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Dear Readers 

 

Now the cold weather is behind us we can all look forward to Spring and 

enjoy the  lovely bright daffodils and colourful polyanthus that are 

blooming in the gardens.   I am sure many of you, who enjoy seeing the 

birds in your gardens, will have taken part in the Big Garden Birdwatch.  

For Christmas my daughter gave me a Ground Feeder with a mesh cover 

so little birds can feed in peace. It has been very successful, with Robins, 

Nuthatches and Dunnocks all making use of it while the Wood Pigeons 

circle round it, eyeing all the seed out of their reach!  I did have one 

uninvited guest - my neighbour’s cat - I saw him put his paw through the 

mesh to pull out the pieces of cheese  intended for the Robin!! 

 

Afternoon Tea at The Antoinette Hotel, Kingston  

Thursday, 4th May 2017  2.00 pm 

We have booked another get-together at The Antoinette Hotel in Kingston, 

where we had a very successful afternoon tea last year, so hope many of 

you will be able to come along again to enjoy tea and a chat.  The tea menu 

and price are the same as last year. 

 

Selection of Afternoon Tea Sandwiches 

Freshly baked plain & fruit scones served with strawberry preserve & 

Devonshire cream 

Assortment of Handmade Plain & Cream Cakes 

Specially Selected Teas & Coffee 

£9.75 per person 

 

If you would like to come along please telephone me, Janet Creighton-

Kelly 01276 25357 email janet@jangeo.co.uk or contact Janet Steeples 

01932 873478, 204 Fangrove Park, Lyne, Chertsey KT16 0BT.  Even if 

you do not live in the Kingston area, and would like to come, we would 

love to see you. 



 

 

The address of the Hotel is: Beaufort Road, Kingston upon Thames KT1 

2TQ.  It is between Kingston and Surbiton and has a large car park.  A bus 

runs from Surbiton Railway Station. 

 

There is a lot of building work being carried out in the Beaufort Road area, 

but the Antoinette Hotel has assured me that it will still be standing on 

Thursday, 4th May, as there are no plans to knock it down in the immediate 

future!! 

 

Many congratulations to Jean Pollard who celebrated her 100th Birthday  

on 18th March.  We hope you enjoyed a very happy day. 

 

I love receiving your letters and our members enjoy reading them, so 

please keep them coming, long or just a few lines and any photos you may 

have.  Let us know the dates of any special Birthdays or Anniversaries so 

we can send you our good wishes. 

 

I am looking forward to hearing from those of you who will be coming to 

our “Afternoon Tea” on 4th May. 

 

Janet CK                                                          email janet@jangeo.co.uk 

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

 

SUBSCRIPTIONS    Thank you for all the subscriptions received. 

 

£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 

 

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

                                    Janet Steeples (Haddrell) 01932 873478 

Website                       www.kdcsa.co.uk 

Website Manager:       Stephen Jones - E-mail sjones@9380.co.uk 

 

 

 

 



 

 

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

Thank you for your good wishes and congratulations on our Diamond 

Wedding Anniversary.  We had two lovely days away and then all our 

family took us out for a “slap-up” lunch in Tunbridge Wells.  We also had a 

card from Her Majesty the Queen!  My son was disappointed she wasn’t 

wearing her crown! 

 

Further to my piece in the newsletter on my World War II experiences, I 

was very interested and pleased to read Elizabeth Kober’s reply to it in the 

November issue and to hear she often went to Wiesbaden in Germany 

where my parents met.  My mother actually lived in Cologne (Koln) and 

was working in Wiesbaden in order to earn more money as, at that time, 

Germany’s money was worthless.  She was the eldest of 6 children so she 

was sent to work!! 

 

Also Peggy Parlett wrote after reading my account of WWII in Kingston.  I 

lived only a couple of roads away from Tudor Drive.  I also spent a lot of 

time in Richmond Park, Ham Common etc.  My friends and I were always 

at the pond fishing for Tadpoles, taking them back home to put into a tub 

and watching them turn into Frogs.  Overnight they always hopped away!  

I hear from my neighbour, who also lived in Kingston, that the pond is 

now covered in netting so nobody can fall in!! 

 

After I left Latchmere Road School I went to Bonner Hill.   I disliked it so 

much I couldn’t wait to leave!  That is probably how I managed to pass the 

13+ exam and go to KDCS.  (What a relief, and KDCS had boys too!) 

 

Ken and I were 15 years old when we got to be “friends”, never thought 

we’d still be together for 60 odd years!!!   

