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. . .  And the Walls came tumbling down . . .
During the War years, blast walls were constructed in front of the most vulnerable windows to protect them from

bomb blast.  These made the clasrooms very dark.  With the war over, the walls could come down.
Story by Glynn Abrey

Sam Goddard took one look at this and thought,  “I know an easier way”.  He disappeared to his father’s haulage and tar
spraying premises in the town and returned with a long jack  which he placed between the School Building and the blast
wall.  Of course, down it  came in a hurry, causing considerable damage to the steps. The local builders were then called in
to repair probably the only war damage the School suffered.

The War
was over
and it was

VE Day, when
Brian Stanger,
the Woodwork Master, organised a
contingent of pupils including Sam
(Stewart) Goddard, Michael How,
Fulvio Cassuto and John Plank, to
make a frame out
of timber on a lever
principle, with
rope assistance,
to pull down the
blast wall by
the Classroom
adjacent to
the steps on
the Boy’s Playground.

Marygold’s Diary
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Marygold’s Diary
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●  We played tip and run on the field with the school’s foremost
cricketers bowling (very gently) at one undersized twelve year
old girl – unforgettable!

●  Stories read in the evening by Mrs Sparkes, then Mistress
of the Family, who lived in the rooms over the entrance hall.

●  Helping put up the blackout shutters and curtains.

●  Gerald Littleboy coming in wearing a white warden’s
helmet after a stint of fire-watching on the roof.

●  Arnold Brereton, who hitherto had seemed to be a distant
figure, became someone with whom one could talk.
The school gave temporary refuge to evacuees from London –
who stayed in the gym and left behind them a legacy of
head lice.

The term began and friends one expected to greet did not
return, their parents deciding to place them elsewhere, closer
to home, or perhaps in safer areas. Girls from Tottenham High

School joined us as day girls
together with girls from
another school whose uniform
was so much nicer than ours!
Refugees from other countries
came, one by one.

On the girls’ side, bed-
rooms were created out of
classrooms, leaving the top
floor empty. A ground floor
room turned into a shelter with
stout pine poles wedged
between floor and ceiling and
mattresses stacked ready to be
laid on the floor during raids.
A strange time but somehow, as
children do, we adapted to the
new circumstances.

Gillian Hopwood remembers September 1939

Winter Scene, c1949

I  was on holiday with my parents in Woolacombe, the
days were hot and sunny and the long stretch of golden
sand was occupied by groups of people huddled
round portable wirelesses listening to every news
bulletin.

We made our way back to London on Saturday, 2 Septemb-
er, stopping in Exeter to buy yards of black fabric to make into
blackout curtains. When we got home, there was a letter from
FSSW to say that the School would be open the following day
so that children could be evacuated from potentially dangerous
areas. My father read the letter first and handed it over to my
mother. Without a word being said, they agreed that I should
return to School the following day. Frenzied activity followed,
holiday clothes were sorted and anything for school washed,
ironed and packed, along with school uniform and all the other
clutter for an autumn term.

Sunday morning, Mr Chamberlain’s announcement
that Britain was at war with
Germany, the first siren
sounded, a snack lunch
followed by the 40 mile journey
to Walden to be greeted by
Gerald Littleboy, Mrs Sparkes
and various other members of
staff who were living close by.

I cannot remember how
many of us there were, but it
was a strange and somewhat
eerie atmosphere, very few in
such a large building with
seniors and juniors all together.

●  We had meals in the staff
room at the bottom of the girls’
stairs.
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Tennis c1950: l-r Pat Chuter, Jean Strachan, Jennifer Rose,
Susan Whiteman, Naomi Sargant and Jennifer Edwards

The Cricket Team 1949:  l-r
Back row: Geoffrey Pilliner, Paul Honigmann, Roger Bennett, David Matthews

Bobby Dutton, Tommy Gutwein, Jeff Follett
Middle row: Robin Webb, Jimmy Dutton, Richard Clymo, John Skelton, Michael Comber

In front: Thomas Marriage, Arthur Chalk

Naomi Sargant and Lindy Rumsey in 1950 The Hockey First Eleven c1950
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My family's connection with sports
at Walden covered the years 1921
to 1985.  How, you might ask.

My parents, Frank Cadman and Lucy
Soar, were at Walden from around 1921 to
1928.  I joined the Junior School in 1944 and
was followed by my sister, Pat, and brother,
David, who was still at the School when I
joined the staff in 1959.

I remained on the staff until 1964.  My
niece, Sophie, and nephew, Sam, followed on
later and I have kept in contact with the
School, if somewhat intermittently,  on Old
Scholars’ occasions over the years.

The range of Physical Training (PT) and
games while my parents were at the School,
was very different  from the Physical
Education (PE) on offer today.

The boys played cricket in the summer
and football in the winter, while the girls
played tennis in the summer and hockey in
the winter.  There was some social interaction
in tennis but, certainly, there was no girls'
football or boys' hockey.  Sports Day for boys
and girls took place in the summer.

The Gymnasium, with its ropes, boxes
and wall bars provided an opportunity for
some gymnastics but much more emphasis
was placed on physical training through a
set exercise programme, often performed in
rows and to time.

My father spoke fondly of his experiences
in the cricket and football teams at Saffron
Walden.  He never competed in leagues or
knock-out competitions but his enthusiasm
for school matches, particularly those against
Newport Grammar School, came through in
our conversations – experiences to be
enjoyed by me, in later years, when
competing for the School, and, later still,
when coaching  school teams to play against
Newport and Soham Grammar Schools as
well as other schools in the area.

One Family’s
Sporting

Links
with Walden

recounted by
John Cadman

I first visited Walden at the age of three
when accompanying my parents to Old
Scholars’ Weekends in 1936 and 1937.  It was
then that I was introduced to cricket while
watching the OS v Boys’ First XI.  Whitsun
became an annual visit for the family and I
would follow the OS v School cricket match
with interest, never imagining that I would
experience some of my worst and best
memories during that particular fixture later
in my life.

basics of the games we played, developing
the techniques and skills more thoroughly.

An activity not pursued by many schools,
but strong at Walden, was the participation
in the examinations of the Royal Life Saving
Society (RLSS) – diving for bricks, swimming
fully clothed, dragging  others for widths and
lengths of the pool (an activity more likely
to result in them being drowned than saved).
While, hopefully, few had to use these skills
in later life, the experience was very valuable.

