’ Accounts 
As Old Scholars will be aware, there has been a delay in getting the Old Scholars accounts 
audited due, mainly, to the pandemic. I am pleased to confirm that the accounts have been 
completed, audited and are on the website here. (Again you have to log-in to view these). 
 
 
The School Site  
Since the AGM and the last 
newsletter, Chase New 
Homes' plans for part of the 
school site have been 
approved by the Planning 
Inspectorate. This includes the 
conversion of the main school 
building into flats. For further 
information and a link to the 
Planning Inspectorate's 
decision notice and Statement 
of Reasons, please visit the 
Old Scholars news post here. 
 
 
View of asphalt in late 70’s by Philipp 
Doermer. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  

http://www.oldscholars.com/MinutesandAccounts
mailto:fsswosa@gmail.com
https://www.offthebeatentruck.co.uk/
http://www.oldscholars.com/MinutesandAccounts
https://oldscholars.com/frmProfile.aspx?S=czs398c
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Facsimile of Friends’ School WWI Plaque in the Quaker Meeting House 
 

 
 

 
This facsimile of the First World War plaque that used to be in the school library has now been 
erected in the burial ground of the Friends' Meeting House in Saffron Walden, opposite the 
one 'war grave' of Stephen Walker - last named on the plaque - and son of the then 
Headmaster of Friends' School. 
 
The text next to the plaque facsimile reads:  
 
Quakers and military service 
 
Quakers have long held 'that conformity unto the one eternal principle...the light of Christ 
manifest in the conscience' (Elizabeth Bathurst, 1679 ) is the basis of our way. 
 
Many Quakers have found their conscience calling them to reject the bearing of arms as a 
solution to any conflict. Quakers are well known as a peace church for their conscientious 
objection to violence. Some Quakers have explored their conscience in specific conflicts and 
found that they must fight. 
 
During the First World War, Old Scholars of Friends' School reflected this individual 
conscience. 153 served in the Army, 7 in the Navy, 26 in the Air Force, 57 in the Friends' 
Ambulance Unit and 18 on the Friends' War Victims Relief Committee. Of the Conscientious 
Objectors, 23 were exempted and 7 were imprisoned. 66 Old Scholars were exempted on 
other grounds. We commemorate all those who have lost their lives following their conscience. 
  

Photo by Martin Hugall. 
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Setting the Record Straight: Responses to the Previous Newsletter 
I have received a few responses to my previous newsletter, some of which specifically 
respond to Duncan Wood’s (YG 1952) account of Jenny Ellinor. Here are the responses: 
 
Brenda Williams (née Milford, YG 1948) 
“I am YG 1948, and probably one of the last OS of the war years, now aged 91. I was so 
pleased to have the Newsletter, and feel I must respond to some of the contents therein. I was 
in the same year as Fulvio Cassuto and knew him well [an obituary of Fulvio Cassuto was 
included in the last newsletter], along with his mates John Plank and Tony Marus. In fact he 
was the last OS I met, as we were at the OS Reunion for wartime pupils - I don't remember 
what year that was, possibly in the seventies. 
 
Jennie Ellinor was our headmistress, but when I first arrived at Walden (not “Friends’” then) in 
1941 our headmistress was Sylvia Clark. I believe she went on to the Friends’ School in 
Lebanon - I wonder if that still exists. Gerald Littleboy was our headmaster, Arnold Brereton, 
“AB”, was the deputy head, taught maths and was very strict. “BBJ” Bernard Jacob was our 
geography master, and “Pumps” was our science master - Mr Pumphrey. There was a newly 
built Biology room outside the playroom on the Boys side. Never forgotten was “Fido”, or Miss 
Yapp, our latin teacher, nor Dorothea Kemp who taught me German right into the sixth form, 
which was a very small collection of pupils who stayed on after the age of 16 and School 
Certificate. 
 
I found the archived photos [included in the last newsletter] most interesting. It was good to 
see the Avenue again, but I don't recognise the buildings around it. There were hard tennis 
courts on the right, and the Sanatorium at the far end. I spent the Easter holidays in the latter 
when I was 13 and got mumps just before the end of term. Just beyond the Biology classroom 
block, there was a small row of rabbit hutches, as some people brought their pets with them. 
The Junior School was somewhere next to the water tower. The first picture of the dining room 
was as I remembered it. We sat boy, girl, boy, girl, at every table, and on Tuesdays we moved 
round a place in each direction, thus getting new neighbours. My first year in 1941 the under-
12 girls had to wear pinafores. The photo of the Woodwork room also reminds me that my 
father, with a failed Cabinet Making business in the East End (later bombed), donated all the 
remaining wood of all sorts to the school and the woodwork master at the time was most 
appreciative. 

The Dining Hall in the late 70s, by Philipp Doermer. 
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Jackie Cassidy (née Steger, YG 1965) 
“I just wanted to correct the impression given of Jenny Ellinor in the newsletter. 

When I arrived at FSSW in September 1963 to join the Sixth Form, Jenny was Deputy 
Headmistress. When the (rather intimidating) headmistress retired, December 1963, Jenny 
was passed over for the Headmistress role for an incomer whose style was very un-FSSW; 
she left after a term and Jenny was appointed. I presume she was initially passed over 
because she was extraordinarily sweet-natured and gentle, a lovely woman. I was very fond 
of both her and Kenneth Nicholson. I always remember his great love for T.S. Eliot. When Eliot 
died, I, Val Baker (née Pringle, YG 1965) and Barbara Phillips (née Burtt, YG 1965) had to 
read lengthy extracts from the ‘Four Quartets’ in morning Meeting.”  
 
If the theme of this newsletter, and indeed every OS newsletter, is memory, especially given 
the news of the future plans for the school site, then these responses, and Jackie’s evocation 
of Tom Eliot’s Four Quartets, give the perfect opportunity to ruminate on its complex and 
mercurial nature: “See, now they vanish, // The faces and places, with the self which, as it 
could, loved them, // To become renewed, transfigured, in another pattern.” (Thanks, Tom). 
 
John Robertson (YG 1955) 
 
A full version of John’s recollections will be available on the website, but here is an extract: 
 
“Came the day in 1948 when I had to report to my new boarding school […] I can remember 
the first journey, and the uncomprehending dread of what was about to happen as the 30 miles 
rolled by. The noise of the boys' playroom, and the queuing up in lines ready to file in to the 
dining room for tea, clutching my pot of home-made jam, with mum peering anxiously in 
through the playroom door. The school kitchens had been refurbished during the summer 
holidays, and the work was not quite finished. So for the first three or four days we lived on 
sandwiches, which again did not make the school seem to be a very inviting place.  
 
The first term, judging from the set of letters that my mother kept, was not my favourite time. 
Some heartstrings must have stretched a bit during the first few weeks. But gradually I settled 
in, school became bearable, and I began to take an interest in what was going on. Looking 
back now, I know that I was very lucky indeed to have been sent to that school […] 
 
School Staff 

 
A quarter of a century or so later 
than John describes, biology 
teacher, Denby Allen's class by 

Philipp Doermer. 
 
The headmaster, a Mr. 
Gerald Littleboy, kept his 
hand in at teaching 
mathematics by taking one 
form through the school, 
and it happened to be my 
form. Consequently we got 
to know the headmaster 
better than most pupils. He 
was a well-respected 
figure, formal and 
reasonably strict, but with 

a nice sense of humour when it suited him. Our class suffered a bit as he was often called out 
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of the class to deal with some crisis or other, but he got me through "O" and "A" levels, so I 
can't complain. 
 