 

Peggy mentioned seeing the Coronation.  My parents were in the stands as 

my Father was an usher.  He wore a morning suit and his war medals and 

Mum was dressed up in a posh hat!  Sad it poured with rain all day - it was 

better at home watching in on TV.  We had just acquired one about week 

before. 

******** 

 



 

 

ELIZBETH  KOBER (Wales) 1946/49 writes from Richmond….. Thank 

you for the November KDCS newsletter which, once again, gave enjoyable 

reading.  Peggy Parlett writes about her days on Ham Common.  Her home 

in Tudor Drive is just a stone’s throw from where I am living now.  Peggy 

says that her family moved to Tudor Drive just before the War, which was 

when the Tudor estate was built.  Two more of my friends also lived on the 

Tudor estate, namely Ruth Good and Norma Gruselle, both later attending 

KDCS.  I remember Peggy’s friend, Jeanette Goodwin but do not have any 

news of her.  Before my last brain haemorrhage, I always walked my Kerry 

Blue dogs passed St Andrews Church (also a stone’s throw from my house) 

where Peggy was married.  Perhaps we will meet up if the next reunion is 

at The Antoinette, which would be lovely. 

 

Audrey Daborn (Vayro) also writes that she was in my Gregg class.  Of 

course I remember you Audrey!  I look forward to meeting her also.  From 

previous newsletters I see that Audrey is friendly with Frances Stracey (nee 

Warn), also a classmate. 

 

I was very sorry to hear that Rodney Berry has been seriously ill. I met him 

for the first time at The Antoinette, when he kindly gave me a lift in his 

car.  Please wish him well for me. 

 

I am still struggling with the consequences of my brain tumour, trying to 

build my strength and maximise my resilience.  I have succeeded with 

mental strength but physically have hit a brick wall!  My greatest and good 

fortune is taking care of my son’s Kerry Blue dog, Noah.  I lost my Kerry 

Blue, Vinnie the villain, nearly two years ago, age 16.  The unquestioning 

devotion of a dog is one of the most sustaining things I have  found.  

Feeding him, playing with and enjoying him is a daily tonic and BALM to 

the soul!! 

 

Our best wishes for success in your struggle to improve your physical 

health.  We look forward to meeting you again on 4th May at The 

Antoinette. 

******** 

 

 



 

 

MICHAEL  STAFF  1950/51 Emails from Alfriston, East Sussex….. It 

was great to receive the November issue of the House magazine which 

contained a number of names from my era at the school.  I was particularly 

interested to read the letter from Geraldine Hayes who was at KDCS at the 

same time as me, although I do not recall her name.   I am sorry to learn 

that there has been no response to a meeting in Sussex, but would try to 

come to your tea in May at the Antoinette Hotel in Kingston and could also 

attend the get together in Horley/Reigate as our son  lives there.  If 

someone could let me have the dates in due time. 

 

After 26 years of volunteering with Abbeyfield in many capacities, I have 

now retired from local work but remain a Patron of the National Society 

and continue as Churchwarden at the Parish Church so will remain busy.  I 

had the best news for months today, as my visit to the Oncologist 

following last week’s Petscan showed that the radiotherapy has cleared the 

cancer, so now I need to work at getting fully fit again. 

 

We are so pleased to hear the good news regarding your health and send 

our best wishes for continued improvement.  Hope you can attend our 

Afternoon Tea at the Antoinette Hotel and look forward to seeing you on  

4th May. 

******** 

GERALDINE  HAYES  has previously mentioned that her class had a 

reunion on 1st October in a Beefeater hear Horley/Reigate.  I wonder if she 

would like to organise a get-together for members living in the area.    

Over to you Geraldine, you can always get in touch with members through 

the Newsletter!!! 

******** 

ETHEL  BRYANT  writes from Redhill asking me to send on a card to 

Peggy Parlett as she had lost her address and had such lovely chats with 

Peggy - she continues …….. My regards to Jean and Rodney and better 

health next year for Rodney.  I was lucky, my stroke was very mild. I was 

also sorry to read of Spuds death.  I travelled from Dorking to school with 

him for 2 years - a nice person.  PS My helpful lad is 64 hardly a lad - it 

gave David a laugh. 

In the November issue, Ethel’s sister Edna Holt mentioned that she had 

recently seen a picture of her nephew David Bryant  - a helpful lad! 



