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Preface 
 

“Forget not all His benefits….” 

(Psalm 103 v 2) 

 

Some stories are worth telling… 
But why write ‘memoirs’? I think my reason is that I do not want to be forgotten, nor to be 
‘mis-remembered’, as true memories can become distorted over time. 
I feel the need to record good and accurate memories, in accordance with Psalm 103 v 
2), and I can certainly filter out bad memories (“‘forgetting what lies behind”, Philippians 3 
v 13) and celebrate the good ones… 

So where am I going? What is my fixed point of reference for the future?  
Simply this… 
As Paul writes in 2 Corinthians 5 v 10:  

For we must all appear before the judgment seat of Christ, so that each one may receive 
what is due for what he has done in the body, whether good or evil… 

So there’s a sense in which we don’t need to keep records, as our deeds are 
remembered – and rewarded – in heaven…  
So I pray (Psalm 25 v 7): 

Remember not the sins of my youth or my transgressions; 
according to your steadfast love remember me, 
for the sake of your goodness, O LORD! 

And I echo Nehemiah’s prayer in the last verse of his book (Nehemiah 13 v 31b): 
Remember me, O my God, for good. 

Paul elaborates the theme of ‘the judgment seat of Christ’ in 1 Corinthians 3 v 10 to 15:  
10 According to the grace of God given to me, like a skilled master builder I laid a 
foundation, and someone else is building upon it. Let each one take care how he builds 
upon it. 11 For no one can lay a foundation other than that which is laid, which is Jesus 
Christ. 12 Now if anyone builds on the foundation with gold, silver, precious stones, wood, 
hay, straw— 13 each one's work will become manifest, for the Day will disclose it, because 
it will be revealed by fire, and the fire will test what sort of work each one has done. 14 If 
the work that anyone has built on the foundation survives, he will receive a reward. 15 If 
anyone's work is burned up, he will suffer loss, though he himself will be saved, but only 
as through fire… 

Prayer: 
Lord, help me – through your Holy Spirit – always to build upon the foundation of Jesus 
Christ – with gold, with silver and with precious stones… Amen. 
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Prelude – December 1965 
HMS Hecla’s visit to Akureyri, Iceland’s northern capital 
Excerpt from Sailor’s Luck: At Sea & Ashore in Peace and War, autobiography by Rear 
Admiral Geoffrey Hall, 1999 (p 188, 189): 

Towards the end of the month I took the ship into Loch Ewe - for a double purpose. In the 
first place, our A.D.L. had accumulated so much survey data that it had outstripped our 
ability to assess and digest it. We needed a few days' respite to portray it properly, 
consider it carefully, and work out which parts needed checking for further investigation. 
In the second place, we had to prepare the ship for our forthcoming official visit to the 
Icelandic Hydrographer in Reykjavik, a task involving re-painting the hull to eliminate the 
ravages of the past two months of continuous sea-time. It was now late in the season, 
and the country round Loch Ewe was under deep snow. Our passage to Iceland was 
bitterly cold. The sea-spray, curling over the fo'c'sle with every plunge, froze all over the 
decks and superstructure, blotting out all vision from the bridge windows (except through 
the rotating screens) and making normal movement on the upper decks extremely 
hazardous. The wind was in the north - straight off the icefields - and when we reached a 
lee in Eyrabakki Bay, we had to turn steam-jets on to the windlass and cables to un-
freeze them. We lay there at anchor, in the shelter of the snow-clad land, and made final 
preparations for our arrival on the morrow and for the official visit.  

The visit to Iceland was part of the trials and tests to which I was determined to put Hecla 
before the end of her first season, and to cross the Arctic Circle in December seemed a 
reasonable challenge. We sailed north, rounded the north-west 'horn' and continued to 
Eyjafjord, the long firth running down to Akureyri (Iceland's northern capital). 

Eyjafjord was completely frozen over when we left Akureyri, and our passage through it to 
the open sea provided the first test of the ship's performance as an ice-breaker, though in 
fact the ice was pretty thin. Once through it, we headed east, so circumnavigating Iceland, 
and continued round to the southward, then on to pass close to the Faeroes, and so back 
to Scotland. I think it was during the passage back from Iceland, during which we were 
running an oceanographical traverse, that a memorable episode occurred. A beam sea 
was running and the ship, as usual, was rolling heavily. I was having my customary bath 
before dinner, and having a nice lazy soak, when, to my astonishment and dismay, the 
water just poured out of the bath on to the floor, leaving me 'high and dry'. After that, I 
made a strong recommendation to Their Lordships that Hecla - and her two sister-ships - 
should be fitted with stabilisers! On 17th December we entered our home port, Devonport, 
for the first time, and gave Christmas leave to all hands. I reckoned it had been well 
earned. 

My father later gave me some photographs that had been taken by the ship’s 
photographer – they are included at the back of this vignette. 

Postcard from my father to Virginia, 8 December 1965 
Postcard from my father to Virginia dated Wednesday 8 December 1965 (soon after she 
started her degree course in English at York University) from Akureyri, Iceland: “Íslenski 
búningurinn.  Upphlutur.  Icelandic National Costume.  Everyday Dress.” 

Thank you so much for your letter of 1st December which arrived here on Monday 6th just 
after we did – but also just after I’d posted my other p.c.  I forgot to put an airmail sticker on 
that, so I wonder if it reached you.  York does seem to be fun and I’m glad you are taking a 
full part in it.  Try not to let these ‘affaires de coeur’ dominate everything or get out of hand – 
they should be fun, but won’t be if treated too intensely!  So glad you and Nick are both going 
to the Dixons’ party; what is the one in London on 19th?  Here it has been just like 
Switzerland: masses of lovely snow and very low temperatures with clear dry weather and 
sunshine for about ½ hour each day.  Love: Daddy. 
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Postcard from my father to my mother, 8 December 1965 
Postcard from my father to my mother dated Wednesday 8 December 1965 from 
Akureyri, Iceland: “Skautbúningurinn.  Icelandic National Costume.  Festival Dress.” 

We have had a most diverting stay here – scenically and methodologically [?] it has been the 
closest approach to Switzerland that I can remember.  Very low temperatures, but beautifully 
dry, so that the snow squeaks deliciously as you walk on it and your breath comes out in 
clouds.  Glorious.  The whole surface of the fjord has been covered in ice and the ship is 
‘beset’ at her berth!  We went round the HEKLA wool mill yesterday and were all presented 
with lovely Icelandic blankets or rugs.  I was also given a sweater – which will make a good 
present for some one!  Have met some delightful Icelandic people, one of whom lives for 
fishing and could lay on some splendid trout fishing at Mývatn if you ever manage to come up 
here!  Longing to see you darling.  G. X. 
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The Story of 1966 
Legbourne, Plymouth and Highgate, January 1966 
As I turn the pages of my first photograph album, I come across pictures of the park at 
Legbourne in winter, dated January 1966 – pictures of bare trees, frost on the track, ice 
on the dyke. Such images are not a surprise, as each Christmas and New Year was 
spent at Legbourne, with Christmas 1965 and New Year 1966 being no exception.  

   
The park at Legbourne during winter… 

But it is by no means clear why there are pictures of Saltash, Plymouth and Devonport. 
HMS Hecla had recently returned from Iceland, and my father was about to take her to 
South Africa, so perhaps our visit coincided with his departure, giving us some ‘family 
time’ before another long absence at sea… 

  
Tamar bridge, Saltash Smeaton’s Lighthouse, the Hoe, 

Plymouth 

 

 

View towards Devonport, HMS Owen (or 
Cook) in the distance 
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By late January we were back at Westwind, Highgate N6, at the end of the Christmas 
holidays before returning to Packwood. Here are some pictures of our garden in the 
snow, with ice covering the small fish pond with the stone bridge at the bottom of the 
garden. The picture of Nick would have been taken just before the David MacInnes Lent 
Mission at Haileybury, which took place in February 1966. 

  
The garden at Westwind, Nick on the bridge over the pond The summer house and garden at 

Westwind 

 

 

Ice on the fish pond at Westwind Ducks on the Highgate ornamental pond 
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Horseshoe Pass and Saltfleet Haven, February and March 1966 
And now I come across a somewhat unusual collection of photographs taken around 
February and March 1966. The first one shows my mother, with the Horseshoe Pass, 
near Llangollen, North Wales, in the background. This must have coincided with half-
term, and my mother would have picked me up from Packwood and we would have 
driven into North Wales for a half-holiday excursion. 
Then there a couple of pictures of a walk on the beach, probably Saltfleet Haven, and 
dated March 1966, so perhaps at the beginning of the Easter holidays. The pictures 
include Virginia, Patricia, and the N sisters, Heather and Vicky – and of course our 
Cocker Spaniel Jassy. We are all rugged up, which means the weather is still very cold, 
but we are all having a good time. One of the pictures shows me larking around and 
waving my arms in the air – which is a sign that I must have been feeling considerably 
better, after a long period of depression at the end of 1965. 
 

   
Mother at the Horseshoe Pass 
near Llangollen, Wales – at Half 
Term, February 1966 

Virginia, Patricia, Heather, Vicky 
at Saltfleet Haven, March 1966 

Me, Vicky Nicholson, Patricia, 
Heather, Jassy at Saltfleet 
Haven, March 1966 
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Ruyton XI Towns and St John the Baptist Church 
Every Sunday, without exception, we all went to Church, dressed in our grey flannel 
'Sunday suits'. We would assemble in the Yard, and march two by two, crocodile 
formation, out the school gates, turn left, down the country lane and into the village of 
Ruyton XI Towns, past the dairy, and the pubs (Admiral Benbow, and the Talbot Inn, 
known as 'the Dog'), and on through the village to St John the Baptist Church of England, 
for Mattins (never Holy Communion, as hardly any of us had been confirmed). 

