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Editors Letter

With the 2019 biennial reunion in 
South Cerney now just a faint memory, 
we naturally bring you a roundup and 
photos of the main event in this issue. 
But that’s not all. We are pleased to 
report a good response from members 
who appear to have enjoyed reading 
the previous issue of our magazine and 
decided to send in memories of their 
schooldays and indeed their lives after 
leaving Wilhelmshaven.

Among others, we have heard from a 
boy who was involved in the search 
for a BOAC Comet, which tragically 
crashed off the island of Elba en route 
from Singapore to London in 1954. A 
former PRS sea cadet tells about his 
life after school when he signed up for 
four years in the RAF, which took him 
from Blackpool to Cyprus, the Persian 
Gulf and Iraq. And we have a girl who 
graduated from Imperial College who 
talks about PRS from an academic 
point of view.

Beyond this we bring you some 
interesting letters with various 
observations from readers. Suffice 
it to say that we hope you enjoy this 
summer issue and wish you happy 
holidays!

Your editorial team,

Paul Levitt & Andy Renou

Bob Innes and Heather (McClure) 
Grist enjoying a giggle, not to mention 
great weather, at our main reunion.

Password for members’ 
website is still effective till 31 

August, 2019 – see rear cover.
New password from 
September 2019 is: 

Gu@rD-h0uSe
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Report from the Chair.

I am pleased to report that our Reunion 
near Cirencester was an event enjoyed 
by most of our members and guests. 
The comments regarding the venue 
were overwhelmingly that it was one 
of the best. There were a few problems 
regarding the slow serving of food at 
the Saturday evening event and some 
food running out for the last tables to 
be served on the Friday evening event. 

Your Reunion sub-committee have 
had a meeting already to review 
what went right and wrong and their 
report will be presented at the next 
Committee meeting arranged for 
August 18th where our discussion will 
take us forward to making plans for 
our next Reunion.

Richard Loveday, Peter Piller and 
Terry Abrey were the guys who did 
much of the planning for the Reunion, 
along with Carol Goronwy who as 
usual did all of the administration 
of the tickets, badges, queries, table 
planning etc.. I send my personal 
thanks to these stalwarts and to the 
rest of the Committee for all of the 
hard work that was put into this event.

As some of you know, my husband 
and I moved from Newbury last 
September, to Cornwall. We went on 
a rather long cruise at the beginning of 
the year and are now endeavouring to 
catch up with lots of tasks in the new 
home. We are now beginning to feel at 

home here and I feel ready to arrange 
an event for members and partners 
who live in the South West or who 
might be in the area on Saturday 14th 
September. This will be a garden party 
at our new home and will be from 
Noon onwards. I will need to know the 
numbers in advance and if you can let 
me know by the end of August, I will 
have an idea of how many to cater for. 
There will be a light buffet lunch at £5 
a head payable on the day.

With the sun actually shining today 
and a lovely feeling of warmth, I am 
hoping that summer has now started, 
albeit rather late. My good wishes 
to everyone and my thanks to the 
Committee for helping to keep this 
rather special Association going for so 
many years.

Barbara Steels - (Hood/Rodney 57 - 61) 
Committee Chair.

Email: b.steels248@btinternet.com   
15 Bowood Park, Lanteglos, Nr Camelford, 
PL32 9LA  - Telephone 01840 214946

Letters to the editor

Many thanks for another excellent 
edition of The New Cavalier. In the 
photo taken just before the school 
train pulled away from Wilhelmshaven 
(pages 1-2), I did indeed recognise 
the following people among the 
happy faces. On the front row, left to 
right, are Joan Arnold (Rodney 53-
56), Patricia ‘Trixie’ Halliwell (Howe 
52-57), Mary-Louise Ditchfield 
(Rodney 53-56) and the back row in 
the middle is Lorna Randall (Rodney 
52-56). The Halliwells were a sporty 
family. Patricia had an older brother, 
Christopher (Matthews/Howe 49-56) 
and a younger brother, Andrew (Howe 
55-61). The latter appeared in a 1958 
Cavalier magazine as the goalkeeper 
in either the junior or intermediate 
school soccer team. He also appeared 
in a 1961 photo of the school soccer 
team and he receives a mention for 
playing cricket.

John Simes (Rodney 55-57)

Ed. – I still have a mental image of 
Andrew brilliantly saving a shot in a 
staff versus pupils soccer match.

I noticed in the latest Cavalier that 
someone had written about Miss 
Drummond and Mr. Slimming saying 
that she wasn’t sure when they got 
married.  As Head Girl of Howe 
House in 1952 (the year that I left 
PRS) I remember going into town to 
buy a wedding present for them from 

Howe Girls.  Their wedding was in 
the summer of 1952.  I didn’t meet 
either of them again until the big 
Wilhelmshaven reunion in 1997, when 
she gave me a tremendous hug.  After 
that we were in regular postal contact 
until she died aged about 80.  They had 
two boys. Mr Slimming died when the 
boys were quite young; so she brought 
them up alone.

Ann-Margret (Radford) Plummer 
(Howe 47-52)

I enjoyed the latest New Cavalier and 
was browsing through my past editions 
when I saw a couple of things. In the 
autumn 2018 edition you included a 
letter written by Lynda Bathgate who 
was secretary to the headmaster, John 
Meredith, in 1964-65. You wondered 
what happened to her. In 1968, my 
brother Chris, (who did not attend 
PRS), married Lynda’s niece, Jacki. 
When I saw the article, I passed it on 
to my brother who then sent it on to 
Rita, Lynda’s sister and his mother-in-
law, who in turn, passed it on to Lynda. 
She was thrilled to see the letter again. 
Lynda now lives in Brixham, Devon 
with her partner, John.
In recent editions, you included articles 
about the influence of Ray Dyer in 
drama productions at PRS. My own 
involement in drama during my time 
at PRS was mainly limited to working 
backstage or as an enthusiastic but 
somewhat tuneless member of the 
chorus in ‘The Mikado’ and ‘The 
Pirates of Penzance’. I did take the lead 
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60 years and counting