 

 

EDNA  HOLT (Mitchell/Chown) 1943-45 wrote in the November issue 

that her letter about her first day at KDCS and her brush with Miss Adams 

re socks was not published - she now writes to explain all! 

 

I joined KDCS in September 1943, at the height of the War with rationing 

and clothes coupons.  Winter uniform was the rule, gymslips, Vyella 

blouses and BLACK stockings.  An Aunt in the WRENS had promised the 

stockings but they did not arrive in time, so my Mother sent me off in 

white socks.  Oh dear!  Miss Adams had me out in front of the Class as an 

example of what not to wear!  Was it any wonder I was not happy? 

 

My journey to school from Brockham Green was four busses and a short 

train journey, leaving home before 7.30 am which proved to be longer than 

my first working day.  Meeting up at Leatherhead with Basil King and 

Andy Robertson on the 65 bus and going by Chessington Zoo with its 

Camels in a pen near the road!  I did not go to Leigh - out of the catchment 

area to be evacuated - nor did I stay on for the first intake of ?O-level 

which was started in 1945.  I came to the Re-unions at the beginning but 

was then not able to get there.  I introduced my sister (Ethel Bryant 

(Mitchell) 1947-49) to the Association. 

 

Now at 87 years of age life can be difficult but I still try to “do my bit” - 

elected “citizen of the year” in April for all the “odd jobs” I do in the 

Parish of West End, still permitted to drive etc.   

 

Edna mentions that from the end of May to September she runs the raffle 

for a nominated charity each week at “Teas-on-the-Rec”, Bisley.  She 

adds, “it is a good sitting down job!” 

******** 

DENISE KNOWLES  (Blackmore) 1945-46 writes from Midhurst …… 

Thank you all for carrying on with the Newsletter.  I do look forward to it 

arriving.  I was singing carols this weekend before Christmas which 

reminded me of going carol singing around Hinchley Wood itself with the 

Dramatic Society in the late 1940’s, to help pay the costs of the 

productions at school the Society put on.  Geoff Short, John Laws, Marion 

Vincent come to mind as members. 

******** 



 

 

MARJORIE  PURKESS (Darlington) 1948-51 writes from Chartham, 

Canterbury …….. It was lovely to be welcomed in the winter edition of 

Strenue.  Thank you and thanks, also, to Celia Bradbury (my friend of the 

Upper Sixth in 1951) for urging me to rejoin.   

 

Celia and I met up again years ago at a big reunion held near Hinchley 

Wood.  That one sprang out of several smaller reunions for Miss Knight’s 

Drama Group Members, and on that occasion was organised by Malcolm 

Jackson and, I believe, Spud (Michael) Murphy.  Spud would always give 

Miss Knight a lift after she gave up driving, and was very much a factor in 

keeping us all in touch.  He wasn’t one for much letter writing, but would 

ring up for long chats now and then. 

 

It was very sad last summer to get a call from a stranger to say that Spud 

had died, but I was touched to be among those whom he had wanted told.  

One of my sons very kindly took me to the funeral, which, at the last 

minute, was switched from Balham to a lovely little chapel at a beautiful 

convent in Godalming.  There, it was a bit startling to find myself amid a 

congregation of Nuns and Prison Guards, and it was revealed that Spud, 

who at one time had seriously considered entering the Priesthood, had 

been a Voluntary Prison Chaplain in his spare time, and also helped in soup 

kitchens and the like.  The Service was taken by one of Spud’s friends and 

was a very friendly uplifting occasion.  As Celia said in the obituary, Spud 

went into a nursing career and used to joke about having risen to the male 

equivalent of Matron!  He was a very kind, caring, self-effacing person, 

with a quiet sense of humour. 

 

I should love to write at some time about the old Drama Group if anyone 

might be interested.  I was never one of Knightie’s stars (apparently, I 

looked about twelve), but always enjoyed being a member and loved the 

company.  Also, it’s just possible that I still have a couple of those 

enormously long school photos, in which people would start at one end 

and run along the back in order to appear again at the other.  Remember 

those?  Meanwhile, I very much hope that Michael Staff has recovered 

well from the health problems reported last summer.  I remember him as an 

excellent ballroom dancer, who could make any girl with two left feet look 

good as she swished round the dance floor. 



