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Plea from the Editor!
I need more material please for these pages! I was finding 
it difficult to put this edition together due to the sparsity of 
copy. Please, please, please get those pens or computers 
working so that I can produce an even better magazine 
in the summer. Something from Nuneham would be really 
good, or the Malthouse before it was all girls. 

Barbara Summers 1972-1975
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A
s members of the CCA, you receive three editions of this well 
presented, interesting magazine, and the opportunity to attend two 
or three reunions each year. Together these give you more chance to 
keep in touch with Culham news than is, as far as I know, provided 
by any other closed college. Our thanks go to Barbara and Les 
Summers for the Culhamite and to Robin Griffin, Peter Nicholson 
and Andy Howland for the reunions.

 Have you attended any recent reunions? At these, old friendships are renewed 
and memories shared in surroundings which are, at least in part, familiar. Some 
years ago Frank Blackwell (35 - 38) returned to Culham after more than 60 years, 
and met Steve Denny. They had plenty to talk about since both had had interesting 
careers in the UK and abroad. Later, on Frank’s last visit to a reunion, he arranged 
to meet Jimmy Randles in chapel before the service, and they recalled all the year 
of ‘35 and decided that, with the possible exception of a member in Australia, they 
were the last survivors. Both were then almost 90.

Last September a remarkable couple returned for the first time: Marion and 
George Brookfield, whose daughter had brought them from their home in County 
Durham. I say remarkable because Marion came to college in 1973, and George, 
having visited at weekends, became so interested in her studies that he joined the 
Integrated Course in 1974. I explained that they would have to become day students 
as we had no accommodation for couples at the time. By this time, however, Marion 
had become a wise counsellor to other students - almost an agony aunt - so they 
elected to live in college separately. Unfortunately no other students from their 
years were present last September, but they hope to come to the next summer 
reunion, the one favoured by students of the 70s and by tutors. Incidentally, George 
and Marion’s daughter had studied at the West Sussex Institute of HE during John 
Wyatt’s time as Principal there.

So if you are able to reach Culham, try to get to a reunion, you never know what 
coincidences may turn up!

Linda Youthed, 1971- 1979  
President 
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T
here had been precious little career 
planning before I left Culham in the 
Summer of ’64 and not a great deal 
afterwards. I had a certificate in 
Secondary Education which detailed 
two Main Level subjects – Physical 
Education and Geography. I could, 
therefore, do a handstand and read a 

map – but the need to start thinking responsibly had 
me spotting a PE Assistant’s job at Battersea Grammar 
School in the Times Educational Supplement. Such was 
my meticulous Life Plan.

I knew I fancied being in London where my chums 
never seemed to be short of fun and I also figured it 
would be wise to go the physical route while I could 
still run and ease into the more sedentary geographical 
arena when the pace slowed.

I dispatched my letter of application and continued 
playing cricket. 

Not long afterwards, responding to a summons I 
presented myself highly polished for interview at the 
smartly uniformed, lacquered-floored school alongside 
Tooting Bec Common. 

The renowned London Headmaster, a Mr Langford 
who, I would discover had the habit of running from one 
side of his huge office to the other to collect his next 
task, offered me the job at the interview and I had to 
decide on the spot. “Yes please. Thank you” I blurted. 
Blimey! I was a schoolmaster. Just like that. No proving 
that I knew some kinesiology, no convincing that I could 

referee a match or coach a leg break. Blimey!
But … and there were some big ones: Where was I 

going to live? I hadn’t met any other member of staff. 
I knew little about the school. I knew they didn’t play 
rugby but were good at football and had a useful 15 
year-old bowler by the name of Mike Selvey in the Lower 
Sixth. Apart from that I was well and truly ‘blimied’ you 
might say. I had walked from Streatham Hill station to 
the interview and by way of proving the state of my 
brain, I couldn’t even remember the way back.

Not enough
We hadn’t discussed remuneration at the interview. 

That was something that His Eminence didn’t get 
involved with, left it to others but once in post (how I 
hate that expression) I soon discovered it wouldn’t be 
enough. There was not much I could do about it except 
look for something after hours and during the holidays 
which would keep me from insolvency. 

My take-home pay was £54 a month and my rent 
for a share of a pokey basement flat near Stamford 
Bridge with four cricketing mates was £17 a week. I 
soon twigged the numbers weren’t going to stack up 
so I could do nothing else halfway through my first term 
but answer the call from a desperate member of staff 
who needed a stand-in at his own extra curricular job 
on Thursday evenings … in Wandsworth Prison. Blimey! 
But you must remember I was pretty desperate. Why, oh 
why hadn’t I saved some of my grant while at Culham? 
Hah! Some hopes.

If anyone had told me that a few months after 

Prison Three Months After Leaving 
Culham
Howard Spencer  (1961-1964) remembers his first year as a teacher
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leaving College that I’d be teaching a frightening mix 
of convicted burglars, rapists and bank robbers I would 
have said they were ‘aving a larf!’ That wasn’t something 
sleepy Oxfordshire had prepared me for … or maybe I 
missed those lectures!

“You can speak German can’t you?” enquired 
Desperate Staff Member during the lunch break. ‘Er, 
well… Ja, ein Bisschen!  I did A Level and have a phrase 
book!’

“That’ll do. Most of them can barely speak English let 
alone German.”  I was reassured. “Don’t worry. Lessons 
are a privilege for the cons. They just want to get out 
of their cells for a chat so they’ll be on your side.”  I 
hadn’t reckoned on being ‘inside’ at the beginning of 
my second term as a teacher let alone ‘siding’ with a 
bunch of thugs and …well…Deutsch… to boot.…. Nein. 
Unglublich…gar nicht denken! 

Blimey! again. I didn’t realise it was to be a German 
lesson or that there would be ‘sides’. Still, needs must, 
so no complaints. It was all part of my quest for solvency. 

A right head full
To say I was apprehensive as I drove along Tooting 

Bec Road towards the prison the following Thursday, 
would have been South London’s understatement of 
October 1964. I had a right head full. ‘Will a warder stay 
with me? Will the door be locked? Surely every door’s 
locked. Would the prisoners get aggressive? What then? 
How would I escape?’