  

The Talbot Inn, Ruyton XI Towns (Wikipedia, 2015) St John the Baptist Church of England 

  

Main entrance to St John the Baptist Church, where we 
worshipped each Sunday 

The sandstone village pump, turn off to the 
road up the hill to Packwood 

The form of service and hymns were beautiful and memorable (1662 Prayer Book), but 
the sermons preached by the elderly vicar, the Reverend Lloyd Evans (I think) were not 
of much value ("And when the time of the train's departure drew nigh...") 

Captain of HMS Hecla (June and July 1966) 
Excerpt from Sailor’s Luck: At Sea & Ashore in Peace and War, autobiography by Rear 
Admiral Geoffrey Hall, 1999 (p 193): 

The main survey proceeded on routine lines, working ‘round the clock’, day and night, for 
a fortnight at a time. For those not directly involved in the hydrographic and scientific 
aspects, it was tedious watch-keeping and day-work, with little diversion other than the 
ship’s own entertainment programmes. For me, however, it was far from boring. Quite 
apart from the interest and fascination of the developing survey, and my daily stint at 
hand-contouring of the bathymetry in the Chartroom, the whole business was immensely 
satisfying. I was aware that Hecla would almost certainly be my last sea-going command, 
and I intended to make the most of it. Standing there on the bridge, or sitting in the 
Captain’s chair, with nothing in sight except the vast blue ocean, the ship surging ahead 
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on a steady course, engines throbbing and machinery humming in the background, 
officers and men quietly and efficiently performing their duties on all sides, I often thought 
what a marvelous job I had. With so much power at my finger-tips, lord of all I surveyed, 
my word virtually law, the sea and the sun and the sky my constant companions, what job 
on earth could compare with command of one of Her Majesty’s ships? It was a privilege 
of which I was very proud, and the responsibilities I shouldered seemed a very fair price 
for the trust reposed in me. I counted myself a very lucky man. 

Packwood Fete and Friends, July 1966 
I took some pictures of the Packwood Haugh Fete, dated July 1966, including the only 
picture I ever took of Mr Pease-Watkin, the Headmaster, and some nice ones of Richard 
C, who was my best friend at Packwood (he was a year ahead of me, but went on to 
Melvill Haileybury, because Shrewsbury was having a drugs problem). In the 
photographs below, the left hand picture shows the new dormitories, on the top floor.  

 

 

  

Packwood Fete, with H and Mr Edwards Mr Pease-Watkin, Headmaster 

In the next group of photographs, the right hand pictures show the Yard, where most of 
our activities took place. The Masters’ Common Room can be seen in the background of 
the bottom central picture, with the corner of the ‘Covered Courts’ on the left, and an 
archway leading to the ‘Red Path’ which led to the Pavilion. In the bottom right picture, 
the upper class rooms had not yet been built. The building work must have taken place 
during the summer holidays, as the first issue of the ‘Packwood Herald’ (dated autumn 
1966) comments on the new classrooms. 
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Richard C (my best friend), with 
Packwood Fete in the background 

Richard C reading Livy or Virgil, in 
the Yard 

D stilt-walking in the Yard 

The Madrigal Society 
At Packwood from 1966 onwards the music teacher Mr Moore-Bridger ran the Madrigal 
Society. This photograph of the Madrigal Society members was taken in July 1966. 

 
School Photograph of the Madrigal Society, Summer 1966 

I am sitting on the extreme right hand chair. P-T and P Major are the Head Boys in the middle of the row of chairs  
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Postcard from Virginia, 13 July 1966 
Postcard from Virginia to my mother dated Wednesday 13 July 1966 from Reykjavik, 
Iceland: “Þingvellir, Flosagjá, Almannagjá og Súlur (view to the cleft Almannagjá and Mt 
Súlur).” 

I arrived in the end! But chaos! ‘Cos Gunnar thought I was going to stay with Kolla and 
has gone up country,with wife. So I am with Kolla tonight (and last night), Mary tomorrow 
and up to Þórsmörk over the weekend. I think it would be best not to forward letters, tho’ 
‘Asvallagata 2, Reykjavik’ will get me – that’s Mary. Will keep trying Gunnar, tho’ Kolla 
met me at the airport. Met a very nice Icelandic girl in the plane and the language has 
come back. Chilly but sunny here – it’s great to be back and not to have to work. It is a 
super place and everyone seems glad to see me. Have found a new ppc of Hekla for Pa. 
Could you take my eye make-up to Legbourne with you, I think I left it in the bathroom. If 
not, don’t worry. Having a lovely time, wish you were here. Love V. 

  

Postcard from Virginia, 14 July 1966 
Postcard from Virginia to me (at Packwood) dated (probably) 14 July 1966 from Keriđ 45, 
Iceland: “Keriđ – An extinct volcanic crater.” 

Back again! I came here (i.e. Keriđ) last summer. Everyone here is in good form, and it’s 
marvellous to see them all again. I have done little else than eat, talk and sleep so far, 
but have only been here 36 hours. Off to Þórsmörk for the weekend. Lovely calm weather 
and hope there will be lots of sun. Good luck in your sports, and I will see you when I get 
back – August 2nd I think. Can’t think of any more to say so will stop – Much love – V. 
Please keep card! 

 A  
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More holiday fun at Saltfleet Haven, July 1966 

  

 

Left: Lawrence of Arabia 

Right: Virginia and me at 
Saltfleet Haven 

At last the summer holidays had arrived – in late July 1966. There are a couple of 
photographs showing Virginia and me having fun on the beach at Saltfleet Haven, along 
with Jassy. Clearly these were happy days… 

Holiday at Notter Bridge, August 1966 
In August 1966 we had a few days holiday in a chalet at Notter Bridge, near Saltash, 
Cornwall. There's a photograph of Mother and Nick with fishing rods, and there must 
have been some good fishing in the stream which ran through the camp site, but the 
caption to the photograph says "No luck this time...", so it seems the fishing wasn't very 
good on that occasion. But it was a pleasant place, as the photograph looking over the 
group of chalets (taken from the hill) shows. 
 

 

 

Left: Mother and Nick, 
outside chalet at Notter 
Bridge 

Right: View over Notter 
Bridge chalets 

 

Trearddur Bay, August and September 1966 
Around late August or early September 1966 I spent another holiday, this time with my 
Aunt Griselda and Uncle Keith, and cousins Nigel, Ian and Fiona. This was at their 
holiday cottage near Trearddur Bay on Anglesey, North Wales. Again I mostly remember 
that it was a beautiful place - a wide curving, southerly facing bay with a sandy beach, 
flanked by rocky headlands, and long lines of surf pounding on to the shore. The 
photographs show the waves breaking, and bathers enjoying the surf - and I seem to 
recall being bowled over a few times, as the waves were strong. Another photograph 
shows Nigel and Ian, and Roddy, the golden Cocker Spaniel. 
It was a good holiday, and the three of us boys played some great 'detective' games 
together, sort of 'spy adventures' with imaginative story lines, after the manner of Tintin 
or the Thirty-nine Steps. There was a good family atmosphere, but the one negative thing 
I remember was going down with a really bad sore throat! Keith was a good uncle, and 
explained to me in medical terms what was going, but it didn't make me feel any better... 
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Ian, Nigel and Roddy The surf at Trearddur Bay The rocky headland 

HMS Hecla voyage and helicopter ride, September 1966 
My father invited me to come with him on a short voyage in HMS Hecla, departing from 
Devonport. I can't remember how long the voyage lasted, or where it ended (presumably 
we returned to Devonport), but I clearly remember certain details. The night before we 
set sail I slept (for some reason) in the Chart Room, which was just behind the Bridge. It 
was extraordinarily difficult to get to sleep, because in that room there was a machine, 
maybe a chart recorder or barrel graph or something, that ticked like a clock, and then 
every 30 seconds or so it went "GZUMP!" So, for hours all I could hear was "tick.. tick.. 
tick.. tick.. tick.. tick.. tick.. GZUMP! tick.. tick.. tick.. tick.. tick..." and so on. 
In the morning we set sail, and all went well for a while, then as we rounded Land’s End 
and headed north, the swell really picked up and the ship started to pitch - up, up, up 
,up... Then down, down, down... CRASH! Spray rising up over the bow. Then up, up, up, 
up... and down... down... down... CRASH! I was not a good sea traveller and had not yet 
got my sea-legs, so I was pretty sick, and lay down on a bunk in the sick bay for several 
hours. Then the Captain (my father) said "All hands! All hands! All hands!" and that 
included me, so I got up, and I think from then on I felt better. 
A day or two later we were in the Irish Sea, and I seem to remember Dad telling me that 
at one and the same time we could see Ireland, Scotland, the Isle of Man, England and 
Wales! When we were off Anglesey, near Holyhead and not far from Trearddur Bay 
(where I had just been staying), Dad asked if I would like a ride in the ship's on-board 
(Westland) Wasp helicopter, and of course I said "Yes!" After all, this was a schoolboy's 
dream, and in fact the very first time in my life I had ever been flying. 

 

 

 

 

Typical Anglesey coastline Westland Wasp Helicopter 
(Wikipedia images 2015) 

HMS Hecla 

I was then duly inducted by the pilot, and kitted out with a device that fitted round my 
throat and larynx and converted my voice to sounds that could be heard through ear 
phones, which was necessary as the helicopter engine noise would be so loud that 
normal voice communication would be impossible. Then I was strapped into the copilot's 
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seat, the pilot revved the engine and the rotors started whirring. The ascent must have 
been very smooth, because what I noticed was not so much the feeling of going upwards 
(as in a lift), but the incredible spectacle of the Bridge of HMS Hecla suddenly dropping 
away beneath me and getting rapidly smaller! Then I saw Dad, a small figure on the 
Bridge looking up and waving furiously, and then the helicopter banked and moved away 
from the ship altogether, and the next thing I saw was the coast of Anglesey, and 
Holyhead and Trearddur Bay spread out like a map below me. 

