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Editors Letter

Welcome to this latest edition of New Cavalier, 
which coincides with that time of year when the 
Autumn term draws to a close. This issue brings 
several reminders of those special times past.
First of all, we thank those who wrote in with 
their views and memories of their days in 
Wilhelmshaven. A number of pupils relive their 
experiences at school and it is not often that we 
hear from a former teaching staff member, but 
this issue is an exception.
Perhaps the most unusual of all stories is of a boy 
who in the words of a duty master at his house, 
‘touched history’ when he stumbled into a place 
where he was not supposed to be. The year was 
1955 and the place was Spandau Prison!
We also have great stories of the modern-day 
exploits of pupils (all octogenarians) who have 
dared to perform extraordinary feats, two for 
their respective good causes. One chose to tread 
in the steps of pilgrims over a considerable 
distance, while the others fought their fear of 
heights to jump out of an aeroplane and lean 
backwards from almost the top of the CN Tower 
in Toronto. We salute all three! 
Moreover, we have stories about the musically 
gifted, what’s happening (or better said ‘not 
happening’) on the main site, the subjects of 
food, sailing, bells and even caning, plus lots 
more.

Finally, best wishes and season’s greetings to all 
our readers at this special time of year!

Your editorial team,

Paul Levitt & Andy Renou
Illustration of the remaining bunker on 
the site to be  designed as a special feature. 

New password from 
September 2019 is: 

Gu@rD-h0uSe
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It was a lovely surprise to see the 
article about my fund-raising effort 
for MS research in the previous 
issue. And it was such a coincidence 
to see a photo of Peter Plowman on 
the back page. We were respectively 
head boy and girl during our time at 
PRS. We also ‘went out ‘ together in 
the late 50’s throughout the 6th form 
and have remained friends ever since. 
The photos show Peter (Howe 56-58) 
andme both at PRS in 1958 and at the 
Plymouth reunion in 2001.

Val (Salmon) Bruce (Rodney 53-58) 

Report from the Chair.

It has been fairly quiet since our Reunion 
earlier on in the year. However, behind 
the scenes, your Committee has already 
been planning for the next Reunion and 
this we hope will be over the weekend of 
the 9th 10th and 11thof APRIL 2021. We 
will be in a position to announce where 
this will be in our Spring 2020 Newsletter. 
Some of you may be wondering why we 
have decided to have our next Reunion 
in April rather than in June. The main 
reason is that we have had requests over 
the years to have the event at a time that 
doesn’t coincide with school holidays 
and that wouldn’t be in the peak season 
as far as prices are concerned. We hope 
that this Spring event will suit most of 
our members and that the chosen venue 
will prove to be a popular one.

I am becoming increasingly aware that 
our relationship with Wilhelmshaven 
has now changed. This change first 
began when Dr Jens Graul retired a few 
years ago and his position of Kulture 
minister in the town retired with him. 
Dr Graul was however able to continue 
to support us and it was through him 
that most of our Memorabilia is now 
safely stored in the town Archive and at 
the Küsten Museum. In addition, there 
are 2 lasting Memorials in the town - the 
TWA Memorial in Ems Strasse and the 
Phoenix Crest mounted on the side of 
one of our old Fliegerdeich buildings. 
The only project, as yet not complete 
is the plan we had with Dr Graul and 
Richard Loveday for a Coronation 

Beech tree sapling to be planted in the 
town’s new Botanical garden.

Sadly, Dr Graul died suddenly last year 
but I have endeavoured to retain some 
of the links with the town. In particular, 
I am in contact with the Curator of the 
Küsten Museum and the Archivist at 
the town’s Archive. Both of these people 
have their hands tied in respect of what 
they can do as they are governed by 
the officials at the Rathaus. I have been 
unable to establish a contact with the 
authority that Dr Graul had when he 
was in full time employment.

In the last Newsletter, Richard Loveday 
offered to organise another mini-
Reunion in Wilhelmshaven over the 
Jade Weekend, 2 - 5 July 2020. There 
was a small amount of interest but not 
sufficient for Richard to take this plan 
any further. We have been asked if this 
is still going to happen and if enough 
people show an interest, we may be 
able to look into this. Please contact me 
before the 10th December if you are 
interested.

With Christmas nearly with us, on 
behalf of the Committee, I would like to 
pass on our very best season’s greetings 
for Christmas and to wish you all a 
prosperous, healthy and Happy New 
Year.

Barbara (Miller) Steels (Hood/Rodney 57- 61) 
Committee Chair & Archivist
Tel: 01840 214946
b.steels248@btinternet.com

Letters to the editor

I was on the staff at PRS from January 
1964 until the move to Rinteln in 
1972 and thoroughly enjoy receiving 
the New Cavalier. However, I find it a 
bit disappointing that there is usually 
very little news from my time at PRS. 

I am very impressed by the flow of 
news from those at Wilhelmshaven 
in the late 40’s, 50’s and early 60’s. But 
surely there must be lots of memories 
around from the 60’s and early 70’s. 
We did teach those pupils how to 
tell stories and to write. I am now 
83 years young, a regular follower 
of Facebook, and spending a lot of 
time living on memories (when I’m 
not ironing, cooking and gardening). 
Come on folks - let’s have some news 
and memories from our days in 
Wilhelmshaven!