 Fine mindset to go in with… planning my escape 
before I’d even parked the car. I walked to the huge grey 
double doors so familiar on TV’s Minder and Dixon of 
Dock Green with legs like sticks of wet spaghetti. How 
would I cope with the small ‘step up and duck under’ 
visitors’ door. The concentration required cleared 
my mind sufficiently to give my name. It was on the 
list. No going back. I was ‘inside’ savouring all that 
word’s specific links to jail and joining a small group of 

experienced looking instructors. I could tell because 
none was shaking.

The surly ‘screw’ (I was already aware of the vernacular 
thinking it might help me ingratiate myself with my 
students) had been unwelcoming but he looked up long 
enough to direct us into the main building. Which was 
when it hit me. The smell. 

Aromatic cocktail
Okay, I hadn’t expected a ritzy ambiance but the 

dismissive welcome and now the aromatic cocktail of 
pee and cocoa put the tin lid on it. Ugh! Revolting. The 
nastiest of niffs. Recalling it now nigh on makes me 
retch.

Across the hexagonal space which was the hub of 
the building, up two flights and along a spoke or wing 
sent cold shivers down my spine as I took in the suicide 
nets and the heavy doors to each cell with their tiny 
inspection windows. I had spent a term in the Limbo 
corridor at Culham before the heating was put in but its 
austerity didn’t come close to this. And the cheery and 
cheeky welcome we used to give the dance bus when 
it turned up full of pent up Bletchley girls was nothing 
compared to the lewd shouts at the women amongst us 
and the ‘V’ signs. The tone was aggressive and set. My 
head full of apprehension was brimming over.

In the small classroom a register was on the desk. 
The smell was now aerosol. The key turned in the lock 
behind me.  “Oooh, you’re a big boy,” came a giggled 
camp greeting. My 6 foot 6 had put me on the back foot 
straight away.

Chaos and terror
The eight inmates raring to learn German were between 

20 and 50 years of age at a guess and appeared to vary 
in height between 6 foot six and 8 foot! They were all in 
grey battledress and thin striped shirts. The chemical 
aerosol atmosphere was now battling the unstable mix 
of chaos and terror which hung in the air. 
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I trawled my limited experience. Not even the term’s 
teaching practice at Larkmead comprehensive had 
prepared me for this. There I had tackled subjects I knew 
about. I’d have to resort to Waffles Nelson’s ‘distraction 
policy’ passed on to me on the golf course at Frilford 
Heath. But if I tried distraction tactics how would I bring 
them back to ‘Guten Morgen’, wie geht es Ihnen?  Dass 
weiss ich nicht.

So I decided to stick to English and even that was 
questionable when, not surprisingly my “Good evening” 
didn’t get much response apart from a muffled “Is it?” 
from the acne in the front row. So I followed it up with 
“Hi” which was little better. Third on the register was the 
source of the camp greeting. “Johnson,” I called out. 
“It’s Johnstone actually. And yes, I’m here.” As I looked 
up to apologise I clocked the bouffant hairstyle, lipstick 
and eye make-up! Oh no! Now I was really destabilised. 

Ludicrously inappropriate
Where to now? We’d got two hours to fill with a break 

halfway.
Lesson planning. Yes. I’d done some but jettisoned 

it pretty quickly as ‘Useful Holiday Phrases’ seemed 
ludicrously inappropriate as was the declension of the 
definite article. So I opted for the informal route. 

“Anyone been to Germany?”  I asked. There was 
a “Yeah”. A positive response. The ice was broken. 
One fellow had been with his school and another with 
the RAF. We were away. Well, for half an hour or so 
of relating their experiences and me slipping in a few 
German words like Autobahn and Fahrt, the word for 
journey, which of course brought the house down and 
had ‘camp lipstick’ claiming he’d wet himself!

Then a bored old lag who said he was in for aggravated 
burglary asked what I thought of them. I trod carefully 
across the egg shells of this question by asking a couple 
of my own. They were opening up. We were making 
progress. A relationship was developing and they were 

surprisingly keen to help, not with the German class you 
understand but with advice on how to burglar-proof my 
home with a couple of nails.

Same pattern
Culham’s Geography and PE were less than a little help 

with the German, Handwriting, Art, Music Appreciation, 
History and English lessons I prepared hysterically for 
my stand in sessions in the Big House in 1965. 

The lessons all followed a similar pattern – I offered 
something vaguely relevant for the first half and then we 
chatted for the second. Some lessons went better than 
others. Music Appreciation, however, bucked the trend. 
I had figured that a wide choice might be a good idea 
so turned up armed with some Mozart, West Side Story, 
some Dave Brubeck and I think a couple of the Eversly 
Brothers numbers. If Vera Lynn had recorded ‘Muddlin 
through’ I’d have definitely played it as my signature 
tune!

I needn’t have bothered because as soon as the key 
was turned, this time in the chapel where they had a 
radiogram, the biggest most threatening black bloke I’d 
ever seen came up right up to me. I made the most of 
my 6’ 6” but was still looking up to him as he handed me 
an LP and snarled: “This is what we gonna play man!” 

As I wasn’t about to argue the joint jumped to Elvis 
over and over again, and yes…  Jailhouse Rock was the 
most popular number and the Big Black Unit and his jive 
partner Bouffed Camp Lipstick, half his size, turned in a 
rock and roll performance to knock ‘em dead!

I learned a lot during my haphazard sentence inside 
Wandsworth – the words to Jailhouse Rock, for example 
– but I don’t think I’ve ever held my breath for so long 
each evening as I waited for the Screw to return and set 
me free!
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Letters & emails

Dear Barbara
 
Congratulations on the splendid magazine you have just 
produced.   
What a formidable task you have undertaken in catering 
for a finite and inevitably decreasing readership, but 
then to have produced a journal completely different in 
character to those of your husband.  Having lightly taken 
on and then been overtaken by the task of editing various 
journals (starting with the Culhamite 1952-3)  I am envious 
and in awe of the talent you both enjoy.

