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The Gattonian 

Newsletter for members of the gatton association 

Chairman’s Welcome
Dear Gattonians,

The school year is drawing to a close and the second 
issue of the newly named Gattonian will be “dropping 

through your letterbox”. Of course it was not that far back 
into the past that this would literally be the case; however 
technology now allows us to “post the letter” and “drop it 
through the letterbox” at the press of a button.  A method 
that is quicker, cheaper and reaches a far wider audience; 
for those of us who still like the feel of  communication on 
paper another click of a button on the printer will allow 
us to have a paper copy at our side. Of course we still 
ensure that those who do not have electronic access have 
the newsletter dropped through their letterbox. Of course 
if you know of any members who are not in receipt of the 
newsletter in either form please let us know their details 
and we will ensure that they are added to the mailing list.

As this school year draws to a close, as many of you will 
know the present Headmaster, Paul Spencer Ellis, will be 
retiring from the post that he has held for 15 plus years. 
As you will know the school has moved from strength 
to strength under his guidance. He has been a most 
enthusiastic supporter of the Gatton Association and 
has always encouraged the Association to work hand in 
hand with the school to ensure contact and interaction is 
maintained to ensure that the Gattonian community has 
positive links with an institution that was more than just a 
place where they went to school. On behalf of the GA may 
I take this opportunity to wish Paul, his wife and his now, 
adult family all the very best for the future and we really do 
hope to see them at future Gattonians events.

It is very encouraging to write about the feedback we 
received from the questionnaire contained (by electronic 
link) in the last newsletter and that was completed by large 
numbers of Gattonians. The results are being very carefully 
analysed and will form the basis of future activity organised 

by the Association. Ruth Turner and Di Martin have already 
been busy contacting many of you who have shown an 
interest in lending a “helping hand” in one way or another. 
The results are very encouraging and watch this space to 
see what your suggestions will bring forth.

The first Gattonian Day on Sunday 8th May was a most 
promising start to what we hope will be a landmark day 
in the future events of the GA. The day commenced with 
a splendid lunch in Gatton Hall, followed by a tour of all 
the new facilities within the school for those who had not 
had the opportunity to see what the school offers to the 
Boarder and Flexi Boarder community. The day was ended 
with a keenly contested netball match between the School 
and the Gatton Association. On this occasion the school 
was victorious and all players were awarded medals to mark 
this inaugural event. The next Gattonian Day during the 
summer term of 2017 now has a firm foundation to be built 
and we look forward to seeing many of you when the date 
is published and your invitation is sent to you.

The highlight of the day was the attendance of Mrs Maureen 
Pudney who attended the Alexandra in the 1930s and who 
at 87 years of age epitomised the true value of the GA in 
being able to facilitate friendship, communication and 
interaction between all Gattonians whether they attended 
the Alexandra, the Albert, Bishopswood  Camp or Gatton. 
Long may this be the case and I look forward to seeing 
many of you in the forthcoming year.

Cheers,

Benny Jones

If you want to get in touch please email 
OldScholars@gatton-park.org.uk

July 2016
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Gattonian Day 

In May we were delighted to welcome back over thirty 
Gattonians for the first ever Gattonian Day. It was a 

pleasure to see Gattonians of all ages come back, some 
who were at the school in the 1940s and others who left 
in recent years.

Lunch was held in Gatton Hall and was followed by tours 
of the school and an energetic netball match. Some of our 
more sporty Gattonians put on netball jerseys and joined 
current staff and pupils for a match, which unfortunately 
the Gattonian team lost. But there is always next year!

Thank you for your feedback  

Thank you to everyone who participated in the Gatton 
Association survey in February and March this year.  

We had 171 responses from Gattonians with 89% from 
Royal Alexandra and Albert, 3% from the Royal Albert and 
8% from the Royal Alexandra. There was a good spread of 
ages, with leavers ranging from the 1930s to recent years 
and it was good to read about what many of you have done 
since you left.  

