
NEWS OF OKS

Richard Murphy (MO 1941-42) won 
the Summer 2013 Special Commendation 
of the Poetry Book Society for his final 
collection of poems, The Pleasure Ground: 
Poems 1952-2012.  His contemporary Demy 
at Magdalen College, Oxford, already an 
MO contemporary (1941-44), Paul Pollak, 
helped with the mathematics of the clay-tiled 
meditation octagon in a tea garden which 
Richard designed near Kandy in Sri Lanka.  
Many of the best stories in Richard’s memoir 
The Kick, a Life among Writers relate to Ireland, 
and Richard will know the line by Ireland’s 
most famous poet, WB Yeats: “Measurement 
began our might”.  For yoga and meditation – 
go first to a mathematician.

Oliver Ford Davies (LN 1952-57) (isn’t it 
time he was in the Honours List?) has the role 
of Duke of York to David Tennant’s Richard 
II in the highly-praised RSC production, and 
performs this part as required; that is (to 
borrow the critic’s words) “hangdog” and 
“fretful”.

John Hall (Common Room 1956-64) in 
a letter to the Daily Telegraph describes the 
value to his gap-year course in Venice of 
exposure to the emotional power of classical 
music.  He has been reminded that, when 

they visit Padua, his students should also 
pay their respects to William Harvey (KSC 
1588), Prefect of the English Nation at the 
university there.

John Lowings (SH 1957-62) has been 
awarded an MA in Biblical Studies at King’s 
College, London.

The Canterbury connections of Michael 
Morpurgo (GL 1957-62) were 
acknowledged when he received an Honorary 
Doctorate from Canterbury Christ Church 
University on 29 November 2013.

Richard Ashworth (SH 1960-64), Leader 
of the Conservative MEPs and formerly a 
farmer, has a workload even busier than 
usual, maintaining the Conservatives’ position 
in the South East against UKIP ahead of the 
elections to the European Parliament on 22 
May.

Bryan Gipps (LN 1966-69) conducted 
the combined choirs of the Sutton Valence 
Choral Society and Thanet Festival Choir, 
180 singers in all, in a performance of 
Verdi’s Requiem on 12 October in Canterbury 
Cathedral that was sold out.  The tenor role 
was sung by Clifford Lister (WL 1971-
75), who sings part-time with the choirs of 
Canterbury, Rochester and Westminster.
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IN HONOURED MEMORY

The School was represented in the Procession 
by the Headmaster as a member of the 
Foundation, and Mrs Marie Roberts, Beadle 
Mike Holden and the Captain and Vice-
Captain of School were among a congregation 
of over 800 as a great Service of Thanksgiving 
for the life of Lord Kingsdown (Robin Leigh-
Pemberton) was held in the Cathedral on 
6 February. Rose Leigh-Pemberton, Lady 
Kingsdown, is one of the Governors Emeriti 
of the School and her husband was always 
supportive.

Governor of the Bank of England for ten years 
from 1983, Lord Kingsdown was also a man 
deeply rooted in Kent: Cathedral Seneschal 
from 1983, Chairman of the Cathedral 
Council, Lord Lieutenant of Kent for 20 years 
from 1982, Pro-Chancellor of the University 
of Kent, and President of Kent CCC in 2002.  
As Lord Lieutenant he presented the School 

with its new Royal Charter in 1992.  In his 
Address, the Dean drew an extended analogy 
of the good beekeeper, who welcomed the 
glad event of the swarm, and described a 
man rooted in the Book of Common Prayer, 
whose death (on 24 November) had occurred 
on the date Psalm 16 was set in the old 
Church calendar and whose Thanksgiving was 
occurring on the day now set for it: “The lot 
is fallen unto me in a fair ground: yea, I have 
a goodly heritage”.  Charlie Leigh-Pemberton 
(MR 1993-98) read The Grenadiers Collect; 
and the organ after the service played The 
British Grenadier, Lord Kingsdown having seen 
active service with the Grenadier Guards.

We extend our respect and sympathy to Lady 
Kingsdown.

*****

A distinguished public man of briefer but 
more direct involvement with King’s was 

Sir Christopher Chataway, who died on 19 
January.  His public fame began as an athlete, 
he being one of the two pacemakers when 
Roger Bannister was the first man to break 
the four minute mile barrier, at Iffley Road 
in 1954.  Subsequently he broke the world 
three-mile and the 5,000 metre records, 
racing memorably against Kuts and Zatopek.  
Moving into ITV and then politics, he served 
in the governments of Macmillan, Douglas-
Home and Heath, and he had experience of 
education as Parliamentary Under Secretary 
in 1962 and then in the thick of education 
battles as Leader of the Inner London 
Education Authority from 1967, in which 
role he let comprehensive plans for seven 
boroughs go ahead but saved 44 London 
grammar schools temporarily.

Sir Christopher was a Governor from 1996 
to 2001, a Patron of the Birley’s Pavilion 
Appeal, and father of Adam (SH 1991-96) 
and Matthew (SH 1995-2000).

HONOURS AND 
DISTINCTIONS

Hugh Robertson (BR 1976-81) was 
appointed Minister of State at the Foreign 
and Commonwealth Office in October 2013. 
He has special responsibility for: Middle East 
and North Africa, North America, Counter 
Terrorism, Defence and International 
Security, Human Resources and Diversity, 
Olympic and Paralympic Legacy.   The record 
of his achievements as Minister of Sport 
and especially the spectacular success of the 
London Olympics is secure.

The 2014 New Year Honours List included 
knighthoods to Ian Cheshire (GR 1972-
76) – for services to Business, Sustainability 
and the Environment; and to Governor 
and parent Roger De Haan – for services 
to Education and to charity in Kent and 
Overseas. In addition, Mary Berg, 
formerly Deputy Chairman of Governors, 
was awarded the MBE – for voluntary 
services to Education, Heritage and charity 
in Canterbury, and former History teacher 
Ralph Blumenau (Common Room 1951 
and 1953-57), now of the University of 
the Third Age, was awarded the BEM, for 
services to Adult Education. 



Fr David Houlding (GR 1967-72) has 
heeded the Commemoration Service’s 
Bidding Prayer that “there may never be 
wanting a succession of persons duly qualified 
for the service of God in church and state”, 
and in recent years has sometimes found 
himself unpopular for it.  He addressed the 
General Synod again on the subject of female 
bishops (is there at last a more eirenic tone 
coming into the debate?) and continues as 
the parish priest of All Hallows, Gospel 
Oak, where he has been since 1985.  He has 
been a Prebendary of St. Paul’s Cathedral 
since 2004, was lately Chairman of the 
House of Clergy in the Diocese of London, 
chairs the Appointments Committee of the 
Church of England, and currently sits on the 
Archbishop’s Council.

Patrick Williams (WL 1968-72) set up 
the much-admired Patrick’s Kitchen in 
the Goods Shed gourmet venue adjoining 
Canterbury West Station in 2004 and built 
up a loyal clientele there, gaining praise from 
Guardian food writers, who described his 
food as “accurate and quietly elegant”.  In 
2009 he reached the final of BBC Radio 4’s 
Food and Farming Awards.  But the year-long 
experiment by the City Council in closing 
the Westgate Towers cost him such loss 
of income that he has decided to return to 
London.  Canterbury loses a culinary asset 
and Canterbury Cathedral probably the sold-
out concerts that he and Stephen Barlow 
(GR 1968-72) have performed each October 
in recent years.

David Gower (LN 1970-75) has published 
another autobiography, An Endangered Species, 
provoking the Spectator’s reviewer to write: 
“Ask any England cricket fan in his fifties 
to name his favourite batsman and chances 
are he will say David Gower.  (Unless he 
says Geoffrey Boycott: the cavaliers and 
roundheads tend to divide along these 
lines.)  In 114 Tests between 1978 and 
1992, Gower’s elegance, timing and grace 
bewitched us all, not least because we knew 
that he would probably steer something 
innocuous to second slip two balls before tea.”

The book is full of good stories.  Once 
Boycott was so irritating when they were 
commentating together that when he left the 
box, “Gower took his panama hat off its perch 
and jumped up and down on it until he felt 
better”.

Roland Cobbett (MR 1972-76) has 
published an article in French on Graeco-
Roman games and gadgets on which he is 
expert; see Archéothéme 31!

Judy Woodley (Common Room 1974-
2001) has been elected into Full Membership 
of the All England Lawn Tennis Club.  There 
are 160 Lady Members.