John Allen   1951- 54

Norma and I are most impressed with this latest production 
of the Culhamite. Thank you for having included the 
obituary on our good friend John Humphreys. I sent a copy 
of the magazine to both his daughter and son. They will be 
thrilled. I’ve also been able to send copies to four others 
of the coffee group. It’s always fun to read about the 60s 
boat club as well. I shared accommodation in Reading 
with Harry Ayres (the cox) before he went to Queens in 
Belfast to read geology and hence to Zambia with his wife 
on the government contract: not to look for gold but more 
copper (Next best thing!) We’ve stayed in contact all these 
years. With Graham Hobbs I represented the Culham 
College Student Christian movement in Bristol (would you 
warrant it!) and of course Harry and June Salmon are often 
mentioned and pictured as they were this time again. I was 
best man at their wedding. I’m only sorry our Chairman 
felt it necessary to specify how bored he was by French 
and Art lessons at school. I’m sure Bill Wilder (in that other 

dimension) must have smilingly shrugged his shoulders 
at that. Having thoroughly enjoyed teaching French and 
Art I was momentarily bruised; but then we’re all entitled 
to our political views and the new flavour heralded by the 
Coalition is Science, Science and Science and bother to 
art and humanities! John could have left his aversion to 
the subjects unspecified I feel. Otherwise a big heather 
bunch to you both for a very professional and appealing 
and artistically set out magazine. Norma was keen on 
pony riding as you know, so your article will also appeal 
to lots of people.

Pierre Jacquelin 1960 - 1964

Editor’s Note:
I don’t mind admitting that my worst subject at school 
was history, which is quite amusing since Les did history 
at Culham, and my room-mate also studied history! 

Historic gargoyle at 
the front of Culham
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You may have been following the future of the European 
School, and waiting to hear the outcome of the Academy 
status application. Unfortunately the project will not be 
continuing, but we are assured of a place to meet at the 
school until 2017. 
Here follows the information from the School’s website, 
kindly provided by Robin Griffin. 

Statement issued by CLASS  Sponsor of the proposed 
Culham European Academy, Thursday 3 February 2011:

It is with regret that the conclusion of the Feasibility 
Stage of the proposed  Culham European Academy 
is that the project should not continue and that  the 
situation will revert to the original European Commission 
plan of a phased closure by 2017 of the European 
School Culham. A tremendous amount of work has been 
undertaken by everyone involved in the project with the 
overriding objective of preserving the excellence of 
the European School Culham and providing a model 
for future European language schools.  The transfor-
mation from European School to Academy was just 
too complex to achieve in the time available· despite 
constant and detailed negotiations between the 
European Commission, the ·Department for Education 
(DfE) and the Sponsor, CLASS.  All the members of 
CLASS have been proud to have been involved in 
this project, to work alongside the students, staff and 
parents of this excellent school, as well as the Office of 
the General Secretary of the European Schools, the DfE, 
Joint international Unit and the European Commission, 
all of whom  have been involved in this decision. In 

reaching this decision, it is the overriding concern of all 
involved to ensure that children’s education is not put 
at risk by any continued uncertainty around the project.  
Lord Jay  
On behalf of CLASS    

What happens now?  A reversion to the original 
European Schools’ Board of Governors’ plan of a 
phased closure of the school by 2017.  

Won’t parents simply take their children away?  That 
is a decision for the parents.  

Will teachers stay?  We hope that many of the teaching 
staff seconded from the European schools system will 
stay to support an orderly closure; and that the locally 
recruited staff will also do so.

Doesn’t this show that the Academy system doesn’t 
work?  No: this is a unique school and a unique 
situation, and the transition to an  Academy just proved 
unworkable. There are over 400 Academies already 
open from a variety of backgrounds but Culham is such 
an unusual institution, the only one of its type in the UK, 
it unfortunately didn’t prove feasible for it to  make the 
change - and the Department always made clear the 
project had to be feasible for it to progress to Academy 
status.  

What happens to the buildings after closure?  The 
school buildings and the playing fields remain the 
property of the Crown and will be maintained by DfE, as 
now, until the last pupil leaves the school.  

 Culham European Academy Project
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Isn’t it a pity that a unique school like this should 
close when languages are so important to Britain?  
Yes. That is why we worked so hard to keep it open. 
We very much regret that it has not been possible.  Can 
children still join the school?  Any future admission 
to the school will be in line with the original criteria  
outlined at the point of decision for closure made by the 
European Board of Governors.

What is CLASS?
Culham Languages and Sciences (CLASS) is the charity 
formed to act as sponsor for the transfer of the school 
from the European schools system to an Academy.
Its Chairman is Lord Jay of Ewelme, and the trustees 
are Sir George Cox, Baroness Greenfield, Professor Tim 
Garton Ash, John Leighfield CBE, Win Harris
CBE and David Smith.

Will CLASS continue?
That is for the Trustees to decide.

Won’t all this disruption have hurt pupils’ prospects 
in their exams?
We very much hope not. That is one reason why we 
have taken this tough decision now, to provide stability 
as exams approach rather than prolong the uncertain-
ties.

Wasn’t it wrong to set out on the Academy path in 
the first place?
No: When the European Schools’ Board of Governors 
took a decision to close the school by 2017, they invited 
the United Kingdom to try to find a way to bring the 
school into the national education system, preserving 
its ethos and traditions. It seemed that Academy status 
was the best and only way to do this and a considerable 
amount of effort has gone in to trying to achieve this in 
the past four years. All concerned hoped it would be 
possible to keep this excellent school open . We very 
much regret that has not been possible.

What exactly went wrong?
The English education system and the European system 
are very different and it proved too difficult to guarantee 
a smooth transition in the first few years of the Academy.

Isn’t this all a waste of money?
The work on Culham was necessary to see if it was 
feasible to convert to an Academy. Parents and others 
needed to be consulted and work had to be undertaken 
on future funding, curriculum and staffing. Most 
Academy projects do progress to open status but there 
must always be a genuine feasibility exercise first before 
it can be considered for approval by Ministers.

Why does this school exist?
It was established in the late 1970s to support the 
then European Agency EFDA-JET which is based at 
Culham Science Park. The school has never achieved 
the required 50% of its pupils drawn from the staff 
employed at EFDA - JET for it to be a European School 
under the terms of the Convention.

Still recognisable today - the SCR  and dining hall entrances.
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I
t must be some twenty years ago now when the 
government insisted that 5 marks be added to 
all GCSE subject papers to account for spelling. 
Thus from that day on, marks were out of 105, not 
100 and spelling was put back at the top of the 
tree of importance. But was it? And should it have 
been given this special treatment?