 

 

JOHN  LIPSCOMBE  emails from Guernsey…….. In the November 

newsletter Elizabeth Kober mentioned that she was still hoping to hear 

from my sister Eileen, who she thought lived in Devon.  Elizabeth was 

right, Eileen is living in Seaton, with a beautiful view over the promenade 

and the sea.  William Crisell said he picked out my brother Eric in a photo 

of the evacuees to Leigh during the war.  Eric has lived in the same house 

in Epsom for over 60  years.  He still goes fishing and shooting and plays 

golf, but does stop at the 12th hole.  Eileen likes painting in watercolours.  

Sadly they have both lost their partners.   

 

As the youngest (81) of the three Lipscombes to attend KDCS/Hinchley 

Wood - I did in 1949/52 - I was in the same class as Geraldine and Ken 

Hayes and I met up with them and a few others from the same class about 

four years ago.  Eileen and I were also evacuated to Lancashire but I was 

taken back home very quickly by my mother who saw how unhappy I was.  

I then had more or less the experiences that Geraldine had and I recall 

vividly the flying bombs, dog-fights in the blue skies above Epsom and the 

Downs.  Also, collecting shrapnel with Bob Coleman’s brother Paul and 

having so many lessons in the air raid shelters of The Clock House RC 

Primary School and often being told off by Sister Attracta.  She wrote on 

my report of Easter 1944 that “John takes life too easy”.  A good strategy 

maybe when everything was so stressful.   I did change quite a bit as I got 

older! 

 

It is great to read the contributions from former pupils who moved to 

distant parts of the world, and recall with happiness their days at the 

School.  May the two Janets keep on their splendid work in keeping us 

oldies in touch with a time and a place and people we knew so long ago.  

Nostalgia is good - for us!  I believe that those innocent times, which 

involved ration books and short holidays (if one did go away at all, which I 

didn’t) maybe a few miles distant to the South Coast, were probably more 

carefree and much more relaxing than one can experience in these 

extraordinary, frantic, electronics-dominated, news-nearly-always-bad, 

times. 

 

Our talented teachers, notwithstanding that they had just survived the war, 

taught me a lot in three years, and the skills I acquired gave me confidence 



 

 

to pursue and enjoy an interesting career, which resulted in my seeing a lot 

of the world and ending up in Guernsey, which is such a great place.  I still 

use my shorthand, as I did during my National Service in the RAF, (which 

was also a very useful experience).  I think we all agree that we who went 

to the School and lived through those times, were indeed fortunate.   

******** 

“PEGGY”  PICO  (Dawson) Gregg Sept 1939 - Oct 1940.…. Writes I 

wonder if the following will be of interest, following Patricia Whiteway’s 

account of her wedding and another miserable Vicar! 

 

Our Wedding day dawned dark and drear - and impenetrable.  6th 

December 1952, the last Great London Smog, and freezing with it.  In 

order to be suitably relaxed the night before, mother had pressed on me 

one of her sleeping tablets; so on The Day my eyes were finding it difficult 

to stay open properly.  The little bridesmaid - the only attendant - had been 

in bed, ill with pneumonia, up to the day before.  I’d been in bed, ill with 

bronchitis, up to the day before (my mother had  packed my case for me!). 

 

Under my white lace dress (see-through sleeves and yoke) I wore a 

sensible, thick woollen vest.  The “something blue” was:  a pair of all-

wool, Air Force blue pants which I’d bought for patrolling in the very 

coldest weather; they were the thickest, widest, longest and most “closed-

knee” I’d every seen! 

 

 The church was uninviting to say the least - a stark, modern building, 

where we were not allowed to have hymns, bells or flowers (it being, of 

course, Advent), or even the music of our choice; the fog swirled and 

enveloped the frozen congregation, they were rather unsmiling - and even 

slightly reduced in number as some didn’t manage to find the church at all. 

Father had a spare, very large handkerchief, and as instructed, when I put 

out a hand, passed it to me (after one false start, when he forgot and 

handed me his hymn-book), so I was able to blot my watery nose. 

 

To try to raise my bronchitis-induced low morale, I’d given myself a 

mudpack - face and neck - the previous night.  As we stood in front of the 

alter I was thoroughly enjoying this marrying business, feeling as I had in 

amateur theatricals.  My brand-new husband’s gaze was upon me and I 



 

 

glowed despite the temperature.  Of course, he was entranced and 

spellbound by my radiance wasn’t he?  He moved closer and breathed in 

my ear “DARLING, YOU’VE GOT SOME DIRT ON YOUR NECK! 

Sorry the reproduction is not very good - beneath the picture it reads…. 

Police-constable Margaret Dawson pictured in her wedding dress at 

her New Malden, Surrey home with Barney the bulldog. 



