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Saturday 29th June:  QMA Summer Ball 

(tickets available from School) 

 

Friday 6th July:  Wreath Laying 

(book online at www.qmc.org/events) 

 

Saturday 28th September:  Annual Dinner 

(book online at www.qmc.org/events) 

 

 

Your Management Committee meets every 2 months on 
Wednesdays so the remaining meetings this year are: 

11th September 2019 

13th November 2019 

8th January 2020 

11th March 2020 

 

If you are interested in becoming a Committee member, please 
contact Tim Lawrence or Gillian Columbine via the email on the 

back cover. 



 

 

It has been a very busy, but rewarding first 18 months as Headmaster.  

Anyone who has driven past the school over the past year can be forgiven for 

thinking it looks more like a building site!  We are nearing the end of a major 

project, which has added a third floor to the Science block, providing six new 

classrooms/labs.  As part of this project we have also enlarged eight  

classrooms into Moss Close as part of continued improvements to the 

campus.  Another scheme began in January of this year, to extend and re-fit 

the DT and Art departments.  The mobile classroom (or ‘red bus’) is no more 

and we hope this project will be completed by the end of the academic year.    

In December 2018 we found out that we had been awarded just under  

£2 million as part of the Government’s Selective Schools Expansion Fund 

(SSEF).  This will see the intake rise to 180 from September 2020, with the 

new students coming mainly from disadvantaged families in Walsall.  We 

have undertaken a lot of outreach work over the last 6 months, working with 

Year 5 pupils in primary schools across the town, particularly in deprived 

areas from where we receive few applicants. 

With regard to exam performance, a Progress 8 score of +0.55 at GCSE placed 

us in the top quintile of schools for achievement nationally.  At A-level, 70% 

of grades were at A*- B, with 29 candidates achieving A*/A grades in all of 

their subjects and 4 being successful in attaining Oxbridge places. 

As I mentioned last year, the School’s website (including the newsletters 

page) and twitter give a full flavour of the busy extra-curricular life of the 

school over the past 12 months.  Students have taken part in trips to Mexico, 

Canada and the USA, whilst an expedition heads to the Indian Himalaya this 

summer.  The CCF goes from strength to strength and recently paraded 

formally under the inspection of Marian Commander Matthew Punch MBE.  

Record numbers of students have taken part in music concerts (in 

conjunction with QMHS) and it was announced just before Christmas that the 

school was recognised as being in the top 100 English schools for cricket by 

the  magazine.   

Professor Lloyd Peck (from the British Antarctic Survey) joined us for a very 

engaging Speech Day in October 2018.  I have very much enjoyed meeting a 

range of Marians over the past year and look forward to continuing to do so.  

I do hope that you can make it for the and  in 

2019. 

Floreat Reginae Schola Mariae 

Richard Langton                                                                            May 2019 
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Message from Tim Swain  

(QM1974-81)  

(Staff  1987-2017) 

(MAT 2017-2019) 
 
Dear Old Marians and Friends 
 
It seems faintly ridiculous that, in 
writing this piece, I should be 
contemplating retirement on the day 
that Joe Biden, aged 76, has 
announced his intention to run to be 
the 46th President of the United 
States.  I stand in awe of his energy. 
 
The Biden announcement serves to remind me of the 
immense privilege it has been to be the 36th Headmaster of 
our great school. The position has also made me, ex officio, a 
President too – of the Queen Mary’s Club.  However alluring 
an address on Pennsylvania Avenue might be, I consider that 
I have had the better deal.  Whoever prevails in the next 
presidential election will inherit a divided society; I have had 
the pleasure of working for and with a cohesive community 
and I am profoundly grateful. 
 
Queen Mary’s Grammar School helped to outline my thinking 
as a pupil, opened up new and exciting horizons in France 
and at university, offered a series of irresistible challenges in 
my professional life:  it is going to be hard to move on after 
45 years of association with the Marian family.  However, I 
am convinced that it is the right time and am confident that, 
in Richard Langton, the School has found a leader who will 
take it to new heights. 
 



 

 

As a Founding Academy of The Mercian Trust, we have an 
opportunity to exercise an influence for good not only with 
our own pupils but across the whole Borough.  The 
educational landscape is changing fast; if we embrace that 
change, Queen Mary’s can shape the future of education in 
Walsall.  George and Nicholas Hawe brought new 
opportunities to Walsall pupils nearly half a millennium ago; 
we have the chance – through the Mercian, through the 
expansion of the school roll and campus, through the 
development of Farchynys – to ensure that a new generation 
can benefit from the same drive for excellence that still 
characterises our school. 
 
The framework in which we operate may be different, but our 
core values remain the same.  We remain academic in 
purpose, international in outlook and enterprising in spirit.  
Above all, I observe in the school’s new leaders, a 
strengthening of commitment to generosity:  that’s what 
convinces me more than anything else that Queen Mary’s is 
not only in good health but also in good hands. 
 
My years as Headmaster have taught me that Marshall and 
Martial had it right:  the act of giving does indeed bring you 
great wealth.  I may have, in some small ways, given to the 
school; but without question I leave it enriched by experience 
beyond what I could have asked or imagined, by memories 
that will feed the mind for years to come, and by the best of 
friendships – in short, life to the full. 

 

Phil Bull welcomed me to Sutton Road’s 
version of Moss Close in 1974 and so, 
perhaps, it will not surprise you that I resort 
to Latin and a single word to express decades 
of accumulated thanks. My wish for the School 
is simply this:  Floreat! 



 

 

 

Floreat Regina 
 
 

In conversation recently with Erin Charles (QM2009-11) I was amazed to 
learn that our School Song is also sung at King’s College School, Lagos, with 
a very minor change to the words at the beginning! 
 

This prompted a quick trawl through the archives to find out the history of 
the song—is it ours or theirs? 
 

Mr Fink's History of the School says: 

In its place, the new song was given a great 
welcome.   
 

 

Bertie Evans taught here as well as being i/c the OTC (later CCF): he was the 
father of Phil Evans (QM1925-36), who was a Governor here (whose wife is 
still going strong aged 97), and grandfather of Michael Evans (QM1953-60). 
 

The history of King’s College School states that it was established by an act 
of British Parliament in September 1909 with 10 students, rising to 67 by 
the start of the First World War in 1914.   
 

The King’s College School Anthem appears at  http://kcoba.org.ng/home2/?
page_id=2296  

http://kcoba.org.ng/home2/?page_id=2296
http://kcoba.org.ng/home2/?page_id=2296


 

 

On 14 and 15 February 1936 I was just short of my seventh birthday, which is 
on 20 February. I remember vividly the aircraft which took part in the air race 
which, travelling north, had a landing break at the ‘miadam’ airstrip at 
Ahmedabad, India. I watched in the excited crowd along with my parents. We 
lived only a few hundred yards away from the airstrip, at No. 1 Camp, 
Ahmedabad. There our airmail letter 
post came into the ‘miadam’ airstrip by 
bi-plane flying over our two storey 
house (in India called a ‘bungalow’).  

By the end of 1936 I was back in 
England having had an urgent 
appendicitis/peritonitis operation in 
India which had debilitated me. By 
October 1938 I was at the Junior (Moss 
Close) part of Queen Mary’s Grammar 
School for Boys, Walsall, Staffs. 

Immediately behind our house in India a 
British Army camp stirred with activity, 
with bugle calls at regular intervals, but not near enough to be a nuisance. A 
rehearsing military band which occasionally marched past on the ‘miadam’ 
was a pleasant diversion. This explains our address of No. 1 Camp.  

