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Editors Letter

Welcome to this latest issue of New 
Cavalier. How quickly a year passes. 
Incredible though it may seem, we are 
barely seven months away from our next 
Wilhelmshaven mini-reunion (July 4th 
- 9th 2016). And our major reunion in 
2017 is already on the horizon in terms 
of planning a location, as you will already 
have noticed!
This issue contains the usual batch of 
letters we receive following publication of 
the previous issue, except that one stood 
out this time. Indeed it brought home 
the significance of our next reunion, 
which is very special, being the 70th 
anniversary of our school’s opening - 
not quite to the day, but very close. For 
those seniors among us, not to mention 
the handful of 47ers who still make the 
pilgrimage to our reunions (some from 
far-flung corners of the world) this may 
be the last opportunity to meet old school 
chums face to face. Senior, intermediate 
or junior, we sincerely hope you will 
join us in what we plan to make a most 
memorable occasion.
Finally, as the festive season approaches, 
may we take this opportunity to extend 
our warmest wishes for Christmas and 
New Year.  

Your editorial team,

Paul Levitt & Andy Renou

The 2017 

Biennial Reunion 

will be held in 

Stratford-upon-Avon 

on 

2nd-3rd June

More details in Newsletter 67.
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Report from the Chair

Christmas is nearly here and on behalf 
of the Committee, I would like to send 
warm Greetings and New Year good 
wishes to all TWA members.

Reunion 2017 - I am delighted that the 
Reunion sub-committee led by Richard 
Loveday, has researched and come up 
with such a wonderful location and 
venue for our 2017 Reunion. We have 
given you lots of notice for this event 
when we will be celebrating the 70th 
anniversary of the opening of Prince 
Rupert School, Wilhelmshaven.

Mini Reunions – We are aware that for 
various reasons not all members are 
able to come to the biennial reunions 
and are missing opportunities to meet 
other TWA members. Many of you are 
aware that we have local reunions at 
Gamston, Fleet, Swindon, Shrewsbury, 
Ontario (Canada) and the 47ers 
organise regular gatherings.  These 
events are usually informal lunches 
at local venues and are organised 
by a member who lives in the area. 
Some of the organisers are Committee 
members but we would like to 
encourage more TWA members to 
organise other small events in areas not 
already covered. If anyone would like 
to consider this, please contact Carol 
Goronwy by email membership@
prs-wilhelmshaven.co.uk  or by phone 
01159 814246, for more information..

1947 – and all that

‘Prince Rupert School – Founded 
1947’ – so runs the inscription visible 
to all who approach the main entrance 
to the school grounds. But few spare 
a passing thought to the story which 
may lie behind this. My intention now 
is to take you back to those early days 
which I remember so well.

July 1st 1947 was a very hot day in a very 
hot summer – even in Wilhelmshaven! 
For some time preparations had 
been going forward to receive some 
70 boarders into the ex-Royal Navy 
Barracks (HMS Royal Rupert). These 
buildings had been occupied by the 
RN since 1945 and one may still find 
traces of the former tenants. The name 
Prince Rupert was of course derived 
from this naval association and the 
Bonteheim to which the detachment 
moved became known in turn as HMS 
Royal Rupert. Masses of workmen 
had been tearing walls down here, 
putting walls up there, painting and 
repainting amid heaps of rubble and 
debris. All had been chaos but now we 
were comparatively ready. By midday 
the first pupil arrived; by six in the 
evening thirty had appeared and were 
addressed on the quarterdeck by the 
Headmaster. At this stage the one 
telephone in the school was working 
overtime. Prospective pupils making 
their own way by all conceivable 
means of transport were delayed at 
various points for various reasons – 
some miles out of their course. As the 

evening wore on they began to straggle 
in tired and weary to find complete 
darkness – the electricity supply had 
failed its first test. Nevertheless a hot 
drink awaited, as did the staff! The 
long vigil ended at 3.30 am, six hours 
before the first assembly!

Assembly and classes were held 
in Nissen huts – rather disturbing 
when, as the metal roofs became 
hot, classroom temperatures were 
lowered by spraying them with cold 
water. Much was learnt in that short 
summer in spite of the complete 
lack of books and equipment. The 
Staff learnt that the experiment of a 
co-educational secondary boarding 
school was not to be the failure that 
many had forecast. We learnt that 
nothing was beyond our reach thanks 
to the spirit and enthusiasm of those 
70 guinea pigs. Already personalities 
were making their way to the fore, 
names which still figure prominently 
on the honours boards and as holders 
of school records. We played and drew 
our first cricket match, we had our 
first athletics contest; we were a school 
– even though occupying two houses 
(Howe and Drake).

