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A New Year…..A New Broom!! 

 

For as many years as we can remember Michael Taylor has done a marvellous job 

putting the newsletter together and maintaining the address book of all known Old 

Mercurians.  Quite understandably Michael has now decided to hand over the  

mantle to new “younger” blood.  We would like to thank Michael for all his sterling 

work and hope that we can continue the work as efficiently as he did. 

 

The newsletter has now been taken over by Julia Allen (née Fairchild) and Mary 

O’Gorman (née Land). 

 

As we are sure you are aware the cost of printing and sending the newsletter and 

address book is almost prohibitive with our limited funds, so we are hoping to send 

as many by email as possible.  If you have an email address please let one of us 

know. 

 

We would also be delighted to receive any articles that you would like included in 

the next newsletter. 

 

A very happy and healthy New Year to all our fellow Old Mercurians 

 

Julia Allen & Mary O’Gorman 

 

Julia Allen      Mary O’Gorman 
Wilks Farm House     84 Lavender Avenue 
Lenham Heath     Kingsbury 
Maidstone      London 
ME17 2BT      NW9 8HE 
 

01622 850537     0208 2055962 

 

julia.allen@cjaconsulting.co.uk   mary.land@btinternet.com 

 

RCTS website www.royalcommercialtravellersschools.org.uk 

(It badly needs updating but sadly time is the enemy, hopefully this year will see a 

revamp) 
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2016 REUNION - 8 OCTOBER 2016 

 

 

The Elliott Hall looking resplendent before the 

onslaught 

Another wonderful reunion was held at Hatch End in  2016.  Most Old Mercurians 

stayed at the Hilton Watford, where we had tea and were able to catch up and 

delve through the memorabilia.  Later in the afternoon our coaches arrived to take 

us for a short service at St Anselm’s then the dinner in the Elliott Hall.  At the end of 

a thoroughly enjoyable evening we were ferried back to the Hilton  where a number 

of hardy folks stayed chin wagging until the early hours of Sunday morning.  Thank 

you once again to Mollie and Michael 

Sprange for their superb organisation. 

 

Martin Lines (1967) wearing the glasses 

he had when he was at the RCTS 
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Attendees at the October 2016 reunion 
 
Nigel Balcombe and Carole Chris 
William (Bill) & Brenda Miller née Carter 
Adele Carr née Challans 
Nick Coleman 
David and Joan Neale née Mandeville 
Margot Keen née Scholfield 
Aileen Salter  
Graham & Sandra Paterson 
Michael and Mollie Sprange (née Mathews) 
Doreen Reeves née Weeks 
Diana Batemen née Potts  
Simon Glover 
Michael and Sheila Newland née Hall 
Jenny Caldwell née Murray 
David and Verolys Williams née Faircliff 
Mrs. P. Mann née Hill 
Donald and Ann Wood 
Brian and Gillian Chapman née Amery 
Carol James 
Liz White née Cullis Jean Freeman née Asquith 
Diana Ward née Holland  
John Coley 
Lindsay Broscombe née Williams 
Martin and Vivien Williams 
Jill Grant 
Chris Workman 
Andrew Palfreman 
Kathleen Ashton and Zoe Woodward 
Mary O'Gorman née Land 
John Edwards 
Fred and Heather Weil 
Chris and Margaret Saunders 
Ian and Joan Cobban 
Colin Greenwood 
Phil Raisin 
Neville and Anna Addy née Squire 
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David and Anna Tempest née Larson 
David and Jane Crawford 
Peter Rhodes 
Rosemary Glover née Pratt 
Arthur and Susan Clarke née Bull 
Michael and Gillian Groves 
Ralph Weston 
Brtian Evans 
Maggie Kear 
Peter Stone 
Anne and David Griffiths née Henderson 
Martin Lines and Maggie Laughton 
Tim Thorne 
Jose Hutton née Mitchell 
Peter Edmondson 
John and Margaret Foote née McMillan 
Julia Allen née Fairchild  
Janice Frost née Fairchild 
John and Jane Barnes 
Robert Mathieson 
Anthony and Roger Porter 
Bill Newton 
Martin Cobben 
Michael & Fiona Taylor 
Margaret Florence (Flo) 
Wendy Wells 
Barbara Condy 
Arnold Mrs. A 
Richard Drake 
John Flack 
Joyce Essemann & Margaret Dunn née Bartlett 
Diana Brock née Mills 
 
 
We were also delighted to welcome David and Jane Crawford of the Royal 
Pinner Foundation and 17 young people who have benefitted from the 
foundation. 
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As I have been coming to the Old Mercs 

Bashes for many years, gathering at the 

Watford Hilton, you might think that I would 

be able to drive there without any problem.  