Packwood Herald Issues 1 to 3 and Christmas Issue 
See following pages… 
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The Story of 1967 
HMS Hecla’s visit to Greenland and Iceland, April 1967 
Excerpt from Sailor’s Luck: At Sea & Ashore in Peace and War, autobiography by Rear 
Admiral Geoffrey Hall, 1999 (p 197, 198): 

Apart from diversions (which were many and interesting), we spent the whole of that 
spring and summer surveying the ocean off Iceland. The first diversion occurred towards 
the end of April, when the Loran-'C' station near Cape Farewell, in Greenland, was blown 
down in a gale. ft was a vital station for us (as we were using the Greenland/Iceland pair), 
so we had to stop work and return to Scotland. I found it most frustrating, lying idle and 
waiting for the station to 'come on the air', and decided, instead, to go and investigate. 
One of my ambitions had long been to visit Greenland, which I had never seen. So we 
weighed anchor and headed back to the survey-ground. My plan was to resume work if 
the station became operational, and if not, to continue westward to Greenland. The 
weather was absolutely superb, with cloudless blue skies, brilliant sunshine, high visibility 
and a flat calm (perfect for surveying!), but the station remained 'off the air'. So we 
continued westward all day. At the first sign of ice, I flew off the helicopter to scout ahead.  

A cold current flows southward along the east coast of Greenland, bringing with it the 
Arctic pack-ice. Inshore, the pack is dense, becoming progressively looser away from the 
coast. We very soon became surrounded by loose pack-ice and small bergs as we 
continued towards the land, and I was concerned that we should keep open water behind 
us when the time came to withdraw. I told Pete Spelling, in the helicopter, to keep a 
careful watch to seaward to ensure that we did not become entrapped as we turned 
northward, parallel to the coast. Weaving our way between the ice-floes, we cruised 
steadily northward with ice on all sides. Away to the west we could see the magnificent 
mountains of East Greenland, stark and shimmering against the blue sky. It was a 
wonderful experience, and despite a certain anxiety, I felt really elated. In fact I can 
honestly say that this spontaneous and unauthorised cruise through Greenland pack-ice 
was one of the most exhilarating and memorable episodes of my whole life. 

Visit to Bexhill, April 1967 
In April 1967, during the Easter holidays, I stayed with the Carlisles at Bexhill-on-Sea. I 
don’t remember much about this visit, but the photographs remind me of a few details. 
On one of the days we visited Bodiam Castle, in East Sussex, and there’s a picture of 
Aunt Jill, and my cousin Michael in front of the main walls. It was a sunny day (Jill was 
wearing dark glasses), but the trees had no leaves. Wikipedia (2022) tells us: 

Bodiam Castle is a 14th-century moated castle near Robertsbridge in East Sussex, 
England. It was built in 1385 by Sir Edward Dalyngrigge, a former knight of Edward III, 
with the permission of Richard II, ostensibly to defend the area against French invasion 
during the Hundred Years' War. Of quadrangular plan, Bodiam Castle has no keep, 
having its various chambers built around the outer defensive walls and inner courts. Its 
corners and entrance are marked by towers, and topped by crenellations. Its structure, 
details and situation in an artificial watery landscape indicate that display was an 
important aspect of the castle's design as well as defence. It was the home of 
the Dalyngrigge family and the centre of the manor of Bodiam... 

There’s a family group photograph in front of their home: from left to right – Jeremy, Lola 
(Labrador), Tim, Jill and Iain, Michael and Sal (Labrador). We also visited the nearby 
seaside town of Hastings, and there’s a nice photograph of Michael on the esplanade, 
with the historic and famous Hastings Castle (ruins) on the left, and other visitors looking 
out to sea, on the right. I also remember it was Jeremy’s birthday (I think), and Uncle Iain 
took us all out for a superb meal – the dessert included lemon sorbet, and it was the first 
time I had ever tasted sorbet (though’ certainly not the last!)  
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Bodiam Castle (above), family group (below left), Michael at Hastings (below right) 

Postcard from Virginia, 19 May 1967 
Postcard from Virginia to me (at Packwood) dated 19 May 1967 from Iceland: “Gođafoss 
– a beautiful waterfall in the north of Iceland.” 

Dearest A, I have been rather bad about writing letters I’m afraid. You have been much 
better than me, thank you for them. But I hope you had a chance to read or hear the 
letters I sent to M & D, because they were meant for the family. Life here is very good, 
and I’m learning more and more Icelandic! I’m hoping to go on one of the ships next week 
for surveying but I haven’t asked Gunnar yet! I haven’t been to this waterfall yet, but I 
hope to go in July. However, I thought you’d like the picture. I hope so! Hope you can 
read this. Lots of love V – Work Hard!! 
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Postcard from my father, 30 May 1967 
Postcard from my father to me (at Packwood) dated 30 May 1967 “At Sea” and 
postmarked Glasgow: “Undir Eyjafjöll, South-Iceland. Glacier Eyjafjallajökull.” 

This picture is taken from near our last camp site in the summer of 1964. It must be 
further over the brow of the hill behind the waterfall. The view is across the river valley to 
the mountains on the south side opposite to our camp – where we went in the Land 
Rover and saw the glacier. You can see the great ice-field on top of the mountains in this 
picture – looking rather like a white sky! We have had lovely weather up here, cold, clear 
and brilliantly sunny – and have made good progress with our work. I hope you can say 
the same! Looking forward to seeing you at Birkenhead for half-term on 9th June. Love 
Dad. 

  

HMS Hecla’s visit to Iceland, May to July 1967 
Excerpt from Sailor’s Luck: At Sea & Ashore in Peace and War, autobiography by Rear 
Admiral Geoffrey Hall, 1999 (p 198 to 201): 

Of course, working as we were, virtually on the edge of the Icelandic submerged 'shelf ', I 
took an early opportunity to visit Reykjavik for a week-end in May, largely to brief Petur 
Sigurdsson, the Hydrographer, on our work off-shore and to offer our services in any way 
he considered useful, e.g. to survey the waters around the new volcanic island of Surtsey, 
and the shape and extent of its coastline. Between us, we reckoned that this would be a 
useful project to be pursued jointly later that Slimmer, and we laid plans accordingly. 

A recurrent problem when using the Loran-'C' chains was lane-slippage. This could be 
easily detected and rectified if we were actually surveying, but it sometimes occurred 
when the ship was otherwise occupied, in which case it could play havoc with our work if 
proper checks were not made. The nearest land to the survey area was Vestmannaeyjar 
(the Westman Islands), and these, together with Surtsey (which was now static), provided 
a perfect means of fixing the ship's position. So whenever undetected lane-slippage was 
suspected, and always before resuming work after a break, I used to take the ship up to a 
reasonable distance off the islands and fix her position by horizontal sextant angles, at the 
same time checking the readings on the Loran-'C' receivers. So we got to know the 
islands rather well, and I was keen to pay them a formal visit. 

One week-end in June, when the ship was alongside in Reykjavik, Pete Spelling and I 
flew down to Heimaey, the only town and port in the islands, in our helicopter to call on 
the Mayor and to discuss with the Harbour Master the feasibility of bringing the ship into 
the harbour. It was 33 years since I had last been there [1934], and the place had grown 
enormously. The port approaches, however, were much as I remembered them, and to 
bring the ship into such a constricted entrance, involving tight turns very close under the 
beetling cliffs, was going to be a tricky business. Hecla would be one of the largest ships 
ever to enter the harbour.  

So despite the navigational hazards, I took Hecla into Heimaey harbour for a week-end, 
and berthed her alongside the modern wharf, which normally accommodated dozens of 
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the local trawlers and drifters. Our presence aroused a lot of interest, and we were well 
received by the Mayor. While being entertained in his home, I remember discussing with 
him the state of the local volcano, which dominated the town and harbour entrance (and 
which my mother and I, with little Hrebna Benediktsson, had climbed all those years ago). 
Was it dormant - or extinct? The Mayor said that it was dormant, and had last erupted 
some 400 years previously. Some people, he said, thought that it was due to erupt again 
before very long. (As is well known, it did just that several years later, with disastrous 
results. The whole population had to be evacuated to the mainland, much of the town was 
destroyed, and the harbour entrance was almost sealed off). 

Once again our mid-seasonal break for assisted maintenance, and to grant leave, was 
spent at Liverpool, and this time our programme coincided with that of our sister-ship, 
Hecate, both ships berthing together for ten days. This gave me the opportunity to 
compare notes with John Winstanley ('Winston' ), her CO, as Hecate had been working 
on a similar survey to ours, though further south. (An occasion had arisen earlier while we 
were both out working on our respective surveys, when we were both ordered to proceed 
with all despatch to assist HMS Vidal after she had collided with a merchant-ship in mid-
Atlantic! Although severely damaged, she did not in fact require assistance and the order 
was rescinded soon afterwards. It had seemed odd that an Ocean Survey Ship should 
find herself in trouble, and still odder that the only vessels near enough to help should be 
two other Ocean Survey Ships - and all of them British!)  

At the end of June I took Hecla up to the head of Hvalfjord for a quiet week-end at anchor. 
I had a very special feeling for that place, and found the surroundings inspiring. It never 
failed to remind me of those days during the summer of 1940 when we had 'sweated so 
much blood' over that survey, and this time it was almost as peaceful as it had been then. 
Apart from one or two whale-catchers, we had the place to ourselves. 

Early in July, while up in the Westman Islands, I had set up a joint survey of Surtsey with 
the Icelanders, the arrangement being that we detached one of our Surveying Motor 
Boats to work under the auspices of their Deputy Hydrographer (Commander Gunnar 
Bergsteinsson) and supported by the Coastguard gun-boat Thor.  

