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From The President

Kevin Fitzgerald stood down as our President in April. You are now landed 

with me for the next three years. Why me ?

Well, I left school in 1961. Those privileged to have learnt their mathematics 

from Eric Shearly will eventually work out that I recently became eligible for 

the state pension. It is then not difficult to follow the reasoning of the 

committee;  here was somebody with time to spare, little knowledge of what 

had been happening around Barnet for the last forty years,  no grasp of O.E. 

politics and therefore an obvious candidate for what Walter Bagehot would 

have called a “dignified” ( i.e., “decorative”) rather than an “effective” role in 

the O.E. organisation. So here I am, though not decorative in other than a 

constitutional sense.

I hope that a short paragraph of autobiography does not look too egotistical.

I am in fact, still working as a barrister in the field of financial crime and 

related activities. I live in Leicestershire but am based in London, where we 

have a flat. I taught at Q.E. from 1965 – 1967 because I had no immediate 

prospects at the Bar and Ken Carter could not get anything better to teach 

modern languages at short notice. I realised I was not cut out for teaching when 

I found I enjoyed rugby coaching more than teaching German. So I went to the 

Bar and am still there forty years on.

I enjoyed my years at Q.E. and owe the school a great debt of gratitude. But, 

for all our pretensions, the school of 1954 - 61 could not hold a candle to the 

school over which John Marincowitz presides today. Its achievements are 

quite daunting and left me wondering what on earth I could offer which would 

be of any use. 

I say that for the obvious reason that a significant purpose of an Old Boy’s 

organisation has traditionally been assistance to the present members, not 

through nepotistic networks but by the provision of useful information on the 

world beyond school and the possibilities it offers. That kind of support is 

already provided, in significant measure, by the F.Q.E. but I believe that there 

is more that we can do as an association to assist.

Nevertheless, I think this must be something in which we can cooperate with 

FQE to improve yet further the quality of advice and support that boys get 

when choosing a career and after they leave.

I am well aware of the dangers of the new arrival who produces ideas which 

wholly ignore the steady effort that others have been contributing for many 

years. Nothing is more irritating to the long – serving O.E. who has put in years 

of work to help in just such a way. Nothing that I say here will come as news to 

those who have given so much time and effort to the Association and the 

different activities with which it is linked.



4

S E P T E M B E R  2 0 0 8

fr
o
m
 t
h
e 
p
re
si
d
en

t We are rightly concerned about recruiting and keeping members and getting a 

small minority to take active roles in the Association. These will remain still 

more acute problems than years ago due to the changes in the distribution of 

the O.E. population, the activities which the Association can therefore offer 

them and indeed the revolution in living standards that we have seen in the last 

fifty years. Far more are graduates. They live nowadays, in many cases, far 

from Barnet. Why should they join ? What can the Association offer them ? 

What can it ask of them – often, strangely enough, a telling factor in attracting 

somebody to an organisation ? 

I believe we should be asking ourselves some basic questions as to why our 

Association should exist at all today. Is it a forum to reunite contemporaries ?  

A haven for reminiscing ? A sports and drinking club ?  An old school tie 

network designed to offer furtive or overt assistance to the alumni of the 

School ? Perhaps, you will say, a combination of all those things.

The answers should guide us as to how we proceed to promote the Association 

in the future. Big ideas are only useful if they lead to practical steps – such as a 

series of informal suppers at the School for those who want to meet again those 

whom they knew years ago.

In the meantime a plea for a practical response in the immediate future: Come 

to the Association Dinner on 21st November at the School! Short speeches 

guaranteed. Great value for money and it would be nice to meet you.

David Farrer
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No socks please - we're Aussies

John Hamilton (QE:1958 - 64)

now in Hervey Bay, Queensland after 54 years in the UK then 4 years in New Zealand

 

G'day again. - Now as I was saying…

If you're going to come Downunder, unless it's for a quick business meeting or a couple of 

weeks with the 'relies' [see footnote 1], you ought to allow yourselves a fair bit of time.  After 

all you'll spend about 24 hours flying in each direction and a further 24 dealing with those 

lovely airport 'procedures' (yes, T5 news was reported here), so you'll want to make the most of 

it.  An Aussie might get away with saying they had 'done' the UK or New Zealand on a 21 night 

tour, but folk here go on a 1 or 2 year perambulation - young backpackers coaching or hitching 

between fruit picking stops, or 'Grey Nomads' with huge 4WD's plus the caravan; and yes, they 

sometimes go in convoy – sigh.

Your Editor suggested that I mention information which you might not easily discover even in 

this age of Google. Below, there is a brief summary of possibly the better months to travel to 

various States [footnote 2].

You'll all have seen pictures of Uluru (Ayres Rock) in a variety of beautiful colours, at and just 

after sunrise, or just before sunset.  You might think it's best not to visit in high summer 

(January / February) when it's 42 in the shade - and of course there is none - but maybe winter 

(June to August) would be better, and it'll definitely be cooler - right?  Yes it is, however one 

may be very disappointed to see grey skies, no pictures worth taking, and a daytime maximum 

of 12 degrees with rain turning to sleet overnight.  As a further guide, most tours do not proceed 

north towards Darwin from early October through to March or even April - that's the 'Big Wet' 

when unimaginably vast areas go underwater.  The 'Top End' has a 100% genuine monsoon 

climate!  I can't imagine how heavily rain must fall to give a total of one metre in just one day - 

but that's  what can occur and that's why, if you should venture onto non-sealed roads, you need 

to be very certain you are doing it at the right time of year.  With most of the interior being fine 

sandy dust, you can imagine what happens when it gets wet!  The makers of a Sherman tank 

might not be giving any guarantees.

I must commend two books for delightful and informative reading.  The first, which I read with 

great interest on our own 16 night coach journey from Sydney to Adelaide to Darwin (via Alice 

and Uluru) is “The Road to Mount Buggery – A Journey Through the Curiously Named Places 

of Australia” (Mark Whittaker & Amy Willesee 2001), written by 2 young journos who spent a 

year travelling the highways, but mostly byways, in a battered Land Cruiser.  The second: 

“Mango Country – a journey beyond the brochures of Tropical Queensland” (John Van 

Tiggelen 2003), of Dutch ancestry, he turned from eco guide in North Queensland in his hippy 

youth to a freelance journo. If you take a coach tour, reading these make for an excellent way of 

saving you looking at mile after mile of nothingness on arrow-straight roads between 

roadhouses 100+ km apart.

Tasmania, which we have not yet visited, but seen much of thanks to a plethora of travel shows, 

looks to be very 'British' in scenery, buildings and place names (e.g. Launceston, Devonport, 

Derwent Valley, et al). It would appear to be best to visit between November and March.  With a 

population one sixth that of Wales and occupying three and a half times the amount of land, you 

can be sure it is not crowded.  From the southern tip there is nothing between you and the 
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I have been often warned to keep clear of an over-large Obituaries' Section. Perhaps it is felt 

that this overstates the numbers “leaving” the Association compared to those joining it. 

Perhaps it is that British approach that Philip Larkin referred to as “the costly aversion of the 

eyes from death”. Whatever it is I make absolutely no apology for celebrating in these pages the 

heroic lives of ordinary men (or perhaps the ordinary lives of heroic men), and John Fuller is a 

prime example. Eric Shearly once gave me an interview for one of my first stabs at editing The 

Elizabethan and challenged me to confirm that I was not scribbling down an obituary ahead of 

time. As I stammered out some excuse he passed on to say “What about Fuller? He's older than I 

am – he must be. Why don't you go and bother him?” I never did I regret to say, not formally, 

though he was very often in contact with very helpful and useful pieces for the Elizabethan 

which he would regularly dredge up from papers in the Memorial Room usually for obituaries 

of members on whom we had very little. It seemed to matter to John that no-one was forgotten, 

that no-one got left behind. Someone once told me (and I am sure he will not mind an 

anonymous credit here) that if Eric was the mouth of the Elizabethan, then John was its heart. 

There follows a sequence of memories from OEs united only by a common wish (which I am 

sure we all share) to celebrate John's life and legacy (DN):-

Edwin Fuller
My Uncle John was one of three brothers who were brought up in Barnet all of whom went to 

Queen Elizabeth's. They spent the majority of their lives in Barnet and were active in different 

areas of the local community. Sadly my Dad, Len, the youngest of the three died in 1984 but my 

Uncle Fred is still an active member of the OEs in his nineties. I last saw John a couple of years 

before his death when I stayed overnight with him and my Auntie Frances. I'd just returned 

from Shanghai and was fascinated to talk to him about the branch of our family that had lived 

there before the war. Despite his advancing years his recall of events and people was sharp and I 

found him as jovial as ever. As one of my cousins said to me at his funeral we were always 

assured of a warm welcome at 109 Margaret Rd.

I spoke to my mother, brother and sister to recall events from his life.  Several of the stories 

related to his war time service on HMS Cornwall and his subsequent involvement in the 

Cornwall Association in which he played a great part. When I was studying German at school I 

remember acting as a translator for him for his letters from the crew of the German ship 

Pinguin, so I am surprised that the association flourished as it did! In April 1942 he was in his 

early twenties, when he was among the Cornwall's crew as the ship was sunk in 12 minutes in 

the Indian Ocean by Japanese aircraft. Before being rescued he spent hours blinded by oil in the 

water, aware that the survivors could be attacked by sharks at any time.  My Mum recalls a 

family gathering in Weston-Super-Mare when John came home on leave. When he entered, 

those in the room applauded; typically, his reaction was one of embarrassment and modesty. It 

was not until someone at the gathering mentioned the fact that he had regained his sight that my 

grandmother had any idea that he had been temporarily blinded in the attack.

John was from a generation who attended school together, went to war together and a number 

of those who returned from the war came back to be heavily involved in the Old Elizabethans. 

The Association filled a huge part of his life, as did his commitment to Hertfordshire rugby. As 

John Fuller 
Tributes and Memories
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a schoolboy rugby player I was proud that he went on to become the county's President and I 

remember him telling me how he had seen two future international players, Ben Clarke and 

Eric Peters play and recommended them to the Hertfordshire selectors. I was  pleased that he 

was able to see me play in the First XV and First XI at school and briefly for the OE First XI and 

that I shared his passion for sport. 

He will of course be sorely missed by friends and family but we will always remember him 

with great warmth particularly for his modesty, integrity and sense of fun.

Don Christie
John Fuller disliked the use of the name Gypsy Corner. He wanted that lovely piece of the 

Hertfordshire countryside always to be recognised for what it is- the Memorial Playing Field. 

He hoped that it would continue for all time. Now, additionally it becomes an appropriate 

memorial for John, himself As a dedicated director of the PFC up until 2007 he was an 

irreplaceable source of information, an enthusiast, always principled and a very proud Old 

Elizabethan.

John Marincowitz
John's association with Queen Elizabeth's began in 1931 as an eleven year old in Form 2A. In 

his last year at the school in 1937 Harold Jenkins described John in warm terms.  "A good 

character with a very pleasant manner, a good chap and really useful forward in the 1st XV".   

His enduring pleasant and positive disposition as well as his steely determination struck me as I 

got to know him in my capacity as Headmaster sixty to seventy years later. His qualities 

endured and benefited those who knew him. We will remember him as a 

steadfast and loyal friend to the School and OEs individually and collectively.

Bob Thorogood
John takes the credit for recruiting me into the OEs by writing direct having left 

school and encouraging me to join. It worked and I think I was just 17. So Rugby 

became my Saturday afternoon occupation and dear old Mum took charge of the 

muddy kit. You may have heard about the state of the Gypsy Corner pitches in 

those days. John played tight head prop mostly and I was behind him in the 2nd 

row. He always had very long shorts I recall and we played in rather 

unserviceable white shirts. He was fairly resolute and supported people like Bill 

Smith and Don Powell. They were fairly 'mature' then and retired to become 

active officers (as in statistician & music master of the rugby songs). 

John was also very persuasive when it came to roping me and others into 

working on the ground and pavilion. It was all rather basic then but John and 

other stalwarts, Shearly and Parsley etc brought forward considerable 

improvements. He was also pretty knowledgeable about the vagaries of the cess 

pit. (Do we still have it or are we properly hooked up to the main sewers? Don't 

answer that!) It was not very long ago that I met up with John, whilst I was sizing up the 

possibility of levelling the troughs in the ground with imported fill. He was a mine of 

information about the ground (mains pipes routes and similar). I hope all that data will not 

leave with him!

Michael Woolf
I sat with John on the Rugby Club Committee and/or the Board of the Playing Field Company 

for over 40 years. His enthusiasm knew no bounds and would spill over from time to time when 



12

S E P T E M B E R  2 0 0 8

n
ew

s 
&
 v
ie
w
s we mere mortals failed to measure up to his entirely reasonable expectations, let alone follow 

his example.

John, along with a very few others, was literally the making of the Memorial Playing Field - 

note, not Gipsy Corner, which he forbade us to call it. He was a man of many parts and a jack of 

all trades, but his favorite subject was field drainage in which he became something of an 

expert. Many schemes were explored and plans drawn up but only rarely were they 

implemented through lack of funds.

I think John would be pleased to see how a younger generation has now largely taken over the 

day to day management and by so doing is helping to safeguard the future of his beloved MPF.

Peter Yates
John naturally figured in the "big clear out" of Gipsy Corner, organized by George Heard, who 

led a working party to get rid of all rubbish from the changing rooms and boiler room. On 

taking the "second" box through the Clubhouse to the rapidly rising pile in the car park, my 

suspicions were aroused....and when I saw the box for the third time I started to investigate. As 

quickly as the stuff was going out into the car park through the main doors so BJF was taking it 

back through the back door to the original place. I missed the conversation between George and 

John but voices were raised.

Frances once said “John got a good 7/6 worth when he married me".

My last memory of John was when he was in Barnet General Hospital where I had taken 

Frances to visit him on her birthday. Even though John was in clear pain, there was a twinkle in 

his eye as he passed Frances her card and mouthed "I love you". Priceless after 60 years 

marriage.

The merry mob

The Merry Mob photograph included last time spurred many (a slight exaggeration which I 

hope you will excuse) to get in touch, for which many thanks. Laurel wreaths (or assorted OE 

ties if stocks suffice) will be dispatched to Messrs Custance, Fairey, Hobson, Hollins, 

Roethenbaugh, Smedley, Solomon, Thorogood and Wright together with the respect and 

gratitude of your Editor. 

For the record and in no particular order we have the final rundown on the Merry Mob (with 

sincere apologies for any mistakes):-

Back Row 

R Leach, David Hannant, Brian Jones, David Walsh, R Parker, A Smith, Alastair Baird,

Middle Row

Colin King, John Fuller, Brian Hewitt, Jack Parsley, Jim Staton (Palumbo also mooted)

Front Row

J Griffiths



13

S E P T E M B E R  2 0 0 8n
ew

s &
 view

s
The year of the cat

With the latest round of trade talks abandoned in Geneva and Peter Mandelson bemoaning the 

parlous and precarious state of international relations we take you back (again) to the glory of 

diplomatic times past, in the company of our very own Sir Leslie Fielding. Ed.

Like Queen Elizabeth's in the forties (for a Scholarship boy from an East Barnet primary 

school), Hong Kong in the sixties (for a young diplomat), was love at first sight.  The Kowloon 

ferry and the Cantonese food; the bustle and the bargains; the efficiency and good humour of 

this hard working people.  I have gone back regularly ever since, on any pretext.  I still boast 

summer suits by Amen Bros and bespoke footwear by Leakyboots of Kowloon (not quite their 

real names – no advertising, in the O.E. Mag).