Leo McNicholas (Teaching staff – 64-72)
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Thank you for the latest 
Cavalier, which I’ve just re-
read and have really enjoyed 
all the stories.  There was 
one error in my “after PRS” 
story, though.  My first job 
as a Computer Programmer 
for English Electric was in 
London, not Nuneaton.  I 
worked in English Electric 
House, which was at the top 
end of The Strand, in fact.  The 
Deuce Computer that I programmed 
was a second-generation computer, 
following the ACE computer 
developed by Alan Turing.  Deuce was 
as big as half a single-decker bus and 
used light-bulb sized valves not tiny 
transistors.  I’d write the programme 
and someone else would transpose it 
onto the punched cards, which Deuce 
could read.  Today’s smartphones are 
many times more powerful than Deuce 
and have masses more storage space.
My husband and I are in the process 
of going through old photos, by which 

I mean ‘ancient’ photos.  I came across 
a couple that should interest New 
Cavalier readers.  One is of a destroyed 
bunker that was familiar to us all in 
the earliest days of PRS and one of Mr. 
Smitherman.
Those of us at PRS back in 1947/8 would 
go past this blown-up bunker on the 
way to the Sportsplatz. It was at the edge 
of a huge area of bombed out rubble. I 
thought it was a square mile or so, but 
maybe it was just four or five city blocks.  
My father took this photo, probably 
in 1946 or ‘47.  I believe the Bunker 

was blown up post war.  But this was 
what we saw from the bus.  My father, 
Wing-Commander Stanley Radford, 
was on a committee of CCG people 
who suggested Wilhelmshaven might 
be a good location for the first BAOR 
boarding school.  Wilhelmshaven had 
a lot of people who were homeless 
and unemployed because of the bomb 
damage.  They had survived the air 
raids by sheltering in the bunkers, 
but their homes and workplaces had 
been bombed.  Somehow the barracks 
around the old U-Boat harbour had 

managed to survive with less damage 
than the rest of the town; so there was 
somewhere to house the pupils and 
people to hire as cooks, gardeners, bus-
drivers and matrons, etc.  When I was 
at the 1997 reunion in Wilhelmshaven, 
I met a German man who told me that 
the U-Boat barracks had been protected 
by curtains of flak, which diverted the 
bombs.  I don’t really understand that, 
but he sent me a photo, which I will send 
once I’ve found it..
The other photo was taken outside 
Churchill House probably after a 
Speech Day.  It is of my mother, Penta 
Radford. In the background is our 
former Headmaster, Mr. Smitherman, 
who was talking to other parents, but 
happened to look at the camera, just at 
the right moment.
Once again thank you for doing a good 
job to make an interesting newsletter 
enjoyed by PRS-ites of all generations.

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

Can anyone tell me if the girls’ houses 
had cellars because boys’ houses did 
not have cellars as far as I can recall. I 
thought that PRS was the best school 
in the world because it was remote, 
had so many military children and no 
matter what, we all really did get on 
with each other and had, I think, the 
best education of our lives. Sorry for 
the sentimental outburst, but I really 
did feel that we all benefited from the 
teachings, the forced self-esteem and 
confidence building it offered albeit 
learnt through tough interactions with 
others at times.

Steve Lennie (Howe 64-69)

Ed.- Steve, both the girl’s and boy’s 
houses had cellars (see separate article).

When I opened my copy of the latest 
edition, I was blown away to see the 
picture of Bob Innes and Heather 
McClure in that outsized deckchair! 
A brilliant photo and used to total 
effect. If ever a photo said more than a 
thousand words, this is it!

Paul Hayward (Howe 60-62)

Ed. – And our thanks to Heidi (Nixon) 
Weatherby (Collingwood 58-61) for 
being on hand to take it!
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My memories of PRS are leaving on the 
train from Hohne totally unprepared 
as to what to expect. I remember 
our formidable German matron and 
having room inspections during 
which drawers used to be emptied 
out or beds stripped if anything was 
slightly out of place.  I also remember 
the cold and sleeping with our window 
open in mid-winter with no pillow if 
this had been confiscated after a pillow 
fight.  I’m sure the reason my wife and 
I don’t agree on the central heating 
setting results from my experience 
in Wilhelmshaven! We also had runs 
along the dyke before breakfast where 
seconds were dished out in strict order 
of seniority.

Derek White (Drake  60-62)

Music to our ears

As mentioned in previous issues, a few 
former PRS pupils were sufficiently 
inspired at school to follow acting/
directing careers in the theatre and 
film industry. This made me wonder 
if there were also pupils with musical 

Ed.- We were fortunate in finding a 
reference to Christmas in the Market 
Place in the Summer 1958 number of 
Cavalier magazine (see this issue).

Recent mentions of drama and 
music at PRS reminded me of when 
I was introduced to good music and 
coached for a part in Carmen. It was 
while studying at RADA that I met 
our former head boy, David Dalton, 
who graduated some time earlier 
and encouraged me when we met in 
The Glory Resturant in Goodge St. 
(London) a few times. After one year 
at RADA and still quite young (under 
20), I performed in two pantomimes 
and had a season at the Fol de Rols 
Music Hall in Hastings. A highlight 
was when I played the role of Petruchio 
in The Taming of the Shrew at the 
Chapter Gardens in Windsor Castle 
in front of her Majesty the Queen. The 
person indirectly responsible for my 
choosing a theatrical career was none 
other than our drama teacher and 
Drake Housemaster, Kevin Callan. 
It all started with him including me 
in the cast of the play, ‘Christmas in 
the Market Place.’ Later on in life I 
enjoyed a happy period spanning 
almost 30 years with a jazz band. We 
played at the Paris jazz festival twice 
and toured Cornwall, performing at 
the famous Mynack open-air theatre. 
In the process of this we raised well 
over £50,000 for local charities into 
the bargain.

John Brooks (Drake 55-59) talent who made it into the professional 
ranks. I recall the enthusiasm of the 
Late Mr Brynmor Evans who taught 
music to my first-year class. One song I 
learnt and never forgot was ‘The Ballad 
of London River’. I can still see and 

Jimmy ‘Paige” Mellor

Jimmy is on the extreme right of the photo 
taken in 1965. ‘Sounds Like Five’, which was 
a cover band for ‘The Kinks’
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Main-site update

Just over a year ago, we mentioned that 
the Danish architect, Dorte Mandrup, 
had been commissioned to re-design 
the school main-site using the one 
remaining bunker as a special feature 
(see issue 74 - Summer 2018). As with 
the large hotel that was built adjacent 
to the main site, it turned out that there 
are environmental issues requiring the 
removal of contaminated ground due 
to oil spillages during WW2. Because 
a group of us is planning to return 
for our traditional mini-reunion in 
Wilhelmshaven next year, we asked 
Dorte Mandrup if we would be able 
to admire the work. The short reply 
was that the proposed completion date 
is Spring 2021, but no start date for 
the construction work was given. We 
remain, however, optimistic that we 
will at least be able to see some signs of 
progress by the time of our visit next 
summer. 