The Commander, of the Icelandic Coastguard Service was Petur Sigurdsson, the 
Hydrographer, and his fleet of modern gun-boats was not infrequently assigned to 
hydrographic duties, so there was no problem there. At the end of July I was joined by my 
son Nicholas, who, having previously expressed his intention of joining the Navy, was 
now showing strong signs of changing his mind. At this point, while Hecla was in process 
of setting up the joint survey, I exchanged calls with the Captain of the Thor, and he 
asked me if my son would be interested in signing on as a temporary member of his crew. 
What an intriguing invitation! I said that it seemed a splendid idea and that I would follow it 
up. The more I thought about it, the more it appealed to me. (Really, what an 
extraordinary offer, and what a marvellous opportunity to savour one aspect of naval life, 
with no commitments!)  

That summer our daughter Virginia was spending her long vacation in Iceland. She had 
worked for the Icelandic Hydrographer as a draughtsman, before going up to York 
University - and this year she was studying Icelandic history and Old Norse. At one point 
Mary flew up to Reykjavik with her fishing-rod - and this coincided with one of our week-
end visits, making it quite a family occasion. 

That settled, we went ahead with the Thor project, and sailed for Iceland on 3rd August. 
Admiral Ritchie, the Hydrographer, had expressed a wish to visit Iceland to confer with 
Petur Sigurdsson, and I was keen to show him something of our work, and also 
something of that extraordinary country. So he joined us before leaving Londonderry, and 
we sailed wearing his flag. It was not a very calm passage, but once on the survey-
ground, things began to look up.  

We sailed up to the head of Hvalfjord, and I pointed out to the Admiral most of the natural 
features and marks that we'd used during the 1940 survey. I had arranged to fly him off to 
Reykjavik by helicopter, to be met by Petur Sigurdsson, and he agreed to take Nick with 
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him. So I bade the Admiral and Nick farewell, and off they flew. We then went round to 
finish off the Surtsey Survey and recover our boat-party, and on 12th August we left 
Iceland for the last time. 

Again, my father later gave me some photographs that had been taken by the ship’s 
photographer – they are included at the back of this vignette. 

Stay in the San during the Six Day War 
Occasionally I came down with flu and spent a few days recuperating in the 'San' 
(sanatorium). These were generally pleasant times - a break from the harsh regime and 
drudgery of school lessons, and a chance to rest, relax, reflect, listen to the radio etc. 
One occasion I remember particularly well, including the date - early June 1967 - 
because it was during the 'Six Day War' (5 to 10 June 1967) and the radio news 
broadcasts announced that the Israeli army were shelling the Dome of the Rock. I had 
seen pictures of this recently in Scripture lessons (with the Chaplain, Mr O'Connor), and I 
remember thinking "Oh no! That's such a beautiful and famous building! They can't 
destroy it, surely..."  
Wikipedia (2022) tells us: 

The Six-Day War… also known as the June War, the 1967 Arab–Israeli War or the Third 
Arab–Israeli War, was an armed conflict fought from 5 to 10 June 1967 between Israel 
and a coalition of Arab states primarily comprising Jordan, Syria and Egypt (then known 
as United Arab Republic). 

Relations between Israel and its Arab-majority neighbouring states were not normalized 
after the First Arab–Israeli War ended with the signing of the 1949 Armistice Agreements. 
In 1956, Israel invaded Egypt, triggering the Suez Crisis; among Israel's rationale for the 
invasion was its goal of forcing a reopening of the Straits of Tiran, which had been closed 
by Egypt for all Israeli shipping since 1948. Israel was eventually forced to withdraw its 
troops from Egyptian territory under international pressure, but was guaranteed that the 
Straits would remain open. A peacekeeping contingent known as the United Nations 
Emergency Force (UNEF) was subsequently deployed along the Egypt–Israel border, but 
there was no demilitarization agreement between the two sides.  

In the months prior to the outbreak of the war in June 1967, tensions in the region 
became dangerously heightened. Israel reiterated its post-1956 position that another 
closure of the Straits of Tiran to Israeli shipping by Egypt would be a definite casus belli. 
In May, Egyptian president Gamal Abdel Nasser announced that the Straits of Tiran 
would again be closed to Israeli vessels, subsequently mobilized the Egyptian 
military along the border with Israel, and ordered the immediate withdrawal of 
all UNEF personnel. On 5 June, as the United Nations Emergency Force responsible for 
keeping peace was in the process of leaving the zone, Israel launched a series of 
airstrikes against Egyptian airfields and other facilities, resulting in the killing of 15 
international peacekeepers, from India and Brazil.  Israel initially claimed that it had been 
attacked by Egypt first, but later stated that its airstrikes had been preemptive; the 
question of which side caused the war remains one of a number of controversies relating 
to the conflict.  

Egyptian forces were caught by surprise, and nearly the entire Egyptian Air Force was 
destroyed with few Israeli losses in the process, giving Israel the advantage of air 
supremacy. Simultaneously, the Israeli military launched a ground offensive into 
the Egyptian-occupied Gaza Strip and the Sinai Peninsula, which again caught the 
Egyptians by surprise. After some initial resistance, Nasser ordered an evacuation of the 
Sinai Peninsula. The Israelis continued to pursue and inflict heavy losses on the retreating 
Egyptian forces, and conquered the entire Sinai Peninsula by the sixth day of the war.  

Jordan had entered into a defence pact with Egypt a week before the war began; the 
agreement envisaged that in the event of a war, Jordan would not take an offensive role, 
but would attempt to tie down Israeli forces to prevent them from making any significant 
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territorial gains. Approximately an hour after the initial Israeli air attack, the Egyptian 
commander of the Jordanian military received orders from Cairo to mount attacks against 
Israel. In the initially confused situation, the Jordanians were falsely informed that Egypt 
had successfully repelled Israel's air raids. Egypt and Jordan agreed to a ceasefire on 8 
June, and Syria agreed on 9 June; a ceasefire was signed with Israel on 11 June…  

Half-term at Glenburn, June 1967 
In early June 1967, I stayed with Aunt Griselda and Uncle Keith at Glenburn, Heswall. A 
photograph captioned “Sunday tea” (11 June 1967) shows the family in the front garden 
on a gloriously sunny and warm summer’s day, with (from left to right): Keith and 
Griselda, my father at the back, Ian and Virginia, my mother, Fiona (about 2 years old), 
Nigel in swimming trunks and shading his eyes, and Granny George (Keith’s mother). A 
second photograph shows us in the Conservatory, gathered around the Minic-Motorway 
layout. These photographs were taken before Virginia went to Iceland, and while my 
father was on leave during his Icelandic tour (Hecla was undergoing maintenance at 
Liverpool). 
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Postcard from Virginia, June or early July 1967 
Postcard from Virginia to me (at Packwood) undated but probably June or early July 
1967 from Reykjavik (possibly her second trip to Iceland that year, as it refers to her 
arrival on the Gullfoss): “Hestalest í Þjórsárdal, Hekla í baksýn. A train of horses in 
Thjórsárdalur, Mt Hekla in the background.” 

Darling A, Yet another p.c. of Hekla for your collection. Quite a good journey on Gullfoss 
– I was only sick once! Kolla and her brother came too, and I am staying with them at the 
moment! I am off camping tomorrow for the weekend. Ma and Pa both arrive on 
Thursday and I believe Pa is up in Hvalfjör∂ur now! Unfortunately the weather is not as 
good as it might be. I haven’t been swimming yet, tho’ there’s still plenty of time. I trust 
school is still fairly OK. Work hard enough but don’t overdo it – I’m sure you won’t!! I’ll try 
and send another p.c. before long, and see you in Leith [?] on August 1st. Much love V. 

  

Postcard from my mother, 11 July 1967 
Postcard from my mother to me (at Packwood) dated 11 July 1967 from Iceland: 
“Borganes viđ Borgarfjörd. Borganes, a friendly village in Iceland.” 

I wonder if you remember this. Daddy and I saw it across the fjord, but couldn’t see the 
very bright red house! We passed our picnic place where Nick dived from a rock, and 
someone was camping there. Daddy and I have been staying in a little tiny bungalow 
right on the shore of a huge lake. Alas, a deep depression was over Iceland and it poured 
with rain, so we only caught one fish, but that was very exciting. I am just off now to 
Sellfoss with Virginia, and on to Langavatn. Lots of love form us all, M. 
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Postcard from Virginia, 20 July 1967 
Postcard from Virginia to me (at Highgate) dated 20 July 1967 from Iceland: “BIFRÖST, 
a fashionable summer resort in Borgarfjörđur, W Iceland. BIFRÖST, modern 
sommerhotel midt in en lavamark, í baggrunden liparitbjerget Baula.” 

Dear Adrian (& Mummy!) I have just had a marvellous 3 days camping at Snaefellness, 
finishing up at Hređavatn – in Bifröst. We drove all through the Laxdale country and saw 
where Kjartan was killed. Also saw Reykholar where Daddy is going to build his house! I 
am now for a night at Gilsbahli [?] which is great fun. Look forward to seeing you both on 
Tuesday (M – your first letter arrived OK – I haven’t been home since, so I suspect the 
2nd is there). All love, V xx. 

