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Autumn term was for many of us exciting to
say the least. Those who were keen on sports
welcomed the return to soccer, hockey, netball,
boxing, crosscountry running, etc. Whether we
were good at them or not was a different matter.
Some showed great promise at school but were
never heard of again, while some became famous,
such as the boy who became a professional
cricketer. But what about other pupils who shone
on the sports field? If you know of someone who
became a professional or went on to do something
special in his or her field, do let us know.
And now to this issue, which brings news from
Wilhelmshaven, where our TWA Chair paid a visit
in August to initiate the transfer of documents,
photos and certain items of memorabilia into the
care of the town’s archive and museum services.
It also has no-holds barred stories on crime and
punishment, why one girl had a very good time
at PRS and what we all allegedly got up to given
the chance. It even has a photo of a 47er wearing
a dress, but it’s not quite what you might expect.
On this occasion we are pleased to see a few new
names among the contributing authors, which
is encouraging. Sadly, contributions from the
younger element are few and far between. Is there
anyone out there has a few spare minutes to drop
us a line with his or her story?

Back page

Finally, we wish you happy reading, a peaceful
Christmas and a happy New Year!
L-R: Simon and David Starkie caught by
the camera on the main site in Autumn
term 1957.

Your editorial team,
Paul Levitt & Andy Renou
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Report from the Chair.

big thank you to Sue for all she has
done in the last few years – we will miss
you Sue but look forward to seeing you
at Reunions!

Quite a bit is going on behind the
scenes of TWA at the moment –
Richard Loveday and the Reunion
sub-committee are busy reviewing
possible venues for the 2019 Reunion.
Dave Fullwood (Mountbatten, Drake
and Lawson 67 – 71) has stepped
forward with an amazing proposal for a
formal write up of the history of Prince
Rupert School. Dave and Mark Pepper
(Drake, Lawson 67 – 71) will be putting
their heads together to formalise the
structure of the book. The history of
PRS is inextricably linked to BAOR
and BFES and the relationship with the
town of Wilhelmshaven, but there is far
more to it than this as each one of us
knows from our own unique personal
experiences. At our latest Committee
meeting, Dave acknowledged that this
is a very large task and will take a long
time to develop. However, a start has
now been made and Dave and Mark
have the full support of the Committee
and we hope, our members too.
Dave is also very keen that more of our
younger members become involved
with the running of TWA. He has
agreed to join our Committee as a
representative of this era and in time
we hope that more of you will join us
to enable TWA to move forward in the
future. Sue Vaughan, our Merchandiser
will be leaving the Committee due to
work commitments but she will still
be supporting us and hopes to help out
again some time in the future. A really

In Spring 2018, some of our Copper Beech
saplings will be planted in the new Botanic
Garden in Wilhelmshaven. We plan to
present a plaque to go with the trees.
Other big things going on at the
moment are to do with the Memorabilia
and I will now change to my Archivist
cap and tell you what is going on!
In August we took most of our photo
and paperwork files to Wilhelmshaven
to be stored in the town’s Archive.
Members and interested parties, subject
to an appointment being made, can
view these items. Our gratitude goes
to Dr Jens Graul and the Archive who
have provided a lot of help and support
with this project. It is important for
TWA that items that originated from
our days at PRS Wilhelmshaven have
now returned there for safekeeping. We
have digital copies of all of these items
and the plan is to make these accessible
for viewing on our website – this is
work in progress at the moment.
We are hoping that an exhibition of
some of our bigger items will take place
at the Küstenmuseum and these are
already being stored in the town. We
expect to know more about this soon.
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Barbara Steels (Miller) Hood/Rodney 1957
– 1961 Committee Chair and Archivist

This coverage in the Wilhelmshaven press about the school resulted from the visit in August
of Barbara Steels to the town. Her report from the Chair refers.
4

Friendship memories

There is nothing quite as exciting as
meeting a friend you knew at school.
It is nearly 50 years since Rusty Wride
(nee Carey) and I were giggly 12
year olds at PRS. We were both in
Collingwood and shared a room with
two other girls, Elizabeth Cairns and
Lynn Carr, who were well behaved
and very sensible. Rusty and I were
the noisy ones and would always chat
after lights out, completely ignoring
Matron’s warnings. We were punished
with the infamous wooden spoon (yes,
the one with the hole in the middle)
on more than one occasion – ouch! It
didn’t make much difference though, in
fact we giggled even more. The giggle
was on autopilot and nothing seemed
to be able to contain it. It was the same
in class too, we would giggle over the

slightest thing and the teacher would
see us at the end of the lesson. Rusty
had a very sweet and demure face, so
we were never punished by teachers,
but matron and Miss Robinson, our
house mistress, were not so easily won
over and we were banned and gated
several times.
I often wondered about Rusty over
the years and was delighted when she
contacted me through Facebook. She
lives in Wiltshire and so when the
Christmas lunch was held in Swindon,
I jumped at the chance to attend so I
could meet Rusty again. We recognised
each other instantly and we didn’t stop
chatting and laughing for the whole
day. Some things don’t change!
Sue (Roberts) Vaughan (Collingwood
67-69)
Mr Edwin Follows
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I was surprised, delighted and touched
when Barbara Steels told me that in
the final clear-up of the main site
at PRS Rinteln, an In Memoriam
plaque to my father, Edwin, had been
brought back to the UK and would I
like to have it? It doesn’t take long to
answer a question like that so I now
have the plaque to remind me of
our time at PRS. My father took up
teaching after the war as there was
little call for an artist/designer and
he started teaching in London. From
there in 1953 we moved to PRS in
Wilhelmshaven. At heart my father
was an artist and took all opportunities