    Ed. 

Photo by courtesy of 
Tetragrammaton Records

hear Mr Evans singing as he played this 
piece on the piano, his face contorting 
when it came to the highest note.
Music, however, had taken a new turn 
by the mid-life of our school. In 1960, 
the corridors of Drake Boys (and no 
doubt other houses) resounded to the 
twanging of guitars. There were some 
very good players and at least one boy, 
Jimmy ‘Paige’ Mellor (Drake 58-60), 
would later join the professional ranks. 
He is shown at the extreme right of the 
photo taken in 1965. His group, ‘Sounds 
Like Five’, which was a cover band for 
‘The Kinks’, became well known in the 
Far East. If you didn’t play a guitar, the 
drums offered a ‘trendy’ option for some. 
Ian Paice, the younger brother of Barrie 
Paice (Collingwood 53-55), became 
world famous as the percussionist of the 
rock group, ‘Deep Purple’ after being 
spotted as an 18-year-old on tour in 
Germany in 1966. His new band would 
go on to sell over 100 million copies of 
its albums. Ian is shown standing second 
from left in the photo from 1968.

Like many of our parents, I’m not 
entirely sure that Mr Evans would 
have approved of the new sounds that 
were fast gaining in popularity. I recall 
members of the press falling around 
laughing when the former Beatle, Sir 
Paul McCartney, referred to himself as 
a ‘musician’ and many scoffed at the 
simple lyrics of the new genres emerging. 
But Rock and Pop were here to stay and 
successful artists would quickly join the 
ranks of the rich and famous. 
Not everyone would make it to the very 
top of course and I think we would 
have heard by now if a former pupil 
had done so. But did any other former 
pupils ever become singers or musicians, 
classical or otherwise? One of my 
former PRS classmates sang in a cover 
band for The Carpenters during her 
brief musical career and a Drake boy 
became an accomplished jazz musician 
(see letters to the editor). Perhaps you 
did something with your musical talent 
after school? If so, do drop us a line. 
    

      Ed.
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More food please

Michael Booth (Howe 47-51) wrote 
regularly to his father, who kept the 
letters for many years. He particularly 
recalls his first year at school and 
commented on breakfasts consisting 
of stodgy porridge and salty bacon, 
lunches of soup, fried tomato and 
carrots, followed by bread pudding. 
Sometimes there was a tiny pudding of 
peaches or mashed apricot and cream. 
For tea there were stale cakes and one 
or two slices of bread. No mention of 
an evening meal! In September 1947 
he wrote, ‘When you come up please 
bring some food.’ By January 1948, 
things were looking up. ‘We had quite 
good meals today. For breakfast we 
had fried egg, bacon and fried bread, 
coffee, bread and butter. At lunch we 
had hare soup, a very large portion 
of hare, kale and creamed potatoes. 
For pudding I managed to get three 
portions of apple dumplings. Tonight 
we can have hare if we want it!’
 
The Late Valerie (Dore) Kinson 
(Collingwood 47-51) also had 
memories of the food at the time. It 
wasn’t that the food that first term 
was so awful, although some of it 
apparently was, there was just not 
enough of it. ‘The girls were hungry 
and the boys were starving! What we 
girls didn’t like we would pass to the 
boys’ table, especially those lumps of 
stodge known as cartwheels. One small 
boy was reputed to have devoured six 
– heaven knows how he got up from 

the table. One time we were dished 
up with something unrecognisable. 
Some bright spark started a rumour 
that it was horsemeat, in consequence 
of which most of it went back to the 
kitchen. Oh boy did we get it the next 
day! We were downright ungrateful 
especially when the locals were 
struggling to feed themselves and their 
families.’ The offending dish, which 
turned out to be oxtail, would have 
been tasty enough, had they but tried 
it.
Despite finding food in short 
supply in the early days at PRS, Val 
clearly enjoyed her schooldays in 
Wilhelmshaven. ‘We learned to get 
along with each other; be tolerant, 
became self-sufficient and broad 
minded. PRS gave us so much and I 
for one look back with great affection, 
gratitude and pride to have been part 
of a unique experiment. I would not 
have missed it for the world.’ Val died 
in August 2015 and she is remembered 
in the Autumn edition of that year. 

Ed.- our thanks to Vic Longyear for the 
above insights that were extracted from 
his 2007 booklet titled, ‘A New Life – 
Some Pupils’ Accounts of the First Full 
Year in the Life of Prince Rupert School 
Wilhelmshaven.’

Not so plain sailing

Heather Maule (Drake 47-50) 
remembers how she and others got 
involved with dinghy sailing in the 
early days when the Bonteheim was still 

the Royal Rupert Mess.  There were just 
a few experienced sailors among them, 
but keen novices were allowed to crew. 
After taking to the water and returning 
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safely, the call went out for others who 
could sail. Even though she had only 
just taken her first ride in a boat, up 
went Heather’s hand! ‘We weren’t asked 
if we could swim and I don’t recall 
lifejackets being issued, in fact I’m sure 
we didn’t wear them. Anyway, off we 
went with me in charge of the boat on 
only my second attempt at sailing. At 
the first buoy we had to jibe, which is 
a term I’d never even heard before. As 
the wind was gusting quite strongly, the 
boom took off and nearly decapitated 
the crew, which had suddenly become 
pretty silent. We rounded the other 
buoys and returned to the dock at a heck 
of a lick. Despite our lack of experience, 
the crews that day formed the sailing 
team that would travel to Ploen for the 
first time and win every match.’