  

Scotland 1967 – Recollections 
My mother and I left for north-west Scotland, in late August 1967, departing from 
Westwind, Fitzroy Park, Highgate N6, and taking the night train from London Kings Cross 
to Edinburgh. This holiday followed a busy summer with extensive renovations at 
Legbourne Abbey. We must have taken the car with us on the train, because some of the 
photographs feature the little pale blue Morris Minor. After the train journey, we settled 
down to what my diary described as “a late but luxurious breakfast” at the Waverley 
Station Hotel in Edinburgh. (Sadly the diary I kept at the time is now lost, so this account 
– mostly written on 31 August 2013 – is based on my recollections, prompted by the 
black-and-white photographs which I took with my Brownie camera, scanned from the 
album which I still have.) Later we set off north, across the Firth of Forth (after pausing to 
take photographs of the Forth Road Bridge and the Forth Railway Bridge), and then 
through Dunfermline and Perth to Pitlochry and House of Urrard, to stay with Christine 
Turbutt (a distant cousin). There's a picture of Christine, my mother and ‘Mr Masson’ 
standing in front of the house. I think we visited the Pass of Killiecrankie, where the 
famous battle was fought (the Battle of Killiecrankie, 1689).  
We then travelled north to the Aviemore Centre in the Cairngorms – recently opened and 
already famous for the breeding Ospreys in the vicinity. We camped at Coylumbridge in 
tents and either drove or took a chairlift (walked part of the way?) to the top of Cairngorm 
(4,084 feet), which commanded spectacular views over the Cairngorm mountain range. 
There’s a nice picture of me (taken by my mother), wearing my Icelandic jersey, with my 
right hand pointing towards distant mountains. At one point I recall my mother trained her 
binoculars north-west and saw a three-peaked mountain in the far distance. She thought 
it might be Cul Mor, in the Coigach; however later investigations suggested it was more 
likely to be An Teallach in Wester Ross, near Torridon and Loch Broom, and well to the 
south of Ullapool – still at a distance of 70 miles, this was impressive! The photographs 
show it was a cloudy day, with a few breaks of sunshine. 
From Aviemore, we drove north to Inverness, and then north-west to Ullapool. There’s a 
picture of my mother sitting on a rock on the banks of the Blackwater river at Garve. 
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There’s a twin-arched bridge in the background, and given that picnic coffee mugs 
feature in the photograph, we must have stopped there for a picnic lunch (which always 
included a thermos of hot coffee!) Later that afternoon we reached Ullapool, and I took a 
picture of the row of white cottages along the foreshore, with beached fishing boats in the 
foreground. In the evening we arrived at the Summer Isles Hotel, Achiltibuie. 
There’s a photograph of the front of the Summer Isles Hotel, showing part of the Annexe, 
on the right, which is where we stayed. There are also photographs of my mother fishing 
(at Loch na Beiste), the ‘first fish caught’, a finnoch in the landing net, and my mother 
standing next to the (river) Garvie falls. There’s a mountain panorama showing Stac 
Pollaidh, Ben Eoin and Ben More Coigach, a photograph of a highland cow, and pictures 
of the rocky coastline and spray from waves breaking at Achnahaird. I did some 
sketching, and drew a picture of the rocks of Achnahaird bay using Caran d’Ache 
crayons. There are also photographs of the Highland Games at Lochinver.  
I remember my mother getting up very early one morning (at first light) to fish the Garvie 
(as she had booked the early morning shift), leaving me to sleep in. She came back to 
the hotel at about 9 am proudly showing me a large sea trout she had caught – I think the 
hotel staff cooked it for our breakfast! Every morning we awoke to the unforgettable 
sounds of crying gulls and bleating sheep. I remember the cuisine was very good, and 
we often had langoustines (local lobsters) for supper. I think the highlight was the view 
from the front lounge (which was elevated and full of windows like a conservatory), which 
looked west, and commanded a superb view out over the Summer Isles – and watching 
the sun setting over the sea… 
Our journey home took us past Loch Ness to Fort William, where we stayed with Robert 
Ogilvie (cousin) and his family. He and I climbed Ben Mhain, and I took a photograph half 
way up, showing Robert leaning on his walking stick, with Ben Nevis in the background; 
he took a picture of me adding ‘one more stone to the cairn’ at the summit. On our way 
south we visited Hadrian’s Wall, stopping at Chesters and Housteads. We called in at 
Legbourne, where the interior renovations were still ongoing, before finally arriving back 
home again at Westwind, Fitzroy Park. The last picture shows ‘Mum, Virginia, Jassy and 
Anne F’ outside the front door, with the famous pale blue Morris Minor on the right. 
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Forth Road Bridge Forth Railway Bridge 

  
House of Urrard – Mother, Christine Turbutt, Mr 
Masson  

Mother and Colin L, Loch Tummel 

  
Coylumbridge Campsite Aviemore Centre, Osprey sculpture 



 

31 

  
View from the summit of Cairngorm Looking out from the summit of Cairngorm 

  
Cairn at the summit of Cairngorm  Mother looking out from the top of Cairngorm  

  
Picnic at Blackwater River, near Garve  Training cadets at the top of Cairngorm  
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Foreshore at Ullapool Stac Pollaidh, Cul Beag, Benn An Eoin 

  

“Dead as a doornail”, fishing at Loch Na Beiste Landing a finnoch 

  

Highland cow Summer Isles Hotel, Achiltibuie 
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 The Garvie Falls 

  
Waves breaking  Coastline, Achnahaird  

  
Pipe band, Lochinver  Highland Games, Lochinver  
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Robert Ogilvie, Ben Nevis in background “One more stone to the cairn”, Ben Mhain 

  

Hadrian’s Wall, near Housesteads Hadrian’s Wall 

  

Change rooms at Chesters Brunton Turret 



 

35 

  
Legbourne Abbey, after the renovations All Saints Church, Legbourne 

  
Father, with new motor-mower at Legbourne Mother, Virginia, Jassy and Anne F, Highgate N6 
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Family portraits, Highgate N6, late summer 1967 
These ‘portrait’ photographs were taken at ‘Westwind’, our house in Highgate N6, in late 
summer 1967. 

 
 

  

Some amazing news, December 1967 
I remember getting some amazing news in December 1967, near the end of term. As a 
Monitor, I was given the responsibility of ‘Bath Master’, and with the recent building 
works, and the addition of a second bathroom, I had a lot of supervision to do, and I 
recall having to ‘hot foot it’ from the old bathroom to the new bathroom (and back again), 
to ensure that all bath-ing operations ran smoothly.  
It seems that the Headmaster took note of this, because just before the end of term he 
summoned me to his study, and told me that he was going to give my self-confidence a 
boost (or words to that effect) by making me one of the two Head Boys next term! Given 
that I still had a whole year left at Packwood (as the Haileybury Scholarship exams were 
not until November 1968), this would mean that I would be Head Boy for three terms 
(which was an unusually long tenure). Amazing news indeed! 
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Packwood pictures, December 1967 
 

  

 

Prayer of St Ignatius 
I remember this was a prayer we often prayed during assemblies:  

Lord, teach us to be generous. 
Teach us to serve you as you deserve:  
to give and not to count the cost, 
to fight and not to heed the wounds, 
to toil and not to seek for rest, 
to labour and not to ask for any reward 
save that of knowing that we do your will… 

Prayer of St Ignatius of Loyola 
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The Story of 1968 
1968 was a good year. It was my last year at Packwood Haugh – and though my time 
there had not been altogether happy, it ended on a good note. My best friend Richard C, 
a year ahead of me, was going to Haileybury and I would see him again in 1969. His 
parents had decided he was not going to Shrewsbury because of a current drugs scandal 
there – it was like dream come true. 
1968 was a successful year. I was Head Boy for the whole year – for the first term with 
Henry C, and for the last two terms with James P.  

And there were two ‘golden moments’, as described below… 

Spring 1968 photographs 
There’s a picture of the ruined abbey at Valle Crucis in North Wales, which I recall 
visiting on more than one occasion – this much have been taken during a half-term 
excursion. There’s a picture of the new dining room under construction – this was 
completed by the end of the summer holidays, ready for the new school year. 
There’s also a photograph of the indomitable Mr Evans ‘spiking’ the Rugby pitch in 
preparation for a match. In 2021, in email correspondence with my brother Nick and 
cousin David McLean, both Old Packwoodians, I wrote:  

All through the summer term Mr Evans the groundsman would leave piles of grass from 
mowing all around the edges of the playing fields and in teams we would load the grass 
into the carts using wooden boards, then race the carts down to the bins. Do you 
remember Mr Evans? Maybe he was after your time? He was very nice and in a broad 
Welsh accent would say “Rugger? It’s a man’s gaeee-eme!” 

There’s a picture of the seven-a-side Rugby team, which included some of my friends, 
and an iconic picture of a boy called ‘A’ (whose father was a Rector, and who was 
consequently nick-named Speckled-be-Rector) ambling slowly across the ‘Yard’. This 
Yard was in many ways the central meeting place and ‘heartbeat’ of us boys, and many a 
conversation or game took place there. New classrooms can be seen on the right of the 
photograph (above the Covered Courts) and new dormitories are visible top right. 

Biggin Hill Air Show and General Adolf Galland 
Then there’s a picture of Uncle Roger standing in front of one of his beloved Spitfires. 
This photograph must have been taken during the holidays, possibly at Biggin Hill. It is a 
reminder of Roger’s heroic exploits during the Battle of Britain in the summer of 1940. 