The most popular ideas for get-togethers were the annual 
reunion, cocktail party in Gatton Hall, Remembrance Day, 
formal meal in Gatton Hall and reunions for a decade’s 
leavers e.g. 1980s.  We have many events in Gatton Hall 
and we asked what you would be prepared to pay for a 
three-course meal in Gatton Hall - 90% of people would be 
prepared to pay £20-£30. 

There was good feedback about the Gatton Association 
newsletter and you enjoy reading it.  The frequency seems to 
be about right and you like the recollections of past pupils.  
There were some excellent ideas for future newsletters e.g. 
‘where are they now’ section, careers of past pupils, more 
articles about each decade and articles about Bishopswood 
Camp.  

It has been hard to stick to a schedule for the newsletter as 
we rely on the school to have the resources available 

to help put it together, but we are aiming to send out a 
newsletter every term. 

There was general support for all the proposed ideas about 
the things the Gatton Association should do e.g. maintain 
an archive, raise funds for Foundationers, networking etc 
so the Committee will be working on making these things 
happen.

It was pleasing that 26 Gattonians offered to join the 
Committee or organise events in their area. If you offered 
to help, you should, by now, have been contacted by a 
member of the Committee. If anyone else would like to 
become more involved, please email 
OldScholars@gatton-park.org.uk.

The Gatton Association Committee will try to make sure 
that your comments are taken into account when we plan 
the newsletter and events for the future. To start with, there 
is an article by a past pupil who was at Bishopswood Camp 
in this newsletter. We are planning to have a cocktail party 
in Gatton Hall in 2017 and we are building up our archives.  

You don’t need to wait until we send out a survey.  If you 
have any thoughts about the newsletter, or what you would 
like from the Gatton Association please get in touch 
–all feedback is welcome!



G

33

Obituary - Kenneth Wilkinson
Maitland Park & Bishopswood Camp - 1938 – 1949

Ken passed away on June 1st in New Zealand where 

he lived for many years.  Ken travelled from his home 

to be at the latest reunion for the Old Scholars from his 

era. Ken leaves a widow Mavis and we offer our sincere 

condolences to her and to Ken’s sister Betty Kennell 

(nee Wilkinson) who lives in Tadworth, Surrey. 

We have been told by a Gattonian that Kenneth kept his sense of 

humour to the very end. The Committee’s deepest condolences 

are with Kenneth’s family and friends at this difficult time. 

Obituary - Vic Keleher 
Maitland Park & Bishopswood Camp - 1937 – 1945

Vic passed away in April in a Hospice in Exeter 

Devon. He leaves a widow Pam. The Bishopswood 

contingent of The Gatton Association offer Pam our deepest 

condolences.

Vic was a stalwart member of The Association for many 

years and will be sorely missed by all who knew him.

I have known Vic since our school days at the Royal 

Alexandra School.  My mother living in Manchester and 

working in ammunitions could only visit my sister Mona 

and me once a year in the summer spending her annual 

holiday locally or in Reading.  In the mid-forties she got 

talking to Mrs Keleher in London when travelling on a bus 

from Reading to Bishpswood camp on their daily visits.  

Auntie Keleher, as we came to call her, offered to visit us 

on her monthly visits.  I’m not sure how Vic viewed the 

visiting arrangements but he tolerated it with good grace 

and thereafter our two families remained in close contact.  

Vic left school before my sister and me but his mother 

continued her monthly visits right up to our leaving school.  

On leaving school Vic followed in his father’s footsteps and 

joined Scotland Yard Police Force, rising up the ranks to 

eventually taking charge of the Drug Squad.  During this 

period he did his national service with the Royal Air Force 

Police.  On retiring from Scotland Yard he was head-hunted 

by an American fraud investigation firm.  This employment 

necessitated travelling not only in this country but 

worldwide.  Pam his wife often accompanied him.  Being 

the friendly outgoing person he was he formed friendships 

in his work and holiday travels enjoying hospitality provided 

Vic and Pam at our Bishopswood 
reunion in 2002 and on the bench 
we donated to the school after that 
event.
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Obituary - Vic Keleher continued

by friends in various countries.  Pam and Vic were eager and 

happy to return hospitality and provide entertainment for 

friends visiting this country from abroad.  He also visited 

Australia and New Zealand on at least two occasions, 

tracking down and visiting members of his father’s family.  