A pupil who remembers watching 
sailing at school was Michael Booth 
(Howe 47-51). In his day, inter-house 
competition was often dramatic and 
he recalls one Whit Monday when the 
wind was very strong and two boats 
capsized, each tearing their sails. ‘The 
first was jibing around a buoy and 
everyone in the other boats started 
laughing at the difficulty encountered. 
So much so that the cox of the second 
boat slipped and her boat capsized too. 
One Sunday, Johnny Ransome and I 
capsized in strong winds miles away 
from the school. Fortunately we were 
only a couple of hundred yards away 
from the shore and were able to swim 
and pull the dinghy until we could bale 
it out. We didn’t have life jackets and all 
the other paraphernalia that one would 

now take. I lost a shoe, my cigarettes and 
ruined my watch. We were so pleased 
to see the Kaiser Wilhelm Bruecke 
in the dusk and got back to school 
still dripping wet just as darkness fell: 
nobody seemed concerned.’

Another boy who did his fair share 
of getting wet in the pursuit of sailing 
was Bill Rainford (Drake 52-55). ‘I 
recall taking my helmsman’s test in an 
International 14 class boat with a master 
whose name I cannot remember, but he 
was a short chap with reddish hair. I was 
to demonstrate my ability to perform a 
jibe whereby you execute a turn with 
the wind coming from behind. My 
attempt was thwarted by the sudden
appearance of a buoy, which had been 
obscured from my view until we were 
half way through the manoeuvre. 
I pulled in the ‘sheet’ and capsized 

the boat. As we both trod water, 
hanging on to the boat and waiting 
for rescue, I casually asked, “Did I 
pass?” I was surprised by the answer 
of, “Yes, for showing initiative and boat 
handling while avoiding a collision.” I 
subsequently sailed in several regattas 
and obtained my sailing colours.’
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Being there

Your readers might be interested in 
an incident that happened to me in or 
around 1955. I was swimming with the 
Chadwick brothers (both Drake boys) 
in the indoor pool of the Olympic 
stadium at HQ complex in Berlin just 
before taking the tram to Spandau. I 
remember that it was the holidays and 
I had just returned from my first term 
at PRS. I still had my swimming trunks 
wrapped in a towel under my arm. 
After arriving in Spandau, I wandered 
into a garden, of which there were a 
few close to where my father worked. 
Suddenly I found myself speaking with 
a German man who turned out to be no 
less a person than Admiral Dönitz. He 
must have noticed the spear-wielding 
warrior badge (the town’s emblem) 
that I was wearing. In any event, he 
soon found out that I went to school 
in Wilhelmshaven, at which he became 
very excited. I was about 11 years old 
and despite having no idea who he 
was, we sat and spoke for about half 
an hour. He talked about the barracks 
and the Kaiser Wilhelm Brücke and 
submarines. He wanted to know what 
was still there and told me that he had 
stayed in the building that was to me 

Frobisher House on the Fliegerdeich.
I had wandered into the garden with 
my swimming chum, Pierre Quick, 
who was the son of the French Spandau 
commandant. We entered via Smutts 
barracks where I had agreed to meet 
my father who was the officer in 
command of all British sector works. 
Pierre clearly knew his way around 
and after sauntering back into Smutt’s 
barracks, where my dad had his offices, 
I told him where we had been. From his 
reaction, you would think I had started 
World War III. He went apoplectic and 
forbade me to talk about it to anyone. I 
never saw Pierre again and I later heard 
that his father, Colonel Johnnie Quick, 
the French commandant, was severely 
reprimanded. From my point of view 
we had done nothing wrong and were 
never challenged or stopped by anyone 
as we entered. In fact we hadn’t seen 
any guards or soldiers of any kind. 
I only ever told one person about 
the incident, namely, member of the 
PRS teaching staff, Dai Davis, who 
was attached to Drake Boys house. It 
was about two years later as we were 
returning by bus from a dance at RAF 
Jever where we had been showing off 
PRS country dancing skills. I can still 
recall his response in a glorious Welsh 
accent, which was, ‘Good God Boy, 
don’t you realise you have touched 
history!’
Sadly my memory of the Spandau 
incident itself is not all that vivid 
because at the time I didn’t know much 
about the war at all and had no idea who 
I had bumped into. I didn’t even know 

that I had wandered into a garden that 
formed part of Spandau Prison. I think, 
even now, my father’s anger caused a lot 
of detail to be erased from my memory. 
Some years later he conceded that he 
had been a little harsh, but stressed how 
strict the protocols of the day were. The 
Russians could have had a field day. 
Naturally I didn’t understand anything 
about the Cold War going on behind the 
scenes. My dad often invited Russian 
officers to our house and to me they all 
seemed jolly, fun-loving characters.

John Brooks (Drake 55-59)

Karl Dönitz served as a submarine 
officer in WWI and during the early 
years of WW2, turned the U-boats 
into a serious threat to Britain’s 
survival. In 1943 he replaced Admiral 
Raeder as commander-in-chief of the 
German Navy and on 20 April 1945 
was appointed head of the northern 
military and civil command. As 
Hitler’s successor, Dönitz opened 
negotiations for surrender, wanting 
to save as many German civilians 
and retreating soldiers from the 
Soviets as possible. He ordered 
a German delegation to sign the 
surrender documents at Eisenhower’s 
headquarters in Rheims on 7th May, 
enabling 1,800,000 German troops 
to pass from the east into the British-
US sector. At Nuremberg in 1946, 
Dönitz was sentenced to 10 years 
imprisonment of which he served the 
full term. He died in 1980 aged 89.

Freibad Klein Wangerooge - recreation area

Rosarium Wilhelmshaven - rose garden

Rathaus Wilhemshaven - town hall

Maritime Meile - 1.8 km tourist route
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Ouch!
 
