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EDITORIALEDITORIAL
Earlier in the year the OHJ Club committee conferred honorary 
membership	on	three	ladies.		They	are	Diana	Griffiths,	Vivienne	Buss	and	
Penney Searls.  It was not done because their husbands had been, in their 
time, prominent personalities in the Hurst story but out of gratitude 
for what they themselves had contributed to life within the School.  It is 
perhaps easy to forget that the wives of heads, housemasters, chaplains, 
directors of music seldom have a designated role but these three ladies 
are	examples	of	many	who	have	seen	a	need,	a	gap	that	could	be	filled,	
an individual needing a quiet word or found themselves just volunteered!  
In their way they created a life within Hurst that made a difference 
to others.  

I know that to some reading this who were not in the School between 
1966 and the early 2000’s, these three names will really mean very little 
but to them I would say look to those of your time.  Equally I know that 
many	will	feel	a	great	warmth	towards	them	for	their	influence	on	that	
mystic thing that some of us refer to as the “Hurst family”.  

Best wishes,

John Bettridge
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Letter from the PresidentLetter from the President
Dear All,

The OJ Club, embodied by the committee, is an oil tanker.  The Atlantic turning circle is both its strength 
and weakness.  You certainly don’t last long if you move back and forth with the prevailing winds, and a 
150-year history tells that story.  However, we cannot, as a club, stand still either.  

Our challenges are symptomatic of a growing and younger membership.  As the School has grown rapidly 
over the last 10-15 years, so the percentage of Alumni that the Club regularly interacts with has reduced.  
This is compounded by an increasing reliance on email and social media that we’ve probably not responded 
to fast enough.  Our main form of communication with members has traditionally been the annual 
newsletter, but in a world of Snapchat and Instagram, it’s easy to be missed when you land on the doorstep 
once a year.  

Our response then, as a committee, must be more relevant and more visible than ever before.  Hopefully 
you will have seen this borne out in the last few years.  John, our editor, is now a regular on ‘the Facebook’, 
we have a website that carries recent news and we’re running events that grab attention.  

This year, we’ve also made some structural changes.  We called a Special AGM in the summer to press 
forwards with funding changes.  The way we are now working with the School has delivered a hugely 
important goal.  There has always been, due to the self-funding nature of the Club, a divide between ‘members’ 
and the Alumni.  “Did my parents remember to tick the box making me an OJ?”, “Did I pay subs 20 years 
ago?”  I regularly hear these questions from our Alumni, and it puts people off getting involved.  That changed 
this summer, and I strongly believe that having a broad church, encouraging anyone who attended Hurst to 
have a voice and get involved, will improve everyone’s experience and ultimately the output of the Club.  

I’d like to thank the Headmaster and Stephen Holliday (Bursar) for their pragmatism and transparency in 
getting a new agreement in place that will allow the College and the Club to operate more effectively and 
grow a partnership in the long term.  

As we look to the coming year, there’s a packed calendar.  We’ll be throwing another big dinner in October 
2018.  For those that joined us either in the Brighton Pavilion or Lord’s you’ll know these are great fun.  
We also have a Ladies tea at the Savoy, Rugby game at the Stoop, over 60s lunch, Cricket Week, T20 and a 
OJs vs College sports day on the 10th December.  This is easily the biggest year of events we’ve ever had, 
and I’ve not even mentioned golf!  Please do follow our Facebook page or check the website as we update 
events throughout the year.  

This calendar and the newsletter you are holding are the product of the Committee’s time and energy and 
I thank them for all their hard work.  I’d especially like to thank Ian Buckeridge, Rob Kift, Michelle Ashridge 
and Antonia Hawken for bringing fresh energy to the Committee this year and as ever Seb Broster 
(Secretary) and Nick Paddenburg (Treasurer) for their close support, and John Bettridge for his relentless 
dedication to this Newsletter.  The committee are actively seeking more people to help do more each year, 
so please drop us a note if you fancy coming along.  

Finally, after four years, this will be the last time you read my name at the bottom of this page as I retire 
from the position of President.  I will continue to be involved with the Committee and will support my 
successor, but it’s time for fresh legs.  I sincerely hope I have helped patch some holes and apply a bit of 
fresh paint to keep the HMS OJ sailing for a few more years.  

Respectfully,

Joseph Bell
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Headmaster’s LetterHeadmaster’s Letter

Dear OJs,

It has been another very memorable year at Hurst.  There was huge activity as always but also a lovely 
spirit	about	the	place.		We	finished	the	year	with	our	best	ever	results	at	both	GCSE	and	A2	which,	most	
importantly,	enabled	the	vast	majority	of	our	applicants	this	year	to	go	off	to	their	first	choice	of	university.		
We have also witnessed some great sport and, in particular, a renaissance in rugby at the College.  It has 
also been good to see a rise in the minor sports such as swimming, tennis and athletics.  Alongside this, the 
theatres and music school have been extremely busy with some cracking productions.  In particular, we had 
a stunning musical as well as superb concerts, Advent and Carol services which I know a number of you 
attended.  I am also pleased to report that the CCF is in very good heart, Duke of Edinburgh continues 
to thrive and the Houses are competing as enthusiastically as ever.  On which, we start this year with the 
opening	of	a	new	girls’	day	house,	Wolf,	as	well	as	the	relocation	of	Crescent	into	new,	rather	fine	premises.		
We have been on something of a drive to improve the quality of the accommodation which will come as a 
shock to those who were here a few years ago but is necessary.  Other building works underway include 
a new theatre with four hundred seats, a third AstroTurf behind Martlet and plans to develop a sports 
complex in due course.  It has been very busy and I would like to thank those OJs who have supported 
us in our ventures during the course of this year and continue to do so.  In particular, I thank those of you 
who have helped out with our Careers Programme which resulted in us being nominated as Best School 
for Careers Advice in The Week magazine.  

So, a year of much activity, success and, indeed, expansion.  We have just started this academic year with 
800 pupils in the Senior School and 1150 overall at the College.  The place is in good heart and very much 
alive	and	well.		Do	pay	us	a	visit	and	do,	of	course,	get	in	contact	as	well.		You	will	always	find	a	warm	
welcome from people here.  

Yours sincerely,

Tim Manly

New AstroTurf on Highfields
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Drama at Hurst TodayDrama at Hurst Today
I am very grateful to Luke Gasper, who has taught at Hurst for some years but has recently taken over as Director 
of Drama, for writing about drama in the School today.  Not only are there a large number of productions annually 
but Drama is also an important subject in the academic curriculum. — Ed.

It would be fair to say that the academic year 2016-17 saw the biggest chances in personnel of the drama 
department for over a decade and in essence the end of an era.  Since his arrival in 2007 Nicolas Beeby has 
transformed the department and the thriving and busy programme that now exists is down to his 
extraordinary determination and boundless energy for the performing arts.  Hurst will ever be grateful for 
the work Nick put into shaping his vision of what Drama could become here and I know that there are 
countless OJs who will have very happy and, in some cases, life-changing memories of what “Beebs” did 
for them. 

As has become the norm at Hurst 
the number of productions and pupil 
involvement increased once more;  
the season opener began with a 
minimalist and inventive version of Ian 
Serraillier’s ‘Silver Sword’ directed by 
Helen Schluter who has now become 
a stalwart of the drama team both as 
a LAMDA teacher and director.  The 
fifth	form	drama	scholars	performed	
in the College Drama Studio as well 
as The Players Theatre, 
Hurstpierpoint.  The production was 
of the highest quality and the 
members of the public who came to 
see it were given a clear idea of the 
standard of theatre that we are now 
producing at Hurst. 

The third year of the ‘Hurst 
in Rep’ programme was 
the	first	with	all	student	
directed plays.  We saw two 
plays, ‘The Disappearance 
of Federico Garcia Lorca’ 
and ‘The Heroides’ written 
and	directed	by	UVIth	form	
students Jessica Emens and 
Isabella Neergaard-Peterson 
as part of their EPQs.  In 
addition there were four 
other student directed plays 
ranging from Brecht’s ‘Fear 
and Misery of the Third 
Reich’	(directed	by	LVIth	
form Drama Scholars Agatha 
Steeles and Ella Bradford) to 

Ian Serraillier’s ‘Silver Sword’ (left to right) Robyn Allen, Milo Gardiner 
and Mary Woodward

‘The Heroides’ by Isabella Neergard-Peterson.  Julius Lord (front) with 
Izzy Campopiano and Isabella N-P behind 
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farcical comedy ‘Inspector Drake’s Last Case’ 
(directed by Shona Manson and Jack Court 
also	of	the	UVIth)	and	The	Laramie	Project	
(directed	by	UVIth	pupil	James	Clements).		
In	total	120	students	from	Shell	to	UVIth	
were involved in these productions and the 
challenge of rehearsing a play in just four 
weeks was superbly handled by actors and 
directors alike.  

The College’s tradition of performing 
Shakespeare plays annually since 1854 
continued with ‘The Winter’s Tale’, directed 
by another member of the LAMDA team 
Samantha Nixon.  The play had representation 
from every year group in the Senior School 
and its Indian Raj setting gave it a colourful 
and elegant style.  

The Lent term opened with a 
daring production of Laura Wade’s 
‘POSH’, directed by Jonathan 
Scott	(in	his	final	production	at	
Hurst) with a cast of primarily 
sixth form students and featuring 
the remaining member of the 
Drama staff team Andrew Smith, 
Nick Beeby and Luke Gasper.  This 
was a brave and exciting piece, 
superbly handled and expertly 
directed.  A real sign of what can 
be achieved at when theatre is 
given the freedom to express an 
opinion. 

The major showpiece event 
of the year was the College 
musical, Andrew Lloyd Webber’s 
monumental masterpiece ‘The 
Phantom of the Opera’.  Once 
again the cast was made up of 

year 11 students and above with the lead roles in particular taking on hugely demanding roles and the 
experiencing some complex special effects created by the Colleges outstanding team of Ollie Mitchell and 
Steve	Clubb.		The	production	was	the	final	one	for	the	Neil	Matthews	and	Nick	Beeby	combination	and	as	
a	spectacle	was	a	fitting	end	to	over	a	decade	of	their	work	together.

Also	in	the	Lent	term	the	annual	house	film	competition	took	place,	with	each	house	producing	their	own	
films,	written	and	directed	by	members	of	the	house	and	supported	by	a	professional	production	company.		
As before, there was a preview screening for directors, cast members and their families and of course the 
judging	panel.		The	fifth	form	GCSE	performances	included	extracts	from	Philip	Ridley’s	‘Sparkleshark’,	John	
Godber’s ‘Shakers’ and ‘Teechers’ as well as Richard Bean’s ‘One Man Two Guvnors’ and as a cohort these 
generated the highest set of marks we have ever had.  

The Disappearance of Federico Garcia Lorca’. (Left to right): 
Anna Rawlings, Tom Emery and Lotti Norman

‘Posh’ – left to right:  Ed Fairfax,  Jessica Emens, Josh Carleton-Smith,  
Alabama Barnard,  Mark Anson,  

behind:  Ross Thompson and Julius Lord
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During the summer term there were also two major productions for Year 9 students, including the newly 
named Shell Drama Festival in which English playwrights Ayckbourn, Russell, Godber and Barlow were the 
focus	of	the	work	and	the	Shell	and	Remove	musical	‘South	Pacific’.		The	latter,	directed	by	Luke	Gasper,	
saw audition numbers of 110 students prompting the decision to double cast the entire show.  We also the 
return	of	the	LVIth	Scholars	plays	in	which	directors	were	given	the	chance	to	showcase	an	extract	of	their	
favourite plays and audiences voted for their favourite.  Andrew Smith’s production of Patrick Marber’s 
‘Dealer’s Choice’ was chosen.  

The College’s LAMDA programme is now one of the most successful in the region and the teaching 
team led by Sarah London continue to help pupils achieve at the highest level with over 90% of the exam 
candidates achieving merits and distinctions over the course of the year.  Across the year there were 
theatre	trips	to	The	Old	Vic	to	see	‘Art’	and	‘Woyzeck’	as	well	as	to	the	Criterion	Theatre	for	‘The	Comedy	
about a Bank Robbery’.  

With more students now looking to Drama College as an option bespoke training on audition technique 
was put on for current students as well as some on gap years who left us last year.  OJ Jazz Thomas gained 
a scholarship to the Guildhall School of Music & Drama and along with Rosie Zeidler, Shona Maule and 
Archie Steele (all studying at Guildford School of Acting) it is clear that a path way into the industry is now 
a viable option at Hurst.  

In	the	Prep	School	the	first	production	of	the	year	was	‘Shakespeare	Rocks’	directed	by	Head	of	Prep	
Drama, Rose Hall-Smith, and involving all of the students in Years 5 and 6.  The Lent term saw a cast of 
over 100 pupils from Years 7 and 8 put on a spectacular production of the Disney classic ‘The Lion King’ 
which was as compelling and visually stunning as anything we saw in the entire Hurst Drama season.  The 
Year 8 drama scholars play was a powerful staging of ‘Goodnight Mr Tom’ in which Jamie Rayner and Joe 
Wenstrum produced performances far beyond their years.  The Year 3 and 4 play ‘The Burning Bush’ saw 
every student in the year sing and dance with energy and excitement.  The after-school activities continued 
to thrive and involved drama clubs for different year groups, stage combat workshops and classes led by 
members of the senior school.  Six pupils were offered drama scholarships into the senior school.  

The end of the season culminated with the third year of our summer school Hurst Stage and this year’s 
enrolment was the biggest it has ever been with over 70 8-18 year old students from all over Sussex 
(and one from Worcestershire) working with a fantastic group of experienced professionals on a range 
of performance skills.  This has become a really important part of the departments marketing programme 
and this year saw more non-Hurst students than ever before with many now looking at the College as an 
option for future schooling.  

As we look to the coming year we are delighted to welcome new Head of Drama (Academic) Liam Harris 
into	the	department	and	look	forward	to	seeing	his	impact	on	the	new	GCSE	and	A	Level	Specifications.		
This	year	will	also	see	the	final	performances	in	the	Bury	Theatre	as	the	completion	of	the	new	theatre	
ebbs ever closer heralding an exciting new era for Hurst Drama.  Amongst a variety of new initiatives for 
the new building I would like to introduce an OJ Play so please look for more information on this.  We look 
forward to seeing you throughout the season.  

Luke Gasper, Director of Drama  
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News and ViewsNews and Views
Mrs Diana Griffiths, Mrs Vivienne Buss and Mrs Penney Searls have been all made Honorary 
Members of the OJ Club by the committee in recognition for all that they had done for the College and its 
pupils during their husbands’ time at Hurst.  

At the end of the Summer term Mr Richard Cooke retired from his position as Head of Computer 
Studies, having been on the staff for 38 years.  The Club wishes to express its thanks for his dedication to 
Hurst and for all he has done both in and outside the classroom in that time.  

Salvers were presented to Mrs Debs Treyer-Evans and Dr Trevor Baxter in recognition of 25 years’ 
service to the College in May.  

 

Congratulations to Jonty Jenner (Star 2014-16) on his 
cricketing	first	class	debut	for	Sussex	and	on	being	called	up	
to	act	as	England’s	fielding	12th	man	for	the	whole	of	the	
Lords Test against South Africa this Summer.  

Congratulations to George Garton (Star 2010-15) on 
being selected to play for the England Lions in the Test v 
South Africa “A” this Summer and for being selected for the 
England Lions Winter tour to Australia. 

Congratulations to Tim Moses (Chevron 
2008-13) on being awarded his Cricket Blue 
for Cambridge this Summer and for the decisive 
contributions he made in the series varsity games. 

Tom Lovelace (Star 2002-07) wrote with 
various pieces of news:  “I have been playing rugby 
for Gibraltar.  Here’s a photo of me from my rugby 
match for Gibraltar vs Finland.  (That’s actually me 
scoring the winning try!)
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We won 22-17 and I scored two tries.  It was my second cap having beaten Montenegro in November last 
year.  Next we’re playing Hungary away on October 6th.  Sister Nicky is now living in Istanbul and so is 
away from all the action nowadays!  

I’ve asked Joe Siantonas to send over a pic of him and Jude successfully completing their 1,400 km cycle 
from NW to SE France as well.  

Joe Siantonas and Jude Syrett (both Red Cross 2002-07)  
on their 1,400km cycle from Dieppe to Nice across France

 

I am chasing Axie Deck (Star 2002-07) for a photo of him in Iraq as he’s 
just returned from 6 months there training troops with the army. 

 

Rob Cope (Eagle 2010-15) 
spent the Summer in Western 
Australia playing for Fremantle 
Hockey Club.  Since returning he 
has been playing premier division 
hockey for East Grinstead.

Ellie Hargreaves (Shield 2007-12) wrote:

Since leaving Hurst in 2012, plenty of things in recent years 
seem to have happened by accident for me.  After playing a 
lot of Netball, learning my craft as a busy Choral Scholar and 
graduating from Oxford with a degree in Music, I accidentally 
fell into teaching when I got a job at Magdalen College School.  I’d planned to try my hand at freelance 
singing work, and people had been asking me for years if teaching was the only profession one could enter 
with a Music degree.  ‘Absolutely not!  Over my dead body!’ I cried.  Well look where I am now … I then 
accidentally	traded	in	my	life	in	the	pleasant	flatlands	of	Oxford,	where	the	only	hill	is	the	slight	incline	
up the High Street when you’re cycling back from early morning training, for a full-time teaching job at 
Sedbergh	School	which	is	surrounded	by	fells	and	where	crossing	a	field	of	sheep	is	part	of	my	morning	
commute.  I am now the Assistant Director of Music at Sedbergh and it seems that Hurstpierpoint 
College will always follow you wherever you go;  Ben Cole	was	Head	of	Classics	at	MCS	in	my	first	
job, and now Martin Speight (Fleur de Lys 1981-86) who was a pupil at Hurst works with me here, 



9

and Andrew Fleck, who taught Geography at Hurst is the Headmaster.  Life in a full-boarding school is 
hectic;  in one day I can expect to be a teacher, conductor, Netball coach, dog-sitter, agony aunt and general 
protector of pupils, animals and colleagues!  

Having sung with Rory Green (OJ) in Oxford

Outside of term time I battle with the M6 to visit ‘civilisation’ in the South, to get mocked for picking up a 
few Northern vowels, and to do some singing work too.  In 2016, I went to Palestine with the Choir of 
London as a soloist to sing as 
part of the Palestine Choral 
Festival, which is an 
extraordinary organisation 
producing some outstanding 
young talent in underprivileged 
areas.  I still have some 
unexplored musical ambitions 
and currently, I am looking at 
postgraduate courses which 
might help me to pursue a 
singing career full-time.  Watch 
this space.  

In August of this year I went on a 
remarkable and memorable trip 
to Zambia with many old Hurst 
friends to build an orphanage in 
memory of Cameron Forster, At Cameron’s Orphanage, Zambia Summer 2017
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which Amanda has written about in more detail in this issue.  To those of you who know or remember 
Cameron, I wholeheartedly encourage you to get involved in this project in any way that you are able – it 
is a wonderful village, and the best memory for a top man.  Corey Wickens, Emma McPhilemy, Clare 
Shaw and I gave a charity concert in aid of the project last March (a rare example of me moonlighting 
as a solo singer these days), and we hope to do something similar next year.  It was an absolute pleasure 
to come back to sing in the Music School – once again with the unstinting support of Neil Matthews and 
Kate Bray – and the occasion not only brought back my fond memories of Cameron, but also some of the 
happiest times of my school days. 

Richard Keeling (Fleur-de-Lys 1997-02) and Charlie Osborne (Star 1997-02) wrote: 

Two old boys have launched what they hope will become a global 
tonic water empire, set to take on the likes of Schweppes and 
FeverTree from humble beginnings in nearby Brighton.  Richard 
Keeling and Charles Osborne joined Hurst in 1990 and 1997 
respectively until 2002 and have both long shared a passion for 
a tipple, but it was not until 2016 that their paths would lead 
them to start an entrepreneurial venture together in their native 
Sussex.  Richard was training to be a surveyor when he decided 
that it was not the path for him and he left to work in the green 
fields	of	Sussex	sparkling	wine	producers,	Ridgeview	Estate.		It	
was here that he built not only a great network of contacts in 
the	drinks	industry	but	a	passion	for	wine-making	and	the	refined	
palette that would lead him to launch Regency Tonic with his 
co-founder.  Charles’ path to the burgeoning tonic business came 
via	stints	at	a	digital	marketing	agency	and	some	five	years	with	
the	Foreign	Office	in	Copenhagen,	but	it	was	his	time	spent	with	
entrepreneurs	and	Venture	Capital	investors	that	convinced	him	

building his own business was the future for him.  Having both tried their hands (rather unsuccessfully it 
has to be said) at brewing beer, the two looked at setting up their own gin distillery.  Richard had noticed 
a niche emerging whereby the growth of Sussex vineyards was leading to an explosion in gins made from 
the waste products of award-winning wine production.  This has given rise to some sensational Sussex gins, 
from	the	Bolney	Estate’s	‘Foxhole’	to	Rathfinney’s	‘Seven	Sisters’.		Realising	they	lacked	the	infrastructure	
and capital to jump straight into the highly competitive spirits market, they looked at the favoured mixture 
for ‘mother’s ruin’, a spirit whose sales have seen tremendous growth, especially at the premium end of the 
market in recent years.  The founders sat down in their Sussex kitchens and over several weeks tried every 
tonic	water	they	could	get	their	hands	on,	and	were	not	impressed.		With	Richard’s	refined	palette	and	
Charles’ inspiration from the New Nordic food movement in Scandinavia, they sought to create something 
new – a tonic water that let you actually taste the gin you were drinking!  With almost as much sugar 
as	a	soft	drink,	your	average	tonic	water	masks	the	flavour	of	the	intricately	crafted	spirit	that	so	many	
people are now prepared to pay a premium for.  And so Regency Tonic was born – having deconstructed 
a	tonic	water	to	its	base	elements	(water,	quinine	for	bitterness	and	botanicals	for	flavour)	they	set	about	
sourcing ingredients and creating a low-sugar, and altogether drier alternative to mainstream mixers.  Some 
30 iterations of the recipe later, and with thousands of miles clocked up on the road around the country 
finding	suppliers	and	partners,	Regency	Tonic	was	launched!		To	date	they’ve	focused	on	getting	the	product	
right and on distribution locally.  The lessons learned and feedback garnered have gone into their second 
recipe so that the start-up is now ready to go to market nationally with a product range that includes two 
distinctive	flavours:		Regency	Tonic	Gold	and	Regency	Tonic	Blue.		

With	the	first	year	of	business	under	their	belts	and	a	rapidly	growing	base	of	customers	in	Sussex	and	
beyond, the entrepreneurs are anticipating a period of hard work and high growth.  Richard says of being an 
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entrepreneur, “It’s hard work, no doubt.  But every small success, every lesson learned is so much more 
rewarding when you’re doing it for yourself.  I think we’ve got a truly distinctive product that’s ahead of the 
market, and I’m excited to be at the forefront of a revolution in the way people drink their gin and tonic. 
One day I hope people will choose their spirit and mixers with the same selectiveness that a sommelier 
pairs wine with food.”  Charles is equally bullish about the business:  “It’s been an amazing journey so far, 
and we’ve worked incredibly hard to get to where we are today.  Now it’s all about growth, and for me 
that’s the most exciting phase in any business.  We’ve got a great 
product, our timing is right and I couldn’t be more excited about 
where Regency Tonic is going next.  We’ve got a string of potential 
customers seeking us out both in the UK and internationally, and 
I can’t wait to start shipping our product out to them!” 

Tim Jarvis (Chevron 1999-04) sent in a beginning-of-term 
photo	of	son	Corey	about	to	start	his	first	day	at	Hurst	Prep	
School in September.  

Sam Bolton (Red Cross 1997-02) wrote that:  Lawrence 
Bowden (Star 1997-02), James Johnson (Star 1997-02), 
Samuel Constantine-Bolton, Richard Fielden (Red Cross 
1997-02), Timothy Bell (Fleur de Lys 1997-02) were all in 
Singapore for the marriage of James Johnson to Amy Fresher in May 
and this is a photo of the Southbank Squash Club (all OJs) following 
a game at the Tanglin Club on the morning of an amazing wedding.  
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Chris Way (Junior School 1989-94 then Chevron 1994-99) wrote… 

Christopher Robert Way married Sarah Elizabeth Rabbitts on August 12th 2017 at St Peters Church, 
Henfield.		It	was	a	real	Hurst	affair	with	Richard Fitt playing the organ and Tom Stapleton’s wedding 
band, “Soul Collective”, providing the evening entertainment!  

I started Hurst in 1989 and was in your House of Gilberts!  I was in Chevron in Senior School and left in 
1999 and graduated from Durham with Masters of Civil Engineering in 2004.  I am now living and working 
in South Africa!  Sarah and I live between Johannesburg and Newcastle when in SA, however we still spend 
25% of the year in the UK, in Sussex.  Newcastle in SA is near to Dundee, Ladysmith, Glencoe etc – there 
were many battles here back in the day – both of the Zulu and the Boer Wars.  We enjoy many a weekend 
travelling around the country – just wish there was a business reason to visit the Cape!  

Guess you know about Alice Hanson getting married?  She was married the week before our wedding – 
I attended that one as well.  

Mum and Dad are both well, now grandparents to 10 and growing!  

Rob Kift handed over the reins as master i/c Rugby at the end of the academic year.  A number of friends, 
colleagues and OJs, including Charlie Matthews and Ben Hampson, gathered at the pavilion in June to 
mark the occasion.  



13

Robert Ebdon (Martlet 1979-84) is MCC’s Assistant Secretary (Estates) responsible for the Estate and 
Ground Development plans at Lord’s Cricket Ground in London.  Earlier this summer, Robert oversaw the 

completion of the building of a new Members’ and 
Friends’ Stand – The Warner Stand – which was opened 
by HRH The Duke of Edinburgh on 3rd May, 2017.  Robert 
commissioned fellow OJ and Master Commemorative 
Stone Mason, David Gibson (Star 1975-78) to carve 
and install the commemorative plaque which Prince Philip 
unveiled on the day, declaring himself the world’s most 
experienced plaque unveiler as he did so!  