15 September 2022 update: This photograph reminds me of a time when Roger took me 
to the Biggin Hill Air Show (this may have been during the spring of 1968), and he 
spotted, in the VIP stand, General Adolf Galland, the famous Luftwaffe flying ace. I seem 
to remember that by some extraordinary means he was able to gain entry to the VIP 
stand and introduce me to General Galland, and we then had an ‘erudite’ and constructive 
conversation. Rather than just exchanging ‘platitudes and pleasantries’, which many 
admiring schoolboys might have done, it so happened that I was in the process of putting 
together a scale model of a Messerschmitt Me-109 (from an ‘Airfix’ kit), and I had got to 
the stage of painting the model aeroplane, and I genuinely wanted to know what were the 
correct colours to use for camouflage, so I asked him. The General was most interested in 
my question, and took great care to explain that there was actually no single ‘rule’ for 
camouflage, but that each ‘squadron’ leader could choose their own colour scheme, 
within certain parameters. So I thanked him, and came away confident that I could finish 
painting my Me-109 model using a colour scheme that would comply!   
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Packwood pictures, spring 1968 

 

 

 

Valle Crucis (ruined abbey), North Wales: Uncle Roger with a beloved Spitfire 

  

The new dining room under construction Mr Evans ‘spiking’ the pitch before a Rugby match 

 

  

Seven-a-side Rugby team Slowly ambling across the Yard… 
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Summer 1968 photographs 
There’s a picture of the swimming pool (which was a much-appreciated amenity during 
the summer term), with the School Chaplain, Mr O’Connor, supervising, and photographs 
of the new dining room completed.   
There’s a picture of us leaving for an ‘away’ match (for me either as a linesman, or as 
part of a chess competition), with a classic 1960s bus, and a photograph taken from one 
of the upper classrooms of boys gathering at the corner of a building. 
Finally there’s a photograph of James P, the other Head Boy, skewering a ‘conker’ 
(chestnut) – conker tournaments were very popular. The classroom, including a 
mathematical 3-dimensional shape (icosahedron?) is visible behind.  
The various ‘official' school leavers’ photographs presented at the end of this vignette 
were taken at the end of the summer term, 1968. 

The first ‘golden moment’ 
The first ‘golden moment’ occurred at the end of the summer term, which was marked by 
the annual Sports Day. I was captain of Clarkes, the ‘house’ (or ‘six’) of which I had been 
a member all through my Packwood career. Clarkes had never generally excelled at 
sports, the limelight being taken by the more aggressive, ‘sporty’ houses such as 
McFerrans or Wilsons; however, for some reason 1968 was an exceptional year for 
Clarkes, and we actually came first in the overall Sports Day competition.  
As the House Captain, it fell to me to receive the ‘Shield’ (which was the coveted trophy 
for the winning team), and by tradition this was to be presented by the mother of the 
Head Boy, if present… But, guess what? I was also the (senior) Head Boy that term, and 
my mother happened to be present for the occasion, so it was with a wonderful sense of 
heart-warming affection and satisfaction that my mother presented me with the Shield – 
she smiled as she handed it over to me, saying something like “Well done, darling!” 
It was a ‘golden moment’ indeed! 
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Packwood pictures, summer 1968 

  

Swimming pool, Mr O’Connor (Chaplain) on right The new dining room 

 

 

 

Leaving for an ‘away’ match View from upper classroom 

  

James P (Head Boy) skewering a conker Inside the new dining room 
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Llangollen to Chester canoeing expedition, July 1968 
In late July 1968 I took part in a canoeing expedition, 70 miles from Llangollen in North 
Wales to Chester, including paddling across the famous Llangollen aqueduct. I have 
good memories of this expedition, which took about 4 or 5 days. We were six boys and 
two teachers (Mr Roe and Mr Hulme), and we piled into 4 or 5 canoes, some double, 
some single. As the photos show, there was good camaraderie, but I do remember my 
arms aching greatly after the first day of canoeing, which included crossing the aqueduct! 
This was one of the highlights of my time at Packwood, somewhat akin to the 
Adventurous Training expedition to Switzerland through Haileybury in 1971. 

 

 

 

 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

Clockwise from top left: standing next to our canoes; the swing bridge at Wrenbury; Mr Hulme making 
bacon and eggs; ‘grubs up!’ with Mr Roe 
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August and September 1968 
In the late summer of 1968 pop music was popular, the peace movement and the hippie 
movement were in full swing – but in August 1968 the Russians invaded Czechoslovakia, 
thus ending the Prague Spring… Wikipedia (2022) tell us: 

The Prague Spring (Czech: Pražské jaro, Slovak: Pražská jar) was a period of political 
liberalization and mass protest in the Czechoslovak Socialist Republic. It began on 5 
January 1968, when reformist Alexander Dubček was elected First Secretary of 
the Communist Party of Czechoslovakia (KSČ), and continued until 21 August 1968, 
when the Soviet Union and other Warsaw Pact members invaded the country to suppress 
the reforms. 

The Prague Spring reforms were a strong attempt by Dubček to grant additional rights to 
the citizens of Czechoslovakia in an act of partial decentralization of the 
economy and democratization. The freedoms granted included a loosening of restrictions 
on the media, speech and travel. After national discussion of dividing the country into 
a federation of three republics, Bohemia, Moravia-Silesia and Slovakia, Dubček oversaw 
the decision to split into two, the Czech Socialist Republic and Slovak Socialist Republic. 
This dual federation was the only formal change that survived the invasion… 

Then in September 1968, perhaps just before term began, my parents took me to 
Haileybury to meet Mr and Mrs Rhodes-James, my future Housemaster and his young 
wife (Richard and Rachel were married at the end of 1967). Given the influential part 
Richard was to play in my life, this was an auspicious meeting (over afternoon tea, I think 
it must have been). I sensed that Richard was a kind and caring person, and Rachel was 
very nice – bright and cheerful. I clearly remember her announcing “baby in six weeks”, 
and given that Richard’s later autobiography records Claire’s birth as taking place in 
October 1968, the early September date of the meeting can be established. I don’t 
remember much else about this afternoon tea, though I suspect we must have discussed 
the forthcoming Scholarship examinations, and that I was looking forward to starting in 
Melvill in January 1969...  

Letter from Nick in September 1968 from HMS Maxton 
Letter written from HMS Maxton, BFPO ships (in Singapore), dated 18 September 1968: 

Dear Adrian, It’s just before we sail for Australia, and I thought I’d write a quick note 
before we left. I hope M and D and perhaps V have been keeping you in touch with 
whatever I’ve been doing, so I won’t go through all that again. I tried to find a nice picture 
postcard of Singapore but they’re all of rather dreary buildings so I have to send this 
instead. 

How has your last term at Packwood started off? I remember mine was about the most 
miserable I ever spent there, since all my friends had left the term before. Hope the same 
doesn’t apply to you. V tells me you looked up R-J the other day. I suppose he won’t 
come into your life really till next term; he can’t be any worse for being married, and with 
me he was certainly the best bloke to have as housemaster even though he was a little 
stupid at times. 

Anyway, in case I don’t get round to writing again, very best of all the usual with the exam, 
whenever it is. I hope you have plenty of time to slack off afterwards until Christmas, 
which is most important. You must get P-W to let you have a weekend or so at home 
afterwards to ‘recover’! 

A month ago I had my first day in Maxton, and a year ago I had my first day at Dartmouth. 
Maxton is a super little ship with some very modern equipment which is very interesting. 
We have two main guns as well, which look very smart and sometimes fire as well. It’s 
going to be super going to Australia – Cairns and MacKay in Queensland – tough quite 
hard work at sea. We go straight through the Great Barrier Reef too, which should be fun. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Czech_language
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Slovak_language
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Liberalization
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https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Czechoslovak_Socialist_Republic
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Reformist
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https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Secretary_(title)
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Communist_Party_of_Czechoslovakia
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https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Warsaw_Pact
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What I really wanted to say was do write (fac scribe, écrivez etc.) I’m sure the odd Greek 
verb won’t mind not being swotted till later while you do write. Look forward to hearing all 
your news etc. Love from Nick. 

Two letters to my parents written in October 1968 
Letter dated 6 October 1968: 

Dear Mummy and Daddy, Thank you very much for the lovely letters and Fred Bassett. I 
have received a type-written letter from Virginia. She can write the whole alphabet without 
looking! I also had a nice picture postcard from Nicholas. 

I have had a pretty hectic week here. On Wednesday we had our first match over at 
Oswestry. I was First XI linesman. The First XI won 9-1. On Friday I did my 0.22 rifle 
shooting. I got 60 out of 100, and if you get 60% or over you get a badge. It is rather nice, 
and has NSRA (National Smallbore Rifle Association). About half a dozen other people 
got them as well. I enclose my target. It is hung up on a bank 25 yards away, so the small 
dots really look very small! The second and third targets are the best (NB the second 
holds two cutting nines). 

On Saturday we played an ‘away’ match against a tiny little school called Homleigh. There 
are only 31 boys there! I was lining for the 1st who won 7-0. Homleigh is near Crewe, so 
we had a leave pretty early. 

We were meant to have a film last night but the projector broke down. I got 11 in industry 
with a B for Latin and an A for everything else. Love from Adrian 

Letter dated 13 October 1968: 
Dear Mummy and Daddy, Thank you very much for the letter and postcard. A fine 
discovered ‘check’ by Daddy, which has left my King and Queen in a difficult position 
[referring to ‘chess by correspondence’]. I suppose to avoid ‘mate’ next go, I’d better 
move K-Kn1. 

I would simply love to go to Legbourne at half-term. I don’t mind the travelling, if you don’t, 
that is. And here is the weekly news: 

On Sunday afternoon W, W and I went over to Mrs Moon’s house in Ruyton XI Towns. 
Mrs Moon is the housekeeper and she is always very happy to have people over, 
‘gardening’. In fact we made two rather unsuccessful bonfires, which did not burn properly 
until Mr Moon poured petrol over them! We then mowed the lawn with an automatic rota-
scythe, rather like yours, only of inferior quality. We did various other jobs, until at five 
o’clock we had an enormous tea, and were driven back to the school. In the evening we 
watched a rather good film called ‘Whistle down the Wind’. 