Later in September the part became a 
whole when 250 pupils were admitted. 
The way of life became more settled, 
though each day brought its adventures, 
problems and their solutions. The now 
familiar crest and motto were born – 

Memorabilia – if anyone would like 
their loaned or donated items of 
memorabilia returned to them, please 
get in touch with me. We are planning 
on digitising more of the ‘paper’ based 
items for the future and this will free up 
items to be returned to their owners. 
Some of our Collection is in the form 
of ‘hardware’, and if anyone would like 
his or her own items returned, please 
let me know. 

Barbara (Miller) Steels (Hood/Rodney 
57 - 61) Acting Chair

The next TWA Committee Meeting 
will be held near Banbury on 21st 
February 2016.

Corrigendum

In the previous issue, we mentioned 
Drake boy, Jim Hanlon, as having 
captained both the school boxing and 
football teams, and represented PRS 
in athletics, cross-country, basketball 
and gymnastics. However, Jim was 
quick to point out that he was only the 
Under 14 captain at football and house 
captain for boxing – so not school 
captain.

Ed – sorry for letting our enthusiasm 
run away with us.  
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the inspiration of Mr. Henderson and 
Mr. Harrison the Latin master, first 
Rodney Housemaster and pioneer 
of the Sea Cadet Corps. Traditions 
began to grow, house and school spirit 
to flourish. It is perhaps noteworthy 
that the football first eleven after 
winning its first match lost the next 
by 10 goals. This defeat did more 
for team spirit than could any talk, 
the same team being beaten later in 
the season. When May arrived the 
minister for Education who officially 
opened the school was able to see and 
remark upon the huge strides that had 
been made. Incidentally, King Alfred 
School at Ploen received its first pupils 
in that same month and is therefore 
the junior school by 10 months. That 
same summer the first inter-school 
matches were played – resulting in a 
clean sweep for PRS.

So ended the first year of the school’s 
existence, a year when new ground was 
consistently being broken and progress 
continually made. This never stopped 
and in spite of enormous changes - the 
expansion to take in the Fliegerdeich 
and Bonteheim houses, the growth 
from 250 to 650 – the best traditions 
have been maintained. Never did the 
reputation of the school stand higher 
in the eyes of parents, educationalists, 
and all those who love it. May this state 
of affairs long continue.

Mr. G. Wright, Teaching Staff (Physical 
Training, Games and Science) The 
Cavalier Spring 1955

“Write thirty lines!” 

Is this surely not a light enough task for 
the practiced hand of any schoolboy? 
Unfortunately it would appear not 
– or perhaps the facility is lost when 
the imperative is uttered editorially 
and refers to thirty original, readable, 
in fact, printable lines for inclusion 
in The Cavalier. Only the hardiest 
manage to finish the course, although 
happily, as our literary section shows, 
a good proportion of them do so with 
some distinction.

We have had, nevertheless, a much 
better response this time to our appeal 
for articles, and those which appear 
amount to about a half of the total 
number received. The contributors, 
whether their work has been printed or 
not, have deserved not only our thanks, 
but also a careful and appreciative 
reading, for they have done sometimes 
well, what many, many others never 
did at all. Indeed, it is just as well that 
The Cavalier cannot show the names 
of all those who began with an idea 
and some good intentions, but who for 
some reason fell beside the way. Maybe 
they waited too long for inspiration to 
do their writing for them.

That is, of course, one of the things 
which inspiration simply will not do, 
or does only exceptionally; she lavishes 
herself mostly where dull endeavour 
has gone before. Shelley, perhaps, 
may have worked in ‘the white heat of 

inspiration’, while Schiller, we believe 
was able to provoke his genius with the 
stench of rotten apples, a good supply 
of which he kept in his wastepaper 
basket for that purpose. But they 
were no common mortals, and most 
writers, like any other craftsmen, just 
simply work in their shirt sleeves. 
The fact of the matter is that ‘waiting 
for the spark from Heaven to fall’ is 
generally tedious and unproductive. 
Inspiration, like Lady Luck (probably 
like most other ladies too, for that 
matter) likes to be wooed properly; 
and that, as everybody knows, takes 
time and trouble.