During my time at Saffron Walden I did
not realise how important this part of my
education was going to be to me in later life
when I was fortunate to be able to compete
and coach hockey at the very highest levels,
an activity in which I did not participate
seriously at Saffron Walden, occasional mixed
hockey being our only opportunity to play
the game.  Richard Wright will remember
keeping goal in an anniversary match in 1947,
with the circle protected by firecrackers –
hardly the ideal preparation for a future
international, avoiding explosions when
entering the circle.  However some future
tackling to be experienced felt somewhat
similar.

School sport and the success of any
particular year ’s team is, of course,
dependent on the quality of that year ’s
intake.  We were fortunate in our year, and
the years above and below us, to have a
number of good individuals who were able
to blend in together and create successful
teams.  Memories of that time for me are not
so much about results but more the
enjoyment that I got from the excellent
coaching and the relationships with the
people in the teams.  Names which come to
mind, include Jimmy Dutton, Michael
Atkins, Richard Clymo, Donn Webb and
David Fairbanks, as well as Michael How,
my first First Team Football Captain.

When I arrived at the Friends' School in
the summer term of 1944, the programme of
sport and physical education was very much
as it had been during my parents’ time at
school.  The war years had influenced
education and the physical education
programme was still based around the
concepts of PT and games.

While the range of sports on offer was
more limited during my years at School  than
is the case today, this meant that we were
able to spend more time developing the
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But looking back now, I have to express
my most sincere gratitude to those who
taught me and encouraged me to particip-
ate in the various sporting activities – Jeff
Follett, in charge of physical education, Cyril
Mummery, who helped with the cricket
coaching, Barney Jacob (BBJ) who took us for
some football and particularly swimming,
Stanley Pumphrey and Kenneth Whitlow – all
of them helped me to enjoy sport as a boy, as
I am sure they did many others.  Jeff Follett,
with his minute attention to detail, and Cyril
Mummery, with his great enthusiasm for
cricket,  both gave me enormous encour-
agement which was essential to my ultimate
success in a sport – and they were not even
my designated teachers.

I was a member of Lister House and it
was House Matches which provided real Boys’ Hockey, 1961

competition – they were always
exciting.  Friend competing against
friend.  People with whom one
played in the First XI or the Under-
14 teams, setting out their stall
against fellow team members.
There was enormous enthusiasm
from those watching on Sports Day
when the houses fought hard
against each other for the coveted
athletics title.

In the swimming pool,  one
tried hard to beat the person who
you knew was a better swimmer
than you – oh the joy or  disap-
pointment when the results went
for or against you.  Many people
who were not involved, could not
understand the enthusiasm
aroused by House or School
Matches at Walden.  But the School
provided positive experiences for
everybody and, for me, it was sport
and its competition.

After leaving school and switching
professions, within two years I found myself
doing National Service, something fairly
unusual for boys from the School at that time.
However, the
seed sown at
Saffron Walden
proved to be an
enormous ad-
vantage for me
and enabled me
to participate in
some quite high
level cricket,
football, cross
country and
athletics during
my time in the
army.  In fact,

The Swimming Team c1950.
Wearing blazer, Bernard Jacob (BBJ), Geography

Master

there was little time left to be a soldier.
Following National Service, I went to

Loughborough to study physical education
which I did for three years prior to taking
up my first teaching post at Kent College,
Canterbury.   During the period between
leaving school to the end of my post at Kent
College, and returning to Walden to take
charge of physical education, following in
the footsteps of Jeff Follett, I had returned to
School regularly for Old Scholars’ matches
and had watched those who had been junior
members of School when I was a pupil
develop to be extremely skilful sportsmen.
As in previous years, members of staff joined
the boys in the combined staff and boys
eleven to play the Old Scholars, alongside
Kenneth Whitlow and Cyril Mummery.

On my return to Saffron Walden I had,
through my education, widened my ideas of
what physical education meant and I was
keen to develop those ideas through my PE
teaching.  I had, by then, been introduced to
hockey and was determined that the sport
should be introduced to boys at the School.
I had also developed a belief that winning
was more enjoyable than losing.  Something
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I had, in retro-
spect, believed
at School as a
boy but not so
intensely as I
had by the
time I returned
to the staff.

My training
at Lough-
borough had
also given me
a far broader
understanding
of the devel-
opment of
team games

and team skills,  something I wanted to pass
on to the pupils I was teaching.  During my
first year on the staff in 1959-1960, hockey was
introduced as a boys' game and, in the winter
of 1960-61, the games pattern changed to one
term soccer, one term hockey, a change
apparently  accepted by the School.
Eventually a  Hockey Association (HA) fixture
against the School became a regular part of
the programme and  John Pilgrim proved to
be one of our outstanding players who later
distinguished himself as an umpire, gaining
the International Umpiring Badge in Canada.
We met in the early 1980s in Toronto when I
was conducting an IOC coaches’ course in
Canada.  It was good to share a common
interest and talk over old times.

During my time on the staff, the tradition
of cricket continued with the Master's XI a
combination of boys and staff playing the
odd fixture. However the big development,
which was to have a lasting influence on
school cricket, was the birth of the Bats XI
and the cricket week.  The contribution to the
Bats XI of 'Danny' Hills, Graeme Johnston
and others has been outstanding.

Athletics always formed an important

part of the Summer Term, both during my
stay as a pupil and my time on the staff.  The
latter being the more enjoyable when my
wife, Val Cadman, joined us and became
head of Girls’ PE.  The organisation of Sports
Day was a military operation.  Plans and
papers were scattered all over our flat in
Hillcroft for days beforehand, fitting winners
of heats into their rightful slots, ensuring
people did not compete too close in time
when in a number of activities.  A fond
memory was of Cyril Mummery mastering
the score tent and Richard Wright
marshalling the judges.  Without the help of
many members of staff, Sports Day would
never have been so successful.

One particular occasion comes to mind
when the Mid-Essex Cross-Country
Championships were held at the Friends'
School in the snow of 1963.  Graham
Errington had a good win and, on another
occasion, David Wicksteed collected the team
trophy from Kenneth Nicholson.  Many
people will remember, with differing
sentiments,  the cross-country course.  In my
opinion one of the best school courses I knew.