to practise this, including paintings
and portraits commissioned by friends
in Wilhelmshaven. He also took up
photography as we travelled around
Europe with our caravan and saw so
many landscapes, buildings, flora and
fauna that painting or sketching them
all would have been out of the question!
I have over 2,000 colour slides with the
projector in my loft from those trips.
I haven’t looked at them for a while
as I suspect the old projector might
melt or worse! He designed the PRS
Christmas card for many years using,
mainly, scraperboard. We have some of
the original boards, proofs, and printed
cards, but not all examples. He designed
and painted many sets for various stage
productions in Churchill. At school
fetes he would, for a small charge, do
a one- or two-minute portrait in chalk
and charcoal – I wonder if any still
exist?
We have a reasonable number of his
paintings, lino cuts and drawings, but
he had the habit of either giving them
away or painting larger pieces on a
handy wall wherever we were living!
Recently two of my grand daughters
asked me to research dates of birth,
etc., for my parents and grand parents
for a project they were doing. I looked
up ‘Edwin Follows born in Carlisle’ on
the Internet and found a painting, by
him, for sale! I bought it and now have
a watercolour of Carlisle Cathedral
painted by him in 1930 when he was 17
years old!
Our time in Wilhelmshaven was special.
A civilian family living abroad with all

the experiences and opportunities that
gave was exciting and memorable. My
father is buried in Wilhelmshaven,
which is what he wished, being the
place that gave him the best ten years
of his life. My mother wished to be
buried with him. We took her there
in an urn, with many a giggle going
through security and customs (what
is in this, please open)! We have, since
then, visited Wilhelmshaven and even
though some changes have taken place
it still feels like PRS and home.
Roger Follows (Drake 55-62)

Roger with his father’s memorial plaque

6

A watercolour painted by Edwin Follows
when he was just 17.

First-term impressions

while in sickbay as I had not mentioned
that my dad was coming up for half
term, It seems they would have saved
him from coming all that way just to sit
by my bedside. But I did so want to see
him. Dad was only able to come up to
PRS twice in my two years. The second
time we went into town and had a meal
of very long sausage and potato salad,
the best meal I ever had with my dad.
.
Lessons were a trial. Teachers stood at
the head of the class and told us stuff
that made no sense to me at all. Maths
was the most nonsensical. Why were
we taught in pound, shillings and pence
when we used metric? And for the life
of me I never understood what ‘gills,
chains, tons or fathoms were. In later
life I was the treasurer for a group I
belonged to and never lost any money
due to poor maths.

In the autumn of 1958 I was 11 ¾ years
of age. I don’t remember a build up of
excitement at the prospects of going to
boarding school; it just seemed to come
about. Mum had a baby to look after so
I thought I’d been sent away because
she had too much to do. I also thought
I’d never go home again.
I was put on a train with loads of
tumbling children and there was so
much noise it was a little frightening.
After the train unloaded, I arrived at
Frobisher with a big black tin trunk that
had belonged to my granddad. Inside
there were lots of school clothes. My
clothes looked different from the other
girls’ as my mother used to make all of
mine (they were well made as mum was
a tailoress). My long socks went to the
top of my legs and were held up with
a liberty bodice and suspenders! I had
flannelette petticoats and my skirts had
bibs back and front. I felt very different.
My parents had omitted to put in any
civilian clothes so matron told me to
write home and ask for a weekend dress.
One arrived a little later. It was white with
a multitude of coloured dots all over it. I
dressed in it every Sunday thereafter.
I spent a lot of my first term in sickbay.
I remember hearing that the water
didn’t agree with me. It was at this time
I learned that water could be other
than ‘wet, hot or cold’. It could also be
disagreeable! Sickbay was nice. They fed
you strawberries. I did get into trouble
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My spelling was said to be woeful.
I now believe I am dyslexic as my
grandson has the same problem except
he gets help at school. I took piano
lessons but my report says I had no
aptitude for music. The same remark
was made for my sporting abilities. I
got rave reports for art and remember
having my pictures displayed up the
walls of a staircase. I liked science. We
got to grow broad beans and draw lots
of pictures of them as they grew. My
needlework wasn’t good and after I
married I turned into my mother who
made all my children’s clothes until
they turned 14 when they rebelled and
wanted store-bought things.

At the end of my last term in 1960,
I was presented with the class book
prize. It was ‘The Small Miracle’ by
Paul Gallico and no doubt Miss Tebbs
was probably poking fun when when
she picked this book for me. The book
was presented by Sir Christopher Steel
G.C.M.G.M.Y.O. and is still in my
bookcase to this day.

previously known in Singapore. He was
a lovely man.
I spent five terms in Frobisher and
one term in Drake. Going up to Drake
meant I left my friends behind and I
was lonely there. My father had allowed
me to take my radio to school in my last
term, but it was confiscated on arrival
by prefects. They said juniors were not
aloud to have radios. However, they let
me go into their room on Saturdays to
listen to it and I was given it back on the
last day of term.