Jack and Roberta Moore, who celebrated 
their 60th wedding anniversary last 
September, sent us these photos of when 
they first met at PRS and later on attended 
the 1997 reunion in Wilhelmshaven. 
They married on 13 September 1958 and 
lived happily ever after. Our warmest 
congratulations to both on reaching their 
rather special milestone!

role of Scrooge in the Howe entry of ‘A 
Christmas Carol’ at the end of 1964. I 
had little ability as an actor but did have 
a very good memory so was able to learn 
all the lines (I was on stage for the whole 
of the show). However, I could never 
get the waspish quality into my voice 
to obtain the nasty side of Scrooge’s 
character. Needless to say, we did not 
win the drama competition. Ray Dyer, 
however, did remember my ability to 
learn lines quickly, so when a member 
of the cast of ‘Peer Gynt’ dropped out of 
the production at the last minute due to 
sickness, Ray prevailed upon me to step 
in. I remember that part of my costume 
was a pair of Mr Gibbons pyjamas! At 
the meal after the show, Ray presented 
a hand-made certificate to each of the 
cast - typical of the thoughtful person 
he was.
Apart from working backstage for 
a production of ‘The Boyfriend in 
summer 1965, that was the end of my 
drama efforts.

Jim Clark (Howe 1962-65)

I was saddened to hear the news 
about Mike Keen (see this issue), who 
together with his brother Terry, were 
Collingwood housemates of mine. 
After leaving school, Mike and I joined 
the RAF within months of each other, 
and were initially stationed together at 
RAF Locking in Somerset. I recall that 
he was a good boxer at school and was 
an ardent Doncaster Rovers fan. He 
eventually transferred to the Australian 
Air force and always came to TWA 

reunions with his video camera. Mike 
was a good guy and big PRS supporter 
who will be greatly missed.

Alex Briggs (Collingwood 51-55)  

I could not let the opportunity pass 
without thanking The Committee for 
the wonderful 2019 Reunion.  I know a 
great deal of hard work goes on behind 
the scenes over a long period to result 
in such a successful event.  I did not 
speak to anyone who had not enjoyed 
the being together and it is so pleasing 
to observe that more of the younger 
generation are coming along, thus 
ensuring the life of future reunions.

Jan Ball (Fulwood)

I would just like to say very many 
thanks to you and all the committee 
for organising such a super reunion 
last weekend in Cirencester. It is always 
a great pleasure for us all to come 
together and that is always possible 
because of all the hard work and 
dedication you all put in to make this 
happen, for that we are truly grateful.
 
Mark & Rosie Pepper

Miss Peel (the late Mrs Jennifer Jones 
who died in January and whose name 
appeared in the previous issue) was 
the best of teachers. Along with most 
PRS pupils, I went to more than my 
fair share of schools, fifteen in total, 
including a BOAR Kindergarten. So, 
I came across a lot of teachers along 

the way, many of whom I have happily 
forgotten, but there are just a handful 
who stand out as special for one reason 
or another. Perhaps because they were 
caring people, but mostly because 
they were enthusiastic about their 
subject and able to ‘teach’ and educate 
without it seeming obvious. Foremost 
amongst these, for me, was Miss Peel, 
who taught History. A formidable lady 
until you were in one of her lessons 
when sharing her sense of the past, 
particularly architecture, drew you 
into a different era. If the lesson was 
a bit dry it was very easy to divert her 
by asking about the buildings of the 
age when she stopped being a teacher 
and became the best kind of after 
dinner speaker, enthusing about flying 
buttresses, gargoyles, arches and stone 
tracery. At the first Wilhelmshaven 
reunion it was wonderful to have a 
chance to thank her for the brief year 
that I had been in her class, but a year 
that sparked a lifetime’s interest in 
old architecture. She was pleased and 
delighted that I remembered her and 
that her influence had kindled my own 
enjoyment leading to many interesting 
visits to churches and old buildings 
during my travels. Thank you, Miss 
Peel. Your appreciative pupil will never 
forget you.

Melodie Beevers (nee Hayter)
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 The crash site covered 
an area of about 15 miles 
square south of the 
island in water depths 
of between 200 and 600 
feet. HMS Wrangler, the 
first RN ship on the scene 
had located one ‘possible’ 
wreck site. Each sonar 
contact was classified 
using a new type of side-
scan sonar that was fitted 
to the frigates of our 
squadron. The resulting 

sonar traces were obtained from 
several angles and then examined by 
an accident investigator on board. 
Although the sonar was quite capable of 
confirming the presence of a bottomed 
submarine or sunken merchant ship, 
identification of aircraft wreckage on 
the seabed was not so easy. For this 
reason, the electronics company, Pye 
Ltd., developed a towable underwater 
TV system soon after the crash (I was 
told that the company put it together 
in 7 days). This was brought over from 
the mainland then quickly assembled 
and checked out. 

 The first breakthrough came on 
Sunday evening 7th February, when 
an Italian trawler fishing in shallow 
water to the north of the search area, 
snagged her nets on a large object 
and hauled up a woman’s vanity case 
that was clearly from the Comet.  
The skipper said he couldn’t fix his 
position but thought that he would be 
able to find the spot again. On Monday 

 When a BOAC Comet, the world’s 
first jet airliner, crashed off the island 
of Elba en route from Singapore to 
London on January 10, 1954, a former 
PRS pupil was involved in the search 
for the wreckage. This is an abridged 
version of his story.