Edmund de Waal (MR 1977-81) was the 
subject of a BBC One Imagine programme 
– Make Pots or Die – on 5 November.  Alan 
Yentob’s film followed Edmund over the 
course of a year as he researched a new book 
on the history of porcelain – white is the key 
concept – and prepared for his first major 
American exhibition.

Rebecca Wallersteiner (GR 1977-
79) wrote an entertaining feature for the 
December issue of The Oldie magazine, 
relating to her discovery that Dickens’ Miss 
Havisham was probably based on three or 
four eccentric ladies dressed in white who 
used to wander up and down London’s 
Newman Street, where The Oldie is based.  
It has only recently come to light that 
when Dickens was a child he lived near the 
workhouse on the extension of Newman 
Street, W1.
In a different mode, Rebecca has had reviews 
published in both Vantage and Jewish News of 
Geordie Greig’s biography of Lucian Freud, 
Breakfast with Lucian: A Portrait of the Artist.  
Rebecca herself worked for Freud in the late 
1980s, ordering his paints and champagne and 
organising his sitters.

Jim McCarthy (GR 1978-82) is still a 
Technical Director with Hyder; brother Jo 
(GR 1982-86) is with BP in Muscat, covering 
Oman and Jordan; and youngest brother 
Rob (GR 1984-89) is still with O’Rourke, 
working on the redevelopment of Liverpool 
Street.

Catherine Conybeare (MR 1982-84) is 
Professor of Classics at the Department of 
Greek, Latin, and Classical Studies, at Bryn 
Mawr College, USA.  Her latest book is The 
Laughter of Sarah, subtitled ‘Biblical Exegesis, 
Feminist Theory, and the Concept of Delight’.

Natascha Engel (MT 1983-85), MP for 
North East Derbyshire, has been recognised 
for her work as the first ever Chair of 
Parliament’s Backbench Business Committee. 
The prestigious Political Studies Association 
made the award of Parliamentarian of the 
Year to Natascha at its Annual Awards 
ceremony in London on 26 November 2013.
Natascha received the accolade from the 
Association for her work in creating an 
important forum for reining in Government 
control over Parliament, championing the 
rights of backbenchers and providing a real 
commitment to improving the quality of 
parliamentary debate.

Commenting after the presentation, Natascha 
said “Being Chair of the Backbench Business 
Committee is a great privilege. The Committee has 
changed the way Parliament works and has made 
the democratic process much stronger and livelier. 
Through the work of the Backbench Business 
Committee we have helped backbench MPs represent 

their constituents and get their issues debated in 
Parliament. I am delighted and honoured to receive 
this award.”

Ian Poots and Neil Lamb (Common Room 
1980-86 and 1986-90 respectively) both 
joined the Chemistry Department at King’s 
as young men and have now retired from St. 
Paul’s simultaneously.  Each won a warm 
tribute in The Pauline 2012-13.  Ian became 
Head of Chemistry at St. Paul’s in 1990 and 
held this position for ten years.  A “very 
precise and articulate man”, Ian possessed a 
“tremendous eye for detail” and “immense 
capacity for work”.  As Head of Science he 
ensured that “one of the largest departments 
in the school ran like clockwork”.  He was 
also a highly-regarded tutor to well over a 
hundred Paulines.  For his part Neil Lamb has 
been “a man of considerable substance and 
talent; an immensely talented chemist; an 
inspiring classroom teacher; a no-nonsense 
rugby coach”.  All told “his contributions to 
the school have been outstanding”.

David Bond (MR 1984-89) was concerned 
at the amount of time his young children were 
spending in front of the computer – “a screen 
dependence threatening to turn them into 
glassy-eyed zombies” – and so he made a film 
about it.  Project Wild Thing is an entertaining 
full-length documentary and also the name 
of an organisation that seeks to reconnect 
children with nature.  The film features David 
and his family, including his mother Helen 
who taught English at King’s.  For more 
details, and to support David’s campaign, see 
the Project Wild Thing website. 

Tim Hands (Common Room 1986-
93), Master of Magdalen College School, 
found himself early in his current year as 
Chairman of HMC (the Headmasters’ and 
Headmistresses’ Conference) embroiled 
in the sort of controversy inevitable for 
anyone in secondary education outside the 
comprehensive orthodoxy.  At HMC’s 
annual gathering at the end of September, he 
defended the right of parents to pay school 
fees if they could and wished.  The state-
funded London Oratory School, chosen by 
Tony Blair and Nick Clegg for their children, 
Tim observed, was surrounded by multi-
million pound houses and had just one in 
twenty pupils eligible for free school meals.  
Commenting on state school parents who 
move house for a better school or employ a 
personal tutor, Tim, sounding exactly like Dr 
Rhodes Boyson (who was Head of Highbury 
Grove Comprehensive before becoming one 
of Mrs Thatcher’s Education Ministers thirty 
years ago) continued: “Moral opprobrium is 
attached to neither of these, though the latter 
is of course paying for a private education, 
and the former is not social but postcode 
mobility, potentially productive of social 
division”.



On a more entertaining note, Tim secured 
the services of the King’s Men (a selection 
of current pupils and OKS, with Howard 
Ionascu conducting) to sing at the Conference 
and the Poet Laureate to recite.  In that 
order, of course.

Robert Douglas-Fairhurst (Common 
Room 1990-91), briefly a colleague of Tim’s 
in the English Department at King’s and now 
an Oxford don, has had a quieter role in 
public life, being one of the five Man Booker 
judges.  They had to read 151 novels, and 
then take to rereading some again, to a total 
of 170.

Dr Jane Payne (née Tennick, MR 1989-
91), someone who escaped the English 
Department, has resumed her role as a 
Partner in her GP practice in Clydebank.

Jeremy Bines (MT 1990-95), Chorus 
Master at Glyndebourne, conducted 
Glyndebourne Touring’s two performances 
of Humperdinck’s fairy tale opera Hänsel 
und Gretel at the Marlowe Theatre on 12 
and 14 November, and again on 26 and 
29 November when the touring company 
returned to its base for its Encore Week.  
The performances at the Marlowe received 
sustained applause.

Thomas Tallon (SH 1991-96) is a regular 
reviewer for The Tablet. One of his most 
recent pieces was on Public Schools and the 
Great War. The book was also noticed – with a 
King’s School illustration – in Church Times. 

Frances Houghton (WL 1993-98) excelled 
at British rowing’s winter trials in Boston as 
Olympic pairs champions Helen Glover and 

Heather Stanning struggled. Frances won the 
women’s open single by eight seconds. 

Nisha Lilia Diu (MR 1994-99) wrote an 
extended account for the Sunday Telegraph 
(12.1.14) of her first session of mindfulness 
meditation (advocated by Buddhism for 
2,500 years) at the Light Centre in the City 
of London.  Helpful for the highly-striving 
and highly-stressed, the technique has been 
approved both in the Journal of the American 
Medical Association and by our own Nice 
(National Institute for Health and Clinical 
Excellence).  One would be keeping better 
company than on anti-depressants too, she 
wrote.

Ivo Neame (SH 1994-99) received a 
very favourable Telegraph online review on 
13 January: “This gig from Ivo Neame’s 
current quintet displayed an intriguing clash 
of opposites.  Ranged in a ring were four 
male players of seething energy, playing 
instruments very apt for making a cauldron 
of multifarious activity.  One was Neame 
himself at the piano.  He’s a player who never 
rests easy with a trademark sound; just when 
you think you’ve got the measure of him, he 
does something brand new.”

James Berry (MR 1996-2001) has 
been selected as the Conservative Party’s 
Prospective Parliamentary Candidate for 
Kingston and Surbiton.  After studying law at 
UCL and Harvard Law School James became 
a barrister, specialising in healthcare and 
policing; he had a role in the Leveson Inquiry.  
He married last August.

This is the place to acknowledge the part 
played in Canterbury life by James’s 

father, Dr Michael Berry, who died on 17 
December.  Dr Berry became the second 
Principal of Christ Church College (founded 
in 1962) in 1975.  It was then a ‘monotech’ 
teachers’ college, and he saw it a long way 
towards its status today as Canterbury 
Christ Church University.  His success in 
diversifying the courses offered at Christ 
Church contributed greatly to its being one of 
only 20 teachers’ colleges that survived whilst 
148 were closed.

Iona Hunt (née Coltart, MR 1993-98) 
married army medic David, and they have 
a son, George.  She is currently Specialist 
Registrar on the SE Thames Gastroenterology 
Rotation at King’s College Hospital.  

Henry Coltart (MR 1994-99) is now a 
Major in the Rifles, married Jo in 2012 and 
they have a son, Wilfrid.  He is currently 
the British Exchange Officer at West Point 
Military Academy in New York.