Robert Ebdon works alongside fellow Woodard School 
former pupils, Jon Robinson from Lancing College 
(Assistant Secretary (Commercial) and Holly Roper-
Curzon from St Michael’s, Petworth (Assistant Secretary 
(Legal).  Good to see that the Woodard Southern Schools 
have	the	hands	firmly	on	the	tiller	of	one	of	our	national	
sporting institutional treasures!  

Gene Wong (Star 2013-15) returned to Hurst in 
October after completing his two years national 
service in the army in Singapore.  He is now studying 
Computer and Internet Engineering at Surrey 
University.  After meeting Steve Crook of the 
Computer Department he delivered an impromptu 
talk to his Remove class.   

Grace Couchman (Prep School 2002-06, 
Fleur-de-Lys 2006-11) wrote:

I joined the 
Army in 
November 
2015 and 
finally,	after	a	
year	carrying	out	my	trade	training,	I	can	say	that	I	am	a	qualified	
Combat Medical Technician.  

My training was split down into three modules and two placements.  
The	first	module	of	the	defence	medic	course	followed	anatomy	
and physiology of the human body, common illnesses and diseases 
and how to treat them.  We were taught life saving techniques, 
which were then put into practice on a 10 week civilian ambulance 
placement.  The second module focused more on primary 
healthcare, clinical skills, environmental health and pharmacy.  The 
second placement was then split between 5 weeks in a military 
medical centre and another 5 weeks with the ambulance service.  
The	final	module	was	more	military	focused	and	aimed	to	round	us	
off into military medics and included training for chemical attacks.  

Over the last year I have had some amazing and eye opening 
experiences, including delivering a baby in the back of an ambulance, 
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and I’m really looking forward to what the future holds.  I am leaving my training centre having been 
awarded Top Academic Student for my course and am moving to 4 Armoured Medical Regiment in 
Aldershot to start my, hopefully long, career.  

Chris Matthews (Chevron 1969-74) wrote:

To update your records, after leaving Hurst in the summer of July 1974 I joined, as it was then, HM 
Customs and Excise in January 1975, after applying to join the Forestry Commission!  

I	worked	both	in	the	UK	and	Europe.		I	recently	finished	an	illustrious	career,	where	for	the	last	6	years	
I was based in Jamaica where I formulated, set up and project managed a highly successful International 
Caribbean Enforcement strategy.  I also met my wife there, who persuaded me to move to Phoenix 
Arizona, where she works!  

I attach a photo taken in Kingston Jamaica.

Tim Hunt (Shield 1969-74) 

As for my history, I did not join the Merchant Navy in the end, but went on to join the Royal Navy in 1978, 
first	as	a	Radio	Operator	in	submarines	before	being	promoted	to	an	Officer	and	eventually	ending	my	time	
as	a	Seaman	Officer	in	Destroyers.		In	my	time	I	have	travelled	to	many	countries	including	the	East	Coast	
of America, Canada, Iceland, Greenland, Norway, Bermuda, The Azores, France, Italy, Israel, Cyprus, Gibraltar, 
North Africa, Spain, Portugal as well as lots of time in Gibraltar – all at Her Majesty’s expense.  I currently 
work in Desktop Support – having done that for the past 30 years and am currently working for the MoD.

One of my proudest moments was being in the 2012 Olympic Opening Ceremony, and also supporting the 
IT	at	Horseguards	for	the	Beach	Volleyball.		

The big 60 this year!!!!

Are there ways of trying to track down others who were at Hurst in my time – such as Jeremy and 
Jonathan Roberts, or Charlie Miller?  

Many thanks for getting in touch.  I have occasionally driven past the College when I am in the area, and 
it always brings back such memories.  Major Guise (I think that was his name) was my housemaster, and 
I remember playing mahjong with his daughter.  

The Roberts family lived about 10 minute walk from the College, and I was often invited down to their 
house at the weekend.  
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Adrian Vickery (Chevron 1994-99) wrote:

Nothing as big as a wedding to report but my wife Zoe and 
I are expecting our second child in January.  It’s going to be 
a boy we found out today in fact.  Our daughter turns four 
years old in October so he will be a welcome addition to 
balance out the family in the New Year.  I will report again in 
January, assuming everything goes to plan.  

We are probably not worthy of a photo (yet!) but attached is 
one of the three of us on holiday in June just in case.  

It’s been so long since I was down to see Hurst.  Must make a 
trip down.  

 

Congratulations 
to Daniel Hilary 
Doonan (Red Cross 
2000-05), who was 
married to Lucy 
Johnson in the School Chapel on 30th September 2017.

Among those present were contemporaries  Jamie Ardagh (Red 
Cross), Richard Buttifant (Star), Robert Benjamin (Red 
Cross), Sam Austin (Red Cross), Jenny Hooper (Martlet) and 
James Alexander (Star) (all OJs from his year group).  He now 
works	in	the	film	industry	working	with	director	Guy	Ritchie.
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Congratulations to Laura Andrews (Prep School and Martlet 
1997-2006) who, in the middle of August, married Chris Johnston 
(ex-Rugby School) at St Enodoc Church, North Cornwall.  Laura teaches 
geography at St Alban’s School … and so does Chris!  One of the 
bridesmaids was Claire Hance.  

Congratulations to Claire Hance (Martlet 2000-05) who married 
Miles Lambie this year on 20th May at St Mary’s church in Slaugham with a 
reception at the Hance family home in Slaugham afterwards.  They are now 
the Hance-Lambies.  There were quite a few OJs at the wedding and Laura 
Andrews was a bridesmaid and did a fantastic speech (she returned the 
favour and was bridesmaid to her in July!)  

Charlotte Lloyd 
(now Hall) (Martlet 
1998-2003) wrote:

I hope you’re well.  I recently 
saw on the OJ Facebook 
page that you were looking 
for news from OJs for your 
next Newsletter.  Well I’m 
not sure if it’s of interest, but 
I recently got married (twice 
… explanation follows!) 

My husband Nathan (a Kiwi) 
and I were living in Christchurch, New Zealand, last year and we got married in a little vineyard in the 
countryside there last October 2016.  Due to some of my English family and friends not being able to 
travel, we then had a second Wedding celebration in England at the end of June this year at Mid Sussex Golf 
Club, Ditchling (both pictures attached – I prefer the English wedding one!).  

Interestingly enough, at our Wedding in Christchurch 
there were two former OJs who attended.  Gemma 
Onslow was one of my bridesmaids and Simon Tedder 
(Head Boy opposite me as Head Girl) was also in 
attendance as he lives there with his wife and son.  No 
matter how far away we all are in the world, we all 
still	seem	to	find	each	other	and	stay	in	touch.		It	was	
lovely to have those connections to my school days 
with me on my special day.  

Nathan and I are now living back in Australia, on the 
Gold Coast in Queensland, having settled here after 
our	stint	in	NZ.		I	am	officially	an	OJ	overseas	(having	
been away for nearly 6 years now) and would happily 
invite any other OJs in Queensland to get in touch – 
those visiting or travelling through.  



17

Congratulations to Tom Poole (Red Cross 2003-05) 
who was married to Francesca Hewison, 12 August 2017, 
St Cosmas and St Damian Church, Keymer.  

Charlie Butcher  (Prep School).  Further news of 
Charlie has landed during the year in the shape of the 
following article from the East Grinstead Gazette & 
Sussex Express:

Charlie Butcher, 35, from Reigate notched up a fourth 
place in the 10 Peaks Brecon Beacons race last Saturday.  
Charlie, a pilot with BA, was in the lead for half the race 
but was overtaken towards the close.  He said:  “I started 
off quite quickly but I had soon spotted the guy who 
was likely to win.  He was strong and fast.  He also knew 
the route really well.  Mind you that’s no excuse, he was 
brilliant.”  Charlie was also overtaken by two others who 
understood that competitors could navigate their own 
route as long as they visited pre-determined checkpoints.  

He added:  “They were behind me, then suddenly they 
were in front!  I wondered what had happened and then I realised they had taken a different route and 
shaved a lot off their distance and time.  It was clever and totally acceptable.  I shall be ready next time!”  

The gruelling 24 hour, 89 km, 4,800 m ascent race took place in driving rain and strong winds.  Just under 
200	people	took	part.		Charlie	is	pleased	it	adds	another	five	points	to	the	accrued	number	he	needs	to	
enter the race ballot for the 166 km Ultra Trail du Mont Blanc in 2018.  This is regarded as the summit of 
trail running which passes through Switzerland, France and Italy.  The Mont Blanc race pulls in about 2,600 
runners and is considered the world’s ultimate mountain endurance race.  

He has one more race 
to complete before he is 
eligible.  “After that I might 
give up” he agreed.  

“I’m getting married next 
year and there are only so 
many days you can spend 
running around mountains.”

Charlie’s mother has supplied 
me with two photographs.  

One of Charlie in the Brecon 
Beacons and the other of 
what she describes as his 

“first overland triumph”, the 
400 metres at Hurst!
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News has also arrived concerning Eddie Felstead (Red Cross 1995-2000) who is married and working 
in	the	banking	world	in	Vermont,	USA.		Congratulations	to	him	and	his	wife,	who	are	expecting	their	first	
child soon.  

 

Rory Mee (Star 2000-05) made contact and explained something of his role 
as a sports physiotherapist:  “We have just had a spectacular Summer of World 
Athletics at London’s Queen Elizabeth Olympic Park.  As a physiotherapist at 
The Forge Clinic I was there to support some of the top international athletes 
including athletic legends Usain Bolt and Mo Farah who were competing for the 
last time.  

“As a group, we provided medical cover at both the World Para Athletics 
Championships and the IAAF World Championships.  Most of the time I operated 
out	the	London	Stadium.		I	was	last	there	in	2012	as	a	NHS	Volunteer	at	the	
London Olympic opening ceremony.  

“The role as a Physiotherapist is vital for elite athletes as it helps them compete to the best of their 
ability.  I was part of the medical team providing physiotherapy and serious trauma care provision for any 
serious	injury.		The	trauma	skills	required	of	us	are	more	advanced	than	first	aid,	covering	spinal	cord	injury,	
fractures, and concussion.  I worked on athletes mainly from with team GB, Jamaica, France, India and Iran.  
In July, I also attended the British Transplant Games in Scotland.  These games aim to demonstrate the 
benefits	of	transplantation	and	encourage	people	to	join	the	NHS	Organ	Donation	Register.		

“I would add that I am always happy to discuss the world of physiotherapy with any current Hursties, who 
might be thinking of this a possible career path.  I am more than happy for them to contact me through 
the School.”   

Imogen Belfield (Martlet 2000-05) wrote of her jewellery sculptures 
that she is creating in London.  These range from cascading golden nugget 
pendants to statement “rockesque” rings.  Her individual style has attracted 
the	attention	of	Vogue	and	Vogue	Italia	has	named	her	as	one	of	its	
Vogue	Talents.		

A jewellery graduate from the Sir John Cass Faculty of Art and Design in 
London, she honed her craft whilst completing an internship with renowned 
jeweller Shaun Leane during which she was given the opportunity to help 
with exciting projects, such as catwalk pieces for collaborations with 
Alexander McQueen as well as with Daphne Guinness.  Having won various 
awards	in	her	field,	most	recently	winning	‘Best	in	Gold’	at	the	COUTURE	
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2016 Design Awards, her work has come to the notice many celebrities including Georgia May Jagger, 
Uma Thurman, Naomi Campbell, Cindy Crawford, Nicole Scherzinger and Rita Ora.  Imogen’s jewellery 
was also specially chosen for Cameron Diaz to wear in the Ridley Scott movie ‘The Counsellor”.  

“Team Creasy” “Team Creasy”
The family of Dr Terry Creasy (Martlet 
1971-76) formed a very special team in 
the London Marathon in April.  

As you may or may not know, on Sunday 
the 23rd of April Pippa, Henri and Will 
Creasy were given the privilege of running 
the 2017 London Marathon for CALM, in 
association with Heads Together.  Suicide 
was not a word we thought would be 
associated with us.  Nevertheless, four 
years after tragically losing the head of 
our	very	special	family,	we	find	ourselves	
hoping to use the experience to raise 
awareness of what is the biggest cause 
of death of men under the age of 45 in the UK.  As incomprehensible as this statistic sounds – husbands, 
fathers,	brothers	and	sons	are	being	lost	to	a	silent	killer	that	as	a	society	we	find	difficult	to	talk	about.		
But why is this?  It is time to start the conversation.  

Dr Terry Creasy, Consultant Radiologist, husband to Philippa, father to Alexandra, Henrietta, George and 
William, devastatingly committed suicide following an acute struggle with depression.  As a male, and a 
doctor, this placed Terry in one of the highest risk groups of all.  With the growth of our family his absence 
is more noticeable than ever, and we miss him dearly.  The love and support of our incredible family and 
friends undoubtedly helped us through this journey.  

With one member of our running party being eligible for a seniors’ bus pass, the strenuous training 
programme and the twenty-six mile sightseeing extravaganza will undoubtedly be an immense physical and 
emotional	challenge.		We	hope	the	test	will	be	made	significantly	easier	knowing	we	are	running	for	two	
fantastic charities that are raising the awareness of men’s mental health.  

CALM – Campaign Against Living Miserably, is a national charity dedicated to preventing male suicide by 
helping men who are down or in crisis.  Promoting culture change so that any man considering suicide feels 
able to seek help, in addition to campaigning for better understanding of suicide and prevention.  

Heads Together is a campaign coordinated by The Duke and Duchess of Cambridge and Prince Harry.  It 
brings together inspiring charities raising awareness and providing vital help for people with mental health 
challenges.  Too often people feel afraid to admit they are struggling;  this fear of prejudice and judgment 
stops people from seeking help and can destroy families and end lives.  

We have already had an incredible journey on our own marathon adventure, and were even fortunate 
enough to run alongside the royals themselves – an experience we will certainly never forget.  We really 
hope	you	can	help	us	in	our	final	challenge	to	reach	our	fund-raising	target	for	a	cause	so	close	to	our	
hearts.  We are so grateful for any amount you can give via our link below.  

We run for Terry, for CALM and for Heads Together – hoping to cross the line together…  Thank you to 
the OJ Club for your kind donation.   

Pippa, Henri & Will x
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After HurstAfter Hurst
Glyn Davies (Junior School: 1965-69; Red Cross: 1969-74) 

After	the	memorial	service	for	Roger	Griffiths,	my	headmaster,	I	was	invited	by	
the Newsletter Editor to send some notes about what I had done since I left 
Hurst.		I	was	wearing	my	(now	very	thin)	school	tie	for	the	first	time	in	43	years,	
and it seemed a rather long story to tell.  But seeing the School busy with cricket 
matches on a sunny Saturday, as the small memorial service got underway, and 
meeting a number of past housemasters who had taught, but couldn’t remember 
me,	I	thought	I	would	write	my	notes.		In	so	doing	I	can	confirm	that	I	have	
followed my headmaster’s desire, noted in his brother Richard’s eloquent eulogy, 
that Hurst boys (among others) should ‘go out and change the world’.  

So how did Hurst prepare me for the future?  I think South Woods was probably 
a major factor!  Searching for bird’s nests, or collecting caterpillars to breed 

in jam jars, it was a place of nature and wonder, and often solace.  I remember we gathered fallen sweet 
chestnuts	to	roast	on	a	rather	small	smoky	fire,	on	a	drizzly	autumn	afternoon.		And	we	talked	and	read	up	
how to catch pheasants with raisins and horsehairs, or snare rabbits in hedgerow gaps, but largely failed.  All 
this was ‘out of bounds’ of course, down past the swimming pool and beyond the shooting range (where 
the	long-tailed	tits	made	their	beautiful	domed	nests).		But	out	of	bounds	seemed	more	fluid	then,	or	
perhaps we just got on with where we wanted to go.  

So nature and biology was an obvious path to follow, and science A-stream beckoned, which in turn took 
me to Bristol to read Zoology, having failed to heed David Hughes’s sound careers advice that “not many 
people do Zoology, Davies”.  At Bristol, I was far happier and more successful in both sports and studies 
than	at	school,	eventually	graduating	with	a	2:1,	and	within	six	weeks	I	had	flown	to	the	Krau	Game	
Reserve, Pahang, Malaysia.  I was a research assistant on a primate research programme, and instantly 
got hooked on the sounds, smells and sights of the rainforest, about which I learned much from our Jah 
Hut	aborigine	field	assistants.		After	6	months	in	Malaysia,	and	a	further	6	months	studying	the	Malabar	
Giant	Squirrel	in	south	India	(courtesy	of	my	parents’	generosity),	I	finally	secured	funds	to	begin	my	PhD	
field	work.		

I had decided on Borneo, with its misty rainforest rolling into the distance, at a time before large swathes 
of south-east Asia became cloaked in an oil palm monoculture.  Sabah felt like the edge of the world.  I 
had	saved	up	for	an	Aeroflot	ticket,	which	involved	changing	planes	in	Kiev	and	Moscow,	because	that	was	
the cheapest carrier, and there were few roads, rudimentary accommodation, very few telephones, let 
alone any internet, and global communication was with blue aerogrammes.  It strikes me how different it 
all felt then, when compared to reading Alex Jamieson’s thoughtful expedition report from Sabah in 2015 
(OJ Newsletter 2016).  

In 1979, it took two of us two-and-a-half years, employed by WWF Malaysia and working with Sabah Forest 
and National Parks rangers, to carry out wildlife surveys with a view to recommending conservation 
areas – two of which were established soon afterwards.  In between the various surveys, I would spend an 
additional 10 days each month in Sepilok studying the Maroon Leaf monkey in the wild, to see how it made 
a living amongst the giant dipterocarp trees and cascading lianes of the lowland forest.  I then returned to 
Cambridge	with	piles	of	field	notebooks	(no	laptops,	or	even	desktops	then!),	and	slogged	through	writing	
up the thesis.  

I continued my academic career with two post-doctoral research postings in Sierra Leone.  More muddy 
roads, mosquito nets, extra tyres and stocks of diesel, Landrovers loaded with tarpaulins, machetes, rice and 
tinned	food,	and	more	smoky	wood	fires.		I	thrived	on	the	physical	challenge	and	total	forest	immersion,	
gathering social and ecological data 24/7, while living in makeshift forest camps or a simple but attractive 
tented research station.  Slowly papers and books got churned out.  
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Finally,	after	five	years	of	studying	soil	and	leaf	chemistry,	primate	diets	and	population	dynamics,	human	
uses of forests and forest regeneration, it was time to stop digging deep to mine new data and new 
knowledge, and spend more time applying knowledge to implementing effective conservation.  So we 
moved to Kenya, as Sylvia and I were starting to bring up our two young sons, and I got a ‘proper job’ 
with the British government for ten years – Department for International Development.  I worked in the 
forest, and later rural livelihoods department, and continued to focus on wildlife conservation and forest 
management	policies	in	Kenya	for	4	years,	then	Cameroun	for	3	years,	and	finally	3	years	in	Brussels	with	
the then 15-member European Commission.  During all these postings we sought to integrate social, 
economic and ecological aspects of sustainable development to achieve lasting conservation.  They were 
days of fascination and learning for me, building working relationships across many cultures and several 
languages, always seeking to achieve conservation success.  

By the end I had spent 15 years overseas, and we needed to return home so that our sons could get a 
sound education.   was fortunate then to get a job as Conservation Director at the Zoological Society of 
London,	which	greatly	elevated	my	standing	at	home,	where	both	sons	considered	that	I	finally	did	have	a	
proper job – as a zoo keeper (bringing great cache in the playground!).  This was not quite true, however, 
as	I	was	still	focusing	on	field	conservation	and	development,	something	I	continue	to	this	day	at	WWF-UK.		
During all this time I have had the privilege of visiting many countries and seen, and supported, national and 
local conservation efforts, all delivered through exceptional colleagues and partners.  From this, I have hope 
that	the	political	winds	will	blow	still	more	favourably,	as	more	people	come	to	appreciate	the	benefits	of	a	
healthy environment, and the need for action to safeguard people and nature.  Tiger numbers are reported 
as	increasing	for	the	first	time	ever,	the	panda	population	has	increased	by	17%	in	a	decade	alongside	huge	
economic growth in China – so conservation and development can, and must, go hand in hand.  

So for today’s Hurst pupils I would say I have been lucky to have followed my hobby, rather than a career.  It 
still means language skills, administrative competence, leadership drive and all the rest are important, indeed 
often essential, but you do not need to win form prizes, captain sports teams, nor become school prefects 
to	have	full	and	fulfilling	careers	–	I	never	did.		You	just	need	to	get	out	there	and	make	a	difference.		

And for old schoolmates, and teachers – greetings and best wishes, I am alive and well, and this is what 
I have done after leaving Hurst.

Glyn talking the World and the environment with Reg Ruddock
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Cameron’s Orphanage ProjectCameron’s Orphanage Project
https://www.facebook.com/Camsorphanageproject/

They say nothing in life can prepare you for the death 
of a child.  Yet, from the ashes of such gut-wrenching 
sadness how many ‘foundations’, ‘funds’, ‘trusts’ and 
other praiseworthy ‘good causes’ have risen.  One thing 
about tragedy seems to be certain, at times of immense 
suffering the best of human nature prevails.  It is not quite 
18 months since my son Cameron went out with a group 
of	friends	including	fellow	RAF	Officer	Ajvir	Sandhu,	to	
celebrate	life	and	the	end	of	another	hard	week	of	flying	
training, on what transpired to be the last night that these 
friends would ever get to spend together.  For early the 
following Saturday morning, under the brightest of blue 
skies,	two	of	the	finest	‘boys	in	blue’	lost	their	lives.		

Cam was a product of Hurst College and he loved it 
here.  I say, ‘here’ since I am writing this in my Physics lab, 
and have witnessed hundreds of similarly enthusiastic 
patrons, over the past eleven years.  But even though 
I say it myself, with a mother’s typical partiality, Cam 
was something special.  Cameron Forster was the 
embodiment of all things Hurst.  He took every 
opportunity and aimed for excellence, in his education, 
his	music,	his	sporting	activities	and	budding	flying	career.		

Woodard House Captain and school prefect aside, he was an altar boy, Flt Sgt in the CCF, played guitar 
in the Hurst Rockers, oboe in the orchestra and the recorder in a Baroque ensemble.  He was also lead 
oboist in the Brighton Youth Orchestra, and played for Haywards Heath Rugby Club.  On top of all that he 
managed to achieve a Gold Duke of Edinburgh Award and gain four A levels at A and A star.  

The Inner Quad April 2016

Two flyers together
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Cameron’s Orphanage Project is Cameron’s legacy.  Doing something positive in his name helps me to 
reconcile	the	fact	that	such	a	talented	and	hugely	accomplished	young	man	never	got	to	fulfil	his	dream	
of	becoming	a	front	line	fighter	pilot.		I	know	that	in	his	life	he	was	going	to	have	a	profound	effect	on	a	
lot of people, by the age of 21 he already had a string of remarkable achievements behind him and a huge 
circle of strong friendships.  He was not the sort of person you could commemorate with a tree.  Through 
the charity that I set up, Cameron’s life can still serve a purpose, it continues to count.  It is also a way of 
continuing my relationship with him, the intense love is still there, and has a positive outlet.  

Cameron	was	a	people	person;		despite	all	his	interests	his	first	love	was	his	friends. Beneath that 6 foot 2 
inch rugby player’s physique, was a gentle, loving and extremely upbeat young man.  We shared a sense of 
adventure and hiked and wild 
camped together in the Welsh 
mountains.  He knew I was 
planning to go to Zambia last 
summer and we talked excitedly 
about the expedition’s aims – to 
help at a remote village school 
where over half of the 900 
children were orphans.  Just two 
months after his death I chose 
to continue with the trip.  I was 
leading a two week expedition 
with a group of 6th formers, to 
a remote Zambian village called 
Mkushi.  Several thousand 
people live there, many in abject 
poverty, in simple brick huts 
with tin roofs, with no 
electricity or running water.  

Whilst there we painted and 
repaired a school building and helped with the teaching.  The school was chosen because it is charity run, set 
up to enable the poorest of children to obtain some form of education.  It consists of 6 simple classrooms 

with	cement	floors	and	no	resources	and	over	900	students	are	
on the register.  Half of these are orphans.  What struck me was 
how	happily	they	played;		with	their	filthy	clothes	and	mostly	
bare feet they were all running around until sunset, not one of 
them sat feeling sorry for themselves.

I talked at length with Marlon, the young headmaster, a totally 
dedicated and devout man with a real sense of duty, who 
cares with a passion about these children.  Most of the 400-
plus orphans at his school were housed with relatives or 
other families within the village.  But there was always a small 
number of homeless children, who could be found along the 
high street, often trying to scratch a living by selling things on 
the roadside.  What was needed was an orphanage, a simple 
boarding house that would provide not just shelter, but give 
these children a home, a sense of belonging and family.  

As I stood with Marlon, watching the huge red sun do what 
it	can	only	do	in	Africa,	fill	the	sky	with	the	deepest	pink	and	
slip silently over a dusty scorched horizon, it felt like the 

Mkushi Village
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easiest and most natural choice I have ever 
made;  to donate Cameron’s estate to build 
an orphanage for the village and to help the 
school in whatever way I could. 

Upon my return home I set about the task 
that may daunt anyone over the age of 50:  I 
created a Facebook page called Cameron’s 
Orphanage Project Zambia.  I’m not proud 
to admit that it took me the best part of a 
day –	I’m	no	social	media	butterfly	–	but	the	
effect it had astounded me, it was like 
lighting the end of a fuse.  My intention had 
been to use the page to document the 
progress of the project, but within a few 
hours several people had left messages 
saying that they wanted to make donations.   

Months later and Cameron’s Orphanage 
Project has become a charity.  Not only has it 
provided a conduit for our combined grief, 
but	I	have	been	humbled	by	the	selfless	
compassion, respect and generosity of 
Cameron’s friends, acquaintances, the staff and 
students of Hurst College, and even total 
strangers who have been inspired by a tale of 
tragedy and human suffering.  People have 
undertaken gruelling Tough Mudders, 
organised classical concerts, cake sales, a 
golfing	day	and	shaven	heads	to	name	just	a	
few to help raise funds.   

Money raised has already been put to use:  
a borehole has been drilled so the village 
has a second water pump.  The orphanage 
that was but a dream last September has 
been built up to roof height along with a 
nursery school.  I have just returned with 
the volunteer group of 21 young adults, 
who paid their own way to go over to 
Mkushi to spend two weeks making bricks, 
firing	them	and	then	laying	them,	to	see	
that Cameron’s legacy was completed.  