The headmistress, Jennie Ellinor, […] [had] several pronounced nervous habits, such as 
coughing through her nose while she was speaking. Coughing is not the right word, it was 
more of a letter "k" pronounced with your mouth shut, but it was of course ripe for imitation. 
[…] My closest contact with her was preparing for Evening Meeting on a Sunday. Two pupils 
were selected to read the lessons each week, and regularly at 2.15 on a Sunday afternoon 
Jennie would put us through it. She sat right at the back, and made us read and reread the 
lesson until she was satisfied and we were fed up. Half a second for commas, a full second 
for full stops, and every word to be projected in full with appropriate expression. I once spent 
a full three quarters of an hour reading and rereading a short passage until she was satisfied 
[…] 
 
Pride of place I think must go to Norman Rogers, who joined the school at the end of my first 
year to replace Mr. Stanger and teach woodwork. He also left the school to move on to 
Cheltenham the same year that I left, so we were in a sense contemporaries. I took woodwork 
to "O" level, but not during the last two years, so tended to lose contact a bit, but even so was 
responsible for his farewell speech on behalf of the school. […] [H]e insisted that woodwork 
had an equal place alongside maths, English and all other subjects. He could not abide any 
hint that it might be considered to be of a lower standing, a blue-collar rather than a white-
collar activity. He taught well, and drove us to adopt high standards in our work. He was not 
universally liked, because those that were not interested in woodwork often found themselves 
the subject of a tongue-lashing. But it was his insistence that nothing but the best is good 
enough, and his expectation that we should all aspire to it, was something that was most 
marked about his teaching. […] 
 

Another image of a lesson in 
progress in the late 70s. Brian 
Gatward here by Philipp Doermer. 

A very close second must 
be Richard Sturge, a 
devoted music master at 
the school, whose 
specialisation was choral 
singing. Individual form 
singing lessons 
culminated in the entry of 
a group of us into festival 
competitions before our 
voices broke, but he will 

be chiefly remembered for his work with senior choir and small choir. Senior choir was 
voluntary but was well attended, and included a considerable sprinkling of staff, including the 
headmaster. Main practice night was Wednesday night after prep., with supplementary 
practices before morning assembly for the girls on two mornings (altos and sopranos) and the 
boys on the other two mornings (tenors and basses). We learned our parts separately, and 
then brought them together on a Wednesday evening, when another member of the music 
staff would help out on the piano while Richard conducted and cajoled. Each year we worked 
towards a big summer performance of some work or other, usually given in Saffron Walden 
Parish Church and up in Friends' House in London. The orchestra to support these 
performances was usually put together from old scholars who had gone on to a musical career, 
or other friends of Richard and the school. The choice of work was determined by Richard, 
based on the likely ability of the choir, which inevitably varied from year to year. I was lucky in 
that the years I was in the choir were subsequently recognised as being the peak of his 
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achievement. I cannot claim the credit, as it has been attributed to the presence of the 
headmaster in our ranks, which ensured good discipline during rehearsals! Bach's B minor 
Mass, Verdi's Requiem and the Faure Requiem were favourite works, but his biggest 
undertaking was Handel's double choir Oratorio "Israel in Egypt". […] 
 

School Life 

It is odd how the minute you leave a school it changes. You are suddenly amongst strangers. 
What has been your life for seven years is suddenly, irretrievably lost. Even the first Old 
Scholars’ Weekend amongst a number of your contemporaries is different. You have lost the 
thread, no longer in tune with the school's soul, which has moved on with the appointment of 
new staff and a new generation of pupils. I loved the school so much that this change surprised 
and disappointed me. There is no way you can regain the family feeling that you once enjoyed. 
It was also a time of great change, with the spread of television, the approach of the "swinging 
sixties", and a more relaxed regime in a number of ways. My headmaster also retired as I left 
the school, and Kenneth Nicholson came in from the very relaxed environment of St. 
Christophers, Letchworth to lead the school, so it was inevitable that the school would change 
its character to a certain extent. So what was there can never be recreated. I just count myself 
very lucky to have experienced such a close-knit, caring and supportive community […] 
 

A typical day started with the prefect-on-duty being woken up by the alarm clock, as far as I 
remember it would have been about 6.50 a.m.. A quick dress and a cursory wash before 
grabbing the hand-bell from its shelf, and then a spirited clanging up and down the stairs at 
7.00 a.m. to raise the first wave of pupils. A repeat clanging at 7.15 to raise the second lot, 
and then a three minute warning bell at 7.27 a.m. for the first collect of the day. All gathered 
in the boys’ playroom in form rows, and once silence had fallen - not too difficult at that time 
in the morning - the school filed into the dining room for breakfast, junior forms first. Everyone 
had an allotted table for breakfast and lunch, so you always ate with the same (mixed) group. 

                     Two images to illustrate the kind of change described in the above passage by Philipp Doermer. 
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Only at teatime were you seated at the tables in the order that you entered the room, but this 
time the boys sat separately from the girls. 
 
Breakfast was cereal or porridge, dispensed from a bowl on each table, followed by a cooked 
breakfast handed out from a trolley for the head of the table to serve. Toast, butter and 
marmalade followed, although I must admit that I am finding it difficult to remember the exact 
details. Did we have tea to drink, or was it just water? 
 
After breakfast it was back to the dormitories to make our beds and generally tidy up. Two 
were delegated each week to sweep out the dormitory following bed-making. Then it was 
general preparation for the day, ready for the assembly collect at 8.50 a.m. Choir practice of 
course for some. Bells were rung for the Assembly collect, and then we all filed across the 
front of the school to the Assembly Hall. Assembly took about 15 - 20 minutes, and then school 
proper started about 9.15 a.m.  
 
Classes were 35 - 40 minutes long, with a recess in the morning, where milk and slices of 
bread were distributed to the starving. Bells were rung again to bring us in for the second 
session, and then again for the lunchtime collect. The whole running of the school revolved 
around this brass hand-bell, which was on the go from morning till night! It was quite sizeable, 
I would guess about six inches across the bell mouth, and of course had to bring people in 
from the far side of the playing field. Ringing this bell was a sort of virility symbol, some prefects 
wielding it into paroxysms of clanging, others just swinging it to and fro. 
 
Lunch was the formal meal of the day, usually three courses. Head of each table was a 
member of staff or a sixth former. On his right or left sat the waiters, and second in were the 
packers, the least popular seats on the table. After the soup, the packers packed up the plates 
and the waiters took them to the hatch. The main course was dispensed from trolleys for the 
head of the table to serve, similarly the puddings, the packers and waiters doing their job 
between each course. The Headmaster and Headmistress sat at top table on a raised dais 
together with senior members of staff, and prefects and sixth formers in rotation. The meal 
started and ended with a silent grace, initiated by the pinging of a little bell on top table.  
  
Lessons recommenced about half an hour after lunch, and school continued to about four. 
Then came the first real block of spare time of the day. Those doing sport usually ran on later. 
Others could do what they liked. Various clubs were available, particularly those clubs that 
needed daylight, and the swimming baths were open for two sessions, one for the girls and 
one for the boys, supervised by the master or mistress on duty. Mixed bathing sessions were 
organised, but not on a regular basis. 
 
Then came the clanging of the bell for the tea collect, which was usually the rowdiest, and we 
all filed into tea, filling up the tables in the order we entered. High tea was provided, anything 
from scrambled egg to heated tinned tomatoes or kippers, with bread and butter to follow. 
Occasional special treats of sticky buns or some other cakes were provided. Then one had a 
free 15 or 20 minutes before prep (homework), and this was traditionally spent walking up and 
down the “Avenue”, kicking the stones at each end to mark each “lap”. One walked in social 
groups, but this was the traditional time for one to walk out with one’s “couple”, the boyfriend 
or girlfriend of the moment. 
 
Then the clanging of the bell for prep, which started about 6.00p.m., with one hour for the 
junior forms and up to one and three quarter hours for the senior forms. Prep was done in 
one’s form room, supervised by a sixth former or prefect, who was supposed to do his own 
prep at the same time. 
 