In the eighties, there was some sort of muddle in the European Commission in Brussels, and I 

became a tiny bit Grand.  If not quite the King of the (very) Common Market, at least the Sir 

Humphrey of EU Trade and Aid Policies - what they called the EU Director-General for 

External Relations.  Gazing at myself rapturously in the shaving mirror, I was both moved and 

impressed.  (Quite the Director-General of State, whispered my Swiss opposite number, 

behind my back, with shrewd, but snake-like, malevolence).  Inevitably, however, after Pride, 

the Come-Down.

In the Chinese Year of the Cat, en route back to Brussels from Beijing or Borneo or somewhere 

(no, not Bournemouth – the Tory Party was not in Conference and Eurocrats were unwelcome, 

at any rate as far as Mrs. T. was concerned), I once again sweep graciously into the Crown 

Colony.  An accessory aim is to pick up a new lightweight tuxedo. But, first, a chat with the 

Chamber of Commerce; then a trip halfway up the Peak, to kiss the feet of H.E. the Governor, 

the late and much respected Sir Edward Youde.

Alas, the latter is a critic of mine of some years standing, and I of him, for arbitrary and trivial 

reasons which are not in the least to my credit.  For example, the previous time I have then seen 

Teddy was when he was Chief Clerk at the FO.  I was on secondment to the European 

Commission and currently half way through a Visiting Fellowship at St. Antony's College, 

Oxford, reading up about Japan before taking up my duties in Tokyo as the EU Ambassador.  In 

an off-the-record briefing to Australian journalists, I had been less than entirely respectful of 

Mr. Malcolm Fraser, the Australian Prime Minister, who had once chased me around the grand 

piano in the Residence of his Brussels Ambassador, in a rage about the Common Agricultural 

Policy.  I was shopped.  Articles were gleefully published Down Under. The High Commission 

in London (untypically, but under instructions from Canberra) had registered a protest.  So it 

was up to London from Oxford, pronto, for little Leslie, and onto the Chief Clerk's carpet.  

“Conduct unbefitting a Senior Member of the Service, which could compromise your future 

career”, Teddy had said, not without satisfaction. (“Nonsense!” snorted my new Director-

General in Brussels, Sir Roy Denman, when I subsequently reported back to him that I had 

been thus rebuked.  “Of course Fraser is a ****.  And what the Hell's it got to do with the Chief 

Clerk anyway?  You're Commission now, and come under me!”).

And so it is that, in the Year of the Cat, while the “lux tux” fits like a glove, and the Chamber of 

Commerce plays like a Strad, “H.E. the Gov”. stitches me up with a diatribe about EU Trade 

by Sir Leslie Fielding
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might be true of the Colony, the Crown is all for my EU Trade Policy, which fully meets the 

wishes of the Department of Trade and Industry, the entire British Cabinet, both Houses of 

Parliament, and the O.E. Association, not to speak of every voting citizen of the UK.  More 

follows, ding-dong, in like vein. Practicalities of GATT Multifibre Agreement; scope and limit 

of EU preferences for developing countries; concept of “graduation” in international trade 

theory.  After this invigorating but prickly exchange, Teddy (a kind man at heart) takes me out 

and shows me around his rose garden.  Being not only the younger, but also the lesser, man, I 

cannot refrain from commenting, with solicitude, what a pity it is that his garden is now 

overlooked by the new Bank of China skyscraper, thereby discouraging  out-of-doors 

dalliance with any Gubernatorial concubines there may be on the premises.  On which happy 

note of fraternal Diplomatic Service solidarity and intense mutual esteem, we part company.  I 

am off like a shot down the Peak to the Mandarin Hotel for shower, shave and shampoo, in 

preparation for the real highlight of the visit, a private dinner as the guest of an old friend and 

fellow gastronome and oenophile, at a Chinese restaurant of his choosing.  

My host is a true Nabob, a Prince among Box Wallahs, later to be decorated, quite deservedly, 

for services to British exports.  One of his commercial specialities is flogging Scotch whiskey 

by the firkin to the thirsty nations of the Orient.  A task, one might at first blink have thought, 

not entirely suited to a Clerk in Holy Orders and non-stipendiary Minister of the Church of 

England; but one that he nevertheless discharges as conscientiously as he carries out his 

priestly duties. He being rather High, I sometimes call him “Father”.  But, in what follows, he 

shall also be referred to, quite rightly, as The Taipan.  

“My dear fellow, peace be with you”.  “And also with you, Father”.  “How did it go, dear boy, 

with the Governor”?  “Alas, I lost my temper and was rude”.  “How many times, my son?” 

“Repeatedly”.  “Very well.  Time for your penance.   The South China Blue Seas Bistro 

beckons”.

We are off through the trams and rickshaws, over Wanchai and along Causeway Bay, with a 

swish of air conditioning and a whiff of leather upholstery, the angel on the radiator navigating 

its way.  We begin with a perfectly delicious soup. “Kidney?” I murmur. “No, Snake”, The 

Taipan whispers, “it's the season, you know”.  The next course comes in:  reassuringly 

pheasant-like slivers, served in a rich, dark broth.  I ply my ivory chopsticks with exhibitionist 

panache, pausing only to remove unexpectedly sharp little bones and lay them out beside my 

bowl, puzzled.  “And this delicious dish?” The Taipan replies, silkily: “Civet Cat”. I gulp my 

way gallantly onwards, until I find a lumpy something between my palate and my tongue.  I 

remove this also.  It turns out to be a paw - fur, claws, pads and all.  Sod it.  But Chinese faces 

are watching.  Mustn't let the side down.  Better go through the motions. 'Officer Qualities' 

needed.  Take the initiative.   I suck the paw dry and fold it reverently in its winding sheet, a red 

silk handkerchief taken from my breast pocket.  “I shall take it back to 'Brassholes' and give 

them 'paws' for thought.  Ho, ho”.  “Even so, dear boy”.  The banquet moves majestically 

onwards.  Mao Tai has given way to Margaux by the Magnum.   “Tonight”, I confide, “I'll sleep 

sound in my first class couchette on Cathay Pacific.  What a magnificent meal.  Don't get the 

'penance' thing, though. Take these brochettes.  Quite like venison.  Didn't know the Chinese 

had it. Mouflon, perhaps, flown in from the Gulf?  Or Muntjak, from the Zoo?  Truly mouth-

watering, anyway.   Pray enlighten me”.  

The holy man pauses for reflection; then says:  “I believe he was called Rover”.  To this day, the 

Good Father, God bless him, now no longer Taipan in Hong Kong but Preacher to Gray's Inn in 

London, has declined to elucidate.  I must ask Eamonn Harris what he thinks.
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The first day of the new cruising season is never free from anxiety. Have the bilges filled with 

water over the winter? Did the auto bilge pump work? Has dampness set in? Will there be a 

colony of insects settled on board? So, opening the hatch and walking down into a fresh 

smelling cabin, slightly dusty and crisply dry, is a great relief. Minutes with a duster and 

vacuum cleaner; hook up the hose to the water tank; switch on the gas and electrics; ignite the 

fridge; stow the fresh milk, and the kettle is boiling for the first pot of tea. The most onerous 

task is kneeling down to open the water-cock for inlet to the sea toilet, and reach under the floor 

to open the outlet cock. Just pump a few strokes of water through the system and the interior is 

ready for the new season. 

I pulled the loo pump handle smartly and the piston moved without resistance. No water. You 

remember the feeling when you needed to pump the tyres on your bike but no air was passing 

through the pump, the handle rising and falling without resistance or effect.

You can spend a night on a boat without tap water, or electricity. Even fridge failure is not a 

reason for the call “abandon ship”, but a loo that will not pump out is a signal to swing out the 

life-boats; “bucket and chuck-it” is not a procedure welcomed at the moorings.  Jabsco, maker 

of pumps and sea toilets, is just ten minutes from my home in Hertfordshire, quite a bit more 

from Picardie. But any boater worth his salt has a box of spares, among them the sea-toilet 

service kit with a handy instruction leaflet. 

Troubleshooting table says: easy movement of pump but no inflow or outflow could be due to 

A, B, C. If that does not resolve the problem, then D, E or F. A looks easy, just unscrew the cap 

of the pump casing and replace the O ring (that's a skinny washer). Put cap back on. But that has 

made no difference.

B is just a smidgen more advanced. Remove handle and piston of the pump from its casing and 

change the piston. Lots of caveats about not marking or scratching the piston rod as this will 

lead to Armageddon. Alas, the service kit, which contains many pieces of incunabula, does not 

contain a  replacement piston. Well, it just might be that C will solve the problem. Remove the 

hose from the outlet elbow. Hang on, the outlet, that's where all “the business” exits. This does 

not sound good. Ease the Joker Valve out of the hose. The Joker Valve – why is it called the 

Joker Valve? It's right in there where all the contents exit from the bowl. Do I have to do this? 

What about D? The diagram showing the location of D pushes me to the brink of a panic attack. 

There are twenty bits, not all that well drawn, would I recognise them if I took the thing apart? 

Would I get them in exactly the right order when I reassemble the gubbins? What if I made it 

work backwards and instead of exiting the bowl it all shot up out of the bowl? The instructions 

need re-examining with the aid of a couple of glasses of Jameson. No beer, no tea, any beverage 

consumed now must put the minimum load on the system.

Whiskey (remember, it's Irish) has a beneficial effect on the confidence and I decide to tackle 

the Joker Valve. This is a cone with fins so it can stand like a very large eggcup or fit into a 1½ 

inch hose. Did I say fit, more like totally block. How does anything pass through this thick 

rubber obstruction? It must be wrong. This loo has been in use for five years and has pumped 

out without fail. Could somebody have burgled his way into the boat and put this unlikely 

object in the bag and bogus instructions in my spares' box. Well, if so, it is unlikely that they 

would have put a Joker valve into the exit hose. Ours not to reason why, just follow the 

instructions, and if there is a rubber tail section of a small mortar round in the hose, I will 

From the slowstream
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Valve. We who have changed nappies know that soonest done is best – delay makes things 

worse. But this bit of kit has been doing the job for some years. Disgust is not just fastidious, it's 

wired right down the bottom of your skull. Jaw set, resolve stiffened, breath held. But there is 

no bad odour, nor is there much evidence that this is the sewage department. Job done, soak 

hands, arms and elbows in Dettox for ten minutes. Back to the pump – the problem is not 

solved.

I have another whiskey. As A and C have been tackled successfully but made no difference, I 

must tackle B, the piston, before I proceed to the advanced engineering.

A very uncomfortable night. The port lavatories are 300 hundred metres away and there are 

elevated floodlights activated by a PIR. A trip to the loo will be witnessed – and timed- by all. 

Next morning I head south for Compiegne before the early risers had a chance to make any 

wisecracks. Of course, M. Guerdin did not have a spare piston, but he did have a unit of handle, 

cap, rod and piston.  It worked. Easy. Play triumphant organ music very loudly and strut.

Basking in the evening sun, with the glow of confidence ignited by my new-found plumbing 

ability, I meditated on the “Joker” valve. Kathleen Meyer's best seller, “How To Shit in the 

Woods” has never been, nor will it ever be on my Amazon wish list. Normally I would not want 

to dwell on any topic that relates to lavatories, unlike the Germans and Austrians. They favour 

lavatory bowls with a collection shelf and encourage careful inspection before grudgingly 

flushing.  No surprise that Sigmund Freud, having failed to find where an eel keeps his balls, 

turned to the lavatory and the potty for his inspiration. Mind you, German presentation 

lavatories are highly civilised in comparison with the French hole-in-the-ground. The nation 

that claims to have invented elegance, savoir faire et chic is still squatting in squalor. And the 

hole-in-the-ground is not just a relic in old buildings. French motorway rest areas have modern 

structures with recently fitted a-la-turcas. Within months of construction a wide crack appears 

between the walls and the lavvy deck. You know that the moment you turn your back, 

centipedes will rush out of these lairs to do their worst. The German reluctance to have Turkey 

join the EU cannot be based entirely on these lavatories; the French were founder partners. 

There are British yeomen alive today who remember having to trudge down the garden to the 

privy. They did not have Aloe Vera loo roll or wet wipes, but they sat on thrones and delivered a 

thundering flush from overhead cisterns. It is a know fact that the main reason for Empire was 

to take civilised toilet habits to heathens. 

Many years ago I worked in a twelve form entry 14 – 18 comprehensive, intended to take all 

those who might disrupt the tranquillity of the rest of the schools in the Borough. Many were 

out of sympathy with school – any kind of school – and had no intention of learning. ROSLA, 

Raising the school leaving age, in 1972 was like telling the prisoners that early release was 

cancelled for all. My campaign was to show the silver lining. Leaving school without a CSE 

(the examination of the day) could lead to either a life of crime (then I read passages from the 

recently published Papillon), or employment in the cesspits. City youths, however poor, lived 

with mains drainage. The picture I painted was of the vast numbers of rural dwellers who were 

too remote from the sewage system and had to have cesspits. After some years of use, these pits 

clogged up and a thick crust formed within – many inches thick – a top a pond that was like 

quicksand. The workers who had to climb down inside the cesspits to break up the crust and stir 

the contents vigorously, were recruited from among those who had no CSEs.  We would be 

passing on the names. Never mind Kierkegaard's Dread or Despair. The Jesuits who fuelled 

James Joyce's work were the very men who had provided me with the detailed descriptions of 

Hell, so my cesspits needed a double lesson to impart all the depth, colour and flavour. Bosch 
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and Bruegel would have been jealous.  But, this fate could be avoided, just a couple of CSEs 

and they would be saved from the cesspit. They could even aspire to an apprenticeship. It was 

not the Government's finest hour. It could not happen again.

It can. It is. The Education and Skills Bill before the Lords this summer proposes a “duty” for 

all 16 to 18 year olds (and hints at 19 year olds) to engage in education and training, and a duty 

on parents and Local Authorities to make sure they do. The press-ganged will “gain additional 

qualifications, which will increase their earnings and make the country more competitive”; 

stay ahead of China and India; reduce teenage pregnancies, sexually transmitted diseases, 

knife crime, and deliver social justice. Those children who have survived primary school still 

unable to read, let alone write; who have suffered an irrelevant and inaccessible curriculum, 

despite two decades of dilution; who are beyond the control of their teachers, let alone 

acquiring the attitudes and disciplines that will make them desirable employees – will be 

reluctant students. Their enforced presence in classrooms will poison the atmosphere for those 

who have chosen to stay on and compromise their success. But unemployment targets will be 

met, participation targets will be met, inclusion targets will be met. The sacred cows may safely 

graze. 

Let there be no doubt that assessment will be trimmed to ensure that some of these captives will 

have “success”. But that success will not be a token of ability – just another tissue rosette. 

Certainly, what remains of the old qualifications will be further plundered to ensure “parity of 

esteem”, but many of the young people will be robbed of ability. Those who would have 

entered the workforce and learned skills on the job, known the satisfaction of being able to 

make it, fix it, provide it, will no longer do so.

Those who might have struggled and acquired some vestige of work discipline will no longer 

do so. Those who crave the “respect” of independence will no longer have it.

There is a well-documented record of subsidised employment making big improvements to the 

future prospects of poorly certificated young people. The bleak survival record of Youth 

Training Programmes tells its own story – anyone for YTS?

When the Qualification and Curriculum Authority was casting about for a mission statement 

they craftily nicked the QE statement: Able, Confident and Responsible.

Recognising that they would not want to be held to account for ensuring that children were 

“Able”, they changed that to “Successful”. If you cannot teach children to jump, you can at 

least keep lowering the hurdle until all cross it “Successfully”; and QCA are the keepers of the 

jumps. I know the difference between Able and Success – I have so recently felt the difference 

between able and success. Able means I can fix siphons and pumps. When they work, I feel 

success. But I have a certificate that says I can service a diesel engine – it took three years after I 

got that certificate for me to know that I was able to do it. There is success and success.