Well this time I was travelling without my 

lovely brother John.  I found several 

different  routes, some on the M1 some on 

the M25, some through little villages I had 

never seen before, taking a total 4 and a half 

hours!  On my arrival with my outfit on a 

hangar, my wheelie case in tow, the long 

school pictures in a bag and my school bear 

tucked under my arm, I was told that there 

was not a booking for me in the hotel!  So I offered them a deal, "you have 5 

mins to find one for me, or I can change right here in the public area, what 

would you like me to do?"  

I began to look at my watch, strangely enough, a very nice suite was found 

for me in just under 4 mins, just in time to avoid the strip show ! 

So at last here we all are then ready for yummy tea, and the chance to find 

ourselves on the long photos, some little faces smiling, some not, we were 

so tiny ! Other wonderful mementos were also brought along for our 

delight.  Boarding the coaches It only seemed like yesterday that our Old 

Mercs family had come together. 

We were sad to hear that our beloved  Wattie has passed away, such a 

caring teacher we were very lucky to have her on the staff xx 

At St Anselms  we were delighted as the wonderful Jenny Murray led the 

service and fellow organist Gillian Amery played, we both learnt on the 

fabulous Henry Willis Organ in the Elliot Hall, sadly now missing, we are left 

with just the pipes...Praise my Soul complete with descant  requested and 

encouraged by our very own melodic  Music teacher Sheila Hall who was  
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sitting behind me, nearly raised the roof, her thumbs up sign was very 

welcome ! 

I must say that during the last hymn "Thou Lord by strictest search hast 

known" I turned round and caught some quiet smirks on many faces 

at some of the phrases such as " my raising up and lying down ","my secret 

thoughts are known to thee" " my public haunts and private ways " " if 

mischief lurks in any part". I was wondering if Tate and Brady , who wrote 

this hymn in 1612 had in mind various happening in Bushey Woods and the 

Up and Downs on Sunday afternoons ..! 

It was quite a naughty feeling to be sipping Processo in my old class room, I 

missed the stuffed Pike in the glass case which stared down at us as we sat 

in class ! Scrummy tuck dinner followed in the Elliot Hall. Delights such as 

Prawn Cocktail, Beef Bourgeon, Chicken Thai Curry, Summer berries and 

cheese and yet more wine. The evening finished with a very loud and 

enthusiastic rendition of Knickerbocker, Knickerbocker, Nick, Nick, Nick , 

which nearly brought down the ceiling of this listed building ! 

Back on the coaches to Watford I was feeling very happy to be with my Old 

Mercs Family.  More wine in the bar and finally trying to find my luxury 

suite  at 3 am ! 

Well done to Molly and Sprangy for all their hard work, so that we could all 

be together again. 

What ever we took away from our school days at Hatch End, some good , 

some bad , some very bad, I for one really felt the love at this Old Mercs 

Bash.....till we meet again xxxx 

Miss Naughty Maggie Kear 
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A SAD END TO THE REUNION - JULIA ALLEN (née Fairchild) 

 

At the end of the weekend my sister Janice, Mary O’Gorman and myself sat 

in reception waiting to say our goodbyes to Martin Lines and his partner 

Maggie.  We were joined by Ian Cobban and his wife Jean, they were in no 

hurry to leave as we were having a jolly time together.  Eventually we said 

our goodbyes and waved Ian and Jean on their way.  The next day we heard 

from  Michael Sprange that Ian and Jean had arrived home safely but shortly 

afterwards Jean collapsed and died.  Our thoughts are with you Ian , at least 

Jean was enjoying herself right up until the end. 

 

NEWS FROM MICHAEL SPRANGE 

 

Old Mercurians Friday Night get together 

There were 44 of us staying on the Friday night which is always a good evening to 

meet and catch up with everyone, giving more time on the Saturday to speak with 

those not there on the Friday. 

 

Nigel Balcombe kindly offered to organize a Chinese meal for the evening and 

generously offered to pay for the wine. The restaurant was the 'Chikayan', at Bushey 

which we had visited in 2012. 35 of us were attending the dinner and so taxis were 

ordered to take us from the Hilton Hotel to Bushey. All the taxis lined up and as 

each cab was full, I paid the driver  for the journey and all went very smoothly. 