Anonymous piece in The Cavalier 
Spring 1955, but probably written 
by Mr B. Heyes (editor). The 
magazine committee included house 
representatives: Josephine Fleming & D. 
Riggs (Collingwood), Betsey Oglesby & 
Jack Newby (Drake), Diana Laidler & 
T. Potesta (Howe), Marguerite Ireson & 
D. Fell (Rodney).

His final bow

We have grown used to the fact that the 
‘Cavalier’ appears always in the first 
half of a term and carries school news 
complete to the end of the previous 
one. I write these words in confident 
anticipation: the usual August rain 
of Wilhelmshaven is falling steadily 
at the moment and it will be weeks 
before the magazine appears. The new 
term will see a great many changes 

but, before thinking of it, we must 
take a look backwards. The longest 
and coldest winter for many years 
brought its difficulties but not, at least, 
any epidemic… The chief day of the 
spring term was of course February 
4th, when the Milocarian Trophy was 
presented to us for the third time. Air 
Vice-Marshal Sir John Grandy made 
an arduous journey through the snow 
for the purpose. 
The term saw a lot of skating on our 
home-made rink and our first-ever 
competition in it. Otherwise sport was 
much reduced. A surprising amount 
of football was actually played in the 
snow, and basketball and netball with 
the help of the splendid gymnasia of the 
Bundesmarine. In spite of, or perhaps 
because of the bad weather, I think that 
we got through a good deal of work. 
The term ended on an enjoyable note 
as Mr. Evans gave us ‘The Mikado’, still 
unpolished and without orchestra, 
but very good fun. After a dull May 
we had a glorious fortnight. The long 
weekend at Whitsuntide brought a 
number of delightful letters of thanks 
from parents who were there in large 
numbers despite the clash of several 
regimental celebrations of June 1. The 
sports, the cricket match, Monday’s 
informal fete, the parents coffee party 
– all ran smoothly. Support of our 
raffle and fete enabled us to establish 
our finances in addition to presenting 
DM 1000 to the Stadt Wilhelmshaven. 
That presentation took place on Speech 
Day when the Oberstadtdirektor, Herr 
Dr. Schumann, found time in his busy 
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programme to be with us. Our Guest 
of Honour was the Director of Army 
Education, General Gadd. From his 
address I recall the particularly apt 
translation of the school motto: ‘Don’t 
get your fingers burnt twice’… It was 
well that the day was pleasant since we 
had to say goodbye to four particularly 
long-serving stalwarts in Mr O’Reilly, 
Mr Callan, Mr Roberts and Mr 
Davies, as well as to Miss Irvine and 
several members who had served us 
less long…Now for the new term. It 
is a pity that the number of girls will 
no longer equal that of the boys but 
that is the strange, new but apparently 
established feature of B.F.E.S. We 
are sorry in many ways to lose the 
Bonteheim building but the new 
organization, with a junior boys’ house 
on the main site, has a great deal in its 
favour. I am confident that under it we 
shall see PRS as good as ever. In nearly 
six years at PRS I have known a great 
many fine people. It is sad to leave 
them, even though I look forward to 
my new post in Cumberland. My wife 
joins with me in good wishes to all 
members and we hope earnestly for 
the school’s further success.

Extracted from Headmaster’s Review – 
The Cavalier, Autumn 1963. The Late 
Mr John Sharp died in Manchester in 
July 2001.

Snow Storm

The cloud hung heavy, shifting its 
burden across sorrowful skies until 
it reached its resting place – a small, 
silent town. Where from chimneys to 
cold wintry air, smoke drifted silently, 
losing itself in the greying cloud. Then, 
suddenly, the cloud relaxed, spilling its 
soft load over the sleepy town. Swiftly, 
softly, the feathery flakes whirled 
dizzily to their destination. 

By Anne Taylor Form IIIA – extracted 
from the literary section of The Cavalier 
1962 Summer

Main-site  ‘pop’ invasion 

A pop-music festival organized by the 
NDR or Norddeutscher Rundfunk 
(the radio station of Lower Saxony 
originally founded by the British 
Military Government), was held 
on the former school main-site last 
summer. Now called Banter See Park, 
the area is ideal for such large events 
and more concerts are planned.  
Upwards of 25,000 people of all 
generations attended and the weather 
was excellent…wasn’t it always? When 
the music stopped the party continued 
around the Banter Ruine and the Jade 
Allee. “In the middle of the trees you can

still see the copper beech that was 
planted in celebration of the Queen’s 
coronation and is the subject of a 
special regeneration project,” says our 
Wilhelmshaven correspondent, Dr. 
Jens Graul (see p.15 of the previous 
issue). According to Jens, the ground 
around the former main-site sports 
field has very good drainage as a result 
of rubble that was put to good use by 
Army engineers. The site has been 
earmarked for housing development 
(luxury flats) by the Wilhelmshaven 
town council, but the plan is currently 
dormant until suitable investors are 
found.