Not long after leaving school Vic met up with and 

befriended another old scholar Jimmy Rayner, who more 

or less became a member of the Keleher family.  Through 

Vic I met up with Jimmy on a few occasions.  Jim retired to 

Spain and Vic and Pam enjoyed holidays in Spain staying 

with Jim and his partner.  Vic also enjoyed making contact 

with other old scholars and he served some time on the 

Gatton Association Committee.  He was a great gardener 

and he enjoyed swapping information and exchanging 

cuttings and plants.   Life was very full in the summer 

time bowling season, being an active member of his local 

bowling club. He was also a member of the RAF Police 

Association and a year or two ago he marched past the 

Cenotaph on Remembrance Day.

Vic and Pam had a long and happy marriage, raising three 

successful daughters of whom he was justly proud.  He 

was also extremely proud of his grandchildren and this 

year welcomed a great grandchild and he loved to impart 

information about them.  Vic was godfather to one of 

Mona’s daughters.  

Over the years we visited each other’s homes.  Pam and 

Vic travelling to our Manchester home and we to Uxbridge 

and subsequently to Exeter, where we were always 

treated with utmost warmth and generous hospitality.  In 

between visits we chatted on the telephone, Vic giving us 

information about school activities and old scholars.  

The past year has been traumatic for Pam and Vic.  Stomach 

cancer was diagnosed, an operation was not successful 

and chemotherapy was prescribed.  Not a comfortable 

procedure but born with fortitude and positive attitude.  

Mona and I flew down to Exeter for a three day visit in 

September.  Vic insisted that we stayed with them.  He 

drove to the airport to meet us and back again when we 

left.  He took us out for pleasant day and treated us to an 

evening meal.  I was agreeably surprised at how well he 

looked and his positive attitude.  Deep down I knew 

that things were not good; however, in October and 

with the blessing of the doctors, Vic and Pam managed 

a Spanish holiday staying with Jim’s Partner.  Vic enjoyed 

a great family gathering at Christmas and was all set for 

another holiday in Spain in February.  Alas a few days 

before travelling his condition worsened.  He remained at 

home in the care of his devoted wife supported by their 

daughters and what sounds like excellent NHS care, local 

Social Services and Voluntary Services before passing away 

on Sunday 10th April 2016.

Vic’s family and friends are going to miss him very much 

but we have some very happy memories to look back on 

now and in the future. I am grateful to the Royal Alexandra 

School for giving me a brother.  I admired his “get up and 

go” positive attitude to life and I valued his friendship. I 

am grateful for his generosity.  

May you rest in peace Vic. 

by Elizabeth Towler (née Betty Quayle)
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On September 7th 1945, my 
two brothers and I walked 

down Horsepond Lane with our 
Mum to Bishopswood; my life 
effectively started then, at the 
age of 9 years and 7 months. 
Geoff was 8, Gerald 11. As 
three of twelve children living 
a hand-to-mouth existence in 
Goodmayes, near Illford, our 
first years were of deprivation, 
evacuation and desperation. 

Our father died in an air raid 
having survived WW1 in the 
trenches, and we three had just 
returned from evacuation to Lancashire. Sadly these two 
brothers have passed away. 

Despite our humble start, we all suffered from 
homesickness accentuated by the initiation ceremony of 
‘running the gauntlet’ – scurrying through a howling mob 
wielding wet towels at our heads. These assailants were 
your dorm-mates! 

Accommodation comprised of three age-progressive boys’ 
dormitories and I believe two girls – since they were out 
of bounds, the number was unknown – for circa 300 kids 
in total, aged 8 to 16. Each dorm had 24 two-tiered iron 
framed beds with three blankets, a sheet and pillow, all to 
be neatly folded on the bed for the 8am ‘stand by your 
beds’ inspection by the Housemaster. 