 Flight BA 781 disintegrated in the 
air whilst climbing through 25,000 
feet following a brief refuelling stop 
in Rome. Some of the wreckage and 
bodies were scattered over the sea 
south of the island and were recovered 
by Italian fishing boats, but there were 
no survivors from 29 passengers and 
six crewmembers. At first a bomb or 
engine explosion were thought to be 
the cause and units of the Med fleet 
were despatched from Malta to search 
for and recover any wreckage. I was 
a Midshipman RNVR and had just 
returned to my ship, HMS Wakeful, in 
Malta, after flying home to go before 
an Admiralty Regular Commissions 
board.

morning  Wakeful started to search 
using the TV system and immediately 
found a Phoenician galley laden with 
amphorae. The views on the seabed 
were quite amazing - clear water, firm 
mud, without any silting or sediment 
with objects just sitting there as if on 
dry land. With the wind increasing, 
the CO decided abandon the TV 
search and visit a trawler that had 
snagged another piece of wreckage. 
It turned out to be a woman’s right 
shoe and the contents of the aircraft 
bar including some unbroken tonic 
bottles. These were transferred along 
with fish for ship’s company’s supper. 
The trawler skippers later agreed that 
whenever they snagged the bottom, 
they would haul their nets taught 
until we arrived to buoy their position 
before recovering their gear. Wakeful 
would then complete sonar searches 
before making runs with the TV 
system. Our first such contact was 
not aircraft wreckage at all but what 
appeared to be old ‘horned mine’ 
sinkers. Then on Friday 12th, we 
carried out a series of very successful 
runs across the first ‘snag’, which 
produced many identifiable images. 
The press on board, which included 
reporters from the Daily Telegraph, 
The Times, The Observer and Reuters 
now had something to write about!

 On Thursday 18th February, a ten-
foot section of fuselage was recovered. 
Meanwhile, HMS Whirlwind sailed 
from Malta to take over the search, so 
at first light on Monday 22nd February 

the Pye TV system was prepared for 
transfer to our sister ship and Wakeful 
was soon on her way back to Malta. 
We were disappointed to leave Elba 
having located 109 separate pieces 
of wreckage, but the ship’s company 
had worked hard and had some good 
‘runs ashore’ on the island where they 
landed, whenever possible, on the 
nearest beach for impromptu football 
or cricket matches. We all had enjoyed 
Livorno with the chance to get to 
Florence and Pisa, and the hills were 
already covered in broom, apple and 
cherry blossom. At the end of the RN 
commitment to the search, two thirds 
of the aircraft had been recovered. 
In the words of The Times: “It was 
a formidable operation...probably 
never before had the Navy been set so 
strange a task or have such large sums 
of money been devoted to recovering 
pieces of twisted metal of so little 
intrinsic worth.”
 
 Comet flights continued until 8th 
April 1954 when a second Comet on 
lease to South African Airlines crashed 
into the sea shortly after taking off 
from Rome. This time it was in deep 
water off the island of Stromboli, after 
which all flights were suspended. 
The wreckage was not recovered, but 
investigations at the Royal Aircraft 
Establishment, Farnborough, would 
later show that metal fatigue had 
caused a catastrophic rupture of the 
aircraft’s fuselage. 

Mike Booth (Howe 47-51)

Comet Disaster
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What John did next 

John MacFarlane spent two of the 
happiest years of his teenage life at PRS, 
which he left at the end of Summer term 
1949. But the future looked bleak when 
he left school. The only thing he knew 
with certainty was that he didn’t want to 
end up in an office. Further education 
was an option, but being a practical type 
of person, he decided to train as a motor 
mechanic. John takes up the story.
 It was after visiting Silverstone racing 
circuit that I developed a life long 
interest in motor racing. My boss also 
raced a Bentley each year at the Brighton 
speed trials, which no doubt added to 
my interest. In 1951, National Service 
beckoned and I decided to sign on for 
four years in the RAF, which gave me 
£4 a week instead of the national service 
wage of £1.8s
 The recruiting sergeant was very 

interested in hearing about my time at 
PRS and wanted to know all about it. He 
even suggested that I might like to apply 
for aircrew, but I eventually signed on as 
a motor mechanic, which was something 
about which I knew. The arms drill skills 

I had learned as a member of the Guard 
of Honour in the PRS Sea Cadets came 
in handy. So did the marksmanship with 
a rifle that I had learned from my father.
 After ‘square bashing’ I was posted to 
RAF Weeton on the Fylde coast just 
outside Blackpool for training as a 
mechanic. We were billeted in wooden 
huts with ‘pot-bellied’ stoves that 
consumed large amounts of wood, but 
it was necessary to carry out commando 
raids on the coal compound in order to 
keep us from freezing to death. I have 
been known to go to bed fully dressed, 
except for berry and boots, during 
periods of coke shortage. 
 Blackpool offered plenty of 
entertainment even in the depths of 

winter. Our regular Saturday afternoons 
were spent watching the football from 
the terraces where Matthews, Mortensen 
and Co would give us something to 
cheer. It was then back to town for tea in 
one of the cafes that served servicemen 
in uniform with a meal at half price. 
Then it would be off to Joe Davis’ 
Billiard Hall for a few games until we 
rounded off the day at the Tower. The 
entrance to the Tower was 2/6d, which 
included the Ballroom where one could 
meet girls from all over Lancashire who 

came in on special trains and buses 
from the mill towns. We had great fun 
dancing the night away to the resident 
band or Reginald Dixon and his mighty 
Wurlitzer organ.
 It was at Weeton that I met a former 
PRS lad called Gerry Ellis, who was a 
‘Scouser’ billeted in the next hut to mine. 
His brother, Terry, also went to PRS and 
was in the RAF, but we never met. In 
1952 and I was posted to RAF White 
Waltham, just outside Maidenhead, 
which had the largest grass airfield in 
the UK. Prince Philip learned to fly there 
and it was where I got involved with a 
WAAF girl. There was so much to do; 
dances in the village and in Maidenhead, 
two cinemas, trips to Wembley to watch 
the Speedway.
 During my two years at White Waltham 
I had to perform special duties. For 
instance, delivering petrol during the 
fuel tanker drivers’ strike and clearing 
up Canvey Island after the floods of 
early 1953 when the whole of the east 
coast of Britain was inundated and 
several hundreds of lives were lost. Then 
there was the Coronation during which 
I drove VIPs to various evens, such as 
garden parties at Buckingham Palace. It 
was all great fun and a great experience 
as London was a very exciting place in 
those days.
 Alas, my girlfriend was eventually 
posted to Cyprus and I to Sharjah in 
the Persian Gulf - now the United Arab 
Emirates. The heat when I exited the 
aircraft in February was just like walking 
into an oven. With temperatures up to 
120 F in the shade and 90% humidity 