Birthdays were celebrated with a cake
that you could share with friends at
teatime. We had fried eggs that came
on tin trays and it seemed as though
they had plastic tops. Then we had fried
bread and baked beans on Sundays,
liver in pastry dustbins and eggy mess.

Apart from the last term I had a very
good time at PRS and I’m glad I was
sent there because it made me who I
am today.

There was a flu epidemic and a polio
scare so every one was given sugar
with horrid stuff dripped onto it. We
were always lining up for one jab or
another, but in the army that happened
wherever you went. Forging sick notes
to get out of sports in the cold winters
was easy. All you had to do was put a
1 or a 2 in front of a single digit to get
extra days off.
There were house parties at Christmas.
Mum made me a dress so I could go as
Nell Gwyn. If I’d have known who she
was, I wouldn’t have been so proud of
my dress! We watched the wedding
of Princess Margaret on the TV. I
was made to stand in the corridor for
talking after lights out and made to
write lines in the common room for the
same offence. My favourite person was
Father Bolton whom my family had

Marylynn Susan (Moore) Boardman
(Frobisher/Drake 58-60)
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The way we were...

Jan and Dave Fullwood at the Stratford reunion

I am sure that many of you have vivid
recollections of the weird, wonderful
and downright bizarre punishments
afforded to all pupils who transgressed,
i.e., most of us at one time or another.
We were subjected to military-style
discipline for heinous crimes such as
talking in chapel, avoiding said chapel,
wearing a skinny/wide tie (according
to prevailing fashion), having your
shirt hanging out, being late back from
a Deich walk (or not returning at all),
failing to clean your bedroom so no
germ could survive, talking after lights
out and being over-familiar with the
opposite sex - variations on this theme
too numerous to catalogue.
Punishments for law breaking were
always imaginative. The penalties for
talking after lights out were especially
varied and might include standing
outside in the draughty corridor
in nightclothes facing the wall, or,
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alternatively, having to strip the beds,
fold the bedding military – style and
get fully dressed. Then, if the member
of staff on duty was feeling especially
churlish, a brisk run around the school
field was indicated. If it worked out
badly for the victims of this particular
sanction, the North wind would whip
the spray from the sea across the
playing field and they would return to
the house damp, salty and temporarily
broken in spirit.
Then the fun really started. Our
rooms would be inspected to ensure
all bedding was uniformly folded, all
folds facing the same way (obsessive
compulsive disorder sufferers please
take note) and then we would be
allowed to remake the beds with
‘hospital corners’ being compulsory.
(They still haunt my days). After that,
we could, once again, get into our
nightclothes and thence into bed.

However, on especially bad nights, this
particular routine could be repeated
several times and hollow-eyed
youngsters would appear zombie-like
at breakfast to the horror of their peers.
The boarding houses all had vast
cellars with submarine-type doors
on them leading through to various
chambers. These heavy doors served
a practical purpose as the cellars were
generally below sea level and no doubt
prone to the occasional flood. Rumour
had it that prisoners of war were
incarcerated in these chambers and
there were many sightings of ghostly
figures returning to visit their place
of imprisonment, though goodness
knows why. There was also a catalogue
of spectral women and spirits of ex
PRS pupils who all came to a ghastly
end. The cellars did serve some
practical purpose in that they served
as laundry rooms and areas to dry
washing. However, they also served as
the perfect place for teachers to exact
a particularly unpleasant punishment,
which was to place miscreants at
various places in the cellars. Not only
were the cellars very cold and draughty
but, at times, a wind whistled loudly
and sang a ghostly song. You were
very lucky if you ended up standing
amongst the wet underwear – at least
it was a reminder of people not too
far away- but those who were placed
deep in the cellars inevitably returned
with stories of ghostly apparitions and
supernatural noises. This punishment
was definitely one to be avoided at all
costs and would probably result in a
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front-page article of a tabloid today.
Who remembers “School Rig”?
This was a punishment inflicted for
relatively minor infringements that
required the victim to wear school
uniform for a set period of time over
the weekend. This included to any
social events so that humiliation was
complete. At any time significant
numbers of pupils could be seen on
Main Site over the weekends, heads
held high and in full school uniform.
Inevitably this lead to queries from
other pupils about the nature of the
offence and occasionally hero-like
status was awarded for a particularly
daring act of defiance.
And then there was the Deich Walk.
Every Saturday and Sunday afternoon,
regardless of the weather, we had
to vacate the boarding houses to go
for a bracing and health-giving walk
beside The North Sea. Withdrawal
of Deich walk was very rarely used
as a punishment as I now appreciate
that this was an opportunity for staff
to have a little time out and maybe
an afternoon siesta. (No problem
with that, I hear you cry). However,
relatively little walking was done on
Deich walks – there was a great deal
of smoking, occasional drinking –
and a considerable amount of teenage
petting. Staff who either drew the short
straw or who had a particularly vicious
streak, would be assigned to patrol the
area of the Deich and would often bring
back to school hormonally-charged
pupils who clearly had no intention
of walking very far but preferred to