A section of the 25,000 crowd attracted to the main site for a pop concert last summer. 
Note the copper beech in the background, which was planted in 1953.

Main-site PRS
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Letters to the editor

I would just like to thank all those lovely 
ex-PRSites who sent me messages of 
condolence on Val’s passing.  Thank 
you to all of you who made her so 
welcome at the TWA Reunions and 
thereafter.  I know she loved catching 
up with old friends and reminiscing.
Carolyn (Dore) Cairns(Collingwood 
53-56)

Not many years ago, the TWA surveyed 
its membership as to how it ought to 
be preparing for a future of ageing 
members. A closer association with the 
younger Rinteln group would appear 
to be the basis of the best possible 
solution. There appears to be a healthy 
respect for age in our association. As a 
57er I feel considerable admiration for 
the 47ers and trust that our 67ers will 
feel some respect for us 57ers and so 
on. I feel sure the Rinteln ex pupils will 
want to keep the TWA members in 
close contact and also give due respect. 
Possibly against this is the likelihood 
that Rinteln pupils, being day-based, 
with much bussing restricting all 
those out of hours activities, may not 
feel quite so connected to their school 
as we do. On the other hand they 
might very much share our feelings of 
being an isolated population of British 
school children separated from the 
UK mainstream. I would be happy 
to merge progressively with them to 
form possibly a two-part association 
sharing a number of joint activities 
such as some of our major and local 

reunions, archive and memorabilia 
storage, etc.
Incidentally, I was sad to read of the 
passing of Peter Walker (Rodney 57-
59) without any recollection of him 
appearing in The New Cavalier. I was 
not a friend, but admired his athletic 
prowess from a distance. He was in 
my “B” stream class where he was a 
bit of a clown and taller than most. A 
naturally gifted athlete, I recall him in 
a school track event, possibly the 800 
metres, steadily drawing away from 
the rest of the field. As a scrawny small 
runt of a boy, I found this inspiring 
and noticed he had a natural bounce 
in his step with his heels lifting early 
on every stride, which I attempted to 
emulate. Heaven knows what I must 
have looked like. Surely there must be 
several admiring girls that remember 
him.
Denis Oglesby (Drake 54-57)

An interesting feature from Antony 
Price in Newsletter 65 but I am afraid 
he would never have been selected for 
the Royal Observer Corp.  If I could 
assist with the aircraft recognition 
in the photograph, the aircraft in the 
foreground is a Meteor T7 next to 
what is probably a Meteor 8 (based 
on the sharper tail profile); then we 
do have what is probably a Meteor 
NF11/12 (with a cockpit design 
based on that of the T7 from which 
it derives) and finally a Canberra 
B(I)8 (based on the cockpit profile). 
Observers of a different kind might 

notice the boy standing by the runway 
in his ‘underpants’.
David Starkie (Drake 56-57)

Those members who took the trouble 
to get to the ‘wild outpost’ of Leeds 
quite obviously had a good time. I feel 
that with the right combination of these 
elements and a location acceptable to 
the vast majority of members, we will 
have a much higher attendance at the 
2017 event.
Ian Lennox (Howe 52-57)

I greatly enjoyed Miss Jelleyman’s 
article on Home Economics (see 
previous issue) and am actually one of 
those in the photos on pages 19 and 20. 
I think I can name most of the others, 
too. Page 19 top – L-R: Marion Fox, 
A.N. Other, Bonny Shaw, A.N. Other, 

Jackie Bell, Sue Leck, Carol Pool, 
Caroline Sparks, me and Vicky Riley. 
Page 20 top – L-R: Sue Leck, Flo Kelly, 
Jacky Bell, Vicki Riley, A.N. Other, me, 
Bonny Shaw, Caroline Sparks, Marion 
Fox, A.N. Other and Carol Pool. Page 
20 bottom: Alison Clark.
Terri (Cox) Rees (Collingwood 70-72)