The aim, of course, is not to throw money 
at a far-off problem and then walk away;  
any initiative needs to be sustainable, 
not	a	short-term	fix.		Headmaster,	Tim	
Manly, has been unwavering in his support 
from the outset, having allowed over 

The children and the building during this Summer’s work

Work in progress on the Nursery

The 2017 working party
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600 mourners to attend St John’s Chapel on a school day, when over 150 military personnel formed a 
guard of honour that ran the length of the inner and outer quad.  He has encouraged me to run a biannual 
Sixth Form expedition to Zambia, starting next summer, so that more funds can be turned into bricks and 
mortar	assets	that	will	benefit	the	children	of	Mkushi.		We	are	now	planning	to	build	houses	that	can	be	
rented out to provide income towards the running of the school and orphanage.  We also need to raise 
funds for a wall, to make the site secure, and to provide a playground.  

Hurst College, driven by Housemistress Sarah Hyman and Fleur House, continue to organise the donation 
of clothes and school equipment and run fund-raising activities.  As a priority we require toys, games 
and books suitable for 5 to 6 year-olds for the nursery school, and toys for the orphanage.  In August 
I transported over 300 kg in 31 boxes with me, all donated by the Hurst community and, despite the 
logistical nightmare, I hope to be able to do the same again in 2018.  

Cam took every opportunity in life and aimed for excellence.  Making the most of what life offers us is 
surely what we all aspire to do, but imagine a life where opportunity is even less than a dream:  where your 
main concern is not education or employment but food and shelter and care.  

This is a real opportunity for anyone to get involved in helping to build something that will make a massive 
difference to some of the poorest children in the world.  This will enable many of them to attend school 
and	give	them	some	hope	of	a	fulfilled	future.		A	few	pounds	goes	a	surprisingly	long	way	in	Africa,	so	no	
matter how small a contribution may be, do not underestimate the power we have to make a positive 
change in the world.  

But	most	importantly	for	me,	this	is	my	final	gift	as	a	mother	to	my	beautiful	boy	Cameron.		Because	a	life	
that touches others goes on for ever.  

Amanda Jayne (Staff)
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What’s it like to travel the world in a £75 Skoda?What’s it like to travel the world in a £75 Skoda?
Max White (Star 2006-11) supplied the material from a press interview he gave as a result of his travels 
this year.   

The	traditional	first	day	of	term	essay	was	always	
“What I did in the holidays”!  The usual went to 
the seaside or slobbed around watching the box 
set of Friends took a slightly different turn for Max 
White and his friend Rich Matthews, who are both 
24.  They made the holidays last for a year and 
drove	round	the	world.		Being	flush	with	cash	they	
restricted themselves to a £75 Skoda bought off 
Gumtree and a £150 Nissan Micra!  These were 
wise choices as you will see.  

Max	pointed	out	that	they	had	already	done	the	Mongol	Rally,	where	you	have	to	find	the	cheapest	car	
available before heading off to Mongolia, and fell in love with whole idea.  So, why not give the whole world 
a go!  Politely put, the planning provided plenty of scope for improvisation;  the Skoda wasn’t bought until 
two weeks before departure, a few bucket-list countries to visit, two visas acquired and they were off!  Max 
said,  “Fixing up the Skoda wasn’t too challenging:  surprisingly, because it was so old it was easy.  It meant 
the parts were simple and, to be honest, it didn’t need much work.”  

The original plan involved just one car but they hadn’t catered for the enthusiasm and interest that they 
would create amongst friends and family.  This led to them buying the Micra and other cars also joined 
them en-route for parts of the journey, although the original two were the only ones that did the whole 
world.  There followed a journey of a lifetime with moments of joy and times of “what have we done?” in 
equal portions.  

Max reckoned that the most unnerving time, perhaps, came in Guatemala, where, after paying 10p, they 
settled down to camp close to a waterfall.  The peace of the evening was rudely interrupted by a passing 
pick-up truck with someone shooting a gun into the air.  At other times the elements presented real dangers.  
A huge pothole in a Russian road ruined a tyre.  They had no spares at that point.  The Siberian winter, 
not known for its balmy nights, was surrounding them with its icy grip and it was one moment when they 
wondered whether they should give up.  This was not because they felt they could not go on but on the 
grounds of safety.  Max thinks that the challenges brought new experiences and remarkable contacts with 
the locals.  At one point they were in the middle of the Kazakhstan desert and had not seen anyone for 
days.  They were following what they had christened “Fury Road” as it was honeycombed with potholes 
when they bounced and sliced through the oil tank.  Forced to push the car while the other vehicle went off 
in	search	of	assistance.		It	stumbled	on	an	oil	refinery!		The	locals	came	out	to	tow	them,	repairs	followed	
along with offers of camel’s milk, vodka and free oil.  Max explained that as the cars were so old they were 
easy either for themselves or local mechanics to repair using whatever parts were available.  In fact, he said, 
the cars were amazing as we really put them through it by taking “exciting routes” rather than main roads.  

He points out that even after 46 countries in 4 continents, mountains and deserts the cars are still drivable.  
And what comes next?  Naturally a double decker bus!  It’s the only way Max reckons as they created so 
much enthusiasm amongst friends it will make ideal accommodation!  The journey will be a charity run 
round Europe.  

https://exchange.hppc.co.uk/owa/redir.aspx?C=WH4j1XLCGvgB83S82lW5GYNwTGpdbp3KMiERbFwwz
GlL5aUHLRLVCA..&URL=http%3a%2f%2fwww.independent.co.uk%2ftravel%2fnews-and-advice%2ftravel-
around-world-skoda-felicia-estate-cheap-car-nissan-micra-car-drive-max-white-rich-matthews-a7885506.html

Material courtesy of The Independent  
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Travel FundTravel Fund

TRAVEL FUND GRANTS 2017
The Club has made the following grants from the Travel Fund for 2017  

in total these amount to £5,900

Jemima Henstridge-Blows (OJ) post grad Medical Elective, Samoa, 

James Hadfield (OJ) Rugby playing/coaching in New Zealand

Tom Wardill (OJ) post grad Medical Elective, Ethiopia/Uganda  

Ed Fairfax Wildlife conservation Borneo… 

Mimi Barker Wildlife conservation Borneo…

Felicity Gatton “Living with big cats” Wildlife project, South Africa 

Josephine Alexander ICS project in Napal 

Ben Rigby	 Volunteer	teaching	in	Ghana,	

Holly Holder English teaching assistant, India. 

Ali Crocker Gap year at Saint Kentigern College, 

Milly Jaffe Teaching programme and trekking in Napal 

Alex Bugler	 VSO	in	Tanzania

Reports from previous Travel Fund Award holders

Tom Wardill (Crescent 2009-11)

I am writing to convey my gratitude for the granting of a 2017 OJ travel bursary, which has enabled me to 
complete medical work in Uganda and Ethiopia over the past two months.  The period marked the end of 
my medical degree and precedes the beginning of postgraduate training as a Junior Doctor back in the UK.  
The money was put towards the purchase, and transport, of medical equipment and books out to the rural 
health	centre	in	South	Eastern	Uganda	in	which	my	five	colleagues	and	I	were	working.		

We arrived in Uganda at the end of March;  greeted by much fanfare due to the fact that there were no 
doctors for 100 km around, of which we were not informed when we applied!  The next month proved 
to be a test of both our knowledge and skill, and the amazing time that we spent there was unfortunately 
punctuated by moments of deep sadness.  One of the greatest challenges that we faced, which speaks to 
the way in which medicine is moving in the UK, was how to act without protocols to abide by and online 
references to corroborate our opinion.  We got through the month armed with a few tropical medicine 
handbooks from the UK and each other’s ‘second opinion’ upon which to rely.  Whilst this was fantastic 
in terms of improving our clinical acumen, witnessing the death of people, young and old, who wouldn’t 
have died in the UK due to better care and earlier presentation, was extremely tough.  One episode that 
will remain with me was the case of a 1-year-old girl who came in extremely malnourished and weighing 
only 3 kilos.  After attempting to refeed her for 24 hours she unfortunately died in my arms the next day, 
without her mother to hold her, or her father even present at the health centre.  This child’s tragic and 
preventable death highlighted for me the need for joined up and comprehensive efforts to increase aid that 
improves the social determinants of health as well as, and alongside, the more widely publicized efforts to 
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provide anti-malarial treatment and other medications.  At the risk of sounding contrived, the case of this 
little girl is certainly one that will govern work ethic and practice throughout my career, and in years to 
come, as we all strive to create equity and justice for these children.  

Following on from our month in Uganda, we travelled to Ethiopia where we worked as part of a busy 
paediatric team in a regional referral centre in Bahir Dar.  Whilst there was less responsibility on our 
shoulders here, we felt compelled to help as much as possible due to the incredibly long hours that the 
medical staff out there worked;  whilst doing so, we learnt a huge amount (the doctors were like walking 
textbooks!).  Whilst the ward structure and bureaucracy were much the same as in the NHS, the disease 
profile	was	extremely	different.		Conditions	such	as	rheumatic	fever	and	malaria	were	extremely	prevalent,	
and along with the sheer patient burden (lines of people 100 m long queuing outside A and E) provided 
some of the greatest challenges to care.  Ethiopia itself is a beautiful country, both in terms of the landscape 
and the populace.  Coming from the London underground in which it is almost considered a personal 
attack to talk to anyone, the people here were constantly inviting you to eat with them or to stop for a 
chat on the side of the road (often about the ins and outs of Brexit strangely).  We came to see Ethiopia as 
a home away from home by the end of the month.  

The people would certainly be my enduring memory from this trip:  whilst the sights were amazing and the 
landscape	magnificent,	the	people	made	the	trip	–	from	the	old	man	with	a	hernia	who	proceeded	to	teach	
me Ugandan whilst awaiting surgery, to the little girl who wet herself when she saw my white skin (we still 
managed to help her with her ear pain nonetheless).  The people that we met over the months and their 
kindness and hospitality was a fantastic advert for the humanity that we all share, irrespective of perceived 
differences,	and	I	think	corroborated	why	we	all	decided	to	pursue	this	profession	in	the	first	place.		

Thank you once again for your kind investment in our trip.  It really went a long way in aiding us in the 
achievement of our goals whilst out in Uganda.

Culture and language in Paris – Emily Tuson (Shield 2011-16)

During my Gap Year I was lucky enough to live in Paris for 3 months and study French, because of the 
help I received from the OJ Club.  I moved out on the 21st of January to live in a (very) small apartment 
in Neuilly sur Seine, which is an area in the west of Paris, and began my language course on the Monday.  
I completed the course with a school called Accord, having chosen them as I had studied at their sister 
school in Nice during my lower sixth French trip. 

Starting	the	course	I	was	completely	terrified.		I	had	studied	French	up	until	AS	level	but	realised	once	in	
Paris that I had forgotten the majority of what I had learnt!  I had also assumed that most of the people 
there would be English.  However, I didn’t meet another English person until my third week.  There was a 
different	combination	of	students	in	my	class	each	day,	from	countries	such	as	Brazil,	Russia,	Venezuela,	

Turkey and Holland.  Even though I didn’t become close friends 
with all the other students I met, I really enjoyed chatting to them 
during	breaks,	working	with	them	in	lessons	and	finding	out	about	
their different cultures and their lives in their home countries.  

The lessons were taught completely in French by a variety of 
teachers, and as I chose the afternoon course I was at school 
between 2 and 6.30 pm each weekday.  On Mondays and Fridays 
lessons were speaking-focused and Tuesday to Thursday we looked 
more at grammar and writing.  The lessons were invaluable, 
although living in France and immersing yourself in the way of life 
is a great way to improve your French, the lessons boosted my 
confidence	and	knowledge	so	much.	
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As I only had to be at school in the afternoon I used my mornings as 
an opportunity to explore Paris.  I will be studying History of Art at 
university in September and visiting galleries is my favourite thing.  It 
was amazing to have so many wonderful, interesting galleries on my 
doorstep in Paris.  My favourite gallery was the Musée Marmotton, a 
small gallery in the 16th arrondissement (or district) of Paris.  When 
Monet’s last descendant died, he donated the family’s whole 
collection of Monet’s work to the gallery.  The walls are completely 
covered in beautiful paintings of water lilies, sunsets and roses and it’s 
the calmest and most stunning place I’ve ever been.  My other 
favourite place was the Centre Georges Pompidou, a huge, very 
strange looking building that houses contemporary and modern art.  

I managed to visit it six times during my stay and wasn’t even put off by the 45-minute long queue to get in 
during the 40th birthday celebration weekend.  It’s fair to say I was slightly obsessed.  

That	queue	was	actually	nothing	though	compared	to	when	I	visited	Versailles.		I	went	for	a	day	trip	on	the	
first	sunny	day	of	the	year	with	my	English	friend	Theresa	who	I	met	at	the	language	school.		We	were	
somewhat tired from the previous Friday evening but she insisted we had to arrive early to avoid long 
queues.  We got there at quarter past ten and 
eventually made it into the palace at about twelve!  
The queue grew and grew after we joined it 
though so our early arrival wasn’t totally for 
nothing.  We had the most amazing day, exploring 
the incredible palace and learning about the 
history of France, completely stunned by the 
decadence, beauty and size of the place.  It was 
pretty mind blowing.  My favourite part though 
was lying by the river in the grounds, eating our 
picnic lunch, napping in the sun and reading. 
Without sounding too clichéd, I felt very 
Parisienne (although I probably looked like a 
complete tourist).  

I	made	great	friends	with	Theresa	and	two	other	girls,	Ella	who	is	also	English	and	Safia	who	is	Malaysian.		It	
was	so	nice	to	find	people	who	were	in	exactly	the	same	position	as	me,	living	in	a	foreign	country	and	
knowing	no	one.		We	constantly	spent	time	together	and	I	definitely	think	I	made	some	friends	for	life.		
One evening Theresa and I went down to the bank of the Seine next to Pont Neuf (the oldest bridge in 
Paris) and had a picnic surrounded by young Parisians.  Another night I hosted a wine and cheese night in 

my tiny apartment with everyone.  We also 
enjoyed going to an event called Mundo Lingo 
which was hosted weekly at a small bar, for 
people who want to practise speaking different 
languages.		You	are	given	stickers	of	flags	for	the	
languages you want to speak, making it easy to 
strike up conversation.  We were in a friendly 
setting but speaking in my not-so-perfect French 
to	a	total	stranger	was	pretty	scary.		It	definitely	
helped	improve	my	confidence	though,	
something that living in Paris alone also did. 

Before I moved to Paris I had little self-
confidence	and	I	got	very	nervous	in	social	



situations.  Living alone in Paris was an absolutely terrifying prospect but I am so, so happy I did it as it has 
helped	me	so	much	in	all	these	areas.		I	had	to	push	myself,	get	outside	my	comfort	zone	and	be	confident	
every day.  I also had to learn to live alone, support myself and be completely independent.  Doing all these 
things has changed me so much, for the better, I hope.  

When	I	finished	studying	at	the	Language	School	I	began	working	through	an	internship	at	a	French	Law	
firm,	which	I	managed	to	obtain	through	the	help	of	one	of	my	mum’s	best	friends	who	is	a	partner	there.		
Starting	at	the	Law	firm	was	almost	as	nerve-wracking	as	arriving	in	Paris	but	I	was	welcomed	with	open	
arms by the other interns.  They all took me under their wing and I went out for lunch and coffee breaks 
with them every day, both amazing opportunities to practise my French.  They were very kind and 
determined to help me improve my language skills, for which I am most grateful.  My main job was to 
re-translate	the	English	version	of	the	firm’s	website	and	then	also	carry	out	smaller	translation	tasks	for	
the lawyers.  My favourite part of working there though was the “Croissant Club!” which happened every 

Friday morning.  This involved an employee bringing in a breakfast 
of	croissants,	pastries	and	baguette	for	the	whole	office	and	was	a	
great opportunity to chat to the (slightly intimidating) lawyers in an 
informal setting whilst enjoying some delicious food.  

Without a doubt one of the things I miss the most about Paris is 
the food – nothing can match the satisfaction of buying a freshly 
baked baguette!  I also miss the friendly owners of the corner 
shop where I went for my groceries, who gave me a bag of oranges 
for free when I was feeling under the weather, the simple pleasure 
of sitting down for a cup of coffee on a café terrace and people 
watching and just the complete beauty of the city – the gorgeous 
old buildings, the tree lined streets and of course getting to see the 
Eiffel Tower every day.  Living in Paris was the best thing I have ever 
done and the most amazing three months of my life and I cannot 
thank the OJ Club enough for helping me turn my dream of living 
there into a reality.  

Jonty Jenner (Star 2014-16) – Cricket in Cape Town

Jonty Jenner recently returned after a highly successful tour to Cape Town with the Sussex County Cricket 
Academy and Development squad.  

He was selected as captain of the side for 5 of the 7 games played on the trip, which were mainly against 
Western Province Academy players – who were typically aged 18-23 as against the Sussex team mainly 
made	up	of	16-18	year	olds.		The	Sussex	outfit	included	promising	18	year	old	Tom	Haines,	William	Collard,	
Ross Whyte and Josh Wood, all of whom attend the College.  

Jonty had immediate success, top-scoring with 81 against club side St Augustines as Sussex started their 
tour with a convincing 140 run win having rattled up 299 in their 50 overs.  The remaining games resulted 
in losses against very strong opposition.  Jonty again top-scored with an aggressive 58.  However his 
personal	highlight	came	at	the	superb	Vineyard	Oval	ground	under	Table	Mountain.		The	innings	included	
some incredible striking from Jonty who went on to reach his personal milestone of 100 off just 64 balls 
with 20 boundaries.  The tour was a great personal success for Jonty, who received excellent feedback 
from the coaching staff, and made a considerable impact on the opposition South African players and 
coaches too.

His	performances	both	on	and	off	the	field	encouraged	Chris	Nash	to	look	into	the	possibility	of	Jonty	
returning to the Cape in January as an “Overseas Player” for Cape Town CC.  He travelled out in early 
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January for 3 months to play for Cape Town and to undertake specialised one-on-one coaching with one of 
the leading world batting coaches Gary Kirsten.  

A	final	word	however	must	go	to	the	Old	Hurst	Johnian	Travel	Fund	who	kindly	gave	Jonty	a	generous	
amount	of	money	that	went	towards	the	trip	and	allowed	him	to	embrace	the	magnificent	culture	of	Africa.		
Not only this, but it also allowed him the opportunity to go and be noticed, hence the further exciting 
challenge at the beginning of 2017.  In the words of Jonty:  ‘The money granted to me by the fund allowed 
me to go out to South Africa and experience a fantastic country and play a very high level of cricket, and 
for this I am very grateful.   I would encourage any school leavers to apply for the fund as it certainly can 
help career aspirations.’  

Solo Across Russia in Winter – David Bagnall (Crescent 2011-16)  

I travelled the width of Russia in winter along the trans-Siberian railway so that I may see for myself, 
without the obstruction of potentially bias or prejudice in the media, what the country was truly like and 
the opinions of locals on Russia’s interventions globally.  My trip was not characterised by any great deeds 
of orphanage work or building a school but rather by the people who I had the good fortune and pleasure 
to meet and talk to.  Starting my journey in St Petersburg and travelling on the trans-Siberian railway 
through	a	number	of	cities	(Moscow,	Yekaterinburg,	Novosibirsk	and	Irkutsk)	to	finally	end	in	Vladivostok	
enabled me to see and understand the difference between east and west Russia and how this affected the 
people in the regions before mentioned.  

Upon my arrival into St Petersburg the temperature difference was instantly apparent at a warm –7°C 
with	grit	firmly	on	the	ground.		Another	thing	that	was	swiftly	noticed	was	the	flags	on	roundabouts	and	
state	buildings;		not	only	was	there	the	Russian	Federation	flag	but	also	a	flag,	in	equal	size	and	quantity,	of	
red	brandishing	the	hammer	and	sickle	of	Russia’s	communist	past.		This	flag	also	had	a	sentence	in	Russian	
and a number on it.  However, I believe this is not in condemnation as it would be ill placed next to the 
Russian	flag.		The	streets	were	cleared	of	any	snow	and	ice	which	was	disposed	in	parks	mostly	but	off	
the streets none the less.  I came across the Church of the Saviour on Blood which was naturally adorned 
with the great gold and spiralled onion domes which characterize Russian orthodox churches.  It had been 
created by Alexander III and dedicated to his father (Alexander II) with the interior lined with mosaics of 
biblical scenes, yet at the rise of the USSR it had been stripped of all its value and vandalized in the Soviet 
attempts to remove the religious opiate from the nation.  It was here that I realized how much the new 
Russian Federation must have spent on the restoration of churches and other sacred areas.  This is easily 
seen throughout the country in the splendour of these buildings in relation to their decrepit past.  More 
surprising	than	the	earlier	sightings	of	the	red	and	yellow	flags	was	the	numerous	stores	found	lining	the	
walkways under the roads selling Stalin’s portrait or mugs displaying CCCP (USSR) or the hammer and 
sickle.  The extent of my surprise was perhaps not due to the act itself but rather the reasons behind 
the	act.		Combined	with	the	earlier	flags	I	questioned	myself	on	whether	a	sense	of	reminiscent	lust	for	
previous times had swept over the people of St Petersburg.  Perhaps, yet it may simply be the product of 
eager tourists willing to buy anything that symbolizes the heart of revolution, which the city represents, 
and sellers simply wishing to keep warm and fed.  Either way it encapsulates the social landscape of the city 
in that, at the very least, people potentially forsake hard-felt ideals to maintain their existence or simply 
that, like a hundred years ago, disparities in wealth and power have grown so grand to bear the fruits of 
communist ideology returning to the forefront of the average person’s mind.  The century-old comparison 
to the city today was soon seen, after a while of sheet ice paths and frozen canals thick enough for people 
to comfortably walk across, in the form of the grand winter palace where the last Tsars resided in some 
of their last days whilst they still held the title.  The building itself was no different from many European 
styled great houses, but the interior was something else to behold.  Characterized by its lavish panelling of 
malachite or gold leaf along with numerous throne rooms, each for their own purpose, bearing patterned 
wooden	floors	with	rows	of	chandeliers	and	other	decorations,	it	was	clear	to	see	why,	in	1917,	with	
disparities	overflowing,	the	palace	was	sieged	and	the	politicians	seeking	refuge	arrested.		
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Following the thoughts arising from the underground stores and winter palace I made a point to search 
for	the	current	in	balance	in	distribution	of	wealth	and	quality	of	life.		At	first	it	was	seemingly	hard	to	find;		
with no immediate accounts of homelessness or beggars like we see around the world, I wondered if it 
was simply too cold to beg on the streets in (by this time) -10° although simultaneously pondered where 
they	would	go	as	the	heated	underground	passages	were	also	uninhabited.		Although	initially	hard	to	find	
anybody positioned in clear poverty it was painfully obvious to see the immense wealth of people walking 
(after they had been dropped off out of cars next to their destination) the streets, tailored suits, hats and 
coats of opulent fur topped with stoned earrings and exotic handbags for women.  After observing this 
indication	of	affluence	I	saw	the	opposite,	a	man,	withered	by	the	harsh	winters	and	long	summers	with	
seemingly	naught	but	a	grit	covered	grey	blanket	and	an	insufficient	woollen	coat	and	hat,	huddled	on	the	
pavement side.  Unfazed by the fact he had, from what I could tell, frozen to the ground, he held his cup out 
firmly	with	no	signs	of	expectation	in	his	eyes	and	no	words	in	his	mouth.		The	fur	coated	men	and	women	
kept a straight gaze forward without any acknowledgment of the man’s existence whilst he sat there;  those 
who did notice him diverted attention their only enough to make their aim into the cup true, still both 
parties’ lips were sealed.  It soon became visible that he was not a one-off depiction of injustice but rather 
one of many, although none displayed themselves in quite the raw way that he had.  

After speaking to some of the people from the hostel, almost all from Russia, I understood that English 
really wasn’t a spoken language in this part of the world, or at least not as much as in other nations such as 
France or Germany.  This was enforced when a vast majority of the people I spoke to had never left the 
country bar going to see relatives in one of the old USSR block nations such as Ukraine.  Some of the 
residents with more delicate English tongues pointed me in the direction of the state historical political 
museum	where	Lenin	used	to	have	an	office	upon	returning	from	his	exile	in	1917.		Whilst	walking	in	its	
direction and crossing the fully frozen estuary I realized a huge armed police and military presence;  not all 
the	military	presence	was	armed,	but	definitely	intended	to	be	visible,	as	columns	of	new	recruits	and	
grown men marched down the streets and pavements forcing the original occupants to hurry to the side.  
The police presence continued throughout all the cities I went to whereas the military remained mostly 
void.		In	the	museum	there	was	documentation	of	most	things	significant	which	had	occurred	politically	in	
the last 200 or so years.  This naturally included the fall of the Tsars and the subsequent rise of the USSR;  
however, the most interesting of all was the portrayal of the Second World War.  An entire wall was 
dedicated to the 4 year event although the majority of the wall was covered by a projection of waves 
rolling over a beach of large uneroded rocks.  On the far right of the wall a plaque of information read 
along the lines of “The USSR and Germany entered a non-aggression pact … later on that year the USSR 
came	to	own	a	significant	portion	of	Poland…”	already	the	lack	in	information	is	abundant,	the	Ribbentrop-
Molotov pact was brushed over without any mention of the technology sharing or material transports 
which	occurred;		furthermore	the	plaque	was	flawed	due	to	no	real	explanation	of	how	Poland	was	wiped	
off the map or why they had spontaneously swallowed a large portion of it.  Across the other side of the 
10-metre wall there was another plaque which stated, in rough terms “in 1941 Nazi Germany betrayed its 
agreement and invaded … through strong leadership the enemy was defeated and parades were held in 
Berlin	…	subsequently	the	USSR	expanded	to	annex	a	significant	portion	of	eastern	Europe”	–	
astonishingly no mention of the casualties that both sides suffered nor any notion of international 
co-operation was uttered, despite all sides heavily relying on its allies to provide support.  This insight into 
the Russian depiction of WW2 presented the idea that nationalism had remained strong after the fall of 
Stalinist USSR and freedom of information was still not necessarily put into full effect.  As the museum was 
a supposed documentation of all political accounts from over the last 200 years I found it surprising that 
the only information displayed on their current president, Putin, was his acceptance/new year’s speech on 
the day Yeltsin transferred presidential power over to him.  This removal of 17 years of information was 
immense and not a one-off occurrence, as in no other museum across the country could those years be 
found.  The removal of information could be the cause of it simply not being allowed to present it or the 
museums (due to private ownership) feared closure if sensitive information or an unfavourable portrayal of 
the government was introduced causing the potential for instability in the nation.  Both of these causes 
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raise questions of Russia’s justice system and the levels of 
potential state bribery or simply authoritarian mentality.  This 
information void, combined with the heavy representation of 
authority in the form of military and police presence, and later 
encounters with people in the country, caused me to simply 
believe that fear, corruption and lack of freedom of information 
lead to the 17 year gap on Putin and the world war.  I would later 
find	more	miscarriages	of	truth	about	other	areas	of	Russian	
history in the old strongholds of Soviet development. 