lie down. I was one such pupil and,
having been subsequently hauled into
the Housemistress’s Study, I got told
that “No man would ever want me” for
displaying such loose behaviour. I am
delighted to report that she was very
wrong on that count.
Visits into town were an occasional treat
and Karstadt saw its profits go down as
light-fingered Artful Dodgers availed
themselves of contraband to sell on The
Black Market. Many returned to school
looking considerably plumper than
when they left the main site, only to
reveal several layers of pilfered clothing
beneath their uniforms. Culprits were
occasionally caught (or arrested) and,
in this instance, the punishment did
often fit the crime as visits into town,
or anywhere else, became a distant
memory for them and staff ensured
that time freed up was always spent
unpleasantly.
Miss Tebbs, the formidable second
mistress and the scourge of all the
girls, would stand in the main corridor
at various intervals during the day,
wasp-mouthed and gimlet-eyed. Her
quarry would be any girl who had a
skirt that she considered to be too
short or a fringe too long. Parents
would send their daughters in with
modest and virginal length skirts, but
the fashion was for small pelmets that
barely skimmed the thighs. Hence,
we walked around looking as if we all
had a particularly bad bout of middleaged spread with jumpers concealing
rolls of material. Seeing her prey, Miss
Tebbs would pounce, call the girl over,
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and yank on her skirt, revealing several
feet of material, which now modestly
covered at least the knees. If the girl in
question was a frequent offender, Miss
Tebbs would yank at the hem of the
skirt and insist that they did the Walk
of Shame around school all day with
knees chastely covered, a ragged hem,
and pieces of thread dangling.
Now, a piece of information: Claudia
Winkelman was not the inventor
of long thick fringes. We had Cathy
McGowan of Top of the Pops fame.
We would grow our fringes luxuriantly
until we peered out from a dense
curtain of hair, occasionally bumping
into large objects. Miss Tebbs would
again lie in wait for her victim, take
them to one side and march them
grim-faced into her office. In her
drawer she had a pair of pinking shears
and said fringe would be clipped
almost out of existence, the shears
producing an alarming zigzag pattern.
Later attempts by us to even the fringe
up resulted in an even shorter end
product; our brief encounter with The
Demon Hairdresser was evident for all
to appreciate for several long weeks.
Who can forget the chalkboard outside
the main teaching block? We would
all file past it on the way to lessons
and read the daily instructions from
the head teacher (der Kopf). Most
of the information would be very
boring – fire alarms, sports meetings,
but what really captured our attention
was names and times for particular
pupils to meet in The Head’s study.
These were rarely friendly meetings

and only occasionally resulted in good
news. More often, someone would be
sent home for a fixed or permanent
length of time; embarrassed parents
would be called to take the pupil home
and the whole school would be agog
at the news. There was often more
punishment ahead as red-faced parents
in claustrophobic garrisons were
forced to explain why, when spotted
in the NAAFI during the school-term
their precious offspring was having an
unexpected spell at home.
I must confess to being naturally bossy,
being the eldest sibling with three
brothers, and my Violet Elizabeth Bott
instincts got the better of me. In short,
I went over to The Other Side and
became a prefect and then Head Girl
for two years. Being entrusted with
such awesome responsibility, I could
march around the school and mete out
punishments, including detentions,
which were taken by the formidable
Mrs Bishop. My brother David, and
his friend Frank, once had the sheer
audacity to brazenly flout red socks
with their school uniform and I placed
them both in detention. 50+ years on
this still rankles with both Frank and
David and is brought up at least once
a year as an example of my abuse of
power.
When the time came for me to leave
PRS and to choose a career, my
despot tendencies made me a natural
candidate for teaching, ironically
becoming a specialist in management
of pupil behaviour. However, my
recollections of PRS stay with me and,

to quote that great philosopher Oprah
Winfrey, I have tried to “Turn wounds
into wisdom”. Only my pupils, and
time, can decide if I have succeeded.
Jan (Fulwood) Ball (Rodney/Collingwood
64-71)
Main site update
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The Banter-See-Park in Wilhelmshaven,
which will soon become the center of
operations for Wadden Sea cooperation,
has received a grant of EUR 730,000, which
is a first step towards implementing the
Federal Government’s funding proposal
for the construction of the partner center
(see Spring 2017 newsletter, page 5). The
funding means that the rehabilitation
of contaminated soil and groundwater
of the technology park at “Banter See”
can now be launched. Wilhelmshaven’s
mayor, Andreas Wagner, said, “Thanks
to this financial support, we can now
decontaminate a further part of the Banter
See and thus make a real difference in the
area.” The area in question, on which the
naval base Bant was formerly located, was
contaminated in the Second World War,
which was the reason for the application
of subsidies for brownfield site recycling.
The cost of the decontamination is
estimated at EUR 1.8 million, so the latest
grant covers 57% of the funding. Parallel
to the redevelopment of the subsoil,
the concrete planning of the building’s
construction is already under way. An
architectural competition was recently
launched. The drafts are expected to be
submitted by the end of November and
then examined by a specialist jury.