Czy ktoś potrzeba hydraulika ?

Eamonn
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Two prizes were awarded in this year's Essay Competition. The winner's prize of £500 went to 

Veli Aghdiran. He has just graduated in Russian Studies from Cambridge University and wrote 

a good, rippling account of a visit to Siberia.

A prize of £300 was also awarded to Tom Clarke. At the time of writing Tom was in Year 13 and 

took advantage of the decision to open up the competition to 6th Form members of the 

Association as well as to undergraduates. Tom wrote a very good, penetrating and thoughtful 

essay about “Shadowlands”, the play by William Nicholson which explores a defining episode 

in the life of the author, C S Lewis.     

The winning essay is printed here.                                                                       Ken Cooper

By way of introduction…

My name is Veli. It's a name with more anagrams than you might expect.

Somewhere around eight years ago I was given the opportunity to study Russian. It was very 

exciting. A new alphabet, a new world opening up in front of me, a world that was, at least for 

me, a lot more accessible than the sciences.

My first trip to the Russian Federation came when I was fourteen and it was nine. Despite the 

apparent age difference, we were both at a peculiar stage of development: that ugly phase in 

puberty where the body is under radical reconstruction (the scaffolding on my teeth served as 

proof), and the redecoration hadn't started yet. It's a time when you don't quite feel comfortable 

in your own skin because you don't recognize your own skin. You're not a child any more, yet 

neither are you an adult. You're that rather disgusting, volatile thing in between – a teenager.

I remember curiously little about the trip, perhaps because my perception of the country has 

been revised many times since. Here are some memories: Mr Hargadon wearing a t-shirt with 

“hot stuff” written on it; food that had as much taste as some particularly tasteless wood; the 

unbelievably strong smell of egg that Steve produced as his body protested to said food; a really 

big bell. These things, and presumably some others that vodka has subsequently deleted from 

my memory, had whetted my appetite.

Skip forward a few years and my Russian was getting better, and the redecoration was almost 

complete. This time I decided to leave Mr Hargadon and Steve at home, and set off with Ravi to 

what then seemed a very exotic and far-flung place, the ancient city of Novgorod.  They were 

two weeks of drinking Russian beer and talking lots of English to Russian girls. The only new 

words or phrases we learnt were not those, shall we say, that would be of any use in an A-level 

exam. This time I was completely under Russia's spell. I was going to come back. It was just a 

matter of when.

By 2004, I had become considerably less vile, both in terms of my appearance and my 

personality. Events transpired such that I was back there sooner than I had anticipated. Six 

months at Moscow State University passed by like a dream and had some very tangible effects 

on my life even once I had come back to England. For one thing, I had a bit of metal going 
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through my left eyebrow. For another, I was starting university in a relationship, one which 

would continue for three years.

A couple of years later, the time had again come to return. Having “done” Moscow, I went to St 

Petersburg where I spent five months working, loving and hating my life in almost equal 

measure, as is the way in Russia.

At the end of five months, I felt like I'd had my fun. Now it was time to do something much less 

comfortable. I don't know why I had come to this decision. I had a lot of reasons not to. But I 

did. I wanted to throw myself into something that would hurt me, that would test my limits, that 

would do something to me, but what it would do I did not know. So I did what anybody would 

have done: I went to live in a Siberian forest for four months.

Apartment 13, Siberia

That's a pretty intimidating address. That's my address. That's where I live. That's where I am 

sitting now. It's where I will always be sitting. Kind of.

All is silent. The Korean guy next door is two thirds of the way through a wine-fuelled dream. 

He's on his way to the Bahamas.            

The fat forty-four year old American has just gone home. He's been drooling over young 

Russian girls the same way he drools over his steak and eggs in the morning.

And the pretentious twenty-two year old British student? He spent his evening in a café, 

making sure that his caffeine intake remained at European levels. Now he's at home writing 

this.

Red wine, juicy steaks, double espressos. Korea, America, England…united in Siberia. More 

precisely Akademgorodok, Novosibirsk. A place where every birch tree is the same height as 

every other bloody birch tree. Sometimes you'll find a pine tree, boldly growing where no pine 

tree has grown before. But all the birch trees are mocking it for being different. Poor pine tree.

My bedroom shares a wall with the bathroom. Every morning, as reliable as a seagull in 

Brighton, or an Imam in Istanbul, the Korean and the American perform a stirring duet of 

violent wretches and elaborate coughs. Neither smokes. Maybe their bodies are telling them it's 

time to leave this place. Maybe they're calling me to prayer.

Once the chorus of phlegm-expulsion has reached its soul-shaking crescendo, I roll into the 

bathroom to kneel at the mint-green enamel altar and splash black water over my snow-

hardened face. I look in the mirror because there's nowhere else to look. I'm gaunt. Colourless. 

The living dead. I look like a pine tree, stubbornly inhabiting a place that I'm not supposed to 

inhabit. I take a razor to my face and sacrifice my needles. Now I look like a birch tree too.

White. My room is white. The people are white. All of them. The snow is white. My brown 

sheepskin coat makes me feel like skid mark on pristine enamel.

My curtain only covers half the window. The exposed half frames birch trees peering into my 

room, looking at me curiously, wondering what I want. I don't know what to tell them.

Give it a few months. You'll get used to it.
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I sit on my window sill drinking my imported instant coffee looking at the beautiful forest. And 

it is beautiful. The birch trees have acquired some colour. Leaves have audaciously adorned 

them, but it's a bit like putting make-up on a corpse. 

I had the best Mexican food I have ever eaten last week. Steak fajitas.

Walking outside wearing a t-shirt has never felt like such a privilege.

People sometimes stare at me as I walk past. Why doesn't he have a mullet like every other 

twenty-something male? What's that bit of metal he has in his ear? Why does he wear his 

trousers so low? I scowl, glare at them as if I might bite. Or I smile and chuckle.

Nothing changes here except my mood. Every morning I wake up to the same scenario. It's not 

Siberia that's weird. It's me. It's us. The only difference here is that there's nothing to distract 

you. Your identity becomes a blur, an insignificant detail Tippexed out by the snow. Either that, 

or it thrives. But it's so variable that you realize it's all a load of crap anyway. You exist. That's 

all.

   

Leaving Siberia

But of course, that was all very melodramatic. My taxi came at just the time I had requested 

(about twenty-seven hours earlier than was necessary, just in case a giant squid attacked me en 

route to the station). Two of my flatmates, both from Korea, helped me carry my stuff 

downstairs. Mi-Young, who had become my best friend in Akademgorodok, shed a tear and 

gave me a man hug. I tried to reciprocate, but I couldn't feel anything apart from ecstasy. We 

promised to keep in touch, to meet in the future, all of the usual pointless promises that people 

make when they're parting having spent a concentrated amount of time together. It's just 

protocol.

The journey to the station gave me some time to bid farewell to Novosibirsk, the largest city in 

Siberia. It's fat, smelly, ugly and running out of breath, like a Russian man in his late fifties. 

Despite my desire to move on to a new challenge and to get out of this not-so-pleasant 

environment, part of me didn't want to leave Akademgorodok. It's a feeling that I've become 

familiar with. A sense that you're abandoning those people to whom you have grown attached, 

that you've dipped into their lives, seen what you came to see, and then you up and leave. That 

said, I wasn't about to tell the taxi driver to turn around.

No giant squid, so I arrived at the station with an absurd amount of time to kill. The only 

weapon I had in my arsenal was Agatha Christie's Death on the Nile (I was saving Murder on 

the Orient Express for one of the sleeper trains).    

This leg of my journey, from Novosibirsk to Omsk, would only take about 6 hours. It passed 

quietly in my comfortable first-class armchair. For £16 I rode with Russian businessmen who 

all watched with extreme interest the Italian mafia soap opera that was being shown on the 

plasma TV screens dotted around the carriage. I put on my hat and my hood and slept.
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I arrived at Omsk at around 11pm at night. After some aimless wandering with my I'm-clearly-

not-Russian backpack weighing me down, I found the very well–appointed resting rooms in 

Omsk's new station, where I happily collapsed until 4am, when I had to make my way down to 

the platform to catch the train that would take me to Siberia's old capital, Tobolsk.

I would spend my fifteen hour journey in the company of a gruff but curious forty-something 

policeman, and a typical devushka, a girl in her early twenties with hair died a furious red, and 

long legs propped up on very pointy 5 inch stilts. The girl just wanted to sleep. So did I. But as 

soon as the policeman realized I was a foreigner, a conversation that would last approximately 

fourteen hours and fifty five minutes began.

It was the standard fare: the Soviet Union rocked; the oligarchs are scumbags; Yeltsin was a 

waste of space; Putin is a real man. I nodded, smiled, laughed at the appropriate points, 

ventured an opinion here and there, but quickly realized that Vova the Policeman liked the 

sound of his own voice more than mine. About thirteen hours in, having exhausted politics, 

Vova decided to tell me about the dangers encountered by lone travelers in Russia. Homicidal 

drug addicts, AIDs-ridden girls, dangerous hotels, murderous taxi drivers. The only thing he 

failed to mention was the corrupt police.

I arrived in Tobolsk with a pounding head and a thumping heart. I had heard and read many 

good things about the city. It was apparently “charmingly decrepit”, a beautiful glimpse of pre-

Soviet Russia. I checked into my hotel and washed off the smell of Russian train journeys – 

coal, sweat, beer and cigarette smoke that could only have been expelled by black lungs abused 

by decades of dirt-cheap tobacco.

My first stop in Tobolsk was the city's ancient kremlin. The grass was unruly, the buildings 

covered in scaffolding, in the process of repair. I must have been the only tourist. I wandered 

into the museum, hoping to find something interesting. Having wrapped my shoes in 

elasticated plastic bags (as is the way in Russian museums), I began exploring. I enjoyed an 

interesting exhibition on Siberia's indigenous tribes, forever followed by the 

bored/suspicious/curious eyes of the museum attendants. After about half an hour I was 

abruptly transported into an altogether different exhibition, one on the Decembrists, who had 

been exiled to Tobolsk by the Tsar. A relic of the Soviet Union, this exhibition went to great 

pains to emphasize the link between the Decembrists, considered Russia's original 

revolutionaries, and Aleksandr Pushkin, Russia's greatest poet. Then, with the subtlety of a 

punch in the face, I found myself in the middle of an exhibition entitled “The Secret World of 

Insects”. Feeling slightly baffled, I found a bench outside the kremlin on which I enjoyed a cold 

bottle of ridiculously (though necessarily) strong beer.

Suddenly, the sky turned a Glastonbury grey, and bullets of rain flew out of the clouds. Just as 

the lightning and thunder were warming up in the wings, my grandmother (in north London) 

called me (in the armpit of nowhere). A quick word on my grandmother: she's a little deaf. 

Actually, she's very deaf. Or at least she pretends to be. So our conversation was rather stilted to 

say the least:

“I can't hear you, I'm in the middle of a thunderstorm”.

“You're in the middle of Düsseldorf?”                

“Yes, Gran, I'm in the middle of Düsseldorf”.

“Why are you in Düsseldorf?”

“I'm not actually in…”
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You get the idea. Anyway, after the usual “don't drink too much” lecture, she bade me farewell. 

I spent the rest of my time in Tobolsk looking for my marbles.

The next morning, I began my thirty hour trip to Kazan, a journey which would see me cross the 

Urals and enter the European Territory. From Tobolsk, I traveled for five hours to Tyumen, 

where I spent a few hours in the train station until my next train departed. I took the opportunity 

to get something to eat. The café had a selection of blini (pancakes) with mincemeat. Having 

been back in London for a few weeks, I can now recognize that this might not sound especially 

appetizing, but my taste buds had adjusted. The assistant offered to warm them up for me in the 

microwave, a proposal to which I consented. As I hungrily dug into my nutritious meal, I 

realized that the top half of the pancakes were hot, while their undersides were refreshingly 

cool. For a moment, I wondered what to do with my mincemeat lollies. A few seconds later, I 

stopped caring and challenged my body to deal with these novel delicacies.

Feeling suitably nauseous, I boarded the train to Kazan. The carriage I found myself on was full 

of babies. Loads of them, running around all over the place screaming and shouting. I 

wondered whether I should join them. Deciding I wasn't quite ready to be sectioned, I settled 

into my bunk and fell into a mini-coma, disturbed only by baby screams and baby smells.

Twenty five hours passed quicker than I had expected. I arrived in Kazan, where it was a 

sweltering 35 degrees C, smelling like a nappy and feeling exhausted and ready to jump on the 

nearest plane to anywhere. But as the taxi driver and I approached Kazan's centre, my mood 

quickly lifted. It was simply stunning. Especially to an eye that has only seen birch tree after 

birch tree for the last four months. In so much of Russia, you stop paying attention to 

architecture because all of the buildings are as ugly as each other. You remember a building by 

what's inside it. But in Kazan, such an attitude cannot exist. The white-washed walls of the 

kremlin are immaculate. The blue domes of the mosque are in harmony with the clear blue 

skies. The rivers that divide the city are clean enough for people to bathe in. Suddenly, I 

remembered why I had wanted to travel across Russia  by train.

I spent the next day with my jaw scraping the absurdly clean streets of Kazan, the city where a 

young Lenin went to university (for a while at least – he got kicked out pretty quickly), and 

where Yuri Gagarin lived. Kazan is the capital of the Autonomous republic of Tatarstan, and is 

unique among Russian cities for its sheer ethnic diversity, something I had missed all year.

I spent the afternoon reading and relaxing in the kremlin (a UNESCO World Heritage Site). A 

young Russian boy, Sasha, and a couple of his friends struck up conversation with me. They 

came from a village 20km away from Kazan. Sasha claimed to be nineteen, as he sucked on a 

cigarette and suppressed a cough. There was something very intense about him. The girl sat 

quietly, listening but not contributing. The was dressed almost completely in black and covered 

from head to toe in the heat of the day. The only exposed parts of her body were her forearms, 

where one could clearly see scars of self-harm. The third friend, the leader of the trio, was a 

lethargic guy with flowing locks who would wander off every now and then. We chatted for 

about half an hour, Sasha curiously asking about my life, wondering why I was sat on a wall in 

the middle of Kazan, and quizzing me on London.

Having satisfied his curiosity, I began to probe him. Unusually for a young Russian, he was not 

a student. He said he had done his military service for a couple of years, and then fallen ill and 

therefore could not attend university. I didn't ask him for any details, but after a couple of 

seconds he told me that the sickness he suffered from was called schizophrenia. I nodded, not 

knowing what to say. The conversation moved on to music. A few minutes later, Sasha asked 

me a question I wish he hadn't. He asked for money, and in an instant what had been an 
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interesting chat emerged as something a little more cynical. I didn't have any, so I made my 

excuses and left.

On my way to dinner, I met a man who went by the name Jesus/Isa standing outside 

McDonald's. His mouth was full of gold teeth. He told me to spread the word. I said I just 

wanted a Big Mac.

That night, I boarded the last of my trains – the one that would take me back to St Petersburg, 

the place where I had spent fun and punishing months at the end of the previous year. This final 

leg was to last about twenty-four hours, in the cheapest carriage on the train. There was no air 

conditioning. The windows stayed shut, ostensibly to keep insects out. The smell of the 

disgusting toilets permeated the entire carriage. 

By the time I arrived in St Petersburg, I had bites all over me, I hadn't slept, and I was in 

desperate need of fumigation. But I didn't care. I'd escaped. I spent the week celebrating; my 

liver spent the week crying.   

Veli Aghdiran              

In keeping with the well established tradition of the Elizabethan Union, the 6th 

Form turned out in force on Saturday 15th March this year for the annual clash 

of debating prowess between representatives of the School and of the Old 

Elizabethans.