The train journey to Moscow was a mere 3 hours with few 
stops,	the	landscape	was	flat	and	white	with	the	occasional	
patch of trees that had naturally been stripped of all leaves and 
instead were laden with layers of snow.  Slightly more commonly 
seen than trees were great factories or industrial complexes 
which plumed dire towers of pollution high into the sky, these 
were often surrounded by towns or at least indicated their 
close proximity.  Arriving in Moscow resembled my arrival in 

St Petersburg in terms of heat (–10°C approximately), however here there was no prominent revitalization 
of communist Russia but rather its remnants in the form of stone emblems built into the train stations 
walls, perhaps they didn’t remove them because it would simply cost too much on a national scale.  It was 
here in Moscow that I realized the old prestige and scale that Tsarist Russia held which has been carried 
through, to an extent in terms of the size of the region, to this day.  This is seen in the monument of Peter 
the Great, this colossal statue of 98 metres high depicts Peter the Great (Emperor of Russia) upon a war 
boat at the helm holding a parchment, presumably a map, outstretched towards the sky.  The boat that he 
stands on is itself lifted by a geyser-like fountain of water which also has several boats incorporated into it.  
Such a statue surrounded by the ice and chilling winds rising off the Moskva River is something to behold.  
This	is	similarly	represented	in	the	Red	Square,	its	fortified	gates	piercing	the	sky	with	a	red	star	from	
its	soviet	past.		However,	upon	entering	the	Troitskaya	gate	I	was	flanked	on	my	left	by	over	800	cannons	
from the previous Tsarist wars in and around the Napoleonic era.  The barrels, covered in snow, stacked 
upon one another served as a greeting and display of past prestige once again.  I thought it sad that the 
easiest way to show power and prestige was through old depictions of death and ruin, which had been 
represented in both the Red Square and the statue.  Moving into cathedral square caused slight confusion 
to me as previously in St Petersburg.  It had been made very clear that the churches had been stripped 
officially	and	vandalized,	yet	cathedral	square	was	completely	untouched	and	had	original	carvings	and	
orthodox paintings.  I had clearly expected the cathedrals within the square to have suffered a similar fate 
yet	instead	they	had	been	preserved,	a	strange	fact	when	the	official	address	of	the	Soviet	government	and	
with Lenin being buried no more than about 300 m away, was also the address of 7 places of worship or 
areas linked with the church.  Although different cities with over 700 km between one another, Moscow and 
St Petersburg had very limited differences, both with extraordinary wealth and crippling poverty as well, 
both enjoying (depending on who you are) business investment and development whilst still maintaining 
their imperial past in central business design.  The main difference between the two cities was simply that 
Moscow also focused on the public displays of military and past “empire” status.  Note:  none of these 
displays had any mention or recognition of the vast majority of their empire … Siberia.  

My	journey	to	Yekaterinburg	was	again	characterized	by	1417	km	of	flat	land	and	similar	landscapes,	
however this time taking a day to reach my destination, a day with nobody in the compartment and what’s 
more a complete absence of English speakers on the train bar one (another passenger) who the carriage 
attendant searched for after discovering that I spoke very little Russian so that she may be translated 
whilst explaining the order of business along the journey regarding meals etc.  The train made many stops 
of varying lengths depending on the importance of the towns, cities or villages.  Although the total number 
of	towns	etc	seen	was	more	than	that	of	the	first	train	journey	it	was	evident	that	the	land	became	
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considerably more sparsely populated the further one travelled from Moscow, with more and more of the 
settlements passed being fully rural houses made from wood in a more traditional fashion.  Upon reaching 
Yekaterinburg I instantly recognized a difference in the city compared to its western comparisons.  Here 
only the roads had thoroughly been cleaned of ice and snow whereas the paths had been brushed over 
and often contained large areas of pure ice;  furthermore there were no great 19th century European style 
buildings or lit hotel fronts with neon lights, only the station lights and colours provided relief from the 
darkness of the night.  The few modern buildings that there are in the city were scattered as if somebody 
had thrown dice onto a map roughly around the old industrial zones which aided the exploitation of the 
Ural deposits.  It was on this same night that I was introduced to the wonders of Russian taxi drivers;  we 
were	caught	in	traffic	not	long	after	I’d	got	in	and	so,	with	striking	initiative,	he	made	use	of	the	fully-in-
use tram lines.  Indeed the journey was made quicker but so was my heart rate.  The driver found this 
quite amusing and giggled Russian in my direction.  The city was enshrouded by a grey cloud of pending 
snow, which arrived the next day, but barely enough to dust the pavements or, where I noticed it, Lenin’s 
shoulders.  He stood tall with arm outstretched as if mid speech;  his statue had clearly been cleaned of 
any previous snow as the morning snow was all that lay upon him, an interesting contrast to the building 
of the “church on the blood” which lay above the Romanov death site no more than a kilometre away.  
Lenin stood opposite a metro station which had also, similar to the Red Square, pierced the sky with the 
crimson star.  Another opposing structure to Lenin was the Yeltsin museum, opened after his retirement 
and proclamation that Putin would be the heir to Russia.  Despite being opened well after his career 
had ended the museum still claimed that Yeltsin achieved the progression from communism to capitalism 
without	economic	decline	or	military	led	opposition	which	was	an	absurd	statement,	as	they	later	clarified	
in their documentation of two military coups and Yeltsin’s speech from the tank whilst also mentioning the 
uprising in Chechnya, I count this to be a military encounter on a large scale.  What was no surprise again 
was the cut off of any information regarding Putin.  Understandably information would be far less than 
that on Yeltsin;  however, you would expect his successor to have more mention than simply a video of his 
1999 new year’s speech.  This persistent understatement of events that shaped the nation and removal of 
any material regarding Putin reinforces what I thought in St Petersburg and was one of the only things that 
remained consistent throughout all of Russia.  On my return to the station I walked over the city pond, this 
part of Russia was far colder meaning that when I walked over I did not walk on the ice which had formed 
out of water from the pond itself but rather the snow that had frozen above it, unlike the black and white 
scarred rivers of Moscow and St Petersburg.

Novosibirsk, the proclaimed capital of Siberia, was treated like nothing more than a large village.  Here the 
only the roads were cleared of ice and snow, although there were frequent areas that had been missed in 
the clearance.  The snow that had been cleared from the roads was dumped on the pavements, showing a 
disregard	for	what	was	not	entirely	necessary.		This	city	was	truly	bleak,	old	Soviet	bloc	flats	rose	solemnly	
into the sky and what seemed to be a school had moulded panelling falling off the outer walls, here I saw 
no colours save the station again.  The grey buildings and frozen river were naturally complemented by the 
belching factories upon the horizon of the city.  They only added to the desolate atmosphere that 
surrounded the city.  What was more surprising than the cities appearance was that it had the least 
investment of any kind out of all the other Siberian cities despite being the largest of them.  Business did 
not	flow	in	the	area	other	than	family-run	coffee	shops	or	snack	bars	creating	no	economy	in	the	region,	
and a low quality of life for its inhabitants.  This meant that the difference in wealth was visibly non-existent 
unlike St Petersburg or Moscow.  However, again I could not believe a city of this size contained no 
absolute poverty, yet unlike the afore mentioned cities, it was too cold here with a constant temperature of 
–20˚C	leaving	no	possibility	of	people	surviving	outside.		Entering	shops	here	was	different,	everything	was	
locked behind the counter or in controlled fridges that would be unlocked by an assistant.  The levels of 
theft and crime in the area must relate to this as a personal shop assistant was assigned to almost 
everybody in each store in case of potential theft.  Nobody touched or showed any sign of anything 
valuable until the moment payment was asked, and even then it was a glimpse.  Nobody walked with 
phones	out,	only	the	older	women	of	the	city	seemed	to	walk	alone	in	defiance	of	both	the	cold	and	
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potential adversaries.  Here in Novosibirsk it was once again 
made abundantly clear that English is not a widely spoken 
language beyond the densely populated and European west, even 
those who worked at the hostel, people who had potentially the 
greatest need for the language spoke little more than a few 
words.  I had travelled to Russia in winter to understand the 
unglorified	side	of	cities	and	life	that	people	would	live	through	to	
see how the nation was different from media representation, and 
certainly in Novosibirsk this was made all too evident in the 
aesthetic of the city and its time capsule from the Soviet era.  
Another indication of the city’s poverty was the necessity for 
women to work in physically demanding jobs;  in other areas of 
the country women would often be fully supported by husbands 
or, if from an average family, take a less intensive job;  however, 
here women were pushed to work as snow shovellers or icicle 
removers from buildings, which in previous cities had been a 
male preserve.  

The entrance into Irkutsk was interesting as the city felt mismatched in terms of design.  It contained a 
decent spread of old 19th century Russian buildings and layout which was quite opposed to the previous 
two Siberian cities;  however, surrounding the centre sprouted similar buildings to that in Novosibirsk.  
The reason for the European style of city, is due Irkutsk being the exile destination of the Decembrist 
revolutionaries who had revolted in 1825 against Tsar Nicholas I.  It is said they attained the money through 
their wives to build such buildings and places of entertainment as the city had none prior to the event, 
showing once again how the east bore no wealth despite Irkutsk being a prominent trading area for furs as 
they would have most likely been shipped back west to the golden city of Moscow.  After going down the 
main street and passing constant statues of Lenin many with wreaths or roses laid at his feet, I came across 
the statue of Tsar Alexander III who was the only tsar to ever visit Siberia, once again showing the regions 
neglect.  It was a replica of the 1904 original yet people showed it no love as remnants of bird faeces stained 
his forehead and face as if he wept for his deceased descendants and the love for the man that did it.  This 
was the last statue or mention of the Tsars that I saw on my journey.  It seemed that as wealth declined 
so did people’s old loyalties to the Tsars which is of no surprise.  What did surprise me though was the 
outcome of my conversations in Irkutsk, which circulated around the Russian political landscape of Crimea 
and	Putin	in	general.		I	was	lucky	to	find	a	Russian	woman	who	could	speak	very	good	English	and	was	not	
so much older than me.  Upon my mention of Putin and my question of her opinion on him, there was no 
hesitation in her public rejection of him and spitting remarks.  I asked why he had earned no respect from 
her and she simply said to look around.  We were in an Irish pub which had been recently renovated but 
she had meant outside where people didn’t walk alone and the buildings were crumbling away.  She said 
that he had caused the conditions for her to receive 1000 roubles (about £13) for a full 24 hours of work 
making for about 54p an hour.  She also pointed out that the young bartender had been recently beaten for 
an	insignificant	mistake	and	was	still	heavily	bruised.		I	took	her	point	and	asked	about	Crimea	and	what	she	
thought of it all.  She leant back in her chair and claimed that Putin had given them a type of referendum on 
whether they wanted to remain with Ukraine or join Russia once more.  Naturally the people voted to join 
Russia and so it occurred.  I mentioned about the “slight” military enforcement, to which she replied that 
Ukraine	didn’t	put	up	a	fight	and	therefore	they	can’t	have	wanted	it	that	much	in	the	first	place.		I	was	not	
there to argue and so moved on to the pro-Russian rebels in Ukraine to see what thoughts lay on this topic.  
She	said	that	they	were	fighting	for	freedom	and	that	they	held	every	right	to	do	so	and	that	the	oppression	
from	Ukraine	was	too	great	and	independence	for	the	rebels	is	justified.		I	understood	what	she	said	but,	
in	an	attempt	to	ask	more,	became	too	bold,	maybe	it	was	my	confidence	or	just	slight	frustration	that	
provoked me to state such a thing but a grave statement none the less, I asked why, if in her eyes the pro-
Russian rebels in Ukraine had the right to be independent and if they should be independent, is Chechnya 
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not independent for their same struggle. The room was full of people all who had been talking yet upon my 
mention of Chechnya silence penetrated the room and eyes moved from their tables onto mine or rather 
me.  Moments passed before I bought the room drinks in my best Russian and conversation started again.  
I had got my answer in one way or another and felt it high time to leave.  On the walk home I pondered 
the difference between our media and further thought how much we had been told in comparison to the 
Russians about Ukraine and why either source, with unimaginable bias, could be trusted.  

Embarking on the longest train journey of all I managed to see the extent of Lake Baikal which lay just 
south east of Irkutsk.  The immense body of frozen water stretched further than I could see and was 
covered in perfectly untouched snow on its southern banks.  This displayed the huge extent of the country 
as	it	was	a	mere	speck	on	the	map	yet	took	hours	to	circle	on	my	way	to	Vladivostok.		The	three	day	

journey	was	passed	by	watching	old	perestroika	films	which	
were almost all silent and comedic, similar to Mr Bean, but 
also, more interestingly, talking to those who entered the 
train.  Many on the journey came from the small rural villages 
and were amazed that I had travelled so far.  I say I spoke to 
them	but	it	was	more	drawing	maps	and	stick	figures	to	
explain where I came from and what I was doing, in exchange 
for my information they insisted on showing me all of their 
greatest videos on their phones, which were often mutilated 
cars that they had Frankensteined together and then racing 
them	or	showing	how	much	fish	they	caught.		It	showed	how	
different rural Russia was to even the cities in the region let 
alone	the	west	or	England.		Upon	my	arrival	into	Vladivostok	
I instantly realized that I had entered a major naval port with 
destroyers lurking beneath a vast bridge and naval personnel 
marching the streets carrying out their duties.  Although naval 
personnel and a large number of people resided here, 
including a large population of Koreans, the city was battered 
and, due to the warmer climate and sea breeze, beggars and 
the	homeless	roamed	the	streets	often	fighting	one	another	

which provoked a large police presence which matched only Moscow.  Reaching the hostel I was instantly 
ambushed after I had given away my nationality.  Apparently it was very uncommon to have a “westerner” 
in their city and so people wished me to tell them about life at home and how I came to be there.  This 
group of people was soon increased to parents bringing their children to see the western spectacle that 
was me.  In repayment for my exceptionally minor “service” I was treated to meals, drinks and a full tour of 
the city including Russky Island which formally defended the port in the Second World War.  The kindness 
of these people was overwhelming especially as I discovered all were either unemployed or barely 
managing.		This	I	thought	was	the	saddest	of	all	as	two	of	the	five	people	were	fully	qualified	engineers	and	
the other three had very respectable degrees.  It was as if they had been cast aside.  I asked them what they 
thought of Russia and its government to which one replied “The government paints a fairy tale… yet we do 
not live in a fairy tale and we all see right through it.”  Towards the end of my stay they took me to a 
southern limb of the city which outstretched into the sea and pointed in the direction of faint lights to the 
south.  Here they told me of the closed military city that was banned from both tourist and public access 
and	that	those	who	lived	there	could	not	leave	other	than	to	attend	the	Vladivostok	University.		A	man	who	
had been there whilst in the army described the city.  It seemed much like Novosibirsk and he showed no 
love for it in his tone.  We stood for a while longer before departing.  Russia had come a long way in its 
removal of its Stalinist past yet clearly their journey has not yet ended.  

The difference between the west and the east had been immense, from St Petersburg and Moscow where 
men	and	women	had	wealth	beyond	compare	whilst	people	froze	in	the	streets,	to	Vladivostok	where	
even those with high levels of education scraped the barrel to survive.  This gradual decline of regional 
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wealth correlated with the support or general treatment in depictions of Communism in the form of Lenin 
and the reduction of Tsarist memorials or statues.  Also how the number of English speakers declined 
drastically the further east you went along with the increase in crime rate and visible change in social 
interactions with store keepers.  However not all things were reversed in the east, people still had kindness 
beyond their ability in the west and the persistent lack of free information was present throughout the 
nation.  I do not wish to claim that Russia is a land in chains beyond any other nation in this world or even 
us, simply that compared to us Russia has essentially removed 17 years of political information.  Here in 
the UK I’m sure areas are withheld from our knowledge but not knowingly to this extent.  Finally it is the 
Russian people’s love for the Russian nation and their constant struggle for freedom and development 
independent of what the government may say that is the main thing that I have taken from this journey.  I 
thank the Old Johnian Travel Fund greatly as without their support, my journey and realizations along the 
way	would	have	been	hindered	significantly.		

A Sporting Year in Western Australia – Megan Edwards (Shield 2008-13) 

Having been given the opportunity to take undertake a year-long internship as part of my Sports Science 
degree I was fortunate enough to work with the Super Rugby team the Western Force as a Strength and 
Conditioning coach and Sports Massage therapist.  After a month travelling in Asia I arrived in Perth in mid-
September and began working straight away.  I combined my internship year with a hockey season in Perth 
and was fortunate enough to live with a lovely family from my club, YMCC.  

From October to February the Force were in pre-season 
training in preparation for the upcoming Super Rugby 
season.  The days were long, working from 6.30am-6pm 
some days but it was incredibly rewarding and I learnt 
a vast amount.  In January, we travelled as a squad down 
south to Bussleton to undertake some community visits 
and play a trial game which was a great experience.  A 
few days back at home and I was packing my bags again 
to head to the East coast with the squad.  We spent a few 
days on the Gold Coast training in the lead up to a trial 
game against another Super Rugby team the Melbourne 
Rebels.  Then we headed to Brisbane for the Brisbane 
Global 10s tournament which was one of the highlights of 
my trip.  Teams from all over the world came to compete 
in this tournament and there was a great atmosphere.  
In late February the season kicked off and it was an 
incredibly busy time all the way through to July.  Once the 
season was over I was able to travel East to Sydney for a 
few days as well as exploring more of Western Australia. 

Playing a hockey season abroad has been something I 
have always wanted to do and being in Australia was the 

perfect	opportunity.		It	was	my	first	opportunity	to	coach	my	own	team	for	the	season	as	well	as	develop	
my skills as an umpire!  

I	will	now	head	back	to	the	UK	in	September	to	finish	my	last	year	of	my	Sports	Science	degree	having	
gained so much invaluable knowledge but also having had the most incredible life experience.  I would like 
to	thank	the	OJ	travel	fund	for	supporting	me	on	this	trip,	the	money	donated	was	hugely	beneficial	when	
it came to travel costs.  



Meandering through Asia – George Axton (Crescent 2011-16)

I guess the aim here is for some vague retelling of the events that the money, kindly donated by the OJ 
Club, helped to allow.  I might even attempt some vaguely profound statement of what it taught me, though 
this will either be pretentious or obscenely obvious;  I scarcely dabble in between.  

Right,	so	…	I	mean	I	nailed	the	stereotype	on	this	one:		I	ended	up	back-packing	through	Thailand,	Vietnam,	
Cambodia and Laos (not the route I expected I’d take or even the countries I thought I’d visit when I 
stepped	beyond	the	security	gates	at	Heathrow	waving	to	my	weeping	Mum).		The	flight	itself	was	turbulent	
and	I	essentially	spent	the	14	hour	first	shift	to	Hong	Kong	stressing	and	cursing	my	past	self	for	the	blasé	
manner	in	which	I	just	assumed	I	could	totally	live	on	my	own	for	five	months	and	somehow	not	die.		

My	first	night	was,	frankly,	disastrous.		Having	already	been	ripped	off	by	a	taxi	driver	from	Bangkok	airport,	
I proceeded (having dodged the absolute maniacs on the road) to my hostel.  It contained one other 
person.  She was Thai.  No English was spoken.  After genuinely attempting to cross the same road for at 
least	five	minutes,	I	accepted	that	it	was	simply	not	an	option	in	this	country.		Luckily	I	found	a	street-food	
restaurant on my side, which I promptly brought to a complete standstill as the entire family that ran it 
tried to understand what I wanted, with precisely zero mutual vocabulary.  This level of social anxiety was 
unlike anything I’d ever discovered before and the only thing that made me sweat more was the malicious 
amount of chili they chucked in the soup.  

From here on the trip perked up – I remember to ask for the meter in the TAXI to the airport and am 
then whisked, via the wonders of aviation, to the North-East of Thailand, where I am searching for ‘a large 
boy’ when I get through arrivals.  Despite the obviously watertight plan, there are several moments where 
I see quite a fair number of ‘large boys’ at which I am gently panicking.  However, being one of about four 
foreigners on the plane, and the only one who very apparently has no clue what is happening, my boy 
comes to my rescue with a proffered handshake and some slightly suspect English.  

The two months I spent living and ‘working’ in two tiny, rural villages in the Isaan region were, by some 
distance, the best part of my trip.  Here I attempted to teach English at the incredible Sarnelli House;  an 
orphanage dedicated to helping kids in need (a large percentage of whom carry the AIDS virus), particularly 
in	the	north	east	of	Thailand,	but	also	from	as	far	afield	as	Laos.	  

Every day there was special in a 
way that no one reading this will 
be able to appreciate;  every day 
was special because of the 
people I met and befriended.  I 
hope anyone reading this can 
garner some sort of curiosity as 
to creating their own version of 
this as I cannot relay strongly 
enough that this was the 
cornerstone of my trip.  
Whether it was football in forty 
degrees, swimming in the 
Mekong in week two, managing 
to teach a class only ‘we don’t 
like Chelsea’ or letting them cut 
my hair;  every memory is 
meaningful in relation to the 
kids and adults who were there 
with me.  By the end Sarnelli House

“We don’t like Chelsea or the haircut!”
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I possessed enough basic Thai to hold conversations with the kids and 
I’m still in contact with them through the magic of the internet.  I can’t 
wait to go back and see them all again.

Having met up with the Hurst legend that is Joe Pollecutt, we headed 
to	Vietnam,	via	North-West	Thailand	and,	for	me,	a	brief	overnight	stay	
on an airport bench.  We messed around in the mountains for a long 
time, but travelling here was tricky without any way of talking to locals 
who didn’t speak English.  As we wandered southwards down the 
coast, we found out more and more about the local culture, 
particularly	when	the	moonshine	started	flowing.		Unfortunately	I	ran	
out of time on my visa for this wonderful country so will have to 
return another time;  from here I moved onto Cambodia (and Joe left 
for Thailand) where I split myself between lying in a hammock, 
contemplating the oneness of it all;  cycling round ancient temples;  
and examining the tortuous recent history of the country.  After this, 
a week of bobbing around Thai islands was succeeded by a return to 
Sarnelli.  The welcome back was amazing and the kids were hilarious.  

From its position by the border, I sprung 
into Laos where I experienced more 
tragic	effects	of	the	Vietnamese	War,	but	
also extraordinarily happy people and 
more stunning towns and cities.  

My	third	and	final	arrival	at	Sarnelli	was,	
again, joyous, but this time tinged with 
sadness as I knew there was no way to 
return easily.  I said goodbye with a 
heavy heart and cannot wait to go back 
there.  In terms of lessons learnt, I’d say 
I was quite minimal.  I was aware of the 
poverty and inequality in this world 
already and have previously exposed 
myself to it.  Neither did I really learn 
who I was – again I felt fairly sure prior 
to the trip.  What I gained was a love for 

a place and for the Sarnelli family and 
quite frankly dangerous amounts of 
self-belief.		I	survived	for	five	months	off	
my own back, probably three and a half of 
those were on my own.  I am less aware 
of how my actions may be seen by others 
and more aware of simply my actions.  
Also,	highly	important	to	me,	I	spent	five	
months happy.  Not always ecstatic, but 
happy.  And for this last reason alone, I’d 
recommend what I did to anyone.  

I’d like to thank those who helped me get 
out there, the OJs, those foolish enough 
to employ me and, of course, the parents.

Exploring!

Meandering through Asia – George Axton (Crescent 2011-16)

I guess the aim here is for some vague retelling of the events that the money, kindly donated by the OJ 
Club, helped to allow.  I might even attempt some vaguely profound statement of what it taught me, though 
this will either be pretentious or obscenely obvious;  I scarcely dabble in between.  

Right,	so	…	I	mean	I	nailed	the	stereotype	on	this	one:		I	ended	up	back-packing	through	Thailand,	Vietnam,	
Cambodia and Laos (not the route I expected I’d take or even the countries I thought I’d visit when I 
stepped	beyond	the	security	gates	at	Heathrow	waving	to	my	weeping	Mum).		The	flight	itself	was	turbulent	
and	I	essentially	spent	the	14	hour	first	shift	to	Hong	Kong	stressing	and	cursing	my	past	self	for	the	blasé	
manner	in	which	I	just	assumed	I	could	totally	live	on	my	own	for	five	months	and	somehow	not	die.		

My	first	night	was,	frankly,	disastrous.		Having	already	been	ripped	off	by	a	taxi	driver	from	Bangkok	airport,	
I proceeded (having dodged the absolute maniacs on the road) to my hostel.  It contained one other 
person.  She was Thai.  No English was spoken.  After genuinely attempting to cross the same road for at 
least	five	minutes,	I	accepted	that	it	was	simply	not	an	option	in	this	country.		Luckily	I	found	a	street-food	
restaurant on my side, which I promptly brought to a complete standstill as the entire family that ran it 
tried to understand what I wanted, with precisely zero mutual vocabulary.  This level of social anxiety was 
unlike anything I’d ever discovered before and the only thing that made me sweat more was the malicious 
amount of chili they chucked in the soup.  

From here on the trip perked up – I remember to ask for the meter in the TAXI to the airport and am 
then whisked, via the wonders of aviation, to the North-East of Thailand, where I am searching for ‘a large 
boy’ when I get through arrivals.  Despite the obviously watertight plan, there are several moments where 
I see quite a fair number of ‘large boys’ at which I am gently panicking.  However, being one of about four 
foreigners on the plane, and the only one who very apparently has no clue what is happening, my boy 
comes to my rescue with a proffered handshake and some slightly suspect English.  