I recall seeing landing there, at the air race, two beautifully sleek and very 
striking ultra-modern looking, small, single-winged 
aircraft (arriving after the old bi-planes). These I 
now know were unmarked prototypes of the 
Hawker Hurricane and Supermarine Spitfire 
fighters of the kind which defended Britain from 
the Nazis in WWII. These had not, by February 
1936, been fully commissioned by the RAF. One 
‘plane was coloured a beautiful metallic-looking 

light green and the other a pure silver. They came in, lying last at Ahmedabad 
being heavily handicapped on account of their 
acknowledged high speed.   

A newly arrived German family, with a boy there 
of my own age with whom I played only once, 
lived next to the airstrip. I now wonder whether 
the father was a spy on the lookout who was 
reporting whatever he saw straight back to his 
masters in Nazi Germany. My father had some 
suspicions of the sort.  

RAF Hawker Hurricane  

Our Bungalow in Ahmedabad, India 1936 

RAF Supermarine 



 

 

extract from  Magazine of September 1935 

It is not well known that the Spitfire got its name as the ‘Supermarine 
Spitfire’ because its earliest prototype was a seaplane which set up the 
Schneider Trophy speed records in 1929 and 1931. The land version of the 
‘plane was therefore called “Supermarine”.  

R.J.Mitchell, a ‘Potteries’ born man, from Congleton, near Stoke on Trent, was 
the designer of these aircraft which were ultimately developed further to 
counter the very fast German Messerschmitt 109 used in the Spanish Civil 
War. He really should have received a decoration for his brilliant work, but 
sadly it has not been properly recognized.  R.J. Mitchell’s brother lived at 
Woore (no pun intended) not far from Stoke.  

The Spitfire had even closer connections with the Midlands because it was 
assembled at Castle Bromwich, Birmingham, where eventually over 22,000 
were made by the end of hostilities. Many villages and towns in the Midlands 
raised the cost of a Spitfire by raffles, events, jumble sales etc. My own wife's 
father, George Henry Evans, as Headmaster of the Woore Infant and Junior 
School, organized successfully such funding in his own village. 

“The Viceroy's Trophy Race 

COMPETITORS in the Viceroy's Challenge Trophy air race, which will take place 
on February 14 and 15 next year, will have to fly approximately 1,500 miles, 
starting from Madras at 8 a.m. (Indian standard time) on the first day. The 
course will be finished at Delhi, with compulsory stops at Hyderabad, Bombay, 
Ahmedabad and Jodhpur. Pilots and passengers will spend the first night at 
Bombay, which they will reach via Hyderabad (Deccan). On the second day the 
pilots will land at Ahmedabad and Jodhpur on their way to Delhi. Handicap 
times will be worked out so that all machines should reach Bombay before 7 p.m. 
(I.S.T.) on the first day and reach Delhi before 7 p.m. on the next day. At the 
compulsory stops machines will be flagged in as  having arrived from the mo-
ment the pilot hands in his race card to the control official. Each pilot must then 
remain on the ground for a period of twenty minutes, during which time he may 
refuel and, if necessary, make minor adjustments to his aircraft. This will not be 
counted as flying time. At Bombay and Delhi, of course, a finishing line will be 
crossed. Landing between the controls will not disqualify the pilots, but the time 
will be counted as flying time. 
 

Flt. Lt. G. L. Gandy, Deputy DC.A., R. S Lane, Chief Aircraft Inspector, and  
Flt. Lt L. W. Cannon have been appointed official handicappers, the work being 
carried out in the usual way. Eighty miles an hour is the minimum handicapped 
speed, and the entrance fee for each machine is Rs.100.” 



 

 

Our Adventure in the Windmill  
by Steve Parkes (QM1961-67) 

 

My friend Roy and I had a little adventure, 

involving the exploring of private property we had 

no business venturing into at all! 

Just near the end of Follyhouse Lane, where it 

converges with Sandwell Street, behind Roy’s 

parents’ house (just by the spot where Roy’s back 

gate led out onto the lane), there led off, at right-

angles, a gulley, or public footpath, called Green 

Hill Walk.  Running more or less due west to east, 

it was paved with the old-fashioned, traditional, 

blue paving bricks that used to be so abundant in 

Walsall back then and it ran up alongside the last 

of the houses on the opposite side of the lane, and 

led to Highgate Road at its other end. 

Three-quarters of the way along this gulley, beyond its perimeter fence on the 

left, stood a most unusual building – a sort of ‘folly’ in the form of a round tower, 

standing detached in the back garden of the house at the end of the gulley, that 

fronted onto Highgate Road.  Though quite small in its ‘plan’ dimensions, it rose 

to five storeys high, plus the rooftop that had crenulations, like mock 

‘battlements,’ around the top of its wall. 

It was known locally as ‘The Windmill,’ and had, originally, been a working 

flour mill, driven by wind power, until the 1860s, when it had fallen into disuse 

and had been stripped of its grinding machinery and its sails.  The old mill is still 

there to this day, though privately owned and closed to the public, and you can 

read about its history in Wikipedia, under the heading “Highgate Windmill.” 

Back in 1962 – the period I’m writing about here – it was still standing semi-

derelict.  It was structurally sound, but standing there in someone’s back garden, 

neglected and seemingly unloved, yet prominently visible both from Highgate 

Road and from Green Hill Walk. 

Of course, it aroused in Roy and me an almost unbearable curiosity!  I’d 

known about it for years, long before I’d met Roy and, of course, Roy had grown 

up with it on his very doorstep, so to speak, but we were still aching to know 

more about this strange, iconic tower and wondered desperately what it looked 

like on the inside! 

I don’t know how we came to find ourselves inside that private garden that 

day.  I honestly can’t remember whether we tried the latch of the tall gate that led 

in from the gulley and found it unlocked, whether we squeezed through a gap in 

Highgate Windmill 1964 



 

 

the fence boards, or if we  climbed boldly over the top of the six-foot gate or 

fence..? 

Because I have no memory of it, I’m inclined to think we found the gate 

unlocked and just sneaked in that way – acutely aware all the time that we were 

trespassing in someone’s private garden, almost within view of the house! 

Of course, that knowledge added to our excitement and made our little 

adventure all the more daring – knowing that, at any moment, we might get 

caught and find ourselves in a load of trouble! 

Keeping, as much as possible, on the far side of the windmill from the house, 

so that we were screened from view, we hurried up to the wall of the structure, 

where we had maximum cover from being seen.  More recent pictures of the 

windmill show a single-storey, pitched-roof, brick-built shed extension, attached 

right onto, and partly wrapping around the side of the tower and positioned on 

the far side from the house – just at the point where Roy and I were hugging the 

original wall of the tower, long before that shed extension had been built. 

There must have been a door on that side, as there is none visible on old 

photographs taken on the  side but it was, no doubt, securely locked and 

did not afford us any access that day.   So we concentrated our attention on a 

ground-floor window that was right next to it instead.    

The windows on the lower floors had all been rather crudely boarded-up, as 

there appeared to be no glass in them to keep out the weather.  It hadn’t been 

very securely done, however, and it didn’t take Roy and me long to pull enough of 

the boards away to allow us both to climb inside.  We were IN the 

We found ourselves in a strange, circular room that occupied the entire ground 

floor of the building.  It was eerily and only dimly lit from the mainly boarded-up 

windows and was, to all intents and purposes, devoid of any furniture.  All there 

was in there were a few old packing cases and some bits and pieces of junk, 

mainly old lengths of electrical cables and old, dusty, industrialIt was, indeed, 

about the same size as a large chicken’s egg, so I picked it up and slipped it into 

my pocket as a souvenir of our visit.  

