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Dear Readers 

 

I think I can say that our first local “get-together” was a great success.  It 

was held at The Antoinette Hotel in the Kingston/Surbiton area on the 12th 

April.  Twenty members enjoyed an afternoon tea and a good chat and the 

general opinion was that we should do it again, so watch this space.  We 

have to thank Les Green for recommending The Antoinette Hotel. Some 

photos of the event appear in this newsletter. 

 

You will see from a letter written by Bob Coleman in this issue, that he is 

trying to organise a “get-together” in the Sussex area.  Do please get in 

touch with him if you are interested in meeting.  As the newsletters are 

only printed three times a year the arrangements will have to be made 

either by telephone or email.  If you live in the East or West Sussex area do 

give Bob a ring.  Michael Staff has also said he would be happy to 

organise something locally -  say Brighton or Eastbourne - perhaps Bob 

and Michael can get together. 

 

I had a  telephone call  from Ian Chevalier who informed me that when 

going through his deceased father’s papers he found a letter to his father 

from Mr Weaver.  You can read Ian’s letter in this newsletter. 

 

It is always gratifying when you are able to answer questions posed by our 

readers.  Bob Pharoah emailed from Australia asking if Rosemary 

Ovrington was ever a student at KDCS (March 2016 newsletter). Ethel 

Bryant phoned to say that she and Rosemary had been great friends from 

the ages of 4 and 5 years and had attended Brockham School, near 

Dorking together.  Ethel started at KDCS in 1947 followed by Rosemary in 

1948.   Their journey to school involved four buses and a 7 o’clock 

departure from home.  Sadly, Rosemary died on 13th December 2008.   



 

 

 

Elizabeth Kober has now made contact with Frances Stracey (Warn) and 

Mike Murray as a result of her letter in the March 2016 newsletter and 

writes further in this newsletter. 
 

After reading Patricia Potton’s letter in the March issue and seeing the 

photographs, Mary Thomas and Roy Weston are now in touch with Pat and 

Mary has provided some of the missing names of the girls in the Class 

photo.  I will print the photo again - see the first item in this edition. 

 

As our funds are getting rather low, we are trying to streamline our list of 

members, so if your subscription has lapsed and we have not heard from 

you for some time, you will find a note included with your newsletter 

asking you to let us know if you wish to continue with your membership.  

If we do not hear from you we will delete  your name from the mailing list. 

 

I hope you enjoy reading this issue and I look forward to receiving your 

letters and/or photos for publication.  If writing is a problem you can 

always give me a ring and dictate your memories.  I can still do shorthand, 

although I don’t guarantee my transcription will be word perfect!! 

 

Janet C-K                                                         email janet@jangeo.co.uk 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

SUBSCRIPTIONS  We are very grateful for all the subscriptions received 

which enable us to keep issuing the newsletter. 

 

£5 per annum payable in July.  Cheques should be made payable to KDCS 

Association and sent to: KDCS Association, c/o Janet Creighton-Kelly, 2 

Maultway Close, Camberley, Surrey.  GU15 1PP   If both husband and 

wife attended the school, only one subscription is required.   

 

Committee members:  Janet Creighton-Kelly (Wright) 01276 25357 

                                    Janet Steeples (Haddrell) 01932 873478 

Website                       www.kdcsa.co.uk 

Website Manager        Stephen Jones - Email sjones@9380.co.uk 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

MARY  THOMAS (Dudley) writes from Bookham ……… In the last 

edition there are some photos sent in by Pat Potton (Symondson).  I was in 

the same class as Pat and met her at the first few reunions.  I can fill in 

some of the ? on the photo of the girls - the back row is  

Ann Wilson and the 3rd row is Maureen Bird.  I would like to get in touch 

with Pat.  I am in touch with Roy Weston, and Margaret Hillier (Bond) and 

I see each other  frequently and have done for over 70 years, in spite of the 

fact that we have both lived in various parts of the UK. 

 

The names now read: 

Gregg students 1945/47 

Back row:  Diana, Jean, Mary, Margaret, Ann Wilson, Pam 

3rd row:      Maureen Bird, Pam, Florence 

2nd row:     Christine, Sylvia, Patricia 

Front row: Mary, Eileen, Gwen 

******** 

 

 

 



 

 

 

GORDON (BOB) COLEMAN 1948 emails from Itchingfield………… 

 

To KDCSA members living in the East and West Sussex areas. 