The motion brought before the House was that “the United Kingdom should 

withdraw from the European Union”. This was proposed for the School with 

commendable skill and strong passion by Promit Anwar and Richard Alam. 

Leading the opposition for the OEs were the far from negligible Christos Karaolis 

and Simon Taghioff. All the lead speakers succeeded in opening up the subject of 

debate and generating a wide variety of contributions from the Floor of the House. 

When the capable chairman for the night, Nicholas Marsh, drew proceedings to a 

close and put the motion to the vote, everyone was on tenterhooks. But the count 

left no margin for error. In the end the motion was comfortably defeated.

All OEs are welcome to these occasions, so keep an eye on the web-site for the date 

and details of the next dinner debate in Spring 2009. 

Ken Cooper

The 43rd 
Annual Dinner Debate
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Reflection on the past year provides grounds for celebration of past achievements  and 

confidence in the future.  In the autumn term Queen Elizabeth's was declared “Sunday Times 

State School of the Year”, and Oxbridge Colleges offered  places to a  record 38 senior boys.   

In the spring term  OFSTED  judged the school to be “Outstanding” against all 26 of their 

criteria. The school is now virtually unique in having four consecutive “Outstanding” 

OFSTED reports covering 15 years.  More recently the School also achieved a glowing report 

as part of its fourth Investors in People accreditation  and the  DCSF  awarded the School  

“High Performing Specialist School” status and reaccredited us as a Specialist Music College 

until our next OFSTED. This unique combination of accolades  reflects the scope and quality 

of the myriad activities that have occurred throughout the year.  This has been splendid year 

and the last in the School Development Plan for 2004-8.  It has also been a year of  

consultation, and deliberation leading to the formulation of ambitious, new  future priorities 

for the school and its composite departments.  In the coming academic year, after the 

Governors have approved  the School's strategic plan for 2008-12, we shall turn our attention 

to realising these new  priorities. Our overriding objective is to make Queen Elizabeth's an 

even better school.

The School's achievements are of course synonymous with those of our pupils. Since I last 

wrote  our boys have accomplished a plethora of achievements across a range of  activities in 

and beyond the classroom. Details of these are available on the School's website 

(www.qebarnet.co.uk). However, four images endure that  reaffirm the boys' capacity to 

surpass themselves. One such  image is that of our formidable Sixth Form debaters  

articulating refined arguments with wit and panache.  Our senior debaters have acquitted 

themselves impressively as members of the team selected to  represent the UK at the 

International Forum of the European Youth Parliament in Istanbul and as individuals 

presenting as main- or floor speakers at the Elizabethan Union's 43rd Annual Dinner Debate.  A 

second  image is that of our  fiercely competitive U14 and U16 teams giving their all on the 

rugby pitch.  Our 33rd annual “QE Sevens” is a rugby extravaganza of national standing. The 

boys more than held their own; the U16s winning through to the semi finals in a knock-out 

competition involving 32 serious rugby-playing schools from near and far.  Our accomplished 

musicians across the age range clearly enjoying performing with great skill provide a third 

enduring image.   Unprecedentedly high standards of musicianship prevailed at the Jazz and 

Leavers' Concerts as various ensembles, bands and orchestras performed with passion, 

accuracy and character.  Another image is that of silent, engrossed individuals sitting deep in 

thought during a season when nearly 800  boys sit over 10,000 KS3, GCSE, AS and A Level 

examinations. Nearly 70% of Year 13 take at least 4 A Levels.  All have offers of places at good 

universities, the great majority at Russell Group universities.   Indeed, Professor Sir Colin 

Campbell, Vice Chancellor of Nottingham University, our Guest of Honour at the Senior 

Awards Evening expressed genuine admiration for the 71 boys who won awards  as 

outstanding musicians, artists, sportsmen, scholars and the most public-spirited of leaders.    

Sir Colin told me that Nottingham hoped to continue to attract the unusually high number of 

very good quality applicants from the School each year. 

It is, of course, their rounded development that makes our boys so attractive to top flight 

universities.     The images of accomplished debaters, sportsmen, musicians and academics are 
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best understood in the context of boys happily engaged in their everyday activities.  My study 

abuts Stapylton field which provides a most agreeable backdrop of  the daily sights and sounds 

of  scores of cheerful boys  busy playing rugby, cricket or tennis.  On my daily rounds I see 

much that I wish I could share with you.  The relaxed manner in which our boys have  adapted 

their complex break-time games in crowded, shared playgrounds while construction work on 

the hall  is in progress, testifies to the harmonious and easy interactions that  are the norm. 

Today I watched a group of Year 8 friends kitted out for a PE run, emerge from the changing 

rooms with lots of the customary chat, banter and laughter.    It had been raining heavily, so as 

one might expect from 13 year old boys, they decided to negotiate a large puddle by cheerfully 

jogging through it.  One poor chap lost a trainer in the process which to the merriment of all 

resulted in a wet sock. Laughing together in a spirit of camaraderie, the trainer was retrieved 

and they were off on their run.  Everyday moments like these speak volumes for it is these 

normal, healthy social interactions that are the bedrock of young peoples' rounded 

development.  

The boys' extraordinary  achievements also result from the extent to which common values 

bind the school, parents, boys and very many old boys in a unity of purpose and our mission 

that focuses on  producing confident, able and responsible young men. We all subscribe to the 

concept of building character and striving for excellence, but this is very different to the win-at-

all-costs culture that pervades so many walks of life today. We should guard against this as it 

does little for the rounded development of individuals.  Indeed, it can take a huge toll.  A 

sporting culture that promotes winning-at-all-costs risks the use of violence, dishonesty and  

performance enhancing drugs. Disillusion inevitably creeps in.  Similarly, when  parents adopt 

a win-at-all-costs approach to academic performance they confuse their child with his 

academic performance.  A boy in this situation knows intuitively that he can no longer gain his 

parents' approval without placing inordinate pressure on himself to win academic success. A 

win-at-all-cost addiction to  academic success sets in with a boy believing himself to be 

worthless if he fails to achieve top grades in all subjects in every  examination or win a place at 

Oxbridge.   This places a boy's self esteem at risk or worse. The antidote to all this is of course  

loving parents working supportively together with teachers who are generous of spirit, to give 

effect to our mission and common values.  We must promote a love of learning for its own sake. 

Whilst, of course, encouraging boys to play to win, we must ensure that they also enjoy the 

fulfilment of  courageous and passionate engagement and the thrill of being part of a team 

irrespective of outcome. In doing so we promote a culture that recognises achievement and 

lavishes praise on boys where it is due, that encourages them to assume increasing 

responsibility, and above all that values the nurturing of happy, well rounded young men.  Boys 

thrive in such a milieu.  They develop the confidence to reach their own conclusions and deeper 

commitments that result in them achieving more consistently at higher levels than they ever 

could out of  shallow win-at-all-costs compulsion.

Press coverage about the pros and cons of league tables and the Government's new Diplomas 

have been persistent and somewhat bewildering. I should make the  School's position clear.  

We consider league tables to be a useful indicator of schools' performance provided those 

tables compare like with like. They will soon no longer do this.  A levels, the Baccalaureate, the 

new Pre U and the Government's new Diplomas are very different entities and can only be 

compared with each other by allocating arbitrary values to each. For example, the Government 

believes: that an A grade at A level physics is worth 270 points and that an NVQ in drink 

dispensing systems is worth 480 points; that a Diploma in say Hair and Beauty is of similar 

value to three A Levels. What we face is the prospect of league tables that not only compare 

entities as different as apples and pears, but also  grossly inflate  the value of one over the other.  

League tables based on such anomalies are designed to promote and give credibility to new 

Diploma courses. 
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the idea of mixing the academic and vocational and of bringing training into the classroom.  

Close inspection reveals that the vocational courses contain little workplace experience and so 

are not truly vocational and that the content of the forthcoming Diplomas in languages, 

humanities and sciences are likely to be insufficiently academic to  impress admissions tutors 

at top flight universities.  We have seen it all before as we have the unfortunate consequences.  

A one-size-fits-all approach which is neither truly vocational or academic fails children suited 

to vocational courses as well as those at the top of the ability range.   The current paucity of 

credible vocational options results in half the national cohort failing to achieve 5 good GCSEs 

and less than a quarter if you include maths, science and a language.  Simultaneously few 

academically able children fail to achieve A's or A*s in most  subjects.   Recent national 

statistical evidence confirms the consequences: a lower percentage of pupils from state schools 

will go to top flight universities this year and there is an unprecedented number of university 

dropouts. The independent schools information service reports that the record number of 

applications for places in private schools from September  is due to  uncertainty over diplomas, 

marginalisation of maths, science and foreign languages in state schools. We will not allow our 

boys to be used as guinea pigs in an educational  experiment.  We know that they thrive on the 

most challenging of academic subjects as required by top universities.

My colleagues, the boys and I are immensely grateful for the continued support of parents and 

old boys for the Friends of Queen Elizabeth's (FQE) over the past year.  The Forty Society has 

continued to contribute most generously towards the Shearly Hall. Because of  support like this 

we were able to open a new physics laboratory at the start of the academic year and forge ahead 

with the construction of the new multi purpose Shearly Hall.  The outer shell, comprising walls 

and roof, is complete.  We will commission interior work as finances permit, but our ambition 

is to have the entire project complete for next summer. It will, like the new pool, be a very high 

quality and rather unique facility. As an auditorium with partially raked seating for 800 and  

refined acoustics, it will provide a superb facility for  high quality musical recordings, 

performances and school  assemblies. It will incorporate a school shop and second tuck shop 

servery,  provide a substantial exams venue and accommodate   3 badminton courts  and 12 

table tennis tables.  The new hall marks another substantial investment in our provision for the 

boys' rounded development.  It will impact profoundly on the quality of  their educational 

experience as well as the efficiency  of school operations.  

We bid fond farewell to Year 13.  Our sadness at their departure is offset by the deep 

professional pride my colleagues and I derive from their seven-year development into 

thoroughly decent young men of great potential, ready and prepared for life after school.  The 

cycle moves inexorably on and we turn our attention to the new cohort of young Elizabethans 

who start in Year 7 in September. 

It is always good to see old Elizabethans at formal occasions.  It has also  been a particular 

pleasure for me welcome old boys on visits to the School, some from afar who have not been 

back for decades.    You are always very welcome here.

With my best wishes

John Marincowitz
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past v present 
cricket match

The omens were positive enough… The weather was set fair, the sun shone in a largely 

cloudless sky and there was none of last year's nervous thoughts of rain as the Past side formed 

up on Stapylton. A whisper had passed round of the School's frailty during the current season, it 

was clearly now or never for the Past. Only the half smile playing on the lips of Sports Master 

Mark Peplow gave any reason for doubt.

Following tradition – whereby a double headed coin appears virtually for a matter of seconds - 

the Past were given the honour, and elected to bat. They were soon ruing this decision as first 

Tony Johnson and Utsaf Patel were dismissed, the former being bowled through the gate with a 

ripper from Suthar, the latter  being very impressively caught in the slips by Premal off N Shah. 

The Past were reeling at 2 for 2…

This brought Stuart Gwinnett and Peter Bush to the wicket. Recognizing Bush, the School 

fielders dropped off a few yards but were soon retrieving the ball from the cover and long off 

boundaries. Gwinnett found Suthar difficult at first but gratefully started to plunder runs when 

he was withdrawn for an enforced rest. Things were looking up, and memories of a fine stand 

between the two the previous year was improving the mood of the watching Past XI. Peter 

dashed these with an expansive back foot drive edged down onto his stumps. Once again the 

Past had to rebuild. Yash Zaveri strode to the wicket and took the game back to the School XI, 

with impressive leg side hitting and a solid defense. At the other end Stuart was dictating play 

and rotating the strike with singles and the occasional well struck boundary. 

The score was 155 before another wicket fell, and not before both had reached very 

commendable half centuries. Zaveri it was who, having overtaken Gwinnett, holed out to cover 

on 66 after one too many lofted drives. Gwinnett continued to score well until he was bowled 

for a valuable 62. This change brought Rohit Pindoria and Nick Jones to the crease. Pindoria 

made a quick-fire 23 before falling to Premal, Jones was joined by Ed Hughes and the pair 

added a further 10 before and briefly after the usual very tasty tea in the Parlour. The Past had 

accumulated 205 for the loss of 6 wickets and were rightly pleased with their endeavours. 

No-one saw the assassin's smile on the face of Head of Sport Tim Bennett as the School 

batsmen took to the field. Goodman and Karkhanis opened the batting in aggressive fashion 

sending the sated Past fieldsmen chasing after balls that inevitably beat them to the boundary. 

Captain Norris preferred an attacking field in support of lively bowling from Richard Wells and 

Nick Jones but was soon forced to rethink as the School passed fifty without losing a wicket. 

Indeed the score had swiftly moved into the 70s before first Goodman and then Karkhanis were 

removed by Jones. The Past were lifted by this double breakthrough, bringing captain Omair 

Ahmed to the crease. Together with his partner Scutt they soon retook the initiative scoring 

heavily off the impressive and hard working Killan Shah and the luckless Wells. The score 

board read 151 (made in worrying quick time) before Scutt was eventually removed by Shah 

who deserved his wicket for some tidy bowling. By this time the School had the Past target in 

their sights and still had wickets in hand. Ahmed continued to batter aerial boundaries and with 

the competent support of N Shah, the School romped home with 3 overs to spare.

The Past had come closer this year but have yet to break their duck against an all conquering 

School side. Based on information gained later at The Arkley the prospects for the future are 

not bright either and Captain Norris was left to ponder tactics and the possibility of IPL-style 

overseas involvement if only he can get the Treasurer to part with the cash.

Daren Norris
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The OE Forty Society held its Spring Luncheon on Thursday 17th April at the OE (Barnet) 

Memorial Pavilion. The refurbishment of the Club House was in progress and on this occasion 

we were a little cramped but nevertheless a total of 57 members and guests enjoyed an excellent 

meal and wine. 

Those attending were:-

T Adams F Fuller R E Jones M Slough

M W Back C St J Gates A King A Solomon

J Barnfather C Gibbens A Lane W Storey

G Birch F Green A Maclachlan C Swann

P Bolton P Gugenheim J McKean M Swinn

M Bullett R Hagger A Morris A Thompson

J Chapman T Herbert P Newell R Thorogood

D Christie J Hobson J Olney J Todd

R Claridge K Hopkins R Paget R White

C Dickman I Jackson R Parker J Winchester

P Douglas K Jackson R Pate M Woolf

D Fairhurst D Jenkins D Ridler

J Fitkin R Johnson P Roethenbaugh Guests

P Flanagan B Jones C Saunders E Parker

M Francis G Jones G D Scott J Marincowitz

Apologies for absence were received from 28 members.

After an entertaining talk from the Headmaster, the Annual General Meeting was held. 

Treasurer Bob Parker presented the accounts which were accepted by the meeting. 

The election of officers resulted in the re-election of:-

Bob Parker Treasurer

Jim Winchester Secretary

Keith Jackson Committee Member

The next lunch will be held on Thursday 23rd October 2008.  

Book early!

An invitation form is included in this issue of The Elizabethan. 

Jim Winchester  

O.E.Forty society
Hon. Secretary: J E Winchester
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Hon. Secretary:  Bob Paget
1 Fairlawns, 11 Capel Road, East Barnet, Herts. EN4 8JD

Tel:  020 8440 5426      e-mail: OE200club@aol.com 

O.E. 200 club

The Club's 2008 FOUNDERS DAY PRIZE DRAW was held at the School on 21 June and the 

five winners of £25 each were:

Sarah Brannon

Ian Jackson

Don Christie

Rory White

Ron Peirce

The 2008 CHRISTMAS DRAW for six cash prizes totalling £600 will take place in early 

December. 