And then came the next block of spare time before bed. Many more clubs were available on 
different days of the week, two or three to an evening, so there was always a good choice of 
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things to do. They ranged from the Natural History Society to the Model Railway Society, and 
of course choir practice and rehearsals for any forthcoming productions. First form bedtime 
began about 8.00p.m., with the more senior forms being summoned in turn up to about 
9.30p.m. Up to the washroom for a quick wash, then into the bedroom to get ready for bed. 
“Lights out” followed a period for reading or chatting, and then one was supposed to go to 
sleep. This must have been the most trying time for the master on duty, who had to supervise 
the whole process through five forms and some nine dormitories, most of which were not 
feeling particularly sleepy! Slipper fights, pillow fights and water bomb fights were common, 
usually with a lookout tracking the master on duty, but eventually the dormitories succumbed 
to the night. Bedroom prefects took over about 10.00p.m. when the master on duty finished 
his rounds. […] 
 
School Experience 
 
It took me I suppose a couple of terms to settle in, and I cannot remember that much about 
the early days at school. I did not join many clubs, so spent most of my time “hanging around” 
in the form room or the boy’s playroom. I detested sport, and avoided it at every opportunity, 
so that cut down my choice of spare time activities. But crazes swept the school, as they 
probably still do. Folded paper “fortune-tellers”, paper aeroplanes, folded paper “water 
bombs”, seasonal games like conkers, and other games like chess, battleships, attack and 
card games. […] 
 

 
A fitting image of 'hanging around'. Left to Right: Sharon Taylor, Helen Sergeant, Philipp Doermer himself and not quite sure 
of the person on the right (?), all YG 1980 by Philipp Doermer. 

And so into the sixth form. Four subjects to take at “A” level:- pure maths, applied maths, 
physics and chemistry, with only two teachers, the headmaster for the first two and Stanley 
Pumphrey for the second two. I can’t remember much of the first year sixth, but for the second 
and final year I was appointed one of four prefects on the boys side, whose duties have been 
outlined earlier. Two of us were actually appointed prefects for the last half of the preceding 
summer term, partly to help out the preceding years prefects and partly, I suspect, to help the 
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staff make a decision on next year’s head boy. In the event Tony Newton was appointed head 
boy, to my short-lived chagrin, but as he eventually became Leader of the House of Commons 
I suppose I should not feel too upset about it. It was typical of the atmosphere of the school 
that the Headmaster called me into his office before making the announcement. He explained 
that he had made this decision because he thought that I would take the position too seriously 
and worry too much about the responsibility, which could affect my work. Wise words indeed. 
Other duties during my final year were senior librarian, secretary of the Boys’ Reading Club, 
bedroom prefect for the first year boys and table rota organiser, i.e. determining who would 
be head of which lunch table on a weekly basis. 
 
The prefects had their own room, which we immediately set about redecorating. Alan Sillitoe 
and Anthony Wallis were the other two prefects, and we soon settled down into a routine. Duty 
prefect came round once every four weeks, so for one week in four each of us lived with the 
alarm clock, watched our watches all day to ring the bells and take the collects, and supervised 
evening “prep”. Last thing in the evening we would spend in the girl prefects room for a drink 
(coffee or tea I might add) before going to bed. The prefects who were “couples” would seize 
the opportunity to say their goodnights privately in the boy prefects room, about the only 
opportunity during the school day for any privacy.  
 
And so my last year at school drifted to a close. Both the headmaster and Norman Rogers left 
with me, and the school never seemed the same again. I was so very happy there, and it is 
tempting to regard it as the end of an era. Post war and pre television, the school was a 
wonderful community, and I was so privileged to be part of it.” 
 

A fitting image of such a community, many years later. Left to right: Dolika Banda, Helen Fenton (née Sergeant),  
Rachel Bryan (née Ball), Amanda Stone (née Brown) and Sue Cozens (YG 1980) by Philipp Doermer. 
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Richard Clymo (YG 1951) 
 
Richard writes with a list of recollections: 
 
“(1) Butter pats on beams. Yes, I remember them well (and the Hall almost unchanged from 
1922, though without the servers standing at the back). I think some pats at least were actually 
margarine, that began as a lurid yellow colour (it was well into the war and chemical colours 
in foods were less restricted than they are now). A dozen or so pats stuck firmly, and I followed 
them for years, as they turned to queasy white. The beams were high up and curved, so 
difficult to reach safely with a long ladder, and those were the days before readily assemble-
able scaffold towers. But 20+ years later when I next visited the hall the pats had all gone. 
 
(2) I did not realise it at the time but many of my contemporaries had escaped from Nazi 
Germany or Fascist Italy. One of them (I won't name him, but call him 'X') who was neither 
academic nor sporty, achieved memorability in an odd way. Sometimes we had kippers for 
breakfast (much welcomed). The bones and heads were collected up afterwards into a single 
large pan for disposal. 'X' began to intercept the bone-train as it approached the kitchen, and 
then scooped out all the kipper eyes into a pile on a plate, and ate them. The performance 
attracted a crowd. I have no idea what motivated 'X'. 
 
(3) I well remember Fulvio Casuto, and Pat Chuter + Don Webb (he of lightning reflexes and 
fluid strokes at cricket). 
 
(4) The times were rougher then. During my time at FSSW three contemporaries died: 
Stephen Woods of what we called 'infantile paralysis' (his brother was John Woods, later 
Headmaster of FSSW), Chris Holmes died of cancer, and one of the girls died after what we 
were told was an unspecified and physical accident at FSSW (I am not sure of her name: 
maybe it was Margaret Durrant?). It was wartime, with sudden death all around, so to find it at 
home, so to speak, was not as surprising as it would be now. I recall vividly looking out from 
one of the top floor dormitories at about 04:00 on a pale blue June dawn, through which droned 
a stream of American bombers returning to their base at Debden. Some fired red flares (I think 
that was to show that they had wounded on board) and some trailed smoke behind them. 
 
Some more fragments 
 
(5) The Avenue; yes with early evening walking couples and stone kicking. At the end of the 
main avenue (of linden trees) on the right were the Bumble Dinkies, a dense shrubbery into 
which some couples disappeared. It must have been a worry for the Heads. 
 
(6) Another tree feature; the stately elms along the edge of the field, parallel to the 
Biology/Geography block. The Dutch elm disease was the primary cause of their eventual end 
-- quite probably for ever -- of these and millions of similar majestic trees. 
 
(7) The Biology/Geography block was newish in my time. It had a canopy along an open 
corridor on the field side, giving shelter from rain when queuing to be let in. In the centre of 
the long side was a small store with a narrow window opening onto the canopied corridor. 
Through this, ice cream was sold (for ready cash) in summer. Over years those in the queue 
had screwed pennies into the soft-ish bricks while waiting, leaving the wall scarred with 
shallow circular pits. You worked on the first pit you came to as the queue moved along. then 
as you moved you transferred to another pit, closer to the ice cream. Maybe half a dozen such 
working stops. 
 
(8) From that place across the short gap to the much older gym, with a large door with a one-
brick high step. This was used as the site of a curiously specialist football game. It depended 
(as Fives had at Eton) on devising rules for a particular building structure. You began with a 
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ball (old tennis ball usually) around the corner from the gym door, and attempted to flick the 
ball into the raised door for a point. You took turns alternately with your competitor. The first 
to go could not see the target door, but with a hard kick might manage to bounce the ball off 
a wall and into the door. Difficult but just doable with some luck. But if you failed you might 
leave an easy and direct route to the door, and your opponent might be able to flick the ball in 
to the gym. The star player of this game was George Rosenberg, who had a special right shoe 
on which he had managed to create an extended flat toe that made flicking particularly 
effective. I think we called the game 'scoops'. Like Fives it had special rules, needed special 
skills, and had a champion. But somehow it never became popular elsewhere (as far as I 
know). 
 