George Coltart (MR 1999-2004) graduated 
from the Oxford Medical School in 2011 and 
completed his Foundation Years in Oxford, 
and recently passed his MRCP diploma.  
He is currently undertaking a Masters in 
Performance (Voice) at the Guildhall School 
of Music and Drama.

Fred Coltart (MR 2002-07) graduated 
from Durham in 2011 and after taking a ski 
instructors’ course in 2012 commissioned 
into the Rifles from RMA Sandhurst in 
August last year.  He is currently based in 
Chepstow and is still doing some jazz piano 
when the opportunity arises.

ARCHIVES
R W Harris and The Making of the 
English Working Class  

2013 was the 50th anniversary of the 
publication of E.P. Thompson’s The Making 
of the English Working Class. This was one 
of the most significant works of historical 
scholarship of the twentith century. The 
School has recently acquired – for the 

Walpole Collection – the publisher’s files 
for this book. In 1959 R.W. Harris, Head 
of History and Director of Studies at King’s 
for many years, commissioned Thompson to 
write a volume on ‘Working Class Politics 
1790-1921’ for the ‘Men and Ideas’ series 
that he edited for Victor Gollancz. This then 
outgrew its original concept – narrower in 
chronological scope but more extensive in its 
detail – and was published separately. 

The files include several letters from Harris 
(“He has written a piece of original research 
of the greatest importance”) and over 60 
letters, notes and postcards from Thompson, 
as well as contracts, a reader’s report from 
Asa Briggs (“It is a very impressive manuscript 
indeed”), and much else on the genesis and 
publishing history of this landmark volume.

SALMAGUNDI

The name of The Very Revd Michael 
Mayne (MO/LX 1943-49) has been invoked 
in discussions of the Stone of Scone, which 
left Scotland in 1297 and is currently on show 
in Edinburgh Castle.  What will be its future 
if Scotland votes for independence, and how 
will it feature in the next Coronation?

The stone and the Coronation Chair belong to 
Westminster Abbey, and when in 1996 John 
Major suddenly announced in Parliament 
that the stone would be returned to Scotland 
Michael Mayne was still Dean of Westminster 
(he died in 2006) and objected that “the stone 
and chair are a single integrity – the reliquary 
with the relic in it”.  The stone was donated 
to the shrine of Edward the Confessor in 
1297, by Edward I, and when the young 

Edward III tried to give it back to Scotland in 
1328 the Abbot of Westminster refused to 
hand it over.

2014 is the 450th anniversary of the birth of 
Christopher Marlowe (KS 1579-81) and 
also of William Shakespeare. Events planned 
in Canterbury include a performance of 
The Massacre at Paris in the Cathedral Crypt. 
(“Events defining Christopher Marlowe’s early 



VIVIAN ERNEST BARTON
(MR 1950-53)

The Dean presided at the Service of Memorial and 
Thanksgiving in The Quire on 21 January, and the 
Tribute was spoken by Peter Hawkes.  From it this 
text is extracted.  Peter Hawkes is a Senior Partner of 
Furley Page and Head of Dispute Resolution.

Sometimes a person comes along in life whose 
qualities are so exceptional that they have a 
profound effect on those around them. As the 
numbers attending today show, Vivian Barton 
was such a person. 

Vivian was born on 1st September 1936 
to Ernest and Doris Barton and spent his 
childhood in Whitstable with his elder sister, 
Peggy, and two younger sisters, Elaine and 
Pam.  They had a strict upbringing but like 
most little boys Vivian sometimes managed 
to get into mischief. Hitting balls into their 
neighbour’s garden was a particular favourite, 
which displayed early signs of his future 
sporting prowess, but also provided a glimpse 
of his management and delegation skills – as 
he would often make his sister Elaine go and 
collect them. 

Vivian was educated at Eddington House in 
Herne Bay and at the King’s School where 
he played hockey and cricket for the school. 
He took his A Levels at the age of 16 and was 
hoping to go to Oxford. However, his father, 

who was a solicitor with his own business in 
Whitstable, suffered from ill health and so 
Vivian left school at 17 to join the family firm. 
One month after his 18th birthday his father 
died and Vivian merged the practice with 
Furley Page, Fielding and Pembroke, where 
he was taken under the wing of future senior 
partner, Sandy Alexander. In his professional 
studies he was a star pupil and won prizes in 
both the intermediary and the final exams. 
During the six years as an articled clerk he 
earned £3 per week, the wage he was still 
receiving when he first married Julia.    

Vivian spent his entire working life with 
Furley Page, eventually succeeding Sandy as 
Senior Partner in 1987, a post he held until 
his retirement in 2001. I was lucky enough 
to first meet Vivian in 1979 when I joined 
Furley Page as an Articled Clerk. In those days 
Vivian was still based at his father’s practice 
in Whitstable, but was spending increasing 
time at Canterbury. I spent my first formative 
year at Whitstable and although Vivian was 
busy and in demand he would always find time 
to give me guidance – not just on technical 
issues but also about what is important in 
professional life – integrity, loyalty, discretion 
and hard work. It had a considerable effect on 
me and the inspiration I found from Vivian in 
those early years has been with me ever since.
It was a constant feature of his career that he 
led by example. He dedicated his working 

life to Furley Page and the clients whom he 
served. He always saw the client’s interests as 
paramount and was patient with even the most 
demanding. He was supremely calm under 
pressure and, for those of us working with 
him, he was the “go-to” person if things got 
tough. He had the ability to analyse a complex 
situation and see a simple solution. And that is 
a rare quality. 

Above all, he was a fantastically knowledgeable 
lawyer with a wide legal range. As a young 
lawyer one would always check one’s work 
three times over before going to see him – 
even then, he would catch you out with a casual 
question. It would often be prefaced with a 
phrase like “I don’t pretend to be an expert in 
this but…” and he would then go on to quote 
a legal formulation which I later found, word 
for word, in the textbook he would direct me 
to at the end of our discussion.

His wide abilities meant that he was always 
in high demand. Vivian acted for a great 
number of families in their private affairs, 
often acting as trustee. At the other end of the 
scale he handled complex commercial work, 
sometimes going up, alone, against a team of 
City lawyers – whom he would often look 
upon with scepticism.
But… no one is perfect. He could be 
frustratingly stubborn at times. I never did 
manage to persuade Vivian to use a computer. 

life echo through this butchered and bloody 
work.”) Meanwhile, to show that the city is 
bracing itself for the anniversary, the Marlowe 
Arcade in Canterbury, on the site of the 
former Marlowe Theatre, has been renamed 
the Whitefriars Arcade ‘to strengthen its 
association with the shopping centre’. 
Park Honan has stepped down after a 
distinguished term as adjudicator of the 
Hoffman Marlowe Prize, administered by the 
School. His replacement is Dr Alison Shell of 

University College London. Anyone who still 
thinks there is an ‘authorship question’ and 
dreams of winning the Hoffman Prize outright 
is advised to read Paul Edmondson and Stanley 
Wells, Shakespeare Beyond Doubt. 

‘Living in MO’: David Rushton (MO 
1958-62) has produced a slide-show of 
photographs he took during his time at the 
school with his entertaining commentary on 
life in a boarding house. It can be viewed on-

line and there is a link via the Members’ News 
section of the OKS website. 

James Andrew Taylor’s Walking Wounded: The 
Life and Poetry of Vernon Scannell has recently 
been published. Vernon Scannell’s time at 
Canterbury, where he was the School’s poet-
in-residence in 1979, gets a mention, though 
the main interest of the book (and of the 
poet) at this time is in Angela, the young lady 
he met at the Three Compasses. 

FAMILY ANNOUNCEMENTS
DEATHS
AGNEW, The Rev. Kenneth David (GR 
1946-53) on 3 February 2014.
BARKER, Sebastian Smart (WL 1958-63) on 
31 January 2014. 
BARTON, Vivian Ernest (MR 1950-53) on 
23 December 2013. 
BEITH, Robert Michael Victor (MO 1945-
51) on 20 December 2013.
BOOTH, Alan (RSM and Beadle 1984-2008) 
on 28 November 2013.
FOLLENFANT, Peter John Follenfant (MR 
1951-2, 1953-4) on 8 February 2014.
GOODSALL, Robert Mervyn Stede (GR 
1951-55) on 9 November 2013.
JOB, Stephen Charles (GR 1959-63) on 4 
December 2013.
JONES, Maureen (GL sewing room) on 27 
September 2013.