Against the curved wall on one side of the room, a correspondingly curved, 

open staircase led invitingly up to the first floor above.  Now that we were inside 

the windmill, we were determined to explore the entire building.  We were 

naturally curious and we knew this was going to be our one and only opportunity 

to explore this place, so we climbed the stairs up to the next floor. 

We found another room exactly like the first – dimly-lit, with no furniture and 

with a floor littered with bits of old junk.  Like the ground-floor room, everything 

was covered in the thick dust of long disuse and neglect. 

Another curved, open staircase led further up to the floor above.  Nothing 

daunted, we began our next ascent.  We wanted to go right up to the top floor and 

see if it was possible to get onto the roof, at that point our plans were cruelly 

thwarted! 



 

 

I was leading the way and was halfway-up the second staircase, when, 

suddenly, a large, fluttering, flapping, flying creature of some kind flew up in 

front of my face, silhouetted against the gloom behind it and scared the living 

daylights out of both of us – me especially!   My first impression was that it must 

be a large bat (I’d never seen one at that time, so I didn’t know how small they 

actually were). 

With a loud cry of  “EUGHHHH....!” (or something of a similar nature), we turned 

and fled down those stairs as though a bat out of Hell was after us – which, 

indeed, we thought actually was!  We were out of that window and back to the 

safety of the gulley in record-breaking time! 

Stopping to catch our breath, Roy looked back and said he saw a pigeon fly 

out of one of the upstairs windows and back in again, so we realized it had been 

that which had given us such a scare, not a giant bat after all.  Neither of us, 

however, had any wish to go back in and try to make it to the top floor any more.  

That pigeon had taken the wind right out of our sails! 

Still – it had given us something to tell our grandchildren about!   Or could 

we?   We had been, after all, trespassing on private property – not a thing to be 

condoned or encouraged in future generations!  Perhaps our grandchildren 

wouldn’t read about our little adventure until they were grown up, responsible 

adults, and it wouldn’t give them wrong ideas about exploring on private property 

where they had no rights being!     

We can but hope! 

 
 Highgate Windmill 1938 



 

  

Following our request last year for 

information about the source of the 

bell in the tower above the School, 

several Old Marians sent us their 

memories:  some never realised there 

was a bell, and some wondered how 

you got to the tower.  No-one knew 

how we had acquired the bell, which 

bears the name “H.M.S. Triumph 

1946”. 

Then, when researching something completely different, at least part of the 

answer came to light. 

Sir Richard Powell, Old Marian, Governor and at that time Permanent 

Secretary to the Board of Trade, was approached in November 1964 by the 

then Headmaster, Mr Darby, and asked if he could possibly help the School 

to acquire a ship’s bell:  apparently such things came up for sale quite 

regularly!  Application was made for one of the three largest bells (smaller 

ones not being suitable for the tower) but preference was given to those who 

had “naval” reasons for the purchase and the Headmaster’s application was 

refused.  In January 1969 Mr Darby once again looked into acquiring a bell 

from the Navy, receiving a list of bells for sale:  the Triumph does not appear 

in this list. 

However, in February 1973 the Minutes of the Property and Finance 

Committee state that “Thanks to the good offices of Sir Richard Powell the 

Governors had been offered and agreed to purchase from the Ministry of 

Defence the Ship’s Bell of H.M.S. Triumph.  Naval Workshops had also been 

instructed to provide a new clapper as required for this bell.”  In June 1973 a 

clapper had been obtained from Messrs Robey and Utley as the Admiralty 

were unable to supply one.  It would seem that QMGS had bought a bell that 

needed refurbishment. 

In September 1973 further information was provided to the Buildings Sub 

Committee of the Governors.  The bell founders Messrs J. Taylor & Co (still in 

business, see taylorbells.co.uk) had advised that it would not be possible to 

ring the bell manually by means of a rope, having regard to the way in which 



 

 

the bell tower was constructed.  The suggestion was that an electric vibrator 

be provided for the bell which would then be rung electrically from 

somewhere in the School.  The idea of linking this to an automatic time 

clock so that it could provide school bells for the end of periods was 

considered but the Governors decided that the cost of about £360 was 

unnecessary.  The electric system was fitted to the bell and the terminal is 

hidden behind the door in what used to be the School Office but is now a 

room for two Year Tutors. 

The cost of hanging the bell was discussed and it was hoped that it would 

not be more than £700 in total. 

On 25th April the Buildings Sub Committee was told that the Bell Founders 

had returned the bell and it would shortly be hung, with a small ceremony to 

be included in the ceremonies to mark the centenary of the Queen Mary’s 

Club.  There does not seem to be any report of this so we cannot be sure 

whether such a ceremony happened. 

On 24th June 1974 it was reported to Governors that the Bell was installed 

and in working order. 

It is now rung, traditionally by the newest member of the Associate Staff, on 

Speech Day, when it can be heard accompanying the pupils of the School as 

they walk up to St Matthew’s Church for the morning service. 

GC/01/03/2019 



 

 

From School Bells to Wedding Bells  

by Jade Bartlett née Bradbury-Kirkham (QM 2002-04) 

After much cajoling from parents, I have decided to write the 

story of how two 6th formers who shared a coffee in the 6th form houses, have 

ended up sharing wedding vows. 

Alex Bartlett and I met in 2002.  This was the year in which I joined the 6th 

form, along with two other girls.  I was assigned to the ‘artsy’ half of the year 

in 6HD and Alex was a mathematician, in 6MB.  Notable guiding forces during 

my time at QM included Mrs Martin (whose teaching style has influenced my 

own career over recent years), Miss Field- Mears, Mr Lawrence and Mr 

Rushworth.  Thought provoking RE classes, an English trip to The Somme and 

Mr Rushworth’s energetic blow by blow recreation of the Catholic Reforma-

tion (including forming a crucifix on the classroom floor) punctuated my 

days.  For Alex, Mr Rocket’s enthusiastic delivery of Physics would lead him 

to study Engineering at University in later years, and thanks to Mr Wragg’s 

dedicated tutelage, he would become a proficient pianist and go on to join 

the Birmingham Philharmonic Orchestra as a Viola player (as well as singing 

rousing choral pieces in the shower). 

Alex and I bonded quickly, over a cup of coffee in the 6th form houses.  This 

became a daily occurrence, accompanied by dear friends, Matt Whitehouse, 

Andrew Jinks and Alex Wheble.  Frequent trips to Pauline’s Sandwich Shop 

with Alex Collins ensured we shared many a bacon sandwich and shortened 

many a lunchbreak (and probably our lives) over the 2 years we were at QM 

together.  

During free periods, Alex would play the grand piano in the school hall and I 

would evade homework on Henry VIII by listening to him until reprimanded 

by various teachers.  One of the memorable pieces he played, much to the 

lament of the maths class taking place next to the hall, was Elton John’s ‘Your 

Song’.   This would become our First Dance at our wedding.  

A-Levels ensued and Prefects, Proms and Pantomimes would shape the 

school year.  In the blink of an eye, our time at QM was over. 

Alex and I embarked on a 4 year adventure ‘up north’ to the remote climes of 

Lancaster University.  During this time, I read copiously for an English Litera-

ture Masters Degree and Alex roared, spluttered and revved around the car 

parks in the Formula Student car he and his team designed for his Mechanical 

Engineering Degree.  The latter project would lead us both to Silverstone for 



 

 

the final week of University, competing against 80 other Universities from 

across the world.  