(9) Moving on again to the lower level asphalted narrow playground immediately outside the 
main building. This was the site for a violent game played after Sunday midday meal and 
before everybody was driven out of the school into the countryside. As many players as 
wanted to play collected together. I remember it involved some sort of tagging, and a forfeit 
running the gauntlet with all the players lined up and the one loser having to run down the 
aisle the others formed and trying to avoid attempts to hit him, open handed, not fists. I never 
saw the point of all this: you could not win, except the opportunity to tag someone else. But 
the game was popular and let off a lot of steam. 
 
 (10) From the same lower 
playground a flight of (12?) stone 
steps went up to the large upper 
gravelled ground (itself divided by the 
Avenue). When in the lower forms you 
could leap these steps in maybe four 
bounds of 3 steps each. As a 
teenager you grew stronger and 
needed three leaps of 4 steps each. 
Then two of 6. And finally a single leap 
of the whole lot. I do remember my 
first attempt at the final single leap: I 
managed one step short, and bruised 
my shin. But next day I managed it. 
This was a sort of rite of passage. 
 
(11) After Sunday midday meal all 
boys were driven out of the school for 
at least an hour. The lower forms 
were led by the MoD (Master on Duty) 
and went where he decided. The 
upper forms were free to roam the 
countryside. There were the clay pits 
(numerous sorts of plants and 
animals), the abandoned cherry 
orchard, the giant sweet chestnut tree 
(in season, a welcome supplement to 
school food), a chalk quarry once 
used as an army rifle shooting range (where one might dig out nickel-plated, lead-filled bullets 
from the soft chalk, and cartridge cases lying on the ground. School staff might well have 
worried at that, but much worse was a visit to the local rubbish dump. In retrospect it is 
astonishing that these unsupervised (and highly educational) excursions were not only 
allowed but actually enforced. 
 

Talking of rites of passage.... Philipp Doermer describes this image as 
Erik Beale (YG 1981) is a champ. Photo by Philipp Doermer. 
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(12) I remember very clearly cycling out in the dark to Duncan Wood's family's farm to listen 
for redwings. I had just discovered Beethoven's mysterious 2nd movement of his 7th 
symphony, and I hummed it to myself in time with the downward push on the left pedal. About 
65 years later I still find it comes to me as a conditioned reflex when cycling up hill. The redwing 
listen was organised in groups of 4 boys in 30 minute stints at the top of a small hill. You then 
returned to base camp and a cup of hot cocoa, then off to a tent to sleep, until woken for your 
next stint. Some redwing calls were loud enough to be sure of, but we also thought we heard 
many faint ones. Maybe we did, but I had some doubts at the time about observer reliability. I 
suggested that we should record not just each count (in a gate tally: 4 vertical strokes then a 
diagonal through them) but its loudness on a 3 point scale. But that was held (probably 
correctly to be too complex to do. Still, a useful lesson learned and used later in life. 
 
(13) I recall Jennie Ellinor as firm and fair. A Yorkshire-woman I think (as my mother was too). 
She was to lead the 6th form at first lesson to follow a BBC programme (for 6th forms) on 
World Affairs. We assembled in the Library with the only radio in the school switched on to 
warm up. And there was Alastair Cooke, talking as he always did with insight about some 
current problem, in his regular 'Letter from America'. Then we went on to the World Affairs 
programme which was much less interesting. The following week we started a bit early so we 
could hear all of Letter from America. The week after we abandoned Current Affairs and had 
a discussion about the Letter from America. From that day until Alastair Cooke's death, more 
than 60 years later, I listened to him whenever I could. I often thanked Jennie Ellinor in my 
mind for her wisdom and adaptability. 
 
Duncan Wood (YG 1952) 
“When I was at FSSW she [Jenny Ellinor] was known as Headmistress alongside Gerald 
Littleboy. They both sat at Top Table for lunch and rotas of one boy and one girl from the 6th 
sat with them, making 'polite' conversation during the meal. On one occasion, I was called up 
to be there while the Chief Education Officer for Essex was there as I was the first to have 
gone to the school under the old 11+ system. Jenny E was actually a great help to me 
personally and the fear was as much going into the Staff Common Room as actually having 
lunch with her. I was extremely shy and nervous as a boy, and hated doing anything that drew 
attention to myself. J.E. ran a session in the Library, which I suppose was mainly as a 
discussion group (and my nightmare). It was made worse when we all had to take a turn in 
giving a short talk/lecture, and mine demonstrated how much I hated the whole idea!  
 
However, somehow, she must have found out that I was interested in politics at that time, and 
asked me to speak in probably the run up to the 1951 Parliamentary Election. I went to town 
on this, obtaining all the info from the Encyclopaedia Britannica, naturally making all the figures 
say what I wanted them to say! At the end of that period, I'll never forget her comment: 
"Duncan, you have the gift of lucid discussion". She later asked me to properly archive all the 
old school documents, to take a share in being responsible for the 250th Anniversary 
Exhibition, and when I arrived to live in London as I went to start work at the London Hospital, 
there was a welcoming note and Book Token waiting for me. Those last few months, and 
especially her comments, really changed my life. I had confidence in myself for the first time, 
and that, together with the general Quaker philosophy, enabled me to meet all kinds of people 
"from dustment to dukes'' without fear or embarrassment, and I also became a fairly widely 
accepted lay preacher among many different denominations wherever I lived, and was 
appointed as Church Treasurer just before my 23rd birthday. It all really started with Jenny E 
and "the gift of lucid discussion" (whatever that meant!). I've now been in Church Leadership 
from then (1957) until now, and just wish that I'd had the sense to thank J.E. for starting it all 
off.” 
 
Joan Pearce (YG 1962) 
“I was delighted to see the photo of Myrtle Wyatt (YG 1957), who was my first bedroom prefect 
when I arrived at the school in 1955.  The first-year boarders were accommodated in three 
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bedrooms on the top floor of the girls’ end.  The rooms had large windows without curtains, 
high ceilings and no heating - quite spartan in winter.  Myrtle took a no-nonsense approach, 
but clearly had our well-being at heart.  Congratulations and warmest wishes to her. 
 
Then there is the reference to Godfrey Mace.  I believe he was the father of Bronwen Mace 
(YG 1957, deceased).  Bronwen was a contemporary of Myrtle’s and was the bedroom prefect 
for one of the other first-year bedrooms. 
 
I remember the butter pats.  On each table there was a plate with a slab of margarine in the 
middle surrounded by one butter pat for each place at the table.  As I recall, it was only boys 
who flicked butter pats, and they were aimed at other diners rather than the ceiling. 
 
The photos [in the previous newsletter] are all fascinating. I have another one of the dining 
room (see below). 

Photo of the dining hall sent by Joan Pearce (YG 1962) previously belonging to Chris Hayes (YG 1962) 

It came into my hands at Chris Hayes’s funeral in Canterbury in April 2019.  After the meeting 
for worship we were invited to the Marlow Theatre (which is close to the meeting house).  As 
well as refreshments there was a display of photographs.  These were mostly of theatre 
productions that Chris had been involved in, but there were two from the school.  One was of 
Chris with Rodney Harper (see obituary section below), probably when they were in the first 
form, and the other was this one.  We were encouraged to take with us any photos that we 
would like, so I took these two.  How Chris came by the one of the dining room is a mystery. I 
think it must have been taken after we left, as I do not recollect there being paintings on the 
wall. I believe that the man leaning across at top table is Kenneth Nicholson, in which case it 
would have been taken some time between 1962, when I left, and 1968, when he retired.  It 
could have been taken at the same time as the one that Andy Nicholson sent to you.” 
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Geoff Pilliner (YG 1954) informed the OSA of the death of Julia Gearing (née Mace, YG 
1954). A postcard from her father, Godfrey Mace, was included in the previous newsletter. 
Geoff’s account of her life is in the obituary section below and on the OSA website. He also 
wrote: 
 
“1. As soon as I read of a card from Godfrey in Bognor I recognised that it must be from 
Godfrey Mace, Julia's father. One more thing about Godfrey Mace - he was Clerk of Britain 
Yearly Meeting for (the normal) three years around 1965 - I do not remember the exact dates 
but 1965 was during his term of office, and a good clerk he certainly was. 
 