MIDDLETON, Gordon Chard (SH 1939-44) 
on 23 October 2013.
WALKER, Timothy Angus (GL 1997-2001) 
on 7 December 2013.
WATTS, Eric Arnold-Larsen Watts (Langley 
1929-33) on 15 September 2013.

OBITUARIES
WILLIAM LEWARNE HARRIS 

(WL 1943-47)
William Harris, who died last August at 
the age of 84, began his King’s schooling in 
Cornwall and centred much of his music on 
Cornish and Breton themes.  He was made a 
Cornish bard in 2002 for his services to and 
support of Cornish music.
After National Service in the Duke of 
Cornwall’s Light Infantry “Bill” – a great 
admirer of Vaughan Williams – went to the 
Royal College of Music, studying composition 

under Herbert Howells and winning the 
Lionel Tertis Prize for a suite for viola and 
piano in 1952.
In ensuing decades he wrote many and wide-
ranging pieces, including operas and chamber 
music.  In the 1980s one of his operas, The 
Woman on the Hill (based on a Cornish legend) 
was performed at the Golden Lane Theatre, 
Barbican, and Malcolm Williamson, at that 
time Master of the Queen’s Music, wrote: 
“I had the pleasure of hearing an evening 
of skilful, genial and original music by an 
unknown (to me) composer with a fine sense 
of the voice, of the orchestra and an instinct 
for the theatre”.  In 2004 Bill gave a 75th 
Anniversary Concert at St. John’s, Smith 
Square, London.
A man who loved bathing off Porth Island, 
Bill is survived by a daughter and two sons.



He could have mastered it in five minutes, but 
no – the PC was brought in ceremoniously, 
placed on his desk, and when he retired it was 
taken away, entirely untouched. 

Despite his many skills at work, he was a 
modest and understated man. He hated what 
we now call PR and it was quite a struggle to 
find a photograph of him in his suit for this 
service. The only chink in his armour was his 
taste for fast cars. In the early 1980s the peace 
and tranquillity of the Canterbury office was 
shattered by the arrival in the car park of his 
new Ford Cosworth which sported a double 
wing on the back which was large enough to 
keep a biplane in the air. 

Away from the office, Vivian’s great passion 
was of course golf and it was on the golf links 
at Seasalter in 1954 that he met Julia where 
she beat him, for the only time, 6 and 5. 
Despite the trouncing, the couple began their 
courtship and married in 1959. They travelled 
to their honeymoon in the south of France by 
train and we can imagine their consternation 
when they discovered on boarding the train in 
Calais, that they were to share the couchette 
with a Mother Superior and three novices!

Vivian and Julia set up home in Herne Bay and 
were blessed with two children, Andrew and 

Joanna. Vivian adored his children and was a 
generous father for whom nothing was too 
much trouble – he even gave up his beloved 
golf for many years, at Andrew’s request, so 
that he could spend more time with Andrew 
and Jo. This was a great sacrifice as he had a 
very successful amateur golf career. Vivian 
played for twelve years on the amateur golf 
circuit. His dutiful wife caddied for him every 
other weekend in hail, rain and snow, and 
never complained (so I am told), except for 
once, when he took an eight on a short hole at 
Pulborough, and she walked off in disgust, and 
left him to it! 

Highlights of his career included being the 
first day leader of the Brabazon trophy English 
National Amateur Stroke Play Championship 
at Deal, Captain and subsequently Vice-
President of Kent County Golf Union, playing 
for the County over one hundred times and 
winning many club and regional events. 
He was chairman of the South East Golf 
committee, and served on numerous golf club 
committees. He also played for the Old King’s 
Scholars Golf Society and captained the team 
for many years. Vivian represented the King’s 
School in the Halford Hewitt tournament for 
over 40 years, some of the time with his good 
friend, Pip Arnold.

Vivian leaves behind his loving wife, Julia, 
his children, Andrew and Jo, son-in-law 
and daughter-in law, Mark and Trish, his 
granddaughter, Shauna and his three sisters, 
Peggy, Pam and Elaine. He will be greatly 
missed by them and by us all.

The OKS Golfi ng Society publishes its Halford 
Hewitt records every year.  Vivian and Pip Arnold 
were a formidable pair with a 78% record.  Called 
in as a last-minute reserve in 2006, Vivian thereby 
played in six consecutive decades.  Roger Sutton 
(WL 1951-56) remembers Vivian at School as a 
talented wicket-keeper, 1st Hockey XI, and in the 
cross-country team.  In the Hewitt ranking lists 
Vivian comes 9th (having generally played 1st string) 
individually, but 1st (of 78) on the Most Valuable 
Player List, played 58 matches (2nd to Pip Arnold), 
and is listed as one of the four legends.

CHRISTOPHER 
HORSPOOL

(LX 1954-57)
Christopher Horspool, whose death in May 
of last year at the age of 72 was noted in our 
previous issue, was recorded in The Telegraph 
online as a commercial solicitor for almost 50 
years, following “a childhood spent in large 
hotels visited by Prime Ministers, writers and 

film stars”.  The largest hotel in Wales, the 
Grand at Llandudno, was where at the age of 
7 Christopher took a pot shot with his air rifle 
from a balcony at the Prime Minister Attlee 
– who fortunately was none the wiser.  He 
joined King’s when his parents moved to run 
the Imperial Hotel, Hythe, and at 16 became 
an articled clerk with solicitors in Folkestone, 
qualifying in 1963.

In a long legal career, Christopher specialised 
in financial and intellectual property work, 
was an in-house lawyer for a pharmaceuticals 
company and a merchant bank, besides being 
a partner in a firm of London solicitors.  His 
wife Margot, who became a Professor of 
European and Comparative Law, and two 
sons survive him.

STEPHEN CHARLES JOB 
(GR 1959 – 63)

The Revd Canon Roger Job, GR 1951-55, writes:
My younger brother Stephen died before 
Christmas at the age of sixty-eight after a 
two-year struggle with a brain tumour.
His mortal remains were borne to a north 
London crematorium in a hearse which had 
previously carried the bodies of Baroness 
Thatcher, HM The Queen Mother and 
other eminences.  He would not have been 
impressed: never an establishment man, he 
leaned to the Left, for a time holding Labour 
Party membership.  

The Guardian was his preferred daily 
newspaper.  In 1972 he bought a house in 
Finsbury Park with the late Christopher 
Marshall OKS.  Stephen remained there for 
the rest of his life.

Stephen left King’s with a History Demyship 
at Magdalen College, Oxford.  RW Harris 

would not have been pleased that he switched 
to English as soon as he could, but somewhat 
mollified, perhaps, that a love of reading and 
literature never left him.  

Stephen’s opening career moves were 
eccentric.  In the sixties my wife typed 
for him (in a Wigan vicarage) a thesis on 
Town and Country Planning matters, with 
frequent references to bspa (bed spaces per 
acre).  A decade later he was employed as a 
park-keeper for Islington Council, then as a 
Planner in Waltham Forest.  Planning won.  
He also worked with Roger Tym and Partners 
and later for many years with Hertsmere 
Council, Herts.  Later still he set up his own 
consultancy business near his home.

Stephen never lost his love of singing 
nurtured at the old Choir School.  At King’s 
he belonged to the Choral Society.  He was 
even having singing lessons in his sixties.

Always a passionate gardener, his profound 
knowledge of herbaceous plants was put to 
striking use in his own garden.  The exchange 
of border perennial plants with friends and 
family was important to him.  It was during 
his last illness that he worked as a volunteer 
gardener at Kew.

Born in Ipswich, he always loved Suffolk – its 
birds, quiet rivers, shingle beaches, and not 
least the sea-side town of Aldeburgh.

Following his traditional funeral service there 
was a memorial meeting, crowded with 
friends, including fellow spiritualist searchers, 
in which my son Jonathan (GR 1980-85) and 
I contributed an OKS spot, voice and piano.  
It was Roger Quilter’s Now sleeps the crimson 
petal.

In 1986 Stephen married Anne Gibbs.  She 
and their two daughters, Rachel and Philippa, 
survive him.    



ALAN BOOTH

RSM of the CCF 1984-2008 and School 
Beadle 2001-2008

This is an abridged version of the eulogy given at 
Alan’s Memorial Service by his son Mike.  The full 
version is available online via the OKS website.

On the 12 January 1943, Alan Duncan Booth 
was born into a world that was at war, and 
because of the stigma of being the child of a 
wartime romance, it would have been clear 
that life in post-war Brighton would have been 
very tough. Although Alan had a step-family, 
when his mother married after the war, he 
lived with Nan, apart from his close family. 