For some 30 years the 200 Club has provided valuable financial support to the Association 

(Gypsy Corner) and the School. This year to date we have donated £2000 towards the cost of 

the School's new Shearly Hall. We depend upon subscriptions from our members and we 

would ask any OE or Friend of Queen Elizabeth's who is not yet a member to consider joining 

us. All you need to do is complete the mandate below and return it to me at the above address.

Bob Paget

To: ............................................................................

........................................................................................................................................

.............................................................................................  Post code.........................

Re: Account No: ..................................  Account Name: ..............................................

On the first day of ................................ 2008 and on the same date annually thereafter 
until further notice, please pay the sum of £12.00 (twelve pounds only) by Standing 
Order to the following account:

Barclays Bank plc, 
Whetstone & Finchley Business Centre, 1250 High Road, Whetstone, London N20 0PB
Sort Code: 20-95-61                         
Account No. 50088366                       
Account Name: Old Elizabethans 200 Club                                                     
Quoting ref. no ……….....……….. (please leave blank)

Signed: ...................................................................................  Date: ………................

Name: ............................................................................................................................
(in capitals) 

(name and address of bank or building society)

O.E. 200 club 
standing order mandate
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Captain: Ian Slade, 
199 Durham Road, Stevenage, Herts SG1 4JP 
(Tel. 01438 722980)

Hon. Sec: Bruno Gardner, 
1 The Boltons, South Wootton, Norfolk, PE30 3NQ 

(Tel. 01553 673452)

O.E. Golf society

All of us in the Golf Society were shocked and saddened to hear of the death of Eddy Pratt, on 

8th March. He was a loyal supporter of the Golf Society, and always brightened up the day with 

his presence. It is a fitting tribute to him that so many people attended his funeral. More about 

his life appears elsewhere in this edition.

There is one meeting to report on so far this year.

Our Spring Meeting was held at Letchworth G.C. on 29th May. On a lovely late spring 

morning, nineteen members gathered to play for the Captain's Cup. The previous few days had 

seen heavy rain, and the fixture was in doubt right up to the last minute, but we found the course 

in very good condition. Scoring was not easy, as shown by the results. Pete Mackay won the 

competition with 33 points, The Hon Sec was second with 32 points on a count back from 

David Leake. It was very nice to welcome David Clark and Phil Shearly for the first time.

After lunch, we played greensome foursomes. Unfortunately, the weather deteriorated during 

the afternoon, with persistent rain, which curtailed several rounds. The winners, with 38 points 

were Richard Newton and Pete Mackay, from Alan Lambert and Phil Shearly with 32 points.

The committee thought it only fair to cut Pete Mackay by 2 shots to a 16 handicap for winning 

in the morning and afternoon.  

We now turn our attention to the Autumn Meeting, Guest Day, again being held at Old Fold 

G.C., which of course was where Eddy played. We are hopeful of a good turnout in his memory, 

with plenty of guests to help swell the numbers. Anyone wishing to play can give the Captain, 

Charlie Eggington, Bruno Gardner or myself a ring.

Hopefully, by the time we meet, arrangements will be in place for next year's Spring Meeting.

I look forward to seeing you all again in October.

Best wishes,

Ian Slade, July 2008
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President OECC Mark Chenery (1973/1980) 
Mark.Chenery1@ntlworld.com

O.E. cricket club

As our season enters the home run, all our three XIs find themselves out of the running for 

promotion, but all should secure sufficient points for another season in their respective 

divisions. They are 11th of 20, 13th of 20 and 10th of 18 as follows;

Division 5 Pld W D L Ab Bat Bowl Pts

Old Elizabethans 14 4 5 4 1 43 47 215

Division 10 Pld W D L Ab Bat Bowl Pts

Old Elizabethans II 14 4 1 6 3 16 35 201

Division 13 Pld W D L Ab Bat Bowl Pts

Old Elizabethans III 13 4 1 8 0 18 44 182

Sunday and Colts cricket continues to flourish. Our Under 15 XI won their Middlesex League 

this season. Congratulations to all involved. Colts membership remains high with over 75 

registered players spread between the under 11, 13 and 15 age groups.

Despite the good weather Founder's Sunday saw another disappointing crowd gather to 

witness the annual 6-a-side tournament.  

The ground has also been used to host the Eric Shearly Cup which is played for by Barnet 

Junior Schools, a cricket Coaching Week in July, Old Hendon C.C.'s 100th anniversary 

celebration and a QE School tournament which was sadly ruined by the weather. 

Off the field Peter Goring led a NatWest Cricket Force weekend at which extensive external 

and internal improvements were carried out. This included a new floor in the dining hall, a new 

low level ceiling in the bar, refurbished toilets, decorated changing rooms and an extended new 

patio. 

The cricket club membership is most grateful to the Association for its contribution toward the 

OEPFC costs.

Our Clubmark application is due to be submitted to and considered by the Middlesex County 

Cricket board this autumn. A successful application will open the way to grant funding which 

we wish to access to further improve our facilities.

Once again my thanks to those of you who generously support us. The continued support of our 

VPs and the wider Association membership is essential as we continue to develop the War 

Memorial Pavilion and ground.

As always we look forward to seeing more of you next season.

Regards,

Mark Chenery
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Hon Secretary: Nigel Moore, 
49 Garthland Drive, Arkley, Herts EN5 3BD   Tel: 020 8441 7534; 

(email: njlmoore007@yahoo.co.uk;  Club website: www.barnetrfc.com)

Barnet Elizabethans 
Rugby club

This pre-season report will start with a round-up of events from last season, starting with the 

final analysis of the Season teams results:

1st XV: played 22; won 10; drew 0; lost 12; points for 402; points against 367

2nd XV: played 17; won 7; drew 0; lost 10; points for 225; points against 546

3rd XV: played 14; won 10; drew 0; lost 4; points for 353; points against 157

With only 47 senior matches played (many cancelled by opposition at late notice), this is 

possibly the lowest number of matches played for many years. However, there were two late 

season successes: the Veteran's XV won the Sabbath Cup for the over 35s which means that the 

Club will host next year's Cup, late in the season. The 3rd XV won the Merit Table Plate 

Competition.

The Mini & Junior Section had a very busy season including end of season tours, including 

Capdenac near Toulouse where the local newspaper headline was "900 jeunes sur les terrains" 

which, with apologies to the QE French Dept could be translated to "The BE boys are on the p... 

again". There had been an earlier tour to Limerick for the U13s. Many of the Mini and Junior 

players are future senior players for many years to come. The Ladies Section is also thriving 

including many league games and all augurs well for the new season.

If your name is John, please avoid the next section: the Club has lost three of its leading 

members in the last quarter of the season including JOHN FULLER (more elsewhere in this 

magazine), JOHN MACFARLANE, ex County President as well as former Club President 

(and many other positions beside including chief organiser of the Barnet Carnival for over 40 

years) and JOHN SHARP whom many OE's will have played with/against whilst he also ran a 

number of pubs and establishments both in London and in the country. We also mourned the 

death of JOHN CREASEY (Hertford RFC but known by all in the rugby circle).

Off the field, a very successful Summer Ball was held in June in a marquee at Byng Road and 

this proved a very enjoyable and profitable evening. Many thanks are due to Julie Hexter, wife 

of MARK HEXTER (OE). Fading memories include SHAUN HARRIS (ex OEFC) singing 

and imitating Tom Jones' "Please Release Me" - I wish someone had !

At the May AGM, PETER MOULTON was elected 1st XV Captain and thanks are due to 

MIKE HEALY who performed well as the outgoing Captain.

The Club has now signed its long new lease with Barnet Council for a 125 year term at Byng 

Road (I know this will disappoint, further, the diehard OEs who wanted rugby back at Gipsy 

Corner). A host of fund raising is in hand. New members, playing and social, are always 

welcome so please contact me below.

Now to the new season.....
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the dates for the 1st XV league fixtures (all in London Four North West) are as follows:

13th Sept. HOME to Chiswick

20th Sept. AWAY to Hitchin

27th Sept. HOME to Haringey

 4th  Oct. AWAY to Datchworth

11th Oct. HOME to Old Hamptonians

25th Oct. AWAY to Old Merchant Taylors

 1st Nov. HOME to Hemel Hempstead

 8th Nov. HOME to Old Ashmoleans

15th Nov. AWAY to Harrow

29th Nov. HOME to Fullerians

 6th Dec. AWAY to Bank of England

In addition, RFU Junior Vase Cup HOME to Colchester on Saturday 6th September.

A full fixture list, with other details, will be sent to all members just before the start of the 

season. If you do not have yours, contact me (as well as paying appropriate membership fee).

A list of social events is included in the Diary (see elsewhere).

Peter Yates (1967074)

Woodlands, 19 Homefield Road, Ware, SG12 7NG

01920 484382 07956 115392 peter_mary_@BT internet.com

20th Dec. HOME to Harrow

10th Jan. AWAY to Old Ashmoleans

24th Jan. AWAY to Hemel Hempsead

31st Jan. HOME to Old Merchant Taylors

14th Feb. AWAY to Old Hamptonians

21st Feb. HOME to Datchworth

 7th Mar. AWAY to Haringey

14th Mar. HOME to Hitchin

28th Mar. AWAY to Chiswick

 4th Apr. HOME to Bank of England

18th Apr. AWAY to Fullerians

O.E. lodge
province of hertfordshire

Once again the OE Lodge has had a very successful year and we would encourage more OEs to 

join and carry on Lodge precepts.   

On a personal level I am being promoted within the Province of Hertfordshire to an active rank 

(probably won't mean much to a non mason, but it is very prestigious).  I am only the second 

member of the Lodge to get an active rank since it's consecration in 1964.  

We look forward to seeing and welcoming you in the coming months.

Simon Lincoln

Simon Lincoln 
59 West End Lane, Barnet, Herts EN5 2SB, 0208 449 7965 or 07957 170 630, stlincoln@talktalk.net
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Brian John Fuller
QE 1931-37

Dad was born at 148 High Street Barnet on 6 July 1920.  He was the second son of Ben and 

Amy Fuller (Fred being the oldest and Len the youngest). His father Ben Fuller eventually 

became Mayor of Barnet. In those days 148 High Street was Pulhams the butchers and Ben 

Fuller was the manager. It's a pub now.

Dad attended Christ Church School which was in Byng Road, and then went on to QE. When 

he started at the School he was a contemporary of Eric Shearly and began his school life in the 

old School in Wood Street. Uncle Fred used to complain that Dad always made him late in the 

morning - quite a feat since they only lived about 300 yards away! Dad used to tell the tale that 

he did try the excuse that his father's car wouldn't start.  Needless to say the Headmaster didn't 

consider this a reasonable excuse. (Caned!) Dad was one of the junior boys lining the drive 

when the King opened the new School in Queens Road. His school career as a member of 

Broughton House was academically undistinguished and his father had to pay fees for him to 

attend - however, we know that he was a keen sportsman. He played cricket, rugby and 

athletics. He was one of the boys that picked stones from Stapylton field rather than doing 

Maths. 

Dad used to say that his schooling was curtailed by his father one morning when he informed 

Dad that he wasn't paying for him to “lie in bed and just play rugby any more”. He was 

unceremoniously told to report to the manager of the Barnet Gas Light and Coke Company 

where his dad had arranged a job for him. Dad was a member of the Methodist Church in Barnet 

playing sport for the church and being active in activities such as cycling.  He used to think 

nothing of cycling over to Maidenhead to see some of his relations…Dad always said that his 

main claim to fame was that he refused to sign the Pledge since he did not feel that he could 

adhere to it. In this he was most certainly correct!

Dad's Gas Board career started in 1938 at New Barnet Gas Works where he was an apprentice 

working in all of the departments.  He told me that during this time he luckily survived an 

explosion when the water gas plant blew up. He got away with slightly burned ankles and no 

eyebrows! At the outbreak of war he was one of the original "Dads Army" volunteers joining 

the LDV, and guarding the gas works with one rifle and five rounds of ammunition between 

them. He also did his turn at fire watching, dealing with a number of incendiary bombs which 

fell on the works.

He volunteered to join the Navy and trained at Chatham. In 1941 he was drafted to serve on 

HMS Cornwall, a county class cruiser, and finally joined it in South Africa. The Cornwall had 

been based on the China Station at the outbreak of the war and was used as an escort for 

convoys between the Red Sea, South Africa, India, Ceylon and Northern Australia. He was on 

board when the Cornwall found the German commerce raider HK Pinguin and sank it. On the 5 

April 1942 the Cornwall and Dorsetshire were travelling in company between Ceylon and 

Addu Atoll when Japanese naval aircraft caught and sunk them. Dad spent over 30 hours in the 

water and was eventually picked up by HMS Enterprise.  The survivors were landed at 

Simonstown in South Africa and he then spent over a year serving on shore bases and ships, 

including HMS Resolution, travelling between Mombassa, Durban and Cape Town. He 

returned home in November 1944 on HMS Revenge. By this time he was a Leading Supply 

Assistant. On his return home he was posted to HMS Cochrane, at the shore base at Rosyth.  He 

stayed there until he was de-mobbed in 1946.
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Whilst at Cochrane he met a Wren who worked in supply as did Dad.  She was, of course, 

Frances Davidson whom he married in June 1947 at Cramlington, Northumberland. Mum 

has never been allowed to forget that she booked Dad and the OE wedding party into the 

Temperance hotel in Newcastle! His best man was Jack Parsley.

After the war Dad returned to work in the gas industry, initially back with the Barnet Gas 

Light and Coke Company until nationalization.  He eventually became Assistant Works 

Engineer at New Southgate gasworks and was then appointed to Safety Officer for the 

Eastern Gas Board. At first he did this on his own but as time passed his department grew 

considerably until he retired in 1980. Whilst with the Gas Board he played cricket and bowls 

for the Gas Club and also took part in their amateur dramatics productions as the lighting 

technician (following a Fuller tradition begun whilst at school in the 30's).

In addition to his interests in the OEs he also was on the Air Training Corps Civilian and 

Welfare Committee for 1374 East Barnet Squadron for 23 years.  He played a leading role in 

the HMS Cornwall Association and was President of Hertfordshire RFU for two years. He 

was also active within the Herts Referees. Mum and Dad ran the Herts fixture exchange for 

15 years.

Dad started playing for the OEs as soon as he left School in the early days of the Club with 

Bernard White and Jack Parsley. Games were initially played at Oakhill Park, East Barnet 

and tea was taken at a local pub. Dad even played for them during the war when home on 

leave. After the War he helped build the clubhouse and the extension. Needless to say that 

some of the tradesmen came from the gasworks. During his time he held most of the Club 

posts and started one of the most successful societies within the OEs 

- The Forty Society. He was a director of the Playing Field Company 

until quite recently. Dad was infamous for being late for Sunday 

lunch as a result of propping the bar up at Gypsy Corner. When 

Mum rang the message was always 'He says he's just left'!!  

Occasionally, of course, he HAD just left and that really upset Mum 

because the dinner wasn't ready when he turned up on time. He liked 

to catch her out now and again.

Dad was proud to see John, his oldest grandson, attend QE Boys like 

David and his cousin Edwin before him, and to see his daughter in 

law Carol teaching English there from 1989-94. Mum and Dad 

celebrated their diamond wedding anniversary last year.

He died on February 12th 2008 in Barnet General Hospital after a 

short illness. His funeral at Barnet Church was very well attended 

and the tributes to him were much appreciated by his family. Just 

after Dad's funeral Frances was admitted to hospital to have a hip 

replacement operation and after a period of recuperation she has 

now moved to a retirement home at Kirk Hammerton in North 

Yorkshire near to David and Carol and the grandchildren.

We, the family, would like to extend our grateful thanks to all those OEs who have helped 

Mum and Dad in the last few years, particularly during their periods in hospital during Dad's 

final illness and following Mum's hip operation.                                 