Soccer continued to be a major part of the
winter programme and I recall sides with
Michael Duffill, Malcolm Pim, Arnold
Wilson, David Hills and many others being
part of enthusiastic teams who performed
with great credit.

To see in the Annual Reports that rugby
is now also included in the PE programme,
shows that development continues. What
those of us who have been deeply involved
with sport and Walden must always
remember is that sport is not for everybody
and that it is only a part of life.  I hope the
pupils and staff who participate in sport at
the Friends' School over the years to come
get as much fun and enjoyment as I did. The
Playing Field has played an important part
in my life.

John Cadman welcomes the
winner of Cross Country, 1961

More Wartime
memories:

W e had a wonderful choir created
and directed by music teacher,
Richard Sturge. Being a co-

educational school with male and female
staff, we were able to have a mixed choir with
a full range of voices from bass to soprano.
We gave many concerts around the country.
One day, we went to a German Prisoner of
War camp near Saffron Walden and sang for
the prisoners there.  Afterwards they
provided refreshments for us. Knowing we
were coming, and with their own sparse
rations, they had made some strudel cakes,
a German speciality.  They were delicious –
it's a memory I shall always treasure.

American soldiers (GIs) were billeted
next door to Hillcroft House.  They made
doughnuts for us and handed them round
to pupils on the school field.  It was my first
taste of American doughnuts.

When the sirens went we hid under the
beds and heard the V2 rockets come over,
hoping and praying they wouldn't drop on
us. Fortunately they didn't, and we lived to
tell the tale.

For the Old Scholars’ Reunion one year, I
was made official choreographer for a
display of Polish country dancing which was
performed on the tennis court by the Avenue.
We wore white blouses and long black skirts
made of blackout material. (ie the black
cotton material used for curtains throughout
WWII to ensure no light could be seen from
the windows).

After the School Certificate exams we
would cycle around nine miles to pick fruit
eg strawberries and plums, for Hartleys, the
jam producers.  It was hard work and back
breaking – then we cycled back to School.

Pat Lamond
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I  have chosen these twenty five years because for almost
twenty of them I was directly involved with Theatre at FSSW.
This can only be a personal reflection as I am not one for
collecting a vast hoard of objective memorabilia. I hope to
say something about the place of  Theatre in our Friends’

School and, for any old scholars and staff who were part of the
Theatre scene and might look back on what on earth it was all for,
something about the philosophy that lay behind our theatre work.
Please would Drama aficionados note that space doesn’t allow for
Drama, which is not necessarily the same as Theatre, here.
Improvised creative work and
writing were ever going on in the
Studio and during productions, not
to mention the academic study of
our subject for examinations, a rich
source of resource and research for
what went on on stage.

In 1977, when I arrived at the
School, Michael Collins and Mark
Miller were directing plays. I didn’t
see Mark’s Zigger Zagger but heard
very good reports of it. I did catch
Mike’s Caucasian Chalk Circle and
have an abiding memory of the tug
of love and Caroline Jones feeding
her young baby with such
naturalness and sensitivity. This
was my first glimpse of how
Friends’ pupils embrace the ‘dance
of thought and feeling’ that makes good theatre.  Schools which think
about colourful blazers, super accents and academic results but have
not feeling know education to the very letter but not the ‘spirit’,
rather like misinterpreted Brecht without Stanislavski. Ex-students,
I’ll leave that one open to all your numerous interpretations!

Directing the pre-play for The Circle was the brand new Head of

Theatre at Friends’ School, 1977-2002
John Dickinson

“Only memories and love remain”
( Paul Miller, Old Scholar, A Walk with my Family)

l-r Rajan Chetsingh, Olga Sheeran, John Skelton, Judith Foster and
Susan Whiteman (far r) in A Midsummer Night’s Dream, 1950

English, Brian Gatward, who, soon after this, began to put his
distinctive mark on Friends’ School Theatre.  He began with The
Beaux Stratagem closely followed by a ground breaking Oh What a
Lovely War, a perfect choice for the family of this school which set
the tone and standards for many musicals to come. With the Juniors
he directed a splendidly funny Hobson’s Choice which Form Eight
(then Two) and I backed up with some scenes from Pygmalion.  He
also led one of the oldest societies in the school  – The Senior Literary
Society – to new heights. In one terrifying Pinter evening, he and
Mike Collins (in character) snatched my specs and, having forced

me to the floor, interrogated me
(trying to be in character). Every
time I take my glasses off I still
remember it.
     Brian died tragically early, in
1997. He left behind a rich legacy
in many areas of school life. How
he would love to have seen his
daughter Rebecca directing at the
RSC.   Rebecca Gatward and her
brothers, world traveller/journalist
Matthew and Dr. Jonathan,  have
recently donated a bursary in
memory of their father, for a young
Theatre student to have a residency
at the Gate Theatre in London,
where Rebecca has already
directed to much acclaim. All of us
who knew Nina, Brian and family

will never forget evenings at their home after Senior Lit, when school
merged into a wider context and the spirit of true Friendship united
pupils, teachers and visitors from the outside world.

The first full length play at the School in which I was involved
was Kes in which Year Nine (then Three) took part in abundance
and for which Phill procured a real live kestrel. This gave the lie to
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Some of the cast of The Comedy of Errors, 1980s

The Women of Canterbury – who
were they? Where are they now?

I n 1942, they formed the Chorus of T. S.
Eliot’s, ‘Murder in the Cathedrial’. The
Chorus meticulously trained and rehearsed,

spoke in harmony. as one voice. They were so good
that the BBC (with whom FSSW had some
connection through the Bower family, then at the
School) sent someone to record the rendering of
the Chorus, but it did not get onto the radio. I
remember Muriel Hockley, Pauline Milford, Ann
Ryan, Sylvia Blake, perhaps Pat Jeffery. I was
one of them. Who else? Two more I think.

Then there were the knights, baying for
“Thomas à Beckett, the Cheapside brat”,  the
timid priests, the worldly Templers. And
Thomas himself, humble and resolute – ”Unbar
the doors, I say, unbar the doors. I will not have
the House of Prayer turned into a fortress!”