Swapping bucket seats for tow bars, following university, we set off around 

Europe with an ancient trailer tent; killing time (and nearly each other) for a 

few months before the ‘Real World’ crept up on us and we were required to 

enter the scary world of the workplace.  For me, the realisation that writing a 

bestseller and retiring at the age of 22 would be difficult during a recession 

set in, I embarked upon a PGCE.  Alex settled in to Jaguar Land Rover 

designing engines, and has remained there ever since. 

This prompted a move to Warwickshire, and the start of a shared passion for 

renovation (or knocking things down).  Our first house, on an ex RAF 

development, lacked basic amenities so we learnt bricklaying, roofing and 

electric skills.  ‘Destruction under Instruction’ of the internet has shaped the 

last few years, as we moved on to house number 2 and building our own 

extension.  The trenches I had seen during my 6th form visits to Belgium and 

France were recreated in our back garden, as we excavated footings in what 

would become the wettest year of the decade.  Future projects include 

‘Hitting the Roof’ and building a bar in the back garden from which Alex can 

ply unsuspecting guests with the Homebrew which now clinks and rattles 

behind every cupboard door in our kitchen. 

Project completed, and overdrafts recovered, Alex and I finally decided to get 

married last year.  Long after our dear school friends had given up on the 

idea it would ever happen, we exchanged vows at Coombe Abbey in June 

2017, overseen by family and even some friends from school.  Swapping the 

green tie for a wedding tie took just under 15 years.  

We both look back fondly on our time at QM together, a period which has 

inextricably shaped the course of our lives over the last 2 decades.  Alex 

works happily as a Design Engineer at JLR and my work as a Department 

Manager at BMET college frequently makes me 

want to fall to the floor in a crucifix, like Mr 

Rushworth.  Nevertheless, the school motto, 

seems 

more than apt as we embark upon life 

together as The Bartletts. 

Jade & Alex Bartlett (QM1997-2004) 

PS Jade and Alex are expecting their first 

child, a little girl, due in June! 



 

 You are invited to 

The Old Marians’ 

Dinner 2019 

All ex-pupils (Old Marians) of the 

School are invited to come to the 

Old Marians’ Dinner which is being 

held this year on 28th September 2019.  Tickets cost £30 

each and are available online from www.qmclub.org/

events or by sending a cheque to me, Gillian Columbine, 

at the address on the back of this booklet. 

What better excuse is there for celebrating than having 

left School some time ago?  Patrick Johnstone left 50 

years ago this year and wants to get a group together to 

come to the Dinner.  He has started the ball rolling by 

contacting Nick Brevitt and Stan Blandford and, on his 

behalf, I have emailed those on my database but there 

are many more of you out there, so please do either 

contact me or book yourselves a ticket on the website. 

We could also celebrate those of you who left 40, 30, 25, 

20 years ago, or even 10 or 5 years 

ago!  Any excuse for getting a party 

together! 

 

Email alumni@qmgs.walsall.sch.uk 

with any queries/booking requests 

 



 

 

 

 

Letter from Australia ... 

We’ve just returned to civilization after our third deployment to the town 
of Nhulunbuy in the north east of Arnhem Land – a vast area of 97,000 
square kilometres at the top of the Northern Territory, with a population 
of around 16,000, most of them indigenous people. 
  
The town of Nhulunbuy was developed as a mining town in the late 1960s 
and still owes its life largely to the mining of high-grade bauxite.  It has a 
population that varies from three to four thousand, most of 
them (the local Aboriginal name for ), who work in 
the mining industry or government-provided support services like health, 
education, indigenous employment etc. 
  
It is a very isolated place, around 1200 kms from Darwin via a mostly 
unsealed, 4 WD road that is often cut by floods in the Wet Season.  
Supplies come in mainly by a weekly barge from Darwin, and access to 
the outside world is by a daily flight linking Darwin with Cairns. 
  
One of the things we have come to appreciate about this place and its 
people is the sense of community and the way in which everybody joins 
in to provide recreational activities and entertainment.  On Friday 
evenings many people gather at the surf club for a barbecue - where all 
proceeds go to local charities - overlooking the and watching 
the moon rise over the water.  We also get occasional performances by the 
local thespians – one was about the inmates of a psychiatric hospital in 
the 1970s putting on a performance of Mozart’s opera 
not all that sophisticated, but great fun.  On Sunday nights we gather at 

the Boat Club to watch the sun set over Melville Bay. 
  
I went up there again to act as the supply minister for the Nhulunbuy 
Uniting Church.  They haven’t had a resident minister for some years, so 
we’ve been there for the last 3 years to supplement whatever occasional 
resources are provided from Darwin.  Marilyn is a marvellous help in this 
process, providing regular hospitality for people who drop-in at the 
church manse, as well as leading a well-attended women’s Bible-study 
group, where they seem to do more talking than studying (she tells me 
they are actually discussing the topic). 



 

 

  
She is also much in demand at the local High School, where she is known 
as and does casual teaching whenever they are short of a 
teacher (which is most of the time).  One of the great challenges there is 
teaching Yolngu (the local aboriginal people) students, who are now 
beginning to respond to the attempts to get them to come to school. 
  
My role was to work with the church council to develop its ministry 
outreach, preach, teach, mentor lay leaders and provide pastoral support 
and counselling to both regular church attenders and the community 
generally.  I got to record a number of short inspirational spots on the 
local community radio station, join with the local sub branch of the 
Returned Services League in their Vietnam Veterans Memorial Service, the 
Police Memorial Service and a few other things. 
  
As we did the last two years, we had a few safaris out into the wilds, the 
most ambitious of which was a 5 vehicle trek to Wonga Creek, driving 
along a very rugged track, with a steep descent to a river crossing, 
followed by an equally steep climb up the other side, before finally 
reaching an idyllic spot where the creek flows over rapids before 
descending to the Gulf of Carpentaria.  The only draw-back to the idyllic 
nature of it all is the need to keep one’s eyes peeled for crocodiles, which 
abound in all those waterways, and also for large, dangerous water-
buffaloes, which also roam throughout the bush. 
  
We were invited to be the chaplains at the annual Northern Synod of the 
Uniting Church, providing a listening ear to any who needed one.  This 
year, instead of at Darwin, it was held in Alice Springs – right in the very 
centre of Australia.  We flew to Darwin and then drove the 1200 kms 
south to Alice Springs.  It gave us time to see the vast as we 
drove there and back, overnighting in some fascinating places, where the 
welcome is as warm as the temperature and the accommodation on the 
star rating system occasionally qualifies for half a star.  Out first night 
was at the famous Daly Springs pub, which provides welcome cold beer, 
huge steaks and a bar festooned with dozens of pairs of ladies’ undies, 
all donated by grateful travellers over the years.  We also got to stay in 
the location of Jeannie Gunn’s famous 1908 book 

Then, on the first day of our return trip I got to celebrate my 
74th birthday. 
  
It's good to be home now, enjoying the pleasures of civilization – 
pleasant cafes, restaurants and shows.  But we do find ourselves feeling a 
little nostalgic for the sound of the South-Easterly Trade Winds gently 
blowing through the palm trees. 



 

 

 
 

now in Year 11, is part of 36th 
Walsall 1st Aldridge Scout group Explorer 
Section.  He is one of 36 scouts selected from 
across West Mercia to attend the 24th World 
Scouting Jamboree in West Virginia as part of 
the UK contingent in 2019. 
 