 

The restaurant was packed and they had reserved our tables all together in the 

main part of the restaurant. Sue Bull and her husband Arthur did very well to get 

the train from Liverpool – Euston to Bushey, just like the old journey on “back to 

school day”, arriving at the restaurant just after we had all arrived. 

 

The food, service and ambience of the restaurant made the evening a great success. 

I had mentioned to Mollie at some time that I thought the food in Chinese 

restaurants in general was poor. 

 

The 'Chikayan', was not part of that trend and the food was exceptional and when 
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members of the staff recognized us from 4 years ago, you knew that this was a 
place to be visited whenever in the area. 
 
The time to leave came much too quickly but the taxis were all ready and waiting. 
The same procedure took place, as the taxi was taken by Old Mercurians, I duly 
paid the driver and off they went. During this departure, 3 (unnamed) ladies 
jumped into a taxi and spoke to the ‘driver’ who took their fare. The next thing I 
was told was that the driver had done a runner, and the presumed taxi  was not a 
taxi at all but a private car, it even had a child’s seat in the back which should have 
been a clue to our damsels now in distress! Nigel being the last to leave, waited 
whilst another cab came and they duly paid the correct driver and arrived back a 
little later  to the Hotel. All part of a great evening, thank you and Carole for being 
hosts and also for the wine. 
 
There is a sister restaurant in Hatch End so if visiting the school give it a try. 
Michael. 
 

School site update. 

Mollie and I very much enjoyed organising the reunion, but I will always be 
happy for someone to take over the organising, also they may have better 
ideas than us. 
 
I am negotiating for 2018 and will let you all know by e-mail the result but it 
will be the last weekend in September or early October, put this into your 
diaries. 
 
Hopefully I can get the information to you in this newsletter but if not will e-
mail as soon as possible. 
 
You are all aware of the negotiations that have been ongoing for at least 18 
months for a charity called Cultura London to take over the School site on a 
long-term lease 2018. 
 
Everything seemed to be going well and the Cultura Team were set to 
attend the reunion and update us on their progress. Well on the Friday 
before the reunion Harrow Council sent out a press release to say that 
negotiations had ceased and that the council would look at the prospect of 
a property company taking over the site this year. 
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Cultura had no knowledge that this press release was going out and that 
talks had finished. To say this was a devastating shock could be an 
understatement. 
 
I have kept in touch with Cultura and I am pleased to say it seems that the 
council have had second thoughts and the new negotiations are progressing 
well and the new terms seem better than Cultura thought would be offered, 
hopefully all the contracts could be in place by April.  
 
Funding that has been offered to Cultura London, to date, are substantial 
with the John Lyon Trust offering of well over a million pounds. There are 
other substantial offers as well as from the National Lottery. Funding from 
the lottery could be increased with more donations being received, so keep 
donations flowing, as a well-known retailer says, every little helps. 
Very good news and I will keep you all up to date.  
 
If all goes to plan then demolition of the woodwork shop, it will fall down on 
its own at some point also the building adjacent to the Elliott Hall will take 
place.  
 
This will make space for the building of a two-screen cinema running from 
the Uxbridge Road and at 90 degrees alongside the Elliott Hall and on to 
part of ‘little chaps’ and the Wood Work shop. 
The Elliott Hall roof will also be a priority. 
 
Cultura London have a real interest in the Old Mercurians and all past pupils 
will always be warmly welcomed, if visiting the site please make sure the 
booking office lets the management team know that you are there.  
 
The organ is also an important part of the heritage of the site and it is hoped 
it will be fully restored but it is not the most important project.  
 
Hopefully at the reunion in 2018 we will be able to see the Cinema in action. 
We look forward to seeing you in 2018 and anytime you are in the 
Sandhurst area. 
 
Michael and Mollie 
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 (  FROM  THE  ARCHIVES !  ) 

Looking  Back  --- Fifty  Years  ---  G .H. Fairs  ( Staff  1927—33 )  

( Taken from “The  Old Mercurian” Booklet  February 1978 ) 

September 1927 – I arrived at R.C.T.S to start my first teaching job and to get my 

first view of the school, as I was appointed by Mr Mallett, Headmaster elect at 

Solihull.  By it, I felt justified in my decision to arrive a day before Term opened in 

order to learn the geography for whatever other pitfalls lay ahead of me. I decided 

that I would avoid the indignity of being lost and having to be rescued by a small 

boy. 