during the worst months of the year, 
the climate was like living in a Turkish 
bath. Boredom was another problem, 
so being in charge of the motor-
transport section I arranged for a 
truck to take lads to the beach every 
afternoon where the warm Gulf waters 
were like heaven.
 In 1954 I was posted to Habbinayah 
in Iraq, which was like the Garden of 
Eden on the banks of the Euphrates 
about 50 miles from Baghdad. Every 
week the ditches that irrigated the 
camp were flooded and the place was 
like a huge garden with trees and 
flowers everywhere.
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PRS and beyond

I moved to Germany in November 
1946 aged 11. My father was with the 
Control Commission of Germany 
and stationed in Minden.  Initially 
there was no school for us British 
children, but the mother of another 
CCG family was a teacher and ran a 
‘school’ in her living room.  So having 
left Surbiton High School one Friday 
afternoon, I promptly found myself at 
this ‘school’ one Monday morning.  I 

was in the same ‘class’ as my 9-year-old 
brother, Tom, and a 14-year-old who 
happened to be the son of the teacher.  
I think there were about 15 of us at 
this ‘school’. At Christmas we gave a 
concert for our parents at which I had 
to recite in German, “Röslein, Röslein, 
Röslein rot, Röslein auf die Heide.”

I finally took the train to Wilhelmshaven 
in September ’47.  It took us right onto 
the school grounds and I remember 
lining up to find out where to go after 
we got off the train.  One of the older 
girls took me over to Howe House, 
where I shared a room with four others.  
I think they were: Pat Alexander, 
Maureen McCaw, Audrey Simmonds 
and Valerie Green. In Howe, the girls 
were on the upper floor and the boys 
were downstairs.
Our Housemaster was Mr. Fletcher and 
Miss Flannigan was the Housemistress. 
Miss Drummond became 
Housemistress a couple of years later. 
Mr. Smitherman was Headmaster, of 
course, and there were 250 pupils then.  
John Grosvenor was Head Boy and Pat 
Biggs, Head Girl.
 
At Half Term we all took the train 
home again.  By then, we all hated 
Wilhelmshaven and this awful school.  
So we decided that we’d tell our parents 
that we’d stay for this term but would 
NOT go back after Christmas!  There 
were lots of reasons for us to hate it 
there, most to do with the food.  But 
when you think back on it; the German 
staff, (matrons, kitchen staff, gardeners, 

security, bus drivers etc.) all had to be fed 
at the school too, while they gave their 
own meagre rations to their families, so 
there probably wasn’t enough to feed 
these growing British school children.  
It was in the second half of that first 
term that we started to get a cup of soup 
at bedtime. Our Matron, Frau Herbert, 
served it out of a big milk churn at the 
end of the corridor.
 
A couple of memories stand out for me 
in that first term.  We’d take the bus to 
the Sports Platz regularly.  It went past 
a huge bombed out area with an old 
broken bunker in it.  The whole area 
was flattened, and this one bunker was 
the only building left on it, but it was as 
if it had been cut in two horizontally, 
with the top half tilted and put back. 
There were no houses around it at all.  
There were some people on the streets, 
I remember one old man who would 
spit on the ground as our bus went 
past him.   On November 5th the Navy 
came to put on a fireworks display for 
us.  They set the fireworks off from the 
pier across the water from the Sick Bay 
and we sat on the grass to watch it.
 
I started out in Form 2A and stayed 
in the A stream all the way up.  I was 
never top of the class, but I was close 
to the top usually. The year I reached 
5A (1950-1) was the first year that 
the General Certificate of Education 
was used as the school-leaving exam.  
Before that it was Matriculation, I 
believe.  Anyway, our class was the first 
one to take GCEs.  And since most of 

us had been at this school for four years 
by then, there were high hopes for our 
success!   I don’t think any of us did 
very well in those exams, even though 
we had done lots of mock exams and 
passed those well enough.  Most of 
my classmates passed their GCEs in 
four subjects. It must have been very 
disappointing to the teachers who 
had had such high hopes for us all.  I 
outdid them all but still failed every 
one of the eight that I took.  So I had 
to repeat the Fifth Form. (Jack Moore 
was too young by just a few days) to 
take the GCEs that year, but he sat the 
exams with us all and did well, so was 
moved up into the Sixth Form.)
 
The following year (1952) I managed 
to get four GCEs, by the skin of my 
teeth.  That was the summer I left PRS 
and moved back to England.  So now 
what was I going to do?  My parents 
still thought that I was bright enough 
to go to university, so I started in the 
Lower Sixth at Tiffin Girls School, in 
Kingston, that September.  It was a 
really good school and was where I 
learned to study properly.  First I had 
to get a fifth O-Level GCE and then get 
some Higher-Levels to earn a place at 
University. The odd thing about that 
school, for me, was that the junior 
girls had ‘crushes’ on the senior girls.  
I couldn’t believe it. At PRS we’d had 
boys to have crushes on!
 
As it turned out, our family moved 
in 1954, so within a year I had a new 
school: Bromley Grammar School.  It 

Unlike the primitive quarters at my 
previous posting, the accommodation 
here was very good with whitewashed 
billets with verandas to shade us from 
the sun. I travelled in and out of Baghdad 
quite a lot ferrying vehicles sent up from 
Aden and salvaging Venom fighter-
bombers, which had crash-landed in 
the desert. I also led a Desert Rescue 
Team picking up crashed aircrews and 
passengers in the desert. Finally in 
October 1955 I flew home to the UK 
where I was demobbed and it was all 
over after a very rewarding 4 years.