The two months I spent living and ‘working’ in two tiny, rural villages in the Isaan region were, by some 
distance, the best part of my trip.  Here I attempted to teach English at the incredible Sarnelli House;  an 
orphanage dedicated to helping kids in need (a large percentage of whom carry the AIDS virus), particularly 
in	the	north	east	of	Thailand,	but	also	from	as	far	afield	as	Laos.	  

Every day there was special in a 
way that no one reading this will 
be able to appreciate;  every day 
was special because of the 
people I met and befriended.  I 
hope anyone reading this can 
garner some sort of curiosity as 
to creating their own version of 
this as I cannot relay strongly 
enough that this was the 
cornerstone of my trip.  
Whether it was football in forty 
degrees, swimming in the 
Mekong in week two, managing 
to teach a class only ‘we don’t 
like Chelsea’ or letting them cut 
my hair;  every memory is 
meaningful in relation to the 
kids and adults who were there 
with me.  By the end Sarnelli House

“We don’t like Chelsea or the haircut!”
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Volunteering in Nepal, September 2017 – Milly Jaffé (Fleur-de-Lys 2011-16)

This	summer	I	travelled	to	Nepal	as	a	volunteer	for	the	non-profit	organisation	HELP	(Helambu	Education	
Livelihood Partnership).  I spent three weeks in the rural village of Gunsa, volunteering as an English 
teacher in the local village school, Shree Satkanyamati Secondary School, and living with a teacher and her 
husband, before doing a week of trekking in Annapurna.  

HELP	provides	support	to	over	fifty	of	the	poorest	rural	villages	in	Helambu,	where	education	standards	
are poor and government funding is negligible.  HELP works in these communities with projects such as 
building classrooms and toilet blocks, providing additional teachers, running teacher training, encouraging 
child enrolment and providing classroom equipment.  The charity’s support has been especially important in 
helping the communities get back on their feet after the devastating earthquake of 2015, by building 
temporary learning centres and supporting over 3000 families with basic shelter and food.  Shree 
Satkanyamati	School	was	completely	devastated	during	this	earthquake.		Vital	infrastructure	including	
classrooms, the playground and many resources such as whiteboards and desks, were destroyed.  Thanks to 
HELP and the charitable donations it receives, the children were able to study in temporary learning 
centres whilst the school was rebuilt, a project that was completed by HELP earlier this year.  

My time in Gunsa was spent teaching English to children between 
the ages of 9 and 15, as well as joining in with various after school 
clubs such as dance and drama.  We would also spend whole 
afternoons just sitting on the steps outside the school, chatting to 
and taking photos with the kids.  Although I was going out to teach 
English classes, the purpose of HELP sending volunteers to schools 
in Nepal is more than just to help improve the standard of English.  
Our presence there and the time spent with the children both 
inside and out of the classroom also helps to give them exposure 
to the world outside their tiny village, and to teach them that it 
is possible for them to leave and have bigger aspirations if they 
want to.  It was heartbreaking to hear young kids tell us that they’ll 
never be able to go to university because it’s too expensive for 
them, but thankfully charities such as HELP provide scholarships 
to some of the brightest and most hardworking children from the 
schools they support, and so inspiring the children to aim high and 
work hard was an important part of my volunteering experience.  

My short time there was completely eye-opening;  so many aspects of people’s lives were so different from 
life in the west.  Things like how people would have only one or two sets of clothes that they’d wear every 
single day, and wash by hand with the 
same bar of soap they’d use to wash 
their bodies and hair, or how the 
village was completely isolated from 
the outside world, the closest bus 
stop being a three-hour trek down 
the mountain away, or how 
everyone’s daily lives involved hard 
physical labour, young children and 
old men and women alike – whether 
it would be cutting grass at 5 am 
every morning, carrying huge 50 kg 
sacks of cement from where they 
harvested it from the river or 
constantly bashing large rocks into 
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smaller pieces to be used as building 
materials.  It was truly humbling living with 
them for three weeks and experiencing their 
way of life.  

I had the most incredible time of my life 
teaching and living in Gunsa.  I learnt so 
much both about myself and about a 
completely different part of the world, 
a place which was nothing like I’d ever 
experienced before.  It has made me think 
more about how I live my life at home – I am 
now determined not to take simple things 
such as running water, reliable electricity and 
a decent education for granted.  I really hope 
that one day I will get the opportunity to go 
back and teach some more, and to see again 
the place and the people that mean so much to me.  

Year Abroad in Vancouver, Canada – Olivia McShane

The	donation	from	the	OJ	Travel	Fund	helped	to	finance	my	year	abroad,	studying	at	the	University	of	
British	Columbia	(UBC)	situated	in	Vancouver	in	Canada.		I	participated	in	this	exchange	scheme	through	
my Geography Degree at Manchester University.  

Vancouver	is	a	city	surrounded	by	the	great	outdoors.		In	my	first	week,	I	completed	a	hike	to	an	elevation	
of 2,800 feet and swam in the sea at the beach on UBC’s campus where I lived and worked.  Then the 
work began.  The modules I chose were innovative and challenged my knowledge as a social and political 
geographer, and the classes were based on participation which provided an informal atmosphere which I 
enjoyed.  Canada provided a different learning context, allowing me to explore a different cultural history.  
I	learnt	about	indigenous	people	and	the	role	of	settlers	(the	British)	who	colonised	Vancouver	leading	
to the displacement of the indigenous communities who had lived there for over three thousand years.  
This theme of justice carried through many of my social studies of Canadian society.  I also expanded my 
knowledge, learning more about the environmental challenges we face globally in a local Canadian context.  
However, my studies were just one part of my life in Canada.  

This was the morning view from my bedroom after a dusting of snow

Volunteering in Nepal, September 2017 – Milly Jaffé (Fleur-de-Lys 2011-16)

This	summer	I	travelled	to	Nepal	as	a	volunteer	for	the	non-profit	organisation	HELP	(Helambu	Education	
Livelihood Partnership).  I spent three weeks in the rural village of Gunsa, volunteering as an English 
teacher in the local village school, Shree Satkanyamati Secondary School, and living with a teacher and her 
husband, before doing a week of trekking in Annapurna.  

HELP	provides	support	to	over	fifty	of	the	poorest	rural	villages	in	Helambu,	where	education	standards	
are poor and government funding is negligible.  HELP works in these communities with projects such as 
building classrooms and toilet blocks, providing additional teachers, running teacher training, encouraging 
child enrolment and providing classroom equipment.  The charity’s support has been especially important in 
helping the communities get back on their feet after the devastating earthquake of 2015, by building 
temporary learning centres and supporting over 3000 families with basic shelter and food.  Shree 
Satkanyamati	School	was	completely	devastated	during	this	earthquake.		Vital	infrastructure	including	
classrooms, the playground and many resources such as whiteboards and desks, were destroyed.  Thanks to 
HELP and the charitable donations it receives, the children were able to study in temporary learning 
centres whilst the school was rebuilt, a project that was completed by HELP earlier this year.  

My time in Gunsa was spent teaching English to children between 
the ages of 9 and 15, as well as joining in with various after school 
clubs such as dance and drama.  We would also spend whole 
afternoons just sitting on the steps outside the school, chatting to 
and taking photos with the kids.  Although I was going out to teach 
English classes, the purpose of HELP sending volunteers to schools 
in Nepal is more than just to help improve the standard of English.  
Our presence there and the time spent with the children both 
inside and out of the classroom also helps to give them exposure 
to the world outside their tiny village, and to teach them that it 
is possible for them to leave and have bigger aspirations if they 
want to.  It was heartbreaking to hear young kids tell us that they’ll 
never be able to go to university because it’s too expensive for 
them, but thankfully charities such as HELP provide scholarships 
to some of the brightest and most hardworking children from the 
schools they support, and so inspiring the children to aim high and 
work hard was an important part of my volunteering experience.  

My short time there was completely eye-opening;  so many aspects of people’s lives were so different from 
life in the west.  Things like how people would have only one or two sets of clothes that they’d wear every 
single day, and wash by hand with the 
same bar of soap they’d use to wash 
their bodies and hair, or how the 
village was completely isolated from 
the outside world, the closest bus 
stop being a three-hour trek down 
the mountain away, or how 
everyone’s daily lives involved hard 
physical labour, young children and 
old men and women alike – whether 
it would be cutting grass at 5 am 
every morning, carrying huge 50 kg 
sacks of cement from where they 
harvested it from the river or 
constantly bashing large rocks into 
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Out on the water in a kayak watching seals swim 
and bald eagles fly above

The beach on campus, looking out onto the Strait of Georgia 
and the Pacific Ocean beyond

Whistler	ski	resort,	that	hosted	the	2010	Vancouver	
Winter Olympic Games, is located just a couple of hours’ 
drive	from	Vancouver.		This	is	where	I	learnt	to	ski.		Armed	with	cheap	kit	and	a	student	ski	pass	I	braved	
the	mountains.		A	great	snow	year	in	Vancouver	meant	I	skied	a	lot	at	Christmas	and	New	Year	as	well	
as most weekends of the season – even if I had to wear my ski kit to lectures as well!  I fell in love with 
Whistler and skiing despite having a couple of near death experiences on black diamond runs.  

Views above the clouds from the top of Whistler peak

After	my	second	semester	exams	finished	in	April	I	decided	to	travel	to	Hawaii	with	three	friends,	because	
we	thought,	‘Why	not?		We	are	closer	here	than	in	the	UK.’		So,	we	embarked	on	an	eight-hour	flight	to	
Honolulu	where	we	slept	in	the	airport	(wouldn’t	recommend).		In	the	morning,	we	flew	to	Kona	on	the	
‘Big Island’ (Island of Hawaii).  This was an amazing experience exploring the island’s waterfalls, beaches, and 
jungles.  The island is made of lava from the Mauna Loa (volcano), and at its peak is the Mauna Loa 
Observatory (MLO) which is a premier atmospheric research facility collecting data on atmospheric 
change.  To experience this island was a geographer’s dream and as well as seeing beautiful sunsets we hiked 
to	see	the	active	lava	flow	which	was	a	once	in	a	
lifetime opportunity. 

After	arriving	back	in	Vancouver	from	Hawaii	a	
friend and I embarked on our Rockies Roadtrip 
which took us over two weeks in our Mystery 
Machine (see photo).  The road trip was challenging 
with some serious mechanical setbacks, including 
having	to	drive	back	half	way	to	Vancouver	(over	
eight hours) in order to get a new van.  Additionally, 
after the heat of Hawaii the Canadian Rockies 
were a shock with temperatures reaching –8° at 
night time;  this was all part of the adventure.  Our 
trip took us to some amazing places – through 
Revelstoke, Yoho, Banff and Jasper National Parks, One of Moana Loa’s active lava flows erupting into the sea
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some of the earliest established national parks in Canada.  We saw lakes, waterfalls, glaciers and completed 
hikes with breathtaking views.  It was far from luxury but it was student style camping.  One of the 
geographical highlights was Natural Bridge in Yoho National Park just outside Banff (see below).  This was a 
classic example of where different bands of rock have been eroded at different rates creating an interesting 
formation that stretched over a rushing meltwater stream.  Throughout the Rockies Roadtrip we 
experienced the sheer size and force of nature.  I am glad I managed to see more of the beautiful country 
in which I had been living.  Canada has so much to offer and this was demonstrated to me when I travelled 
to	the	east	coast	where	I	explored	Toronto,	Montreal	and	finally	Quebec	City	before	flying	home.		Despite	
being ready to return home to the UK in early June, after travelling for over six weeks I was sad to leave 
my	second	home.		I	will	definitely	be	returning	to	Canada	and	I	would	highly	recommend	it	to	everyone!		

Natural Bridge in Yoho National Park

The Mystery Machine at one of our campsites in Banff 
under Tunnel Mountain

Please note:  The closing date for applications for Travel Fund grants for 2018 is 30th April 
2018.  Interviews from VIth form applicants will be held on Wednesday 2nd May;  all others 
will be considered at the same time.  



44

College ArchivesCollege Archives
An update on the Archives from Mrs Mary-Louise Rowland

NEW EVENTS IN THE ARCHIVES

Old Masters’ Day

This	year	we	held	our	first	Old	Masters’	Day	on	Monday	February	20th	2017	and	what	an	auspicious	debut.		
Not only did we have glorious weather but twelve Old Masters and two wives appeared.  

Our guests were shown to the Chapel for a screening of a documentary of the School made in 1964 that 
has recently been rediscovered and remastered by our own Technician Ollie Mitchell.  This was followed by 
lunch in the Dining Hall where the Masters were joined on the stage by Prefects interested to talk to them 
about their memories of the College.  Coffee in the Common Room allowed retired staff to meet some 
of	their	former	colleagues.		The	Head	addressed	the	group	and	we	had	a	group	photograph.		We	finished	
of	the	day	with	a	tour	of	the	new	Archive	Rooms	and	an	identification	session	looking	at	old	photographs.		
Guests left with a ‘goodie’ bag of Hurst memorabilia.  

Our guest of honour was Reg Ruddock who attended with his son David.  It was such a success that the 
Headmaster has agreed we can repeat it next year.  A date has been chosen after half term: 

Wednesday 14th March 2018 from 11am-4pm.  

If you are in touch with other retired staff who you think might like to attend please contact me I will send 
them an invitation.  
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Those who came this year were:

Reg Ruddock (1951-91)

John Bettridge (1973-2011)

George Hill (1956-75)

Roger and Jenny Moulton (1968-96)

David Hughes (1965-2000)

Michael Grime (1969-98)

Michael Mance (1969-98)

Jim Gowans (1981-2010)

Keith Grant (1973-2008)

Vince	Thomas	(1977-2007)

Chris and Liz Gray (1985-2007)

NEW SOCIAL MEDIA FOR THE ARCHIVES

The Archives have joined TWITTER 

The	Archives	have	just	been	given	an	official	Twitter	Account.		We	hardly	have	any	
followers at the moment but I’m sure some of you can help with that?  

@Hurst_Archives 

This is just to be a way of regularly spreading the news about some of the fascinating items of College 
History that we treasure in the Archives.  Also photographs of School Life that has been well documented 
throughout the 19th and 20th centuries.  However, we do need to build up our records about you, our 
contemporary OJs, in the 21st century and your lives after leaving Hurst.  Archives are a constantly evolving 
collection – please continue to be part of it.  

You are always welcome to visit me in the Archives during term time, send me items of interest or contact 
me with any enquiries on 

m-l.rowland@hppc.co.uk
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Hurst 1917Hurst 1917
The	year	both	began	and	finished	with	no	sign	of	any	end	to	the	conflict.		It	was	the	year	of	Passchendaele,	
the Russian Revolution, unrestricted U-boat warfare, mutinies in the French Army, the entry of the United 
States	into	the	conflict	and	the	deaths	in	action	of	a	further	24	Old	Hurst	Johnians.		

The Easter Term began on 26 January with the arrival of 18 new boys in a spell of very cold weather with 
frost every day until 17 February.  17 had left the previous December so the overall numbers in the School 
were stable.  Numbers continued to increase throughout 1917.  In May the School had grown to 188 of 
whom two were Day Boys.  By September there were 210, rising during the course of the Michaelmas Term 
to 218 – the highest since 1876.  The School was described as ‘absolutely full’. 

The Dining Hall

There were two new masters in January – S.  A. F. Mavor and B.  W. Benskin. E.  A. Chalmers had left after one 
term on the staff.  H.  R.  Simpson arrived the following term, staying until July 1919 and replacing E. E.  Schaerli 
who returned to the staff in January 1918.  At the end of the Summer Term the Rev’d C. F.  Langton 
Gilbert, who had arrived at Hurst in September 1915, went to Canada and, after two terms on the staff, 
B.  W.  Benskin left to be ordained.  He subsequently taught at Cheltenham, Marlborough and Plymouth 
College before going into parochial work.  In September C. M. C. Gurney (an OHJ) and A. Wardle, who later 
went to Durham University to study Hebrew, joined the staff.  

Plans for the War Memorial continued to develop throughout 1917.  The Hurst Johnian records a number 
of	proposals.		It	was	suggested	that	either	the	north	window	in	the	new	chapel	should	be	filled	with	stained	
glass or that an altar canopy and panelling should be provided.  By March a total of £230 3s and 9d had 
been collected.  This was invested in the War Loan then giving a return of 5%.  By December the sum 
donated had risen to £429 16s and 9d.  

In the meantime the PGC decided that a permanent memorial should be erected to the three masters who 
had	been	killed	and	who	had	been	very	active	on	the	games	field	–	R.  Willis (1913/14), H.  V. Lee (1912/15) 
and A. C.   Axe (1907/15).  T.  A. Straughan (1913/14) was subsequently added to the list.  If enough money 
was raised it was proposed to place a clock on the pavilion.  The clock is still in place just above the balcony. 
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Ist XI Cricket Team 1917 
Standing (l to r): E. G. Rawkins, C. B. Evans, J. C. D. Nicholson, R. G. Harpur. 

Seated (l to r): S. M. Hutton, L. E. Cartridge, D. H. O. Woodhams (Capt.), G. F. G. Edlin, H. A. H. Harris. 
On ground (l to r): J. Brookshaw, C. Hardwick.  Absent: P. H. Stranack.

In many ways life went on as it always had.  The lecture programme continued – Nature and Her Servants 
by The Rev’d Theodore Wood, Wonderful Bridges by E. Cressy Holland, The Dutch by E. Bellingham and 
Canterbury Cathedral by the Rev’d H. Bedford Pim. Exams were taken – W. H. Carter (Red Cross 1910/18) 
obtained	a	Higher	Certificate	in	the	Oxford	Locals.		There	were	eight	passes	out	of	twelve	in	the	Senior	
Division, 28 out of 40 in the Junior Division while all 23 candidates passed the Preliminary.  

The 1916/17 football season was described as ‘short and not very distinguished’.  There were only eight 
matches and there is no report of anything at the lower levels.  This applies to the cricket as well.  The 
1917 season did not live up to expectations with the batting being described as ‘lamentably weak and 
disappointing’.  Nevertheless, thanks to the efforts of the captain, D. H. O. Woodhams (Star 1914/17), 
aided by L. E. Cartridge (Red Cross 1914/17) and P. H. Stranack (Star 1910/18), six matches were won 
and seven lost and it was felt that there was possibly some talent lower down the school.  

All the time the spectre of war and death hovered in the background.  It was estimated that 670 OHJs 
were serving.  Of these twenty-four died on active service in 1917.  It is an interesting quirk of fate that 
after	the	slaughter	of	1916	only	one	Old	Hurst	Johnian	was	killed	in	the	first	three	months	of	1917.		This	
was C. T. Stuart (Star 1911/15).  His father and three uncles had preceded him at Hurst and all worked 
in southern Africa.  Stuart had returned to Rhodesia where he soon enlisted in the Rhodesia Regiment 
and took part in the East African campaign during which he contracted malaria, subsequently dying on 
21 February in Dar-es-Salaam.  He is buried in the War Cemetery there.  
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In April G. A. Adams (Red Cross 1913/15), a 2nd Lieutenant in 
the East Surrey Regiment, was killed near Tilloy on 9th April.  He 
is buried at Feuchy Chapel near Wancourt.  Two days later on 11 
April R. E. Adeney (Red Cross 1911/14) died in a POW camp 
at Douai, having been shot down 
in an aerial combat at Gavielle. 

0n the 19th R. E. Bates 
(Chevron 1908/12) was 
killed at Roelencourt near 
Arras.  He was in the Royal 
Engineers and his grave may be 
found at Aubigny Communal 
Cemetery Extension in the Pas 
de Calais.  On the same day 
R. G. Hebert (Shield 1900/03) 
of the Canadian Infantry and a 
noted 1st XI cricketer in 1902 
and 1903, died of pneumonia in 
a casualty clearing station.  His 
grave may be found in the Berlin 
Communal Cemetery Extension.  

There were three further casualties in April.  W. J. Stonier (Star 1911/13) was the son of W. J. Stonier 
(Red Shield 1881/84).  He served in the Bedfordshire Regiment before joining the Royal Flying Corps after 
having recovered from shell-shock.  He was shot down over Lens on 27 April.  He has no known grave, but 
his name may be found on the Arras Flying Memorial.  On the following day, C. C. Roe (Shield 1908/12), 
serving with the Royal Marines, was killed at Oppy Wood.  He too has no known grave and his name may 
be found on the Arras Memorial.  F. L. Carter (Red Cross 1910/14) was killed on 22 April while on a 
photographic	reconnaissance	flight.		Buried	at	the	Hermies	Hill	British	Cemetery,	he	was	the	fourth	
Captain	of	the	School	to	die	in	action.		The	final	April	casualty	was	C. J. Pile (Fleur de Lys 1909/12).  Killed 
in aerial combat, he is buried at Feuchy Chapel at Wancourt.  

After leaving Hurst M. M. Barney (Star 1904/06) went to the 
Camborne School of Mines.  During his time there he was awarded a 
Royal Humane Society Medal for saving a life in the sea off Penzance.  
He was then a mining engineer in Mexico, but, like so many others 
in 1914, returned home to enlist.  A 2nd Lieutenant in the Royal 
Engineers,	he	was	killed	on	27	April	at	Vermelles	where	he	is	buried.		

Perhaps the most disastrous action on the Western Front was on 
3 May at Bullecourt during the Arras offensive.  This was when 
R. P. Jeaffreson (Fleur de Lys 1911/15), serving with the HAC, and 
B. R. Poole	(Star	1882/87),	a	Veterinary	Inspector	in	the	Canadian	
Army	Veterinary	Corps,	were	both	killed,	Poole	being	hit	by	a	shell	
whilst on duty with the Railway Corps.  

On 4 May the troopship HMS Transylvania was torpedoed on its way 
to Egypt.  Among those drowned was J. W. V. Eccles (Shield 
1894/96), a Lieutenant in the Royal Lancaster Regiment.  His name 
may be found on the Savona Memorial in Italy.  Also on board the 
Transylvania was H. H. V. Rivington (Star 1912/14) who was rescued, 
torpedoed a second time and rescued once again.   

R. E. Adeney
R. E. Bates

F. L. Carter

W. I. Edwards
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C. H. Jenkins (Star 1912/14) joined the Royal Sussex Regiment, but, 
like many others, transferred to the Royal Flying Corps.  A Captain 
and a Flight Commander, he died of wounds received in combat on 
22	May.		He	had	attacked	four	German	fighters	but	was	wounded.		
He managed to return to base only to die a day later. 

Lt. Col. U. L. Hooke (Shield 1893/1900) died on 21 June leading 
his men into action and he is buried at Level Crossing Cemetery, 
Fampoux.  His brother J. C. Hooke (Shield 1894/95) had died of 
pneumonia in a military hospital in Cairo on 7 March 1915.  

Dominating 1917, however, is the Third Battle of Ypres, frequently 
referred to as Passchendaele.  Casualties were heavy, though not as 
great as on the Somme.  Inevitably a number of OHJs were among 
those killed.  W. I. Edwards (Shield 1910/13,) who had been 
awarded the MC in 1916, was killed when a shell burst at his feet on 
5 August.  H. R. Webb (Shield 1903/06) had been one of Hurst’s best 
footballers.  He emigrated to Canada, but came to France with the 
Canadian Infantry.  He was killed in action at Lens on 15 August.  He 

has	no	known	grave	and	his	name	is	on	the	Vimy	Memorial.		D. W. O.  Townshend (Fleur de Lys 1909/11) 
was yet another OHJ who moved into the Royal Flying Corps.  He was shot down on 16 August while 
taking observations and is buried at Harlebeke, Belgium. 

On 15 September R. M. Lascelles	(Star	1908/13)	became	the	fifth	School	Captain	to	die	in	action.		He	
received a bullet in the head while scouting in Oppy Wood.  He appears to have had the prospect of a 
highly successful career in the Civil Service.  He is buried at Bailleul Road East Cemetery, north-east of 
Arras.  H. A. Potter	(Chevron	1906/12)	was	an	RNVR	
Surgeon Probationer and was killed on 19 September.  

There were two OHJ casualties on 20 September when 
F. W. Alford	(1885/89)	was	killed	in	the	fighting	near	
Menin.  He has no known grave, but his name may be 
found on the Menin Gate.  Also to be found thereon is 
the name of B. W. Goodwin (Star 1903/05) who was 
serving with the South African Infantry, having previously 
won the Croix de Guerre and the MC.  

Fighting continued on the Ypres front into November.  
J. I. Mackay (Shield 1906/07), a Captain in the Royal 
Flying	Corps,	was	killed	while	flying	on	5	November	and	
is buried at Lijssenthoek Cemetery near Powering.  A 
week later P. Mighell (Star 1908/10) died of wounds 
received in action with 5 Squadron of the Royal Flying 
Corps.  He is buried at Doisans British Cemetery.  

There seems to have been a fatalistic acceptance of all 
these casualties.  A job had to be done and a human 
price had to be paid.  Pessimism was in the air at the end 
of 1917 and there does not seem to have been much 
expectation of a return to peace in 1918.  

Roger Moulton

H. A. Potter
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OJs, Careers and the SchoolOJs, Careers and the School

CAREERS HURST SPEED TALK AND WORK SHOP EVENTS

This has been another great year for ‘Careers Hurst’ in that we have offered a diverse range of talks to 
our Shell, Remove, Fifth and Sixth Forms.  In addition, we ran workshops and practice panel interviews 
and	Multi	Mini	Interviews	for	our	prospective	Vets,	Dentists	and	Medics	–	mirroring	the	experience	of	
university application. 

CAREERS HURST WORK PLACEMENTS

During the summer holidays our work placement partners have offered us positions ranging from a few 
days to a few weeks, giving our Fifth and Lower Sixth Form a phenomenal opportunity to experience the 
recruitment	process	and	ultimately,	if	successful,	a	work	placement.		121	pupils	submitted	their	CVs	and	
letters of application, attended an interview and received feedback.  Most of those went on to attend 
second interviews with our partners, which resulted in 101 pupils securing a placement this summer 
covering 148 weeks of experience between them.  This is an invaluable learning opportunity and experience 
for our pupils, particularly as they get closer to thinking about their personal statements, university 
applications/interviews and their futures. 