This important question comes to our attention again 
as the matter of regulated spelling is once more under 
the spotlight. To set my position out at the first I should 
make it clear that I am slightly dyslexic (my brother and 
nephew are badly so), I have never had perfect spelling 
but have always been able to write in a more or less 
grammatically correct and interesting manner. When 
I say that I cannot spell very well I mean that certain 
words elude my setting them down correctly. The first 
time I use them accomodation, receipt and reciept, their 
and there and some others often fool me. I have learnt 
that the German form of ie and ei is often a better guide 
to spelling than i before e but... Some of these errors I 
refuse to change and the spell checker or proof reader 
does it for me. Then I am criticized because my spell 
checker has said that realize is right and realise wrong! 
What is to be done in this situation?

The first thing is to stop making a fuss about it. I know 
that is difficult for some people. My brother, whose 
spelling is atrocious always responds to that suggestion, 
“But your spelling is functionally correct...” This is the 
real dichotomy, between those whose spelling contains 
a few obvious errors but who know that this does not 
matter and those who cannot spell very well but despite 

being intelligent think that there is a stigma attached to 
that. How do you reassure them? A while ago, the then 
editor of this magazine was soundly told off by Allan 
Cooper for using alright instead of all right. With the 
greatest respect to Mr Cooper, and the late Principal 
Venables, does it matter?

That is the more important question, whether this 
hoo-ha over regulated spelling is very important. The 
Americans can get by with color, center, labor and, 
meter which seem to me to be perfectly acceptable 
but I question tire for tyre which could be confusing. 
(Though I suppose no one reading about tyres is likely 
to confuse that with a tiring exercise!) Even countries 
colonised by English speaking immigrants have come 
to adopt these spellings, in Australia in particular, a 
long time ago.  The one Americanism that does make 
me cringe is gotten; I once had a very irate American 
parent demanding to know why his daughter’s use of 
the word had been marked ‘wrong’ to which I could only 
say that the President’s English is slightly different to the 
Queen’s, especially when he is descended from the Irish 
or in Eisenhower’s case, from a Germanic background. 
But once again I have to ask, does it matter?

Headteachers tend to take these things seriously 
but usually for political reasons not anything which is 
very practical. My first head was greatly embarrassed 
because a pupil report went through that contained a 
couple of spelling errors (Not one of mine I hasten to 
say!) and the parent pinned it up in the local pub with a 
rude note attached. After that it he put in place a system 
of checking and rechecking that absorbed so much 
time that it literally ate up far more of the school budget 

What I never taught my children
by a teacher
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and teachers private time than could possibly have 
been justified. A colleague who actually did take spelling 
very seriously had shew sent back not because it was 
wrong but because: “the parents are likely to think it is 
wrong.” I certainly do not support the suggestion that 
the English language should be completely phonetic but 
is there really any reason why we should continue to ask 
knights to carry knives to combat gnats and to keep 
their phlegm to themselves?

Having started this rant I might as well go on. There are 
other things in English language teaching that frustrate 
me; when I was taking ‘O’ level English the teacher 
insisted that in certain circumstances there should be 
two full stops at the end of a sentence; similarly, typing 
courses laid down two spaces after the full stop(s). 
Though most people dropped both forms many years 
ago I still find them in typescripts submitted to me in 
my role as a magazine editor. The truth is that the whole 
business of punctuation is in turmoil, change is in the air 
despite the insistence by some on the whole regulated 
quota. I stopped using abbreviation marks a long time 
ago, putting full stops between such as CCA, UK, USA, 
HRH, UNESCO,  or after Dr, Mr, Mrs, and so on is just 
a waste of space. The language of apostrophes can be 
quite complicated but it would be made easier if we 
just dropped the plural apostrophe. Do we really need 
it marked up for us that such words as planes, trains, 
ships, school boys are plural or that 1950s refers to a 
multiple of years?  

And what about those capital letters? To look at a book 
written in German and printed in Roman script is to be 
reminded of the watch towers standing along the Berlin 
wall, every couple of words you come across another 
of the blighters. And there are those who would like to 
make English the same. This problem usually revolves 
around proper and improper nouns. Culham College is 
a proper noun but college as used in the phrase: going 
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up to college is not and does not need a capital letter. 
Similarly the RSPCA has a capital ‘S’ but society, even 
when referring to a known and specific organisation, is 
not. Getting this across is often very difficult indeed. 
There are of course traps here for the unwary. God is 
capitalised, obviously but so is the personal I because 
it is a proper noun pertaining to the author. However, 
when referring to God as him, or to ourselves, in the 
third person, as she, are those words capitalised? Many 
people would say that in the former case the answer is 
yes, but I am not certain. God is a special entity but Him 
just erects another watch tower. 

By now all my friends who are English teachers will 
be grinding their teeth and mixing their metaphoric 
missiles. And I submit to their superior knowledge. At 
the same time, spelling and punctuation have become 
a political football to kick at teachers and an obsession 
for those with time on their hands, hence all those truly 
trivial complaints to newspapers about typos. What is a 
homophone anyway? In these troubled times it is surely 
the utility of the language which is most important. That 
does not mean the end of beautiful prose only that it 
should cease to be set around with archaic constraints 
that hide its true beauty.

The Culham College 
Song

Sons of Culham, sing the story
Tales of old and deeds of might.
Culham’s watchword, Culham’s glory,
Face the goal and win the fight.

1. How the morning broke in Pandy,
‘Major -Minor -Paradise.
How we dressed in what lay handy,
Boots unlaced, undone our ties.

2.How we listened to the lectures,
How we progged in Dining Hall.
How we dreamed and dozed in deck chairs
Near that grey old ivied wall

3. Ho the Footer, Cricket, Rowing
Ho the wind and rain and sun.
Ho! The merry groups all going,
Down the road to Abingdon.

4. How the chapel bell, oft ringing
Called us to praise and prayer -
Hearts uplifted, voices singing
Fresh and young and debonair.

5. Happy we though all forgetting,
Though our eyes grow old and dim:
Hearing when Life’s sun is setting
Echoes of that Evening Hymn.

Puzzle! a) Which of the four corridors was this plaque on the 
wall of ... Major Minor, Paradise, Pandemonium or b) the 4th one 
- what was it called?! Answers in the next edition.