I was engaged to teach Junior History and Latin, to run the Scouts and to do the 

duties of a Junior Master. At my interview, Mallett had said, “You will understand 

that in Term Time, your time will be my time.”  What he did not say was that I was 

also to run the Soccer; that within a fortnight he would have taught all the History 

he knew, and that I should have to take the School Certificate class:  that Mr Bacon 

would move on, leaving me with the School Certificate class too; and that Mr Hindle 

would shortly retire, bequeathing me his Master i/c Cricket mantle . Circumstances, 

indeed, soon ensured that “all my time was Mallett time” – seven days a week and 

on duty 14 hours a day – all for £280 a year ! 

However, this varied experience, the nature of the school, the character of the boys, 

and the happy companionship of the Staff Room, all combined to provide me with a 

happy start and most valuable grounding in the demands and arts of  

Schoolmastering – not least was what the boys taught me. What follows are but 

brief references to but a few of my experiences. 

Barely 22 and looking much less, with practically no teaching experience and none 

at all of boarding school life, I faced my first day of Term with not a little 

apprehension – especially about discipline. “Hold the reins tight at first”, I had been 

told and my very first lesson gave me an opportunity to do just this.  A boy named 

Priestley from Southend spoke – I stopped – called him out for a reprimand and 

gave him a back-hand slap on the chest. This caught him off balance and he fell to 

the floor. Not the method advocated in my professional training but it did me a 

power of good. Members of the class warned others in the school, “ Watch that 

new bloke, he hit Priestley to the floor this morning”. My reputation as a 

disciplinarian was readily established by lunchtime. 
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Dormitory “ Lights Out ” was a test of a Junior Master’s discipline for, unless “ No 

more talking ” meant no more talking, dormitory patrol could go on till 10pm.  My 

stock in trade for this was a gym shoe, carried in the hip pocket, discreetly exhibited 

with my instruction, “No more talking.” On occasion it was used, not with much 

punitive effect but the resounding slap on the bare bottom made it a salutary 

deterrent. 

One boy, Lonsdale from the Manchester area, liked to indulge in the telling of jokes 

after lights out – usually old chestnuts. His locker number was “ 66 Top Shelf ” and 

this became the label for stale jokes. Soon after taking over Mallett’s S.C. History, I 

ventured to introduce some poor joke into one of my lessons. Needless to say it 

provoked a low murmur from the wit of the class, “ Top Shelf ” which to me, then 

uninitiated in the R.C.T.S. slang, meant nothing but created still more laughter as I 

sought to discover its meaning. I had however, learnt a very useful lesson. 

As a result of our isolation, the arrival of a new boy during the course of a term 

made him the centre of immediate and Special interest. One such came from 

Stafford and was surrounded by boys with,  

“ What’s your name? ” – “ Where do you come from? ” His frightened reply was, 

seemingly,  “Rubber Tubes” and so he was named as long as I knew him, though his 

birth certificate read “Robert Hughes!.  Sadly he was not cut out for academic work 

and in one of my lessons was absorbed with something under the desk. It was a 

mouthorgan which I confiscated. After lunch on the following Sunday, Tubes 

appeared at my Study requesting its return – a request I granted on condition that 

he played to me for five minutes. I was staggered by the quality of his playing, his 

knowledge of music and the range of his repertoire. I learnt yet another lesson – 

that real schoolmastering involves knowing and caring for your boys – discovering 

their special abilities, gifts, qualities or virtues and providing the environment and 

opportunity for them to blossom. 

As a Junior Master, my sleeping accommodation was a sort of horse-box at the end 

of dormitory eight. It was so cold in winter that if I ventured to have a bath at night, 

by morning my towel stood upright and solid. I did, however, have the luxury of hot 

water for shaving, brought to me by my water boy – a service for which I paid 3d per 

week. After several weeks of finding that my hot water only arrived on six days each 

week, I complained, only to be told – 3d a week – ½ d a day – service for only six 

days ! 
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I might have known, for after all, it was “The Royal Commercial Travellers’ Schools”;  

my water boy was Irish and his name was Drought !! 