In the early days of the school, 
discipline was sensibly applied and 
reasonably effective. It was not looked 
upon as frightening or unjust because 
certain rules were laid down and one 
knew the consequences of flouting the 
rules. 
In the first year, pupils were pretty 
unruly but still submitted to the 
discipline meted out. In order of 
seriousness, punishments ranged 
from lines in multiples of hundreds, 
through detention and caning, right 
up to expulsion. Lines were given by 
prefects for any minor transgression, 
such as talking after lights out, but I 
once had a thousand lines given by the 
headmaster for merely chewing gum 
in Churchill House. Prefects could not 
give detention, although it could be 
given by a teacher for receiving poor 
marks in subjects, or mucking about 
in prep, in which case a prefect might 
report an incident to a teacher who 
would then impose the punishment if 
thought appropriate. 
What must have been a school record 
was set on 13th November 1947 when 
97 pupils were recorded as being in 
detention. At the time this represented 
roughly a third of the school! If a pupil 
accrued two detentions they might 
forfeit their weekly sweet ration, but 
more than seven detentions meant 
they were referred to the headmaster. 
Caning was not all that unusual and I 
was caned fairly regularly for smoking. 
Mr Duxbury always carried that out at 

lunchtime, saying that it would hurt 
him more than me, which I never 
understood. My worst caning came 
from Dennis Slade, who was a big 
chap and it really hurt. Two boys once 
decided not to get up for breakfast 
and the duty mistress sent them to the 
headmaster who caned them. Another 
boy was banned from going to a social 
evening but did so regardless. He was 
caught and told the teacher what he 
thought of her and received six of the 
best.
Expulsion was used only once in the 
first year of school, but there was 
another expulsion a year or so later. I 
understood that that a Collingwood 
boy had enticed a German maid into 
his room by offering her a sticky 
bun. When the boy was questioned 
he was found to be lying and so was 
expelled. The poor maid was allegedly 
imprisoned for being in possession 
of BAFVs, which shows how harsh 
the law was when it came to currency 
control.
 
From Vic Lonyear’s ‘A New Life’ 

Ed. - Prior to joining the teaching staff, 
Mr Slade (Matthew House - 52) taught 
woodwork at a Remand Centre/Borstal 
in Lancashire. Plenty of caning practice 
there then! 

What happened next

In the previous issue (see ‘Dare Devil’ 
on p. 19) we announced that former 
pupil, Val Bruce, would be going 
skydiving. Heights are her big fear and 
even doing a cliff walk or looking over 
a high bridge are enough to bring on 
a panic attack. This is what happened 
next.
In 2005 my son Alex died after battling 
rapidly developing MS for just 3 years. 
He was only 41 and left behind a 
wife and little girls. Since then I have 
longed to do something significant 
to raise funds for MS research and at 
last on Alex’s birthday, my grandson 
and I did a parachute jump for the 
charity in his memory. The jump also 
marked my grandson’s 18th and my 
80th birthday. I have a natural fear of 
heights, but I thought people would 
be more likely to sponsor me if I did 
something really challenging. Things 
were going fine until the moment I 
found myself hanging over the void 
with the earth 13,000 feet below. I 
then experienced pure terror, which 
increased as we went into the forward 
roll of the free-fall at 120 miles per 
hour. We descended to 5000 feet in 
40secs! It wasn’t until the parachute 

opened that I began to appreciate the 
stunning coastal scenery of Newquay. 
All too soon the instructor was 
shouting ‘Legs up for the landing’ 
but my legs wouldn’t move. Moments 
later he shouted, ‘Emergency, get her 
legs’ but we had already crashed into 
the cameraman and two instructors, 
all of whom were flattened. Although 
shaken and a bit wobbly on my feet, 
I survived unhurt and went off to 
celebrate. I am so thrilled to have 
raised £7262 in UK and $3505 in 
Australia and so glad I opted for this 
way to mark the occasion rather than a 
big 80th birthday party. PRS taught me 
to aim high, and I couldn’t have gone 
much higher! 

Val (Salmon) Bruce (Rodney 53-58)
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Not to be outdone by an 80-year-young 
former Rodney girl jumping out of an 
aeroplane (see ‘What happened next’ 
in this issue), Bill Rainford (Drake 53-
55) celebrated his 80th birthday on 25 
June by hanging over the edge of the 
CN Tower in Toronto. It is the world’s 
highest full-circle hands-free walk on 
a 5 ft (1.5 m) wide ledge encircling 
the top of the tower’s main pod, 
356m/1168ft (116 storeys) above the 
ground. Visitors walk for 30 minutes 
in groups of six, while attached to an 
overhead safety rail via a trolley and 
harness system. EdgeWalk guides 
encourage participants to push their 
personal limits, allowing them to lean 
back over Toronto with nothing but 
air and breathtaking views of Lake 
Ontario beneath them. Walkers are 
fitted with a 4 point harness and then 

hooked into a ‘tie line’ with 15000 
lb breaking strength along with a 
secondary reel type block and tackle 
that runs along a mono-rail giving 
freedom to walk around the entire 
tower on a 5ft wide grate. Bill said, ‘All 
went well except they wouldn’t accept 
my buckled shoes and I had to wear a 
pair of cheap plimsolls they supplied, 
which were not my size! This caused 
me to stub my toe and stumbled to the 
edge about five times - catching myself 
on the ropes. I was congratulated 
by the accompanying guide on my 
spectacular recovery.’ 
In case you were thinking of booking 
for your special occasion, the walk is 
open in all weather except for electrical 
storms, high winds or other extreme 
conditions. 

Christmas in the Market Place

On the 11th and 12th December, the 
junior section of the Drama Club 
presented ‘Christmas in the Market 
place’, which is to some extent a 
controversial play, presenting as it does 
the story of the birth of Christ as it 
might be enacted by a band of strolling 
players of gypsy extraction. For the 
admirers of the play, however, there is a 
deep pathos in the obvious sincerity of 
the gypsies, as they present the nativity 
story in their own language and in 
the rough and ready surroundings of 
their encampment. This quality was 
well brought out by the produces Miss 
Holt and Miss Randall, and by each 
member of the cast.
 