2. You seemed to be asking for memories of Jennie Ellinor. She was indeed headmistress at 
least over all the period I was at Walden, 1946 to 1954, and beyond. Looking back from a 
point many years later, she was a good and caring senior member of staff, and particularly 
one of the best informed members of staff on what Quakers were in the 1940 -50's and the 
history of the Society of Friends over 300 years. In the school, she was firm on discipline, 
which did not always make her popular. Perhaps more important, we as teenage boys did not 
know quite what to make of her because, although she was called headmistress, Gerald 
Littleboy was the headmaster, so where did she fit in and why did the girls need a separate 
Head? The misunderstandings of youth!!! It was only much later that I recognised the 
important role she had in the school and the contribution she made. 
 
3. Your photograph of the Avenue taken in the twenties could well have been the Avenue as 
I remember it in the fifties. The trees would have been bigger and one of the new blocks to the 
East had been built but was out of shot anyway. In my time, couples walked the Avenue 
between the evening meal and Prep, any day of the week, whenever it was warm enough.” 
 
John Burley (YG 1962) 
“A group of us from YG 1962, namely Tidu Maini, Joan Pearce, Clive Eiles and Bryan Stoner 
have been lunching from time to very irregular time (given Covid etc). Our YG was 
exceptionally fortunate to have a remarkable cast of teachers, under the leadership of that 
extraordinary head, Kenneth Nicolson.  I remember Jennie Ellinor's classes, but not enough 
to be able to respond to your question in this year's Newsletter.  She taught mainly about 
religion, but it had little effect on me, one way or the other.” 
 
Which reminds me: please send me news of any reunions, a report, photos, a notice of 
a future reunion… (see format requests below). 
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News from Old Scholars 
 
Annabel Richings (YG 1976) has been in contact about Chris Levine’s (YG 1978) recent 
exhibition at Houghton Hall, ‘528 Hz Love Frequency’, October-December 2021. Houghton 
Hall describes Levine’s work as follows: “Levine works in pursuit of an expanded state of 
perception and awareness through image and form, frequency and vibration. Levine describes 
his practice as using light and geometry to create a space where consciousness and the 
physical realm overlap. He is best known for his large-scale, immersive sculptural light 
installations that invite the viewer to be present, in the moment. He harnesses the power of 
light not just as a core material of art but also something with which to create powerful 
collective experiences. This exhibition, his largest to date, punctuated an acclaimed career for 
Chris who in 2004 was commissioned to create a portrait of Her Majesty Queen Elizabeth II.  

The centrepiece of the Houghton Hall show 528 Hz Love Frequency was a monumental 
spherical structure Molecule of Light on the front lawn that emits a sound beam. This vast new 
sculptural work with 3D ambisonic sound came to life as darkness falls over an imposing 
landscape. The audience, one at a time, could immerse in modulating sound frequencies on 
the solfeggio scale which numerically relate to sacred geometry and correlate to the energy 
nodes in the body known as chakras. It was the artist’s intention that people would be drawn 
into a brief meditative state that is both uplifting and purifying by bathing in this sound beam.”  
 
Further documentation of the exhibition can be found here. 

Sonia Hood (former staff) has been in touch with news of her daughter Nichola Hood (YG 

1998), who is now Principal at Mildenhall College Academy (or 2 years now). She celebrated 

excellent GCSE results this year and here is a link to an article about those results with a 

video of Nicola announcing the news. 

Sonia writes: “My daughter went to Friends’ School from 1992 through to 6th form. Sarah 

Evans was the Head, then Jane Laing, John Searle-Barnes, Sarah Westerhuis, Jenny 

Chris Levine, '528 Hz Love Frequency', 2021. 

https://www.houghtonhall.com/past-exhibitions/528hz-love-frequency-at-houghton-hall/
https://www.suffolknews.co.uk/mildenhall/mildenhall-gcse-results-pupils-receive-some-of-their-best-e-9270738/%22%20/t%20%22_blank%22https:/www.suffolknews.co.uk/mildenhall/mildenhall-gcse-results-pupils-receive-some-of-their-best-e-9270738/
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Allwood, Phil Richardson and Martin Hugall were some of her teachers . I am so proud of her. 

I would appreciate it if you could pass on my thanks to any staff that taught her for giving her 

such a love of education and inspiring her to go on to teach others.” 

Ian Abdal Latīf Whiteman (YG 1963) contacted the 
FSSWOSA about his recent memoir, which catalogues “a 
sixty year journey from early post-war Britain through to the 
new millennium and the huge social, political, technological 
and religious upheavals that went with it. The author details 
his slow awakening to the extraordinary worlds he was to 
move through: from the Quakers of his upbringing to the 
hard-nosed architects that he studied with in 1960s London 
and his immersion in the chaos of the burgeoning music 
business. His musical journey then took him, almost 
unwittingly, into a Moroccan Sufi order, and eventually on 
the pilgrimage to Mekka and Medina.” He tells me that the 
autobiography covers his years at Friends’ School in some 
detail. The memoir and other writings can be found on his 
blog here. 
 
John Barnett (YG 1984) writes: “I am John Barnett, who 

was at Friends for 82 - 84 as a 6th former. 

I am not a Quaker, even though I did attend two Quaker schools in Holland before attending 
Friends’ (Rhederoord and Eerde).  I class myself as agnostic, but that has no real 
relevance.  Except to say that I still value the acceptance of people's opinions that I 
experienced at Friends’ and that I try to maintain this in my life. 
 
I had a fantastic time at Friends’. Kareem Baqai, Steve Rutherford, Ben March, Chris Reeves 
& Miles Brignall (all YG 1984)). Katy (first love?, Prickett), Sophie Schirmacher (née Naylor), 
Vicky King, Sonia Roschnik, Deborah Stokes (all YG 1984). My apologies to those whose 
name just will not trip off my lips. Brian Rabe (YG 1984), who was one of my "brats", I later 
shared a house with London and am still in contact with - he now lives in Barcelona. Jimmy 
Douglas (YG 1983), who was in the year above, I met up with at university and for many years 
later, even though recently I have lost contact.  Kareem was my best man and after a period 
of not being in contact with each other, I am pleased to say we have managed to re-connect.  I 
am sad to say that I managed to unintentionally "fall out" with an old re-found friend from 
Friends’ recently over Facebook, but that can happen. If she reads this, it was not intended to 
offend.  Some great friends, some great experiences. Playing rugby. Saturday and 
Wednesday afternoons in the coffee shop. Saturday evenings in The Victory. Sunday evening 
at the local telephone box on Debden Road arranging that phone call home.  I played for 
Saffron Walden RFC a few times.  Weekends at Steve's or Ben's, both day scholars.  The 
week in the Pyrenees at the end of the sixth form. 
 
I went on to study European Business Studies and gained a BA(Hons) and Diplom 
Betriebswirt. Worked in London for an IT company mainly servicing German and Dutch clients, 
before doing the classic jump on a motorbike across Europe for a year. This was followed by 
a PGCE and I have been a teacher ever since in Yorkshire, a headteacher since 2007 (not 
something that anyone would have guessed in my youth).  Happily married to Rebecca and 
have a daughter (22) and son (20).” 
  

https://ianwhiteman.blog/2021/07/16/average-whiteman/
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Christopher Lane (YG 1968) writes: “At 71 I am miles away from retiring enjoying my acquired 
woodwork cabinet skills honed by Mr Hudson and his successor. I was one of the few who 
took up woodworking as a vocation career at age 28. Later as an interior designer for national 
retail stores and finally within a huge Police forensic laboratory here in Cape Town which 
received worldwide recognition.” 
 