 

DEATHS 
 
We regret to advise you of the deaths of the following Old Mercurians: 
 
Jenny BAKER (1959) 
Shane BREAKS (1958) 
Arthur GILL (1932) 
David HARRISON (1955) 
Mrs P A INGRAM (Widow of Peter INGRAM (Staff) 
Judith SANDERSON (1946) 
Andy BLICK (1966) 
Joan CARLTON (Staff) 
Peter GREENWOOD (1952) 
John MOATE (1942) 

 

Michael Taylor received a call from Ted Levine telling him that John Moate 
(1942) had died. Ted said that Hymn 577 was sung with gusto at the funeral 
service! 
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We have received a letter from Bromley Kniveton regarding his late wife 
Jenny Darby (1959) née Baker. 
 
Jenny Darby 1959 née Baker passed away on 25th June 2016 after a three 
year battle with mesothelioma.  She is remembered by school friends for 
her waist length single plait and her smile.  In 1969 she obtained a teaching 
certificate, in 1977 an undergraduate degree from the Open University and 
retired as Head of Science in an Inner City Comprehensive in Nottingham 
aged 53.  She obtained her PhD from Loughborough University in 2005 from 
which she published eight articles in academic journals. 
 
From her first marriage she leaves a son Adrian and grandson Kyle.  Her 
second marriage to Bromley saw her fly round the world twice, visit all 
seven continents and over 50 countries.  She loved gardening, horse riding, 
dancing, drove five steam railway engines and attending Old Mercurians 
reunions.  Her funeral was attended by 130 friends and family including 2 
Old Mercurians. 

 

A note from Michael Taylor 

Jenny appeared on the Victoria Derbyshire TV show and you can read about 
that and hear Jenny discussing her illness by going to the following link 

http://www.bbc.co.uk/news/education-33079947 
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Wing Commander Arthur Gill  - The following obituary appeared the 
Telegraph on  1 May 2016 

Wing Commander Arthur Gill, who has died aged 100, was one of the few 
survivors from his squadron after the Japanese overran the Dutch East 
Indies; he went on to become the RAF’s leading dive-bomber pilot during 
the campaign in Burma. 
 
Gill was the senior surviving officer of No 84 Squadron to reach India after 
the squadron had been annihilated in Sumatra and Java in March 1942. 
Higher authority had decided to disband the squadron but through his 
tenacious efforts it was rebuilt and equipped with the American-built 
Vengeance dive-bomber. 
 
After many months of re-organisation and training, Gill was able to 
demonstrate his squadron’s capabilities to Admiral Lord Mountbatten and 
Major General Orde Wingate. They were impressed and Wingate sought the 
squadron’s support for his forthcoming Chindits expedition. 
 
The squadron flew its first operation on February 16 1944, when Gill led 14 
of his aircraft to attack Japanese positions in the Arakan. Attacking in a near  
vertical dive, the Vengeance crews placed their two 500 lb bombs with great  
accuracy, sometimes just 100 yards ahead of Allied troops. 
 
Gill’s squadron was so effective that it was in constant demand by Army  
commanders. He led attacks in support of the British 14th Army and 
Wingate’s Chindits before becoming heavily involved in the battles around 
Kohima and Imphal. In a desperate attempt to relieve the men, and 
contending with the monsoon weather, Gill led attacks within yards of the 
beleaguered troops. He received the following signal from the garrison: 
“Your bombing a bull’s eye, bloody good show.” 
 
Over the coming months Gill was in constant action, often leading 
formations of 24 aircraft. Sometimes his crews flew two or three sorties 
each day and the often maligned Vengeance aircraft became a key element 
of the RAF’s attack force. In addition to supporting the ground forces, Gill led 
attacks against bridges over the Irrawaddy, rail yards and enemy stores 
areas. 
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He regularly received signals of congratulations from Army commanders in 
the field. On July 16 the squadron flew its last sortie with the Vengeance, 
when Gill led 12 aircraft in an attack against an ammunition dump at Le-u. It 
was his 108th sortie in Burma, almost all as the leader of large formations. 
 
“Thank you for your work in 221 Group,” the Air Officer Commanding 
signalled Gill. “In five months you have carried out 1,800 sorties dropping 
over 900 tons of bombs. Good luck.” The leader of the Chindits, General 
Lentaigne, thanked him for his “first class co-operation and support”. Gill 
was awarded the DFC but was bitterly disappointed that the rewards to his 
squadron, particularly the ground crew, were so paltry. 
 
Arthur Murland Gill was born at Finchley on February 24 1916 and educated 
at the Royal Commercial Traveller’s School, Pinner. He joined the RAF 
Volunteer Reserve in 1937 and trained to be a pilot. Called up on the 
outbreak of war, he completed his training before heading for South Africa 
as an instructor. 
 