 

You may be aware that when the KDCSA reunions inevitably came to an 

end it was suggested that some of us might like to keep in touch by 

arranging a sort of get-together from time to time. 

 

Having attended one over afternoon tea at a hotel on the Kingston/Surbiton 

area earlier this month, which Marian and I thoroughly enjoyed, I thought I 

would ask for those living in the East and West Sussex areas who would 

like to meet up over lunch or tea at a convenient venue later this year.   

When I have the names and addresses of those who would like to be 

involved, I will try and find a venue reasonably close to most people, 

bearing in mind the vast size of E & W Sussex. 

 

If you would like to explore this idea further please contact Marian or me 

on 01403 790594 or e-mail me at  bob coleman1@btinternet.com 

Please note that the gap between bob and coleman is an underscore. 

 

Bob Coleman 

******** 

MICHAEL  STAFF 1950-51 writes from Alfriston….. Many thanks for 

sending me the latest KDCS magazine; it is always a pleasure to read about 

the interesting lives that so many of our fellow members have had or 

indeed are still enjoying.  Although, even in retirement, my busy life kept 

me from coming up to the reunions, it is nice to hear about friends of many 

years ago, both through the magazine and through personal contacts. 

 

I remain Chairman of a branch of the Abbeyfield Society (sheltered houses 

for the elderly and lonely) which run 8 houses down here in East Sussex 

and are shortly to acquire an additional house in Tunbridge Wells and a 

new build of 50 apartments in Heathfield, so it keeps me busy.  That aside, 

I remain a Churchwarden at St Andrew’s Church, Alfriston, having served 

over the last 21 years, three very different Rectors.   

 



 

 

 

The family are now all grown up and working hard and Ruth and I were 

blessed in February with our first Great Grand-daughter, Darcy - our 

grand-daughter is a trained ballet dancer. 

 

Normally at this time of year we spend a month in the sun somewhere; 

lately cruising the Caribbean, but just before Christmas I was diagnosed 

with colon cancer and we had to cancel all our travel plans for this winter.  

Thankfully the NHS came up trumps and I had major surgery in mid 

January to remove the offending material from my stomach and am making 

good progress towards a full recovery.  This sort of event reminds you 

sharply of your own mortality.    

 

If you hear of any Old students gatherings in Sussex, please let me know 

and I will make an effort to attend, or indeed if there are enough interested 

members in this county, I would be happy to organise something locally - 

say Brighton or Eastbourne.  

 

Michael, I understand you have had further surgery and the Association 

sends you our best wishes for a swift return to better health. 

 

I have passed  your details to Bob Coleman regarding a get-together in the 

Sussex area.  

 

Readers - The March 2012 newsletter had details of Michael’s Investiture 

at Windsor Castle when he was awarded the MBE for services to charities. 

  ******** 

BARBARA  GIBBS  writes from Sutton, Surrey…….I was very interested 

in Elizabeth Kober’s reminiscences as she would seem to remember my 

name (Barbara Guy) but I do wonder if she is confusing me with the other 

Barbara Guy who was in, I think, the Pitman class just above me, as I have 

never lived in Worcester Park and certainly don’t remember Brian 

Churchill living close to me.  I am in the process of writing to her to 

discover more. 

 

Do let us know the result of your enquiries. 

******** 



 

 

 

Here are some pictures of the members who attended the get-together at 

the Antoinette Hotel. 

 

Jean Pollard on the left, and 

Pauline Lindsey were next door 

neighbours and have known 

each other for 60 years.  They 

each had two sons.  Jean 

always wanted a red headed 

daughter, so when Pauline gave 

birth to Julie (who had red 

hair), Jean was the obvious 

choice of Godmother. (An 

excellent one, says Pauline.) 

 

They did not realise that they 

had both attended KDCS until 

later as Jean was there in 1932 

and Pauline in 1941. 

 

 

 

Edna Marsden on the left with 

Shirley Carne. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

From left: 

Shirley Carne 

Audrey 

Daniels 

Peter Daniels 

Edna Marsden 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

From left: 

Jacqueline 

Sadler 

 

Marion Green 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

From left: 

Marian 

Coleman 

John Adams 

Shirley Adams 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

From left: 

 

Elizabeth Kober 

 

Pauline Lindsey 

 

 

 

 

 

 Norma Haywood & Jacqueline 

  Sadler 

 

Above: Seated - Patricia Whiteway 

with Pauline Lindsey 

 

Right:  Rodney Berry with 

Janet Creighton-Kelly 

 



 

 

ELIZABETH  KOBER (Wales) 1946/48 writes from Richmond …… 

Firstly, I must confirm and repeat the comments of other previous KDCS 

pupils by saying how much we owe to our KDCS teachers for their 

incredible teaching abilities.  This foundation, particularly the teachings of 

Mr Rose, Mr Ballantyne, Sir Edward Britton, Miss Adams and Miss Neale, 

enabled me to open my own successful business (after resigning from Lord 

Marchwood).  Much of my commercial knowledge was passed on to my 

son, James, who is also a successful businessman. 