Sixth-form concert
At the end of spring term 1965, Murray
Bennett put forward the idea of
producing a sixth form concert in aid
of OXFAM. The concert was written
in the library annexe, pricipally by
Murray and Sue Bendix but with
additional inputs from various passing
sixth formers. Gerry Pennington was
given the role of ‘Lord Chamberlain’
to ensure that all remained within
the bounds of good taste. The concert
opened with a ditty written by Murray
to the tune of ‘Harvest of Love’, a
recent top twenty hit for Benny Hill.
Most of the words I have forgotten but
I do remember the words “the girls
all screamed at Elvis P cause they’d
nobody’s hand to hold” a reference
to the Saturday evening when the
boys were banned from the cinema
showing of an Elvis Presley film for
some collective misdemeanour.
Sylvia Howard wrote a madrigal
around the letters PAL, a popular
dog food brand that used the hook
‘prolongs active life’. It began “Pal
meat for healthy sixth formers make
sure you get some ... PAL promotes
agressive lunacy” followed by various
phrases using the letters PAL.
My own contribution was to host a
spoof ‘This is your Life’. I went into the
audience to identify various ‘celebrities’
- that well-known Labour MP, Gerry
Pennington - the popular song and
dance duo, Ray and Daphne Dyer Mr Bruno King, all-in wrestler - and
finally, Mr Mervyn Batty, agricultural

advisor to ‘the Archers’. The ‘victim’
was a very good sport, Leo McNicholas,
who allowed us to make fun of him
for the next ten minutes. One part
involved borrowing the skeleton from
the biology department to represent
Leo’s former employer, a fishmonger,
who had died of a malignant ‘tuna’.
The sketch ended with Leo being
arrested by an inspector from the
Wilhelmshaven Police, played by Bob
Stevens. I last saw Bob when we were
on opposite sides for the Cranwell/
Dartmouth cricket match in 1968. The
evening was a lot of fun and just about
all pupils and staff bought the plastic
cinema tokens to raise the money for
OXFAM.
These are just a few recollections of
the evening but I’m sure other cast
members will be able to provide other
memories. After leaving PRS, I joined
the RAF and worked as a navigator.
I left the RAF in 1976, retrained as
a civilian air-traffic controller and
worked at the London Air Traffic
Control Centre for 30 years. I retired
in 2006 and since 2007, I have lived in
France.

us this photo showing George in the
actual dress. Photo by kind permission
of Mary (Ogilvy-Stewart) Allen.

Jim Clark (Howe 62-65)

How aware of PRS are the town’s
officials and the town as a whole?
Officially the Town Council only
knows that the school exists in
Emstrasse and on Fliegerdeich. The
only time that the council has anything
to do with the school is on Speech Day,
when important visitors come to the
school and pay a courtesy visit to the
Rathaus. And even when this happens,

By George!
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In the previous issue (p. 13-14), Jack
Moore reported an incident during the
47ers’ Riviera reunion when George
Gladwish donned his wife Joy’s new
dress as a gag. Vic Longyear, one of the
47ers who was on the same trip, sent

it is only the Education Officer whom
they meet. The awareness is no greater
than that of the population as a whole.
Does the school benefit the town at all,
for example, in employment, finance or
Anglo-German relations?
In the immediate post-war years
it played an important role as
an employer. However, with the
Witschaftswunder and the revival
of an economic Germany, the town
would now suffer very little if it didn’t
employ the two hundred or so workers
that PRS now does.
Was there any resentment towards the
school or the British establishment when
the school was first founded, being, as
it were, part of the British occupying
forces?
No, I don’t think there is or was any
feeling of resentment. In a town such
as this, a seaport with a changing,
heterogeneous population, there is no
real resentment of foreigners. We have
visits from many foreign naval units
– British, Dutch, American are only
a few. Thus we can’t harbour a feeling
of resentment towards outsiders. With
regard to Anglo-German relations,
more contacts with contemporaries
would help prevent PRS from being
entirely cut-off from the town and
Fliegerdeich from being an English
island.

Town-hall visit
The Cavalier magazine changed to
a large format in 1968 and with it
came a change in editorial policy: it
would now include interviews! And
first in line to be interviewed in his
town-hall office was Wilhelmshaven’s
Oberstadtsdirektor Schumann.
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Would it be more beneficial to the town
if the PRS site was occupied by the
German Navy?
The town would not benefit one way

or the other, either as employers nor
as money spenders. In any case, the
Bundesmarine is a national force
controlled from Bonn.

after an eight-week holiday. It felt even
worse to be at boarding school for the
first time. PRS was to be my home for
two years and, at that time, nothing
looked less homely than this grim
collection of brick buildings.
That first night I was too nervous to be
homesick. I had certainly been plunged
in at the deep end – acting monitor
within four hours of my arrival! I knew
nothing at all; I was as green as the newest
first-years. I made incessant mistakes, to
the exasperation of all and sundry.

If PRS were to move, would there be
regret in the town as a whole?
To this Herr Schuman replied that our
departure would most probably go
unnoticed!
Could you suggest ways of furthering
Anglo-German relations between the
town and PRS?
A better understanding could be
forged if there was more integration
between young people of both
countries. This we could practise on a
small scale in Wilhelmshaven if PRS
was not so isolated from the rest of
the town. Self-containment may be a
tradition at English boarding schools,
but it is a bad thing in Germany and
Wilhelmshaven in particular.

My first day at school was perfectly
dreadful! I had come straight from an
all-girls grammar school in England
and a mixed boarding school was to
me a totally alien environment. I was
simply terrified of the boys and the
male staff, and I think they knew it too.
The headmaster was an awe-inspiring
figure; the senior mistress was hardly
less so. I was unsure of everything. I felt
small and insignificant, but at the same
time glaringly conspicuous. Sixth-form
work was strange and I was completely
over-awed by it all.