Having read N65 cover to cover, 
a correction is needed on page 26 
regarding the 1955 football team 
photo. It should read S. Edwards and 
not M. Edwards. Moreover, there is a 
connection between pages 21 and 26, 
namely, Denise (Bairstow) Savage and 
Stan Edwards used to be married to 
each other. I met up with Denise and 
Rod Bairstow, and my brother Stan 
earlier this year at the funeral of Stan 
and Denise’s eldest daughter. The sad 
occasion aside, the three of them were 
in fine fettle. Despite attending the 
Newbury reunion, my brother has not 
become a member although he does 
read the magazine when I send it.
Melvyn Edwards (Collingwood 53-56)

My outstanding memory of PRS is 
returning for a new term as a junior 
and jumping up and down on the beds 
to see which had the strongest springs 
in a dorm for six boys. The noise 
brought the house master into the 
room (he lived underneath) and I was 
caned within 30 minutes of arriving. 
Surely this must be a record?
John Carpenter  (Howe 57 – 59)

PRS Christmas card
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The picture taken at RAF Jever by 
Graham Print (see p.16 of previous 
issue) reminded me of the photographs 
I took the following year (1959) when 
I was there on exercise with a group 
of CCF cadets. We were in Jever the 
day before the show, during which 
time the black Hawker Hunters of 
111 Squadron arrived and proceeded 
to rehearse their display for the 
forthcoming show. Great for us cadets! 
As the RAF aerobatic team of their 
day, ‘Treble One’ were the forerunners 
of the present ‘Red Arrows’ display 
team. The programme published with 
the article in NL65 is for that show. 
The Fairey Gannet on the right of the 

hangar shot was from the new West 
German Navy which had only been  
re-formed three years previously. In 
the middle is a Vampire trainer.
Roger Hall (Drake 58-60)

I was at PRS from age 11-13 and 
at times it was scary and lonely. It 
definitely taught me to be independent 
and to stand up for myself. There 
was an element of ‘Tom Brown’s 
Schooldays’ and I remember being 
ordered to sweep a long corridor with 
a toothbrush following a fight with 
one girl. I also remember Dyke walks; 
having to fill a bath with a thimble, 
probably for talking to German boys 
out of the window; an eclipse of some 
sort and all being at the Sportplatz; not 
being able to go home at half term and 
staying behind; Barry Stokes the good-
looking head boy being suspended 
with a girl called Anne. Didn’t Barry go 
on to become an actor in later life, as I 
swear I saw him in something on the 
telly? I also remember mealtimes and 
the dreadful greasy red cabbage that I 
hated but was always made to eat; the 
half pound of butter supposedly being 
divided out fairly by head of table, but 
by the time everyone had cut off their 
quota and it reach me I was left with a 
miniscule amount.
Christine Sutcliffe (Rodney 64-66)

Ed. – Barry did indeed become an actor 
and was featured in NL61 and 62.

Cool PRS girl 

Snapped on the main site in 1964 
and looking very cool, Norma (Kelly) 
Dunlevy (Howe 63-65).
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Lewes mini-reunion

Mindful of the continuing attrition 
of the ever diminishing band of 
‘Originals’ - those who were at PRS in 
1947 - Heather and I decided to host 
what may prove to be a last gathering 
of 47ers here at our house in Lewes 
on August 5th. Those who arrived 
the previous evening to stay at a local 
hotel met here for a pre-prandial 
drink in all too rare sunshine. The 
next day, the following ‘true’ Originals’ 
enjoyed lunch together: Mary Ogilvy-
Stuart (now Allen), Margaret Lee 
(now Cannon), Mary Lowesly (now 
Suleman), Margaret Sheffield (now 
Roberts), Malcolm Hynes and John 
Newton, plus a few spouses! Those 
who nearly made it included Joe and 
Val Kinson, Val having sadly since 
died. The weather was again perfect so 
lunch started with a glass of prosecco 
in the garden and ended around 3pm. 
All were refreshingly lively and not a 
bit decrepit despite an average age of 
around 80/81.
Peter Mettyear (Drake 47-49)

Mary Lowsley, (Joan Hynes), John Newton

Peter, Heather, Malcolm Hynes

Peter and Heather

On the left a youthful Mary Ogilvy-Stuart.