A World Scout Jamboree is where scouts from 
most countries in the world come together to 
spend ten days camping with each other, taking part in activities 
learning about the difference between cultures and scouting around 
the world.   
 

They will also be spending two weeks with a family in either 
America, Canada or Mexico where they sample what life is like in 
that culture and country. 
 

Elliot has to raise £3500 to be able to go.  Part of the money goes 
towards his own visit but part of it will go towards funding other 
scouts from third world countries who cannot afford to pay, so that 
they can experience something truly life-changing. 
 

A couple of years ago, Sam Shackleton went to Japan for the 23rd 
World Scout Jamboree and some Old Marians were kind enough to 
support his fund-raising and his life was truly changed by his 
adventure.  He wrote:  

If you needed persuading that travel broadens the mind, that says it 
all! 
 

If you would like to help Elliot raise the money he needs, please 
donate via the Old Marians website at http://qmclub.org/donations/   
marking your donation “Jamboree”.  Elliot sends his heartfelt thanks 
to all those who have already made a contribution. 



 

 

You and Queen Mary’s have a unique 

relationship 
 
 

Many Old Marians choose to help us by giving donations to help the 

School and support its pupils.  If you also sign a Gift Aid Declaration, we 

can claim 25% of the value of your gift back from HM Revenue & Customs 

-  you must, of course, pay in more than we reclaim! 
 

 We are raising money this year to improve the sports facilities, in 

particular to provide covers for the cricket square; 
 

 We always need help to keep Farchynys running, ensuring the 

upkeep of the building and making improvements as and when 

possible; 
 

 The Community Fund provides support for individual pupils in 

times of hardship; 
 

 Sponsorship:  by sponsoring an event or a product you will ensure 

that it continues into the future.  Sponsorship can be given for this 

booklet, for instance, or if you would like to sponsor a local event 

for Old Marians, just let us know and we will help organise it; 
 

 A Legacy Gift - a donation made through your Will ensures that the 

School benefits after your death.  Even though it is such a sad 

prospect, we would be grateful to hear about it beforehand, so that 

we can have a chance to talk to you about it and to thank you for 

your generosity.  We do have a leaflet about Legacies - just ask. 
 

You can give 

 By sending us a cheque payable to QMGS by post to the school 

address marked for the attention of the Alumni Office; 

 By setting up a Standing Order to our bank account – details on 

request; 

 Via the website www.qmclub.org/donations.  Just follow the 

instructions to make a Donation via PayPal or with a Debit/Credit 

card.  (If you wish to give by credit/debit card, then click the 

donations button and navigate via the 

section.) 

 



 

 

If you would like to help but not by giving money … 

Our current pupils are often supported by Old Marians who give their 

time and expertise rather than money.   

Careers Events:  Old Marians come and spend time talking to 

individual students about possible career choices; 

Work Experience placements:  Old Marians can help find 

placements; 

Student Support:  Old Marians can support a student through, for 

instance, practice interviews. 

 

 ….. or you can give yourself a holiday … ! 

 

If you are longing to spend a 

holiday at Farchynys (maybe to 

relive your misspent youth), then 

you may like to know that the 

Club now owns a Cottage which is 

available for holiday lettings 

through Sykes Cottages:  

search 

for Farchynys Court Cottage in 

Snowdonia). 

 

 

But above all, please remember to stay in touch … 

We love to hear about what you are doing and are always looking for 

stories for our next booklet, so drop an email to 

alumni@qmgs.walsall.sch.uk.   

Staying in touch by email, costs you and the School nothing, so please do 

let us know if you can be contacted by email instead of by post. 



 

 

Old Marians have become extremely useful as part of 
our efforts to widen horizons for our students. 
 
Each year, usually during the Autumn Term, we invite 
about 25 former pupils to come back and be our 
“Consultants” for a Careers Afternoon.  No special 
preparation is needed:  the Old Marians sit and chat 
with current students about what they do, and how 
they got into it.  They can give advice on subjects to 
study, methods of entry, exam results needed, and  
personal aptitudes.  Students gain a great deal from 
talking to someone about a possible future career:  it 
may be that they decide that path is not for them after 
all! 
 
There are other occasions upon which the School  
invites Old Marians to come in and talk about their  
careers:  in the past we have welcomed groups of doc-
tors and dentists, scientists, car manufacturers and 
many more.   
 
If you would be willing to come in, either for the after-
noon or on other occasions, to talk to current students 
about their career choices, please let us know and we 
will add you to our list and contact you when an       
opportunity arises. 



 

 

 



 

 

 

. 

(Address by Neil Evans at his funeral at Durham Crematorium, 22nd April 
2006.) 

Virginia Woolf thought that human character had changed somewhere 
around December 1910. Douglas, who was born around this turning point, 
might have added: ‘and not for the better.’ He was born straddling one of the 
fault lines of early twentieth-century Europe as the son of German-born 
immigrants in Newcastle-under-Lyme. His earliest memory was of the attack 
on his father’s pork butcher’s shop in 1915. The family had to hide in the 
garden as their property and livelihood were destroyed, with Douglas 
wrapped in a blanket. In school he faced bullying because of his German 
ancestry. 

He went to Germany just at the end of the boom years of the Weimar 
Republic in the mid 1920s but shortly after he arrived, boom turned to 
depression and democracy collapsed. He witnessed virtual civil war, with 
communists and Nazis shooting at each other with machine guns across a 
city square. Friends and colleagues took him to hear Hitler speak but with his 
characteristic independent judgement he was mightily unimpressed. While 
he was completing his D Phil in Göttingen he was involved in a race with 
time: he had to complete the degree before the Nazis sacked his Jewish 
professor. During this time he was also doing some teaching. A friend led 
him into a cornfield to warn him that his non-party-line teaching might come 
to the attention of the authorities and that he needed to be careful about 
what he said. 

It was experiences like this which drew him into the Society of Friends and 
led to his service in the Friends’ Ambulance Unit in the Second World War; 
there he observed the consequences of bombing in both Britain and Germany 
and he was in Belsen shortly after its liberation. In Berlin, he and Gerald 



 

 

Gardiner found a Quaker meeting; their khaki FAU uniforms frightened the 
congregation but when it was explained who they were, they all burst into 
tears. Douglas recalled it as the most moving experience of his life.  

Much of his first thirty five years were grim, and lived through one of the 
worst periods of European history. But he had the love of his family, his 
many friends and that vast complex of friends and relatives in Britain and 
Germany which we now find so difficult to disentangle. Let us also 
remember that neighbours sheltered his family from the attentions of the 
mob in Newcastle-under-Lyme and that his headmaster in Walsall protected 
him from bullies. He never forgot these kindnesses. 

In the Second World War the general tenor of his life was transformed. In 
1941 he met Margaret Ellis whom he married in 1942. By the later stages of 
the war they decided that the world was a safe enough place to bring 
children into. He took delight in his daughters, Elisabeth and Helen and 
kept saying in his later years how proud he was of them. He showed the 
same pride, love and generosity to his grandchildren, Paul and Rosie. We 
were all saddened that Margaret was not able to share this as, tragically, she 
died some months before Paul was born, in 1972. But we remember warmly 
the day last August when Rosie brought her son Alex to meet his great 
grandfather.  

He welcomed others into the family. In some ways my most vivid memory 
of Douglas is of his warm, smiling face and extended hand when I first met 
him early in 1971. He showed the same love and warmth to Helen and to 
Rob, his grandchildren-in-law, if there is such a category. 