Spring Reunion and A.G.M. 2011

SATURDAY 21st MAY 2011

By the kind permission of the Head of the European School, Mr Simon Sharron, we will be able to hold our Spring 
Reunion and AGM. at Culham once again.

The President, Mrs Linda Youthed (71/79), Chairman and members of Council invite you and members of your family 
to attend.

This reunion and AGM has been moved to May from the traditional time in March so that we might have warmer 
weather and hence a larger number of Culhamites attending. There is a formal part to the day but there is time to meet 
and talk with friends from the past. The day starts with meeting informally for coffee, then the AGM which usually takes 
no more than an hour. A sherry reception precedes lunch and there is an evensong service in chapel before the day 
ends with a cup of tea. 

Culhamites of all years are welcome to attend all or parts of the day as they wish. 

The drama studio will be available for meeting in small groups and for those who wish to bring a picnic.

PROGRAMME FOR THE DAY

10.00 a.m. Council Meeting   Library

10.30 a.m. Coffee    Cafeteria

11.00 a.m. ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING Drama Studio

12.30 p.m. Sherry or fruit juice   Drama Studio

  1.00 p.m.  LUNCH     Dining Hall

  2.30 p.m.  EVENSONG   Chapel
  

Led by The Rev’d Preb Dr I G Hughes (65/68)
  Organist – Malcolm Hawkes (68/72)

  Clergy are invited to robe for the service

  3.15 p.m. Tea     Cafeteria



AGENDA for AGM

1. Welcome & introduction  - Chairman for 2010/2011 – John Gentleman (62/65)
2. The Roll of Honour
3. Apologies for absence
4. Minutes of 2010 A.G.M. and matters arising
5. Reports 
 a Chairman 
 b Honorary General Secretary
 c Honorary Treasurer
 d Social Secretary ~ Membership Secretary
 e Honorary Magazine Editor
 f President       
6. Vote of thanks to retiring Officers
7. Election of Officers for 2011 – 2012
8. Election of Committee
9. Council meetings – dates and times
10. Any other business

The cost of lunch will be £17.00.
Please use the form on the next page to let us know if you are attending any part of the day and if you want 
lunch. Please send returns by 12th MAY 2011 to

Peter J Nicholson
     7 Springfield Road, Camberley, Surrey, GU15 1AB
     Telephone: 01276 – 28958; e-mail: peterjnic@aol.com

The form allows you to indicate which parts of the day you wish to attend.

The St John’s Ambulance Brigade will not be in attendance for this reunion.

The Culham College Association cannot accept responsibility for any financial loss or otherwise arising from changes 
in dates or the programme of events which arise from circumstances beyond its control. 

Our Annual Reunion will be on Saturday 24th September 2011 at Culham.



WE LOOK FORWARD TO WELCOMING MANY CULHAMITES ON 21ST MAY 2011.
CAR PARK – please use the main car park in Thame Lane.

Members and their guests are asked to be aware of:
 cars being driven on the school campus – there are several blind corners
 the many steps into and between buildings
 the uneven walking surfaces

the fire and emergency exits.

Members and their guests are also asked to stay within the areas which have been opened for us today: Cafeteria, 
Dining Hall, Drama Studio and Chapel.

 
cut along here    _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ 

CULHAM COLLEGE ASSOCIATION       

AGM and REUNION – 21st May 2011

Name (s): …………………………………

 …………………………………  Years in College:  ………

Telephone number:  …………………………….

   please tick as appropriate
I/We shall be attending:   AGM                                      …….  }
                                        Sherry reception                             …….  }    
                                        Lunch ##          …….  } 
                                        Evensong                                  …….  }
                                        Tea                                            …….  }

I am unable to attend this reunion and send my apologies  …….  }

##  Lunch ~ ~ I have enclosed a cheque for £……..…  (£17.00 each).

Please make cheques payable to Culham College Association. If a receipt is required please enclose a stamped, 
addressed envelope.

Please return this form to Peter Nicholson, 7 Springfield Road, Camberley, Surrey GU15 1AB by 12th May 2011



Detail from two of the windows in the College Chapel - still in 
place today. If anyone would like to write me an article on the 
Chapel windows for a future edition, this would be very grate-
fully received.
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Revision Time 1968
Third year students revising for their final 
exams,with the help of Ray Boulton and Glyn 
Levis from the second year. It was too hot to 
revise indoors.
20th June 1968

In this photo: Dave Prestidge, Paddy O’Neil, 
Simon Rundle, Ray Boulton, Mike Ratcliffe, 
Glyn Levis, David Pollard
Photograph from Bob Hamil 1965 -1968

Dr. Einstein was walking in Mercer Street, Princeton, in 1952. I was 
too shy to stop him before he opened his garden gate. 
I was just as dumbstruck when a group of lively girls blocked my 

way one night in Manhattan. “What’s going on?” I asked. “Frank Sinatra 
will be coming out of that door!” So I waited. Frank was very attentive 
to his admiring fans. Why didn’t I talk to him? 
My adviser at The Institute of International Education, NYC, wanted 
me to follow courses in Geomorphology at Columbia. I was inspired by 
Professor AK. Lobeck. I have his geological maps. 

Homesickness drew me back to Southampton, England, and my 
war-widowed mother. Friends still write to me. The late Professor AK. 
Botts (Trenton State) and his wife came to stay with me at my present 
address. 
Thank you America for friendships and field trips. I preserve my passes 
to the Senate and House of Representatives. How has life treated 
Christa Dahlke (Germany) and Matilde De Matos (Brazil)? As a team we 
gave more than 75 talks. 

Allan Cooper, Exchange Student 1951-52

Fame!

Memory Stir
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Memory Stir

I 
am very interested in the article about the 
locomotives of Taumarunui. 
 We are visiting Napier and Rotorua for the 5th 
time since 2003, when our eldest daughter Alison 
and her partner John emigrated with our only 
grand children Morgan (now 16) and Liberty (14). 
They live on a ‘life style’ 4 acres about 8 miles 
from Napier. The children attend their single sex 

high schools. John is mainly i/c the local psychiatric unit 
and Alison nurse-tutors at a private hospital in Hastings. 
Napier had a major earthquake in 1931, the year of my 
birth, and our ¾ hour flight from Auckland lands on the 
‘upthrust seabed!