 

Unfortunately, over the past three years I have been very ill with diagnosed 

brain tumour, which has twice haemorrhaged (I was 84 in April).  The 

haemorrhaging has damaged the brain pathways of the immune and 

nervous systems.  Fortunately, I have a fantastic neurologist with an 

excellent team - cardiologist and physio and continue with appointments 

progressing from wheeled frame to walking stick!  

 

My son James, who won a tennis scholarship to the USA from Kingston 

Grammar School and had been in the USA for 25 years, gave everything 

up (his own gym, tennis academy and house) to come here and watch over 

me.  Miss Adams wouldn’t approve of that long sentence!!  My son is 

married to an American girl and I have three wonderful grandchildren 

(Elizabeth 14, James 12 and Charlie 10).  I was very worried about the 

children settling into English schools but, fortunately, they are all 

extremely happy in their schools and two of them are now speaking fluent 

Mandarin!  Conveniently, my neighbours downsized and my family live 

next door in No 31.   Since  am widowed, it is lovely to have them so close 

after all these years and they all give me great joy. 

 

New Year’s Eve 1999 - 1st January 2000 was very special for  my son, 

James, and myself as we were invited and escorted to the opening 

celebration of the Millennium Dome.  We were issued with security passes 

and had the privilege of sitting one row from the Queen.  It was an 

amazing night with the eyes of the world turning to the celebrations.  An 

unforgettable experience! 

 

I asked Janet to send me some back issues of the newsletters, which I 

thoroughly enjoyed reading.  In the newsletter of July 2011, Mr Alfred 



 

 

Solomon mentions his MTB No 622.  If it is possible, perhaps you can tell  

him that I believe my father, James Wales, who was Manager, together 

with Keith Butt (later awarded MBE) at Tough Bros Teddington, oversaw 

the construction of the MTBs.  I understand MTB 622 sank in 1943, as 

confirmed by Mr Solomon.   Mr Solomon was also in a camp near Breslau.  

My late husband attended Breslau University.  It is a small world, because 

my present consultant, Dr Raglan, also attended Breslau University. 

********   

BETTY  SUTTRON (Murray) emails from Whakatane, New Zealand… 

Have just received and read the March newsletter - as usual I thoroughly 

enjoyed it - you do a great job - my congratulations.  Through you, I have 

now heard from Mavis (Cannon) via her daughter - lovely to catch up after 

all those years.  Have had a great summer but winter is approaching but I 

really shouldn’t complain - we are unlucky if we have more that two frosty 

mornings here in the Bay of Plenty!! 

 

Thank you, Betty, I am glad you enjoy the newsletters. 

In the March 2016 newsletter, Mary Clarke emailed saying that her mother 

Mavis Free (Cannon), had recognised the names of two people from her 

time at school, in an earlier newsletter.  She expressed a wish that she  

would be pleased to hear from anyone who knew her, so I am very pleased 

that you are now in touch with Mavis. 

******** 

BILL  CRISELL writes from Ontario, Canada……. Thank you for all 

your work on the Bulletin, which is interesting even though I do not see 

any names I remember. 

 

I recalled recently that, although I took shorthand and typing at KDCS, I 

never really thought I would use them in business.  The majority of 

secretaries were ladies.  When I arrived in Toronto in 1953, however, I was 

offered a secretarial position at a firm which could not accommodate ladies 

(lacked separate toilet facilities!) and became secretary to the Manager for 

about three years until we moved to a new office. 

 

I started in January 1954, never imagining I would be with the Company 

until I early retired in January 1987.  So my shorthand and typing paid 

dividends. 



 

 

BOB  PHAROAH  emails from Victoria, Australia….. Classmate, David 

Reid and I, asked Mr Scrutton if he would teach us “German”.  (He was 

the son I believe, of Cannon Scrutton of “All Saints Church” Kingston).  