Anthony Skillan and Margaret Stewart 
played the parts of Old Melchior and 
Old Columba with dignity and a very 
creditable simulation of the accents 
and movements of old age; while 
Lyn Evans as Maria, their daughter-
in-law who also played the part of 
Mary in the Nativity Play, brought 
clarity and a moving simplicity to her 
part. Especially noteworthy was John 
Brooks as Joey (and Joseph in the 
Nativity Play) whose rather impudent 
and forthright interpretation of his role 
brought life and character to joey, and 
an unusual, but quite appropriate slant 
to the part of Joseph. David Blackiston, 
in his first dramatic part in this school, 
was sincere and convincing as the 
Angel of the Annunciation.
 

A pleasant background of Christmas 
music was provided by the Junior 
Choir under the direction of Miss Peel, 
who blended Carols with the action of 
the play. The dances were arranged 
by Miss Urquart and Miss Reynolds. 
Altogether, this play provided a most 
effective contrast to ‘The Matchmaker’ 
and a reverent reminder of the 
approaching Christmas season.
 
Reprinted from the Summer 1958 
Cavalier. 

Head for heights
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The Howe Bell

In newsletter no 61 of Spring 2013, 
we published this account about the 
ship’s bell used to wake the boys of 
Howe house. The information came 
from from Steve Poulter (Howe 67-
71). “The ship’s bell came from HMS 
Barsound that was commissioned 
in 1941 as an anti-submarine boom 
defence vessel and was scrapped in 
1964. The bell was made of brass and 
was nickel plated with the ship’s name 
and commissioning date highlighted 
in red paint. When I arrived at PRS 
in 1967 the bell was located on the 
stair landing between Howe Boys 
and Drake Boys (later Lawson) along 
with a bronze gong that was located 
underneath the bell. I was advised that 
the bell had been acquired by Mr Gareth 
Thomas. The bell was an essential part 
of daily life at the house where it was 
rung by the duty monitor to wake 
everyone up in the morning and also 
ten minutes before the next meal time. 
It was also used as a warning bell and 
for room inspections, gatherings for 
public announcements, and as a fire 
bell for building evacuation. The gong 
underneath the bell was only used to 
signal meal times. The bell remained 
in that location until the school moved 
to Rinteln.” We subsequently learned 
from Mr Gareth Thomas, who taught 
mathematics at PRS from January 
1965 to 1970, and was also a duty 
master in Drake before becoming 
Housemaster of Howe in Sept 1966, 
that Howe was the only one of the four 

houses without a distinctive way of 
summoning the inmates. “I wrote to 
the Admiralty, giving a brief history of 
PRS, and mentioning Howe’s situation 
and asking if they had a ship’s bell they 
could donate.
The bell arrived and it was fixed to 
the wall in the corridor of Howe. It 
may have been relocated later when 
Howe and Collingwood combined to 
become Lawson in Sept 1968.”
During the intervening years the bell 
has remained a valued item among 
the TWA’s memorabilia and is now 
being found a new home where it will 
be appreciated (see Report from The 
Chair).

Essex mini-reunion

Left-to-right: Bob Lintott, Brian English, 
Dave Clarke and Pete Hirst
Four former pupils got together in 
the UK at the end of September when 
former PRSite, Bob Lintott and his 
wife Jen flew over from the US to visit 
their elderly mothers. ‘One of resides 
in Stansted Mountfitchet, so I quickly 
got together a few of his mates and we 
met up for the day,’ said Brian English, 
who kindly provided the photo.  

As in 2018, a small group of 
Wilhelmshaven fans will be returning 
to the town for what has become a 
traditional visit timed to coincide with 
the annual Jade Festival (see page 27-
28, issue 74). Once again we can expect 
imposing tall ships on the Bontekai, as 
well as artists and performers of all 
descriptions. The weekend on the Jade 

is from 2nd to 5th July and normally 
attracts in the region of 300,000 
visitors from all over the world. Why 
not join us? As usual we will be staying 
at the Kaiser Hotel. The occasion will 
ensure that vacant rooms in the town 
are scarce that weekend, so book well 
in advance to avoid disappointment! 

Wilhelmshaven 2020
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100 years ago

Not all former RAF personnel or their 
families will be in need of support, 
but if they were the RAF Benevolent 
Fund exists to help them. Under the 
slogan, ‘Join the Search – Change a 
Life’ the fund is celebrating its 100th 
anniversary. Started by Lord Trenchard 
in 1919, it once had an ex-PRS pupil, 
retired Air Chief Marshal Sir David 
Cousins KCB, AFC, at its head. Some 
of our readers will remember David, 
who joined the RAF in 1961 after 
leaving school. He spent three years 
at Royal Air Force College Cranwell 
before flying Lightnings and then 
Buccaneers for the RAF in Germany. 
In 1966, he married Mary Holmes, 
with whom he has two sons and a 
daughter.  In 1983 he became Station 
Commander at RAF Laarbruch 
home to two RAF Squadrons flying 
Jaguars and Tornados. He then held 
a number of staff appointments in 
air plans, operational requirements 
and operations before attending the 
Royal College of Defence Studies. 
He subsequently held a number of 
senior air rank positions on the Air 

Staff at the Ministry of Defence, in 
the MoD Procurement Executive 
as Commandant of the Royal Air 
Force College Cranwell and, from 
1994, as Air Officer Commanding 
No. 38 (Transport) Group. He was 
later appointed Air Member for 
Personnel on the Air Force Board and 
Air Officer Commanding-in-Chief 
Personnel and Training Command. 
He retired in August 1998. In addition 
to serving as the controller of the RAF 
Benevolent Fund, he has also served 
as Honorary Air Commodore of No. 
7630 (Volunteer Reserve) Intelligence 
Squadron, Royal Auxiliary Air Force.