Ontario 47ers reunited

On a beautiful sunny day in Southern 
Ontario, five former PRS pupils from the 
early days of the school, 1947 to be exact, 
gathered at my home in Peterborough 
for lunch and to say good-bye to one 
of our small group. Ann-Margret 
(Radford) and her husband, Ian, are 
moving to Winnipeg, Manitoba, in early 
August to be closer to family (Winnipeg 
is a five-day drive from Peterborough), 
and when I suggested our 2016 reunion 
be held in Winnipeg, I was not greeted 
with much enthusiasm. We’ve been 
meeting annually since July 2004 and 
have become close as our renewed 

L-R: Jane (Fletcher) Cooper, Eileen (Bullen) Rose, Ruth (Trendell) Warburton, Ann-Margret 
(Radford) Plummer, Diane (Owen) Pilcher.

friendships have developed over the 
years. I would like to think those of us 
left behind in Ontario will continue to 
meet, but as we age and driving becomes 
less attractive, it may not happen. Time 
will tell.
Ruth (Trendell) Warburton (Howe 47-48)
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Valerie Kinson (Doré) 
Collingwood 47 – 51

It is with much sadness that I report 
the recent death of Valerie who was 
one of our ‘pioneer’ pupils who started 
PRS in the very first full term on the 
7th September 1947. Valerie was 
born on the 19th September 1934 in 
Winchester where she spent her early 
years and attended Atherley School 
in the city. Valerie, her sister Carolyn 
and mother and father, who had been 
working for the Control Commission 
in Germany (CCG), were reunited 
as a family in Düsseldorf in 1946. 
Valerie enjoyed her time at PRS and 
was a keen Guide. In her final year, 
Valerie was made a school prefect and 
achieved her O levels and was good 
at languages as these results included 
English, French and German. A 

younger pupil in Collingwood told me 
that she remembered Valerie very well 
as a tall, sophisticated pupil who was a 
significant part of PRS.
Valerie left PRS at the end of the autumn 
term 1951 and with her mother and 
sister, returned to the UK and lived 
in Lyndhurst for 6 months. Valerie 
was now attending Clarke’s College in 
Southampton and stayed on while her 
mother and sister returned to live with 
Mr Doré in Berlin. Carolyn followed 
in Valerie’s footsteps and attended PRS 
(Frobisher/Collingwood 1953 – 1956).
Valerie met her future husband Ron 
Taylor, in 1954/5 while working 
in London, and in April 1956, the 
whole family, including Ron moved 
to Hamilton in New Zealand. Valerie 
and Ron married in the August and 
they had two children, Paul and 
Elizabeth. In 1970, they moved to Christchurch where Valerie worked at 

the Christchurch Girls’ High School 
as PA to the Principal for many years 
until she retired. Sadly, Ron died in 
2006 and Valerie continued to live in 
New Zealand until May 2009.
In 2009, Joe Kinson, keen stalwart 
of TWA and also one of the 1947 
‘Pioneers’, noticed that a Carolyn 
Cairns (Doré) was a newly joined 
TWA member and he was initially able 
to make contact with Valerie through 
Carolyn. Valerie and Joe kept in regular 
contact by email, letter and telephone 
and Joe then visited New Zealand for 
a 6-week holiday with Val where a 
great love for each other developed. 
This culminated in them making the 
decision to get married in the UK 

on their joint 75th birthdays on the 
19th September 2009. Joe and Valerie 
continued to be firm supporters of 
TWA and also of the 47er’s group from 
PRS, attending several gatherings in 
various parts of southern England. 
Very sadly, Valerie became ill in 
August this year and died peacefully 
in her sleep in St Thomas’ Hospital in 
London with Joe by her side. Joe and 
Valerie enjoyed six wonderfully happy 
years together.
I would like to pass on our condolences 
to Joe and to the families for the loss of 
this very special person.
Barbara Steels (Miller) Hood/Rodney 
57 - 61 - Acting Chair

Val (the one with the gymslip in the centre of the first row of three girls) on parade at PRS.

Val and Joe
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Former PRS pupil, Anne Roberta 
(Bobbie) Roberts, née Compton 
(Drake 53-56) has always cared 
about people. At the age of 15, she 
took care of her five siblings for a 
year when their mother contracted 
TB during their father’s tour with 
the RAF in Hong Kong. In 1960 she 
became a nurse after SRN training at 
Addenbrookes hospital in Cambridge. 
After meeting John Roberts, a Welsh-
speaking radiologist, the pair married 
and moved to Uganda a few days after 
independence in 1962. Whilst John 
worked as a consultant at a nearby 
hospital, Bobbie worked as a volunteer 
at a polio clinic where she developed 
her gift as a fund raiser. Within three 
years, an amazing £30,000 (a lot of 
money back then) had been raised for 
prosthetics and gardens where patients 
could grow their own produce. But the 
couple were forced to leave Africa due 

to an uprising in Kenya. 
They returned to the UK 
and in 1966 moved to 
Doncaster where Bobbie 
started fund raising for 
the Doncaster Deaf Trust, 
eventually becoming Chair 
of Governors. In 1974 she 
was appointed a magistrate 
on the Doncaster bench, of 
which she also became Chair, 
and in 2005 she was awarded 
the MBE for her services to 
justice. She also received 
a Lifetime Achievement 
award from the Doncaster 