John MacFarlane ( Howe 47-49)
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was here that I passed the Higher GCEs 
and took entrance exams to several 
universities.  In 1955 I was accepted 
into Imperial College to take a Maths 
degree.  Typically, I managed to fail 
the first year exams, but was allowed 
to repeat that year and eventually 
graduated with a BSc. in 1959.
 
It was at Imperial College that I met 
my mining engineer husband, Ian.  We 
tell people that we met in a darkroom, 
because we were both members of the 
college Photographic Society when we 
met.  He went on to be Secretary of the 
Royal School of Mines Union and then 
of the Imperial College Union; while 
I became Secretary of the Women’s 
Association.  At that time Imperial 
College only had around 2000 students 
of whom 100 were women.
 I loved my first job after graduating, 
which was as a Computer Programmer 
for English Electric in Nuneaton. In 
May 1961 we were married and moved 
to Coventry, where I found a job with 
Dunlop Tyres, earning quite a bit more 
than my husband who worked for the 
NCB.  Then I became pregnant and 
we learned to live on one salary while 
my husband climbed the management 
ladder. By 1966 our son was just over 
three and we had gained a daughter. 
With no playmates near us, so I found 
myself organising a play group in the 
Village Hall.  I ran that for a year and 
had great fun with it!
  But in 1967 the NCB was closing 
mines all over the country so my 
husband suggested emigrating to 

somewhere with lots of mines.  We 
decided to try for Canada or Australia.  
He found a job here in Canada first, so 
we moved there in February 1968 and 
we’ve been here ever since!
 
In the 50 some years since moving to 
Canada we have had many adventures 
and many moves.  I started and ran 
three more play groups and I helped 
to found and edit a weekly newspaper. 
I’ve started a museum and raise lots of 
money for a volunteer fire brigade and 
now we live in a seniors’ residence.  
Our son is a senior consultant for 
Microsoft and our daughter is one of 
the vice-presidents for a gold mining 
company with mines in several 
countries.  
 
Ann-Margret (Radford) Plummer 
(Howe 47-52)

Head Girl remembers

I arrived outside Howe Girls late 
afternoon on July 1st 1947 after 
driving by car from Flensburg to Kiel 
with my father the day before.  We had 
left the grim transit camp at 3.30am 
when I was collected with a couple 
of others by an army bus that took 
us to Hamburg where we transferred 
to a larger bus. We left Hamburg via 
Harburg and sat in silence as we 
drove past areas completely levelled to 
rubble. The streets had been bulldozed 
to create a way through and army signs 
had been placed to show traffic the way 
through.  I was in the Liverpool blitz 
and had never seen anything like this 
before.  Despite a slow radiator leak 
that caused overheating on the way, we 
finally arrived in Wilhelmshaven,
It was late and there were a few 
teachers and other earlier arrivals to 
greet us.  I carried a small suitcase and 
wore a regulation length (just above 
knee) pale blue Merchant Taylors 
summer uniform frock with a white 
Peter Pan collar and white ankle socks. 
My hair was tied up with two small 
bows!  The teachers shook hands as we 
alighted and I noticed a nice looking 
fair-haired boy who stepped forward 
and said, “You are in Drake House as 
I am. May I carry your case?”  Upon 
arrival at Drake he then said, “There 
is some food on later - I will wait 
for you here and show you the way.”  
And that, as they say, was that! I was 
Head Girl in 1950, after which we 
returned to UK.  I really enjoyed PRS 

and was much into everything. Not 
enough devotion to study perhaps, but 
enough.  My teachers of SC then HSC 
English, History, Geography, French, 
Latin, Maths and Science were not 
used to teaching girls. It was a sign 
of the times back in 1950 that I went 
to Secretarial College, while Peter 
attended Cambridge and joined the 
Navy.
I went to a PRS reunion at The 
Mermaid Club in London in 1953 and 
after we got married we were back 
at PRS in 1954-58. Our two children 
were born at the RAF Jever hospital 
and christened after morning service 
in Churchill House. After working 
in Addis Ababa at University College 
between 1958-1961, we went to New 
Zealand and never returned to UK 
until 1990.  It was only by accident 
that we saw an advert for TWA just 
before a trip back to see our family 
in 1997. Later on I discovered that I 
was on the ‘wish lists’ of at least two 
people, namely, Jimmy Jeans and Liz 
Allen. Sadly, traveling to the reunion 
was just a bridge too far, but my very 
best wishes to everyone.   
 
Heather (Maule) Mettyear (Howe 47-50)

Old photo archive
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The 75th D-Day anniversary 
commemorations put me in mind 
of our former patron, The Late Lady 
Mary Soames, who was the youngest 
of Sir Winston Churchill’s five children. 
She worked for the Red Cross and the 
Women’s Voluntary Service from 1939 to 

TWA patron remembered

1945 photo at Potsdam Conference

1941, and joined the Auxiliary Territorial 
Service in 1941 with which she served in 
mixed anti-aircraft batteries, rising to the 
rank of Junior Commander (equivalent 
to Captain). She also accompanied her 
father as aide-de-camp on several of his 
overseas journeys, most famously on 
his post-VE trip to Potsdam, where he 
met with American President Harry S. 
Truman and Joseph Stalin. In 1945, she 
was awarded an MBE for her military 
service. 
Lady Soames died in 2014 aged 91. Her 
service of remembrance at Westminster 
Abbey was well attended and included 
several TWA representatives (see p.19-
20 of issue 64 - Spring 2015). Lady 
Soames remained our patron up to her 
death.

Ed.