 

 

SADLY 

 

RON  (RONALD)  COLES 1946 - 1949  Ron, my husband for nearly 60 

years passed away on 16th October 2016.  We met at an Old Students dance 

at the Griffin in Kingston in November 1953, although I remember him 

playing tennis at school in my first term.  Our friends from school have 

paid a large part in our lives, although many of us have moved away from 

Surrey.  Ron was the old fashioned type of Bank Manager.  He retired 25 

years ago, but was still remembered fondly by worthy customers.  He 

helped run a taped magazine for the blind, locally, but still found time to 

play tennis into his 70s and even later.  He was an excellent father and 

grandfather, and will be sadly missed by us all. 

                                             Jo Coles (Josephine Mitchell) 1949-1952. 

 

DELIA  ANNE  BRISTOW (nee Hylands)  Maggie Bristow writes .. I am 

writing to let you know the sad news that my mother Delia Anne Bristow 

died on 3rd December 2106.  Mum was at KDCS from 1941 - 43 and she 

very much enjoyed the reunions she was able to attend, ‘though 

disappointingly she never found any of her class mates there.  Mum had 

been ill for a long time and was more than ready to move on.  My brother 

and I were both with her when she died, peacefully at home. 

 

PAMELA  GARNHAM  Jane Day gave us the sad news that her Mother 

Pamela Garnham died in hospital on 7th February 2017. She will be sadly 

missed by her daughter and granddaughter Rebecca. 

 

PETER  REYNOLDS  Leslie Green informed us that Peter passed away 

during the weekend 11th/12th February.  He joined the school in 1939 and 

was one of the most senior old students who attended the reunions. He is 

believed to have been  in his early nineties.  His funeral took place on 

Thursday, 23rd February. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

JEAN  DOROTHY  HARDING  (nee Parsons)  Ian D Harding wrote.. It 

is with sadness that I have to write to inform you that my mother Jean 

Dorothy Harding passed away peacefully at Acacia House Nursing Home, 

Horndean at the age of 88 after a short illness. 

 

She remained immensely proud to the end of her achievements at KDCS.  

Joining in 1942 and completing a three year course in two years, she was 

awarded an Honours Diploma with Distinctions in Maths, English, History, 

Commerce, French, Book Keeping, Typewriting and Shorthand.  This 

stood her in good stead for a long secretarial career with a wide variety of 

companies both large and small.  But above all she had fond memories of 

her time at the school and the life long friendships formed there. 

 

PEGGY  CARTER  (nee Turvil) Hubert Carter wrote.. It is with sadness 

that I have to write and tell you of the passing away of my wife Peggy 

Carter, on 19th January, after a short illness, age 92.  Peggy attended KDCS 

1939-1940 and was very proud of the school and spoke very highly of the 

Head and all the Staff.  A Service of Thanksgiving for the life of Peggy 

Carter was held at St John the Baptist, Puttenham on 17th February 2017. 

 

 

HUBERT  C  CARTER continues….. The two years that Peggy attended 

(1939-1940) certainly put her in good stead for the rest of her life.  She 

told me much about her school during the early years of our courtship and 

when we took the train to London she would proudly point out “Hinchley 

Wood” where they were evacuated to in 1940. 

 

During these two years of getting to school Peg would have to cycle 4½ 

miles into Guildford to catch the train in all weathers, winter and summer, 

and I remember of two incidents she told me about.  The first, she was 

riding home from school along the Hogs Back in a blinding snowstorm 

when she ran into a stationary vehicle which knocked her out completely.  

However, when she came round to full consciousness she found half a 

dozen soldiers looking down upon her wondering what to do.   However, 

an ambulance turned up and took her off to hospital where fortunately they 

found no broken bones.  After keeping her in overnight she was allowed 

home the next day. 



 

 

The second incident happened when getting off her train at Guildford 

Station.  Looking across, there stood a troop train on the opposite platform 

and looking out of the door she spotted her cousin’s husband, a soldier 

who was being evacuated from Dunkirk.  So she was very pleased, that 

night, to be able to make a detour on the way home and tell her cousin that 

her husband was safe and well and back in the country. 

 

When Peg left KDCS she went to work with a Dairy company in 

Godalming as a bookkeeper, where the takings of the milkmen were 

entered into great thick ledgers and had to be added up every day and be 

correct down to the last halfpenny. 