 David and Carol Fuller
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Richard Beacham OBE. JP. 
QE 1950 – 1957 

Richard died on the 18th June following a long illness. He was School Captain in 1956/7. After 

school he was called up for National Service and was commissioned into the 2nd 6th Gurkhas. 

He saw active service in Malaya during the Emergency for which he was decorated.

Richard went on to read law at Nottingham University and then joined the Commonwealth 

Development Corporation (CDC). He worked for CDC all over the world for some 40 years 

rising to the position of Regional Controller South East Asia before returning to the UK in 1991 

to supervise CDC projects in East Africa, the South Pacific and South America. One of the 

highlights of his career was the development of the Papua New Guinea Palm Oil project for 

which he was awarded the OBE.

After retirement Richard became a Justice of the Peace and served on the bench for a number of 

years.

As a young man he was an enthusiastic member of the Scout movement, becoming a Queen's 

Scout which no doubt contributed to his life long love of the outdoors. As recently as 2001 he 

was trekking in the Himalayas.

Richard was from an early age a natural leader; utterly 

reliable, enthusiastic, adventurous and above all an 

inspiration to his family and friends. He bore his illness 

with great fortitude but was at the end a shadow of the 

vigorous man we all knew and admired.

Richard is survived by his wife Judith, his sons Justin 

and Nigel and their families and his sisters Diana, 

Stephanie and Jenny.

Michael Woolf 

Eddy Pratt
QE 1956-62

Eddy Pratt, who has died aged 62, was one of the many children to benefit from the changes in 

post war Britain. In the 1950s he passed the 11+ examination which gave him the opportunity 

to go to QE. Academic achievement was important under the guidance of headmaster, Ernest 

Jenkins, but sporting activities also played a huge part in school life. For a bright boy, like 

Eddy, with a strong love of sport, QE was the ideal place to be.  The main games were rugby 

(still called football at the School in 1956), cricket and athletics. Many boys were talented 

footballers of the round ball version too.  They continued to play soccer at Barnet Playing 

Fields, often competitively despite strong official discouragement from the School.

Eddy entered QE in September 1956 in 1A as a member of Broughton House.  He was one of 

the boys involved in the large underground football movement (playing up front - we would 

Richard in discussion with a former Gurkha 
while trekking in the Himalayas
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have called that centre or inside forward in those days).  He was a decent rugby player too with 

good hands and an excellent boot, which often made up for any defensive frailties.  However, 

his best sport was cricket.  Eddy was a genuinely quick and accurate bowler. Together with 

another Broughton boy, Bob Hungate, they formed a truly fearsome opening attack in the colts, 

not to mention house matches.  Here are some of the figures from the summer of 1960 – v St 

Georges (Pratt 5 for 11, Hungate 5 for 7), v Royal Masonic (Pratt 6 for 28, Hungate 3 for 17), 

Broughton v Harrison in the Junior House Cup (Pratt 6 for 8).

Unfortunately we never saw what Eddy might have achieved in the 1st XI because he chose to 

leave school in April 1962.  His early career was spent working at Center-File in Information 

Technology, then an industry in its infancy.  His natural sales ability and communication skills 

led him into the marketing and publicity side of the business, working for NatWest with 

Lombard Tricity Finance. In 1990 he decided to set up his own marketing and PR company.

In 1964 Eddy married Pippa Harrison.  They had five children; two boys, Giles and Jason (both 

OEs) and three girls, Piji, Kate and Gemma.  They lived in Barnet. Indeed a feature of Eddy's 

life was a deep and strong attachment to Barnet, where he had spent virtually his whole life.  He 

became a regular at Gypsy Corner, playing rugby in the winter and cricket in the summer.  He 

usually played fly half in the A XV where his accurate kicking won many games.  Towards the 

end of his rugby playing days he once appeared in the same OE XV as his two sons, Giles and 

Jason. Cricket remained his best sport and over many years he took hundreds of wickets, 

opening the bowling for the OEs, slowing down to medium pace after his youthful tearaway 

days.  Statistics are hard to find but here are some from the summer of 1965 when Eddy was a 

young man of 20:-

Overs Maidens Runs Wickets Average

OE 2nd XI 332 86 782 106 7.38 

OE 1st XI 117 28 334 23 14.52

That year against Barnet CC Eddy took all 10 wickets for 8 

runs, a remarkable feat at any time or level.  In the opinion of 

many, he could have been a successful bowler at a higher level 

had he so chosen.  However, his heart and attachment, 

particularly with a large young family, were to Barnet and the 

OEs. In his late 30's, Eddy took up golf and quickly became an 

accomplished single figure handicapper, playing off 6 most of 

the time.  In 2002/03 he was club captain at Old Fold Manor 

Golf Club, winning the senior championship in consecutive 

years, in 2001 and 2002.

Eddy was a lifelong supporter and follower of Arsenal, 

becoming a regular contributor to one of their fanzines, 

Highbury High.  Indeed, he was a gifted writer.  Anyone 

brought up on Oliphant, as we were at QE in the 1950s, would 

have impeccable grammar, but to this he could add creativity 

and humour.  He achieved the highest mark in the country for his English O level exam and the 

school suggested he continue his studies or at least join the local newspaper as a reporter. For 

over 20 years he was one of a group of OEs who went on an annual golf tour and he 

immediately volunteered to produce a chronicle of the tour's incidents and events.  It remains a 

The Scourge  of Gypsy Corner

Eddy as Old Fold 
Golf Club Captain
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fine example of his ability to observe life in a unique and humorous way and then to express 

those observations in writing - a gift that eludes most people.

In his early 40's he met Janet Percival who later became his wife. They were inseparable.  Not 

only did they set up home in Barnet (of course), they also worked together, played golf and 

shared a love of Arsenal.  By this time Eddy's career had moved into journalism and PR.  As an 

expert in marketing techniques, he wrote for numerous trade journals and consumer magazines 

specialising in the electrical, finance and insurance sectors.  His gregarious personality led him 

naturally to PR.  He worked for many years as consultant to Domestic & General and Black 

Horse Retail Finance, among many other companies.  

Eddy was diagnosed with prostate cancer in 2004.  Many of us were unaware of the brave battle 

he was fighting and of the burden borne stoically by his children and in particular Janet, who 

nursed him to the end.  For most, therefore, it was a great shock to hear he had died on 8th 

March 2008.  His funeral took place at St John the Baptist, (the Founder's Day church) which 

was packed with several hundred family and friends, including his 11 grandchildren.  

Afterwards they gathered at Old Fold Manor GC to reminisce.  Among the mourners was 

Simon Barnes, chief sports writer for The Times, an old drinking and cricketing buddy who had 

written about Eddy in his column before the funeral, re-telling a few stories they'd shared over 

the years discussing sport.

As a tribute to Eddy's passion for sport, his attachment to Barnet and his enthusiasm for youth, 

Janet, with the support of his children, has established a charity, The Eddy Pratt Sports 

Foundation, to help boys and girls in the Barnet area develop their sporting interests – 

sponsoring for example young golfers to buy their first clubs or buy a team strip for a Barnet 

under 11s side.  So far over £5000 has been raised. Anyone interested in helping with this 

charity or making a donation should contact Janet Pratt on 020 8449 1480 or email 

redredoffice@aol.com. The website is currently being developed and can be found at 

www.eddyprattsportsfoundation.co.uk.

There will also be a memorial golf day at Old Fold Manor GC in 2009, at which non-golfers 

will also be welcome, when a match will be played between two teams comprising Eddy's 

family, friends, OEs and members of Old Fold Manor GC.

Eddy Pratt was a sports-mad Barnet boy, lifelong Gooner, great wit and observer of life, loyal 

friend, devoted father, doting grandfather and loving husband to Janet. He will be greatly 

missed.

Richard Newton

We have been notified of the passing of John A'Brook, member of the Association for 

several years. I regret I have been unable to find further details for a fuller obituary. DN
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your hon. Secretary 
& treasurer writes...

And having writ, moves on.  Ah but I have not yet writ a thing and I am under pressure from our 

Editor (obeisance, lads where obeisance is due) to find something scintillating and exciting to 

get you all on the edge of your seats - you'll be lucky!  I cannot match the prose of a Fielding 

raconteur or the word mastery of that great jongleur Harris - I learned my English at 

Covington's knee (well not exactly his knee but you get my meaning) or was it from Major 

Buttery(?) whose sheer flamboyance overwhelmed us lads in the Upper Vth?  Sorry if both 

those names date me but then I am an old Father William. Forced reading of the greats 

eventually got through to this numbskull to give him an appreciation of this great language of 

ours - unbeaten for its nuances and shades of meaning, its cadences and its rhythms, its total 

absence of strict form - how easy is it to put words together with the pronouns in the wrong 

place and really upset the pedants? How dare you split your infinitives supposedly inseparable 

from birth but when split what emphasis they can give to what you are saying! "To bravely 

roam" is so much more emphatic than "To roam bravely".

Enough of this claptrap! Now, that's an interesting word which originally meant "to attract 

(trap) applause (clap), now meaning "rubbish".  What a shame we do this to words; their 

everyday use often leads them to a quite different meaning from that originally intended. I do 

not know if this is just a quirk of English or if it happens with other languages - I suspect that it 

does as there is no rhyme or reason for English to be alone with this phenomenon. I could go on 

but I have to say something pertinent to my role as your 'umble secretarial scribe.

To business, then. We soldier on relentlessly keeping our eyes on our bank balances and the O E 

flag flying, with a strong lean towards marketing ourselves, largely through the former pupils 

who had registered on our website, www.oldelizabethans.org in case you needed reminding. 

Please have look at that web-site and let Alan King know your views and any suggestions you 

care to make to improve it will be gratefully received. The success of the 10 year scheme 

offered to V1th formers is self evident with 185 members enrolled thereunder as at this date 

(July 2008)

We celebrated, in April, another AGM where we put our wares before those members who 

graced us with their presence. This was held at Gypsy Corner - you recall that is where our War 

Memorial is situated and where in the past many of our members fielded victorious (often) or 

defeated (rarely) cricket or rugby sides and where, today, cricket and soccer now rule the roost.  

One cannot praise too highly the remarkable turn-around seen at Gypsy Corner , the ground in 

all its 15 acre glory has never looked better and a transformation has taken place in the pavilion. 

All this is recorded elsewhere in this issue, and the Committee has been pleased to give some 

small financial support to the works that have been undertaken by the group of volunteers led 

by Peter Goring a member of the Cricket Club, and largely financed by grants and donations 

and services from local firms. Your committee feels that the ground is in good hands and we 

wish it all the best for the future.

In this edition you will read obituaries of the late B John Fuller, Past President of the 

Association and for many years alongside Eric Shearly and Dennis Newell the mainstay of the 

Playing Field. The fact that it remains today is testimony to his considerable efforts and he will 

of course always be remembered for the founding of the Forty Society. His loyalty and 

devotion to the OE cause was unsurpassed and he will never be replaced. They don't make 'em 

like that any more!
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s The matter of succession at committee and officer level is now of paramount importance. We 

are going to share some of the IT and membership administration with the School and plans are 

well advanced to achieve this. We shall have to pay for this as the School cannot take on the 

extra work within its own budget, which is finely honed to cater for its own requirements. The 

need to pay for services instead of relying as we always have done on voluntary labour, has 

been on the cards for sometime and has been brought closer to home by, for example, the failure 

to attract anyone to take over my job as Secretary/Treasurer. For the moment I shall continue to 

do these two jobs but sooner or later we shall have to ask the School to do them for us. That is 

the stark naked truth - the alternative would be to disband the Association. The writing is on the 

wall. So come on some of you youngsters - pick up the cudgels and come and join the executive 

team. We will give you a hearty welcome. My phone number is 01707 875189 - phone me!

M G Slough
Honorary Secretary and Treasurer

July 2008

PS - You will find enclosed with this copy of your Elizabethan a new Membership List and 

Constitution for your quick reference to your colleagues' information for you to keep on your 

desk. This is issued when we change Presidents every three years and if you want to keep it up-

to-date any amendments as published in the Elizabethan or on our website could be annotated 

on this list. You might notice one discrepancy, namely, the title of the Auditor has been changed 

on the listing on the inside cover to Honorary Accounts Examiner. The Association's Accounts 

do not need a full audit any longer but do need examination by an independent person. Mr A 

Munro, part of the School's financial team has agreed to do this for us as from the last accounts 

for 2007. The constitution will have to be changed to reflect this but it can only be done by 

proper resolution at the AGM, which will not be now until April 2009, although Mr Munro was 

elected to this position at the last AGM (v. Minutes elsewhere in this edition).

Don't Laugh! This could be you!
1) An elderly woman in Florida called 911 on her cell phone to report that her car has been 

broken into. She is hysterical as she explains her situation to the dispatcher: “They've 

stolen the stereo, the steering wheel, the brake pedal and even the accelerator!” she cried. 

The dispatcher said, “Stay calm. An officer is on the way.”' A few minutes later, the 

officer radios in. “'Disregard,”' he says. “She got in the back-seat by mistake.” 

2) A little old lady was going up and down the halls in a nursing home. As she walked, she 

would flip up the hem of her night-gown and say “Supersex.”' She walked up to an 

elderly man in a wheelchair. Flipping her gown at him, and fixing him with a strange 

smile she said, “Supersex.” The man sat silently for a moment or two and finally 

answered, “I'll take the soup.”

3) As a senior citizen was driving down the motorway, his mobile phone rang. 