Those who knew him may recall that large scar on his forehead which he 

obtained during his service in WW2, with MI6 and his involvement with 

the capture of Heinrich Himmler.   

 

Mr Scrutton was a gentle soul, who was fluent in seventeen languages 

(including Swahili), could play violin but could not control a class.  He 

gladly volunteered to give one lesson per week (after school hours) and so 

armed with text books “Deutsches Leben”, David and I (later to be joined 

by Janet Priscilla) embarked upon learning the language.  Typically, the 

first lesson, included learning the German words to “Wien, Wien, nur du 

Allein” (accompanied, of course, by violin)!  These after-hours sessions 

were very enjoyable and we did make considerable progress.  How kind of 

Mr Scrutton, to do this for us, in his own time! 

 

Many years on, retired and living in Australia, I now attend “German 

Conversation” classes with U3A.  This morning, on the radio, they played - 

“Wien, Wien, nur du Allein” - Memories came flooding back!  How 

fortunate to attend a school with such wonderful teachers! 

 

I remember Mr Scrutton, as I was in one of the classes he could not 

control.  He used to play “Clair de Lune” on his violin in our French 

lesson.  He was an extremely clever man and,  much to my  regret, we were 

not very kind to him.                                                                             JCK 

******** 

GERALDINE  HAYES (Chatten) 1949-51 writes from East Grinstead… 

“My World War II Experiences” 
My father joined the Army, aged 16 years (a year too young to join, so he 

changed his date of birth to a year earlier).  First he was stationed in 

Crowborough, Sussex and learned to be a signaller in the Royal Corps of 

Signals.   He was posted to Germany in 1924 aged 19 years, part of the 

Army of Occupation after the first World War.  While he was there he went 

to Wiesbaden and while there met my mother, also 19, who was working as 

a telephonist.  At that time Germany’s money became worthless - a week’s 

wages bought a loaf of bread!!  



 

 

My mother was the eldest of 6 children, her father was a Hairdresser and 

they were struggling to cope.  My father was due to return to England so 

he asked his mother if he could bring my mother home with him.  She 

lived with my grandparents in Plumstead until my father had done his time 

in the Army.  He then got a job in the Post Office in Braintree, Essex. 

 

 

In 1928 they married and lived in Braintree where I was born in 1935.  In 

1937 they moved to Kingston-on-Thames, where my father worked in the 

Post Office.  He was still in the Army reserves.  In 1939 (springtime, I 

think) they went on holiday to Germany!  I was left with my grandparents 

and I can remember seeing the barrage balloons over the Docks.  I wasn’t 

aware, at the age of four, that anyone was worried about them.  My mother 

hadn’t seen her family since 1926 so, I imagine, it was a last chance thing.  

They caught the last boat back to England!!  

 

Not long after this my father disappeared and no one knew where he was.  

He had been recalled to the Army and no one was allowed to know where 

they were sent to, it was secret.  His parents and my mother weren’t told 

anything.   When the news broke about Dunkirk they realised the secrecy.  

He was part of the Expeditionary Force sent to France to stop the Germans, 

but failed!  I can remember he came home very wet.  He had waded out to 

sea and was picked up by a Mine Sweeper.  Within a few months he had 

been kitted out and sent to Egypt.  The journey took 6 weeks - they slept 

on the deck, the ship was so crowded (my father lost his wedding ring and 

his watch!)  He remained in the Middle East until 1946, so I didn’t have a 

father at home for 7 years!  At least he survived. 

 

We lived in Kingston and during the Battle of Britain we had all the 

searchlights and gunfire from the Army Barracks in Richmond Park just 

behind us.  We shared our neighbour’s shelter because we couldn’t have 

one as we had no man at home to  dig it in!!  We spent hours under the 

stairs with a candle or in a big shelter we had put up in the lounge!  We 

were just mum and I most of the time, unless my grandma or an aunt came 

to stay.  My mother didn’t work but looked after two girls who lived in our 

road.  It must have been a very lonely life for her and she never told 

anyone where she had come from, obviously!   



 

 

We did travel up to Woolwich at weekends quite a lot but in school 

holidays we went to Oxfordshire to my father’s sister.  There were no air 

raids there.  My grandfather died in 1942 so he never saw his sons again. 