During the late 1950s Alan was caught up in 
the first musical revolution that was “Rock  
n Roll” and during his mid-teens he was a 
“Teddy Boy”.  In this time of youth rebellion, 
something happened that would change his life 
forever. As far as I remember, Alan said the 
story goes like this: 

Alan was about 15/16 years old, when as a 
bet he tried to ride a Triumph motorcycle up 
into the back of an open-backed bus, and failed 
spectacularly. He was arrested and when he 
appeared in court he was given a choice by the 
magistrate of going to Borstal or the joining 
the Army. On returning home from the 
army careers office he told his family that he 
had signed on for 22 years’ service, with The 
Royal Sussex Regiment: it goes without saying 
his Nan wasn’t too pleased.

The beginning of Alan’s Army life was hard, 
National Service was in force and Military 
Training in the1950s Army could be cruel; he 
ran away twice, but was handed over to the 
Military Police, once by his Nan.

When his training was finished, Alan began to 
find that he was genuinely suited to Army life, 
and as his new career progressed he came to 
love the regime and structure of his new life 
with The Royal Sussex Regiment.

In the early 1960s Alan was posted to 
Shornecliffe Barracks and in 1962 whilst in 
a Folkestone coffee shop he met Carol. Alan 
always said that he didn’t choose Carol, Carol 
chose him and he’s been doing as he is told 
ever since.  The relationship blossomed and 
one thing led to another and soon after in 
1963, Alan and Carol were married. 

During his time in the Army, Alan told 
his family and friends lots of stories of his 
adventures.  One of my favourites, as a child, 
was when he was on a training exercise in 
Kenya, he was at the HQ when staff began to 
hear this strange rhythmic chanting coming 
from the forest, and it was getting closer. 
Curious, the staff began to gather near the edge 
of the forest to see what was making all the 
noise, when suddenly a line of soldiers linked 
together like elephants coming back in from 
a patrol were singing the elephant marching 
song from Walt Disney’s Jungle Book. The HQ 
descended in hilarious laughter as the whole 
company had watched The Jungle Book as part 
of scheduled entertainments the night before. 

When, after 24 years’ service, Alan left the 
Army, the prospect of civilian life was not 
that attractive, but he found a job which it 
seemed was made just for him; he became 
the Combined Cadet Force RSM at the King’s 
School, Canterbury. 

For Alan working at the King’s School 
was easy. It felt similar to the army, it was 
structured, ordered, with heaps of tradition, 
and a promotion to RSM, and he still got 
to shout at people for a living whilst doing 
military drill. Excellent! There was only one 
problem; most of his troops were only 4 feet 
high and some of them were…. ladies. 

Alan enjoyed working at the King’s School 
enormously, said it was the best job he ever had; 
he loved working with the “young gentlemen 
and ladies” as he called them, he developed 
some important relationships with the pupils 
he came into contact with at the School, and 
it wasn’t uncommon to find a multitude of 
military mad gentlemen, and ladies, having tea 
with the RSM in the Armoury, during breaks 
in lessons. Alan always tried to do his best 
by “his troops” and woe betide anyone who 
upset them. Alan also enjoyed the company 
of his colleagues at King’s, especially the CCF 
officers and the ladies he often shared lunch 
with each day. Alan was a popular member of 
the Easter Camp Staff Team and was a fabulous 
instructor; his version of “Wheelchair Drill” 
always went down well at the Easter camp 
dinner.  Towards the end of his King’s career 
Alan was made the “School Beadle”, a job 
that he discharged with so much enthusiasm 
that his reputation in King’s was legendary; 
he wandered the school grounds ensuring 
pupils were following dress codes and weren’t 
loitering and that discipline was upheld. Alan 
loved his job at King’s and it was a sad day 
when he had to retire.

To Alan nothing was more important than 
his family; he loved all three of his children, 
and adored his grandchildren and great-
grandchildren, and liked nothing better than 
to have his whole family around him on special 
occasions.

But Alan knew that none of this would have 
been possible without the support of his dearest 
Carol. Alan loved Carol unconditionally right 
from the off, there was nothing he would not 
do for her. Carol was Alan’s rock, she was 
resilient, nothing seemed to get her down, she 
was a very pragmatic person and helped Alan 

academically, so he could realise his aspirations 
within his chosen careers.  Carol was devoted 
to her husband Alan, and Alan worshipped the 
ground that Carol walked on.

Carol passed away in August this year, and 
although Alan had been very ill, we, his 
children, know he died of a broken heart. 

As one of Alan’s children I feel privileged to 
have shared the time I did with him, my Dad.

The Revd Keith Wilkinson, Headmaster of King’s 
1996-2007, has contributed this appreciation of 
Alan:

Alan Booth was, I felt, a man with a further 
mission in him when I got to know him in the 
early years of my tour of duty at King’s.  He 
was aware that the CCF was not attracting 
the numbers we both would have wished 
and that reform was inevitable and, indeed, 
necessary.  He opined to me that he was afraid 
that he himself would ‘fade into the shadows’; 
however, in the same conversation he later 
talked of those he most admired and revealed 
his particular admiration and fascination with 
Napoleon Bonaparte.  I was intrigued and, on 
further prompting, he revealed a treasury of 
knowledge about Wellington’s opponent, his 
brilliance as a leader in both the army and civil 
life; the shrewdness of his tactics, his skills in 
organisation and law; his ability to command 
and inspire – and his prowess with the ladies! 
(said Alan with that wonderfully characteristic 
twinkle in the eye)… “How I’d have loved to 
have had the chance to put on the uniform and 
have the ladies troop rallying to my call!”

At the time – and this was not a new situation 
but rather a recurring one – there were 
annoyances about pupils dawdling between 
lessons; ambling to the Shirley Hall for Prayers 
in the morning, and the need for greater 
briskness around the Green Court.  We also 
needed someone to temper the often necessary 
sternness of the Cathedral Security team who 
were usually the first persons encountered 
by visitors to the School.  So I proposed that 
Alan should take up the post as the first King’s 
School Beadle and don “Bulldog” type dress 
for the role.  He instantly accepted and so 
began his time in a position which he never 
failed to tell me was the most enjoyable of 
his life.  He was made for it – his firmness, 
resolution balanced with a charming sense of 
humour and understanding of human frailty 
and foibles, made it so.  He soon became ‘a 
legend’.  From the fear of the shadows to the 
fun of the limelight!

One of my most enduring memories of my 
time at King’s was of a revue in which Alan had 
brought the 800 strong audience in the Shirley 
Hall to silence.  Out of the shadows stepped 
the outline of the bowler-hatted Beadle; 
the light captured him solo centre stage – 
then with cane in hand and jacket off and a 
dazzling waistcoat sparkling in the light, he 
flew, Fred Astaire-like, around the stage with 
stunning dexterity and style… The audience 
of the school was transfixed… So was I.  The 
applause was deafening.  Brilliant.  It’s amazing 
what can be done from the shadows… He 
was, quite rightly, a King’s Treasure.



REMINISCENCES

Five Formative Years

Monty Turnor (WL. 1946-51) is a retired 
solicitor who spent his working life in private 
practice in Leicester and now resides in Thailand for 
the greater part of each year.  In this very interesting 
reminiscence he describes the same post-war period 
as Martin Leslie, GR 1945-50, did in our Spring 
2013 issue, but without the feral pigeons.

I was 13 and it was 1946, in a bleak and war-
torn Canterbury, that I entered Walpole.  
There was no welcoming committee.  The 
new boys were consigned to a barren Junior 
Common Room, in which each was assigned 
a well-worn desk and chair, and stayed there 
under the eye of a watchful house monitor for 
a year or two before sharing a study with other 
boys.

A large dormitory, at the highest level of the 
building, served as our sleeping quarters.  It 
was furnished with nothing more than line 
upon line of iron bedsteads on which rested 
straw palliasses  and beside each of which stood 
a small plywood cupboard.  There was a row 
of washbasins and an archaic device, with a 
rope wrapped around a wheel immediately 
below a window, overlooking the Archbishop 
of Canterbury’s palace.  The purpose was to 
afford a means of escape in case of fire, but, 
as only one boy at a time could use it, in the 
event of an emergency it would have proved 
inadequate.  It was just as well that God’s 
delegate on earth was, from time to time, so 
close at hand since only divine intervention 
could have saved many boys from death or 
serious injury.

On my first day, having viewed the living 
conditions and sensed the hostility with which 
new boys were greeted, I was petrified, and 
the stern and uncompromising manner of my 
housemaster, P.G. Reynolds, and the Captain 
of House, Foxon, did nothing to mollify my 
fears.