Extracted from The Cavalier – Summer
1968

The newcomer
My stay at PRS had an inauspicious
start, as I realised when I was ushered
into my room at Howe Girls in
September 1967. Room 13! It seemed
an ill omen. I sat down on one of the
beds, looked at the pale pink walls and
thought of the future with foreboding.
It felt awful to be back in uniform
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And then I was homesick. I felt out
of place and friendless. I hated PRS;
everything was all wrong. I hated having
to tie my hair back and having to wear
longer skirts. I missed the comparative
freedom of a day school. All the petty
rules and tyrannies seemed to close in
on me and I couldn’t seem to get away
from them. I poured out my woes to
anyone who would listen – I must have
bored them excessively!

And then at half term a change came. I
had my hair cut and attended my first
social. It wasn’t exactly a roaring success
and I didn’t even know the names of the
boys I danced with, but at least after that
I felt better. The thought struck me that
if either PRS or I had to come out on
top, why shouldn’t it be me? At least we
might be able to arrange a compromise.
I moved out of room 13 and I fell in love
two or three times in rapid succession.
I had my first dental appointment and
broke my first rules. I was accepted!
I have now been at PRS for six months;
not very long compared with the
majority and hardly long enough for
me to form a judgment. Six months is,
however, one quarter of my ‘sentence’
and an appropriate time to examine
my relationship with the school. No
one could say that I have been a great
benefit to the school since my arrival
in September, although I would like

to think that I have not been entirely
useless. And what has the school given
me? Greater confidence, certainly; I am
no longer abjectly terrified of the boys
and I hope they know that too. I have
learnt to be less critical after sharing
rooms with other girls. I have an almost
insatiable passion for red cabbage and I
have put on several pounds in weight.
Educationally, I don’t think that I have
learnt much that I wouldn’t have learnt
at any other reasonably good secondary
school, but perhaps it is my fault. I still
find the school conservative, restrictive,
isolated, unattractive and cold. But I have
met newer pupils and have found myself
telling them that PRS isn’t such a bad
place; not just saying it to be comforting,
but genuinely meaning it. And it isn’t
such a bad place you know.
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Jane Little (17)
Extracted from The Cavalier, Summer 1968.

In memoriam

Letters to the Editor

We have belatedly become aware of
the death of former PRS pupil, Thomas
Drugan (Mountbatten/ Shackleton
70-72), who was last heard of living
and working in the Flensburg area of
Germany. Born in Berlin in March
1959, Tom was the school chum of
Geoff Pickles and in the same year as
him in Mountbatten and Shackleton
houses. He subsequently joined Geoff
at Windsor Boys School Hamm where
he spent a year at school. Geoff recalls
that he had an interest in joining the
Royal Navy, but lost touch with him
when he left school and never heard
from him again. After a web search,
Geoff found out that he died in
Hamburg on 15th April 2016. Tom’s
name was not among any of our lists.
We are further saddened to report the
passing of the following former pupils.

Jude Hardcastle (left), the daughter of the
late Lynda Verney, with her late mum’s
best friend, Pat (Tracy) Barker.

Jude Hardcastle, the daughter of
former pupil the Late Lynda (Verney)
Taylor (see newsletter 68, page 22) met
up with her late Mum’s best friend, Pat
(Tracy) Barker, in September this year.
Pat and Lyn were both Howe girls
and became friends when Pat joined
PRS in 1960. Tears, jokes and stories
were exchanged and Pat regaled Jude’s
children with tales of misbehaviour
and high jinx at PRS. Jude’s last
meeting Pat was about 40 years ago
when she was just 11 or 12 years old.
Lyn was a stalwart member of TWA
and we think this is a nice example of
how the children and grandchildren
of our members appreciate the
involvement of their loved ones with
the association.

John Bennie (Howe 58-60)
John Dallywaters (Howe 59-62)
Janice Farmer - Amos (Howe 50-52)
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One of my enduring memories of PRS
is of the cold weather. The occasion
was, I think, my second year at Drake
House out on Fliegerdeich in 1957.
I almost always preferred to walk
between school and house rather than

John Kerton, not to mention myself
and my wife Mavis!
Vic Longyear (Drake 47-50)

take the bus and my mother had kept
me in short trousers all the way up to
my third year when back in Blighty.
I am not sure of the occasion, after
school or weekend but I set off from
the main site to Drake House all by
myself walking along Fliegerdeich and
having to lean forwards directly into
the teeth of a freezing, howling gale.
Skinny knees exposed and the peak of
my school cap providing no protection
for my exposed forehead. I could feel
the skin across my forehead tightening
and before I reached Drake house I was
experiencing a temporary headache. I
may have been a mild exposure case by
the time I felt the benefits of the house’s
central heating system! Incidentally,
the photo on p12 of the Spring 2017
issue must have been a telephoto shot
as it makes it look like only 300 yards
and it certainly seemed like a country
mile to a small 12 year old! I also recall
a strange occasion when we were
bussed out and let loose in our normal
shoes into a field covered maybe two
feet deep in smooth, solid ice, never
quite understood why so much of that
ice sloped at gentle angles.
Denis Oglesby (Drake 54-57)
In the previous issue you were asking
how many 47ers who had celebrated
diamond anniversaries first met at
PRS, or just how many have been
married that long. If it is the latter
there are a few who would qualify,
namely, Mary (Ogilvy- Stewart) and
Richard Allen, Elizabeth (Allen) and
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I was a day pupil at PRS between 1967
and 1972 during the period my father
was the catering manager at the school
(see box on opposite page). I started in
Mountbatten house before moving to
Fliegerdeich, where I was in Lawson
house. The day children of staff and
those coming from the RAF base at
Jever were a little isolated from the