 

When the V-bombs started (I am not sure of the date - my guess 1944), I 

remember the loud noise and then the silence,  then you heard the big thud 

of its landing and the sigh of relief when it wasn’t near you.  Sometime 

later that year we heard an engine getting louder and nearer, followed by 

the silence - mum was frying bacon I remember, and I was in the garden 

with the boy from next door, my mother ran towards us and threw herself 

on top of us as the huge bang came.  As we looked up all the houses in the 

street had no tiles on the roofs, no windows and no front doors.  

Everywhere inside was covered in glass.  Most of the men in our road and 

the next, worked in Kingston at Hawkers or Leylands on munitions, so 

they all came home to nail some sort of material over their windows and 

put the doors back on.  It was the only time I saw my mother cry for my 

father.  We sat down and waited and the Army came and covered our 

windows. 

 

Our elderly neighbours told us that they had a niece in Scotland who lived 

alone and we could go and stay with her.  After what seemed to me just a 

few days,  we went to Scotland (I remember my cat sitting on the fence as 

we went in a car, I also remember he was sitting in the same position when 

we came back, about 1½ years later!) 

 

When we got on the train in London to take us to Glasgow it was full.  

There were a lot of American soldiers.  My mother stood the whole way 

and I sat on a suitcase.  They did have chocolate to give away though!!  

Our trunk with clothes, bedding etc was in the Guard’s van and when we 

went to the back of the train to get it, it was gone!  It had been put out at 

the previous station.  The Police took us to the Police room in Glasgow 

station where we spent the night.  Unfortunately, the toilets were locked!!! 

 

The next morning, very early, we caught the train to Largs in Ayrshire.  

(We did get our trunk, thankfully).  The lady in Largs had a downstairs flat, 

she had the front room and we had the back room, which had two beds 

built into the wall behind curtains.  Mum and I slept together in one and 



 

 

another lady with her small boy slept in the other (she was bombed out in 

Coventry).  At the back of this room was an outside toilet and a scullery.  

Very cold when Winter came! 

 

The day after we arrived, my mother took me to the school I would have to 

attend.  The Headmaster was very scary and hard to understand with his 

very broad Scottish accent.  After a quick chat he said I had to start the 

following day!  When I was attending Latchmere Road School in 

Kingston, we were learning how to add up £sd and the class they put me 

into were doing division of £sd.  I don’t think I ever caught up!   

 

The town was full of Sailors and WRNS because there was a base further 

up the coast and the Clyde was full of Seaplanes that flew in and out all the 

time.  On one occasion the King of Norway came to visit the base.  All of 

us were given a flag to wave - either a Union Jack or a Scottish flag.  They 

gave me a Scottish one!! 

 

We came back home just when the V2 bombs started, but fortunately they 

didn’t do us any damage.  One did fall in Kingston one afternoon and a girl 

in my class went home to find the house had gone.  Her little sister was 

badly burned but she and her mother were alive. 

 

When the war was over there were the usual celebrations and street parties, 

but my father didn’t come home until 1946.  I loved my father very much 

and was very ill when he went away, because I didn’t understand why he 

had gone.  I missed him a lot for a couple of years but when he came home 

I didn’t recognise him, didn’t want him there, I thought he should go away 

again and mum and I were OK on our own.   It was very hard on us all.  He 

had so looked forward to surviving and coming home but it wasn’t quite 

what he had expected.  He had left a 4 year old and come home to a rude, 

cheeky, 11 year old.   

 

It settled down over a couple of years and I went to KDCS in 1949.  My 

father went back to Kingston Post Office and was shocked to find a 

woman doing his job!  He got made Postmaster in Loughton, Essex in 

1952, so we had to move.   

 



 

 

I hadn’t been at work that long after leaving KDCS and instead of 

travelling with my friends to London (I had a job in Williams Deacons 

Bank in Pall Mall) I had to go up on the Central line - always late!!  In 

1957 father became Head Postmaster in East Grinstead.   

 

My mother didn’t know for two years whether her family in Cologne had 

survived.   Cologne was completely flattened.  Her parents survived but 

my mother never saw them again.  They died in 1953 and 1954. 

 

 

 

 

 

In September 1956, I married my 

boyfriend, Ken, who was in my class 

at KDCS.  We celebrate our Diamond 

Wedding Anniversary this September. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

******** 

BRIAN  SHEPHERD  emails from New South Wales, Australia ……… 

I was recently sent the following.  I hadn’t heard the expression 

Lexophiles, but good old Dr Google confirmed that is correct. 