CAREERS NETWORKING EVENT 

On	the	evening	of	Friday	5th	May	‘Careers	Hurst’	hosted	its	first	ever	Careers	Networking	Event	for	
our Sixth Form.  The event started in the Moore Hall where we had four fabulous speakers:  Paul Drew – 
Strategic Career Decisions, Jackie Bedford – Step Ahead, Fran Hampton – Cyprus Bank, and Steve Lewis 
– LinkedIn, who launched our event by helping our sixth formers to understand how best to present 
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themselves to future employers, to identify the skills they have and those they might wish to equip 
themselves with.  The pupils were then invited to meet and engage with over 50 industry representatives 
from a variety of key profession areas such as Marketing Communications, Financial Services, Finance, IT, 
STEM, Law and Property careers.  Having the opportunity to network with people working within these 
profession	groups	enabled	our	pupils	to	find	what	it	is	really	like	to	work	within	these	professions,	the	
diversity of jobs available within these professions and possible routes of entry into those jobs.  Additionally, 
the pupils also left the event knowing how best to prepare themselves for life beyond Hurst.  

The feedback from both the profession representatives (many of whom were from our Alumni body) and 
pupils would suggest the evening was a resounding success.  So much so we have decided to go even bigger 
this academic year running a networking event in May in our sports hall for as many professions we can get 
representation for.  

We are so very grateful to those who have offered to support ‘Careers Hurst’ this last academic year.  
Without the support from our alumni and parents we could not possibly offer the programme we do and 
on behalf of myself and the pupils, Thank you. 

If you would like to know more about how you can get involved with ‘Careers Hurst’ please do get in 
touch	with	me	via	email:	tania.fielden@hppc.co.uk.		I	look	forward	to	hearing	from	you.		

Tania Fielden
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SOCIAL EVENTSSOCIAL EVENTS

Over 60’s LunchOver 60’s Lunch

Keith Jenkin in the elegant surroundings of the Oriental Club

Thirty members attended the 6th OJ Over 60s Lunch on Wednesday 1st March, held once more at the  
Oriental Club in London’s Mayfair where we all enjoyed an excellent meal and wine.  One member wrote 
to say: ‘It is always a happy occasion’ – and so it seemed judging from the amount of noise and laughter.  We 
were greatly entertained by Keith Jenkin whose recall of Hurst events is amazing with scarcely any notes, a 
feat most of us would wish to be able to emulate!  

The following attended:  Bruce Bartlett,  Rodney Battey,  John Bettridge,  Ian Brownlee,  Christopher 
Burleigh,  Alan Buttifant,  David Chapman,  Graham Croll,  Robin Field-Smith,  David Frost,  Adrian Gabb-
Jones,  Raymond Gee,  Chris Gillies,  Barry Glazier,  Paul Guy,  David Harris,  Roger Hickman,  Brian 
Jeffrey,  Keith Jenkin,  Ian Pilcher,  Bryan Renn,  Ian Ridd,  Peter Ross,  David Savage,  Michael Seymour-Jones,  
Malcolm Spencer,  Martin Taylor,  Nicholas Twine,  Peter Watts,  Norman Young.  

The date for the diary: the next Over 60’s Lunch will be held at the Oriental Club on  
March 7th, 2018. 

Paul Guy
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OJ Ladies Tea at the SavoyOJ Ladies Tea at the Savoy
Rob Kift and I were honoured to join some OJ Girls at an exclusive Afternoon Tea at the Savoy organised 
by their OJ Committee.  We met on Friday 31st March in the Art Deco luxury of the Thames Foyer at the 
Savoy Hotel on the Strand.  Thank you for making me so welcome Ladies and I loved your stories of life 
at Hurst.

Pictured here are, left to right, 
Deanna Greenhalgh (Fleur de Lys 2005-11), Jo Blizzard (Shield 2007-08), Rob Kift (Director of Sport),  

Antonia Hawken (Shield 2004-08), Lucinda (Lucy) Humphrey (Shield 2007-2008),  
and Emma Humphrey (Shield 2002-03).

If more of you OJ girls, living or working in the capital, would like further London based events please do 
contact your OJ Administrator with suggestions.  

Mary-Louise Rowland
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Duck Club DinnerDuck Club Dinner
The	OHJ	Cricket	Club’s	annual	Duck	Club	Dinner	was	held	as	is	traditional,	on	the	first	Friday	of	the	
Lent Term half-term and attended by 28 Members including newly elected Honorary Duck and long-time 
supporter of OJ Cricket Week, Alan Buttifant.  

Peter Riddy and Chris Gray setting the tone

Returning to the Union Jack Club in Waterloo after a very happy visit last year, Members enjoyed a 
convivial evening midway between the end of Cricket Week 2016 and the start of Cricket Week 2017. 

Duck Club President Bill Baxter speaks to an attentive audience
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George	Hill	brought	Members	to	order	and	said	Grace	before	we	tucked	into	a	fine	Duck	dinner.		Glasses	
were raised to those we have lost in the previous 12 months and prayers said for those in ill health and 
unable to attend and talk then focused on the Cricket to come summer.  

As the evening progressed the Manager, Tom Moulton, presented the Club awards.  For outstanding 
duckmanship in the 2016 Week, the Charles Carr Trophy went to Robert Willsdon, the Drop of the Week 
Trophy	went	to	Stuart	Hall,	the	Len	Tankard	for	the	most	finable	incident	in	the	2016	Week	went	to	the 
Manager, the Arthur James Memorial Shield for the player of the week went to Tim Moses and the 
Martin Rose Trophy for ‘making a difference’ went to Roger Moulton.  

Award Winners

Attendees included Alan Buttifant, John Bettridge, Tom and Roger Moulton, John and Stuart Hall, Ian 
Buckeridge, Graham Negus, Patrick McGahan, Bill Baxter, Daniel Burstow, Simon Warrender, Robin Carr, 
Roger Goodacre, Chris Gray, Hugh Thomas, Peter Stock, Rob Willdsden, Jonathan Pilgrim and Jack Riddy. 

Ian Buckeridge

The 2018 Duck Club Dinner takes place at the Union Jack Club on Friday 16th February 
2018.  Contact Ian Buckeridge (theianbuckeridge@gmail.com) for further details.  
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T20 Evening at HoveT20 Evening at Hove
This was one of the social events that was backed this year by the OJ Committee to try and boost the 
profile	of	the	Club.		Whatever	you	might	think	of	T20	cricket	it	makes	a	good	evening	out!		It	was	decided	
to go for the Sussex v Surrey game on 3rd August.  

As this was to be the Thursday preceding cricket week and the OJ golf day it seemed there might well be 
potential punters in town!  It only took a few hectoring emails to sell the 20 tickets that we had reserved 
and the arrangements were to meet at the Cricketers just outside the main gate at Hove;  it seemed only 
right to start in the correct mood.  

The Sussex selectors failed to 
endear themselves to us by 
leaving our man George out 
at the last minute, however 
Surrey made heavy weather 
of it so that Sussex crashed 
their way to a result with 
about 7 overs to spare.  No 
one demanded a refund on 
the grounds that Sussex 
were	over	efficient!		All	
enjoyed the company as 
well as the cricket and came 
away thinking that it was 
something worth doing again.

John Bettridge  

Greg Wisdom decidedly unsure of Jamie Hutchings headgear!
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Land SocietyLand Society
During	the	excitement	(or	lack	of	it!)	of	Brexit	negotiations	the	Land	Society	has	been	quiet,	but	definitely	
not dormant.  We provide work experience for pupils and are pleased to give career advice.  We have also 
contributed at a recent careers’ convention at Hurst.  

We	are	planning	a	dinner	to	celebrate	our	first	35	years.		News	of	the	arrangements	for	this	will	be	
forthcoming in the near future.  

David Chapman 

Hurst Johnian Lodge No.4937Hurst Johnian Lodge No.4937
The Lodge meets four times a year at the College on the 4th Saturday in September, November and 
January and on the 1st Saturday in May (subject to the College calendar!).  Our visitors are always greatly 
impressed by the surroundings as well as the meals!  

The Lodge is primarily for past and present members of the College and for those with close associations 
with the College or Lodge (Governors, Fathers, Brothers and Sons) and would be pleased to hear from 
anyone who might wish to join.  

If any OJ wishes to learn more about Freemasonry in general or of the Hurst Johnian Lodge in particular 
they should contact either:

G. C. S. Roff (75-80)  M. D. Seymour-Jones, (51-56)
6	Court	Close,	 	6	Heathfield	Close,
Patcham,	 	Binfield	Heath,
BRIGHTON,  HENLEY-ON-THAMES,
BN1 8YG.  RG9 4DS.

H 01273-554930 H 0118-947 8632
e-mail gordon.roff@btinternet.com e-mail .seymour_jones@btinternet.com

We would be delighted to hear from those who have already made contact but were not ready to take 
things further at that time.  
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SPORTSPORT

RugbyRugby

This year’s OJ rugby match was one of the best OJ rugby games seen at the College in recent times.  James 
Hadfield	(England	Counties	and	currently	with	Worthing	Warriors)	captained	a	strong	OJ	side,	which	he	
and	Lewis	Jones	(London	Division	)	had	assembled.		They	took	on	the	current	1st	XV	who	had	already	had	
a successful ‘winning’ season and who were in buoyant mood after a thrilling win (20-15) against local rivals 
Eastbourne the week before.  There was a good crowd in attendance and the early exchanges were even 
with both sides seeking to gain the upper hand against tenacious defence.  The game remained a stalemate 
for	the	first	quarter	of	an	hour	but	eventually	the	School	took	the	lead	with	a	strong	run	from	Seb	Moore	
which Tom Heath converted. 

The School went further ahead when Kiwi, 
Nikau	Drage,	playing	at	fly	half,	burst	through	
out wide and again Heath converted from the 
touchline.  The OJS bounced back and their 
strong ball carrying forwards combined and 
eventually Sam Pfeiffer touched down after 
sustained pressure on the School’s line.  The 
School responded once more just before the 
break and went in 21-7 ahead (Toby Barker 
dotting down the try).  The second half 
followed	the	pattern	of	the	first	with	the	first	
quarter being evenly contested and Henry 
Lock,	Morgan	Griffin,	Matt	Pearson	–	Miles	

and	James	Hadfield	all	tested	the	School’s	resolve	by	carrying	hard	and	attacking	around	the	ruck.		The	
OJs added a second try from Sam Johnson which threatened to make it a close contest but the OJ legs 
were	starting	to	tire	and	although	James	Hadfield	bagged	a	brace	of	tries	and	Tom	Hutchin	added	three	
conversions,	the	School	matched	this	with	another	try	for	Seb	Moore	and	two	from	Joe	Seaton,	the	first	
of	which	was	the	try	of	the	game	which	started	from	the	1st	XV	22-metre	line	with	a	series	of	phases	and	
some excellent off-loading in contact.  Tom Heath helped himself to a try as well as converting six times 
which	left	the	final	score	47-26	to	the	School.		

All enjoyed a glass and some food and a ‘get-together’ in the Common room afterwards.  
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OJ	team:		James	Hadfield	(Capt.),	Lewis	Jones	(Vice	Capt.)	,	Dom	King,	Sam	Pfeiffer,	Harry	Hickmet,	
Miles	Smith,	Sam	Johnson,	Morgan	Griffin,	George	Oliver,	Paul	Delaney,	Nick	Donovan,	Leo	Cammish,	
Will Ebdon, Harry Constant, Charlie Patey-Johns, Ollie Ostler-Holt, Will Christopherson, 
Matt Pearson-Miles, Henry Lock.  

Ladies HockeyLadies Hockey

The	2016	OJs	hockey	match	will	go	down	in	history.		For	the	first	time	ever	we	managed	to	field	a	full	team	
of eleven old girls, eight of whom are still playing university or club hockey.  It was a very even match with 

the	OJs,	India	Mellor	scoring	the	first	
goal of the game.  Hurst fought back 
with a shot from the top of the D, just 
out of reach for keeper Holly Webb, 
bringing	the	final	score	to	1-1.		I’d	like	
to thank everyone who came to play 
and support and I am already looking 
forward to next year.  We might even 
have subs!  

Team:  India Mellor, Georgia Mellor, 
Deanna Greenhalgh, Jody Jones, 
Lucy Jones, Lucy Kings, Honor Severs, 
Sarah Cusition, Amelie Green, 
Holly Webb, Grace Couchman.  

Grace Couchman  
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Men’s HockeyMen’s Hockey

The OJs men’s hockey was once again a high scoring and entertaining encounter this year with some 
eighteen	ex-pupils	from	across	fifteen	years	coming	together	for	the	annual	fixture	against	the	School,	
eventually running out 8-4 victors.  

Some superb defensive performances from the ever reliable Mike Bailey (GK), Mark Tonkin, Mark Currie, 
James Ebdon and Steve Hillier kept the School’s forwards at bay for the majority of the match with only 

some	excellent	finishing	getting	the	better	of	Bailey.		

Half	backs	Tom	Voller,	Harvery	Waller,	Chris	Tonkin	and	
George	Axton	connected	extremely	well	from	the	first	
minute to the last and provided the engine room and 
heartbeat of the team.  

Insides Ben Cooke, Jez Subedar, Jamie Ardagh and Marcus 
Campopiano added some fantastic skills and a touch of 
tenacity to the side as the OJs started to really pull the 
strings towards the latter end of the game.  

Upfront, Jack Maslen, Rob Playford, Jonny Rea, Billy Francis 
and Peter Thomas combined exceptionally well for a 

forward line that had never played together before showing great understanding and a ruthless edge that 
ensured some great hockey was rewarded with some wonderful goals.  

The	OJs	will	look	forward	to	the	next	fixture	on	10th	December	2017.		

Scorers:  Maslen (2), 
Playford, Rea, Thomas 

Peter Thomas

Peter Thomas has 
now expressed a wish 
to step down from 
organising the OJ men’s 
hockey and the Club is 
exceedingly grateful to 
him for the work he has 
done over recent years.  
Ed.

Jamie Ardagh shadowing Toby Barker
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Haileybury Old Boys  
Six-a-Side Tournament

At the weekend of 24th 
September 2017, six OJ boys 
came together to represent 
the OJs at Haileybury College 
for their Old Boys Six-a-Side 
Tournament.  It was an early 
start for the boys due to the long 
journey but the sun was shining 
and the boys were up for a tough 
day of hockey.  

When the boys arrived they were 
straight off the bus and on to the 
pitch	for	their	first	game.		They	
started really strongly by winning 
4-0 and showing the competition they were not here to mess about.  The boys then went on to dominate 
the group by winning their next three games 2-0, 6-2 and 4-2.  

This	meant	the	boys	won	the	group	and	progressed	onto	the	quarter	finals	after	a	well	needed	lunch	break	
hosted by Haileybury.  With no reserves any break was a relief!  

J-D on the move!
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When the boys came back onto the 
pitch	for	their	fifth	game	of	the	day	
despite the need for a post lunch nap 
they used their experience to slow the 
game down and play to their advantage.  
They passed the ball round St Albans 
slotting	five	goals	past	them	to	win	5-0.		
The team then progressed on to the 
semi	finals.	

This was by far the toughest game with 
Hurst scoring early in the game.  They 
did not manage to put the ball away 
after that and were punished by a late 

equaliser by St Edwards.  As a result, the 
game continued to extra time and 
playing golden goal where they were 
beaten in the end 2-1.  They then won 
the play-off for 3rd/4th against Clifton 
by numerous goals which meant we 
brought home the plate for third place.  

We narrowly missed out on making 
it	through	to	the	finals,	but	were	very	
pleased	to	have	finished	third	with	only	
six players.  Many thanks to the six 
OJ boys who came back to once again 
play for the College and wear the Hurst 
kit again.  

Third place trophy winners with Tony Nunn, founder of the tournament

Alex Cooke on target
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CricketCricket
CRICKET WEEK 2017

In a week where there was a lot of rain around, we were probably very fortunate that we were able to 
complete six games, and of the two that were not played, only one was ruined by bad weather.  Once again 
we	were	delighted	to	welcome	new	players	to	the	Week,	and	to	continue	to	benefit	from	the	School’s	
excellent	production	line	of	cricketers.		We	remained	unbeaten,	with	three	wins	from	five	completed	games	
until losing narrowly to the Buccaneers at the end.  

For some there was a chance to ‘get into the mood’ a couple of days early, as an HJ Club initiative saw a 
good number of OJs gather at Hove to watch Sussex’s demolition of Surrey in a T20 game.  We were very 
grateful to John Bettridge for organising this.  The Eton Ramblers appeared on Saturday for the traditional 
curtain	raiser	and	we	had	a	good	game	with	an	exciting	finish.		Batting	first,	we	slipped	to	25	for	3	before	
enjoying a rollicking partnership of 128 between Mike (94) and Tom (57) Harrison.  Unfortunately we 
subsided to 202 all out after the two had been separated on 153.  In customary display of pinpoint accuracy 
and just enough nibble to trouble all the batsmen, Dan Burstow took 5 for 30 as the Ramblers collapsed to 
96	for	8.		Victory	looked	on	the	cards	but,	despite	the	fall	of	the	9th	wicket	at	116,	they	hung	on	in	a	tense	
finish	to	draw	the	game.		

The shadows lengthen as The Ramblers see out time

On Sunday we should have welcomed Romany but they had been unable to raise a side.  Without enough 
notice to organise an alternative, we had to settle for a day off, which was a great shame, particularly as it 
was, rather unusually in this unsettled period, a day of beautiful weather.  However, there was no shortage 
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of quality amateur cricket in the 
area and OJs managed to usefully 
occupy themselves playing for the 
Sussex Martlets against Old 
Georgians at Weybridge and for the 
South Wales Hunts against the 
Guards at Burton Court.  Some 
were able to be spectators at the 
Cricketer Cup Final at Arundel. 

It was business as usual on Monday 
as the South Wales Hunts took up 
their role as opponents for the 27th 
time.  In Omkar Khot’s second year 
as manager, he boldly opted to bat 
first	against	a	seam	attack	that	
boasted Tim Moses, James Brehaut, 

Will Wright and Greg Wisdom.  The result was carnage, with the Hunts bowled out for 101 before lunch 
with Ben Moulton joining the Duck Club with an ‘illegitimate’.  Tim Moses continued the damage he had 
started with the ball, making a rapid 49* as the OJs won by 7 wickets in under 14 overs.  It was then agreed 
to play a T20 match and this was a much closer affair and at least allowed the spectators to enjoy cricket 
until the early evening.  We shall brace ourselves for Omkar’s revenge next summer! 

Having	had	the	Old	Rossallian	fixture	washed	
out last year, we were pleased to be able to 
play a complete game this year, although there 
were some rain interruptions.  Judging the 
declaration was not easy, given the 
uncertainty of the weather, and the OJs 
perhaps felt that they had not been given 
enough time to chase 223 – indeed only 37 
overs were possible.  However, the 
declaration proved not to be a bad one at all 
in the end, as we were almost bowled out, 
having	been	195	for	5,	but	finishing	on	201	for	
9	in	a	tight	finish.		Matt	Isepp	joined	the	Duck	
Club during this mini-collapse.  

Last year we had recorded an emphatic 
victory over the Cryptics, bowling them out 
for 66 to win by 152 runs.  This year they 
were clearly ready to make amends for this, 
as they brought what looked to be a strong, 
young side.  What a shame then that the 
weather intervened after only 13 overs and 
the game was abandoned after lunch.  An 
early departure to the New Inn may not have 
been ideal preparation for the Stoics match 
on Thursday but we won fairly comfortably 
nonetheless.  The Stoics were only able to 
post	133,	thanks	to	fine	bowling	from	Omkar	
Khot, who took 5 wickets, and the 

Tim Moses launches a missile against the South Wales Hunts

Joe Ludlow exploring the covers!

OHJCC v Old Rossallians
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irrepressible Dan Burstow, with another 4 wickets to add 
to the 5 he had taken on Saturday.  

The OJs lost two early wickets, with Peter Gann joining 
the	Duck	Club	in	his	first	game	for	the	OJs	since	leaving	
the School in 1978.  The ship was soon steadied by Mark 
Semmence and Greg Wisdom, who put on 100 and 
appeared to be leading us to a very straightforward win. 
However, when both were dismissed on 123 a collapse 
began as we lost 5 wickets for 4 runs and things became 
very tense.  A few balls later though, Ben Moulton struck 
a six onto the North bank and we had won by 3 wickets.

On Friday we hoped that, with a stronger side than last 
year, we could perform better against the Sussex Martlets, who seemed to have had the advantage over 
us in recent times.  They still managed to post a formidable 258-8, despite 3 wickets from Dan Burstow, 
to	bring	his	figures	for	the	Week	to	12	wickets	at	an	average	of	9.50.		A	little	while	after	we	had	started	
batting, it became apparent that there had been some confusion over the time at which the last 20 overs 
were to start.  Eventually they were called erroneously at 5.30 pm, leaving the OJs with what seemed a very 
tough task in chasing the runs.  Perhaps it was a blessing in disguise however, as we managed to win by 7 
wickets	in	a	thrilling	run	chase.		Significant	contributions	from	all	the	batsmen	helped	in	this.		An	opening	
partnership of 65 between Simon Warrender (40) and May (74), was followed by one of 105 between the 
latter and Joseph Gilligan (63).  Simon’s clinical pulling and driving was a delight for spectators and it was 
clear that Joseph Gilligan is a batsman of high quality who has the ability to dismantle a bowling attack 
with some brutality.  Following their display, the fourth wicket pair of James Wilkes-Green (39*) and Ben 
Moulton (30) added the remaining 67 runs in 45 balls as we won with 4 balls to spare.  

So	it	was	in	confident	mood	that	we	approached	the	Buccaneers	match,	with	the	prospect	of	an	unbeaten	
week	in	the	offing.		Incidentally,	for	those	fond	quirky	statistics,	the	Buccaneers	side	was	made	up	of	players	
from three families, so that only three different surnames appeared in their line-up; for the record, there 
were 5 Rydons, 3 Manns and 3 Milnes.  

The	familial	group	found	itself	batting	first	and	when	Stuart	Hall	took	what	was	surprisingly	his	first	ever	
5 wicket haul in Cricket Weeks, and the Buccaneers were dismissed for 183, things were looking good.  
Unfortunately we kept losing wickets and no partnership ever seemed to be able to get going.  Despite an 
excellent	captain’s	knock	of	51	not	out	from	Simon	Warrender,	the	final	wicket	fell	(c	A	Rydon,	bowled	

The bowling duo of Khot and Burstow leaving the 
field after demolishing the Stoics

Mark Semmence in action without the 
discomfort of a helmet! Simon Warrender playing the captain’s innings
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RA	Rydon)	with	our	total	on	179,	just	four	runs	short.		Still,	it	was	another	tight	finish	and	an	enjoyable	
game against worthy adversaries.  

As the curtain came down on another Cricket Week the usual thanks were due to so many people who 
help to make it all possible:  to the Headmaster, Tim Manly, for allowing us to use the facilities and for 
his support during his visits to the pavilion during the Week;  to all the staff at the College who help to 
ensure that facilities are available and clean;  to the caterers who provide a fantastic quality of food which 
is much appreciated by all our guests;  to those who serve the food and are always so friendly and helpful;  
to the ground staff who spend so much time and care in preparing some very good wickets to play on 
and who make the ground look as wonderful as ever.  In house, we remain indebted to those who have 
scored (Roger Moulton, Sam Moulton, Matt and Liz Lowndes and Ken Ross) and umpired (John Maher, 
John Bettridge and Chris Gray), without whom no cricket would be possible, and to Dick and Fiona Smart 
whose sorting out of the pavilion every morning is a legendary labour of love.  

Thirty-three players were used in the Week:  Mike Bailey, James Brehaut, Seb Broster, Dan Burstow, 
Nick Chadwell, Peter Gann, Joseph Gilligan, Stuart Hall, Omkar Khot, Mike Harrison, Tom Harrison, 
Jamie Hutchings, Matt Isepp, Joe Ludlow, Simon May, Harry McGahan, Jeremy McGahan, Patrick McGahan, 
Tim	Moses,	Ben	Moulton,	Dan	Pilgrim,	Jonathan	Pilgrim,	Mark	Semmence,	Tashafi	Shams,	Scott	Simkins,	
Simon Warrender, Ed Welch, Will Wild, James Wilkes-Green, Andy Williams, Robert Willsdon, Greg Wisdom, 
Will Wright. 

A formidable panel of experts on the boundary!
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CRICKET WEEK RESULTS

v Eton Ramblers

Match DRAWN

OHJ  202 

ER 120-9 

M T Harrison 94,  T P Harrison 57
C F Horne 3-27,  F G Fox 3-79

C Stubbs 17,  F G Fox 16
D G Burstow 5-30,  J A McGahan 2-26 
P H McGahan 1-16,  H McGahan 1-27

v South Wales Hunts

WON by 7 wickets

SWH 101

OHJ 120-3 

F Preston 49,  D Ricketts 19
J W B Brehaut 3-11,  T H Moses 3-18, 
W A Wright 2-13,  S Simkins 2-27

T H Moses 49*,  E W Welch 34
D Ricketts 1-18,  S P Broster 1-34,  S Thapan 1-24

v Old Rossallians

Match DRAWN

OR  223 

OHJ 201-9 

M Dryden 52*,  L C W Williams 40
M M Isepp 4-37,  S R J Hall 3-63,   
W A Wright 1-25, J P M Hutchings 1-28,   
G N Wisdom 1-40

J J Gilligan 48,  J H Ludlow 46,  G N Wisdom 31, 
S J Warrender 26
P Bruce 4-36,  L C W Williams 2-39

v Cryptics
Match abandoned – rain

CRYP 30-4 Robson 20*,  Stafford 9*

v Stoics

WON by 3 wickets

Stoics  133

OHJ 135-7

A Jordan 51,  A Clarke 17
O K Khot 5-46,  D G Burstow 4-19,   
A Williams 1-35

M J Semmence 58,  G N Wisdom 46
A Jordan 4-26,  A Clarke 2-7

v Sussex Martlets

WON by 7 wickets

SM 258-8d 

OHJ 261-3 

N Moller 83,  M Reynolds 42,  J Waylett 38 
D G Burstow 3-65,  J W B Brehaut 2-47, 
P H McGahan 2-84,  S R J Hall 1-34

S P May 74,  J J Gilligan 63,  S J Warrender 40, 
J N Wilkes-Green 39*,  B R A Moulton 30*
P Lack 2-83,  R Liebers 1-36

v Buccaneers

LOST by 4 runs

Bucc 183

OHJ 179 

J Milne 50,  W Rydon 32,  O Mann 29
S R J Hall 5-42,  M J Semmence 3-43, 
J A McGahan 1-45

S J Warrender 51*,  J P Pilgrim 25,  
M J Semmence 24
O Mann 3-47,  R A Rydon 2-11,  H Rydon 2-45

Tom Moulton, September 2017
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Cricket Week Organisation is always top class!