In Memoriam

We are saddened to report the death 
on May 6 of Mike Keen (Collingwood 
52-54), who had been unwell for some 
time. According to his wife, Zena, 
he was very unhappy at not being 
well enough to fly to the UK for the 
upcoming reunion, which used to be 
the event around which the rest of 
their time in Europe was based. Zena 
sends her regrets and best wishes to 
all of their friends who attended the 
reunion.

We have also received news that 
Dave Witton (Drake 62 – 67) passed 
away on June 13. He was admitted to 
hospital in Ipswich following a serious 
heart problem and despite 24/7 care he 
never recovered and died peacefully 
with his family at his bedside. Dave 
had a mischievous sense of humour 
and will be greatly missed by all who 
knew him.

In the previous issue we briefly 
mentioned the death of Miss Grace 
(Gilmour) Cunningham (Howe 64-
70), who taught Domestic Science 
at PRS in the mid-to-late sixties. We 
have since learned that she died in 
Australia on the 6th of March aged 93. 
Her service of thanksgiving was held 
in Alexandria (near Sydney). If you 
have memories of her to share, please 
get in touch.
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Also in the previous issue (see 
page 18), we reported how we were 
belatedly informed about the death of 
Jennifer (Peel) Jones (Rodney 56-59), 
who taught at PRS and died on 31st 
January, just short of her 90th birthday 
and 60th wedding anniversary. On the 
day of her anniversary we arranged for 
the bouquet (pictured in the previous 
issue) to be delivered courtesy of Bob 
Innes, who lives nearby. Bob saw 
immediately that the house was empty 
and on that very same day Jennifer’s 
daughter sent an email informing us 
the sad news and apologising for not 
telling us sooner.

Jennifer (Peel) Jones

Patricia (Daniel) Wilson (Collingwood 
53-57) died aged 78 in France on 
6 June 2019. This photo of the PRS 
hockey team was taken in 1956 and 
shows Pat fourth from left in the back 
row. Pat was born on 27 January 1941 
in Southport, Lancashire.  She joined 
Prince Rupert School in January 1953 
and was in Collingwood House for an 
above average stay of 14 terms, with 

her father stationed at RAF Oldenburg.  
She played hockey for the 1st XI team 
and an illustration in the Cavalier of 
Autumn 1957 shows early evidence of 
her as a talented artist.
In addition, she was already indicating 
her interest in her surroundings and 
all things to do with nature by her 
membership of the Scientific Society. 
Pat married Bill Wilson on 8 October 
1960 and continued her nomadic life, 
living all over the world for the next 40 
years: Khartoum, Baghdad, Germany 
(again), Malaysia, Pakistan, Swaziland, 
France, Washington DC, Saudi Arabia 
and Greece, before finally settling down 
in Arnac-la-Poste in rural France. She 
was definitely a busy, multi-talented 
lady: an accomplished artist, especially 
botanical paintings, an imaginative 
cook, a knitter, a lover of gardens, 
flowers and animals and a practical 
homemaker.  Pat was a very active 
member of Facebook and reading her 
many posts was not only informative, 
but above all, entertaining.  Her posts, 
comments, photographs, posters, 
jokes, cartoons and keen sense of 
humour were delights to look forward 
to each day. Pat was extremely brave 
throughout her illness and the many 
visits to hospital for countless tests, 
treatments and transfusions. Farewell, 
au revoir, to a very special, lovely 
person who was an inspiration to us 
all.  Our sincere sympathies go to her 
husband, Bill, and to all her family and 
many, many friends.

John Simes

Back row: Barbara Freestone, Barbara Oxenham, Pat Goose, Pat Daniel, Muriel Burry 
and Ann  Harman. Front row: Anne Bulbeck, Pat Halliwell, Judith Johnson (captain), 
Jennifer Rickard, Monica Riggs

Old photo archive
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feel research into this illness that causes so 
much heartbreak, pain and loss is vital.” 
Val’s daredevil effort was inspired by 
an Australian friend, whose work for 
MS Research following the death of her 
daughter led her to be named Australian 
Woman of the Year in 2009. “My daughter 
wanted to organise a party for me, and I 
just thought I wanted to do something 
that was more significant than just a 
knees-up. If I don’t do anything now, I’ll 
probably never do it.”

Christmas lunch

It may sound a little early, but this 
is just to let you know that Melodie 
has booked Christmas Lunch at the 
Chiseldon House Hotel, Swindon 
for Sunday 8th December. More 
information to follow in due course. 

consulted the Appointments page. A 
vivid advert jumped out at me: “Wanted: 
Articled Clerk for a commercial law 
firm in Cheapside. Small salary, no 
(hefty) premium required. Must have 
required mix of A and O-levels.” 
These included Latin! No mention of 
universities. It looked just right. And 
so it was. Dad topped up my wage to 
six pounds a week, and I set out for 
London--feeling like Dick Whittington 
on a six-year apprenticeship. I joined 
the PRS Cavaliers Association and 
met my sweetheart Roberta ‘Bobby’ 
Dillon (Rodney 1949-1952) again. 
After Intermediate, I was posted on a 
higher salary to the firm’s new office in 
Camberley, where I met up with John 
Nealon, Terry Neyland and Mike Biggs 
at nearby Sandhurst. Once Roberta 
qualified as an SRN, she took a theatre 
position at Windsor Hospital, and we 
got married at Windsor Parish Church 
on September 13th 1958. I then returned 
to London for my finals and qualified as 
a solicitor the following year. Thereafter 
life went on ad infinitum, to coin an old 
Latin phrase.