On his last morning, a week ago, we were called urgently to the North 
Durham University Hospital. By the time we had arrived he had died. Bizzie, 
as she is always known within the close family, asked why he couldn’t have 
waited for us. I reminded her of what Mrs Hart, his long-time secretary, had 
said to me many years ago: ‘You know what he’s like – if a job needs doing, 
he wants it done yesterday!’ Patience was not one of Douglas’s virtues. But 
he had so many virtues – generosity, friendship, high principle, refusal to be 
swayed by fashion or received opinion. He passed on these qualities to his 
students and colleagues and it is a great tribute to him that so many of his 
students remained in touch. He introduced them – as he did his family – to 
what was best in Europe, through his teaching, his work for International 
Tramping Tours in the 1930s (which were early exemplars of international 
understanding) and through the academic exchanges in which he took part. 
In this work – and with the voluntary work he did in the NHS – he helped 
build a better world than the one he was born into and helped heal the 
wounds in that world.  

In remembering Douglas we need to practise what he did – friendship, co-
operation, independence of mind, and above all these, love. 

Neil Evans 



 

 

We are sad to report the death in May 2017 of Jim 
Jackson aged 93 years.   

Jim was born in Bloxwich in 1924.  His father owned 
a factory in Walsall producing fancy leather goods, 
the main output was high quality ladies handbags 
for all the big London stores such as Harvey 
Nicholls and D.H. Evans, but the factory had to close 
in 1940 due to the war because leather was just not 
allocated for non-essential use.   

He attended Queen Mary’s School between 1933 and 
1942 then commenced studying metallurgy at Bir-
mingham University.  At the end of the university 
year in 1943 he received his call-up papers to join 
the RAF and upon completion of his training in ra-
dar and wireless he was posted to India.   

Many decades later his granddaughter, Sinead, who was learning about WW2 
at school, asked him the question “Were you in the war Grandpa?” which 

prompted him to write his memories of everyday life in 
wartime RAF based on his diaries and photographs from 
the time, and his book with that title was subsequently 
published.   

After serving four years in the RAF Jim was demobbed 
and returned to Birmingham University to complete his 
degree in metallurgy.   

In 1950 Jim married Barbara and accepted a job with 
BOC in London where he also studied part time at Lon-
don University, and was awarded an MSc in 1953.   

After a short period working as a Technical Assistant in 
the Hot Rolling Department of Henry Wiggin & Co in La-

dywood, Jim and Barbara moved to Sheffield in 1955 where they enjoyed 
family life bringing up their two children, Richard and Patricia.   

Jim had a distinguished career in metallurgy and steel casting research, and 
his work earned him a PhD which was presented to him by Prince Phillip, the 
Duke of Edinburgh, in 1973.  He also served as a member of International 
Standards Organisation committees so he travelled extensively worldwide.   

A service of thanksgiving was held at Christ Church Dore, Sheffield to re-
member the life of a true gentleman who will be sadly missed by all who 
knew him.   

 



 

 

 

“As the last surviving member of his generation in the 
family, he embraced the role of surrogate father to all his 
nephews (including Honorary Nephew Tim Swain!) and 
nieces and grandfather to their children and knew 
exactly what they were all doing with their lives. He kept 
alert and active doing crosswords every day – latterly 
sometimes with the help of “the google” for those last 
few tricky clues and playing golf on his 90th and 91st 
birthdays and at all stages in between.  

Hugh was born in Walsall on 9 July 1927, the second son to Irene and 
Thomas Bennett Homer. He grew up in Walsall with brother Tony and the 
twins Peter and Ruth. His nickname was “Gick” as a result of sister Ruth’s 
inability to pronounce Dick which for some reason was what his mother 
called him having, he thought, wanted a Richard rather than a Hugh!  

Hugh started at Queen Mary’s Grammar School in Walsall in September 1935 
and then, when the family was evacuated to Prees in Shropshire to live with 
his maternal grandfather, he moved to Whitchurch Grammar School from 
July 1939 to 1943, returning to QM in September 1943 for sixth form until 
1945, when he was (joint) Captain of School and Captain of the 1st XV. He 
embraced both institutions fully and was extremely proud of his links with 
QM where, for the last few years he was invited as the oldest “old boy” 
present to propose the toast to the founder at the annual Old Boys’ Dinner. 
He last fulfilled this role on 28th September this year and enjoyed an evening 
surrounded by Old Boy members of the family. After school he went up to 
Cambridge where he followed brother Tony to Emmanuel College. He loved 
Cambridge where he studied hard, but also played a lot of rugby and made 
great friendships. On a trip back for his 80th birthday he showed us the 
window through which he would climb back in after a night out! His studies 
were disrupted by a call up to National Service – he was desperate to fly 
planes and applied for the Fleet Air Arm but he ended up in the Navy as a 
Petty Officer and Leading Telegrapher. Hugh was wont to say that this 
probably saved his life, as the lifespan of a pilot was pretty short even at 
that end stage of the war. After discharge from the Navy Hugh resumed his 
studies at Cambridge, changing course to read French and Spanish, and his 



 

 

love of languages stayed with him all his life. He came back to Walsall to 
start work in the family firm which had morphed from making leather 
harnesses to carriage fittings and hence to wallets, purses etc (fancy leather 
goods in the trade) and engineering parts. He was subsequently joined in the 
business by his younger brother Peter and they weathered some stormy 
times through the three-day week, working together until 1987 when they 
sold out.  

Hugh and Jean Wait met at school (she went to QMHS) after she had actually 
been Tony’s girlfriend for a while, but it was a partnership made in heaven 
and destined to last over 65 years. They weathered many sadnesses – their 
own loss of their first two babies in childbirth and the tragic loss of his 
mother in a car accident just before they were married.  

Hugh was responsible for instilling a love of rugby in his family as he was a 
keen member at Walsall Rugby Club.  During his last stay in hospital Hugh 
responded to the question about previous injuries and operations by saying 
he had broken most things playing rugby – not, I think, what the consultant 
was expecting to hear from a nonagenarian!  Rugby was also responsible in 
part for our foreign language education as Walsall played host to Mulhouse 
rugby club and we had house guests who all seemed to be called Michel and 
who taught us to shout “Allez la France”.   

Hugh retired when the business was sold in 1987, just after his 60th birthday.  
Hugh had always been a giver of his time – he was a commissioner of the 
Inland Revenue for many years, a member of both Round Table and 41 Club 
in Walsall, as well as the rugby club committee, and he became involved with 
the Church where he was a regular attendee and a sidesman until relatively 
recently. He became a member of Evesham Golf Club and Pershore Choral 
Society where he pursued his love of singing and was deeply honoured to be 
invited to be president from 2014 until 2017.  He was on the Fladbury 
Walkabout Committee for many years and he and Jean threw open the house 
for many and varied fund-raisers over the years. Latterly Hugh became a 
volunteer at No 8, the local community Arts Theatre in Pershore and he 
honed his computer skills in the box office, spending many happy Thursday 
afternoons there with his last shift as recently as October 4th.  He was, I 
think, the oldest volunteer and he was very honoured to receive, along with 
his fellow volunteers, the Queens Award for Voluntary Service just a year 
ago: he always wore his badge with great pride.  

Hugh was the first to say he had had a “good innings”. He and Mum were 
always pleased to host family visits and parties with the famous Boxing Day 
party open to some 130 family members. Only very recently did he become 
ill and was admitted to hospital for tests, where the three girls made sure he  
was never alone. He died on 24th October 2018. 