We got up at 6am and in dorm order marched to the 
absolution block where toothpowder and soft soap were 
provided. We had to scour the basins with Pavitts (Vim) 
after use. The water was sometimes hot and you hoped 
it was during your weekly shower! Back in the dorm we 
could read comics or listen to the wireless until 7.30am 
when we marched to the dining hall for an inadequate 
breakfast, taken in silence. School lessons began at 9am 
until lunch break at 12.30pm then restarted at 2pm till 
4pm. 

The academic staff were very good, in particular Ellis Evans 
(Taffy) and Jack Andrews (Gump). In addition to teaching 

the three R’s they drummed into us good manners, 
deportment and diction and it is to these two teachers 
that we owed the deepest gratitude. Regrettably the same 
cannot be said for all of the housemasters, some of whom 
probably were suffering the after effects of the war. Some 
of them should never have been allowed anywhere near 
youngsters; bullying and abuse were common and there 
was no method of redress – you had to endure it. That 
said, the likes of Alfie Belton (A Dorm) and Bill Vousden 
(C Dorm) were head and shoulders above the rest and 
took a keen interest in the development of their charges. 
The Headmaster, George Woodman MA, was conspicuous 
by his absence and thus his lack of leadership and 
everything else. My lasting memory of him was his Hillman 
car, number plate HLO 809!

There was a thirst for all kinds of sports and we were 
sometimes banned from the dorms to encourage us in 
this direction. There was a relic of an asphalt tennis court 
(no nets or side-netting), an evil-looking green-coloured 
swimming pool and a self-made football area. Gump 
Andrews, Ron Pearce, Mo Kinchin, Clive Naylor and I 
made a cricket square and built a wooden hut and two 
practice nets at the bottom of the field. We spent hours 
with a clapped-out roller and a hand mower and soon 
played against other schools on it. There was a thriving 
conker championship, and hotly contested marbles 
matches were popular, and football. In C Dorm we had a 
half-size billiard table and table tennis.

Bishopswood – Memories Revisited 
by Anthony Edmunds

Bishopswood “A” Dormitory
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Bishopswood – Memories Revisited 
by Anthony Edmunds continued

There was an annual pantomime written by Gump and 
Taffy which included boys and girls. ‘Sarge’ Vousden was 
the Scout Master and many enrolled for that. I was taught 
elementary piano by Lees Howarth, the last Housemaster 
of C Dorm. Each month we had Visitors’ Day (Viso). We 
three, my brothers and I, rarely had any visitors so would 
disappear to Peppard common or go ‘scrumping’ – pears 
were a favourite! 

The school outing best remembered was in the spring 
of 1952 to Gatton Hall, the former home of the Colman 
family, and it certainly cut the mustard with us. The 
comparison with our surroundings at Bishopswood was 
difficult to take in and those like me about to leave school 
were envious of the new RAAS home. 

Back at the camp to say we were perpetually hungry would 
be an understatement. The food was barely adequate 
for growing youth – Oliver Twist had more seconds and 
probably fewer beatings! Nevertheless we had a very 
efficient school nurse who kept us alive with malt and 
castor oil, and a week in sick-bay was the ambition of all.
We were issued with every item of clothing you needed 
and some of it fitted. Fortnightly laundry ensured that you 
ended up with someone else’s pants or socks, hence the 
school number system. 

Girls were strictly off limits; however, rumour had it 
that some success in this direction was achieved in the 
darkness of bonfire night, regrettably not by me. Anyone 
talking about girls was a cissy. 

In 1947 I sat the Scholarship exam and was accepted at 
Henley Grammar School, thereby becoming a boarder at 

RAS. My success was wholly attained through the efforts 
of Taffy and Gump. My brother Geoff followed later. The 
teachers at HGS were all Oxbridge/ London graduates 
and it was one of the leading schools in the country for 
academic attainment. 

An agreement was struck between the two schools so that 
we would represent RAS at cricket and HGS at rugby. Ron 
Pierce, Brian Reynolds and I played for Ox/Bucks and 
Berks U15s. After O Levels I was fortunate enough to be 
given a sponsorship by a school benefactor to do my A 
Level course at Newcastle Royal Grammar School, a huge 
learning factory of over 2000 pupils (120 in the Sixth 
Form.) I played in the 1st XI and 1st XV and was a prefect 
in my last year. 