Down below

Steve Lennie raises the question about 
whether our houses had cellars or 
not (see letters to the Editor). As a 
junior boy in 1960, I never had reason 
to venture into any cellar at school 
and therefore have no memories of 
them. But all houses definitely had 
cellars and I got my chance to go 
into the one at Drake Boys 55 years 
after having left school. I did so by 
courtesy of Senckenberg by the Sea 
marine research establishment when 
a group of us visited Fliegerdeich for 
our PRS memorial stone unveiling 
ceremony (see issue 63, pages 7-8, 
‘PRS stones back where they belong’). 
Senckenberg now occupies the entire 
complex of former school buildings 
on the Fliegerdeich and those of us 
present at the unveiling in October 
2014 will recall the friendly reception 

we received that day.
One pupil who remembers the cellars 
very well is our very own acting Chair, 
Barbara Steels. “The girls houses on 
main site all had cellars. In Rodney, we 
had a cosy common room, a laundry 
room, shower room and in the 
corridor were our lockers for school 
books. Through a heavy metal door 
was the spooky end of the cellar - here 
our trunks and cases were kept and 
in another part, we kept our hockey 
sticks and boots. We had freedom to 
go into the cellars at any time. I would 
imagine the other houses had similar 
facilities. Our morning breaks were 
in the cellars where we had cocoa and 
buns.’  Ed.

70 years ago

At George Gladwish’s funeral service, 
one of the ex-PRS attendees gave 
an insight into the originality of the 
school when on October 1st, 1949 a 
football match was played between the 
school team and the German school 
staff, including a gardener, carpenter, 
plumber, supervisor, two boiler men, 
labourers, drivers and watchmen. The 
result escapes me, but it just shows 
that even in those early days there 
were attempts to promote friendship 
between our two nations.

Vic Longyear (Drake 47-50)

We all did it, didn’t we? Sign the 
menu or the latest edition of The 
Cavalier before we went our separate 
ways at the end of our final term at 
school? But I wonder if anyone who 
left in 1959 noticed anything odd in 
the printing of the one illustrated? I 
didn’t even take Latin at school, but 
surely the date in the bottom left-hand 
corner should read MCMLIX or 1959 
and not MDMLIX or 1559? Latin 
experts please advise. And should 
anyone recognise their signature on 
this copy of The Cavalier, you will 
most certainly have known the owner, 
Johnnie Brooks of Drake Boys.

Ed. 

1559 and all that
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Walking the walk

For some time, I had been thinking 
of making the Pilgrimage to Santiago 
de Compostela, not for any strong 
religious or spiritual reason, just to see 
if, at the age of 81 years, I could actually 
‘go the distance’. My younger daughter, 
Sarah, decided to accompany me 
and sought sponsorship for a cancer 
charity. Not to be outdone, I joined 
in for the benefit of Prostate Cancer 
UK. So far I have received just short of 
£3,000! (There’s still time if you wish 
to donate!)
There are dozens of long, ancient 
pilgrimage routes varying in length 
between 600 and 800kms. The most 
popular, the Camino Frances, starting 
in the foothills of the Pyrenees on the 
French side. By the 12th. Century 
a significant number of pilgrims 
were undertaking the trek and this 
continued until political unrest and 

plague caused a big drop in numbers.
The revival started in the 1980s due to 
Franco encouraging pilgrimages  and 
in 2018 over 320,000 pilgrims made 
it to the Pilgrims Office to claim their 
certificates.
Most pilgrims now just walk from 
Sarria to Santiago de Compostela, 
in order to cover the distance of 100 
kilometres laid down by the Bishop of 
Santiago de Compostela  to qualify for 
the certificates. Horse and bike riders 
need to cover 200 kilometres! In order 
to qualify you need to get a ‘pilgrims 
passport’ stamped at least twice every 
day. Stamps are available at churches, 
cafes and shops along the way. Only 
one stamp a day is required if you are 
walking the whole way from France.
Along the route, the true pilgrim, 
carrying his own pack, stays at 
one of the several albergues on the 
route. These provide dormitory 
accommodation for 10/15euros a 
night, in some instances completely 
free or for an optional donation. 
Kitchens are provided so you can cook 
your own food and washing machines 
are available for laundry.
Alternatively, the way I chose was to 
use one of the many firms that book 
your accommodation at every stop 
together with dinner and breakfast 
as well as the transport of your 
main luggage, between stops, just 
leaving you to carry water and other 
essentials in a light back pack. This 
method is used by the vast majority 
of the ‘pilgrims’ on the shorter route, 
especially the large number of Spanish 

schoolchildren in highly organised 
parties. All accommodation was 
spotless and the ‘pilgrims menu’ food 
was of a very high standard. Three 
courses for 10 euros, on a couple of 
occasions including half a bottle of 
wine! The crusty bread, in particular, 
was consistently good.
We set off from Sarria on Sunday to 

walk the first of five legs varying in 
length between 18 and 29 kilometres 
over clearly marked routes. Some of 
the time the route took us through 
pleasant woodland with smooth 
surfaces underfoot at other times 
the surface was uneven and coated 
with large gravel, which caused some 
travellers twisted ankles. The whole 
route was fairly hilly, up and down 
and it caused me some annoyance  as 
I trudged along on my 81 year old legs 

to be overtaken by a gaggle of 16 year 
olds and watch them disappear in to 
the distance!
On the way, every day, there were 
plenty of rest stops, some even offering 
refreshments for a voluntary donation.
On the last day of the walk, we arrived 
at the Monte de Gozo  where an 
ugly monument commemorates the 
visit of John Paul the Second. From 
here, the last hill before the city, one 
is supposed to be able to see the 
magnificent Cathedral of Santiago de 
Compostela, but it is hidden by trees 
and commercial buildings. For those 
in the know, even though tired, it is 
worth turning left and walking about 
half a kilometre to another hill where 
there is an inspiring statue of two 
pilgrims catching their first view of 
the cathedral in the distance. The only 
drawback is that you have to return to 
the marked route to find your way in 
to the city!