On Wednesday we played The Old Hall, away. I was in the Chess Team, and won my 
game with a super move which, if it had not been by some fluke check-mate, would have 
gained a Queen. Lots of love, Adrian 

The second ‘golden moment’ 
The second ‘golden moment’ was associated with the Haileybury Scholarship 
Examinations, which took place in November 1968 – it is quite a story! 
After many intense weeks of revision (mainly for the Latin and Greek papers), the 
Headmaster (bless him) personally drove me all the way down to Haileybury – I 
remember some of the journey was down the M1. On arrival, I recall that Mr Pease-
Watkin (P-W) gathered up all the Old Packwoodians (including P-T), and treated us all to 
a lunch at the East India College Arms, the hotel on the main road at Hertford Heath, not 
far from the main gates of the school. P-W was an Old Haileyburian himself, so I think he 
quite enjoyed visiting his old school. Anyway, after lunch he drove back to Packwood, 
leaving me at Haileybury for a week of examinations. 
Then followed an intense week of exams, boarding at the San, with Robert G and 
Richard L from Cirencester, and candidates from various other preparatory schools 
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around the country. The two boys from Oakley Hall in Cirencester were a year younger, 
and were sitting this year’s Scholarship exams for ‘practice’. We made friends, however, 
and a year later Robert G took out the Top Scholarship, both boys joining Hailey in 
January 1970. 
There must have been about 30 candidates all up, about half of whom were ‘internal’ 
(that is, those who had taken the Common Entrance exam in June and started at 
Haileybury in September). At mealtimes we external candidates ate in the privileged 
‘gallery’ of the huge Dining Hall, and I recall ‘surveying the scene’ from the balcony, 
watching some of the older boys deploying the pale green melamine plates along the 
lengths of the tables, with resounding echoes around the Hall. We were ably looked after 
by none other than the inimitable Humphrey Nye. 
Of the exams themselves I remember little. I felt afterwards that I had done OK, but not 
particularly well. I do remember French Dictation, however, because the French Master, 
Mr Crowther, was quite a character, and had an impeccable French accent (I vaguely 
recall someone saying he had served as an Ambassador before becoming a teacher): 
“Ne vous est-il jamais arrivé de traverser en voiture une de ces petites villes…” And the 
French Comprehension was part of the haunting story, La Dernière Classe. 
I also remember being accosted in the Big Quad by the Latin master, ‘Horsy’ Smith, who 
asked whether I was Adrian Hall? I said yes, I was. Then he told me that my Latin exam 
submission had included two versions of the answer to one of the questions, but was 
missing the answer to another of the questions – and that he had retrieved the missing 
answer from the wastepaper bin! I was very embarrassed, but thanked him, and went on 
my way. I then remembered that for some reason I had finished that particular exam 
ahead of time, and wanting to impress the examiners, I had copied out one of my 
answers ‘fair-hand’, meaning to discard the earlier version, but in my haste at the end of 
the exam period I carelessly discarded the page with one of the other answers instead! 
What an idiot I was – but how lucky that Mr Smith gave me the benefit of the doubt and 
rescued the missing page! Otherwise, this might have costed me the scholarship… 
The only other clear memory was of my ‘interview’ with the Master, Mr Stewart. I was 
nervous, understandably, as he was a somewhat formidable character, tall and imposing; 
however, he tried to set me at ease, and asked how I was doing at Packwood, and 
whether I would normally ‘beat’ the other boys in my class at tests etc. I think I made the 
right sort of replies! 
After the exams were over I went home (to Highgate, London N6), to wait for the results. 
The fateful day came when those who had won scholarships were to be notified by 
telegram – meaning that if no telegram arrived then you could assume that you had been 
unsuccessful. I think it was a Saturday, as my father was at home. There was no 
telegram first thing that morning, so I waited anxiously at home. Mid-morning came and 
went, and still there was no telegram. Then it was lunchtime and there was still no 
telegram, and I began to feel despondent, as by that time it was becoming pretty clear 
that there would be no telegram, and therefore I resigned myself to the fact that I had not 
won a scholarship after all. 
My mother was also feeling anxious, and so she asked my father to take me into town to 
watch some cartoons at a News Cinema, to take my mind off the disappointment. So we 
went into town (by bus, I think), but on the way to the cinema, for some reason my father 
needed to pick something up from his office in Whitehall. As we entered the Admiralty 
building, the receptionist caught father’s attention and told him there was an urgent 
telephone message and that he was to call my mother at home immediately. So we went 
upstairs to my father’s office, and he picked up the phone and dialed home. My mother 
answered, and I could hear from my father’s reaction that there was some very exciting 
news… 
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I caught the gist of the conversation, that a telegram had in fact arrived – my mother read 
it out to my father, who repeated it to me: 

AWARDED TOP SHOLARSHIP  

MANY CONGRATULATIONS  

STEWART  

[William Stewart was the Master of Haileybury] 

My mother then explained that the reason the telegram had not been delivered during the 
morning was that the telegram delivery boy (who was very apologetic) simply could not 
find our address!  
I couldn’t believe it! It took me a while for the news to sink in, and then I was ‘walking on 
air’… It was a ‘golden moment’ indeed! 
My father suggested we go home straightaway, but I said I still wanted to see some 
cartoons, so my father and I spent a happy afternoon at a News Cinema watching the 
antics of Sylvester and Tweety-Pie (“I taught I taw a puddy-cat… I did! I did! I did taw a 
puddy-cat”), and other Walt Disney and Loony-Tunes characters. And while we were out 
in town watching cartoons, my mother went up to the Highgate shops and bought me a 
beautiful set of oil paints in a large green tin (complete with small bottles of turpentine 
and linseed oil, and a palette), so that I could do some oil painting for post-exam 
relaxation – it was a wonderful ‘congratulations’ present! 

 
 
The Honours Board at 
Packwood, showing the 1st 
Scholarship to Haileybury 

 

This photograph was very kindly 
taken by the then Headmaster in 
2007, and emailed to me 

 

 

A letter to my parents written in December 1968 
Letter dated 1 December 1968: 

Dear Mummy and Daddy, Thank you very much for your letters. My Advent Calendar is 
now well under way. On Monday the leavers – W, L, D-J, D and I went over to Miss 
Davis’s house (an old dear who comes to invigilate the Common Entrance exam), to help 
pick apples etc. On Tuesday the Headmaster took us to an excellent film called ‘Gone 
with the Wind’. We had lunch with the D-J’s near Manchester.  

On Wednesday some of us canoed down a weir about two miles down the Perry. H was 
the first canoeist. He went sailing down, but got caught in a terrific wave at the bottom. 
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The canoe was swept broadside on and rolled right over. H managed to scramble out and 
was rescued by Mr Roe, but we had great difficulty in getting the canoe out again. 

The oil painting is coming on fine, but is not nearly finished yet. On Thursday we had 
sixes matches. Clarkes of course lost. On Friday – now what did happen on Friday? Oh 
yes! I was asked to teach the Latin lessons to the juniors while the HM corrected exam 
papers. I had to give Latin Grammar tests and correct Latin sentences. 

Please could you send me a bottle of Parker Royal Blue Quink? Lots of love, Adrian. PS I 
am Gabriel in the Nativity Play. 

Two Events in December 1968 
There were two events that happened during December 1968, just before I left 
Packwood – both mentioned in the 1 December letter to my parents, above. 
The first ‘event’ was the oil painting. The Headmaster ‘commissioned’ me to do a 
painting, with my new oil paint set, for the new dining room. I recall that the painting was 
quite large, and was essentially a brightly coloured landscape, in an oriental style, with a 
pagoda and lake in the foreground and snow-capped mountains in the distance. I 
enjoyed doing the painting, and it was relaxing after the rigours of the exams, though I 
don’t think it was a particularly good painting. But P-W (the Headmaster) seems to have 
quite liked it, as it was eventually hung in pride of place in the hallway leading into the 
new dining room. 
The second ‘event’ was my playing the Angel Gabriel in the Nativity Play. I recall 
dressing in a white robe, and climbing up into the pulpit at the Ruyton XI Towns church, 
for the ‘annunciation’, no doubt reciting the immortal words from Luke Chapter 1 verses 
28 to 38 (King James Version):  

And the angel came in unto her, and said, Hail, thou that art highly favoured, the Lord is 
with thee: blessed art thou among women. 

29 And when she saw him, she was troubled at his saying, and cast in her mind what 
manner of salutation this should be. 

30 And the angel said unto her, Fear not, Mary: for thou hast found favour with God. 

31 And, behold, thou shalt conceive in thy womb, and bring forth a son, and shalt call his 
name JESUS. 

32 He shall be great, and shall be called the Son of the Highest: and the Lord God shall 
give unto him the throne of his father David: 

33 And he shall reign over the house of Jacob for ever; and of his kingdom there shall be 
no end. 

34 Then said Mary unto the angel, How shall this be, seeing I know not a man? 

35 And the angel answered and said unto her, The Holy Ghost shall come upon thee, and 
the power of the Highest shall overshadow thee: therefore also that holy thing which shall 
be born of thee shall be called the Son of God. 

36 And, behold, thy cousin Elisabeth, she hath also conceived a son in her old age: and 
this is the sixth month with her, who was called barren. 

37 For with God nothing shall be impossible. 
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38 And Mary said, Behold the handmaid of the Lord; be it unto me according to thy word. 
And the angel departed from her. 