boarders so we did not mix much in
the evenings and on weekends. I was
an enthusiastic member of the sailing
club though and enjoyed sailing the
mirror dingy fleet in the harbour after
school. I remember that the master in
charge also used to organise an annual
sailing excursion involving sailing
in an ocean-going yacht around the
Little Belt of Denmark from the yacht
club at Kiel. The year I went we spent
most of the time sailing in storm force
winds being drenched on deck for
hour after hour. Good sailing though!
With the closure of the school in 1972
my father’s job disappeared so we
returned to England, moving first to
Portsmouth and then to Bristol where
dad worked as the catering manager
at Clifton College. I did my GCE
A levels and then went on to study
Town and Country Planning at Bristol
Polytechnic. After graduation I got
jobs first at Bristol City Council and
later at a district council south of the
city as a planning officer. This turned
into a lifetime career for me and I
have been doing this work ever since.
I am currently working on a flexible
retirement package and am looking
to retire from the Council next year.
I have not managed to stay in touch
with any of my schoolmates, which
is not surprising considering we were
all a bit like gypsies given our parents’
roles in the armed forces. I would
be pleased to hear from anyone who
remembers me.

Opposite page: for those who have not
lost sight of the fact that many of us met
in Wilhelmshaven precisely 20 years
ago, we feature the BFG press report of
the day.

Michael Cole (Mountbatten/Lawson 67-72)
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As reported in the BAOR newspaper of 1997
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A special relationship

Visiting London

in central London; a bar, lounges and
reading room all comfortable, up to
date and well maintained. And after
only a couple of visits you are likely to
be greeted by name by the zealous team
of hall porters who will be pleased to
hail a taxi, book theatre tickets, etc
There is a steady stream of special
events, including celebratory dinners
and there is also a range of function
rooms catering for up to 300. We highly
recommend it.
Peter Mettyear (Drake 47-49) and
Heather (Maule) Mettyear (Drake 47-50)

The Victory Services Club in Seymour
Street, London, W2, is ideally situated
100 yards from Marble Arch tube
station and is an excellent place to
stay for serving and former armedforces personnel (including national
servicemen) of any rank, or their
widows/widowers and even children.
Proof of service, or of the family
connection is all that is required
to become a member. The annual
subscription is £22.50 for a single
membership, or £40 for a couple.
What do you get for this? 220 bedrooms,
mostly equivalent in size and amenities
to 4-star central London hotel at very
much less cost; an attractive, recently
refurbished restaurant and a separate
grill room - again offering really very
good, varied, menus and wines at much
less than you would pay for the equal
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My first memories of Prince Rupert
School go back to the early 1960s
when I was a child. It was on a Sunday
morning in a car with my grandfather.
We were driving past the main site
when I noticed that the driver’s seat of
the car in front of us was empty. ‘Don’t
worry,’ I was told. ‘They are English.’
Then I heard about the school full of
army children based in Wilhelmshaven
and about British people driving on
the wrong side of the road. Little did
I know that this school would have a
profound impact on my life.
I never attended PRS as a pupil, and
thus had no business with the school.
But I made it my business after meeting
English children at the stables in
Freiligrathstraße, where they received
riding lessons once or twice a week.
We tacked up the horses for them and
got talking, mainly with hands and feet
at first. I still remember some of their
names: Jenny Harper, Lloyd Precious
and there was a girl called Annette. My
interest grew further when we took
some horses to PRS one Speech Day
for free rides. That must have been
sometime around 1968/69.
From then on I spend many afternoons
during term-time on the Deich, talking
to some of the boys. Most of the time a
friend of mine joined me on her Velo
bike, which was a major attraction.
Apart from the boys taking turns
on the Velo and my bike, we talked.
About PRS and the grammar school
my friend and I attended, about living

in Wilhelmshaven, about pop music,
football. You name it. Curious kids
with different backgrounds from two
different worlds. Most of the boys were
very friendly, inquisitive and chatty, a
few not so and even fewer outright
hostile. I remember some slightly
older pupils mentioning that ‘we won
the war”, to which we replied, ‘and we
beat you at football.’ But in general I
had a wonderful time as a teenager
out there on the Deich, with the added
advantage that my English marks in
school went up and up.
After I finished school in 1974,
school was on the backburner, but my
enthusiasm for everything English
- the language, the country, the
people – dates back to my youth in
Wilhelmshaven. And my enthusiasm
was contagious. I used to drag my
husband of 35 years, Siggi, out for walks
on the Deich every time we visited my
grandparents in Wilhelmshaven. In
1978 he also agreed to go to England
on a holiday with me and enjoyed it
so much that we still make regular
visits a few times each year. Siggi even
persuaded the company he worked for
to send him to London to run their
UK business, so we lived in the UK
from 1990 until 1993.
We were at home in Wooburn Green
one day when I saw a small advert in
a magazine asking if former pupils of
Prince Rupert School Wilhelmshaven
were interested in setting up a
group. Since Siggi and I bought an
old farm about 60 km away from
Wilhelmshaven, PRS has become a
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welcome constant in my life again.
That was in the summer of 2003,
and not long afterwards I googled
Prince Rupert School just for fun on
my computer. TWA was among the
first pages I came across and there
was mention of a mini-reunion in
Wilhelmshaven. I got in touch with
Carol Goronwy who put me in touch
with former matron, Liselotte Bischoff,
who called me the next day to invite
Siggi and myself to an evening at
Pumpwerk.
It was awkward to say the least, as we
didn’t know anybody, and we left early.
But Liselotte (Lilo) and I felt as though
we’d known each other all our lives.
She may have been more than 20 years
my senior, but she soon became a very
close friend and to this day I miss her
terribly. I would regularly join her
for tea at her flat, lunch in one of our
favourite restaurants and of course
accompany her on a Deich walk. She
also stayed with us and always helped
me with the mountain of ironing,
which she was very good at!
When she became ill, she left her cat,
Minnimaus, in our care. And after
Liselotte passed away on Boxing Day
2014, her cat naturally found a new
home with us. She is now 15 turning
16 and suffers from arthritis, but is still
quite a character and hasn’t mellowed
with age. Our other cats are in awe of
her and quickly disappear when she
starts hissing and howling. Thank you,
Lilo. In her and our memory you live
on!