 

On reaching the age of 18 years everyone had to register at the Labour 

Exchange, under the Governments “Essential Works Order”, for war work 

which meant you could be directed to work in a factory, a coal mine, or the 

Land Army or anywhere else, where it would free a man for the armed 

forces.  Peg was offered a job as Clippie with the local bus service, which 

she readily accepted and it is here that I come into the picture.   

 

When I reached the age of eighteen I had volunteered to join the Royal 

Navy and after finishing my training was drafted to a “Flower Class 

Corvette” - “HMS Clover” on the North Atlantic Convoys, bringing all the 

food supplies, the tanks, the planes and guns and everything to win the 

war.  I found this very exciting but very hard and tiring.  However, leave 

was quite frequent and then coming home on leave, of course, there was 

this young lady I immediately fell in love with way back in 1943.  

 

 

 

This picture of  Peggy appeared on the Service 

Sheet and shows her wearing the Clippie’s 

uniform of the YBS bus services. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Upon leaving the Corvette  after a year, I then came ashore for six months 

on a course at Portsmouth, where Peggy and I were to become well 

acquainted.  However, all good things come to an end and my next draft to 

a ship parted us for a whole year.  We corresponded regularly but often it 

was weeks before we got any mail.  I eventually arrived back in the UK in 

late December 44 and the romance began again where it had left off.  We 

both knew we wanted to be together and so we became engaged to marry.  

This was January 1945, after I had done the honourable thing and asked 

her Father for his daughter’s hand in marriage.  We were eventually 

married on July 28th 1945, both aged 21years.In the meantime I had joined 

another ship which was destined to join the Pacific Fleet.  The war with 

Germany now being over. 

 

Two weeks after our wedding the atomic bombs were dropped on the 

Japanese cities of Hiroshima and Nagasaki which brought to an end 

hostilities with Japan.  Demobilisation had been stepped up and I found I 

was no longer needed in the Far East.  Nine months later I was demobilised 

and came home to live with my wife’s parents for over three years, there 

being no accommodation for service men returning to civilian life - people 

were squatting in old army huts, empty barracks and large country houses.  

With all the houses that had been demolished in the bombing and materials 

in short supply, it was well into the fifties that things started to improve. 

 

In the meantime, Peg had quit her job as Clippie following an altercation 

with the manager.  After cycling five miles every day to the bus depot for 

over three years in all weathers and coming off her bicycle in particularly 

icy weather, she thought enough was enough.  The Essential Works Order 

had been relaxed, so now she was free to leave, and was looking forward 

to normal working hours rather than an early shift and a late shift.  When 

the blackout was on this was no picnic. 

 

Peg managed to find a position as Cashier/Bookkeeper to a company of 

butcher shops - “Dewhursts” - who were well established in the south of 

England.  This turned out to be a good move, as it meant she could now get 

a bus to and fro to work in Farnham.  She soon settled in to the new 

position.   

 



 

 

Then a bolt from the blue - the Council offered us a one bedroom flat 

which was situated half way to Farnham and still on the bus route.  Our 

luck was changing.  We soon gathered together a few sticks of furniture 

with the dockets we were allowed and made ourselves comfortable.  After 

living in the country, where there were no “mod con’s”, our new flat was 

heaven.  

 

I have said that the move to the Dewhurst Chain was a good one and after 

a settling in period, and after she had proved herself suitable and up to the 

task, she soon became part of the fabric.  Whereupon late on a Saturday a 

small package would appear in her kiosk.  No questions asked and no 

money changed hands - she would put it in her bag and get home to find a 

small joint for the weekend, or on other days it might be  half a pound of 

sugar or half a dozen rashers of bacon. 

 

It soon became obvious that this was a “you scratch my back and I’ll 

scratch yours” situation.  The Butcher Manager looking after his friends 

the Grocer etc and they were returning the favour with their small surplus 

over and above the rations.  This situation amused me very much when, 

many years later, the same scenario was re enacted in Dad’s Army, the 

television programme, where Corporal Jones, the Butcher, was looking 

after Captain Mainwaring and all his lady friends. 

 

Peg stayed with this company until our first born arrived in 1950, a 

daughter.  She had been very happy there and made many friends.  Some 

21 months later, daughter number two arrived and after this Peg became a 

full time Mother and never worked full time again, but immersed herself in 

voluntary work, her forte being figures and needlework. 

 

The years rolled by and our son was born and so we moved to a larger 

house and were still occupying it some fifty eight years later.  Our family 

did well at school, passing their 11 plus exams and going on to University.  