Free Press. Having retired from the 
bench on her 70th birthday, Bobbie 
has continued to work tirelessly for 
the Doncaster Deaf Trust. She has 
become a familiar face to many in 
Doncaster and unsurprisingly the 
council has confirmed she is to receive 
a Freedom of the Borough Award. 
Someone who knows her better than 
most is Erik Farr-Voller JP (Howe 
60-61). “I have Bobbie to thank for 
inviting me on to the South Yorkshire 
branch of the Magistrates’ Association 
Executive Committee. She gave me 
sound advice when I was chairman of 
that committee and is an inspiration to 
all who know her. I am proud to tell 
people that Bobbie and I attended the 
same school - PRS in Wilhelmshaven.”

Ed. – Thanks for alerting us to this 
inspiring story, Erik. If anyone knew 
Bobbie at school, please get in touch.

Reflections of a 47er 

Back in 1947, in peaceful but occupied 
West Germany, my father was attached 
as an interpreter to the British 
General McCreery in the Allied High 
Command HQ in Frankfurt. With 
Stalin rattling the cage from the East, 
the Allied presence was set to continue 
for some time so their families were 
brought over from the UK. We were 
fortunate to live in the grounds of 
the General’s requisitioned Schloss in 
Bad Homburg, so as an 11-year-old 
I played happily in the park with the 
local kids and quickly learned some 
German. That was a good start. My 
next step was finding a high school. 
PRS, which was a brave experiment at 
that time, was the best option and is 
where I met the lovely young Roberta 
(Bobby) who was to become my future 
bride. As my father continued to work 
in Germany, I was able to complete 
six-years at PRS and discover much 
more of Germany. 

Upon leaving school in 1953, I chose 
a career in law by way of Articles 
of Clerkship (apprenticeship) to 
a London law firm. This involved 
six years of on-the-job training 
interspersed with lengthy attendances 
at Law School. Meanwhile, Bobby had 
qualified as a State Registered Nurse 
and we got married in Windsor in 
1958 with Tom Fisher (Howe 50-54) as 
best man. The following year, I became 
a Solicitor of the Supreme Court and 

in October joined the Tax Department 
of Price Waterhouse Frankfurt. Still 
being quite young (23), I was not 
qualified as an accountant of any sort, 
neither did I know anything about 
German tax law, but one good thing 
leads to another, as they say. I went 
on to have a pan-European career in 
Frankfurt, Paris and Monaco, and 
travelled the world with Bobby. Our 
marriage was blessed with two children 
and we thank our lucky stars that we 
attended PRS, where our friendship 
was allowed to blossom into true love.
Jack Moore (Matthews/Drake 47-53)

Ed - Jack and Roberta (née Dillon, 
Rodney 50-52) enjoy life in the Swiss 
Alps, the French Riviera and Bath. A 
more detailed account of their story can 
be found in The Book (p.229/230).

A lifetime of caring

Roberta and Jack Moore
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PRS clock ticks again

One of the clocks rescued from the 
main site is working again after being 
fully refurbished. Nurse Elke was 
‘nosing around’ the main site in 1999 
during the clear out of Raleigh in 
preparation for Expo 2000 and she 
found the builders had dumped a 
clock in a skip. 
She managed to retrieve another one 
before it suffered the same fate and 
gave it to me. Complete with the hands 
(on both sides), hanging chains and 
fittings along with the glass on one side 
which was broken and held together 
with sticky tape, it turned out to be the 
last one left in the building and had 
been located in the long corridor at the 
music room end.  
We eventually found a clock repairer 
who was able to get a new domed glass 
made, albeit at an exorbitant price! But 
we were informed it was a slave clock 
and consequently would not work 
without the master, which had not 
been found anywhere, so it remained 
an ornament on a wall for many years.
Then on 3rd August 2015 (on the 
very day that NL65 arrived), the fully 
functioning clock was returned to a 
wall after I fitted it with a heavy torque 

quartz movement and baton hands 
without any alteration other than the 
removal of both the 220v movements 
and hands.  The last time I saw that 
clock working was in the summer term 
of 1964! It is so nice to see it hanging on 
the wall ticking away quietly, but not 
telling me that there is somewhere else 
I should be and already 10 minutes ago!
Incidentally, the electric mechanisms 
that I removed were actually dated 1974 
so they had obviously been replaced, 
presumably by the German Navy after 
the British had handed the property 
back, for a more modern, accurate 
movement. But the clock casing, faces 
and hands themselves were original ... 
we think from about 1938 when the 
place was built (some of the original 
wiring would appear to confirm this 
and it was again confirmed by the chap 
who supplied the replacement glass).