 
New Year's Eve 2021/22, Last sunset over Table Mountain, Christopher Lane. 

 
Nicholas Dakin (YG 1973) has been in touch about 
a book by Paul Wood called 'From Station Officer 
Drain' which is about the historic Rose and Crown 
pub. Nicholas writes: "Old Scholars of a certain 
vintage may be interested to know that there is a 
new book out about the catastrophic fire which 
destroyed the historic Rose and Crown hotel in 
Saffron Walden market square, now Boots, at 
Christmas 1968 with terrible loss of life. Like me, 
many boarders would have had parents stay there 
and gone for breakfast or lunch with them at the 
hotel. (There is a small contribution from me about 
this in the book).The book gives a gripping account 
of the fire, so huge that fire engines arrived 
throughout the night from as far away as far away 
as Epping to battle it. The book also gives a 
fascinating snapshot of Saffron Walden in a very 
different age." 
 
 

'From Station Officer Drain' is available from 
Saffron Walden Tourist Office. 
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YG 1972 Reunion 

Biddy Vousden (my mum, YG 1972) writes of the 1972 reunion: “24 of us, 19 of whom were 
old scholars, + Ella the sheepdog, met for the weekend of the 16th-18th September 2022 at 
the Nightingale Centre near Buxton, in the beautiful Derbyshire Peak District. We were blessed 
with brilliant, autumnal sunshine and we took full advantage of the glorious setting for walks 
of varying lengths, in particular to, from and around the plague village of Eyam and its 
fascinating museum. There were those among us with extensive knowledge of the area and 
its history which made it particularly enriching. We were close to Bamford Quaker Community, 
of which one of our number had been a founder member, and another is now a trustee and 
some of us visited and shared coffee and home-made biscuits and a tour of the well-
maintained house and gardens. A creative writing workshop, recent wedding photos, photos 
of in and around the school site before and after its closure and a slideshow of the Sixth Form 
Iceland trip were other highlights. The food was good, tea and coffee were on tap and wine 
and beer could be bought on tab. But perhaps most important was the opportunity to talk, 
sometimes over the extensive albums of old photos, where friendships were renewed, 
memories shared, and a seamless lapsing into each other’s company occurred, which is so 
easy when coming together with people you lived with when you were little. Not all of us were 
equally happy at school, and certainly not all of the time, but we all shared some of our most 
formative years there, and that is something that we will always have in common. One person 
commented: ‘With thoughts of community, Quaker and otherwise, close to my heart and very 
much in mind during the weekend, I found the warm and inclusive community we established 
while we were together again really inspirational.” 
 

 
YG 1972 reunion. For more photos, see report on the OS website.  

  

https://oldscholars.com/frmProfile.aspx?S=8s69768
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Richard Myatt and 

Tom Sparke (YG 

1972) have kindly 

supplied some photos 

of the 1972 Year Group 

and staff. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

The rest of the photos are 
of the 1972 YG (one 
featuring Denby Allen 
again. The photos are by 
Richard Myatt apart from 
the second photo which is 
taken by Tom Sparke. 

Photo 1: Elizabeth High, Paul 
High (staff), John Chapman 
(staff) and his wife Thérèse (née 
Roxby-Bott, YG 1963), then the 
recently late  John Gillett and 
Denby Allen (staff).  
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Planned Reunions 

1978 Year Group Reunion 2023. Ian Hodgson and others from the 1978 Year Group are 

organising a reunion on the weekend of the 24th/25th June 2023, and OS of that Year Group 

can contact them on the following email: fssw2023@gmail.com. They have contact details for 

about 60 OS from their year, but if there are more '78 vintage who would like to get in touch 

with others from their year, they have their own: "FSSW Year Group 78 Reunion" Facebook 

Group. 

 
Photo from YG 1978's 2018 reunion 

Formalising Contributions! 

Gone are the days when I had to send out an email to elicit contributions from OS. However, 

I am hoping to formalise how Old Scholars send in contributions to make it easier to put this 

newsletter together. So please send future contributions to fsswosa@gmail.com  bearing the 

following in mind. 

 

1. Please be sure that anyone you mention by name is happy for you to do so (same 

with named photos). 

2. For photos, please include the full names of anyone pictured and any context that 

might be needed! 

3. For text, please send up to 500 words. If you have written a longer piece which you 

would like put on the website, then please send this alongside a condensed version 

(up to 500 words). 

 

OS can send in memories, current news, news of other OS’s successes and pretty much 

anything else related to the school or Old Scholars! 

  

https://www.facebook.com/groups/454109460009/
https://www.facebook.com/groups/454109460009/
mailto:fsswosa@gmail.com
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Further photos from Philipp Doermer (YG 1980) 
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Above is a lovely photo of the late Denby Allen, Head 

of Biology from 1963 to 1991 

The photo on the left taken by Philipp Doermer 

shows Peter Arter as many will remember him. 

We were sad to hear recently of Peter Arter’s 

death at the end of October this year at the age 

of 70.  Peter was on the staff at Friends’ from 

1974 to 1988 when he left to teach at 

Merchiston in Edinburgh where he has lived 

ever since.  Many will have fond memories of 

Peter who had an incredible memory and was a 

great help to many pupils as shown by the 

comments on our Facebook page. As well as 

teaching Mathematics he coached swimming 

teams, was on the boarding staff, and for a 

number of years was our examinations officer. 

His funeral took place in Edinburgh on 25th 

November and here is a link to a video of the 

funeral. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xRjQyqor48o


27th November 2022  www.oldscholars.com 

25 
 

Katie Moncheur de Rieudotte (née Edgley, YG 1976) has been in touch with the following 

reunion photos of the 1979 Year Group! 

 

 

  

Featured in the photos are, from Year Group 1979: George Robinson, Susan Jewell, Iain Edmans, Clare Topping, Debbie 
Barnett (née Bufton), Sally Coryn, Stephanie Reid (née Soulsby), Amanda Wilsher, Eddie Cox, Zib Edgley 
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Michael Snellgrove (YG 1956) has sent me the following images of his watercolours. 
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Obituaries 

We are sad to announce the following deaths since our last newsletter: Peter Arter (staff 74 -

88), Julia Gearing (née Mace, YG 1954); Lois Buck (YG 1946); Stephen Semaganda (YG 

1987) and Godric Bader (YG 1941). I also include here, obituaries of Robert Dunstan and Alan 

Sillitoe, whose deaths were announced in the last newsletter, but for whom I hadn’t written or 

received obituaries. Further to this, I include a fuller account of Chris Hayes’ funeral written by 

Joan Pearce (YG 1962). Longer obituaries are available on the Old Scholars website here. 

 

Robert Dunstan (YG 1955) was at the school between 1945 and 1954/5 and remained in 

contact with the Old Scholars' Association throughout his life. His son, Stephen, has sent the 

following account of Robert's life: "Robert passed away on Saturday 14th November 2021 

after a brief battle with cancer. Robert was a student at Friends' School Saffron Walden 

between 1945 and 1955 and, in that time, lived and enjoyed boarding school life to the fullest. 

He participated in theatre productions and was a keen sportsman, playing cricket and football 

with distinction. During his time at Friends', he 

made many lifelong friends, with whom he 

stayed in regular communication over the 

subsequent years. Robert pursued a career in 

the hospitality industry, progressing from 

restaurant and hotel management to senior 

leadership responsibilities at Travelodge 

before starting his own consultancy firm and, 

finally becoming a university lecturer in the 

areas of tourism and management. This 

vocation provided many rich opportunities to 

travel both domestically and abroad and he 

relished opportunities to make new friends 

and develop a rapport with the local people. 