“Piggy” (the nickname by which he was known 
throughout the school) Reynolds and Foxon 
dwelt upon the obligations, limitations, 
restrictions and indignities to be endured, 
examples of which were, for new boys, 
onerous fagging duties and a requirement at 
all times to keep fastened all three buttons of 
their black jackets, worn daily as part of the 
school uniform, and, for all the boys, other 
than a privileged few, prohibitions on walking 
across certain areas within the confines of 
the school, such as the Mint Yard, and on 
visiting particular cafes in the town considered 
unsuitable having regard to “the customers”, 
a euphemism for the local girls attracted to 
them, fraternization with whom was frowned 
upon but not expressly forbidden.

I found myself in the Fourth Form and 
lower than that one could not descend.  The 
master in charge was none other than my 
housemaster, whose responsibility it was to 
teach me, and other boys of no proven ability, 
several subjects, including “English” which 
meant, at this lowly level, English grammar 
and literature.  It was his job to ensure that 
we should at least be able to express ourselves 
adequately in the English language through 
acquiring a thorough knowledge of the 
grammar which he attempted to instil in our 
heads by requiring us, frequently, to parse 
sentences.   That was something I had learned 
to do at prep school and resulted in “Piggy” 
giving me the title of his “little grammarian”; 
and this possibly was the reason that I found 
myself in my second term, and for the 
remainder of my first year, in the Removes.

So it was in Walpole House and the Removes 
that, along with the other boys throughout the 
school, I endured the winter of 1946-7.  It was 
one of the coldest and most prolonged winters 
ever recorded.  The unavoidable hardship 
inflicted upon us, in the so-called Spring Term, 
was made no easier, in either the house or the 
form rooms, by the inadequacy of the separate 
but similar heating systems installed in every 
building.  These were rather tired-looking 
fixtures that consisted of elongated bars 
powered by electricity, never very effective 
at any time, but rendered useless by frequent 
and lengthy power cuts, imposed by a Labour 
Government struggling with a shortage of coal 
to fuel the power stations and the generally 
impoverished state in which Britain found itself 
as a result of the cost of fighting World War 
II.  There we were in a freezing form room, 
with ice on the inside of the windows creating 
artistic designs, confronted by a disconsolate 
master endeavouring to teach us, and all of us, 
master and boys alike, adorned with overcoats 
and as much additional clothing as possible, 
which included thick and cumbersome gloves, 
making it a problematic task to write with 
chalk on a blackboard or a fountain pen on 
paper.

King’s, despite its separate legal entity, was, 
more or less, an appendage of the cathedral 
and thus a hostage of the Church of England 
and a refuge for some of the clergy, thereby 
ensuring that the spiritual well-being of the 
boys was a paramount consideration.  This 
included for the new boys a visit, in his study, 
to the rather gross but harmless and benign 
chaplain, known to the boys as “The Tank”, 
for a lecture on the sin of masturbation which, 
even to a teenage boy, seemed a strange task 
to be put upon a lifelong bachelor who was 
obviously embarrassed at having to deliver 
such a solemn warning.

It was one of the duties of the chaplain to 
prepare boys for confirmation into the 
Church at a ceremony usually performed by 

the Archbishop of Canterbury, but as none 
of us could take him, the chaplain, seriously, 
it was just as well that he was assisted in the 
task by senior clergy, such as the Archdeacon 
of Canterbury who, literally, put the fear of 
God into us and ensured that, at least for the 
remainder of our school days, we regularly 
attended Communion early every Sunday 
morning to receive the holy sacrament from, 
yes of course, “The Tank”.

In fact, praying and the indoctrination of 
Christian ethics and values, as perceived by 
those of the clergy of the Church of England 
responsible for our spiritual well being, played 
an important role in our lives and constituted 
a time-consuming preoccupation.  Prayers 
from the Book of Common Prayer and lessons 
from the King James Bible were said and read 
every weekday morning in an assembly of 
the whole school with the headmaster, the 
enigmatic Canon Shirley, Doctor of Divinity 
and Barrister at Law, “Fred” to the boys, in 
attendance to say the prayers and to lecture the 
boys on any subject he considered necessary.  
Likewise, every evening, at an assembly of the 
house, the same procedure took place with 
the housemaster saying the prayers, delivering 
any homily considered necessary and calling 
the roll just to ascertain whether any boy was 
absent without leave or had run away in utter 
despair.

Naturally, every Sunday was a day in which, if 
not entirely consumed by prayer, much time 
was spent requesting God to forgive us our 
trespasses and learning how best to conduct 
ourselves in order to enter the Kingdom of 
Heaven.

Of course, it was not only our souls that 
required nourishment.  Our bodily well 
being had also to be catered for, but alas, this 
was undertaken with rather less assiduous 
attention.  It would be no exaggeration to 
describe the food partaken in the school dining 
hall as barely better than appalling and rendered 
even less appealing by the behaviour of surly 
waiters, that is to say, somewhat emaciated 
malcontents, probably recently demobilized 
from the armed forces and unable to find more 
acceptable and lucrative employment.  It is 
hardly surprising that the unsavoury situation 
led to a scandal.  At the behest and on behalf of 
a small number of boys, including one or two 
school monitors, some of the waiters were 
more or less coerced into unlawfully acting as 
bookies’ runners to place bets on horses for the 
young gentlemen concerned and, presumably, 
to collect and deliver to them any winnings.  
Before and after every meal a school monitor 
entreated and thanked the Lord in Latin for 
what we were about to receive and for what 
we had just received, but he might as well have 
saved his breath or, more usefully, invited him 
for guidance as to the winner of the 3.30 at 
Cheltenham.



Breakfast frequently consisted of foul tasting 
porridge with disgusting lumps in it and 
watery scrambled egg, concocted out of dried 
egg imported from the USA and mounted on 
a piece of soggy toast.  Lunch was no better 
even on a Sunday when there was normally 
put in front of us a slice of overcooked and 
hardly edible meat, possibly beef, the main 
constituent part of which was slimy yellow fat.

Fortunately, there was the tuck shop wherein, 
at the mid-morning break, a somewhat 
more inviting and appetizing cake could be 
purchased and within the town there were 
many “ye olde” tearooms wherein, during 
afternoons not otherwise occupied with school 
activities, delectable crumpets and muffins, 
soaked in butter, could be consumed.

Sport was considered an essential occupation 
for every boy whether or not he was ill-sighted 
or lacked sufficient co-ordination of his bodily 
parts to hit a ball with a bat or, indeed, even 
if he were completely wanting any physical or 
muscular attribute necessary to compete in 
sports of any description.  I well recall a very 
academic new boy in Walpole House, whose 
prowess on the sports field was absolutely 
non-existent, being compelled in his first year 
to join in a game of rugger, somewhere in the 
scrum, on a bitterly cold and wet afternoon in 
late autumn.  To this day, I can see the agony 
on his face, as he trailed behind the scrum with 
his arms dangling loosely at his sides and his 
fingers blue with cold, doing his best to avoid 
entering the scrum despite the insistence of 
the master in charge of teaching us the game to 
“get in there, boy”.

There was yet another task that had to be 
undertaken once a week.  On Thursday 
afternoons, all the boys were required to 
participate in the activities of the Combined 
Cadet Force, mainly as soldiers but a few boys 
as sailors or airmen, unless a particular boy 
or his parents objected in which case scouting 
activities were the order of the afternoon.  We 
all learned the marching and rifle drills of the 
British armed forces from a former Sergeant 
Major in a Kentish regiment whose nickname 
was “Barch” because of his frequent order, in 
a very loud voice for a rather short man, to 
“quick barch”.  

As year upon year passed by, I gradually 
moved in an upwards direction.  I spent my 
second year in Shell Languages and it was in 
that form I first encountered the headmaster 
on a regular basis.  For some reason unknown 
to me and the other boys, Shirley had decided 
to take the form for English Literature despite 
the fact that his subject was classical languages.  
So far as I can recall, the whole year was given 
over to the study of Shakespeare’s “Macbeth”, 
but instead of going through the play in a 
logical manner, scene by scene and act by act 
with explanations where necessary, he would 

direct us to what he considered to be essential 
paragraphs, speeches and soliloquies, not 
always in the order in which they appeared 
in the original work, and require us to learn 
by heart long passages before the next lesson, 
an impossible task for boys of similar ability as 
myself.