And, after the murder, the Chorus, as
commentators, “Clear the air, clear the sky, wash
the wind, take stone from stone and wash them.
wash them”.

The production, inspired by and led by
Campbell Stewart, took place in 1942 in Thaxted
Church.

I think it had a deep and moving effect on
the School, and the audience. There are people
in Thaxted, (where I now live) who recall it to
this day.                                     Mary Fulford

The Murder in the Cathedral performance
turned out to be one of the most memorable
and formative episodes of my life.  This was
partly because it made me realise that School
had become a substitute for family – perhaps
because of difficulties in my own family.

After the last performance, the School
gave us a treat in the form of as many kippers
and tinned sliced peaches as we could
consume – delicious!    Professor Paul  Fordham

the maxim ‘Never act with
children or animals.’ Our
fear that ‘Kes’ would leave
the auditorium (“Kes has
left the building!”) never
materialised.  I hadn’t really
learned enough about
directing in schools (still
haven’t) but the scholars
made sure I didn’t make
too many mistakes and I
learnt always to listen
carefully to their views and
appreciated their special
brand of kindness and
sensitivity.

Meanwhile senior mem-
bers of staff gave endless

encouragement.   Richard Sturge did so during one Sports’ Day which led to him opining on
everything from the Proms to classical theatre which made us forget our stop watches during
the 400 metres to the chagrin of more fanatical sportsmen. One day when I was co-editing
The Avenue ( with the marvellous scholar half of the partnership, Julian Black) in London,
umpiring cricket at Fyfield, rehearsing and on duty in Walden all at the same time and before
the age of the mobile, Richard Wright showed the essence of our School. Saying nothing
about those who had allowed such a jam or my wretched inability to say ‘no’, he quietly
picked up the pieces and helped in every unknown way he could. And all this despite
overwhelming Senior Master and Head of Department duties.

The challenge of all this probably led to the first Senior Scholar production in which I got
involved, Tom Jones, which proved controversial even before it hit the boards. One Governor
declared it inappropriate, a parent refused to come on the grounds it was obscene.   Further,
the Head,  coming round with prospective parents, witnessed a rehearsal of one of the ‘Molly’
love scenes taking place on the floor of a Leicester classroom and all this after the swearing in
the text of Kes which, of course, we had to include in truth in some measure, since Yorkshire
children of that day did not say ‘scones’ when upset. The Tom Jones company’s reply to the
critics (before they had even seen the show, incidentally) was G K Chesterton’s maxim, “If
the book isn’t wicked the author is!” What few adults knew until the actual performances
was that Toby Haggith, our Tom, was too nice a guy to take advantage of maidens in the cast
and that a meeting of the latter was hastily arranged for them to grab hold of him and make
sure he was kissed. I will never forget his face after the first night – something between
pleasure and disbelief. Dr. Haggith currently does famous things in the National War Museum.

Although these facts are true, some readers may have realised an underlying lightness
which, of course, is a part of the necessary ‘letting go’ in any worthwhile production.  At
Friends’, tolerance and forgiveness, in the air generally as well as in the studio and on
stage, were essential ingredients of the mega team/family efforts required.
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And what huge family enterprises indeed
these were. The dance of thought and feeling
went on and on through the eighties and
nineties. Scholars romped through, in round,
square,  oblong and on proscenium, The
Dream, twice with a punk, once with a Puck,
Godspell in the Hall and in Thaxted Church,
Murder in the Cathedral in  St Mary’s Walden
and  the Richardson Hall/Cathedral, the entire
Lark Rise to Candleford, The Comedy of Errors,
Grease (plus Grease Lightning which really did
‘go’), Zigger Zagger, Animal Farm, Gregory’s Girl,
The  Crucible, Romeo and Juliet and West Side
Story with Jenny Woolgar, who recently
administrated the National Youth Choir of
Great Britain, as Maria. And more: the staff in
a subversive Plunder, Jenny See’s Much Ado,
Pat Lawson’s Little Shop of Horrors and  a Wilde
Evening with all the professionalism  and talent
of Amanda MacDonald and Tom Marty.    And
that hasn’t yet included the Junior School’s
recent special contribution, under the expert
baton of Martin Wilson, from The Wizard of Oz
to The House of Frankenstein, from Asp to Smike.

What joy it was to be alive, let alone doing
a ‘job’, for what wondrous designers,
craftspeople and musicians were gathered
here! Phillip Rich’s phalanx of  scholar and
‘student in residence’ artists; Mike Collins’
craftspeople and his and Tessa Brown’s
choreography; Ann Foxley, Dot Free and their
pupils’ splendidly imaginative costumes. Then
there were Mark Wilsher (later to join his
brother Toby at Trestle Theatre and now gone
freelance), James Hawkes and Sam Marriage,
scholar stage managers, lighting and sound
engineers extraordinaire.They saved all the
shows with which they were associated by their
mature skill at their craft and keeping people
like me away from all technical switches and
hitches. If my own children  bear
grandchildren, they will hear the story of the
Wilsher/Richardson secret midnight transfer

of a forbidden piano from Music School to Hall.
“Listen my children and you shall hear of the
midnight ride of . . .”  but shh . . . even now the
then management know not the full story . . .

And who will ever forget Edward (Dodge)
and his students’ music making. To my
meagre book for Star, Edward wrote  a most
beautiful score which enabled us to be given
special mention in the National Theatre’s
School Challenge. His student Suzie Naylor

then wrote the music for Fox which we took
on a Northern tour. In the intervals of plays
we would all gather round the Music School
Grand, say “Play it again, Ed” and revisit
Casablanca. Friends’ pupils have an
astonishing capacity to be involved in all sorts
of things at once like any young family.

They even found time in one of these to
honour Chris Smith, for being most positive
audience participant of the last quarter of  the
twentieth century. Also Sarah Evans, a Head
whose sensitivity to and understanding of the
needs of young people involved in Drama and
Theatre was so special. Sarah understood that
rehearsals do not belong only to time left over
at the end of school when staff and scholars
are already worn out. Nor can really good
Theatre simply arise from prospectus
platitudes like “first rate at drama” followed
by hope or a sort of “we’re in a Friends’ School
so we ought to be excellent at it!”. Most of all,
she saw the educational vision of pupils
involved in crafts, art, music, acting and, yes,
the science of lighting and technology
combining in  deep and worthwhile Theatre
experiences. It takes time to rehearse singers,
dancers and actors and for the crew to do their
business, and she began to give scholars the
time they needed, wanted and deserved. I
expect Jane continued this although I departed
the FSSW stage just as she was taking over.