Answering, he heard his wife’s voice urgently warning him, “Arnold, I just heard on the 

news that there's a car going the wrong way on the M40. Please be careful!” “Too late” 

said Arnold, “and it's not just one car, it's hundreds of them!”
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from your membership 
secretary

New Members
Mr A Akhil Amlani 2001-08 83 Audley Road, Hendon NW4 3EU; 020 8202 5848

Mr E Z R Electrum Anpitan 2001-08 9 Hillcourt Avenue, North Finchley, London N12 8EY; 020 8444 2135

Mr M Mark Beccarelli 1988-93 24a Moss Hall Grove, London N12 8PB; 07753 813074

Mr A M Ashley Chadwick 2001-08 96 Warwick Avenue, Edgware, Middx HA8 8UJ; 020 8958 4047

Mr P Petros Christodoulou 2000-08 84 Woodberry Avenue, Winchmore Hill, London N21 3LB;             
020 8882 1754

Mr D C Daniel Davidson 1991-96 12J Penton Street, London N1 1SP; 07974 004585

Mr J E James Davidson 1987-94 12J Penton Street, London N1 1SP; 07875 802175

Mr E Edward Desbois 1990-97 Flat 2, 24 Tapster Street, Barnet, Herts EN5 5SR; 07918 086200

Mr J P E John Desbois 1993-98 4 Macaret Close, Whetstone, London N20 9RA; 07921 169371

Mr A Arjun Desai 2001-08 10 Holly Park, Finchley, London N3 3JD; 020 8349 2235

Mr J H Joshua Domb 2001-08 63 Wentworth Road, Barnet, Herts EN5 4NZ; 020 8440 5638

Mr C Christopher Edwards 1990-97 Flat 2, 120A High Street, Stoke Newington, London N16 7NY;    
07817 286999

Mr D Dean Gambles 1990-95 7 Rushdene Avenue, East Barnet, Herts EN4 8EN; 07718 689195

Mr A V Andrew Georgiou 2001-08 96 Moffats Lane, Brookmans Park, Herts AL9 7RW; 01707 663772

Mr P Praveen Gnanasambanthan 2001-08 203 Carmelite Road, Harrow Weald, Middx HA3 5NH;                   
020 8421 3961

Mr P M Paul Grethe 2001-08 181 Cat Hill, East Barnet, Herts EN4 8HS; 020 8449 4753

Mr S A Aamer Hason 2001-08 24 Lynford Gardens, Edgware, Middx HA8 8UF; 020 8958 4260

Mr K Kento Hirai 2001-08 3 Meadow Gardens, Edgware, Middx HA8 9LQ; 020 8958 2744

Mr A Abdelrahman Kamaledeen 2001-08 46 Manor Road, Potters Bar, Herts EN6 1DQ; 07931 557972

Mr H Hassan Khan 2001-08 10 West End Lane, Barnet, Herts EN5 2SA; 020 8449 0679

Mr I A Imran Khan 2001-08 42 Fitzjohn Avenue, Barnet, Herts EN5 2HW; 020 8216 5809

Mr A M Andrew Kramer 2001-08 14 Green Bank, London N12 8AS; 020 8446 1766

Mr R A Ross Lima 1995-02 43 Northaw Road East, Cuffley, Herts EN6 4LU; 01707 889602

Mr J L Joseph Lobo 2001-08 15 Green Verges, Stanmore, Middx HA7 2SN; 020 8952 3817

Mr E D Don McKay 1941-47 Le Mouillage, Rue de la Bonne Fleur, Le Vauquie Dor, St. Andrew's, 
Guernsey GY6 8TS; 01481 237583 

Mr S C Stephen Markham 1961-66 79 West Drive, Caldecote, Cambs CB23 7RY; 01954 211996

Mr J Jaymin Mistry 2001-08 32 Derwent Crescent, Stanmore, Middx HA7 2NF; 020 8907 8070

Mr J R John Moore 1991-98 16 Tempsford, Welwyn Garden City, Herts AL7 2PB

Mr J R Jacques Morgulis 2002-09 74 Hale Drive, Mill Hill, London NW7 3ED; 020 8728 3439

Mr M Moshe Shen 2001-08 94 Brook Road, Borehamwood, Herts WD6 5HB

Mr P Peter Tyers 1994-99 10 Eleanor Gardens, Chesterfield Road, Barnet, Herts EN5 2EP;     
020 8449 0035

Mr S C Shuai Zhang 2000-08 12 Summit Court, Moon Lane, Barnet, Herts EN5 5YR;                  
020 8440 8658

Amendments
Mrs F Frances Fuller Now at St. John's House, Parker Lane, Kirk Hammerton, Yorks YO26 8BT

Mr T O R J Tim Herbert 1954-62 Now at Cottingburn House, 40 Bullers Green, Morpeth, 
Northumberland NE61 1DE; 01670 503195

Mr J R James Martin 1988-95 Now at 20 Bowling Road, Ware, Herts SG12 7EQ; 01992 412205

Mr J R John Noble 1952-55 Now at 11800 Old Georgetown Road Unit 1227, North Bethesda, 
Maryland 20852, USA

Mr S H Simon Stockdale 1977-84 Now at 1 North Hill Close, Winchester, Hants SO22 6PE; other 
contact details unchanged

Mr P E Peter Whitaker 1930-40 Now at Pinwell House, Pinwell Road, Lewes, East Sussex BN7 2JS; 
no phone no. provided

Deaths
Mr J John A'Brook 1943-50 30 May 2008 (John was not a member)

Mr R E Richard Beacham 1950-57 June 2008

Mr B J John Fuller 1931-37 12 February 2008

Mr E J Eddy Pratt 1956-62 mid-March 2008

There are 708 members at the time of writing (the end of July).

There have been a large number of changes since the last edition of Elizabethan. They are listed 

below, with basic contact details for the benefit of those members who do not have internet 

access to the full information held in the website database.

Deaths
Mr J John A'Brook 1943-50 30 May 2008 (John was not a member)
Mr R E Richard Beacham 1950-57 June 2008
Mr B J John Fuller 1931-37 12 February 2008
Mr E J Eddy Pratt 1956-62 mid-March 2008

Resignations
Mr D R Daniel Healy 1997-04
Mr O C Oliver Saunders 1997-04
Mr S H D Shah 1996-03
Mr N M Nicholas Warden 1987-94
Mr M P Matthew Winter 1997-04

Removals
Mr R B M Rohan Blair-Mangat 1996-03
Mr L Burrows 1995-02
Mr G A Gareth Crabbe 1993-00
Mr N Neil Trinnaman 1990-97
Mr P Peter Zeidman 1995-03

Membership Secretary: Alan King, 
16 Fernleigh Court, Harrow HA2 6NA

020 8421 4120  email: alan.king3@which.net



42

S E P T E M B E R  2 0 0 8

a
ss
o
ci
a
ti
o
n
 b
u
si
n
es

s Resignations
Mr D R Daniel Healy 1997-04

Mr O C Oliver Saunders 1997-04

Mr S H D Shah 1996-03

Mr N M Nicholas Warden 1987-94

Mr M P Matthew Winter 1997-04

Removals
Mr R B M Rohan Blair-Mangat 1996-03

Mr L Burrows 1995-02

Mr G A Gareth Crabbe 1993-00

Mr N Neil Trinnaman 1990-97

Mr P Peter Zeidman 1995-03

A reminder that some major upgrades to the website are now in place:

+the 4 most recent issues of the Elizabethan are available for reading online or download

+the content for all the Section pages has been updated and the Water Polo Club added

+the Membership Registration Form and Direct Debit Mandate have been included so that 

non-member OEs visiting the site for the first time can easily join

+a facility for a member to amend (subject to strict security measures) his own record in 

respect of e.g. new contact details or professional qualifications has been incorporated

+PayPal is available where appropriate to pay for a range of events and services, not just 

membership or a tie

The logic for a Chatroom has also been incorporated, though will not be released for general 

use until the Association has in place the resources to “police” its contents. 

The Executive Committee is particularly anxious for members to use the facility for amending 

their own database record, not just to notify e.g. changes in contact details but also to add 

information about professional qualifications and areas of business expertise and leisure 

interests. The intention is to explore the use of these aspects of the database to promote the 

growth of Sections based on other than sporting activities.

Just log in to the website at www.oldelizabethans.org (you will have to register your e-mail 

address and a password if you have not previously done so), go to the My Record page and 

follow the instructions.

Alan King (Membership Secretary)
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A Personal Update 
from the Chairman of 
the Playing Field Company

The Memorial Playing Field (MPF) enterprise is moving forward. The younger men are 

beginning to make a difference.  We are all aware, however, to a varying degree, that there is an 

underlying paradox. On the one hand there is the question of the MPF as a necessary possession 

for the furtherance of the Association underpinned by the fact that very few OEs  now use the 

playing field and only a trickle of new old boys show any interest.  On the other hand  the 

officers and members of the Association  have, obviously enough, the power of decision over 

the future of the MPF. The current understanding  is that the PFC should move to convert  the 

facility into a Sporting Complex that will serve the local community. This move is not seen as 

conflicting  with the memorial status  of the site. The PFC has decided, as outlined in the last 

report,  that it must make its own way financially and not rely on support from the Association. 

A visitor to the MPF in summer 2008 would notice some significant changes to the Clubhouse. 

This work was not heralded in our last report. The building is still the utilitarian original from 

the outside but it is now graced with a large flagstone terrace replacing the mud plain. The 

interior is transformed. Walls and roofs have been insulated and painted, floors relayed and 

carpeted in the bar. The Dickensian toilets have given way to stainless steel appliances and 

shining tiles. This work has been accomplished by the young Development Group and has 

relied on some in-house capital but mainly upon grants from local contacts and businesses. 

This is very much in line with the oft repeated PFC policy of searching out sources of capital. 

It's a beginning.

The challenge now is to obtain annual lettings for this upgraded Clubhouse.  The search is on 

for nursery groups , bridge players, party goers etc. Any OE would now be proud to use this 

inexpensive venue for an occasion with family and friends.

If we look at the accounts for the year we can see that despite the positive moves we are still 

running a break-even operation. If we look at our options then the winter period is fully 

occupied. We have to turn  down applications from footballers. Many readers will remember 

playing in the mud for weeks on end. Now with heavy rainfall the resulting postponed and 

cancelled games are a real issue. Astroturf would be a real help but we do not have the money. 

For the summer, we could certainly support more activities. It is therefore important to record 

the announcement that Middlesex Schools  will run a Junior Cricket Tournament  at  the MPF 

each June. Particularly so, since the teams will compete for the Eric Shearly Cup. 

We could also  further increase the cricketing rental income by preparing another square. This 

and other possibilities will need to be assessed on a cost/benefit basis always with the need for a 

grant in mind. By contrast, the renting of the Clubhouse looks easy.

Last year we reported at some length on the 'once-in-a-lifetime major land-fill' project. We 

should never say never but at present this item is on the back burner. The project to re-site the 

MPF entrance is still in the offing.

This year we lost one of the outstanding supporters of the MPF. John Fuller worked for 60 years 

to preserve the vision of the founder members. Many of us will have personal memories of his 

devotion to the cause always supported by his beloved Frances. We will greatly miss him. 

We should also remember another OE stalwart who passed away in 2006. Don Haxby, who was 

a mentor of mine, spent some happy days and nights at the MPF. He very kindly remembered us 

in his will. He bequeathed a significant sum to the PFC. We are very grateful to him for his 

generosity. 

Don Christie, July 2008
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s Minutes from last AGM
held on 16th April 2008 at 8.00pm
at the O.E. Memorial Ground, Gypsy Corner

Present:K FitzGerald (President). The following Committee members: K R Cooper (In the 

Chair),  M G Slough (Hon Secretary & Treasurer), A F King (Hon Membership 

Secretary), Dr J Marincowitz (Headmaster), K Jackson, R J Paget, J Smith, and 

eight other full members, Dr D W Christie, R Claridge, D Farrer, P Mackay,          

T G R Smith, A Solomon, J Winchester and M Woolf.

Prior to the commencement of the meeting the Chairman commemorated the lifetime 

achievements of the late John Fuller with special reference to his beloved Gypsy Corner and 

invited members to stand in silent remembrance of and tribute to him.

1.00 APOLOGIES: 

M Bradish, B Coleman, T Custance, Prof. H Duffie, P Eckert, W F Edmonds,        
S Gold, E Harris, J G Hill, P Hollins, R Jack, S Lincoln, R Middleton, D Norris,    
J Price, P Roethenbaugh, D Smedley, C Sturdy, R Thorogood, R White, J Wickes, 
B Young. (E & OE)

2.00 MINUTES OF THE LAST MEETING: 

The minutes of the meeting held on the 18th April 2007 were signed as a correct 
record.

3.00 MATTERS ARISING:    There were none.

4.00 THE WAY AHEAD:

The Chairman outlined the Association's core objectives over the last year:-

1) To continue to assist the School.

2) Recruitment remains a priority: membership is growing slowly and the 10 years 
for £100 scheme has helped and continues to help, as has an initiative by Messrs 
Norris and Chenery in following up those who had registered an interest in the 
Association on the web-site.

3) Encouragement of new Sections: a) the Business Club which has not grown as 
anticipated, but thanks are due to Simon Gold who is holding the fort unaided; b) 
The Water Polo Club formed at the end of last year and now with regular meetings 
in the new school pool.

4) The Website which is now well-established and is a useful tool for communication. 
The provision of a chat room is under discussion as it is not certain whether this is 
a facility that many members would use, being probably more favoured by the 
younger generation. He thanked Alan King for his tremendous work as web-
master.

5) The Elizabethan magazine, our main marketing tool, which is lively and 
stimulating, thanks to the efforts of our Editorial Secretary, Daren Norris, who 
constantly strives to improve each issue.

 6) Running the Association: the committee has seen for some time the need for 
management succession as we cannot see anyone who would be prepared to take 
over. Consequently we shall be buying in services from the school (which would 
keep things "in house") or even professional help from outside.        

5.00 REPORTS:

.01 ACTING SECRETARY: Mr Slough read extracts from his report a copy of which was 
circulated and is also attached to these Minutes in the Minute Book. He underlined 
what the Chairman had reported on succession and administration and the various 
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ways ahead available to the Association. A salient point is that he withdrew his 
previous resignation. The report was duly adopted.

.02 TREASURER: Mr Slough presented the finalised accounts for the year ended 31st 
December 2007: these were discussed in conjunction with his separate report a copy 
of which was also circulated and is also attached to these Minutes in the Minute Book. 
On a proposal by Mr J Winchester seconded by Mr K Jackson the accounts and the 
report were duly adopted. The chairman thanked Mr Slough for his administration 
and financial work throughout the year and also for withdrawing his resignation at 
this difficult time.

.03 MEMBERSHIP SECRETARY: Mr King presented his report a copy of which was 
circulated and is also attached to these Minutes In the Minute Book. Membership is 
688 (2007:646): the ten year plan has acquired 169 members (corrected by Hon Sec 
subsequent to meeting where "over 100" was quoted), the 200 plus persons who 
signed-on on the web-site are being actively marketed but hampered by labour 
resources, and finally a report on progress of the web-site exhorting those who had 
not yet done so should register at "www.oldelizabethans.org". The report was duly 
adopted with the Chairman's thanks to Mr King for his work throughout the year.

.04 OLD ELIZABETHANS (BARNET) PLAYING FIELDS LTD: Mr J Smith 
Chairman of the PFC's Management Committee had been asked by the company 
Chairman, Dr Christie, to present the report, a copy of which is attached to these 
Minutes in the Minute Book. It outlines the forward planning for major works at the 
ground which will be in three stages the first of which, the changing of the position of 
the main entrance to the ground, currently awaits planning permission. It was felt that 
piecemeal applications to do levelling work to provide more pitches and another 
cricket table was the way to proceed. All plans will be put to the board and to the 
Association. In the meantime under the supervision of Peter Goring a member of the 
OECC renovation and improvement works have been commenced at the ground in the 
last week. Members saw the changes to the bar and the tea-room already and work 
continues. He finally reported that the Middlesex Schools Junior Cricket tournament 
will in future be known as "The Eric Shearly Cup" and will be held this year in June at 
Gypsy Corner. The report was duly adopted on proposal by Mr J Winchester seconded 
by Mr K Fitzgerald. Mr Slough proposed a vote of thanks to all concerned with the 
PFC for their continuing efforts at Gypsy Corner. 

6.00 OPEN FORUM:  There were no matters raised for discussion.

7.00 ELECTIONS OF PRESIDENT, OFFICERS AND COMMITTEE:

 .01 PRESIDENT:  

The Chairman, prior to the election, expressed to Mr Kevin Fitzgerald, the outgoing 
President, the Association's thanks for the energy and enthusiasm he has put into 
carrying out his role, for his attendance at committee meetings and for the 
contribution he has made to committee deliberations, to liaising with the V1th 
formers and the school. He then welcomed the President-elect Mr David Farrer who 
had been nominated by the committee, and gave a brief synopsis of his career as an 
erst-while teacher at the School and, for a much longer term, a barrister, where he was 
the former head of his chambers. Having ascertained that there were no other 
nominations for the post of President and without further to-do the Chairman declared 
that Mr Farrer was duly elected as President for the ensuing three years. This was 
graciously accepted by Mr Farrer, and passed with acclaim by members.

.02 OFFICERS: 

SECRETARY:  Mr Slough in his report (q.v.above) had withdrawn his notice to 
resign and as there were no other nominations he was duly re- elected nem con.

In the absence of any other nominations the following four Officers:-

TREASURER (Mr Slough), 

MEMBERSHIP SECRETARY (Mr King), 

EDITORIAL SECRETARY: (D Norris) and 

SOCIAL SECRETARY, (Mr S Lincoln),        

were all duly re-elected en bloc on a proposal by Mr J Winchester, seconded by Mr A 
Solomon, nem con.