In 1955 my sister Pam took a £10 ticket to New 
Zealand and has retired from Auckland to Rotorua. 
In 1999 she and our brother-in-law Brian took us on 
a three day mystery trip to New Plymouth (Taranari) 
(they were looking for ‘special rhododendrons) and we 
stayed on night in Taumarunui, though it does not figure 
in any of our travel guides. So we will do an extended 
ride to Rotorua via Taupo and spend another night in 
Taumarunui. 

My railway interest extends from my father’s 45 year 
career as a goods clerk on the LNER and son Jeremy’s 
ongoing employment as a maintenance technician with 
Eurostar after starting with British Rail. My parents had 
20 mainly idyllic years retirement in Auckland, we visited 
them last in 1988. I said after my parents died, following 
61 years of marriage, within six months of each other 
that if I got to 87 I would be quite satisfied!

Sister Pam insisted on leaving grammar school at 16 
and applied for technical (commercial) college (1952). 

I was a disaffected civil servant after 2 years national 
service, so I applied to Culham with a bare School Cert 
plus some athletic promise - the rest is history.

Back to Culham affairs. We were saddened to hear of 
Denis Cole’s death. Though I was previously pleased to 
celebrate Ray Preece’s 80th birthday in August in Port 
Talbot together with John Vince, Brian Wilkes and their 
spouses. 

We celebrated our 50th wedding anniversary in south 
Normandy (Javron-les-Chapelles where second son 
Jonathan’s in-laws have renovated a farmhouse. We 
were chauffered from Basingstoke via Portsmouth and 
Caen, it made a change from our 3 week honeymoon in 
Scotland, in an A35 van, a good companion tent - but 
that is another story.

from John Dodd 1952-1954)
following the letter above -

John Dodd wrote from Napier on 7 March 2011: 
Have enclosed photo of Puffing Billy towing logs about 
1915. The Taumarunui Railway Museum Guide, Len 
Goodwin, with whom we spent an hour as the once 
daily Overlander passenger train stopped en-route from 
Wellington to Auckland, explained that the make of the 
engine in 1915 would have been called Climax.

The Report from the Culham Club Magazine 
reproduced in the Bedside Culhamite from which an 
extract appeared here in the autumn edition is datelined 
January 1915 so we can be fairly certain that the 
picture does represent the engine seen by 1907-1909 
Culhamites T H Kirk and H Woods (and Mrs Woods) at 
Taumarunui. And that is very interesting  because the 
Climax was a very special locomotive indeed.
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The photograph does not give a particularly good 
idea of what the engine looked like but we are lucky in 
as much that several examples survive, one at least in 
New Zealand. The second picture shows a very similar 
type of engine, now preserved in the Pennsylvania 
State Railway Museum at Strasburg, USA. In some 
respects the description of it as being a Puffing Billy 
type is misleading but to Englishmen recently emigrated 
to New Zealand, this small loco would have seemed 
insignificant against his memories of the GWR express 
engines that thundered through the station at Culham. 
Thundering was something that a Climax would never 
have done. 

Most steam locomotives drive directly onto the 
wheels unlike diesels and road petrol cars which drive 
through a geared link onto a drive shaft. This is basically 
how the Climax was driven, there were two inclined 
cylinders driving a transverse crankshaft, geared to a 
central shaft driving the 4 wheeled trucks, or bogies, 
at each end of the engine. The gearing allowed the use 
of smaller driving wheels but there was a downside to 
this, the frictional losses from the gearing meant that 
high speeds were not possible. However, for logging 
where the only requirement was to drag a train load 
of felled trees to the sawmill a strong pull rather than 
speed was what was required. More than a thousand 
of these engines were built by the Climax Locomotive 
Company at Corry, USA between about 1888 and 1924 
and several remain in existence, one or two in working 
order.

We are grateful to John for sending this information 
which opens another light on the long history of the 
lives of ex-Culham students. The only thing that remains 
a mystery is whether like her men folk, Mrs Woods 
actually sat on the logs where sparks and cinders would 
have rained down unrestrained. 

111
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Memories Came Flooding Back 

As you’ get on a bit’ the words in the title of 
this missive become increasingly rare events. 
However, when I read Peter James’ piece in the 

Autumn 2010 Culhamite, along with associated prose, 
that is exactly what happened to me - the gentle, 
rhythmical flow of the words, the heartfelt emotions 
stirred by the careful choice of them for this poor young 
wife whose memorial tablet is set in the walkway of the 
aisle in Dorchester-on-Thames Abbey church - for I had 
read them, and a couple of them are different from those 
reported by Peter but these variations do not alter the 
poignancy created and reported. 

Peter had walked in my footsteps when I had trod this 
same hallowed-place in 1971. The reason I was there 
was to research more fully into this lady’s time on this 
earth and, some may say, the good fortune that allowed 
her to be buried in not quite the local holy of holies but 
somewhere very close to it. The full story, when known 
to him, may cause Peter to want to revise his wish for 
the claiming of an epitaph with such sentiment and 
emotional hints to a short life, but far, far from a happy 
one, which was terminated in a most unhappy and 
sorrowful manner. Anyway I’m sure his will be its equal, 
but for very different reasons, reflected from his period 
on this earth and the very different fashion of his demise 
which, I hope will be many, many years forward in time. 

Rather than just being there to marvel at the beauty 
of the Abbey Church and the Grammar School in its 
grounds, I was there working, researching a book 
which was published in 1972, revised many times and 
up-dated and re-published in 2008. So, I suppose living 
with Sarah Fletcher’s memory for nigh on 40 years, it 
was bound to ‘leap off the page’ when my eyes fell upon 
it. This well brought-up, charming and winsome young 

girl grew up in the area in Georgian times and her hand 
was much sought after when she came of marriageable 
age. The lucky fellow, and one might also think, the lucky 
damsel, met, flirted and eventually formed a seemingly 
ideal marital match for each other. The Captain asked for 
her hand, was granted it, and they were married. They 
made a nest and home together in Clifton Hampden, 
the village just up river from Dorchester, in a large 
Georgian edifice currently named ‘Courtiers House’. 
The ‘gallant’ Captain Fletcher turned out to be a roué, 
a bounder and a cad, For, when his debts mounted, 
and his pay and rank in the navy did not, he went off 
to court and woo a rich heiress in the port where his 
ship lay at anchor. Perhaps one of his junior officers got 
wind of this potential bigamous marriage, but somehow 
word of the affair got back to Sarah. She was totally 
distraught and did the only thing she felt she could do, 
and that was to take the fast mail coach, arriving in the 
nick of time to put a positive stop to the philanderer’s 
evil bigamy. Distressed beyond consoling, she returned 
directly home and, to end the shock and pain of it all, 
she committed the then ‘sin’ of suicide. 