Jack Moore (Drake 47-53)

Ad infinitum

Peter Mettyear’s fascinating mémoires 
about learning Latin  under Commander 
Harrison struck a chord. My father was 
a Lt. RNVR (minesweepers) working 
at Allied HQ in Frankfurt, and got 
pally with the commander when 
visiting PRS at half-term holidays. My 
father had graduated in Modern and 
Classical languages at Oxford, and 
taught at Liverpool Grammar School 
before the war. It was while I was in 
the 5th form studying for O-levels that 
they “persuaded” me to add Latin to 
my workload since it was required by 
several universities and professions. 
I mugged up the books Mr. Harrison 
threw at me and somehow passed. 
Leaving PRS in July 1953, I never 
wanted to see a textbook again, and 
settled down in my parents’ house next 
to the Lewes Downs.
One day they nudged me in my 
hammock and asked what I was going 
to do? Good question, I had no idea. 
So I bought a London newspaper and 

These two photos were taken by Terry 
Barker (Drake 66-69) who climbed to 
the roof of the bunker near the mainsite 
entrance to obtain the unusual viewing 
angles. According to Terry there was 
a convenient ladder running from 
ground level to the bunker roof. “I 
forget the circumstances other than 
that I had my camera, I was looking 
for a different perspective and was 
with someone at the time. We found 
a ladder and snuck up carrying my 
camera, the school’s camera, and the 
school’s Bolex cine camera.” 

Dare DevilHead for heights

An 80-year-old former pupil, Val 
(Salmon) Bruce (Rodney 53 – 58), is 
going skydiving along with her 18-year-
old grandson Max to raise funds for 
MS Research on July 7, the day that her 
son Alex would have turned 55. “I have 
avoided doing anything dangerous my 
entire 80 years. I’m actually quite nervous 
of heights and don’t like looking over cliffs 
or anything. It’s madness, I know, but I 
just thought it was something meaningful 
I could do.” 
Her son passed away in February 2005 at 
the age of 41, just three years after he was 
diagnosed with secondary MS. He left 
behind his wife and two young daughters. 
“I hope to be able to donate a truly 
worthwhile sum of money to further MS 
research as it means so much to me and I 

Val Bruce and grandson Max. Photo 
courtesy of The Falmouth Packet Media 
Group.
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What a weekend! 

Enjoyed by 163 of us, the main reunion 
was blessed with excellent weather and 
once again the venue proved to be an 
excellent choice. Overlooking a lake, 
the backdrop to our hotel was a haven 
of peace and tranquility. There always 
seemed to be ample space without 
it appearing crowded, even though 
the De Vere was also hosting a large 
wedding group that weekend. Unlike 

the lucky ones who were staying for 
the duration, we only arrived on the 
Saturday lunchtime but immediately 
took full advantage of the sunshine, 
chatting with friends while enjoying a 
glass of wine outside... As more PRSites 
appeared, we were able to say hello and 
hear their stories. Most were of course 
from the UK, but at least one had flown 
in from Australia and another from 
Canada. 

At dinner many had taken notice of 
the suggestion to wear evening dress. 
Master of ceremonies, Terry Abrey had 
the first word and was followed by Mark 
Pepper who gave the main address. 
During the course of dinner Terry 
announced the raffle winners who all 
received generous prizes donated by 
members. We raised £943.42 to which 
was added £100 from the Fleet mini-
reunion, so we ended up sending just 
over five hundred pounds each to the 

two charities Home-Start Cotswolds 
and Cirencester Opportunity Group.
Later on and despite the warm weather 
there was no shortage of couples to fill 
the dance floor.
As ever, it was the ladies who led the 
way at the disco.
Our DJ from a previous reunion in 
Southampton ensured that the hits 
from yesteryear kept rolling and he 
repeated his success of eight years ago.

Bob Innes and Heather (McClure) Grist enjoying the sunshine.

A new and unique opportunity arose 
for reunion attendees at South Cerney, 
namely, to take to the air! Jenny 
(Savoury) Bond’s husband, Colin, who 
is an accomplished pilot, kindly offered 
to take people on a short flight over the 
venue and surrounding countryside 
from the local airfield. One of the takers 
was Phyllis Ironside (see separate story)  

Whether you became airborne or 
not, all in all, it has to be said that our 
latest biennial reunion more than lived 
up to the promises and indeed our 
expectations.

Ed.
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Helping local children 

The Cirencester Opportunity Group 
(COG), which received a donation 
of £522.71 or half the proceeds from 
our reunion grand draw, send their 
sincere thanks all members for their 
generosity and support. The group is a 
small, registered charity, which has been 
providing a service to the community 
since 1973. Its Specialist Early Years 
Centre offers inclusive care and 
education to children and toddlers, and 
much needed support to their families. 
At least 51% of the children who attend 
the Group must have a special need 
or a disability and the children who 
attend the centre have a range of needs 
including: Autism Spectrum disorders, 
global developmental delay, genetic 
disorders and speech and language 
difficulties. Some of the children that 
the charity works with are also growing 
up within challenging circumstances 
and experiencing deprivation. It is the 
only group of its kind in the local area 
and is widely respected by local health 
professionals, such as health visitors and 
social workers who refer many children. 
It serves not just the town of Cirencester, 
but also the surrounding villages within 
a 15-mile radius and endeavours to help 
all children reach their potential and 
prepare them for school life by providing 
a tailored program of learning, including; 
Speech and Language Therapy, Music 
Therapy, Home cooked meals, Soft 
play facilities, Forest School, practical, 
emotional and one-to-one support. COG 
Centre Manager, Catharine Fowler, said, 

“This donation truly means a lot to our 
charity and will make a difference to 
our work with children and families 
throughout 2019.”
Another cheque for an identical 
amount was presented 
to the national charity 
‘ H o m e - S t a r t ’ t h a t 
supports families with 
young children through 
difficult times. It does 
this via local community 
networks of trained 
volunteers who visit 
their homes. Last year 
14,000 volunteers visited 
over 28,000 parents and 
60,000 children across 
the UK, resulting in a 
huge improvement in 
their emotional health, 

TWA committee member, Terry Abrey, presents a cheque to Cirencester Opportunity 
Group’s fund raiser, Stephanie Smyth.