REPORTING ACCOUNTANT: On a proposal by Mr Slough, seconded by 
MrJackson, Mr Alan Munro, a member of the School's Finance Department, was duly 
elected nem con.
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s .03 COMMITTEE: As all the following current committee members were prepared to 
stand and as there were no other nominations, they were duly re-elected nem con en 
bloc on a proposal by Mr R P Claridge, seconded by Mr A King:-

M E J Chenery, K R Cooper, K Jackson, S D Gold, R Paget, J Smith, and J Wickes. 
There remains onevacancy following the resignation of J H Price, as from the date of 
this meeting and as there were no nominations to replace him the vacancy remains 
outstanding, to be filled if necessary by co-option.

8.00 NOMINATIONS FOR HONORARY MEMBERSHIP,  AND VICE 
PRESIDENCIES:

Mr Slough proposed that Mr K R Cooper in recognition of his long service on the 
Committee both as a member and subsequently as its Chairman, Chairman of 
Trustees of the Endowment Funds of the Schools of Queen Elizabeth 1, Barnet and a 
Governor of the school, should be elected a Vice-President. This was approved with 
acclaim and Mr Cooper accepted the appointment graciously.

9.00 DATE OF NEXT AGM: To perpetuate the third Wednesday in April = 15th April 
2009. (The conflict with Easter was not deemed to be sufficient reason to change this 
as it was unlikely to have a material effect upon attendance). 

There being no further business the Chairman closed the meeting at 9.56 p.m. 

M G Slough
Honorary Secretary & Treasurer, 19th April 2008

Those of us who have attended an Association annual dinner or a Forty Society lunch are 

requested to toast, firstly the reigning monarch and secondly, Queen Elizabeth the First. Well 

that's fine – absolutely nothing wrong with that, but I have a problem with the way the second 

toast is phrased. We stand to raise our glasses to "the pious memory of Q E 1" and we do so 

traditionally in silence.

But I have taken to ask myself "why pious memory of…"? because "pious" is an adjective and 

adjectives normally qualify the adjacent noun – in this case "memory" . How can a memory be 

pious? Surely we should toast "to the memory of the pious Q E 1"?

Agreed? Good!

But then I ask myself why should a toast be silent? I could understand it if we were living in a 

strict Catholic state where the heretic Elizabeth's name was mentioned only on pain of dire 

retribution. 

But we do not. We live in an enlightened age where others' religious principles are tolerated, so 

I feel quite strongly that the toast should be loud and echoing around the hall. After all we have 

something to thank Queen Bess for, so why not raise the roof? 

And finally why "pious" in any event? QE1 was far from pious in so far as she ran a tightly 

controlled police state, she persecuted Catholics and had her cousin imprisoned and finally 

beheaded. She was intolerant, had favourites of whom she disposed willy nilly. But, thank 

heavens, never milord Dudley, Earl of Leicester, who was the co-sponsor with the Reverend 

Edward Underne of those pioneers who wanted to establish a school in Barnet, our Founders, 

the burghers of Barnet.

So I suggest in future we dispense with our fraudulent piety and speak up "Queen Elizabeth the 

First" loud and clear. Any one brave enough to join me?

M G Slough April 2007 

The Pious memory of 
Elizabeth I
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Secretary and treasurer's 
report to AGM

The past year has indeed passed and so quickly it must be a sign that I am getting old. You do not 

have to echo that statement audibly - it is my prerogative to say it, yours perhaps merely to think 

it! Certainly I feel I have shown all the traits of a grumpy old man on too many occasions, for 

which I apologise and crave your understanding - you too will be like me one day. With any 

luck!

Right! Having got over the pleasantries we can now proceed to the business in hand. The 

Association - I would wish to record at this juncture the tragic loss of John Fuller who for all of 

his working and retired life gave us his unstinting devotion to caring for Gypsy Corner, our 

Memorial ssports ground. So much of his efforts are reflected here and we owe him a great debt 

of gratitude. In saying that we must not forget the unswerving support of Frances Fuller who 

stood beside John in everything he did for the Association. She is now recovering from a hip 

operation which was desperately needed.

Your Committee is greatly concerned about the matter of continuity at Officer level. As you 

know I have been endeavouring for the last two years to divest myself of the Secretarial 

responsibilities without much success to the detriment of my wife and family. I know that Alan 

King, with whom I have a tremendous rapport, is of the same mind in so far as neither of us can 

see anyone of an earlier generation or even of the same generation taking up the reins. It is 

somewhat depressing to contemplate being here in 10 years time looking like a character from 

a Will Hay film - (Moffat wasn't it? Cobwebs weren't they?) even if I don't so resemble him at 

this particular point in time.

As a consequence we have been talking to the Headmaster about sharing some admin tasks. 

This is embryonic at the moment and if we go down that road we shall have to pay for the 

privilege because there is no way the School's budget will stretch to the cost of employing a 

part-time Administration assistant. We hope to deal with this matter in the autumn so all I am 

saying at the moment is "Watch this space".

What else can we do? We would have to go out into the market place and pay professional 

secretaries to do the work on a contractual basis which will probably cost us dear. We could 

wind the Association up, sell Gypsy Corner and use the proceeds together with the bank 

balances we hold to set up endowment funds, bursaries, and scholarships, build a new pavilion 

on Stapylton - whatever. The future is not clear nor is it a happy picture for this Association 

which has prided itself forever on a supply of willing capable volunteers to see to the 

housekeeping.

Finally in view of all the changes we are have to contemplate, I have decided to withdraw my 

notice to resign as your Secretary and to remain for a further year to assist in any transfer of 

power it is found necessary to pursue. To go now would be inappropriate.

So unless you have any questions I will change hats and move to my Treasurer's report.

TREASURER'S REPORT

Firstly I would like to present the Balance Sheet and Accounts to the 31st December 2007, 

which have been examined, presented to committee and signed off. I have with the examiner's 

permission added post examination an appendix dealing with the shares in the Old 
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s Elizabethans (Barnet) Playing Fields Ltd. ("the PFC"). I felt that it was necessary to draw 

members' attention to the fact that the 7 shares in the PFC which belong to the Association are 

registered in nominees' names, each of whom you may recall has signed and delivered to me, 

blank share transfer forms and deeds of trust acknowledging that they hold the shares on behalf 

of the Association and not in their own right. These documents with the underlying definitive 

share certificates are held in our strong-box clearly marked "OEs." in the School's safe custody 

room.  This appendix will appear in future balance sheets as a note to the Accounts. My main 

fear here was that with the passage of time (and, who knows? MGS) the essential facts of our 

ownership of the PFC could well disappear. For the record, and with committee support, I have 

asked the PFC board via its Secretary to add a similar note to the Directors shares in its balance 

sheet. I await a response to this request.

Nothing very noteworthy has happened in the year 1st January - 31st December 2007 and we 

continue to hold quite ample funds both with Barclays and Alliance & Leicester, increased 

even more since the 31st December by the annual input of subscriptions. I am glad to report a 

sizeable increase in interest received on our banking accounts, up by more than £1000 due to a 

full year with our new bankers and to prevailing interest rates. Also it has not been necessary to 

touch our Alliance deposits (apart from adding accumulated interest to them) using Barclays 

for day-to-day transactions. I try to keep a healthy (but non-profitable) balance with Barclays 

as they do all our Direct Debiting work for free.

We endeavour to keep the costs of "The Elizabethan" under control - you may notice in fact an 

increase but this was due to the additional cost of printing 2500 covers @ £663.88 inc. VAT. 

Deducting this from the magazine expenditure reduces that figure to about £4200 as compared 

to £3616 for the year ended 2006. This is due to the fact that membership and the size have both 

increased as well as printer's charges.  But it is essential that the magazine continues its upward 

trend of reaching higher standards of content and printing. Also you must remember the 

printers' charges include packing, attaching our printed labels, and delivery to the post office. 

Administration costs are down due to the fact that I now send out most information to 

Committee members via e-mail thus reducing copying and postal costs. I find the e-mail so 

useful in quick legible communication and exhort those of you who do not use it to do so. 

Luckily all the committee are active users of the facility.

The Annual Dinner our main function lost £468 and the reason for this was the very popular 

choice of menu, lamb shanks, which over the time between choosing them and the date of the 

dinner had increased in price; the take up of places was somewhat down on previous years but 

we still had to make a commitment to our caterers. I feel I should mention that the object of the 

Dinner is neither to make a profit nor to lose money but to try to break even. Not an easy task 

and our Social Secretary, Simon Lincoln, does a tremendous job in bringing it all together. It is 

essential that we ensure the Dinner is, like the magazine, of high quality, reasonably priced and  

a very good deal. It is our main show-piece.

Tomorrow in this room about 60 members and non-members who left the school 40 plus years 

ago, will gather for lunch. They will see some changes as you do tonight. This is the result of a 

cricket club initiative with the NatWest Cricket Force and the English Cricket Board. Work was 

undertaken with volunteer labour and contributions from local businesses to the value of £ 

20000 at fraction of that cost. At my suggestion, the Association Committee agreed to hold the 

sum £5000 at the disposal of the team to cover emergencies or for work deferred as desirable 

but not essential and in general case of need. I think that will be money well spent. And I hope 

that you will agree.

I commend the accounts to you.   MGS
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membership Secretary's 
report to AGM

Membership at the beginning of April was 688 (646 last year).

Since the Association embarked on the implementation of its strategic plans in 2002, 298 OEs 

have joined. Sadly, 51 members have died, 31 resigned and 56 defaulted on the annual 

subscription, resulting in a net gain of 160 during the last 6 years.

Over 100 of the new members have joined through the 10 year scheme that was approved at the 

2005 AGM and targeted at current and recent 6th Form students. There has not been a 

comparative level of recruitment from other initiatives aimed at earlier generations of OEs. 

However, although the comparative lack of success in this respect may be disappointing, we 

should not be despondent. School old boy associations no longer have a major place in people's 

pattern of social and leisure activities, so it was never going to be easy to motivate former 

pupils who left QE perhaps two or three decades ago to join an organisation that may not, until 

recently, been seen to offer much of relevance or interest to their lifestyle.

The only other campaign that is at present active involves contacting the 200 plus former 

students who have been at least curious enough about the Association to temporarily register 

with the website. Progress with this, as well as other approaches to recruitment that have been 

identified, has been hampered by the limited volunteer resources available.

The website is now in its polished form, except perhaps for the inclusion of a chatroom facility. 

It continues, with the redesigned Elizabethan, to be the principal medium to market 

membership. Members who have not yet registered at www.oldelizabethans.org are 

encouraged to do so promptly so that the site becomes an increasingly effective way of meeting 

the Association's prime objectives, namely to enable OEs to keep in touch with the School and 

with former colleagues.

Alan King

STOP PRESS...STOP PRESS...STOP PRESS

A copy of OE Stephen Reardon’s superb new novel 

“The Equal Sky” 
(reviewed in the last issue) 

to the first three OEs to write in 

and give me a film, theatre or wine review! 

In these days of Credit Crunches what a cost effective way of expanding your library!

daren.norris@ntlworld.com
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s Old Elizabethans (Barnet) 
Playing Fields Ltd.
report to AGM
In September 2006 a project was put in place to transform the whole area of the Memorial 

Playing Fields in order to have a better surface for both football and cricket. This would also 

incorporate a second cricket square and better training facilities. In due course the proceeds 

received through revenues and grants would ultimately be used to further improve the whole 

infrastructure of the ground.

However, this has been a slow process with the only planning application lodged to date being 

the proposed change to the entrance to the ground, which would allow for better car parking 

facilities. We still await this approval, but once it is obtained the Company's intention is to 

make a second application, smaller than the original proposal, to install a small training facility 

for football. This is intended to be an exploratory application, which if approved, would then 

enable us to put forward a phase 3 major land-fill application for parts of the ground. Before 

either of these proposals is implemented discussions will be necessary to obtain the approval of 

the Board of the PFC and in turn to make a presentation to the Association.

Whilst it is hoped that these development plans will be approved both at planning and Board 

levels there must be a contingency plan in place if planning is rejected.

The commitment from our tenants is paramount in order for sporting activities to continue. 

There are really encouraging signs that this is beginning to happen with Peter Goring of the 

OECC leading the way as development manager. Major plans to improve the clubhouse have 

already commenced as evidenced tonight, with a continuing long term drive and commitment 

to create "a sporting facility for the community" With the improvements to the clubhouse we 

would expect significant increased usage and revenue. It would be nice if OEs would use the 

facilities for social as well as sporting activities.

Eric Shearly in his later years spoke often about moving with the times and using these 

facilities to serve the community. I am pleased to announce that through negotiations under 

taken by Paul Barnfather of the OECC approval of the Middlesex Schools has been obtained 

whereby the Junior Cricket Tournament will now be named "The Eric Shearly Cup" and will be 

held at Gypsy Corner in June.

Jonathan Smith
Chairman of the PFC Management Committee

16th April 2008
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113th Annual Dinner
booking form

Dear O.E.

The 113th Annual Dinner will be held at the School Hall, Queen’s Road, Barnet on Friday 21st 

November 2008 at 7.30 for 8pm. Dress will be dinner jacket or lounge suit.

The price will be £25.00, inclusive of wine, with a superb meal and of course, great company! 

Please make cheques payable to ‘OE Association’. This year, the Committee and I have 

decided that male guests who aren’t OEs are also very welcome to attend the dinner at a cost of 

£30.00. Please make every effort to bring a guest.

The sherry reception will take place at 7.30pm, where we can renew old acquaintances and 

reminisce. For people who wish to come who are not members of the Association, the cost is 

£30.00 per person (this includes people who went to the School, but are not members of the 

Association).

If you would like to attend, please  complete the slip below and return it to me ASAP. The latest 

notice for bookings will be Friday 14th November. Please let me know well before then. Please 

do not leave it to the last minute as I had to turn several people away due to late requests last 

year.

Regards

Simon Lincoln
Honorary Social Secretary

Hon. Secretary: Simon Lincoln
59 West End Lane, Barnet, Hertfordshire, EN5 2SB

Tel: 0208 449 7965, email: stlincoln@talktalk.net

113th Annual Dinner

Name ........................................................................................................................................

Address .....................................................................................................................................

Telephone ..........................................................................  Years at School ............................

Email ........................................................................................................................................

Special dietary requirements ....................................................................................................

I wish to be seated with (if it can be arranged) ........................................................................

Please photocopy and send this slip back to:

Simon Lincoln, 59 West End Lane, Barnet, Herts. EN5 2SB
and make cheques payable to ‘OE Association’ for £25 per person £30 for non members

Guest Speaker

Ishan Kolhatkar

QE 1989 - 1996
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dates for the diary
2008/2009 

Event Date, Time Contact
& Place

2008

OE Golf Society Meeting 3rd October Ian Slade                            

Old Ford GC

Executive Meeting 6th October 7.30pm Maurice Slough 

The School

OE Lodge Meeting 16th October Simon Lincoln

Cheshunt

OE Forty Society Lunch 23rd October 12.45pm Jim Winchester

Gypsy Corner

BERFC VPs' Lunch 1st November Alastair Milne

BERFC 0208 449 3754

FQE Quiz Night 15th November Diane Mason  

The School 0208 959 7845

Association Annual Dinner 21st November 7.30pm Simon Lincoln

The School

OE Lodge Meeting 4th December Simon Lincoln

Cheshunt

BERFC Christmas Raffle 21st December Maurice Martin

BERFC 0208 446 4401

2009

OE Lodge Meeting 9th March 2009 Simon Lincoln

Cheshunt

BERFC VPs' Lunch 14th March 2009 Alastair Milne

BEFRC 0208 449 3754

BERFC Race Night 10th April 2009 Maurice Martin

BERFC 0208 446 4401

Association AGM 15th April 2009 Maurice Slough 

Gypsy Corner

OE Lodge Meeting 7th May 2009 Simon Lincoln

Cheshunt