There is a great sense of achievement 
on reaching the square in front of the 
Cathedral where some of the pilgrims 
are flat on their backs on the ground, 
others on their knees praying and still 
others hugging each other for having 
completed the journey! The 

John outside Santiago de Compostela Cathedral 
with the stone he carried in memory of a friend.

The 100km. stone which marks the start of 
the journey set by the Bishop of Santiago de 
Compostela.
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renovated front of the Cathedral 
looks magnificent and they are now 
renovating the interior which means 
that the midday ‘Pilgrims Service’ is 
at an adjacent church at present. The 
renovation should be finished by the 
end of the year. We intend to return 
next May to attend the pilgrims mass 
and see the famous botofumeiro 
(thurible) swung!
The one remaining problem is to collect 
the two certificates, one for the distance 
covered and one showing that you say 
you have completed the Camino for 
religious or spiritual reasons. There is 
always a long wait at the Pilgrims Office 
but this is where modern day technology 
kicks in! You collect a numbered ticket 
from the machine and, providing you 
have a mobile ‘phone, you download 
the app which keeps you up to date 
with where you are in the queue so that 
you can leave for some well earned, non 
religious, refreshment!
The reasons for making the pilgrimage 

John outside his hotel in Santiago de Compostela

 The figures represent two pilgrims having 
arrived at the summit of the last hill outside 
Santiago de Compostela who are catching 
their first glimpse of the cathedral

are many and various. Whatever the 
reason, I’m sure everyone making the 
trip derives something from it. Whilst 
walking, you have plenty of time for 
contemplation. Many pilgrims carry 
a small stone with them, which they 
leave along the way, which is supposed 
to represent their worries.

John Hollingsworth (Collingwood 49-53)

When former Head Girl, Anita (West) 
Backley (Drake 52-54), asked for 
advice about where best to shop for 
a wedding outfit, she never dreamed 
she would soon be appearing on TV. 
Anita (83), who lives in New Zealand 
and simply wanted to look her best for 
a special occasion, but ended up doing 
a couple of hours filming for TVNZ. 
“I merely asked the question where 
someone of 80-plus should go to buy 
a wedding outfit. Surprisingly I got the 
reply that they would like to come and 
help me. A stylist took me shopping to 

eight designers in one afternoon. It was 
hard work trying on all those clothes! 
Six outfits were chosen and filmed at a 
very up-market boutique called Trelise 
Cooper. Unfortunately I didn’t get to 
choose for myself, but the final choice 
was a trouser suit in aqua-blue with 
hand beading on one shoulder. It cost 
a heap, but what an experience!”
(Photo captions)
1) Anita flanked by the presenter (left) 
and stylist (right) during filming at the 
boutique.
2) Anita at the wedding reception 
wearing the outfit chosen for her. 
She is posing with her grandson who 
himself has wedding plans next year.

Head Girl on TV
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New Finds

Name at PRS Name now Years House
We have found another 3 brand new PRSites and one has joined  (Derek White)

Jenny Andrews Jenny McKendrick 53 - 59 Drake
Michael Metcalfe Michael Metcalfe 63 - 64 Collingwood
Derek White Derek White 60 - 62 Drake

Rejoined
Jeanette Marshall Jeanette Falcone 64 - 68 Drake
Anna Jackson Biddie Foord 55 - 58 Hood/ Rodney

Annual Accounts

I am pleased to report that the TWA accounts were in a healthy state at the end 
of the 2018/2019 Financial Year. 
Summary of the Accounts as follows (2017/2018 are in brackets for comparison)

General Fund b/f 2017 – 2018 £3.1512.43 (£3,528.56) 
Total Income available including subscriptions and Merchandise sales 
£7,988.64 (£8,419.46) 
Total Expenditure on Merchandise, TWA site Hosting, Stationery, Room Hire 
for Meetings, Newsletters Printing and Postage, PayPal Charges. £4,359.32 
(£5,268.03) 
Balance available to be c/f to 2019/2020 £3,629.32 (£3,151.43) 
Contingency Reserve c/f to 2019/2020 £4,000
Facilitation Fund b/f 2017/2018 £5,301.99 ( £5,511,97) 
Income from Donations £110 (£100) Less Grants £358.26 (£309.98) 
Balance c/f 2019/2020 £5,053.57 (£5,301,99) 
If you would like further details then please contact the Treasurer, Carol Goronwy.

Paid for 2019/2020

We have 240 people opting to pay by standing order
We have 515 paid up members for 2019/2020 (including 14 joints)  
 

Newsletter online 
We have 19 people opting for the online Newsletter. 

In Memoriam

Malcolm Buckle (Howe 47-48)
We were saddened to hear that one of 
our school’s very first pupils, Malcolm 
Buckle, died on 21st January 2019, just 
eight days before his 89th birthday. 
“Malcolm and his wife Janet regularly 
attended the reunions of the 47’ers and 
I got to know him quite well when I 
interviewed him in Reading for a history 
video I made,” said Barbara Steels. “He 
was a wonderful photographer and 
many of our early photos were provided 
by Malcolm.”

George Gladwish (Rodney 47-50)
A 47er who will always be remembered 
for his humorous ways, George Gladwish 
died peacefully on 15th September aged 
87. His wife, Joy, recalls memories of his 
involvement with all 47ers in later years 
and said, ‘He was a scamp, but a lovable 
scamp.’ Vic Longyear remembers George 
and Joy on their Canada trip and one to 
the south of France. ‘He was always the 
life and soul of the party. Although he 
was unable to join us over the last few 
years, he always liked to hear what was 
happening to the 47ers and was, like 
most of us, so proud to have attended 
PRS. I remember him well, as we played 
football together for the school, he being 
a much better footballer than I. His love 
of football continued until a few years 
ago when his health deteriorated. I am 
sure that you will join me in offering Joy 
our deepest sympathy.’

Roger May (Howe 60 - 64) 