We were well pleased and settled into a quiet life.  One evening I sat down 

to relax by the fire and read our local rag - The Surrey Advertiser -   and on 

reading the letter page found a letter about a reunion for KDCS to be held.  

Peg was very happy with this and from then on until recent years never 

missed one. 



 

 

Although she never met any one from her class, there were one or two 

people from the same years and many others who had used the same 

busses and trains to get to school and lots of interesting people. 

 

Once we were asked if we could give a lift to the reunion to Sir Edward 

Britton, as he had no transport.  This we did for two or three years,   

however, he died soon after his last reunion.  We attended his Memorial 

Service in Guildford Cathedral with a lot of former pupils of KDCS. 

 

Once we had got our family to University we felt we were free to spread 

our wings a bit and see the World, so over the  years we visited Canada, 

America,  New Zealand and other countries.  What has always amazed me 

is unknowingly we could have been walking through the towns, cities and 

tourist attractions, rubbing shoulders with past pupils of KDCS, so many 

of them seem to have emigrated. 

 

I have said that Peg was into needlework.  In the early days it was knitting 

for the children and then into cross stitch and embroidery and finally 

tapestry.  She had the knack and know how to create wonderful scenes 

from photographs or holiday brochures.  These are some of my treasured 

possessions. 

 

Her other love was figures and she would act as Treasurer to many of the 

local organisations and audit the accounts of many of the smaller ones.  All 

this went on until her middle eighties.  She was Treasurer to the Housing 

Society for 53½ years and along with others, started the local Old Peoples 

Club back in the sixties and did the accounts until the end.  In 2010 she 

received the Mayors Award for services to the Community. 

 

Our children produced seven grandchildren, who are now producing great 

grandchildren and Peg and I were in the seventy second year of our 

marriage and have lots to be grateful for. 

 

What a wonderful wife and a wonderful life. 

******** 

 

 



 

 

BILL  (W)  CRISELL  emails from Oakville, Canada…… There is a UK 

nostalgia magazine entitled “Best of British” and I enjoy reading it when 

the issues appear in a local bookseller.  Readers are asked to submit 

writings on their own happenings years ago.  I decided to write about a 

railway crash in 1945, in which I was involved.  I enclose a copy of my 

submission for printing in the KDCS newsletter.  As I am 87 I hope I will 

be around to see my article in print!  Nothing to relate to KDCSA but I do 

purchase the Sunday Times and am up-to-date re Brexit and the Donald 

Trump  victory in the USA.  I believe there is a Chinese curse - “may you 

live in interesting times” - certainly applicable these days. 

 

Bourne End Railway Crash - 30th September 1945 

At 12.30 am on 30th September 1945 I was waiting at Carlisle Railway 

Station for the train from Perth to take me overnight to London and from 

there I would make my way home to Belmont, Surrey and being only 

fifteen, resume school.  I had been with some class mates at a Farming 

Work Camp under a scheme started in wartime by the Ministry of 

Agriculture.  For various reasons my class mates had gone home earlier 

and I was the final one heading home. 

 

I have little recollection of the overnight section of the journey and must 

have dozed on and off during that time.  I read later that we had stopped at 

Crewe and a new engine and crew took over to finish the journey.  The 

replacement driver was known at the Crewe Depot for his knowledge of 

the warning notices posted informing drivers of track maintenance speed 

restrictions, but on this shift he missed an important one about speed 

restrictions at Bourne End.  Nearing Watford, just north of London, I woke 

fully in daylight in my window seat and found I had only for company an 

RAF man who was sitting by the corridor on the opposite seats.  We were 

approaching Bourne End when the train lurched violently and I saw the 

RAF man hurtling through the air towards me and I was knocked 

unconscious because I had no recollection of the train and our carriage 

plunging into a farm field to form a wreckage pile thirty or more feet in the 

air!  The accident was caused by the train speeding at 70 mph in an area 

posted for a maximum speed of 20 mph. 

 

 



 

 

I came to, to find I was lying on my side somewhere under the wreckage.  

Fortunately I felt no pain and as I could not move any part of my body just 

stayed as I was - in shock I suppose.  I started shouting “Help” but when I 

heard louder voices than mine shouting I stopped and just lay quietly.  I 

was buried for about three hours when rescuers uncovered me and I 

emerged into daylight.  I must have looked older than I was because I was 

offered a cigarette, which I refused. 