This was the only year Cas and I ever 
flew to Germany and the return trip 
with the clock proved to be a little 
alarming.  After the bag containing 
the clock had gone through the x-ray 
machine at Bremen airport I was 
approached by a rather large security 
man (with holstered gun on hip) and 
whisked away with the said bag.  They 
had seen something that they thought 
indicated I may be carrying a bomb! It 
turned out to be the electronic resister 
coils in the movement and I was frisked 
before both myself and the clock were 
subjected to spectral analysis, which 
could detect both explosives and 
drugs, neither of which were found of 

course.  Finally, the man in the office 
smiled sweetly and told me I could go.  
Cas, meanwhile, had been left on the 
concourse with all the other baggage 
wondering what the hell was going on!
John Mackey (Rodney 60-64)

When Princess Ann unveiled the 
War Horse memorial in Romsey last 
summer, our local representative was 
on hand to take pictures. Dedicated to 
all the horses rounded up nationally 
for WW 1 at staging posts in the local 
town surrounding area, the statue 
by Hampshire’s Amy Goodman is a 
fitting tribute. The story of the many 

horses that were trained here before 
being shipped off to France for battle 
has remained unrecognized until now. 
The statue is a really incredible work 
of art and worth a visit from anyone 
in this neck of the woods. PRS polo 
shirt & bonnet by courtesy of PRS 
Memorabilia.
Alex Briggs (Collingwood 51-55)

War Horse memorial
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PRS Shakespeare productions

The selection of Stratford-upon-
Avon as our next main reunion venue 
brought to mind the following stage 
productions at PRS: 
1950 - Scenes from Twelfth Night 
1952 - The Merchant of Venice 
1954 - A Midsummers Night’s Dream 
1955 - The Taming of the Shrew 
1957 - As you Like It 
1960 - Henry V 
1961 - Romeo and Juliet 
1966 - A Midsummers Night’s Dream
 
Ed.- If you participated in any of the 
above productions, please get in touch.

New Finds

Name at PRS Name now Years House
Rose Butler Rose Butler 71 - 72 Howe

Christine Sutcliffe Christine Sutcliffe 64 - 66 Rodney

Joined after being located some time ago 
Wolfgang Beckett Wolfgang Beckett 66 - 68 Collingwood

Fiona McDonald Fiona Bing 68 - 69 Drake

Re-joined
Allan Barter Allan Barter 61 - 64 Mountbatten Rodney

Michael Cooper Mike Cooper 65 - 69 Howe

Jacki Huntbach Jacki Cooper 67 - 69 Howe

TWA Annual Festive Lunch

The M4-corridor Christmas Lunch 
will be held on 13th December at 
the Village Urban Hotel in Swindon. 
Tickets cost £25 and members who 
have attended in the past have been 
notified. If you or someone you know 
might be interested, please let me 
know as soon as possible (tel. 01793 
814684 or 07798 860084).
Melodie (Hayter) Beevers (Frobisher/
Rodney 58-59)
 

Mini-reunion in Gamston

Our next Gamston do will be on Monday 
Dec 7th. For further information 
contact TWA Membership Secretary, 
Carol Goronwy (Collingwood 64-66) – 
details on back page.

Last-minute Christmas gifts 

An incredible offer of TWA Memorabilia  
- a choice of scarf or tie, + a brooch or 
pendant, Parker roller pen, letter opener, 
key fob and car window sticker – all in 
a lovely PRS Wilhelmshaven linen bag.

£15.00 UK  including P & P
£18.00 International including P & P

Ordering of these and much more via 
the TWA website:
http//www.prs-wilhelmshaven.co.uk 
or email: 
richard.garford733@btinternet.com 
For those without web access, contact 
Marguerite (Ireson) Garford on 
01778 423161

“I count myself in nothing else so happy as in a soul remembering my good Friends” 
William Shakespeare