So what are we left with? Well, as usual it’s
impossible to define the Friends’ School
experience or the full role of Theatre in it. But
perhaps a few pointers: the dance of reason and
emotion involving ‘whole’ young people, the
realisation that what is essential is invisible
to the eye, and the Friendship that binds
scholars, teachers and parents in the
understanding that it is Love that can bind us
in great endeavours and Love, enveloping
memories, is what remains in the end.

T his was the set for the 1991 prod-
 uction of Animal Farm. It was
 designed by Artist-in-Residence,

Paul Lillie.  The play was produced by James
Hawkes and Arthur Saunders and  instigated
and directed by John Dickinson, Head
of Drama.

Paul and Arthur built the set.  The white
screen, lit from behind, would change colour
– the effect of this was quite menacing.
Arthur also painted the portrait of Lenin.
James extended the stage forward to halfway
up the hall and constructed some temporary
tiered seating.

Ten minutes into each performance he
drove the drunken farmer in through the front
door and out of the fire door opposite, using
the Groundsman’s petrol powered garden
tractor, ensuring  the audience stayed awake!

A truly ambitious production.
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to study at the Royal College of Music. He would come back on Old
Scholars’ weekends when we always had an entertainment and
would play pieces like The Flight of the Bumble Bee at an amazing
speed. Those entertainments were great fun and many will remember
Tubby Bennett and excerpts from Gilbert and Sullivan Operas.

The end of the Christmas Term was always an exciting musical
time with Richard Sturge’s small choir singing carols in local churches
and at School.  This small choir sang beautifully at my wedding to

Geoffrey Mileson in August 1955 at
Loughton, Essex.  Having left FSSW, I
was asked to come back one day a
week to teach the ‘cello for two terms
as they were without a teacher.  Every
Tuesday I got up early and chugged
over to Saffron Walden in a Hillman 10
(built in 1934) at 35 mph.

We moved to a farm at Little
Walden in 1958 and in 1962 Richard
Sturge asked me to come back and
teach the piano part time. I was
delighted, and this then led to a full
time music post in 1968 with cello,
piano, and class music.

Here are some of the interesting
happenings of the next twenty years.
My younger son, Timothy joined the

School, his elder brother having gone to Newport Grammar. King
Edward Grammar School in Chelmsford held a one-day Music
Festival every May, which included individual items, ensembles and
school orchestras. We took part in  this for many years with a coach
load of musicians.  No prizes were given but a helpful criticism was
issued to each competitor.  One year our Second Orchestra numbered
about 50 and our French teacher David Pope, composed us a special
piece under the pen name of Osric Fairweather.  This was great fun
– the highlight of the day was everyone playing in the enormous
orchestra in the evening – quite an experience for some of our
instrumentalists.

We had some wonderful musical experiences in the seventies with

Half a Century of Music Making at Walden
by Mary Mileson

The Choir in 1952 with Richard L Sturge (l)

I  had not heard of the Friends’ School, nor did I know anything
  about the Quakers in 1951, but, on leaving the Royal Academy
  of Music in the summer of 1952, I became a ‘cello and piano

teacher at FSSW under the guidance of Richard Sturge.
I lived in Hillcroft, across the road, with a bedroom on the second

floor, complete with lino and a gas fire, and taught the ‘cello and
piano in the front room downstairs. This also had a gas fire and a
gas ring for a kettle.

‘Cello classes took place in the
Assembly Hall, and all the First Years
(now Year Seven) had to learn either the
violin, ‘cello or recorder. This enabled
the music staff to discover any able
musicians and thus keep an already
excellent orchestra well supplied with
instrumentalists through the years.  I
enjoyed my ‘cello and piano pupils very
much. Some were quite promising
musicians. Margaret Shepherd went on
to study at the Royal Academy of Music.
We had a school string quartet, a wind
quartet and two orchestras; Barbara
Comber conducting the 1st and myself
the 2nd.

Bernard Jacob and I were Form
Teachers of 3b in the room now the Junior
Science Laboratory.  It was fun being a resident member of staff,
even if it involved things like duties. Joy (Dupont) Ashford as she
then was, and I used to cook on the gas ring in my room.  Barbara
Comber, Agnes Horlick and myself used to squeeze into Barbara’s
car plus ‘cello, once a week, to go and play in the Dunmow Orchestra.
When the Saffron Walden Operatic Society were performing (often
Gilbert and Sullivan), we would play in the orchestra, and be joined
by a gifted violin pupil, Malcolm Harvey. Malcolm was also an
excellent footballer and Barbara, his violin teacher, would worry
when there was a football match and a concert or music exam on
consecutive days in case he broke an arm or finger. I think she and
Jeff Follett (PE) often had a few words. Malcolm of course went on
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RLS, when all the Quaker Schools joined forces and performed a big
musical work near the host school.  This tradition still continues.  In
1970 it was the first time that all eight of the schools had come together,
and Bach’s B Minor Mass was performed in Thaxted Church and at
Friends’ House. Then in 1975 we again hosted the joint choirs for
Elgar ’s Dream of Gerontius in the same
venues.

In 1977 our Choir numbered over a
hundred, and two coach loads, plus many
cars, arrived at Bootham to rehearse Verdi’s
Requiem, and then to perform it in York
Minster. I enjoyed playing my ‘cello on
these occasions as the orchestra comprised
musicians and teachers from all the Quaker
schools and we got to know each other and
look forward to the next ‘do’ three years
later. My husband Geoffrey enjoyed
singing bass on these occasions. In 1979 we
said a fond farewell to Richard Sturge by
giving him a concert which included both
past and present pupils, and even a small
choir, singing one of the Rubbra Motets
written especially for the school’s 250th
celebrations in 1952. Usually the senior
scholars produced a play every November,
but in 1979 we performed O What a Lovely
War, produced by Brian Gatward.   I
enjoyed producing the music which
consisted of a piano, double bass and
percussion.  Brian was a meticulous
producer and many will remember the very successful performances.