However, it was during my third year in Fifth 
Classical, where I unexpectedly found myself, 
that it was my misfortune, along with the other 
boys in the same form, some of whom were 
King’s Scholars straight from prep schools, to 
be taught Latin by Shirley and to experience the 
worst traits of his nature.  His behaviour was 
erratic and irrational.  Occasionally, he arrived 
in the classroom in a benign, happy mood when 
we were all addressed as “m’dears”, little or no 
Latin was taught and, instead, he concentrated 
on such matters as the good job he’d done 
for the school.  But much more frequently, 
the revered headmaster appeared in the 
room in one of his black moods, sometimes 
with his cane secreted beneath his gown 
which he only revealed, with a dramatic and 
intemperate gesture, when a boy’s response 
to a question was considered inadequate.  
Another example of his behaviour was his very 
occasional resort to minor, but unnecessary 
and undeserved, corporal punishment should 
a boy fail to answer, either correctly or not at 
all, a question based on a footnote in the Latin 
primer, the revision of which had previously 
been set as prep.

A complete contrast to Shirley was the 
master in Fifth Classical responsible for 
teaching French.  He was a Church of England 
clergyman and I have rarely known a more 
unhappy, despondent and lonely soul than The 
Reverend Dr Knight, a bachelor who appeared 
to be in a constant state of deep depression.  
At the time, there was a famous race horse 
called Happy Knight and, with a touch of 
irony, the boys assigned him that name.  He 
was a hopeless teacher who was entirely 
incapable of maintaining order and discipline 
within the classroom.  Such was the chaos, it 
was impossible for him to teach or the boys 
to learn.  Prep was set but not undertaken 
and punishments requiring the translation of 
English passages into French were ignored.

My time in Fifth Classical was a disaster 
waiting to happen. Much of the time spent 
in the presence of Shirley was frightening 
enough to render it impossible for boys, other 
than those blessed with considerable ability, 
to learn Latin sufficiently well to obtain 
a credit in that subject in an examination 
called the School Certificate, a necessity if 
students wished to enter a university or one 
of the learned professions. Likewise, but for 
a completely different reason, that is to say 
the total inadequacy of Knight as a teacher, it 
proved equally difficult to attain the required 
standard in the French language.

This resulted in my having to spend a further 
term in the “fifths” in a specially constituted 
form for those who had failed to attain the 
required standard in a sufficient number of 
subjects to matriculate at School Certificate 
level.  For me, this proved to be a godsend.  I 
was fortunate, indeed, in that term to be taught 
by some excellent teachers.  Mr Corner, a 
modern languages teacher, enabled me to 
acquire, without too much difficulty, a credit 
in French and Mr Harris, a brilliant teacher 
of history, provided me with the knowledge 
enough to obtain a credit in that subject and 
in English Literature, as well, which he also 
taught us that particular term.

Thus, one term late, I arrived in the Lower 
Sixth, studying only my favourite subjects, 
French, English Literature and, the one I 
enjoyed most of all, English History, a subject, 
thanks to Duffy Harris, in which I have retained 
a life-long interest.  However, I still required 
a credit in Latin if I were to be allowed to 
enter the legal profession (my stern father’s 
preferred destination for me) as a student.  
Mr Purnell, a classics master, came to my 
rescue.  He realised that my main weakness 
was an insufficient vocabulary in the obsolete 
language and so he handed me a booklet 
setting out about a thousand words in their 
separate Latin declensions and conjugations 
with the English equivalent words at the side 
of each and every one of them.  He was a mild-
mannered west countryman and, in his matter 
of fact way, told me to learn all the words off 
by heart.  I had plenty of free periods in which 
to comply with his directive and sure enough, 
within a term or so, the credit was attained 
and my training to become a solicitor was 
assured, much to my father’s relief.

Now in my old age, when reflecting on my five 
years at King’s, the happiest times I can recall 
were during the four terms spent “reclining” 
in the sixth form.  Having matriculated, I had 
passed the examination necessary to enter 
one of the learned professions as a student 
and A levels were something with which 
future generations would have to concern 
themselves.  Thus, it was a pleasurable exercise 
better to acquaint myself with the French 
language, especially if the master happened to 
be “Peeny” Voigt, a delightful, cultivated man 
who appreciated how much more important it 
was, for a boy not possessing great academic 
ability, to acquire an aptitude to converse in 
French rather than sufficient skill to translate 
the works of Voltaire into English.  Equally 
entertaining as a teacher was S.S. “”Soppy” 
Sopwith who allowed me to express my own 
opinion as to the character of Hamlet even if it 
would have been a shock to Shakespeare.  The 
master who encouraged me to maintain my 
interest in English and European history was 
Mr Meadows, an easy-going young man, also 
in charge of Rugby at King’s, whose comment 
in my final report, which I have endeavoured 



to recall as accurately as possible, merely 
said, “If he enjoys his new work as much 
as he enjoys this subject then indeed he will 
have an enjoyable life.  We shall miss his 
contributions”.

As soon as I was elevated to the Sixth Form, 
“Piggy” Reynolds made me a house monitor 
which meant I could employ a fag to clean my 
shoes and make my bed and to enjoy certain 
privileges, such as leaving all the buttons on 
my jacket undone, walking upon the hallowed 
grass of the Green Court and meandering 
through the streets of Canterbury with the 
aid of a wooden walking stick or cane of a 
type authorised for use by house monitors as 
a symbol of their authority, though differing 
from canes carried by school monitors which 
were decorated at the top with a silver knob.

There was, however, a serious omission about 
which the housemaster could do nothing.  
That was in those far off days, a complete lack 
of female company and thus, the necessity 
to fantasize, frustrating as that could be!  In 
Walpole House, the monitors’ study, on one 
of the upper floors of the building, overlooked 
Palace Street.  On the other side of the street, 
almost directly opposite the study, was a pub 
in which resided the landlord and his busty, 
streetwise, teenage daughter whose second 
floor bedroom also overlooked the street.  
It was apparent to her, from our signals, 
gestures and demeanour, that her person 
was of interest to us and, from time to time, 
she responded with a gratuitous and well-
performed striptease, revealing her ample 
naked breasts.  That did nothing to requite 
our frustrations of which she was only too well 
aware and, hence, her delight in teasing us.  If 
“Piggy” was aware of what was going on, he 
said and did nothing about it, just typical of the 
man and his dealings with senior boys.

Looking back in hindsight, there is much for 
which I have to thank my housemaster, whose 
bark was much worse than his bite, and also 
his matronly wife who always treated me 
with kindness.  Never once did they punish 
me.  Rather, it is now my belief that they 
appreciated I had suffered at the hands of 
a somewhat austere father and, as a result, 
lacked confidence which needed building.

In fact, during the whole of my time in the 
Sixth Form, only once was I in trouble with 
any master.  That was in my final term when 
I angered the Reverend John Edmonds, the 
then recently appointed replacement for 
“The Tank” as the school chaplain.  He was 
an earnest “thirty something” married man, 
almost completely lacking a sense of humour 
and easily moved to anger, particularly if a 
boy was seen smirking when he propounded 
his deeply held Anglo-Catholic beliefs.  He 
was undoubtedly a sincere man, but his 
manner and his ability to appear silently and 

unexpectedly as if from nowhere, did nothing 
to endear him to the boys who christened him 
“Creeping Jesus”.

Once a week, all sixth formers were compelled 
to attend him for instruction concerning 
Biblical matters.  On one such occasion, only a 
week or so before the end of term, I “cut” the 
period, but unfortunately for me, he noticed 
my absence and when I subsequently visited 
his grace and favour residence and, without 
prompting, admitted my misdemeanour, 
he interpreted my behaviour as a personal 
insult to him and flew into a rage.  Such was 
his anger that he could not decide whether 
to administer the cane himself or what other 
punishment to impose and told me to report 
to my housemaster.  I went immediately to see 
“Piggy” in his study and explained the whole 
incident to him and the Chaplain’s requirement 
that he should impose the punishment.  His 
response was simple: “You have not caused 
me much trouble during your time here – go 
and tell the chaplain I’ve punished you”.  That 
episode, especially when contrasted with 
the house monitors’ raucous response to the 
landlord’s daughter’s peep show, which the 
good citizens of Canterbury walking up and 
down Palace Street must have witnessed, in 
some ways epitomised what it was like to be a 
senior boy at the King’s School, Canterbury in 
the middle of the twentieth century.
The whole system perpetuated Victorian 
values, standards and ethics as evidenced 
by: (i) the lack of sympathetic treatment of 
young new boys; (ii) the fagging regime; (iii) 
the importance of, and respect for, age and 
seniority; (iv) the acquisition of status and the 
privileges pertaining to it; (v) the teaching 
methods by masters with “Oxbridge” degrees, 
most of whom had never seen the inside of a 
Teacher Training College and some of whom 
were inadequate at performing the tasks 
required of them; (vi) the misinterpretation by 
many masters of boys’ questions and answers 
as insolence when none was intended; (vii) the 
need at all times to show deference and display 
absolute loyalty to one’s superiors regardless 
of their frailties and misdeeds; and (viii) the 
apparent acceptance by the school governors 
of sadistic and bullying behaviour on the part 
of a small minority of masters about which 
they must or should have known and, likewise, 
the acceptance by masters of bullying on the 
part of a few boys that could lead to the virtual 
hounding of the young victims.