Always adventurous, Robert migrated to 

Australia in 1965 with his wife, Gillian, and two 

children before quickly developing an affinity 

with the Australian way of life. Family 

members will always remember his passion 

for bushwalks and its related sights, sounds 

and smells. He was a man with a deep 

appreciation of the arts who enjoyed jazz and 

classical music and was a regular participant 

in amateur theatre, choral singing and the 

local concert band. Gillian and children, 

Steven, Mandy and Andrew will miss their 

husband and father enormously." 

 

Alan Sillitoe (YG 1955) died in November 2021. Alan was at the school between 1947 and 

1955. The following account of Alan's life is an edited version of the appreciation read at his 

funeral, written by his wife, Elaine Sillitoe and family. 

 

“Alan lived in Guildford with his parents and sister Ruth until he went to Friends' School Saffron 

Walden after the death of his mother when he was 9. Friends' influenced him and gave him a 

secure, principled base and according to his friend, Robert Dunston (above, YG 1955), he 

Robert (right) and brother, Ted, in final year at Friends’, 1955 

https://oldscholars.com/Obituaries
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worked hard and was active in sports, playing for the football team and being the fastest 

sprinter in the year. Alan was also active in the choir. 

 

Though he worked hard, there were also 

lapses: Alan and Robert cycled to London to 

visit Robert’s mother (quite against school 

rules, of course) but there was no-one at home. 

On another occasion three of them hitched to 

Cambridge but had to walk back 15 miles 

because no-one gave them a lift. They were 

subsequently gated for two weeks by the 

Headmaster. 

 

After finishing school National Service was still 

compulsory, but he followed his father in being 

a conscientious objector and had to go before a 

tribunal to register in an alternative service. He 

chose to work as a porter at St Thomas’s 

Hospital which was a very valuable broadening 

experience – and, when he was a night porter, 

was able to read widely. 

 

A year later he went to read Sociology at 

Nottingham University. He was very involved in 

the Student Union, was editor of the university 

student newspaper and a member of the 

university debating team. He became a 

sociology lecturer, first at Kingston Poly and 

then Goldsmith’s, University of London. He 

gave clear, well organised and presented 

lectures and I am told had good relations with 

both staff and students: he took a leading role 

in the department. He lectured at summer school at McMaster University, Hamilton (near 

Toronto). 

 

Alan, at this point, took a completely new direction. He was always interested in sport and he 

became the first Sports Officer that Camden Council had ever had; his job was to encourage 

all forms of sporting activities. He was in the vanguard of making activities available to the 

disadvantaged. He then moved to the Sports Council. He started with responsibility for an 

inner London area and rural Surrey. The job then changed and he headed the region’s 

Facilities Team, bringing the Technical Unit’s expertise to Surrey. According to his former 

Director, he is well remembered by local authority officers who have spoken highly of him. He 

ended as acting Regional Director. In retirement he continued to work - as a consultant and 

was also an assessor for both Sports Lottery and Football Foundation grants. Life at this time 

centred around the children.  

 

In his life he was appreciated for a wide variety of qualities: his sound judgement, calm 

approach and sensitive relations with a wide variety of people; his sense of fairness and 

consideration; his wide knowledge and interests; his loyalty. He earned great and well-

deserved respect.”  

Alan Sillitoe with cats. 
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Julia Collyer Gearing (née Mace, YG 1954) 

died on 17th September 2021 aged 85 in a care 

home at Seaford following a long battle with 

Parkinson's disease. She was at the school 

between 1943 and 1954. Geoff Pilliner (YG 

1954) has written the following account of 

Julia's life: 

 

“Julia was born in London in 1936, moving to 

Bognor Regis to join other relatives during the 

war. The elder daughter of Godrey and Dorothy 

Mace, she was just eight years old when she 

was sent to board in the Junior House at Saffron 

Walden, the school her father had attended, as 

it was a safer place to be during the war than on 

the South Coast. Her sister Bronwen (YG 1957) 

came to the school two years later. Julia 

remained at the school until she was eighteen, 

and achieved the A-levels she needed to go to 

the City of Leeds Teacher Training College. On 

gaining her teaching certificate she taught for a 

short while and then took a number of jobs 

before returning to Primary School teaching 

back in East Sussex, at Ringmer. She delighted in her teaching and always spoke of it with 

great fondness. 

 

Julia had been born into a Quaker family and was active in the Society, and so met a similarly 

active member in Trevor Gearing. They were married at Blue Idol Meeting House in 1967 and 

lived in the outskirts of Lewes for the whole of their married life. Trevor was a member of a 

large local family (his sister lived next door to them) and they were heavily involved in the 

Bonfire Society, a group that staged a large pageant in Lewes each year in remembrance of 

the 1605 Gunpowder Plot. Julia was quickly drawn into the Bonfire Society and made many 

good friends there. Her creativity and resourcefulness came to the fore making costumes and 

collecting donations during the street processions. Trevor had a genetic problem with his back 

and increasingly it fell to her to assist him. In later life Julia too had health problems, with 

Parkinson’s disease. But they were able to live well enough until Trevor became bedridden, 

and died just before their 50th wedding anniversary. Julia then bought a sheltered flat in Lewes 

and was really pleased with her independence and convenience, but it was not to last. She 

had a stroke, became liable to falling over, and ultimately had to go into care homes. Julia 

kept her independent spirit throughout, maintaining contact with friends and family and 

enjoying visitors and phone calls in return. Julia spent her final days close to her much loved 

Sussex coast and died peacefully.” 

 

Lois Anne Buck (YG 1946) died on 10th December 2021 in Colchester Hospital. She had 

suffered a severe stroke on 31st October, two days after her 92nd birthday. Lois was at 

Friends' School Saffron Walden between 1939 and 1946. The following account of Lois' life is 

an edited combination of two eulogies written by her great niece, Emma and the Reverend, 

and words written by her nephew, Chris Trigg. 

 

Lois grew up in Saffron Walden during the war. Her sister, Brenda Mary Trigg (née Buck, YG 

1940) was less than 6 years older. Brenda was at Friends' School from 1935 to 1940. She 

Julia Gearing (née Mace, YG 1954) 
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served in the ATS from 

1943-1946 before joining 

the police in 1946 until her 

marriage in 1949. She had 

her wedding reception at the 

Friends' School Assembly 

Hall. Lois' and Brenda's 

father, Louis Arthur Buck, 

had been injured at Ypres 

and suffered poor health 

ever after. He loved the 

theatre and was well-known 

locally in Saffron Walden as 

a very talented amateur 

dramatic player.  
 

Lois went to Friends’ School 

Saffron Walden like Brenda, 

as a weekly boarder. She was sporty and a tomboy, she said. She remembered playing 

basketball with American troops after they took over part of the school. Between 1951-6 she 

trained with Olympic hopefuls in sprints and the long jump, and remained interested in sport 

all her life. 

 

Her father found her a job in the laboratory in a local hospital and that was the start of a very 

successful career. At one point, she discovered a new blood group and in time became a 

Fellow of the Institute of Medical Laboratory Technology, and also of the Institute of Biomedical 

Science. Over the years, she worked in hospitals in London, Brentwood and Colchester in the 

blood transfusion service, haematology and microbiology. 

 

Lois always enjoyed travelling. She and her friend Pat Ison had an exciting year in Canada: 

working for 6 months in a remote hospital in Port Arthur and then in Vancouver. At Port Arthur 

blood donors often had to be flown in by helicopter and you could hear brown bears raiding 

the bins at night. Surrounded by the timber trade and a nearby Indian reservation the humans 

were lively too! She and Pat travelled home via the US, Mexico and the Panama Canal. 