 

“Lexophile” is a word used to describe those who love using words in 

rather unique ways, such as “you can tune a piano, but you can’t tuna 

fish”, or “to write with a broken pencil is pointless”.  A competition to see 

who can come up with the best one is held every year.  This year’s winning 

submission is posted at the very end.  

 



 

 

When fish are in schools, they sometimes take debate. 

A thief who stole a calendar got twelve months. 

When the smog lifts in Los Angeles, U.C.L.A. 

The batteries were given out free of charge. 

A dentist and a manicurist married.  They fought tooth and nail. 

A will is a dead giveaway. 

With her marriage, she got a new name and a dress. 

A boiled egg is hard to beat. 

When you’ve seen one shopping centre you’ve seen a mall. 

Police were called to a day-care centre where a three-year-old was resisting 

a rest. 

Did you hear about the fellow whose whole left side was cut off? He’s all 

right now. 

A bicycle can’t stand alone; it is two tired. 

When a clock is hungry it goes back four seconds. 

The guy who fell onto an upholstery machine is now fully recovered. 

He had a photographic memory which was never developed. 

When she saw her first strands of grey hair she thought she’d dye. 

Acupuncture is a jab well done.  That’s the point of it. 

 

And the cream of the wretched crop: 

 

Those who get too big for their pants will be exposed in the end. 

 

Brian continues…. I still look back with affection at the couple of years I 

spent at KDCS - it certainly added to the education I had at Cobham’s 

various schools - infants, juniors and seniors and I guess played its part in 

getting me a job which eventually led to my getting to Australia to work 

and retire in one of the best countries in the world.  Yes, I am biased!! 

 

******** 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

IAN  CHEVALIER  writes from Ottershaw, Surrey…..  I have recently 

discovered a letter written to my late father by E J Weaver from KDCS.   

My late father William ‘Bill’ Chevalier was born in August 1922 So must 

have attended KDCS in the late 1930s.  Prior to that he attended Beverley 

School in Malden where he lived. 

 

 

I do know that he volunteered to join the Royal Navy in July 1940 as a 

Coder just before his 18th birthday and assume that the letter that Mr 

Weaver refers to must have been written whilst he was at a training facility 

in October 1940.  I understand that those training facilities were HMS 

Victory, HMS Wellesley and HMS Royal Arthur.  He then served on HMS 

Kimberley for a majority of the war and ended up on HMS Nelson before 

being demobbed in 1946. 

 

As he talked so rarely about his experiences, I have worked out from his 

service record and some rare conversations in his later years, that he served 

in Port Said in Egypt and was on a number of protection convoys for the 

merchant fleet but I’m not sure where.  Whilst serving on HMS Kimberley 



 

 

he was involved with the protection of Malta during its heaviest 

bombardment along with HMS Kelly and HMS Kingston which was sunk.  

Whilst serving on HMS Nelson he was part of the D-Day landings and was 

among the boarding party that retook Penang in Malaysia from Japan and 

subsequently witnessed the Japanese surrender of Malaysia on board his 

ship.  His medals also include the Africa, Italy and Burma stars but details 

of his service in these areas aren’t known.  He was torpedoed twice and as 

he couldn’t swim, clung onto the nearest object which saved him, as 

opposed to a large number of swimmers who tried to swim away and were 

drowned.   

 

These are just a few of the incidents that we know of as we pressed him for 

information in recent years, unfortunately, or maybe fortunately, we never 

managed to get the full story of other experiences.  He wasn’t interested in 

any reunions or veterans associations and preferred to keep many of his 

memories private.  When he was finally demobbed in 1946 he returned to a 

totally different world to the one that he’d left.  It must have been 

incredibly difficult to return to civilian life after so long away. 

 

It’s such a shame that I was unaware of the KDCS Association as I’m sure 

that is something that he would have taken an interest in, especially when 

he found out that I played football for Strenue in the 1970s even though I 

didn’t attend Hinchley Wood School. 

 

Hopefully this letter and a brief wartime synopsis of one of KDCS’s ex 

pupils, who died in February 2015 aged 92 years, will be of interest to you.  

As I mentioned my father was reluctant to talk about this period in his life 

and that unfortunately included the period leading up to WW2 which 

included his time at KDCS, so finding this letter has opened up yet another 

chapter that I was  unaware of and I am sure, as I slowly go through his 

possessions, it won’t be the last! 