Olga Peters, Stalin’s granddaughter, joined the Schoool  in 1982.
She was a musical girl and learnt both the piano and the ‘cello with
me. Two years later, her mother whisked her back to Russia for 18
months, but she was delighted to return and to be with her friends
and teachers again.  Her friends at the School sent her letters, which
she received, while she was in Russia, but none of her replies found
their way back to them.

Friends’ School was asked to join in a Concert for Peace in 1985
when Paul Tortelier, the famous ‘cellist, and his daughter, Maria de
la Pau came to Cambridge.  Tortelier had composed a song called
May Music Save Peace, and our choir, with two choirs from
Cambridge, joined forces to perform this at the concert in the

Guildhall with Tortelier conducting.  I had the honour of
accompanying the song.

Sue Hembry (piano teacher) and I took the First Years to see
Andrew Lloyd Webber’s Cats when it was first staged.  Sue had
procured the tickets for one of the preview performances,  so we

arrived by coach at the theatre only to find
that there was some mistake—on their
part—and the cast were still rehearsing.
The coach had gone by then and so we
were allowed to stay and watch the
rehearsal.  Apparently Judi Dench, who
was meant to be Griselda, had broken her
ankle, and so the opening was postponed
– Sue had telephoned that morning and
the box office had told her all was well.
However, the First Years did not mind as
they were later invited to a proper
performance, with upgraded seats, a visit
behind the scenes to meet the cast, a poster
and all costs covered!

   The senior scholars did a
production of Godspell in 1985.  It was
performed in the Assembly Hall and later
in Thaxted Church. Rehearsing was great
fun and the performances were very
moving experiences. Two other musical
plays were produced later – Lark Rise to
Candleford and Grease.
    The last few years have been very
exciting with the opening of Gibson

House, the Junior School.  Starting with fifteen children – some
musical –  it has gradually become a large establishment, bursting at
the seams with musicians. I have taught the piano there since it
opened and currently have 24 pianists, which is quite enough to
contend with. We now have quite a large orchestra and, last
Christmas, made a CD with orchestral pieces and carols. Every child
in the school took part.

Recently, the staff and children helped me to celebrate my 70th birthday.
Flowers, a cake in the shape of a grand piano, candlesticks and a card signed
by all my pupils and Happy Birthday sung to me in Assembly.

I must retire soon.

In the Orchestra in the forties Naomi Sargant
(double bass), Gwyneth Jackson (‘cello)
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Parish Church at Saffron Walden stand the
figures of St Mary and St John gazing up at the
crucified Christ, and the fading dusk of a summer
evening seemed to go on for ever.  But teenage
tenors have a plaintive quality.  We were
supplemented by men from the town whose full
blooded efforts were mercilessly mimicked by
Peter Dunstan in the dormitory afterwards.

In the Fourth Year I was at last free to have
my bicycle at School and Kenneth Nicholson most
generously allowed me to go out for rides by
myself, contrary to the usual rule, provided that
my parents gave permission (they gladly did).
Even when still half-fare, I used to travel to
London on the train by myself.  I never got into
mischief and always returned when I said I would,
I see now that I operated quite a successful parent
policy.  Many teenagers are furtive and this makes
parents suspect, maybe quite wrongly, that they
are up to no good.

From the autumn of 1955, the whole of the
Saffron Walden One Inch Map (Seventh Series)
became my province.  I always had a passion for
maps, exploration and following linear features
such as railways and canals.  Now I began to track
down tumuli, Roman roads and the mysterious
earthworks of South Cambridgeshire.  Cyril
Mummery gave me every encouragement and I
 see how this year marked the start of my serious
interest in the past.  I spent much time checking
the condition of rights of way and recording
the results on a series of parish maps which
won me, in July 1956, a Major Leisure Time
Award – the only time I achieved this
at Walden.

Significantly, 1955 was the year of publication
of W G Hoskins’ book The Making of the English
Landscape.  On reading this, I realised that this
was what I really wanted to study.  I wandered
happily in the common ground where history,
geography, archaeology and place name study meet
and puzzled over just what human experience had

“ . . . never quite
so free again”

Adrian Smith (1952-59)

given rise to features of the landscape which we
see today and, mostly, take for granted.  “Some
there be that have no memorial, who are perished
as though they have never been . . .”   But the
woodlands and bridleways around Saffron Walden
record the lives of innumerable people who created
the scenes we know and love, though their names
are long since forgotten.

The bicycle changed my view of Walden,
making me more solitary and reflective at an age
when many boys are unthinkingly sociable.  No
longer did I experience school life as something
isolated from the rest of the world.  I am glad there
were so many day scholars to link the rest of us to
the town and the surrounding countryside, and
was impatient with the prejudice some of the
boarders showed towards the so-called ‘day brats’.
Some, such as Oliver Weaver, spent so much of
their lives at the School that they were accepted
as honorary boarders.  To Tom Hopkinson I am
specially grateful, as his home in the High Street
provided a quiet haven at times when the clamour
of school life was just too much.

Once I reached the Fifth Year, the approach
of public exams cast a shadow over life and I never
felt quite so free again.

Hugh Clarke,
 Jan Berny and

A N Other
 beneath ladder.

Chris Wood
retrieves ball,

1950s

Photo
John Skelton

M any people, I suppose, look back on
their days in the Sixth Form as the
culmination of their school career –

they recall their devoted efforts to achieve “A”
Levels, or a hard-won goal in a First Eleven
match.  My life as a Sixth Former at Walden did
have successes and happy times, but it is, above
all, my fourth year I recognise as most poignant
and formative.

That was a year of change at Walden.  Kenneth
Nicholson succeeded Gerald Littleboy and, within
the first few weeks (30 October 1955), received
what was literally a baptism of fire when the new
Chemistry Lab, by the Tennis Courts, was gutted.
I wrote in my letter home: “All order broke down
– Prep was abandoned.”

Disorder threatened from another quarter in
1956 when the film Rock Around the Clock
coincided with the first appearance of Elvis, he of
the subversive pelvis, not that either of these
events influenced me.

For my own part, I found a new musical
interest by joining the School Choir – not possible
until the Fourth Year – where we sang Stanford’s
lovely anthem Beati Quorum Via and
Adoremus Te Christi by Palestrina, with its
unearthly upward run for the altos.