 

I was placed on a carriage door and carried over to an ambulance and taken 

to hospital in Hemel Hempstead.  I recall the ambulance trip vividly 

because an unfortunate lady screamed and shouted for the whole journey, 

asking if her husband had survived.  I hope he did. 

 

At the hospital I was found to have only severe bruising and I have since 

wondered if, being unconscious in the crash meant I was relaxed when the 

carriage I was in was destroyed?  I also had a small piece of glass knocked 

from my left spectacle lens but luckily no eye damage.  I was in hospital 

for two weeks under the care of Sister Liberty and her friendly, competent 

staff.  The Sister’s name has remained in my memory over seventy years 

later. 

 

 A plane, piloted by USAF Captain McCallum, was in the air taking off 

from nearby Bovingdon Base and witnessed the crash and reported it to the 

Traffic Control who were able to quickly report the crash to the local 

emergency services.  The USAF immediately sent a lot of heavy equipment 

and men to the crash site and aided in the rescue attempts for a long 

number of hours. 

 

The train driver and fireman were killed and also fortyone passengers, and 

ninety were injured - some enduring limb amputation so I count myself 

very fortunate not to have been injured badly. 

 

My being in the crash and surviving made the front page of the local 

newspaper and unfortunately my Father incorrectly told a reporter that I 

had stuck it out to the end at the Farm Camp while my classmates had left 

earlier because they could not stand the hard work and this was in the 

newspaper.   



 

 

When I returned to school I had some explaining to do about my Father’s 

incorrect comments and apologies to make. 

 

Many years later, while in Canada, I read a book by Bill Bryson about his 

travels in the UK by bus and train and he spoke of the British fascination 

with railways and was surprised to find books published dealing only with 

train accidents.  This was also news to me and on a trip to London I found 

a bookshop which stocked railway books and bought two, both of which 

covered in detail the crash I was in.  When I bought a computer   I was also 

surprised to find the crash was covered in great detail through the Google 

link.  Memories fade with age but I think those of the 1945 crash will 

remain with me to the end. 

 

William Crisell 

******** 

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

still goes on down under.  We have our political problems but I doubt they 

are as bad as yours.  One way we keep in touch with some of our friends 

and family in the UK is via Skype.  Mostly very good connection but still 

an incredible advance in communication.  We couldn’t help recalling our 

early days in Australia (1967) when a phone call to England not only was 

costly but it also took time as we went from country to country - we went 

via India and the Middle East.  Now it is free and instant when I skype my 

brother and his wife in deepest Dorset (Piddletrenthide would you believe). 

 

Hard to believe it is just over 67 years since I finished my schooling at 

KDCS.  Am still in touch with a couple of schoolmates from that time - 

Marion Spicer and Gordon Fiddimore as well as the widow of Bob 

Richmond.  The wonders of email and telephone communication. 

 

It is amazing  to me, that a touch of a button sends this newsletter to you 

and it appears in your computer in its entirety!!!!                     JCK 

 

******** 

 

 

 



 

 

Dear Colleagues and Friends 

 

How are you all progressing into Summer?  It has 

been a strange winter, weather cannot make its 

mind up whether to be really, really cold with deep 

snow and howling winds or wet, cloudy and mild 

with a bit of sun thrown in!!  However, Spring is 

on its way.  I noticed a couple of yellow and 

mauve crocuses have popped up in our garden and 

“shoots” from bulbs are poking through the 

ground now we have almost cleared the leaves from Autumn.  I am 

convinced the leaves kept the bulbs warm during the bad weather. 

 

Now forward into Spring and Summer, which I hope will be “glorious”.  

Easter celebrations first, a very special time of year. In our younger years 

when the children were small, we usually tried to go away during the 

holidays to refresh us and the children, preparing for summer.  I do 

remember that was a time to change our winter clothes for summer ones.  I 

tried to send our girls and son to school in their summer uniform and put 

away the winter apparel ready for the new year in September.  That was my 

intention, although it didn’t always work.  I remember making them all 

new outfits to be worn on Easter Day.  In later years, when they had grown 

up with children of their own, I found it difficult making clothes for four 

boys and one little girl.  I have now given up, as the next generation have 

two boys and three tiny girls who all know what they want, fashion wise, 

and great grandma has no idea why trousers are so much better than fussy 

frocks!! 

 

I look forward to seeing you all at our Afternoon Tea, it was successful last 

year, we  hope it will be the same this.  We are all older and slower 

(possibly fatter) so must make the most of our time here. 

 

God Bless                                                                            Janet Priscilla 

 

 

 

 