Cricketer Cup 

In the autumn of 2016 we received the news that we had been accepted into the Cricketer Cup.  The 
Cricketer Cup is a knock-out competition for the old boys of 32 public schools.  The competition includes 
the likes of Tonbridge, Wellington, Eton, Malvern, Charterhouse, Cranleigh, Radley, Marlborough, Oundle, 
Harrow	and	Bradfield,	to	name	a	few.		This	started	in	1967	as	cricket’s	equivalent	of	the	Halford	Hewitt	
(golf) and the Arthur Dunn (football).  Hurstpierpoint, Old Hurst Johnians, will become the 33rd School 
in the competition.  Over the years, 23 Test Match players including 6 England captains (Andrew Strauss 
played in 2016) have played in the competition and today it is heralded as the most prestigious form of 
amateur cricket in the world.  

The draw took place at the AGM where the 32 schools were drawn out of the hat to form the main 
draw.		As	we	were	the	new	boys	in	town	we	would	be	playing	in	a	preliminary	fixture	against	one	of	the	
32 schools drawn out of the hat.  That school was Old Merchant Taylors.  A coin toss then took place to 
confirm	who	the	home	team	would	be,	luckily	‘tails	never	fails’	and	we	would	be	playing	at	home.		

The Cricketer Cup 2017

Old Hurst Johnians v Old Merchant Taylors

On Sunday 4th June we welcomed Old Merchant Taylors to Hurstpierpoint College.  They arrived at the 
ground shortly after 10 am for an 11.30 am start and promptly got on with a rigorous warm up.  I can’t say 
our warm up was on a par with theirs but we were looking forward to getting the game underway.  Mike 
Harrison strode out to the middle for the coin toss, which was won and he elected for us to have a bat.  
We	got	through	some	challenging	bowling	in	the	first	10	overs	that	saw	us	25	for	1.	Once	the	opening	
spells had been negotiated our innings really came together.  Leo Cammish (78) and Marcus Campopiano 
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(70) laid the platform taking us to 169 from 32 overs before the second wicket fell.  This led to Jonty 
Jenner’s arrival at the crease who scored a memorable 71 from only 41 balls.  Other notable contributions 
were Brad Gayler’s 33 and Mike Harrison scoring 29 from only 11 balls.  After our 50 overs we had scored 
an imposing 323 for 8. 

In	reply	Old	Merchant	Taylors	never	managed	to	build	a	significant	partnership	and	wickets	fell	regularly	
before	they	were	bowled	out	for	118.		Will	Wright	was	the	pick	of	the	bowlers	with	figures	of	6	for	27	
from 9.5 overs.  It was a faultless performance and quite some debut in the competition.  

OHJCC XI:  G N Wisdom, L G Cammish, M Campopiano, J W Jenner, B J Gayler+, M T Harrison*, 
J S Thompson, M J Semmence, W A Wright, J P M Hutchings, J W Menzies.  Sub Fielders:  S J Warrender and 
T P Harrison.
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Old Hurst Johnians v Old Merchant Taylors’

The Cricketer Cup: Preliminary Round

50 overs per side

Venue		 Hurstpierpoint	College	on	4	June	2017

Balls per over  6

Toss Old Hurst Johnians

Result  Old Hurst Johnians won by 205 runs

Umpires  J Booker and M French

Scorers J Goodman, R H L Moulton and T Moulton

Old Hurst Johnians innings

G N Wisdom lbw b Patel 3

L G Cammish b Modi 78

M Campopiano lbw b Patel 70

J	W	Jenner	 c	Vedd	b	Woods	 71

+B J Gayler st Rawal b Patel 33

*M T Harrison c and b Corbett 29

J S Thompson st Rawal b Patel 9

M J Semmence retired not out 0

W A Wright not out 4

J P M Hutchings c Rowal b Patel 0

J W Menzies not out 1

Extras (1b, 7lb, 17w) 25

Total (8 wickets) 323

Fall of wickets

1/10(1), 2/169(2), 3/184(3), 4/247(5), 5/280(4), 6/314(6), 7/318(7), 8/318(10)

Old Merchant Taylors’ bowling Overs Mdns Runs Wkts Wides No-Balls

Corbett 10 1 65 1 4 -

Patel 10 2 44 5 - -

Khan 3 0 10 0 4 -

Modi 10 0 58 1 2 -

Vedd	 7	 0	 53	 0	 1	 -

Woods 9 0 68 0 1 -

Brand 1 0 17 0 - -
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Old Merchant Taylors’ innings

K	A	Vedd	 lbw	b	Hutchings	 4

+N S Rawal lbw b Wright 37

S S E Modi c Gayler b Hutchings 0

*J E Corbett c Gayler b Thompson 8

A J Brand lbw b Wright 12

R H Patel b Wright 8

B Close b Jenner 12

A Mahmood b Wright 0

U A Khan b Wright 0

E N Lamb not out 5

T J Woods c sub(Harrison TP) b Wright 4

Extras (4b, 1lb, 22w, 1nb) 28

Total (all out, 31.5 overs) 118

Fall of wickets

1/12(1), 2/14(3), 3/69(4), 4/77(2), 5/90(5) 6/94(6), 7/94(8), 8/96(9), 9/109(7), 10/118(11)

Old Hurst Johnian bowling Overs Mdns Runs Wkts Wides No-Balls

Hutchings 5 1 25 2 3 -

Menzies 6 0 26 0 4 1

Thompson 5 0 16 1 1 -

Wright 9.5 0 27 6 5 -

Jenner 6 0 19 1 - -

M J Semmence retired hurt at 314-6 after facing one ball and took no further part in the match.

J W Jenner’s 71 was scored off 42 balls.

M T Harrison’s 29 was scored off 11 balls

The	Old	Hurst	Johnian	substitute	fielders	were	S	J	Warrender	replaced	by	T	P	Harrison.

This	was	the	Old	Hurst	Johnians’	first	appearance	in	The	Cricketer	Cup.
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Old Hurst Johnians v Old Chomeleians

The following Sunday we faced Old Chomeleians (Highgate School) again playing at home.  We were a 
much	changed	side	from	the	previous	fixture	owing	to	the	Sussex	Club	T20	Competition.		However,	Old	
Chomeleians are one of the weaker sides in the competition so we hoped we would get the result to see 
us continue in the competition.  Mike Harrison again won the toss and decided to bat.  After 10 overs we 
found ourselves 28 for 2 with both openers, Simon Warrender and Ollie Meredith, back in the pavilion.  
Marcus Campopiano (40) and Ed Monnington (24) then put on a partnership of 50 getting us up to 78 
before Ed was out LBW.  Wickets then fell regularly before Mike Harrison (47) and Dom Harris (29) 
started to rebuild our innings getting us up to 145 before Dom was out.  Two direct hit run outs curtailed 
our innings with us all out for 185 from 46.2 overs.  

Although	we	knew	we	were	a	little	light	on	runs	we	felt	confident	that	we	would	be	able	to	defend	this	
total.		Their	first	two	wickets	fell	due	to	superb	pieces	of	fielding	with	two	direct	hit	run	outs	from	Dom	
Harris and Marcus Campopiano.  Then Joe White picked up the next two wickets and Ed Monnington 
chipped in with one.  When we had their captain 
caught superbly on the boundary by Stuart Hall off the 
bowling of Mike Harrison they were 76 for 6 and we 
felt we had the game won.  However, Old Chomeleians 
thought differently building a partnership that took 
them to 149 before a sensational catch was taken at 
wide	first	slip	by	Marcus	Campopiano	off	the	bowling	
of Joe White to make the much needed breakthrough.  
Mike Harrison then took another two wickets leaving 
them 159 for 9 and again the match had swung in our 
favour.  We had a straightforward run out opportunity 
to win the match, but it wasn’t to be and they managed 
to score the winning runs with 4.5 overs to spare.  

OHJCC XI:  S J Warrender,  O J Meredith,  
M Campopiano,  E Monnington,  J White,  S P 
May,  M T Harrison,  D Harris,  S R J Hall,  R Noble,  
J W Menzies. 

It was a shame not to get further in the competition 
but both matches proved we are good enough to 
compete especially with our premier league and 
representative cricketers playing. Now we are up and 
running in the Cricketer Cup we hope to be successful 
in the years to come.

SCHOOL MATCH 2017

After last year’s resounding win we were hoping for more the same against the College again this year.  We 
knew the College wouldn’t be at full strength owing to exams but with the amount of quality cricketers 
Hurst is now producing we knew it would be a tough match whoever was playing.  

We	lost	the	toss	and	it	was	no	surprise	that	the	College	decided	to	have	a	bat.		We	took	the	field	with	
plenty of bowling options but we were soon up against it with some excellent batting from the College.  
The stand out was the partnership between Josh Wood (117*) and T Shepperson (90) who batted superbly.  
After 40 overs of us toiling away the College had posted 314 for 2 from their 40 overs.  We were pleased 
they weren’t at full strength!  

Freddie Warrender organising the Cricketer Cup 
manager!
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We needed to score at almost 8 an over, which was going to quite some challenge.  Unfortunately the 
pressure told and our innings never got off the ground with us being bowled out for 121.  

A resounding win by 193 runs for the College;  there is always next year!  

OHJCC	XI:		G	Wisdom,		J	White,		B	Candfield,		B	Macleod,		B	Barker,		R	Noble,		J	Menzies,		J	Best,		
A Scoones,  B Cooke,  S Warrender

Simon Warrender.

The Moulton Archive

Tim Moses	became	the	first	OHJ	to	obtain	a	cricket	blue	since	G de W Waller (Oxford) in 1974.  He is 
the	first	OHJ	to	obtain	a	cricket	blue	from	Cambridge	since	F F J Greenfield (1874, 1875 & 1876).  Tim 
played	for	Cambridge	MCCU	in	several	fixtures	including	the	First	Class	games	against	Nottinghamshire,	
Lancashire and Oxford University, as well as other matches in various formats.  His man of the match 
performance of 4-56 and 45 runs in the 50 over game against Oxford at Lord’s wasn’t quite enough to win 
the match for his team, but Cambridge won the 4 day game and the T20.  

George Garton and Jonty Jenner played together for Sussex v South Africa A at Arundel in June.  This 
was	the	first	time	since	May	1893	that	two	OHJs	have	played	together	in	the	same	first-class	team.		On	
that occasion W L Knowles and H W Keeling played for Kent against Gloucestershire at Maidstone.  
George has continued to play in a number of Royal London and  T20 games for Sussex, as well as 
representing the England Lions for the second successive season.  
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Golf SocietyGolf Society

OHJGS  Report from October 2016 to the end of September 2017

The	Golfing	Society	has	had	another	very	full	year,	with	inter-schools	competitions,	matches	against	other	
Old Boys Societies and the College, as well as enjoying our own internal meetings.  

All	of	our	meetings	now	have	reports	and	photos	filed	on	our	website,	which	is		www.ohjgs.com		For	this	
reason I do not intend to repeat what is already available to read online.  

It has been encouraging to see more new faces playing in our open meetings and some recent leavers 
getting involved with the serious inter-schools events.  Players of all ages and handicaps are very welcome 
to get involved – having fun and maintaining friendships is what it is all about.  

Back Row (left to right):   
Tom Fairfax,  Rick Holgate,  Freddie Newmarch,  John Fraser,  Rob McCowen,  Jo White,  Scott Simkins,  Will Carroll 

Front Row (left to right):  Harry Beard,  Sam Gemmell,  Jo Sullivan,  Sam Sullivan,  Charlie Parsons

At	our	match	against	the	College	at	Singing	Hills	in	June	it	was	heartening	to	see	several	low	single	figure	
handicappers, some of whom had not yet reached the sixth form.  They have had a successful season and 
one person could not be present as he was away practising for an England trial.  I live in hope that some 
of	them	will,	in	time,	find	their	way	in	our	direction!		The	new	master	in	charge	of	golf	is	Will	Carroll,	
himself an OJ, and no slouch on the golf course.  Good luck to you Will, in nurturing the talent you have at 
your disposal.  
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OHJGS Seniors Norfolk Tour 27th – 29th June 2017 
On Tour:  John Fraser, Rick Holgate, Dudley Stratford, Tim Baldwin, John Waterfall, Roger Goodacre, Paul Ruddlesdin, 

Graham Negus, Ian Clarke, Keith Jenkin, Derick Fulcher, Nick Budge, Jim Fawcett, Willie Welch, Ed Welch, Tony Travers, 
Peter Ross, Angus Stewart, Andy Whitehead, Keith Turner, and guest Guy Gardiner.  

Our tour host and organiser was Ian Pilcher.

We have just returned from a very pleasant couple of days in the Bournemouth area, playing Parkstone and 
the scenic Isle of Purbeck.  Jon Cheney was over for a holiday from his home in Perth, Australia, and we 
were pleased he could join in.  

The	following	is	a	round-up	of	the	fixtures	we	have	enjoyed	during	2017.		Next	year	will	be	similarly	busy.		

January   AGM in London at Davy’s of St James’s

April   Halford Hewitt competition at Royal St George’s and Royal Cinque Ports

April   Match against the Old Eastbournians at Walton Heath 

May   Spring Meeting at West Sussex 

May   Grafton Morrish Qualifying at Knole Park

May   Derick Fulcher meeting at The Drift 

June   Inter-schools putting competition at Royal Wimbledon

June   Graham Negus golf day at the RAC Club, Epsom

June   Match against the College at Singing Hills 
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June   The Seniors Tour in Norfolk

July   The Mellin Competition at West Hill (over 55s, over 65s and over 75s)

July   Match against the Old Canfordians at Stoneham 

August   Summer Meeting at Royal Ashdown 

September   Autumn residential meeting in Bournemouth area, playing Parkstone and Isle 
of Purbeck

September   Sussex Schools Quadrangular at West Sussex

October   Match against the Old Aldenhamians at Porters Park

December   Meeting at Walton Heath, followed by lunch

So, there we have it, lots of variety for all age groups and standards.

Be in touch with the secretary, Rick Holgate on  rdholgate@googlemail.com  to register an interest.

We wish you all enjoyable golf in 2018.

Rick Holgate

Taken at the Halford Hewitt, where we were joined by two new young players who are both still at University – 
Tom Fairfax and Freddie Newmarch

Late News:

George	Garton	flew	out	to	Australia	on	11th	November	to	join	the	England	Ashes	squad	for	the	final	
warm up game prior to the test series to cover for the injuries amongst the fast bowlers.  
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ObituariesObituaries
Sir Stanley Clifford Simmons (Star 1941-46) Kt MB BS (Lond.) FRCS(Eng) FRCS(Ed) FRCOG 
(Eng) Former President of Old Hurst Johnian Club.

28th July 1927 – 31st May 2017 

Sir Stanley was born in Poplar in the east end of London on 28th July 
1927, but was living in Hassocks when war broke out.  He became at 
pupil at Hurstpierpoint College in 1940, where his outstanding games 
ability and leadership qualities were nurtured and prospered to the 
extent that he became captain of rugby, cricket, hockey, athletics and 
squash and the school.  

In 1946 he was accepted at St Mary’s Hospital as a medical student 
because of his rugby prowess.  St Mary’s at the time had the best 
rugby side in the country with three of their team playing for 
England.		He	soon	became	a	regular	member	of	their	first	team	and	
his county team, Middlesex.  On two occasions he was selected 

to play in the annual Barbarians match.  Despite this he managed to qualify as a doctor and specialize 
in obstetrics and gynaecology.  At an early age he was appointed a consultant at the Windsor group of 
hospitals, where he had a distinguished career in his speciality.  In addition to this his leadership qualities 
were	very	much	in	demand.		He	was	a	founder	member	and	first	president	of	the	Hospital	Consultants	and	
Specialists Association spending a great deal of time the current NHS problems with the government of 
the day.  For many years he was a Council member of the GMC and on the council of the Royal College.  
In 1990 he was elected President of the Royal College of Obstetricians and Gynaecologists, which he led 
with great distinction representing the College all over the world and during which time he was elected 
chairman of the committee of all the Royal Medical Colleges.  

Life	was	by	no	means	all	work	for	he	was	able	to	do	so	much	more.		He	learned	to	fly	early	on	in	his	
career	and	would	fly	his	single	engine	plane	all	over	the	country	to	medical	meetings,	being	known	by	his	
colleagues	as	the	flying	doctor!		On	one	occasion	he	heard	that	a	colleague	had	a	speaking	engagement	in	
Israel	so	he	flew	him	there.		He	did	it	in	stages	taking	five	days	but	he	loved	the	trip,	especially	Israel,	to	the	
extent	that	he	went	there	the	first	day	of	both	the	1967	and	1973	wars	to	work	in	surgery	at	the	front	line	
hospital	for	the	duration	of	the	conflicts.		He	was	also	an	accomplished	sailor	and	was	at	his	most	relaxed	
when out in his yacht on the Solent with family and friends.  For over forty years he organised an annual 
dinner in Cherbourg for his many medical friends prepared to sail across the Channel to join him.  Typically, 
he was one of the few to set off in the Azores race in a Force 8 gale.  He and his fellow crew member 
(a senior surgeon at St Thomas’s) were off the radar for three days but managed to complete the race 
successfully.		There	was	a	time	he	bought	a	boat	in	Majorca	and	he	would	fly	his	little	plane	out	there	to	sail	
it, but after a couple of years he missed it being nearby and sailed it home.  

In contrast, he was a talented amateur artist, naturally favouring seascapes.  However, when the President 
of	the	Royal	College	who	succeeded	him	refused	to	let	the	College	pay	for	an	official	portrait	and	put	up	a	
photograph,	Stanley	was	horrified	–	and	offered	to	paint	him	himself.		Now	if	you	go	to	the	College	you	will	
see the portrait of Lord Patel alongside his own in the Presidents’ Gallery.  

He	was	still	playing	golf	at	Wentworth,	where	he	had	been	a	member	for	over	fifty	years,	a	few	weeks	
before he died aged 89 following complications from a minor operation. 

He was predeceased by his wife, the Lady Ann, and his daughter Joanna and is survived by his daughters 
Louise	and	Emma	and	son	Peter	and	five	grandchildren	and	one	great-grandchild.		

Dr Lionel Balfour-Lynn 
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Roger Griffiths MA, (1931-2017), Headmaster of Hurstpierpoint College 1964-86.

Roger	Noel	Price	Griffiths	was	born	in	Barry,	South	Wales	on	
Christmas Day 1931, son of a local solicitor.  A happy childhood was 
interrupted by the Second World War.  His father joined the RAF 
and was posted to Essex, while the family remained in Barry until 
the frequent bombing raids on the Barry docks persuaded Roger’s 
mother to take them away to relative peace of Llandrindod in Mid 
Wales.  At this stage Roger was 9 and his education, as for so many 
at that time, had been a somewhat peripatetic affair in the early 
days.  The Dickensian prep school headmaster, who had nothing but 
scorn for boys who did not excel at games, left a less than pleasant 
lasting impression on him.  Lancing, however, he said gave him some 
of his happiest days, lifelong friendships, an abiding love of music, 
drama and all the Chapel had to offer as well as understanding 
staff who offered him chances to avoid games!  His Housemaster 
guided him towards King’s College, Cambridge where he read 
Modern Languages.  He moved to Oxford to study for his Diploma 

in Education.  While there he spent his second term doing his teaching practice at Westminster School, 
where he was asked to stay on for the Summer to cover lessons for the head of department who was 
unwell.  His intention then was to improve his spoken French and broaden his knowledge of literature, so 
he began studying for a PhD in Paris.  Fate, as so often happens in life, intervened and he was approached 
by the Head of Charterhouse for a post in the languages department on the recommendation of the 
Westminster Head.  There followed a life of total involvement in the School;  teaching, producing plays, 
tutoring in one of the houses and travelling with friends through Europe.  By this time too he had found a 
sport that suited him.  The social side of bowls appealed but he was no mean player and was selected for 
the Welsh under 35 team.  

Roger was appointed to succeed Canon Howard as Headmaster of Hurst during the Easter holidays 
of 1964 and at the age of 32 became the youngest HMC headmaster.  So began an increasingly positive 
time for both him and the College.  He was determined as far as possible to follow the admirable line of 
evolution rather than revolution as a new head.  Thus he maintained a stability within the community and 
established a loyalty from the senior staff, while still being able to make the subtle changes that he found 
necessary.		He	admitted	that	at	first	it	was,	as	a	bachelor,	a	fairly	lonely	existence.		After	marrying	Diana	
in April 1966 that all changed and an outstanding team was born.  One of his great achievements was to 
navigate the School with skill through the choppy waters of the sixties, when other heads became unstuck.  
With a positively committed core of staff behind him Roger with Diana gave the School a humanity that it 
has never lost.  For Roger the Chapel was the centre of the School and encouraging families to attend the 
weekly services was just one way of creating the atmosphere he wanted for Hurst.  Of course, the arrival 
of Elizabeth, Helen and Caroline on the scene helped too to establish the feeling of family.  He encouraged 
pupil and staff dramatic productions, and musical events.  He promoted links with prep schools and 
sporting tournaments and events that started in his time are still important features of the School calendar 
today.  In short Hurst was and remains something special in so many ways.  Notably a place where a “them 
and us divide” is not evident for pupils and staff have a mutual respect and collective aims.  This “Hurst 
atmosphere” remains the School’s infectious attraction.  

After 22 years at the helm Roger retired from Hurst to become Deputy Secretary of the HMC, where 
he	managed	the	running	of	the	organisation,	becoming	in	the	process	the	confidant	of	many	heads,	who	
welcomed his sage advice particularly in times of trial.  He was very amused when he was once introduced 
as “the man with the wettest shoulder in the HMC”.  He retired after 11 years only to give his time to 
voluntary work locally for the church, Chichester Cathedral and Petworth House.  He was a member of 
the Wax Chandlers Company in the City for many years and was its Master in 1991.  He remained a loyal 
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follower	of	Hurst’s	fortunes.		He	had	a	truly	positive	influence	on	his	School	and	its	pupils	through	his	
humanity, good humour and sensitive touch.  His death on 17th January is a great loss to Hurst, as it is to 
Diana, his children and grandchildren to whom we extend our heartfelt sympathy.  

JRB

David G Barber (Junior House & Fleur de Lys 1932-42)

David was born on 2nd December 1924 in the village of Bedmond, near Watford, to Louis and Mabel 
Barber.  When he was 5 the family moved to Ceylon for three years where they dealt in cocoa and 
produced Barber’s Chocolate, which was sold to Cadbury’s.  It was here that David developed his great 
love of curries.  In 1932 they returned to England and David and his elder brother became boarders at 
Hurstpierpoint College in Sussex, where he stayed until he was 18.  

From there he went to City and Guilds at Imperial College, where he studied engineering, graduating in 
1945.  Whilst there he captained the College hockey team and the Southern Universities.  For his National 
Service he worked for the GWR inspecting lines in Gloucestershire and Wales.  Following that he moved 
to	Margate	to	work	in	the	Borough	Engineer’s	office.		Further	moves	took	him	to	Lincoln	and	Basildon	as	a	
roads	and	traffic	engineer.		He	met	his	future	wife	Pauline,	also	a	hockey	player,	while	playing	for	Cliftonville	
Thanetians and they were married in St Peter’s Church, Broadstairs in October 1956.  By then he was 
working in London for Ministry of Transport dealing with roads and road safety.  With the formation of the 
GLC	he	moved	to	become	its	Senior	Traffic	Engineer.		He	remained	there	until	it	closed	in	1981	when	he	
took early retirement.  Amongst other things the “Yellow Box Junction” was his brain-child.  

Retirement saw him captaining Bishop’s Stortford Golf Club and later acting as secretary of East Herts Golf 
Club.  In his seventies he took up the hobby of calligraphy and taught it for a few years in evening classes 
when they moved back to Margate.  He and Pauline moved again in 2012 to Somerset to be close to their 
daughter.  Sadly shortly afterwards he fell ill following a fall and was unable to return home and was cared 
for in a nursing home until he died on 25th December 2015 with his family by his side.  

Denis Arthur Robert Bradley (Shield 1952-1957)

Denis died (aged 78) on 20th March 2017 in the Sussex County 
Hospital Brighton a few weeks after major surgery.  I visited him 
there over several weeks and it seemed that he would pull through 
but it was not to be.  His cremation was a private affair but it 
was followed by a relaxed but at times moving ashes scattering 
ceremony on the Downland slope below the Jack and Jill windmills at 
Clayton.  There was a full gathering which included OJs George Hill, 
Dick Smart, John Hall and myself.

Denis was in the Prep School at Hurst (then called the Junior House) 
from 1948 before going onto the Senior School in 1952.  He was 
always	a	very	keen	cricketer	and	he	had	an	early	influence	on	my	
life at Hurst.  It went like this : in the summer of 1954 soon after I 
had somehow managed to hoodwink the Examiners and had  passed 
Common Entrance and it was a question of making a decision as to 

which House I should go into, I was watching a junior house Match on the Gym Pitch between Chevron 
and Shield (under 15’s, I believe).  Denis was playing for Shield.  Chevron were removed for only 13!  Denis 
opened	the	batting	for	Shield	and	hit	3	fours	in	the	first	over!		The	game	was	over	rather	rapidly.		I	made	
my decision there and then.  I joined Shield!  
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After leaving Hurst, Denis was articled with Brighton Solicitors Gates & Co.  His Principal was extremely 
accommodating when it came to allowing him time off mid week for cricket.  Denis was a stylish top order 
defensive batsman and played a lot of club cricket.  His weekend clubs were Keymer and Hassocks (where 
he played with OJs John Neal and Tony Lyne) and also Ditchling (where he was in “good company” playing 
with a number of former First Class cricketers and County Second Eleven players such as Keith Jenkin, OJ).