I have always liked the contralto voice.  How
many schools were there, in the year of Elvis,
when Fourth Form  boys ran upstairs at bedtime
singing Stanford and Palestrina?  Thanks to the
influence of Richard Sturge, Latin remains, for
me, not so much an ancient language as the
tongue of the medieval church.  Part of its effect
was the atmosphere of the buildings where the
works were performed.  On the rood screen of the
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Distinguished
Old Scholars:

An advertisement by Bawden for Shell-BP
 in the thirties

Reproduced from the BP Archive

EDWARD
BAWDEN
1903-1989

1903.  From the age of seven, he attended
Braintree High School.  When he was eleven,
he strained his heart “by too-zestful
swimming” and, in the enforced rest that
followed, began to copy Louis Wain‘s cats
from the Girls’ Own Paper . . .  “I didn’t much
care for the Boys’ Own Paper, which I actually
took, but I liked the drawings in the Girls’
Own Paper . . .  What lovely cats they were! –
and, like a sissy, I resolved to be a book
illustrator.  From then on I became an
indefatigable copier of magazine drawings,
not at random, but picking mannered work
for choice and that which was reproduced
in black and white.  Also, I received a few
lessons from the daughter of a
Congregational minister; she took me out
sketching and, by her sensible precepts, laid
the foundation of a habit which has persisted
intermittently ever since.”

By 1918, Edward had amassed so many
lines as punishment for his many
misdemeanours that he was taken out of the
High School and he was given a fresh start
at the Friends’ School, Saffron Walden.  Here
he “went full out to get my need of
recognition.  I did unkind caricatures of the
staff; also wore a silk handkerchief and
would have sported a beard if I could have
grown it – for I was a budding exhibitionist.”
Edward thought the Headmaster, John
Edward Walker, “was a man of great
character” and “a sensible man being a
Quaker” and indeed was a fair draftsman
himself.  He must have viewed Edward’s
enthusiasms sympathetically for, in the first
summer, he set Edward a task – “He asked
me to enlarge a Seventeenth Century
engraving of the Mermaid Theatre and Old
London Bridge and St Paul’s – I think it was
by Wenceslaus Hollar.  I did it with the
greatest of pleasure.  I did not know how to
scale things up, but I managed it.  It was a
lovely thing to do, kept me busy every day

Phillip Richardson (Staff) wrote this obituary:

Iarrived at Friends’ School some eleven
years ago.  One of the strongest images
that has remained with me from that first

tour around the School was of large lino
prints hanging along centre corridor and, in
the library.  I was soon to discover that
Edward Bawden not only lived locally in
Saffron Walden, but was also an Old Scholar
of the School.  Since then, I have had a
growing admiration for him as an artist,
which was fully confirmed when I took a
group of Sixth Form students to a
retrospective exhibition of his work at the
Victoria and Albert Museum this autumn.
The work we saw surprised us in its great
variety of imagery and media – from witty
pen-and-ink sketches to large, patterned,
powerful watercolours; from tapestry and
poster designs to plate motifs; from
strikingly designed linoprints to the grim
drawings of an official war artist.  His output
was prodigious, professional and exciting,
always maintaining a strong integrity but
never losing sight of the chance for humour.

Edward Bawden was born on 10 March

“In an age of specialists I have behaved like an
amateur.  However, believe me, I don’t regard
myself as a disappointed man.”
Edward Bawden, 10 March 1979

Puzzled Lion and Startled Unicorn
appeared on the masthead of the Observer

for some 50 years until 1989
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 of the summer holiday.”
During Edward’s final year at the School,

he was allowed to attend the Cambridge and
County School of Art for one day a week.“This
weekly jaunt diverted my attention from
working for mischievous ends, and I fully
expressed my horrid little nature in designing
large, elaborately enamelled plates.”

Edward spent two years at Cambridge Art
School and then went to sit an examination at
Camberwell School of Art on the same day as
Eric Ravilious who was going to become a
close friend until his death in the War (1942).
Other students, already installed, were
Barbara Hepworth and Henry Moore.
Paul Nash was teaching there in the
Design School  and his encouragement,
friendliness and natural dignity had a
profound effect on the young Edward
Bawden.

He left the Royal College of Art in
1925 with a diploma in book illustration.
Then, in 1926, he won a Travelling
Scholarship and went to Italy.  “The
Italian buildings were very important
to me.  Sacherevell Sitwell had just
brought out a book on southern baroque
art, so naturally, being perverse, I looked
at it as much as I could in Naples and
elsewhere.  It wasn’t fashionable.  I
didn’t like it much, but I imagined I did.
I don’t think one Italian painter was more
important to me than another.  It might
have been the Italian food as much as the
painting that mattered.”

In 1928, Edward, with Eric Ravilious, was
commissioned to paint a mural for Morley
College.  It took two years to complete, but
the publicity attending the opening
ceremony by the Prime Minister, Stanley
Baldwin, did much to establish Edward in
the commercial world.  Unfortunately, this
mural was destroyed in the Blitz; however,
thirty years later, he painted a second mural
which still survives.  In 1930, Edward left

London and moved to rural Essex, renting a
house with Ravilious in Great Bardfield.  He
married Charlotte Epton in 1932 and took
over the whole house.  His happiness over
the next few years is reflected in much of the
vast amount of witty and inventive work he
produced.  He did a great deal for the
Curwen Press and his popularity grew with
posters for banks, hotels and railways and,
perhaps most memorable, his brilliant
Shellmex advertisements.

In 1940, Edward was appointed Official
War Artist and his war was certainly

eventful.  Being sent to join the British
Expeditionary Force he soon found himself
at Dunkirk.  He was then sent to the Middle
East for two years.  On his return voyage to
Britain in 1942, his ship was torpedoed off
the coast of West Africa.  “I spent five days
in a lifeboat but there was quite a lot to watch:
sharks nosing round all the time, plenty of
dead bodies floating about in different
positions.  It’s very strange: when one’s in

A Pontoon Bailey Bridge over the River Po near Ferrara
1945  watercolour  812mm x 1041mm

Reproduced by kind permission of the Imperial War Museum

danger, one gets excited, one doesn’t worry
at all.”