 

 



 

 

Tony Sutton was born in Aldridge in October 1932 and went first to 
Mayfield, and then joined QM in 1942, leaving in 1949.  He was called up to 
do two years National Service and spent most of it in Egypt, in the Suez 
Canal Zone.   
 
Then Tony studied for the LL.B at London University, working in an 
insurance firm before getting a job with a solicitor in Birmingham. 
 
Eventually Tony joined William Bache & Sons in West Bromwich as a solicitor 
and then notary public and remained there for the rest of his working life, 
finally retiring from his Notarial practice in 2012. 
 
Tony was a strong supporter of the Old Marians: he travelled to London for 
the Wreath Laying Ceremony for many years, often joined by his wife, 
Christine, and looked forward to meeting up with old school friends on these 
occasions. 
 
Tony had interests in horseracing and cricket and both he and Christine 
enjoyed relaxing in their home in the far south west of Cornwall. 
 
Shortly before his death Tony and Christine moved from Walsall to their 
apartment in Worcester and were enjoying life in the city centre there. 
 
 
 
 



 

 

We have received the following notification of the death of Gordon Wright, 

from his nephew Andrew Craddock (1963-70): 

 

I write to advise you of the death of my uncle at the age of 89.  Gordon 

Wright was at Queen Mary’s from 1940 -1945.  On leaving school Gordon 

joined the RAF and trained as a meteorologist based in Cambridge; he mar-

ried his first wife Pauline and had his first son Tony there. 

Thereafter he migrated to Sudan and worked in Khartoum in RAF bases 

there. He then got divorced and went to Nyasaland (now Malawi) to be the 

chief meteorologist at Blantyre Airport.  He was a town councillor, a volun-

teer fireman and met his second wife Jane there, who was the nurse in charge 

of the surgical ward of Blantyre Hospital. They married at St Michaels Church 

in Blantyre. 

They migrated to Rhodesia where Gordon did weather forecasts on the radio 

and television.  Two other sons, David and James, were born there.  Following 

the Unilateral Declaration of Independence by Rhodesia, they relocated to 

South Africa where Gordon worked for the South African government in me-

teorology for another 31 years before retiring. 

He spent many happy years in retirement and wore his Old Marians’ tie, 

bought at Leonard Neasham’s, at many social functions with pride. 

 

Andrew Craddock 1963-1970 

 

 



 

 

 

Jan was my hero.  How could he not be? He went to 
Queen Mary’s Grammar School in Walsall and started 
his playing career at Delves Road the home of Walsall 
Rugby Club. Both of those institutions played an 
important part in his and my own academic and 
sporting life. As a youngster playing rugby at Queen 
Mary’s I wanted to emulate Jan Webster. He played for 
England and that was my dream. 
 
Jan was born in Southport in 1946 where his father worked. Mum, Dad, Jan 
and his sister Penny moved to Walsall the following year. Jan attended 
Mayfield School prior to entering Queen Mary’s Grammar school in 
September 1957. He gained seven O-levels and went on to study French, 
German and Economics in the sixth form. He was also a Prefect. 
 
As well as concentrating on his studies, Jan was fully committed to the 
sporting opportunities that were available to him. During the summer it was 
cricket and then from September to April it was rugby. As we have already 
learned he was also a keen footballer and was a member of the Aston Villa 
youth squad. He would go across the road from his house and play football 
on the Walsall rugby pitches but he chose rugby. We now know that we have 
his headmaster at QM (Sam Darby) to thank for Jan turning down that 
approach from Joe Mercer for him to play for Aston Villa, aged 14, otherwise 
rugby may have lost a fine talent. He captained the school rugby XV and 
Staffordshire Under 19s as well as playing cricket for the school. His PE 
Master then was WDB “Hoppy” Hopkins, himself a Cambridge blue, Swansea 
and London Welsh player.  After he left Queen Mary’s he went on to study at 
Birmingham College of Commerce. 
 
Jan first started playing for Walsall in September 1966 where he played for 
four years. His decision to join Walsall was based on having seen the Walsall 
scrum-half at that time, Peter Stretton, play and, in particular, seeing Peter 
dive pass was the thing that caught his imagination. During this time he 
made lifelong friends and the likes of Pat Morgan, Peter Woods, Stu Taylor, 



 

 

John Allsop, Les Rollinson, Bill Perkins and Roger Downing all spent time 
either on the rugby field with him or later golfing and on walking expedi-
tions. 

My own memories of him were as a touch judge for Walsall watching from 
the sidelines. Bearing in mind I was only eight years old by the time he left in 
1970 those memories are quite vivid. His blonde bob haircut, his socks rolled 
down by his ankles, his quick feet and dive pass. Despite his small stature he 
was incredibly brave. By watching him I learned about scrum-half play which 
stood me in good stead. 

I also remember him through his connection with Staffordshire and in partic-
ular when Staffordshire beat Gloucestershire in the County championship 
final. My father, Henry Moon, was team secretary of Staffordshire for many 
years and we often went to watch the games. My mother Audrey was a physi-
otherapist and Jan, together with some of the Staffordshire players including 
the marvellous Sam Doble, used to come to our home at Gorway Road to get 
treatment. 

At the end of his first stint at Walsall he left to join his friend John Finlan at 
Moseley for a six-year period during which time he went on to play for 
England and the Barbarians.  

Jan later returned for his second stint at Walsall in 1976 where he played for 
a further six years and in his final season as captain he played in 27 of the 33 
games. I was then fourteen years old and my brother Rupert eight. Like many 
we visited Jan’s first sports shop in Caldmore (before it relocated to Sutton 
Coldfield) to get our rugby boots and rugby kit. Buying those boots from Jan 
felt to me like Jan was transferring his rugby powers into those very boots 
and that literally it felt like I could follow in his footsteps. Rupert told me the 
same kind of feeling came over him when we used to hang the Walsall Rugby 
shirts in the first-team changing room before every match and that when he 
came to the number nine shirt he couldn’t help but feel inspired. My sister 
Estelle also caught the rugby bug and was later to play for Wasps Ladies in 
London. 

Jan was that kind of bloke .....he was inspiring. He was kind, generous, 
humble, but with a steely determination. By the time he was a member of the 
England team that beat the All Blacks in 1973 (when he was also named man 
of the match) he was already folklore in these parts.   At Walsall Rugby club 
his England and Barbarians shirts hung proudly in the Clubhouse. My brother 
and I used to look up at those shirts and our dream was to try and emulate 
what he achieved (in the end I attained England B level and played for the 
Barbarians and Rupert wore the redshirts of Llanelli and Wales). 

In that second period of time at Walsall there were two standout occasions 
both involving Jan playing for Walsall against Northampton in the John 



 

 

Player Cup. The first one in 1976 came when he had a terrific battle with 
Jaco Page and Walsall narrowly lost 16-8. The second, again in the John 
Player Cup, was in his final season when he captained Walsall again against 
Northampton, Walsall losing 32-9. I was there for both.  In his final season in 
1981-82 he led Walsall to a draw at Exeter (13 all) and a win at Worcester. 
How Rugby times have changed. 

Jan sprinkled his magical rugby dust on the Walsall number eights and fly 
halves that were lucky enough to play with him during this period. Hamilton 
Jones, Nick Archer and Chris Edwards were but a few of the Walsall Rugby 
Legends who benefited from his dive pass and the likes of Les Rollinson, 
Geoff Tinker, Ken Lewis, Neil MacPherson were the number eights who pro-
tected the man known as “Sprat” at the back of the scrum. 