Particularly mid week he turned out for other clubs such as MCC, Sussex Martlets and Romany (for whom 
he had the temerity to play against the OJs and score 45* in 1967) to name a few, and he went on a number 
of cricket tours of Yorkshire.  He also played regularly for the OJs over several years appearing in fact in 34 
matches, including the Cricket Week, Brewers Cup and games against the College and the Common Room.  
He scored in total 480 runs for the OJs with a highest score of 88 against the Eton Ramblers in 1960.  He 
made 52* against The Stoics in 1961 (sharing an unbroken partnership of 164 with Bob Schad).  Another 
notable innings for the OJs was 47 (top score) against a strong Sussex Young Amateurs side in 1959.  (I am 
indebted to Roger Moulton for these statistics and to Willie Welch, OJ for the photograph.)  

Whether it was cricket or life in general he was always looking for something amusing in any situation.  
He particularly liked to reminisce not only about cricket but also about his time at the Prep School at 
Hurst and he always chuckled over the name of the Head Teacher (called Housemaster in those days), 
J. Russell Perry.  He was amused at the ploy thought up at the Prep School to try and avoid punishment 
from J. Russell Perry.  If any boy misbehaved in class, the class Teacher would send him to report to 
J. Russell Perry, which involved going into the waiting area next to the Housemaster’s study, the door of 
which	was	normally	left	open.		The	waiting	area	had	bare	floorboards	so	that	the	boy’s	footsteps	were	
immediately heard which prompted the call “Come in boy”.  One had to explain what misdemeanour one 
had committed and suitable punishment followed.  The ploy was to take off one’s shoes, tiptoe into the 
corner furthest from the Housemaster’s study door and stay stock still.  If one was lucky the bell for the 
end of class would sound and one tiptoed out undetected.  The class Teacher, because one was away for 
possibly a long time, assumed that at least six strokes of the cane had been administered!  

Denis enjoyed recounting an amusing incident at the end of an OJs v. School match in about 1960 when the 
Headmaster	at	the	time,	Canon	Howard,	was	watching	the	final	stages.		According	to	Denis,	Keith	Jenkin	
had hit a luckless School bowler for 2 sixes into the East Field to win the match for the OJs by 9 wickets.  
Keith started his walk back to the Pavilion (followed by Denis) whereupon Canon Howard exclaimed “Ah 
they have got Jenkin out at last.”  

Denis changed professions and became a barrister.  He was called to the Bar in 1964.  From 1996 up to the 
time	he	retired	he	practised	Criminal	Law	successfully	from	Chambers	in	Grays	Inn.		He	had	a	fine	speaking	
voice and was a respected Advocate and was a popular member of Chambers.  

In the early part of this period, Denis was a pipe smoker and on one occasion turned his pipe upside down 
and tapped it on the rim of his waste paper bin as smokers very often do thinking it had burnt out.  He 
suddenly realised that the bin was well alight and, although not noted for his speed between wickets on a 
cricket	field,	made	a	dash	for	it	with	the	flaming	bin	in	hand	and	fortunately	was	able	to	dump	it	outside	
without	setting	fire	to	himself	or	the	building.		

Denis is survived by his sons James and Nick, both now in their 50’s and both with a keen interest in cricket.  
James, now living in Australia, still plays cricket and confesses to being a somewhat defensive bat like his father.  

Denis is also survived  by his former wife Jackie who has always rendered great support to Denis 
particularly through his times of illness.  

Denis	was	such	a	colourful	character	as	well	as	being	a	fine	speaker,	raconteur	and	impressionist.		His	many	
impersonations including one of an Austrian born Barrister’s cross examination of a defendant in a raunchy 
criminal case entertained many OJs in the New Inn during Cricket Week.  

Robin Carr (Shield 1954-59)
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Clive Deverall (Junior House 1950-55 then Red Cross 1955-59) passed away on 11th March 2017 
in Perth, Australia.

It is with great sadness this week that we learned of the passing 
of our former Executive Director and tireless champion of 
cancer patients and their families, Clive Deverall.  Clive devoted 
more than twenty years of his life to our organisation – what 
we’re able to achieve now owes much to the fact that we stand 
on the very solid ground he devoted a large proportion of his 
working life to building.  Metaphorically, if not physically, he was a 
giant of a man and his loss will be keenly felt by many.  

Our Education and Research Director, Terry Slevin, worked 
alongside Clive for many years, and has written the following ode 
to Clive’s many achievements and qualities:  

“Clive joined the Cancer Council in the late 1970s and departed 
late 1999.  During that time he steered many fundamental reforms for the organisation.  One was the 
shift	to	the	original	‘Cancer	Council’	which	was	heavily	influenced	by	Government	appointments	to	the	
Board, into the independent Cancer Foundation of WA – which ran via a membership structure and an 
independent	Board.		Clive	was	fiercely	independent	–	both	as	an	individual	and	in	his	aspirations	for	what	
the organisation could achieve.  

“Clive drove the establishment of the Cottage Hospice, as a stand-alone Palliative Care facility in Shenton 
Park.  He also led the establishment nationally of the sun protection merchandise that has become a 
staple of Cancer Council world around Australia.  What Clive did not know about sunscreen was not 
worth knowing.

“When diagnosed with a rare form of Non Hodgkins Lymphoma in 1998 Clive stepped down from his 
role at the then Cancer Foundation, but remained a very active patient and consumer advocate.  While 
wrestling his own disease and all the complexities that accompanied it, Clive served on many boards 
and committees in his ‘retirement’ including the state government Charitable Collections agency, which 
oversaw	regulation	of	the	not	for	profit	sector	in	WA.		He	was	an	active	member	of	‘Cancer	Voices’	and	
served on the National Health and Medical Research Council representing consumers’ views.  

“Of course Clive has given his name to our own important entity ‘The Clive Deverall Society’.  Clive was 
at once pleased and perplexed to have his name linked to what he liked to call ‘The Nearly Dead Society’.  
But	the	use	of	his	name	was	always	driven	by,	and	reflective	of,	the	enormous	regard	and	affection	that	
he inspired.  

“Clive was awarded, among many things, an Order of Australia Medal (AM) and the Honorary Doctor of 
Letters from Curtin University.  

“But in truth honours and recognition did not drive Clive Deverall – making a difference did.  

“Clive	helped	countless	hundreds,	probably	thousands	of	people	throughout	his	selfless	life.		For	many	
in	WA,	Clive	was	the	first	port	of	call	when	it	came	to	where	to	go	and	what	to	do	when	a	cancer	
diagnosis befell them or someone they loved.  And that was true of the rich or the poor, powerful 
or powerless.  

“Clive was undoubtedly a kind, generous, thoughtful and caring man.  He was also a rogue and a scoundrel 
and	the	best	gossip	I	ever	met.		Many,	many	time	I’d	go	to	his	office	to	discuss	important	matters	of	
business for the organisation and leave roaring with laughter with one of his ear-singeing stories rattling 
through my head.  Clive was as full of life as anyone could be.  
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“There are a small handful of us who were fortunate enough to serve this organisation alongside Clive.  
We	will	be	particularly	touched	by	his	passing.		But	we	should	all	reflect	on	the	outstanding	innovation,	
leadership and compassion that embodied Clive’s contribution to the Cancer Council and the people of 
Western	Australia.		This	organisation	was	blessed	to	have	benefited	from	his	dedication,	energy	and	his	own	
special kind of genius.  Western Australia and beyond will be poorer for his being no longer with us.  

“Clive is survived by two sons Luke and Brett, step-son Jason, two grandchildren, his sister and his loving 
and devoted wife Noreen.  Our thoughts and best wishes are with them at an awful time.”  

John Hammick (Star 1952-55)

We are sad to report that John died on 18th October.  He left Hurst after three years in order to attend 
a	school	in	Switzerland	for	the	final	two	years	of	his	education.		He	spent	his	life	working	in	business	and	
latterly lived in Wimborne in Dorset.  

Mrs Val Harvey (Staff 1995-2013)

It	was	with	great	sadness	that	we	learned	of	Val	Harvey’s	death	in	April	this	year.		The	Harvey	family	
arrived	at	Hurst	in	1995	and	it	was	not	long	before	Val	joined	the	matrons	in	the	Junior	School.		This	was	
at a time when there was still a boarding community of some size in that part of the school.  She also 
worked	on	reception	in	the	front	office	of	the	Junior	School	and	after	the	boarding	had	been	phased	out	
move to the medical centre.  Where ever she was based there was always an air of calm and care.  She 
will be remembered with great affection and gratitude by many pupils from both the Senior and Junior 
Schools and by her colleagues.  The Club extends its sympathy to her son Tom (Star 2000-03) at 
this time.  

Tony Johnson (Shield 1946-50)

Tony Johnson passed away peacefully on Monday January 23, 2017 at 
Queen Alexandra Hospital, Cosham.

He was in Shield House, as were my brother Richard Johnson and 
myself.  He loved his time attending Hurstpierpoint College.  Not 
only did he excel in Rugby, Cricket, and Hockey, was the head of his 
house (Shield) but he also came away from boarding school with a 
select group of friends that he respected and was proud to know 
them for the rest of his life. 

As passionate as he was in all the roles he played in our lives, his 
passion for our mother Jeanann Johnson, to love, protect, and honour 
her was his greatest passion in life.  Tony and Jeanann celebrated their 
60th wedding anniversary together last year.  

On June 9th, 1956 he married Jeanann (our lovely Mum), and then started his journey to prove himself 
worthy of such an incredible lady by eventually becoming the powerhouse behind the Department Store 
Division of United Drapery Stores (UDS) which eventually became the department store chain ‘Allders’.  
Whether it was being the chairman of the Portsmouth Chamber of Commerce, being presented to the 
Queen and Prince Philip during the Queen’s Silver Jubilee, or simply wearing a chef’s hat and apron and 
carving the turkey at the staff Christmas party, Dad was proud of his career and what he accomplished.  
Tony retired at 55 and enjoyed the rest of his life with Jeanann living in Spain, Florida, and on Hayling Island.
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Tony was a loving father and husband, and the best grandfather his nine grandchildren and two great 
grandchildren could wish for.  He was always ready to help anyone with any need or project, and his 
friendship, magnetic personality, and genuine character was appreciated by all. Tony loved going out on his 
boats, playing golf, snooker and cards, working in the garden, and of course his love for philately.  However, 
his greatest passion was the time he spent with his best friend and love of his life, Jeanann.  

The	following	is	part	of	a	poem	that	Dad	loved	and	was	on	his	office	wall	for	as	many	years	as	we	can	
remember:

‘ Yesterday is but a memory 
Tomorrow is only a vision 
BUT Today Well Lived  
Makes Yesterday a memory of Happiness’ 

Tony did live every day to the fullest, and we thank him for passing that passion for life on to us all. 

Tony is survived by his loving family, wife Jeanann Johnson, his daughters Susan, Alison, and Amanda, and his 
sons Richard and Mark. 

Mark Johnson (Shield 1978-83) 

Janet Lyon (Staff 1969-1973)

The daughter of a schoolmaster who taught at King’s School, Rochester, Janet Lyon arrived at Hurst in 
September	1969.		She	succeeded	Virginia	Lyon	as	First	Form	Mistress	at	a	time	when	female	members	
of staff were on a lower salary scale than that of their male counterparts.  As Janet was not only a 
qualified	teacher	but	also	a	graduate	of	Manchester	University	this	posed	something	of	a	problem	for	the	
College authorities until it was decided to treat her as if she was a master and pay her accordingly.  This 
early victory in the cause of equality soon ensured that both male and female members of staff were 
treated equally.  

Quiet and unassuming, her gentle approach to everyone in her care soon won her many friends at 
Hurst.  She was genuinely interested in all whom she taught and was a highly respected member of the 
Common	Room.		Unfortunately,	she	did	not	find	the	change	of	regime	from	Ken	Heslop	to	Robin	Paul	
particularly easy and it was a sad day when she left for pastures new at the end of the Summer Term 
of 1973. 

She always kept in touch with us, sending an annual Christmas card with detailed news in her inimitable 
scrawl.  She lived in Portsmouth for many years and took a great interest in all matters maritime – 
especially the Royal Navy.  Sadly, her health began to decline and last year there was no Christmas card.  In 
April we received news that she had died on 5th March.  

Roger Moulton

Alan MacDonald (Star 1953-58).  Died 28th August 2016 at Toulouse, France

Alan came to Hurst from Hollingbury Court Prep School in Brighton, and soon became a popular member 
of	Star	House.		Academically	he	was	above	average	having	an	aptitude	for	French,	Maths	and	the	scientific	
subjects.  He was a useful member of any rugger team but excelled at athletics.  To see him put the shot, 
throw the discus and above all the javelin, all with such ease, was a joy to behold.  I have many happy 
memories of him as a diver, where he represented Hurst with aplomb.  
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He was a good school friend.  In 1969 he emigrated to Australia, where he established an engineering 
company.  Leaving Australia 19 years ago he moved to France where again he developed various business 
interests.  Altogether he can be described as an entrepreneur. 

He	leaves	a	widow	and	five	children.		He	had	kept	in	touch	with	many	of	his	school	friends	over	the	past	
sixty years and he will be missed.  

David Savage

Michael Miller (Chevron 1944-47)

Michael was born at Mountsorrel, Leicestershire, on 14th July 1930 and moved to Sussex when he was two 
years old.

He attended Hurstpierpoint College and was in Chevron House.  After Hurst Michael pursued a farming 
career, with a post-war course at Plumpton Agricultural College.  He went to France in 1948 with the 
Marshall Aid programme helping to clear up after the devastation of WW2.  Returning to England he 
worked	on	International	Harvester’s	field	trials	in	Suffolk	testing	their	machinery.		

In 1952 he started farming in West Hoathly, West Sussex with his father, continuing into the late 1970s.  

In	1968	he	took	over	his	grandfather’s	workshop	in	Lindfield,	West	Sussex,	specialising	in	arms	and	armour	
and general antiques.  He exhibited at many Arms Fairs, in London, Scotland, Belgium, France, Switzerland 
and USA, becoming well known for his extensive knowledge.  He had an impressive database of contacts 
around the world.  For many years in August he would take clients to Scotland for the grouse season.  He 
was working up to the day he went to the hospice, where he died on 16th May 2017.  

Michael married Jenny in 1956 and had four children:  Amanda, Alan, Seonaid and John.  He lived in 
Hurstpierpoint	for	the	last	thirty-five	years	of	his	life.		

Professor Tim Rooth (Junior House 1958-53 then Red Cross 1954-58)

Tim Rooth was born on 9th October 1939 and was educated at Hurstpierpoint College.  Before going 
to	university	he	spent	some	time	in	Canada	initially	working	for	a	Toronto	bank	and	then	as	a	fitter	
in a gold mine in the North West Territories.  He then studied economics at Hull before qualifying as 
a teacher in Birmingham.  He taught in Lewes before joining Portsmouth College of Technology (now 
Portsmouth University) as a lecturer in economic history in 1967.  He remained there for the rest of 
his career, retiring as Emeritus Professor in 2005.  Much of his research involved international trade and 
Anglo-Canadian relations in particular.  He remained an active scholar well into retirement and was 
regularly seen in the university.  He died on 2nd January and our sympathy goes to his wife Iris, daughter 
and grandson.  

Peter Sharpe (Junior School then Red Cross 1980-85) aged 49

It was very sad to hear of the death of Peter Sharpe last December.  He was the youngest of three 
brothers who passed through Hurst and is remembered as a friendly good natured fellow.  He was married 
to Jo-ann and they had two children, Molly and George.  He faced Motor Neurone Disease with great 
courage and stubbornness.  
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J. A. L. Sturrock (Staff 1961-1966)

Born in 1930 John Sturrock, who taught Modern Languages at Hurst 
from January 1961 to July 1966, died recently at the age of 87.  He 
was appointed House Tutor of Star on his arrival, succeeding Nick 
Heath who had left for New Zealand at the end of the previous 
term and remaining in the post until July 1964.  Teaching French and 
Spanish and coaching hockey and Under 16 Cricket, John Sturrock 
left Hurst in 1966 to become a full-time reviewer with the Times 
Literary Supplement and the London Review of Books specialising in 
French literature.

RHLM

I have received a number of letters from OJs about John since his death and he was clearly a man held in high 
regard.  There follows a memoir written by Anthony Turner (Red Cross) in the London Review of Books:

Over the years I have often wondered if the John Sturrock listed as the LRB’s consulting editor was the 
same John Sturrock who was senior French master at my old school, Hurstpierpoint College (only eight 
miles	from	his	last	home	at	Lindfield),	in	the	early	1960s.		In	a	staff-room	replete	with	characters	straight	
out	of	the	works	of	Hilton	and	Delderfield,	he	belonged	to	a	small	group	of	exotics	who	seemed	to	have	
wandered in inexplicably from a wider and more exciting world.  His open-top Sunbeam Alpine (I think 
it was) was considered very racy, as indeed were his trouser legs, which were much narrower than those 
we boys were allowed.  While other teachers would bustle across, gowned up for action, from the main 
school	to	the	classroom	block	when	lessons	began,	J.	A.	L.	Sturrock	would	approach	at	a	dignified	amble,	
hands in pockets and apparently deep in thought, his gown thrown casually over one shoulder.  In class, his 
imperturbable seriousness and air of languid authority were relieved by an occasional wry smile.  

My special memory is of a last-lesson-of-term talk he once gave my sixth-form Subsidiary French class 
on the Dreyfus Affair:  lucid and compelling, delivered without notes, visual aids or hesitations for nearly 
forty minutes, either leaning on the lectern desk before him or half-sitting on the windowsill at his back.  
It comes as no surprise to learn that this keen, cosmopolitan intellect was destined not to remain buried 
in the depths of the Sussex countryside, but to enjoy an illustrious career in journalism, translation and 
authorship.  I don’t regret becoming a classicist, but I have always regretted the impermeable barrier 
between	ancient	and	modern	languages	that	existed	at	my	school	fifty	years	ago.		

Bob Finch (former staff) also wrote in the LRB:

We left Hurstpierpoint on the same day in 1966 and remained in touch.  Friendships are a kind of 
conspiracy between like-minded people against what the rest of the world thinks and I was lucky enough 
to	have	John	as	a	fellow	conspirator	for	over	fifty	years.		I	knew	that	we	would	be	friends	from	the	moment	
he	pulled	a	face	as	he	sipped	the	first	(and	last)	cup	of	Nescafé	we	ever	gave	him.	‘Oh	dear’,	my	wife	said,	‘is	
the milk off?’ ‘No, no,’ said John. ‘But you did invite me to coffee.’  

John played, and liked to write about, cricket.  In the only cricket match in which he and I both played, I 
batted one place above him.  Having made my highest-ever score, I was glowing with happiness, and as 
he passed me on his way out to the wicket, I looked up, expecting congratulations.  ‘Not before time!’ 
he grunted.  

I	admired	John	hugely.	I	liked	everything	about	him,	his	sense	of	humour,	the	way	he	deflated	the	pompous	
and challenged the entitled.  He was such a talented man, such a good friend, and I am so sad that we can 
have no more harrumphs together.  
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Richard Winton BSc (Staff 1985-2005)

It is with great sadness that we report that Richard Winton died in August of this year.  Richard came to 
Hurst to teach Maths in 1985 and quickly made his mark with pupils of all calibres in his subject.  He was a 
man with a wide variety of interests that spread beyond the classroom and the school.  He was certainly a 
model rail enthusiast and his contacts in that sphere took him across the Atlantic.  Closer to home he and 
Rosie	celebrated	their	wedding	at	Sheffield	Park	station	and	that	was	followed	by	a	wonderful	reception	
steam hauled to Horsted Keynes and back!  His amateur dramatic skills were regularly seen on the stage 
of	the	Hurst	Players	theatre	in	the	village	and	he	was	possessed	of	a	fine	solo	singing	voice.		Cricket	too	
was a passion and he appeared not only for Common Room sides but regularly on the village circuit for 
Hurstpierpoint and then latterly for Westmeston.  This sporting interest led him and Rosie into forming 
part	of	the	staff	supporting	group	that	followed	two	of	the	School’s	India	tours.		The	first	of	these	consisted	
of the “Famous Five”:  Richard, Rosie, John Bettridge and David and Beryl Hopkins.  As they tried to catch 
up with the cricketers across India;  all the travel was by rail of course.  He was in his element!  In 2005 
the onset of debilitating illness forced his retirement.  He bore this stolidly but it was a very sad burden to 
carry for one who had lived a life of active interests.  We send our deepest sympathy and kindest thoughts 
at this time to Rosie, who supported him steadfastly through good times and hard.  

JRB

Major John Jeremy Wright BA RE ‘J J’ (Junior School 1944 Shield 1946-51) 

John Wright died in Exeter Hospital after a stroke on 22 December 2016 aged 83.  He was born in Hove 
but the family settled in Burgess Hill in 1940 after some peregrinations brought about by the threat of 
invasion.  He attended a prep school in Haywards Heath.  In about 1944, while his father was serving in 
the Far East his mother took the decision to move him to Hurst Juniors.  In January 1946 he progressed 
to Shield.  He spent a term as a day-boy before his parents were convinced by John and his housemaster, 
‘The	Hod’,	that	to	get	the	full	benefit	of	school	life	he	should	board.		In	January	1949	he	was	joined	by	his	
younger brother, Tim.  In his last year John became a school prefect, a sacristan and a sergeant in the CCF.  
He entered RMA Sandhurst and was commissioned in the Royal Engineers in1953.  He served in Germany, 
Aden, Belize and for two tours with the locally enlisted Malays of the Singapore Royal Engineers.  As the 
last	Officer	Commanding	the	Singapore	Engineer	Squadron,	he	oversaw	its	disbandment	in	1971.		Although	
he	never	made	the	1st	XV	at	Hurst	he	remained	a	keen	sportsman	and	last	played	Rugby	on	the	Padang	at	
Singapore at the age of 38.  In December 1957 John had married Jean Warland, a Sussex-born teacher he 
had met when she was touring Germany.  They had two daughters.  In the interests of his family he chose 
to spend the last twelve years of his service based in England.  Having prepared for civilian life by studies 
with the Open University, John retired from the Army at the age of 50 to become Bursar at St Michael’s 
Petworth.  John and Jean settled at Easebourne outside Midhurst but followed their daughters to Devon 
in 2012.

Adrian Wyles BSc, MEd, FRGS (Staff 2002-08)

Many friends within the Hurst community were deeply saddened by 
the tragic death of Adrian Wyles on 16th May at the early age of 49 
and the Club extends its sympathy to his wife Dee and son Chris.  
Adrian came to Hurst in 2002 to succeed Chris Lambert as Head of 
Geography.  He found a thriving department for it had enjoyed highly 
successful leadership continuously from the 1950s with Reg Ruddock 
onwards.  Hurst and its pupils were exceedingly lucky for in Adrian 
they had a true enthusiast for his subject and someone who cared 
deeply about nurturing their development.  I would add too that for me, running the geography in the Prep 
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School, it was a pleasure and fun to work with him.  When Tim Manly wisely decided to abandon Common 
Entrance in favour of Hurst’s own exam, we set about the task of redesigning the syllabus and exam with 
Adrian’s words echoing round the room:  “Well John, if the head wants a wacky exam, let’s give him a wacky 
exam!”  He was a staunch defender of his territory and his pupils too.  Alex Matthews, destined for Oxford, 
was asked by a senior member of staff why was he was wanting to read Geography as it only involved 
“colouring in”.  Neither of them appreciated this!  Having said that a mint condition set of coloured pencils 
from my cache was gift wrapped for the successful candidate at the end of the term!  His company was fun, 
so it was natural that he, Dee and Chris rapidly became part of the Hurst Family.  Beyond the classroom 
his	influence	spread	to	tutoring	in	Eagle	House,	cross	country	running,	where	he	was	no	mean	performer	
himself and to one of his major loves, music.  A great supporter of the choir, he sang with them regularly 
and supported with true faith the work of the Chapel.  The map of life had a new path set for him by 2008 
and	he	left	to	become	Director	of	Studies	at	Sutton	Valence.		Hurst	lost	a	real	friend	then,	although	there	
were	chances	to	catch	up	when	he	came	to	give	touchline	support	to	Chris	when	he	returned	for	the	VIth	
form.  Even those chances are now gone but not the memories or the gratitude for having known a truly 
good man and good friend.  

JRB

The words that follow were spoken by his son Chris Wyles (Star 2014-16) at Adrian’s funeral in June. 

“My father was an exceptional man.  What he achieved in his life is nothing short of extraordinary.  To go 
from	a	difficult	childhood,	living	in	a	care	home	for	four	years	with	his	brother,	Julian,	and	then	losing	his	
mother	at	the	age	of	8,	to	becoming	the	first	member	of	the	Wyles	family	to	go	to	University,	and	going	on	
to become a highly-respected and much loved teacher both in the state and private sectors of education.  
He reached the top of his profession, serving as a Deputy Head and then most recently as Headmaster.  

More than this though, it was his character and personality that shone through to everyone who knew him.  
A man of great passion for his vocation, immense dedication to his family and a deep concern for humanity 
and the environment.  

It	is	rare	to	find	a	man	of	such	integrity,	compassion	and	humility.		A	role	model	to	us	all,	he	taught	me	
more than he could ever know.  A man of action not words, a man of truth not lies, and a man of love not 
violence.  He never compromised on his morals, he never betrayed his sense of faith and service, and never 
put himself before others.  

He was a man who carried the weight of the world on his shoulders, never complaining about the burdens 
he bore for others.  He had a truly beautiful soul.  He was, and is, an inspiration especially to those who 
may think that they are stuck with their lot in life, to believe that anything is possible, despite the odds and 
circumstances.  

He was a devoted and loving husband, sharing 25 wonderfully happy years of marriage with my mother.  He 
was a caring and supportive father, always encouraging me to pursue my dreams and ambitions.  Among 
many, I will cherish the memories of our hikes and camping trips in the Lake District and summer table 
tennis championships, which he occasionally won.  I’ll never forget his energy, quick wit, cheeky smile and 
notoriously infectious laugh.  

Dad, I will carry you in my heart wherever I go, I loved you so much as I know you loved me too.  Thank 
you for being my father,  I couldn’t have asked for more.  And now that you have gone on to the place 
where you belong, I feel privileged to have been able to walk the earth with you, and look forward to the 
day I see you again, in heaven.”  
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Roger Griffiths’ Memorial Service, 30th April 2017
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30 Years Ago30 Years Ago
“The Great Storm” of October 1987.
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North Field
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My sincere thanks to all who have helped in the production of this magazine whether they be providers 
of news, photographs or writers of articles and to Keith Weber who transforms the shambles of a Word 
document I send him into something professional.  

JRB
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