After the War, Edward found that his
quirky humour had become less in demand.
However, his work over the next four
decades matured and reached new heights,
showing his true genius for pattern and
design.  He had started lino-cutting when
still at college, but now he began to use this
medium to its full strength, producing some
magnificent prints – The Pagoda 1954;
Brighton Pier 1958; Hares, Foxes and Eagles
1975.  But perhaps his best work came in his

linocut book illustrations for Morte
d’Arthur and The Hound of the
Baskervilles.  Maybe his most familiar
work was the Puzzled Lion and Startled
Unicorn which The Observer news-
paper used for their masthead for some
thirty years.  Sadly, in 1989, a new
design was needed but Edward was too
frail to redraw it.

During his life, Edward gained many
awards.  He was appointed CBE in 1946;
elected ARA 1947 and RA in 1956; Royal
Designer for Industry in 1949; and
Trustee of the Tate Gallery 1951-58.

I only met Edward Bawden once, soon
after I came to teach at Friends’ School.
More recently, I met, and briefly worked
with, his son, Richard – a lovely man; I

really enjoyed hearing the few stories he
told of his father.  I also enjoyed reading
of the involvement of the third generation
in Edward’s work: “ . . . For a week, my

grandson, Tom, has been staying here to help
with the printing of the large Saffron Walden
Church lino block which is more than five feet
long.  Somewhat to my surprise, Tom called
me by my Christian name for which I was
grateful because I can’t say I enjoy being
dubbed Grandpa, though to hear oneself
called Gaffer might be worse.”

Edward Bawden died on November 21st

1989, aged 86.
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RICHARD ERIC HOLTTUM
1895-1990

H enry Rowntree describes Eric Holttum
as ‘our most distinguished Old
Scholar’; Tim Whitmore, as ‘one of the

greatest botanists of our generation’; while Walter
Baldwin, in 1962, said he was ‘our most scholarly
President’.  The obituary writers in the broadsheet
press agree with them: “probably the greatest
taxonomist of this century” (The Guardian);
“Few botanists of our time have left a more
enduring and valuable legacy of taxonomic
achievement” (William T Stearn of Isleworth
Friends’ Meeting in The Independent)  . . .

Richard Eric Holttum was born at Linton
(Cambs) on 20 July 1895.  His parents were
Nonconformists and his father and uncle
kept the village store.  Eric attended the local
school till the age of eleven when he entered
the Friends’ School, Saffron Walden, having
acquired a knowledge of gardening from the
family gardener and an interest in botany
from his mother, Florence (Bradley), a self-
taught botanist who organised family walks
where flowers were meticulously identified.
. . .   At Bootham (1911-13) he won a leaving
scholarship and a place at St John ‘s College,
Cambridge.  He returned to Walden as a
student teacher for a year and completed
Cambridge entry requirements in Latin and
Greek.  His Cambridge studies were
interrupted after Part I of the Natural
Sciences Tripos when, in 1916, he joined the
Friends’ Ambulance Unit and served some
time as a cook in a French ambulance convoy.
. . .  he was one of a team of six whose
gallantry under fire was recognised by the
French Government, which awarded them
all the Croix de Guerre.  . . .  In the same
year, he graduated with first class honours
in Botany and was awarded the William
Smart Prize for the best student in Botany.
He was also awarded a Foundation
Scholarship at St John’s College and became

section in the
Herbarium at
Kew, writes in
The Guardian:
“Thus isolated
from the rest of
the scientific
world and un-
troubled by
administration
and the numer-
ous visitors to
the famous
Botanic Gard-
ens, Holttum
was able to
prepare drafts
of several first-rate books.  The Ferns of
Malaya, The Orchids of Malaya, Plant Life in
Malaya and Gardening in the Lowlands of
Malaya were later to emerge as publications
between 1953 and 1955.  Each volume would
be considered by a lesser scientist as their
life’s work.”  This was, as Eric expressed it
in his OSA Presidential Address,
“observation of the most rigorous kind . . .
necessary to provide the mind with material
on which to work.”

. . . . Eric’s movements were
circumscribed and defined by a card he wore
round his neck; his rations were the same
meagre portion as the rest of Singapore’s
people and his weight fell to seven stone . . .

When the Japanese regime in the Pacific
was obviously cracking, Eric was interned
for about a month.  He failed to recognise in
the emaciated forms men he had known for
years, and regretted more than ever that he
had not been with them, as he could have
told them what to grow to reduce the
incidence of dysentery.  Soon after hostilities
ended, Eric got on a vastly overcrowded ship
to England . . . He was met at Cambridge
station by Dorothy (his sister)  and when she

a Junior Demonstrator in the University
School of Botany.  . . .  in 1922, when he had
to choose between a post at the Natural
History Museum and the Botanic Gardens
at Singapore, he chose the latter.

At Singapore, Eric was plunged in at the
deep end.  The long-lived Director and only
other botanist there, I H Burkill, gave him
the task of “putting the fern herbarium in
order” and, in the following year, took a long
overdue break and left REH in charge.  When
Burkill retired in 1925, Eric was appointed
Director.  In 1927, he married Old Scholar
and art student, Ursula Massey (1909-15), . .
In 1928, H Burgeff of Würzburg, who had
published a book on the root fungi of orchids,
gave Eric information about the Knudson
method of growing orchid seedlings in sterile
culture.  REH set up the apparatus for doing
this and began to raise hybrid seedlings –
the beginning of Malaysia’s famous orchid
industry.  . . .

Gathering war-clouds in the Pacific split
up the Holttum family and when the
Japanese came down the Malay Peninsula,
Eric sent Ursula and their two young
daughters, Deborah and Catherine, to his
half-sister, Olive in Australia.  Later they
went to Tasmania where Deborah attended
the Friends’ School, Hobart.  Eric stayed in
Singapore where the Japanese occupation of
1942-45 played a crucial part in his life:
Emperor Hirohito, a keen botanist, ordered
that the botanic gardens of conquered
territories should be maintained.  Professor
Hideo Tanadkate, whom Eric had met in a
Pan-Pacific Science Congress, arrived to
oversee this and, after the appointment of a
Japanese Director, REH was ordered to
continue his research, though he pleaded
with the authorities that he be treated like
the other internees.  The only option now
was to improve the unsmiling hour.  Robert
John, the recently appointed head of the fern

Eric Holttum in 1982