The inquest and jury findings are ably retold as follows 
in ‘Jackson’s Oxford Journal’ of the 15th June, 1799: 
“The lady put an end to her existence by hanging herself 
with her pocket-handkerchief, which she fastened to a 
piece of small cord, and affixed it to the curtain rod of 
the bedroom in which she usually slept. After a full inves-
tigation of the previous conduct of the deceased, and 
the derangement of her mind appearing very evident, as 
well as from many other circumstances, the jury, without 
hesitation, found a verdict - Lunacy. The husband of the 
unfortunate lady is an officer in the Navy and is now on 
his passage to the Indies.” 

The last two lines on her tombstone, which Peter 
almost scored 100% on, states: 
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May her Soul meet that Peace in 
Heaven which this Earth denied her

are still to be fulfilled if the accounts we hear about 
her are true. Yes, her mortal remains are close to God, 
closer than possibly most of us will get, secure as they 
are in Dorchester Abbey Church, but her tortured soul 
and impressions of her bodily being are still reported as 
being seen in ‘absolute grief’ with a ‘tragic intensity’ in 
her eyes as she revisits her old home, Courtiers House’, 
at the end of Watery Lane, passing by The Plough Inn. 
For those who have the honour of ‘meeting’ with this 
wronged beauty from the past she will be recognised 
by her long black silk coat and the purpled silk ribbon 
woven into her curly auburn hair. 

Leon Metcalfe 1960-63

A scrawny, callow youth ventured into the college  
main drive, one October afternoon in 1953 with  
great trepidation. He was wearing a County-style  

cap, which he thought made him look more mature 
than his eighteen years, and very sophisticated. In 
his blazer pocket, a pipe and tobacco were secreted, 
which he  had thought enhanced his image. He was 
trying desperately to forget that his first attempt at 
smoking the pipe on the train south of Birmingham 
that day, had resulted in his being violently sick all over 
the corridor!

This was his first foray into the real world. He had  
been an innocent at home and at the Grammar School 
he  had just left, and was now an innocent abroad, 
about to mix with men experienced in life’s ways.

As he trudged along the drive with his motley 
collection of luggage, he did not yet realise that this 
was a life changing moment: that in his old age, from 
very humble beginnings, he would be able to sign 
himself in a letter to   The Times John Marshall, Retired 
Head-teacher. 

Yes that callow, uninspiring youth was me. 
My college brother, who I think was called Tony, but 

ashamedly I have no real memory of him, showed me 
the college sights and led me to deepest Limbo - room 
number 24 to be  precise - which for the first year I was 
to share with another more confident entrant, recent 
past Chairman of the Culham Association, Graham 
Jones.

We managed not to fall out during our time cramped 
in those four walls and we have remained in touch ever 
since!

John Marshall 1953 - 1955

Photographs, top: from a play including Arthur Hollis as 
first shepherd, Maurice Turner as the Roman, David Gurney 
as the Greek and John Marshall as the Pharaoh.
Below: First photo of an empty Limbo!
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In Memoriam 

Bob Wilson 1948-1950
Bob recently passed away.
 If anyone would like to write a piece about him 
for the next edition, this would be very gladly 
received.
“Go ye therefore and teach....”    

Joan Keeys 1966-1968
One of the first mature students at the college.

Denise Cole (Wife of George 
Cole)
Denise continued to attend reunions after 
George’s death, along with Jill Harvey.

From Malawi ...

I 
was at Culham from 1973 to 1976. I was in Nuneham 
for my first year and was the only overseas student 
apart from Debbie Meacock who came from 
America, to marry Richard who was at Reading.   

I love reading about everyone and would love to 
one day get to a reunion but live a bit far away!!!

When I left Culham, I worked in London for a few 
months and then went overland in a land rover with three 
others - one of them was Malcolm ? from Culham... when 
I got to Malawi I started teaching at Phoenix School and 
taught there for 20 odd years and was Deputy Head, but 
decided I did not want to be Head. I therefore bought 
two nursery schools which I have been running for 11 
years... just love the little ones. We have pupils from all 
over the world. I thought it would be a retirement for 
me but I am busier now than I ever was as it is my own 
business.

I am in contact with quite a lot of ex-Culhamites but 
most have given up teaching and I am amazed (and so 
would a few of the teachers of Culham be) that I am the 
one that still teaches!!!

If anyone is out this way please feel free to contact me 
as we live in a wonderful part of the world.

My husband has been involved in reintroducing Black 
Rhinos to Malawi and so we spend a lot of time in the 
parks.

I have been meaning to do this for so long but believe 
it or not we still do not have access to the internet 
where I live and can only borrow the school’s computer 
sometimes!!!

Merry Palmer (nee  Margot Smithyman)

Are you in touch with Chris Ingram, 
who lives at Limbe, near Blantyre? ... Ed.

I have just finished reading the latest edition of the 
Culhamite  and I have to admit it has left me feeling 
rather down. It would seem that the ‘memory stir’ 

starts from the 1960s and forgets that there maybe some 
still extant from what is obviously ‘time immemorial’. 
I moved down to south Devon to be near my children 
(their idea!) from Henley on Thames where I lived for 
many years near John Allen (also still around and from 
the same years as me - 1951-1953.) I have now reached 
the stage where I have been out of education longer 
than I was in it and I have to admit I certainly would not 
enjoy the job in today’s climate as I used to. Having said 
that, I have to admit that Culham still reverberates in my 
mind and the joy of teaching will never fade. I wish all in, 
or about to be in, the profession a very happy New Year

Reg Smith 1951-1953
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Norman Evans  1923 – 2010

N
orman thought all children should 
be treated with respect and that 
school should capitalise on their 
enthusiasm. Norman Evans who has 
died at the age of 87 also helped 
devise and promote a route by 
which many mature students who 
lack A levels but who have a wide 

life experience have been able to enter and succeed in 
further and higher education.
At Christ’s College Cambridge he obtained a degree in 
History and a diploma in Education He was appointed 
the Head of Senacre School Whitstable, before being 
appointed Head of Professional Studies at Culham 
College in 1967.