Theatrical career

  

In the last but one magazine - see 
page 21, ‘Early drama at PRS’ - we 
published a photo showing Robert 
Walker (Collingwood 54-61) playing 
the lead role in Romeo and Juliet. Our 
readers may be interested to know that 
Bob became Artistic Director of the 
Half Moon Theatre in 1977 and during 
his six year tenure directed many 
productions, including Hamlet, Back-
Street Romeo, A Cool Million, Grand 
Larceny, Pal Joey and many others. Rob 
also directed at the Citizens’ Theatre 
in Glasgow and worked extensively as 
a director at theatres across Europe. 
After leaving the Half Moon Theatre 
he moved into directing in television, 
mostly for the BBC and winning a 
BAFTA. He has written and directed 
several feature films and is now based 
in the USA where he is Director of 
Canyon Pictures.

well-being and ability to manage their 
home and finances. This charity prides 
itself on being there for parents when 
they are needed most because childhood 
can’t wait.

   Terry Abrey presenting our cheque to Christine Hall,    
  Chair of Home-Start Cotswolds.
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Up, up and away!

The Cotswold Water Park, this year’s 
reunion venue, is close to Bristol where 
my sister Chris lives, so I travelled 
down from Glasgow to see her family 
and attend the Reunion with her. 
When I saw that Colin Bond was 
offering the possibility of flights over 
the surrounding area I was intrigued. 
A couple of reasons: I had never been 
in a small aircraft and this seemed 
a great opportunity to experience 
something new, something that could 
be fun and exciting. Also, I am a Film 
Editor and have over the years looked 
at and used many aerial shots of all 
sorts of landscapes, but have never 
been the one actually up in the plane 
or helicopter. Here was a chance to do 
that!
On arriving at the hotel I met Colin and 
we immediately set off for Cotswold 
Airport, where his flying club is based. 
It was originally RAF Kemble and just 
20 minutes or so from the hotel. In the 
clubhouse, we discussed the plan of 
action and I was given a short health 
and safety chat, filled in some personal 
details, was handed a headset so we 
would be able to talk to and hear each 
other and air traffic etc, put on a hi-
vis vest and headed off to the plane. 
David Starkie had come along in his 
car to bag some sightings of aircraft 
at the airfield and so took a photo of 
me clambering into the Piper light 
aircraft.
Once in there was more safety info 
and then Colin began methodically 

checking the loads of dials and 
switches, started the engine and off we 
set. I kept very quiet, it was fascinating. 
I felt very at ease, I had thought I 
would be more nervous. It was slightly 
bizarre taxiing past large aircraft in 
various stages of dismemberment - 
planes from all sorts of companies 
come to this sort of ‘knacker’s yard’ to 
be stripped down.

 

We got the go ahead, headed up the 
runway and were off for real, and in 
the air above the airfield and heading 
for Highgrove House. We could see for 
miles- the countryside there is so flat! 
The Cotswolds is such a quintessentially 
English rural landscape, so different to 
what I am surrounded by in Glasgow 
and Scotland. The weather was great, 
sun and cloud and not much wind. It 
was a pretty hot day. There were a few 
minutes of getting used to the feel of 
being in the air- I just kept saying”Oh” 
I think whilst settling in to this new 
sensation and looking around and 
down at the ground. Colin pointed 
out lots of places of interest during 
the whole flight. Our first port of 
call, the aforementioned Highgrove 
House, Prince Charles’s residence had 
an interesting looking formal garden 

and looked quite impressive as we 
passed overhead, I hadn’t realised 
it was so close to a town. Our route 
was governed to some extent by 
the impending state visit of Donald 
Trump et al. All his vehicles, aircraft 
and whatever else were being flown 
in over the weekend, meaning a lot 
of air space was temporarily out of 
bounds. Colin had hoped we could fly 
right over the hotel, but we were not 
allowed to get quite that close - we did 
get a great view of the whole Water 
Park area though, and could make out 
the hotel easily. We just didn’t have the 
bragging rights of -‘did you see us - 
that was us overhead!’
Suddenly Colin turned to me and said, 
‘Right, do you want to fly it now?’ 
This was a slightly scary thought - and 
totally unexpected! It was great! I had 
been perfectly content to sit enjoying 
the view and experience of being in 
the air but it was exciting to have a 
few minutes at the controls on my 

own (after a bit of help of course ). I 
remember trying to sit up as straight 
and tall as possible to get the best view 
out front that I could. The sensation of 
being up amongst the air currents was 
even more resonant.

We headed back to the airfield, and I 
did wonder what landing would feel 
like, but it was fine of course. Lots more 
checking by Colin, then pushing the 
aircraft back into it’s parking spot with 
a handy little metal pole - all finished 
off with a drink in the bar when we got 
back to the hotel. Would I do it again? 
- Absolutely!

 Phyllis Ironside (Drake 66-68)
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Rejoins

Name at PRS Name now Years House
Mary McMahon Mary Hemming 58 -64 Drake
Jeff Temple Jeff Temple 66 - 69 Collingwood/Rodney
Chris Bothwick Chris Bothwick 51-52 Rodney

Rejoined correction
Apologies for misinformation in the last Cavalier but Bill Johnson was in Rodney and 
not Collingwood house. 

Taken on 1st July 1956, this photo of the Founder’s Day Parade was sent in by 
Jenepher Parry Davies and shows RAF and Army cadets who formed the guard 
of honour for the visiting dignitaries visiting PRS on that day. Jenepher informs 
us that among the cadets are Pete Plowman, Butch Roberts, Keith Chadwick and 
Rob Cheek. If you were (or know the name of) the fifth cadet in the photo, do let 
us know.

Where are they now?

These two photos were donated by Carole McAlister (Collingwood 56-60). Taken 
in 1957 or 1958, Carole wonders where her housemates are now.

(L-R): Maggie Norrie, Pep Perry, Midge Jones and Virginia Stocks.

Maggie Norrie, Pep Perry and Virginia Stocks, but who are the others? 