Christmas 1968 
1968 had been a good year. It was a successful year. I was Head Boy for the whole year, 
and in November I was awarded Top Scholarship to Haileybury – mainly on the strength 
of my results in Latin and Greek.  
I remember that at Christmas Darzie (my paternal grandmother) expressed the year for 
me aptly: “Glory, glory, glory!” 
Darzie was 83, and sadly (though of course I did not realize it then), this was to be her 
last Christmas…  

Pictures of Darzie 
 

  
The dining room at Legbourne Abbey, Geoffrey, Darzie and Mary  Darzie at the front door of Legbourne 

Abbey  
 
Yet something was missing from my life. I was not satisfied… 

April 1978, Packwood Revisited 
This is an account I wrote in April 1978, nearly ten years after I had left Packwood, when 
I revisited the school with an Iranian friend called Sayeed [not his real name]: 

Monday 3 April 1978 – at Shrewsbury station I met Sayeed when he got off the 3.30 pm 
train, the last I had been prepared to meet (this was a miracle, and answer to prayer)… 

Packwood – a deep well of dark, half-hidden memories, years for me so well expressed 
by ‘the Dark Ages’ – those bleak, austere, pagan years… What are my most vivid 
memories of those long, dark years? In brief: 

The fact of one’s whole life spent in fear and trepidation, dominated by the ‘HM’ 
[Headmaster] and Latin lessons. Adrenalin running as ‘sweet music’ is carried from the 
junior forms below. Break comes – PT in the Yard – at 11:15 am. Latin due for 4th lesson. 
The vital question, on which it seems your whole life depended: “What mood’s the HM in 
today?” “Quite good, you say? And we’ve Latin Grammar to take up half the lesson, so 
maybe we’ll be alright. Maybe we’ll get through this day unscathed. Maybe…”  

The weather didn’t matter; politics and the outside world were irrelevant – after all, if the 
Russians invaded us there would be no more Latin lessons! Families were largely 
forgotten. All that mattered was that you got through the Latin lesson safely. If it went well, 
everyone prepared their piece properly, you were OK, you could breathe again, you had 
survived one more day… 
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Then there was endless ‘bed study’, diving under the bed clothes with a Greek Grammar 
or Aeneid text, longing for the night not to pass, or waking up early on a summer’s 
morning to study. The reaction? Profound pessimism, skepticism, a kind of jaundiced 
outlook on life – and pseudo-religion: fervent praying founded on fear and superstition, 
prayers for deliverance and help in the classroom  

The journey to Packwood: Baschurch, through Ruyton XI Towns, past the Church, the 
Village Pump, the dairy, up the hill, through the gates. It was all ‘bigger’, in terms of new 
buildings, new fields, woods – the school had enlarged its borders. Yet at the same time it 
was ‘smaller’ – huge distances had contracted to a stone’s throw: Mr Roe’s house from 
the main school building, the pavilion from the dining room. 

Sayeed and I walked down the hill with Mrs Pease-Watkin. The HM was furiously shifting 
earth. Moment of truth, landscape of hills and fields like a huge painting, reminding me 
(for some reason) of Napoleon at the gates of Moscow. Up the hill, round the school, tea. 
PW hardly seemed to have changed. Like Napoleon, like Stalin, he still has everyone 
firmly under his thumb – while the whole place, finances and community flourishes under 
his dynamic influence. Only now was there the amazing experience of being able to talk 
to him – man to man. 

The past I leave behind me. And it seems that everything of significance that has 
happened to me has taken place since Packwood, since I last looked out across the 
valley from the ‘mushrooms’: Haileybury and starting the Christian life; Kenya; Cambridge; 
Pakistan; Greece. The dim and distant past I leave well and truly behind me… 

Epilogue: Reflections on Packwood, 1963 to 1968 
It is now March 2015, and I can’t leave the Packwood years without including some later 
reflections on Packwood, that in particular pay tribute to a man who played a very 
important part in my life – mostly for good, but not entirely – Edward Pease-Watkin, 
Headmaster. 
As I attempt to summarize the Packwood years, I am remembering events that occurred 
some 50 years ago. I am reminded first of all of Paul's words in Philippians 3, when he 
writes "But one thing I do, forgetting what lies behind, and straining forward to that which 
lies ahead, I press on toward the goal, for the prize of the upward call of God in Christ" 
(Philippians 3 v 13b, 14), and so I feel it is right and good to forget the dark times, such 
as the Headmaster's wild fury and uncontrollable temper, and the consequent fear and 
strain we students suffered. To dwell on such memories is not helpful (although, I recall 
that one positive outcome was that there was very little bullying, as all of us boys were 
facing a common enemy). 
There is a balance in the Scriptures, and the Psalmist encourages us to "Bless the 
LORD… and forget not all his benefits" (Psalm 103 v 2), and so it is right and helpful to 
remember the good times, and God's blessings and benefits of those years. So as I look 
back over those formative years, and as certain images and impressions remain fresh 
and vivid, what are the main things I remember and can be thankful for?  
First I will never forget the sheer beauty of the Shropshire countryside - perhaps not fully 
appreciated at the time. Surrounded by dairy farms, green fields and gently rolling hills, 
descending to the picturesque River Perry winding in the valley below, we awoke every 
morning to the sounds of cows mooing and being led to the dairies to be milked, tractors 
and trucks pulling up in the school Yard, and conversations among the country folk in 
that broad Shropshire dialect, with a good measure of Welsh mixed in! I remember the 
cold east winds and rain and sleet in the winter, and long days under cloudless skies or 
thunderstorms in summertime. 
School activities took us further afield, to Shrewsbury and Oswestry, Nescliffe and the 
Wrekin, and to North Wales. Some of my school friends were the sons of Welsh farmers, 
and I would sometimes be invited 'out' to share a Sunday lunch at a Welsh farm. 
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The academic programme was rigorous and very disciplined, with a major emphasis on 
the Classics - Latin prose and poetry, including Caesar's Gallic Wars, Livy, Ovid and 
Vergil's Aeneid, and Classical Greek (which has been a valuable foundation for New 
Testament Greek, as the two languages are very similar). I remember not only the 
vitriolic Headmaster, Edward Pease-Watkin, but the patient and dedicated Mr Barker. 
Maths was taught by Mr Rowe, the Senior Master, French by Mr Titterington, Geography 
by Captain Hunt, English by Mr Potter and History by Mr Edwards. And in my final years, 
in form ‘A’, there were only eight of us, so it was almost as if we were receiving private 
tuition. 
There was a strong emphasis on games (Soccer in the Autumn Term, Rugby in the 
Spring Term, Cricket in the Summer Term), and I was not good at any of them, so I often 
fulfilled the duties of linesman and scorer, but the underlying ethic of physical exercise 
and fitness was prevalent. When I started at Packwood in1963 there were six ‘houses’ 
(or ‘sixes’ as they were called), which assembled in the Yard at 11.15 am each morning 
for PT (Physical Training) - I was in Clarkes, for which the emblem colour was mauve, 
next to McFerrans (green) and Bradshaws (blue), and there was Harcourts (yellow), 
Mannings (orange) and Wilsons (red). At the end of my first term, just before Christmas 
1963 we had the PT competition, and I well remember trooping out in front of the judges 
and spectators after the call "Clarkes on Parade!" I was nervous as we did the star-jumps 
and other exercises, but Clarkes did OK. The last week of the Autumn Term before the 
Christmas holidays was always fun, with a Nativity Play in the church, a house charades 
competition (I remember a superb rendition of 'pro-test-ant', including the final gruesome 
scene when a ‘protestant’ was burned at the stake), and 'the Feast' (Harry Potter style). 
One of the highlights of boarding school life during the early 1960s was the 'film evening', 
which took place every four weeks or so on a Saturday night, and was a special treat. 
The very first film I saw (in 1963) was Titfield Thunderbolt (about one of the very first 
steam locomotives); another early one was Five Weeks in a Balloon; and one of the best 
was North-West Frontier, with Kenneth More as the British Army Officer and Gupta as 
the Indian engine driver (his train, Empress of India, or 'Victoria', will leave "in a very 
soon moment!").  
To give him his due, the Headmaster, Mr Pease-Watkin, was completely faithful in 
regularly reading the Scriptures to us, and leading the Sunday evening service, which 
had a strong choral element (in which I played a significant part as Head of the Choir). 
He was definitely a God-fearing man, and was without a doubt sincere in his faith, though 
his theology was not of an 'evangelical' kind. I clearly remember him saying to me, on at 
least one occasion, “The Lord helps those who help themselves”. I suppose he must 
have read many books of the Bible to us, chapter by chapter, but the one I remember 
best was Matthew's Gospel, though I have to be honest and say that I never properly 
understood it at the time. 
For a couple of the later years (1966 and 1967), we had a School Chaplain, Mr 
O'Connor, and he was quite good, kind and thoughtful, and I think I must have learned 
quite a bit from him. He once held a competition to redesign the Sunday morning service, 
and I won it! I remember one of the elements was to include a short (5 minute) talk 
immediately after singing the Psalm, to explain what the Psalm meant – how I must have 
longed to understand the Bible properly! 
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HMS Hecla’s visit to Akureyri, December 1965 
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HMS Hecla’s visit to East Greenland and St Kilda, April 1967 (kittens called Rona and Kilda) 
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Mount Hekla and Thingvellir (left), HMS Hecla at Heimaey Harbour, Vestmannaeyjar (right), Iceland, June 1967 
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Reykjavik Harbour, Iceland and HMS Hecla, May and June 1967… 
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School Photograph of Head Boys and Monitors, Summer 1968  
 

 

 

 

 
I am in the front 
row, fourth from 
left… 

 

James P (the 
other head boy) 
is on my left 
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Official Leavers’ Photographs, Summer 1968 – fishing, diving, canoeing… 
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Official Leavers’ Photographs, Summer 1968 – cricket, shooting, tennis… 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Cricket team – Richard C is front row, second from right 
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Haileybury Entrance Scholarship Examinations Papers 1968 
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Haileybury Entrance Scholarship Examination Papers 1968 
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Haileybury Entrance Scholarship Examination Papers 1968 (continued) 
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Haileybury Entrance Scholarship Examination Papers 1968 (continued) 
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Haileybury Entrance Scholarship Examination Papers 1968 (continued) 
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Haileybury Entrance Scholarship Examination Papers 1968 (continued) 
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Haileybury Entrance Scholarship Examination Papers 1968 (continued) 
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Haileybury Entrance Scholarship Examination Papers 1968 (continued) 
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Haileybury Entrance Scholarship Examination Papers 1968 (continued) 
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Haileybury Entrance Scholarship Examination Papers 1968 (continued) 
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Haileybury Entrance Scholarship Examination Papers 1968 (continued) 
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Haileybury Entrance Scholarship Examination Papers 1968 (continued) 
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Haileybury Entrance Scholarship Examination Papers 1968 (continued) 
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