 

Lois was registered blind after glaucoma and macular degeneration took most of her sight, but 

she moved into assisted living accommodation at Lancer House, Colchester in the height of 

the COVID lockdown in February 2021 and despite her sight problems was managing to get 

Alexa to voice activate TV, telephone calls and audiobooks. 

 

Emma writes that Lois always said she would be really mad to die. She used to say she wanted 

to know what happened in the world. She made Emma promise that if the Queen went first 

she would take her to London to pay her respects and so she could ‘tip her hat’. Everyone in 

Lancer House knew Lois because of her infectious laugh and great humour. She was a lovely, 

lively lady and the photo of her on a carousel horse just typified her joie de vivre. She had a 

gift for friendship and her love of life, sense of fun and interest in everything going on around 

her, was infectious. 

 

Stephen Mitala Semaganda (YG 1987) was born in 1968 and was at Friends' School from 

1980 to 1987. After leaving school he went on to study Land Management. I am waiting on a 

Lois Buck YG 1946 
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longer written obituary which will be included on the website with a photo of Stephen. Here is 

a link to a video of the funeral service, a celebration of his life. 

 

Godric Bader (YG 1941) died 

on 7th July 2022 aged 98. 

Godric was at Friends' School 

between 1935 and 1941. Hansi 

Manning (YG 1979) shared the 

following account of Godric's 

life: 

 

"Godric was a visionary who 

sought the complete 

transformation of industry, so as 

to bring about peace and justice 

in the world. Common 

Ownership was his chosen 

vehicle. For him, Common Ownership meant not only that businesses should be held in trust 

and directed for the benefit of all employees of the business, but also that businesses should 

be run in accordance with clear ethical, spiritual, social and environmental values. 

 

Godric was born in 1923 to Ernest and Dora Bader (nee Scott). Ernest Bader (1890-1982) 

was a Swiss émigré, who moved to England in 1912. He settled in East London and started 

in business in 1921 as the sole agent for a Swiss manufacturer of celluloid. The business 

expanded, as a merchant of chemicals to the point when, in 1926, premises were acquired in 

Stratford for chemical manufacture. These premises were destroyed by bombing in 1941. The 

business was then moved to its present site at Wollaston, Northamptonshire. 

 

Godric was educated at the Friends’ School and Queen Mary College, London, which was 

evacuated to Kings College Cambridge during WWII. He was accepted as a member of the 

Religious Society of Friends in 1945. 

 

Having considered and rejected a medical career, he decided to join his father in the family 

company as a polymer chemist. Very soon he was drawn into discussions with his father and 

other family members concerning ownership of the company. Ernest had created and 

developed his company into a very successful enterprise, but he recognised the unrestricted 

power he had over the lives of those he employed and became fearful of his power to treat his 

employees as ‘wage slaves’. This concern, and a strike of employees in 1948, led Ernest and 

Godric, after extensive discussions with the family and lawyers, to place the ownership of the 

Company into a new Trust with a visionary constitution – The Scott Bader Commonwealth – 

in 1951. At the end of creating this new Trust Company, their lawyer, Hubert Munroe QC, 

remarked ‘Gentlemen, I must remind you that the invitation cards to the funeral of capitalism 

have not yet been issued’. 

 

In 1956, Ernest appointed Godric as Managing Director of Scott Bader & Co Ltd, in which role 

he remained until he also assumed from his father the Chairmanship of the Company in 1966. 

This was a period in which Scott Bader was an international pioneer in the development and 

use of unsaturated polyester resins. Godric appointed an external candidate as Managing 

Director in 1971 and remained Chairman of the company for another eighteen years until he 

retired at the age of 66 and became Life President of Scott Bader. 

 

Godric Bader YG 1941 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PeK60rhyTZE
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In 2014, at the House of Lords, Godric Bader and The Scott Bader Commonwealth were jointly 

awarded the Gandhi Foundation’s International Peace Award in recognition of their alternative 

business model. In 2021 the Centenary of Ernest Bader launching Scott Bader and the 70th 

year since the formation of the Scott Bader Commonwealth was celebrated by the publication 

of a commemorative book on Scott Bader’s history and the visit of Anne, Princess Royal to 

Wollaston, during which she enjoyed a private conversation with Godric. More recently, during 

the past year, the Employee Ownership Association granted Godric recognition as EO 

Champion. 

 

Godric was a kind and thoughtful man who extended many acts of kindness to Scott Bader 

employees and their families. Godric leaves his wife Anne Atkinson-Clark, his daughter Hansi 

Manning and his grandson Harry Manning." 

 

Chris Hayes (YG 1962) died on 

9th May 2019. His death has 

already been recorded. 

However, recently Joan Pearce 

(YG 1962) contacted me with 

the following account of his 

funeral. 

 

"The Friends’ Meeting House in 

Canterbury is smaller than the 

one in Saffron Walden.  It’s in a 

lovely location - by the river, 

surrounded by a well-kept 

garden. 

 

The room was full - 60-70 

people, at a guess.  In the centre 

of the room was a wicker casket with a host of white flowers on top. We were welcomed by a 

man called D (Dee?).  He is another theatre person, who lives in Faversham.  He said that he 

and Chris alternated going to meeting in Canterbury and in Faversham.  However, I doubt that 

Chris was a frequent attender at Canterbury, as very few of those present were from the 

meeting.  Most were people who had known Chris at RADA and other theatrical 

establishments.   

 

It occurred to me afterwards that if there were a group of non-Friends who would take to a 

Friends’ meeting like ducks to water, it was the theatre community.  More people contributed 

in this meeting than any other I can remember; some spoke about Chris, others had brought 

poems to read.  People talked of his kindness, his good humour, his openness, how he was 

willing to talk to anyone.  In a more professional context they mentioned the support and 

inspiration that he gave to students, his achievement in rejuvenating the Theatre Royal in 

Plymouth and his avoidance of theatre politics, which the speaker noted could be vicious.  

There were some specifically theatrical references: one man remarked that the last time he 

had been in a room with Chris and a coffin was in a production of Joe Orton’s play ‘Loot’.  A 

particularly emotional contribution was made by a woman called Lorin, who I think was 

Spanish.  I discovered later that she and Chris had been married until about five years ago. 

 

D had explained that after the service the coffin would be taken to the crematorium, and that 

anybody who wished to go to the crematorium was welcome to do so.  In the event, only D 

              Chris is on the right here with fellow OS Rodney Harper, YG 1962. 
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and Lorin went.  I saw them briefly when they returned.  D said they had waved the coffin 

goodbye at the door but had not stayed for the cremation. 

 

At the Marlowe Theatre studio a few anecdotes were told about Chris.  There was a large 

screen showing photos, playbills, programmes etc., from Chris’s life.  Most of the originals of 

these were spread out on two tables, and we were invited to take any that we would like to 

keep.  I took two photos (one of which is on this page), which were the only ones from FSSW.  

I find the small one very appealing (here, Chris, right, and fellow YG 1962 OS Rodney Harper, 

left) - there is a mix of innocence and mischief, and a sense that they are up for anything.  

 

After leaving the Marlowe I had a bit of time, so I walked to the cathedral, where they wanted 

to charge me £12.50 to visit.  I explained that I had very little time and had just been to a 

funeral.  The woman asked if I would like to go to the crypt to light a candle, so I was allowed 

in and lit a candle for Chris.  I hope he would have approved, or at least been amused." 

 

An obituary also appeared on the RADA website where Chris had previously worked for 25 

years. 

 

If you no longer wish to be contacted by us, please email fsswosa@gmail.com.  

Wishing everyone an enjoyable and safe festive period! 

 

 

In Friendship, 

 

Roland Fischer-Vousden (YG 2010) 

Secretary to the Old Scholars’ Association 
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