When Jan finished playing in 1982 he never forgot Walsall. He ran the Walsall 
Club Shop, he helped the senior team and the minis on a Sunday morning, 
and he sponsored and handed out the awards at the annual Fred Rowley 
Memorial Trophy for local colts teams. 

An important part of the scrum-half’s game is his pass. Some of you may 
recall an England fly half great called Alan Old. Ron Tennick recalls that Alan 
told him that he had played with four different scrum halves during the 
same then Five Nations Tournament, namely Wintle, Starmer-Smith, Spencer 
and Jan himself but that he regarded Jan as the best because he got the ball 
quickest from Jan’s pass. 

Jan helped me and Rupert develop our rugby game. He was generous with 
his time and patient. 

The last time I saw Jan was in the former international players’ lounge at 
Twickenham in November for the All Blacks game. He was on great form. I 
introduced him to Rob Andrew, who I was with that day, as “my rugby hero” 
to which accolade he simply smiled and went on to describe how he had 
helped the Moon brothers on their rugby journey. 

Rupert met Jan only last Christmas. In 1993 Jan had asked Rupert if he could 
display 2 of Rupert’s international shirts in his sports shop in Streetly and 
Rupert duly obliged. Those very same shirts were returned 25 years later 
hand-delivered by Jan in immaculate condition to my mum’s house in Walsall 
where Rupert and his son Jac took personal delivery. Rupert was able to tell 
his 12-year-old son how Jan had helped him at that very same age and Jan 
was able to share his rugby memories with both of them. The circle of rugby 
life had come around once again. 

On behalf of Walsall Rugby Club and the Moon family we are indebted to you 
and what you did for us - you will never be forgotten. 

Richard Moon (QM1973-80) 



 

 

David Hill died in Budapest in September 2017 after  a diagnosis of cancer.  
He was born in Walsall in 1952 and attended Chuckery Infants and Junior 
School before starting at Queen Mary’s in September 1963. At Queen Mary’s 
he was Captain of Tennis, played for the First Rugby Team, was Drum Major 
of the CCF Band and a Prefect. He took A-levels in English, History, French 
and General Studies.From 1970 he trained at St Paul’s College, Cheltenham 
gaining a C.Ed, with Distinction in practical teach-
ing and a B.Ed. Joint Hons (Bristol) in English and 
Sociology of Education. After teaching for three 
years in UK state primary schools, he moved into 
English as a Foreign Language teaching, spending 
14 years in northern Italy, 6 years in Serbia and 14 
years in Hungary. He had a year back in Plymouth 
to do a postgraduate Diploma in EFL and later also 
did an M.Phil. research degree in Applied Linguis-
tics (both Exon). After working at a primary teach-
er training college in Kosovo, and a university in 
southern Serbia as British Council Lektor, he 
moved to Milan as the British Council’s English Teaching Adviser for northern 
Italy, training teachers at all levels throughout the region. When that post was 
cut in 1998, David went freelance and moved to Budapest, Hungary. 

His first major book – a resource book for teachers on using visuals – was 
published by Longman in 1990, and he has gone on to write, co-write and edit 
a further seventy publications for the EFL market around the world and UK 
secondary schools. He has produced specific materials for countries as varied 
as Italy, Kazakhstan, India and Egypt as well as for global markets. David has 
worked in over 40 countries. His novella  – a ghost story set 
in Budapest – is a world best seller, having sold half a million copies.  
 
When not working, David followed the wide interests he first started whilst at 
Queen Mary’s. He has written a book and many journal papers on ornithology 
and botany, and discovered a new species of Crocus for science. He was a free
-lance musician, performing regularly, largely blues, accompanying himself 
on piano, guitar and harmonica; he has played with many bands around the 
world. He has had four volumes of original poetry published. And finally he 
has written and lectured on art and architecture of the period 1830-1920, and 
led many guided tours to see art nouveau architecture.  

Many Old Marians will remember that David was our guest speaker at the Old 
Marians’ Dinner in 2013.  He leaves a wife and daughter. 



 

 

Born in 1927, Keith Grant Henderson was appointed to Queen Mary’s Gram-

mar School in September 1964 as Head of Engineering.  This appointment 

was the first of a graduate Engineer and was to set up the new Engineering 

Physics laboratory in the new school buildings on the Mayfield site.   

Grant left Cheadle Hulme School in 1945 having sat for 

Pure and Applied Mathematics at scholarship level and 

obtained a State Bursary and A Meco Scholarship to at-

tend Birmingham University where he studied for a BSc in 

Mining Engineering.  In 1954 he decided to move to teach-

ing as a career and was appointed Lecturer to the Nigerian 

Coal Corporation:  he soon moved to be Senior Lecturer in 

charge of the training school there and worked there until 

1960.   

When he returned to England in 1960 he took a temporary 

post for 2 months, then obtained a teaching post at Ripley 

Technical School, teaching Mathematics and Engineering 

Drawing.  He then took a post at Bridlington Grammar 

School, just before the move to Walsall. 

He took a strong interest in practical work, including making fibreglass ca-

noes, but gave up his Engineering Science teaching in 1970 to become part of 

the Mathematics Department.  He ran the swimming and life-saving groups 

with great success and was a keen supporter of Farchynys, visiting many 

times in the holidays with his family.  He retired in May 1986. 

His interests outside School lay in music (he was a keen brass player), water 

sports including sailing, as well as rugby, tennis and cycling.  He was married 

to Brenda and they had three daughters. 

Steve Law remembers Grant Henderson as an accomplished skier, swimmer 

and runner.  He was very health conscious:  he cycled to work and took his 

coffee at break from his own flask sitting at the top of the gallery, because 

the Common Room was smoke-filled.  He was a committed Naturist and 

joined a naturist swimming club, becoming the National Naturist Over 50/

Over 60 Breast Stroke Champion.  Steve last saw him running the Aldridge 

10K, bare-chested in the sunshine, at the age of 83. 



 

 

 

Philip Davies joined the staff of Queen Mary’s in September 1976 to teach Modern 

Languages.  He studied French and Latin at University College, London, being awarded 

his BA in 1959.  He went on to study for a PGCE from Leicester University in 1960, 

after which he went to L’Isle Jourdain on a foreign exchange.   

The then Headmaster, Keith Howard, spoke of Philip Davies as “a diligent, conscien-

tious man who has a marked sympathy with those who find French less than easy.  He 

shows a very real interest in his pupils and thinks hard about teaching method in or-

der to stimulate and motivate” 

He ran the London Marathon and, apparently, regularly ran the 7 miles from his home 

in Wolverhampton into School.  When he did not run it, he cycled it, with a best time 

of 53 minutes! 

He had a deep interest in pastoral work and counselling and had occasional publica-

tions in learned journals.  He was a very fit man (he completed the London Marathon) 

and has in the past made a strong contribution outside teaching through taking 

groups to our Field Centre and through his running of the Bell-Ringing Society (he was 

a nationally-known campanologist). 

By the time he opted for early retirement in 1992 he was a Form Master and an enthu-

siastic supporter of Farchynys.   

The Farchynys Log for the Cycling Weekend 8th—10th July 1988, written by Tim 

Swain, records that the Sixth running of the Harlech Dome Bike Ride produced three 

new records, one of which was: 

“Mr P.G.K. Davies, having pampered himself in a Barmouth hotel the night before, got 

round in 2 hrs, 40 mins and 30 seconds—a new staff record.  The gauntlet has been 

thrown down.” 

Tim Swain and Steve Law were 

riding a tandem and did the ride 

in 2 hrs 45 mins 10 seconds. 
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