The Principal of Culham, John Barnett, had just 
returned from the States and was ready to reorganise 
the teaching of Education at Culham. Norman was 
the man for the job. I also joined Culham in 1967 and 
became part of the plan. Each year was to be organised 
by a coordinator with some ten tutor groups each with 
its own mentor. I came to Culham from an East End 
Comprehensive school and found Culham somewhat 
daunting to say the least. Norman took me under his 
wing and with a great deal of trust and faith I became 
one of his first coordinators. This method of organising 
Professional Studies existed until the closure of the 
College in 1979. The Reverend Paul Jobson had joined 
us from South London. Again Paul did not find life too 
easy at Culham but Paul pushed forward necessary 
reforms. Norman gave Paul great encouragement with 
all his plans.

Norman then moved on to Bishop Lonsdale Derby. He 
helped create what is now the University of Derby. In 
1977 he returned to Cambridge as a Research Fellow 
at the Institute of Education. Norman then became a 
Fellow of the Policy Studies Institute.

He kept his house on the bridge at Culham with his 
wife Rachel. I remained a great friend of Rachel until 
her death. I would often stop off for a chat when I saw 
Norman  in the garden.

He never thought in tiny boxes and he ruffled a few 
feathers because he was a very forceful personality and 
an innovative leader who always did what he thought 
was the right thing. Culham owed a great deal to his 
imaginative thinking.

Robin Griffin

In Memoriam
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Crossquote Leadergram

 CLUES 

Author of the text (142,47,18,81) 
Here he worked (128,42.58,147,103,34) 
Adder, rag and bone man, stagger (75,135,28,71,120,83) 
Long live the oral (105,13,102,70) 
Camp chap’s place-meant (55,121,86,108,101,36) 
I fart, moon and make arrangement (40,115,126,56,140,96,52,10,149) 
Near, so says why (31,127,33,145,68,112) 
Singular subject (USA) (9,57,93,139) 
Wheeled out with persuasive (24,122,39,143,62,104,67) 
Order mixed cat diet (146,79,124,15,133,23,82)
“-------English at ------- University” (46,73,45,6,76,109,64)
In politeness little misters surround HVIII’s second. (107,125,92,27,106,65,113) 
Arts subject manages to untie his ma (114,48,129,41,22,100,141,4,26, 131) 
Betjeman’s stove (132,77,94,117,88,35,8,84) 
Milk snatcher (137,3,95,72,2,119,43,116) 
Do their hymn books have 24 sheets? (87,54,98,148,ix) 
Paid (unpunctuated) for fodder (69.50.16. viii) 
Ink mark. Don’t wring it out - wring it in (138,46,59,12,111,99,20) 
Notable head had fine illustrious part (80,32,7,17,xv) 
This cuts life short (51,iv,37,110,61,30) 
The sound of a moving cane (obs) (11,iii,19,85,38) 
It’s fun having this (xii,5,144,78,60) 
Modern, and sounds understood (74,21,118) 
Bright pupils (both sorts) do (44,29,xiv,89,123) 
Digits come in 5s (134,136,xi,90,v) 
Gaps have breaks around the Orient (i,130,vii,66,49) 
Whet (25,ii,53,63) 
Time in management (xiii,150,x) 
Scotland’s own (1,vi,14) 
Ambassador, or any old chap (119,91) 
This is that is (97,116) 

By Peter James 1953-1955

Peter James has 
sent this puzzle in, 
to keep our minds 
sharp! The answer 
will be revealed in 
the next edition, 
along with another 
puzzle, if readers 
wish.

The 
Bridge
update

Readers will know that 
we have expressed 
an interest to Network 

Rail about preserving the 
copings on the bridge at the 
end of Thame Lane in the 
event of its being rebuilt. 
After some months in which 
it was believed that the 
electrification project for the 
Paddington – South Wales 
and Didcot to Oxford lines 
would be cancelled we have 
now heard that it will go ahead 
but only as far as Didcot and  
Oxford. That means that the 
bridge will at some time have 
to be replaced. We will shortly 
be reopening discussions 
with Network Rail and will 
keep readers informed about 
developments. It may be 
that funds will be required to 
pay for the preservation but 
more information on that will 
be announced when they are 
known.

LAS
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The grid hides a quotation from a well known au-
thor, taken from a must-read book of the 1960s that 
influenced many of us and is still, according to my 
granddaughter, required reading for today’s teacher-
training students. The side strip (the Kensitas column?) 
gives the title of the work. Letters in each solution are 
to be inserted in the grid at the numbered place (side 
column slots are identified in Roman numerals).

Though this puzzle does not give you the help of 
common letters where words cross it is possible to 
work out probable letters from the grid and try them in 
the appropriate clues; this give some back linking.

It is optional whether heavy lines are inserted be-
tween words in the grid. This would greatly help the 
solver. I suggest you try it yourself first with the blank 

grid; if you feel that a divided grid it is advisable I in-
clude one as a crib sheet

I always enjoyed the old leadergram - as I did the 
magazine itself in the late 40s. A few are still offered 
on eBay. Of course I was young at the time (16) and 
now can’t remember much about the content. If I met 
up with an old copy I would probably be highly embar-
rassed by my youthful (lack of?) taste! I similarly re-
member John o’London’s Weekly*, it was rather literary 
as I recall. And then there were those wonderful New 
Statesman competitions. Ah, they don’t make ‘em like 
they used to.

*Last published in 1954, with copies selling on eBay 
for up to £25!

1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 10

i

ii 10+

iii 20+

iv 30+

v 40+

vi 50+

vii 60+

viii 70+

ix 80+

x 90+

xi 100+

xii 110+

xiii 120+

xiv 130+

xv 140+
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To contact the Editor, Barbara Summers:
please write to:
46 St Johns Road, Tackley,
Oxon OX5 3AP England
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attachments) or on any electronic media.
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