                                                                         Ian Chevalier 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

If the scanned letter from E J Weaver is  not very clear, I am reproducing it 

as follows: 

 

 

3rd Oct 1940                                                               K.D.C.S 

 

Dear Chevalier, 

 

Very pleased to get your letter.  You did not waste much time before joining 

up.  Good luck to you.  Quite a few of our Old Boys have been to the same 

place as you on the same job.  One of them unfortunately was lost 

afterwards while serving on a Mine Sweeper.  You seem to be enjoying 

yourself.  I hope you will be successful in  your Exams - mind your 

spelling. 

 

The Old Boys Assn is rather “dead” at the moment.  All you have to do  is 

to send me 1/- for sub up to Xmas next and I will add your name to the 

Membership list.  Dances, Football etc have practically ceased at the 

moment but they will open up again as soon as poss.  There is no news yet 

of another issue of the School mag. But I expect we shall try something 

soon. 

 

We have had our share of noise and destruction - we are waiting for one to 

blow up in the playing field just now.  What a life! 

 

Keep cheerful and do your job and to hell with Hitler. 

 

                                    Yours sincerely 

                                             E J Weaver  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

SADLY 

 

JEAN  PARSONS (McLaren) 1943/45.  Leslie Parsons informed us that 

his wife, Jean, passed away on 5th July.  She had a lot of health problems 

but  seldom complained.  Leslie continues… I did not attend KDCS but 

Jean and I met at a KDCS dance in March 1948 and I played football and 

cricket with Ernie Porter and others from the school.  Jean will be sorely 

missed by Leslie and also their two sons Andrew and Clive, and their 

daughter Janet.    

 

PATRICIA  WILLIAMSON  Nigel Williamson writes… sadly, Mum 

passed away on the 28th December 2015, just over a year after suffering a 

devastating stroke.  She attended the Reunions, the last one being in May 

2014. 

 

ROGER  FORSTER  Simon Forster advised that his father passed away 

on 7th February 2016   

 

 

TONY  COLLINS emailed from West Byfleet also giving us the sad news 

that Roger Forster had passed away…… Having read the recent edition of 

Strenue, and in particular Roger’s letter, it is with great regret I have to tell 

you Roger passed away on 7th February in Melbourne after many years of 

ill health.  I know he has corresponded with you outlining his career but 

we have kept in regular touch over the decades.  One correction however, 

we were at Hinchley Wood from 1950/53.  I’ve checked this out with Pat 

Thomas (nee Jackson) in Bermuda who was in class with us and with 

whom I am in regular contact 

 

Like Roger, I am no longer in touch with anyone of my classmates and the 

last Reunion proved that point as Pat was in the UK on holiday and we 

arranged to meet up there.  We knew no others there. 

 

Fellow classmates never seem to appear in the magazine which is sad and 

now that 2016 is our joint 80th it’s very unlikely they will appear now! 

 

Here is a challenge to fellow classmates - let us hear from you!!! 



 

 

MARION  SPICER  (Jenkins) writes…. I received this email from a 

friend and I forwarded it on to Brian Shepherd who thought it might be 

suitable for the newsletter.  He said he wondered what Miss Knight would 

have made of it. 

 

PHENOMENAL  2  LETTER  WORD 

 

THIS  IS  SOOOOOOOO  CLEVER! 

 

This two-letter word in English has more meanings than any other two-

letter word, and that word is UP.  It is listed in the dictionary as an (adv.) 

(prep), (adj.), (noun) or (verb). 

 

It’s easy to understand UP, meaning toward the sky or at the top of the list, 

but when we awaken in the morning, why do we wake UP? 

 

At a meeting, why does a topic come UP?  Why do we speak UP, and why 

are the officers UP for election (if there is a tie, it is a toss UP) and why is 

it UP to the secretary to write UP a report?  We call UP our friends, 

brighten UP a room, polish UP the silver, warm UP the leftovers and clean 

UP the kitchen.  We lock UP the house and fix UP the old car. 

 

At other times, this little word has real special meaning.  People stir UP 

trouble, line UP for tickets, work UP an appetite, and think UP excuses. 

 

To be dressed is one thing but to be dressed UP is special. 

 

And this UP is confusing:   A drain must be opened UP because it is 

blocked UP…… 

 

We open UP a store in the morning but we close it UP at night.  We seem 

to be pretty mixed UP about UP! 

 

To be knowledgeable about the proper uses of UP, look UP the word UP 

in the dictionary.  In a desk-sized dictionary, it takes UP almost ¼ of the 

page and can add UP to about thirty definitions. 