In September 1941 he joined No 84 Squadron at Habbaniya near Baghdad, 
flying the Blenheim bomber. Within a month, the squadron moved to the 
Western Desert. Gill attacked motor transport columns, supply depots and 
troop concentrations and had completed more than 20 operations when the 
squadron left for the Far East. 
Following the Japanese attacks against Malaya and Singapore, 
reinforcements were rushed to the area. No 84 started to arrive in January 
and by the time Gill and his section of Blenheims reached the area, 
Singapore was about to fall and he headed for Palembang in Sumatra. 
Landing after a night bombing sortie, Gill’s aircraft hit a large crater on the 
runway and was wrecked. The situation in Sumatra soon became “chaotic” 
and the RAF forces were ordered to evacuate and head for Java. 
 
Having lost his aircraft, Gill co-ordinated the destruction of weapons and  
surplus equipment before organising the withdrawal of the ground party. He 
was the last to board the final ferry to Java. Finally, on February 17, it was  
decided to evacuate all non-essential personnel and the surplus aircrew. 
They embarked on the old steamship Yoma and sailed for India. Of the 605 
officers and airmen who had left Egypt a few weeks earlier, only 132 
returned to India. 



17 

 

After his tour in command of No 84 Squadron, Gill worked on the air plans 
staff at HQ 221 Group, where he was mentioned in despatches. He also 
received the Air Efficiency Award. He returned to Britain in June 1945. 
 
After the war he flew with the Overseas Ferry Unit and commanded a 
number of Maintenance Units, testing aircraft before they wsere returned to 
squadrons. He flew a variety of aircraft from the four-engine Shackleton to 
the supersonic Hunter fighter. 
 
He served on the air staff in Egypt and Cyprus and for his work at HQ Signals  
Command he was appointed OBE. He spent three years in Oslo as the British 
Air Attaché before his final tour on the personnel staff at Air Support 
Command, retiring in 1971. 
 
Gill was greatly admired by his staff. Members of the current 84 Squadron 
flew from Cyprus to join him in celebrating his 100th birthday. He died a few 
hours after they left the party. He married Doris Hammond in 1948, six years 
after their first meeting in India.  She and their son and two daughters 
survive him. 
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NEW AND CHANGES OF ADRESSES 

 

Peter DANNHORN address should read 

Hostettliweg 4, Kagiswil, Switzerland CH-6056  

pdannhorn@gmail.com      +44 44 660 4946 

 

Brian EVANS 

House number is 6 not 8 

 

Nigel GOULD 

28 Mansion House Close Biddenden Ashford Kent 

ngould510@btinternet.com     01580 291557 

 

Shirley HARRISON 

6 Bains Park Tarves Ellon Aberdeenshire AB41 7QH  

 

Diana MILLS 

Black Horse House 79 West End Witney Oxon OX28 1NF 01993 359034 

 

Dorothy PIKE (Staff) 

9 Nynehead Court, Nynehead Wellington Somerset TA21 0VW 

 

Rosemary PRATT 

13 Cleveland Court Westhumble St Westhumble Dorking 

Surrey RH5 6AF       01306 885784 

 

John TETLOW 

1604-2177 Sherobee Road Mississauga Ontario S5A 3G9 Canada 

itetlow@sympatico.ca 

 

Mathew TRUSTMAN 

Quarry Cottage, Twitchen, Clunbury Craven Arms Shropshire SY7 0HN 

mtrustman@btinternet.com 

 

Peter THORNE 

Room 32 Scarlet House 123 Westward Road Ebley Stroud Glos. GL5 4SP 

 

Maureen THORNTON-HALL 

28 Windrush Crescent Walney Island Barrow-in-Furness Cumbria LA14 3UL 
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NEW AND CHANGES OF EMAIL ADDRESSES 

 

John IRELAND   rojosu@tesco.net 

Philip JACKSON   jaxn5@shaw.ca 

Patricia PIPER    pip@piptower.plus.com 

Neville RHODES   neville51@outlook.com 

Margo SCHOFIELD   ladymuk@talktalk.net 

 

RETURNED MAIL 

 

Keith KINGSBURY (1961) 

Anthony WILLS (1945) 

Paul SYMES (1966) 

 

We hope to get a new version of the address book out later in the year, so if you 

have changed your address or can add your email address please let either Julia or 

Mary know, our contact details are at the front of this newsletter. 
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