Nevertheless, as I have endeavoured to 
illustrate, there were masters, in those far-
off days, who were enlightened, kindly and 
thoughtful.  Even though he came from a 
colonial background, was dismayed about the 
fast-declining British Empire and obviously 
believed in Victorian values, “Piggy” Reynolds 
had about him a practical, no-nonsense 
approach to his responsibilities.

Conversely, my worst experience was having 
to cope with the frightening classroom 
behaviour of Canon Shirley in the Fifth form, 
though I recognise that he was to a considerable 
extent responsible for the recovery of King’s 
from its diminished condition resulting from 
the Great Depression and subsequent War.

It is of course, important, more than sixty-two 
years after my leaving King’s and in a country 
that, down the years, has changed so radically, 
to try and make a balanced judgement of an 
ancient institution that for five years played 
such an important part in the formative 
years of my long life.  The paragraph I have 
devoted to the School’s Victorian values is 
not intended to be, solely, a criticism of how 
the school was run and the moral attitudes it 
was endeavouring to inculcate in the boys.  
Importantly, it was a pragmatic attempt to 
create a model for the conduct of their lives 
whilst, at the same time, imbuing qualities of 
leadership and self-reliance which, even today, 
with the Empire long gone, are necessary 
ingredients for a successful and worthwhile 
life.  The discipline imposed was, from time 
to time, excessive and counter-productive and 
contrasts markedly with the more relaxed, 
possibly in some cases too relaxed, conditions 
appertaining to public schools today.  As I have 
learned in a lifetime of practising law, it is in 
these problematic areas of human behaviour 
that the correct balance is so difficult to 
achieve.

Whatever one’s opinion of public schools, 
whether as they are today or as they were in 
the past, there is no doubt in my mind that 
to have been educated at the King’s School, 
Canterbury was of great benefit and afforded 
me and many others who spent their formative 
years there a better and more fulfilled life than 
otherwise would have been the case.



Philippa Bonsall

EDUCATION

JKS & Luxmoore House
(2002–2007)
Durham University –
Combined Social Sciences 
(Economics & History)

CURRENT ROLE

J.P. Morgan Cazenove, London (Associate)

Patrick Allies

EDUCATION

Linacre House (2003–2005)
King’s College, London (Music)
University of Cambridge
(Master of Music)

CURRENT ROLE

St Anselm’s Kennington, 
(Director of Music)

Lady Margaret School, Parsons Green (Senior Choral 
Specialist & Singing Teacher)

Dominic Collingwood

EDUCATION

Th e Grange (2002–2007)
St John’s, Cambridge
(Th eology & Religious Studies)

CURRENT ROLE

MatchPint Ltd (Commercial 
Director)

PREVIOUSLY WITH

Korco Marketing Ltd

Careers
oks.org.uk/careers

If you would like to be 
included in the next issue and 

are happy to give careers 
advice by email, please contact 

Kirsty Mason,
OKS Coordinator.

Telephone: 01227 595669
Email: oks@kings-school.co.uk 

Ed de Giles

EDUCATION

Th e Grange (1982–1977)

CURRENT ROLE

Ed de Giles Racing, Herefordshire 
(Racehorse Trainer)

PREVIOUSLY WITH

Cenkos Securities (Equity Trader)

WE HAVE, over recent years, considerably extended our network 
of OKS prepared to provide assistance and guidance to fellow OKS 
at every step on the career ladder. We believe that OKS Careers is 
fundamental to helping the OKS become a class-leading worldwide 
network for Alumni. Wherever you are and whenever you need us, 
we believe that there will always be an OKS to whom you can turn for 
careers advice.
We have therefore introduced Who’s Where to focus on OKS Careers, listing details of a number of 
OKS and their current occupations.  If you are interested in providing advice to other OKS and 6As 
by blind email, register with the website at www.oks.org.uk, update My Profi le with your own career 
details and we will include you in the Careers Database.

Networking with other OKS who have common interests can also be achieved by joining the OKS 
LinkedIn and OKS Facebook groups - links can be found on the OKS Website.

If you would like to be included in the next issue of For the Record and are happy to give careers 
advice by email, please contact Kirsty Mason, OKS Coordinator.



Eleanor Taylor Jolidon

EDUCATION

Th e Grange (1986–88)

Trinity College, Cambridge 
(Modern & Medieval Languages) 
MA

CURRENT ROLE

Union Bancaire Privée, Switzerland (Fund Manager)

PREVIOUSLY WITH

IAM Independent Asset Management SA

Matthew Reilly

EDUCATION

Marlowe House (1997–2002)
University of Durham
(Geology, Geophysics)
Penn University
(Petroleum Geoscience) MSc

CURRENT ROLE

Hess Corporation, Malaysia (Senior Geologist)

PREVIOUSLY WITH

Hess Corporation, Malaysia (Geologist/Geophysicist)

James Stevens

EDUCATION

Linacre House (1990–1995)

University of Wales, Bangor 
(Archaeology)

CURRENT ROLE

Kerry London Ltd (Placing Manager & Account Broker)

PREVIOUSLY WITH

Reed (Broking & Account Manager)

Barnaby Race

EDUCATION

Mitchinson’s (1999-2004)

Th e Guildhall School of Music 
and Drama

CURRENT ROLE

Freelance Composer and 
Songwriter

CLIENTS INCLUDE

Th e BBC, Stage Entertainment, Graff  Diamonds,
Th e National Youth Th eatre and Th e Soho Th eatre

Charlotte Th omas
(née Bishop)

EDUCATION

School House (1983–1985)

University of Durham & London 
Business School

CURRENT ROLE

Rosehip Communications Ltd, (Managing Director)

PREVIOUSLY WITH

Edmiston Superyachts
(Director of Marketing & Communications)

Joe Phillips

EDUCATION

Marlowe & Linacre (1983-1988)

Kingston University
(Business & Finance)

CURRENT ROLE

UK Euroconnect Ltd (Managing Director)
UK EuroAV (Managing Director)
King’s School Canterbury (Rowing Coach)

Who’s where…



Chris Robinson

EDUCATION

Marlowe House (2002–2006)

University of Cambridge 
(Economics)

CURRENT ROLE

Cinvin, London (Associate)

PREVIOUSLY WITH

Perella Weinberg Partners, London

Inese Smidre

EDUCATION

Luxmoore House (2004–2007) 

Keble College, Oxford 
(Archaeology & Anthropology)

CURRENT ROLE

Th e Foundation Growth Consulting, London (Consultant)

PREVIOUSLY WITH

Th e Value Engineers, Beaconsfi eld (Consultant)

William Lundy

EDUCATION

JKS & Marlowe House (1998–
2007)

London School of Economics 
(Political Science)

CURRENT ROLE

MSc from October 2014

PREVIOUSLY WITH

Ernst & Young, London (Associate)

Alastair Seaton

EDUCATION

Linacre House (2003–2008)

Leeds University (Economics and 
Asia-Pacifi c Studies)

CURRENT ROLE

J. P. Morgan Asset Management 
(Portfolio Assistant)

PREVIOUSLY WITH

J. P. Morgan Asset Management (European Equities 
Analyst)

Joshua Hill

EDUCATION

Meister Omers (2001–2006)
University of Sheffi  eld 
(Geography)

CURRENT ROLE

Connells Estate Agency Group 
(Lettings Executive)

PREVIOUSLY WITH

Oitavos Dunes Golf Club & Hotel, Lisbon (Assistant Golf 
Director Intern) Marsh and Parson Estate Agency, Chelsea 
& Kensington (Lettings Negotiator JKM Property Solutions 
(Partnership Director) 

Rebecca Kelly

EDUCATION

Bailey House (2005–2007)

Columbia University, New York 
(Business Certifi cate Program, 
Marketing)

CURRENT ROLE

Marks & Spencer (E-Commerce Graduate Scheme)

PREVIOUSLY WITH

Marathon Asset Management (Graduate in Marketing & 
Client Operations) 

Careers