 

 

If you are UP to it, you might try building UP a list of the many ways UP 

is used.  It will take UP a lot of your time, but if you don’t give UP, you 

may wind UP with (UP to) a hundred or more. 

 

When it threatens to rain, we say it’s clouding UP.  When the sun comes 

out, we say it is clearing UP.  When it rains, it soaks UP the earth.  When it 

does not rain for a while, things dry UP.  One could go on and on, but I’ll 

wrap it UP, for now… My time is UP! 

 

Oh ……. One more thing:  What is the first thing you do in the morning 

and the last thing you do at night? 

 

U  P! 

 

Did that one crack you UP? 

 

Don’t screw UP …  Send this on to everyone you look UP in your address 

book … or not … it’s UP to you. 

 

Now I’ll shut UP! 

******** 

More humour from BRIAN  SHEPHERD… 

 

When I was a boy,  

my momma would send me 

down to a corner store  

with $1 and I’d come back  

with 5 potatoes, 

2 loaves of bread, 

3 bottles of milk, a hunk of 

cheese, a box of tea and 

6 eggs. 

You can’t do that now…. 

Too many security cameras. 

 

 



 

 

I have received the following from Gillian Twells of Hinchley Wood 

School and print it below for your information….. 

 

CALLING  ALL  FORMER  STUDENTS! 
 

We are delighted to be launching Hinchley Wood School Alumni 

community, ‘Old Hinchley Woodians’ through which we hope to connect 

with former students and provide a platform for reuniting old friends. 

 

If you are a former student we want to hear from you!  Your experiences 

since leaving could help to motivate and inspire our current students to feel 

more confident in making decisions about their future.  We would love you 

to join our alumni network and stay connected with the school.  If you 

have relatives or friends who are former students, please spread the word. 

 

We have partnered with the national education charity Future First, who 

specialise in helping schools like ours stay in touch with their former 

students.  It doesn’t matter when you left us, whether you are in further 

education, in employment or retired, whether you still live nearby or have 

moved away, there are still ways you can connect with the school and we 

would love to stay in touch.  Through Future First, the school will have 

access to a growing database of “Old Hinchley Woodians” who will then 

receive news about what is going on at the school and information about 

events where they can come and support current students and others 

specifically aimed at reuniting old friends. 

 

We look forward to staying in contact with you and hearing about your 

adventures and successes since you have ventured out into the wider 

world! 

 

We are always delighted to hear from former students so if you have any 

questions or would like an informal visit, please contact the Fundraising 

Manager, Lisa McCarthy on 0208 398 7161 ext 178 email: 

lmccarthy@hinchleywoodschool.co.uk 

 

Lisa McCarthy & Gill Twells 

Alumni Co-ordinators 



 

 

JANET  PRISCILLA’S  PAGE 

 

Hello Everyone, 

 

I hope you are enjoying Summer.  I know the 

weather has been playing “silly bees” but at our age 

we must be thankful we are here!     

 

We were very pleased with the response for the 

afternoon tea.  Personally I enjoyed being there and meeting new friends I 

have never seen before and, of course, meeting up with old “favourites”.  

Thank you.  Hope we can do it again soon! 

 

I had a delightful surprise when a long standing member of KDCS turned 

up on our doorstep with her son, daughter-in-law and grandson from 

Garden Valley (Upper) California - Iris Appleby (Broughton).  Our fathers 

worked at the same place and she lived in the next road to us, so that’s the 

length of time I have known her and her twin, Daphne.   

 

Just after they arrived my younger daughter, Marina, came with her 

granddaughter Rose.  We had a fabulous time catching up etc.  Had lunch 

(sausage, burger and chips) much to the delight of the two youngest 

members.  Then, until Iris and family had to go on to further visits, we all 

had a go with some obnoxious dark blue “Plado” (plasticine), making all 

sorts of creatures and getting stuck up to our eyebrows.   It was a 

wonderful, brief and fun time together and we now know who we are 

talking about in the flesh!!  Can’t wait to go and visit them.  Ha! Ha!! 

 

God’s blessings                                                                   Janet Priscilla 

 

PS    Just a quick thank you to Bob - and Barbara - for remembering me at 

the German Classes  with Mr Scrutton.  He was one of my favourite 

teachers and think the only reason I went to classes was to hear him play 

the violin and of course to see you and David.  It didn’t really pay, as I am 

hopeless at languages - only just beginning to get accents in English!!!   

  

 