Finally, I still vividly remember the
feeling of utter dismay that came
across me when the last train left
Wilhelmshaven station on June 30th,
1972. Now, more than 45 years later,
I am glad to have close ties with the
school that shaped my life. Thanks to
Liselotte, Siggi and I have made lots
of new friends. We have also been to
reunions in Leeds and Stratford upon
Avon and will hopefully attend many
more, including next year’s minireunion in Wilhelmshaven. Our room
at Hotel Kaiser is already booked!
Anja Sieg

Dave Brown, Rob Peacock, Micky Copley, Sandy
McLaine, Ken?, Mark Frost, Mark Jones.
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L-R: Pezz Perryman, Andy Jones.

BRITISH FORCES IN GERMANY - THE LIVED EXPERIENCE
We would like your stories to be submitted
electronically where possible (go to
https://bfgnet.de/legacy-project.html),
but we are also very happy to receive
stories, photographs or memorabilia by
post:
Legacy and Projects Officer,
HQ BFG,
Catterick Barracks,
BFPO 140

Don’t take it from us, tell the world the
experiences that you had serving and
living in Germany
The BFG Legacy Project is beginning
– and you can be a part of it. By the
time the last units in 20 Armoured
Brigade leave Sennelager in 2019,
British Forces will have been stationed
in Germany for nearly 80 years. To
mark this lengthy period of overseas
deployment, HQ BFG is producing a
book: British Forces in Germany – The
Lived Experience.
In addition to the hundreds of
thousands of military personnel, tens
of thousands of civil servants and
support staff from within the teaching
organisations such as SCE, to civilian
doctors, dentists and nurses in BFGHS
/ DDS to engineers and project
managers from DIO have experienced
life in Germany. Every one of these
people has a tale to tell and we would
like to hear them.
This is a call for you to share your
lived experiences with us. Please get in
touch with us using the form attached.
We would also like to see any good
quality photographs and are keen to
receive memorabilia.

Upcycling at its best
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A brilliant member’s wife has turned
an old PRS scarf into a bow tie for
her husband. We received this photo
by the proud new owner, Vincent
Potter (Collingwood 56 – 57),
whose wife Ann’s ingenuity is clearly
complemented by a waste not want
not attitude! We wonder which other
gents might want to follow suit at the
next reunion?

Accounts for the 12 months to April 5th 2017
I am pleased to report that the TWA accounts were in a healthy state at the end
of the 2016/2017 Financial Year.
Summary of the Accounts as follows (2015/2016 are in brackets for comparison)
General Fund
b/f 2015– 2016 £3,083.96 (£2,328.39)
Income from subscriptions and Merchandise sales £7,926.36 (£6,098.91)
Total Available Funds 2016/2017 (£7,805.54)
Less Total Expenditure on Merchandise, TWA site Hosting, Stationery, Misc.
Postage, Room Hire for Meetings, Newsletters Printing and Postage, Pay Pal
Charges. £4,397.80 (£4,355.91)
Balance available to be c/f to 2017/2018 £3,528.56 (£,3083.96)

New Finds
Name at PRS

Name now

Years

House

Michael Cole

Michael Cole

67 - 72

Day Pupil

Cheryl Medway

Cheryl Thornton

63 -

Drake

Madelaine Kirk

61 - 62

Hood

Re-joined
Madelaine Cooper

New username and password for members’ website effective
from 31 August, 2017 – see rear cover.

Contingency Reserve
c/f to 2017/2018 £4,000
Facilitation Fund
b/f 2015/2016 £6,076.75 (£5,955.14)
Income from Donations £100 (£3,77.55)
Less Grants £664.78 (£255.94)
Balance c/f 2017/2018 £5,511.97 (£6,076.75)
If you would like further details then please contact the Treasurer, Carol Goronwy.
CHRISTMAS MERCHANDISE SALE
Anniversary T-shirts depicting Reunion dates from Newbury to Southampton
and Polo shirts, and Ladies scarves – all at £5.00 each.
Cotton shopper Bags £1.50p.
Special Bundle offers!(UK only)
T – shirt or Polo shirt, scarf and bag £9.00p
Or
T – shirt, Polo shirt, scarf and bag £15.00p
For ordering details please contact: merchandise@prs-wilhelmshaven.co.uk
Or phone Barbara Steels 01635 248300
All prices include p&p in UK only. Please enquire for overseas postage.
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