Rather than read Economics at Durham I decided to join 
the RAF, was commissioned and served twenty-four years 
as a navigator on six different squadrons. I subsequently 
found employment with the BAA at Heathrow as Airfield 
Operations Manager, and retired in 1992 to play golf, 
which I still do four times a week in my 80s. 

In 1982 I played cricket for Bracknell CC against 
Bishopswood Sports Club. A new square has been laid 
close to the old circle in front of the dining hall (where the 
teams took tea.) The former pitch so painstakingly laid out 
all of those years had gone, so too had most of the huts, 
but not my memories. 

Winston Churchill said “There can be no better investment 
that to put milk into babies”. Equally he could have said 
‘education into deprived children’.

We have many boxes of photos from the 1940s to 2000s and most 
of them do not have dates or descriptions.  If you would like to 
help us to identify dates/places/names please get in touch.  We 
plan to have an archive day in August and there will be lunch in 
the school dining room for any volunteers.   If you want to get 
involved please email seforadias@gatton-park.org.uk.

Mystery archive photos - 
can you help? 
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Founders’ Day 2016 – 
Visit by Her Royal Highness the Duchess of Gloucester

Over the years, Her Royal Highness the Duchess of 
Gloucester has shown great support for the Royal 

Alexandra and Albert School. As the President of the 
School, she has made frequent visits to mark significant 
occasions in the School’s life. This year she joined pupils, 
staff, governors and past pupils for the annual Founders’ 
Day service on 6th May 2016. This was the last Founders’ 
Day service for retiring Headmaster, Paul D Spencer Ellis 
and the whole day was a celebration of the ongoing 
success of the school. 

The Duchess, who is our President, particularly wanted to 
meet pupils during her visit, and she met many of them 
as she handed out prizes to this year’s winners. She joined 
staff and pupils for a brief reception before greeting Junior 
pupils who were waiting excitedly to meet her. She even 
‘high-fived’ one of the juniors during her walkabout. 

During the Founders’ Day service, the Duchess heard how 
the School continues to support children whose home 
circumstances make boarding education desirable. There 

was a particularly moving address from Chloe Rutherfoord, 
a past pupil who is currently studying Medicine at Bristol 
University. Chloe explained how the School had helped 
her to overcome very difficult home circumstances, and 
enabled her to pursue her dream of becoming a doctor. 
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Founders’ Day 2016 – 
Connaught Medal Winners

This year’s Founders’ Day was made even more special 
by the attendance of past Connaught Medal Winners. 

It would appear that from 1968 all those who were 
recognised for their general execellence with a Connaught 
Medal award did not in fact receive a medal. 

The Committee was keen to ensure that all winners had 
a medal that they could keep as a tangible memento of 
their time at the School and their achievements. It was 
a pleasure to finally, after a number of years, award the 
Connaught Medal winners with a replica medal of their 
own. Their names were also added to the Connaught 
Medal boards in Gatton Hall for posterity. 

David Edwards

Ricci De Freitas

April Jones

Stuart Jenkin
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After the success in regaining contact 
with a number of Connaught Medal 

winners, we’d like to hear from the 
winners of the Colonel J Kelly Holdsworth 
Scholarship Awards. The Holdsworth Prize 
along with the Connaught Medal are the 
school’s most prestigious awards, given to 
students who displayed excellence during 
their time at the school. Those who received 
the Holsdworth Prize were recognised for 
their academic achievements.

If your name is on the board, or you believe 
it should be, we’d love to hear from you. 
Please get in contact with Sefora Dias by 
email or telephone (contact details on last 
page). In particular, we’d like to know 
what you received as your prize.

Founders’ Day 2016 – 
Calling all Holdsworth Prize Winners!

 

Mr Stone attended the School from 1963 to 1967. His parents’ marriage broke down when he 
was 5 years old and, after his mother remarried a private in the Royal Army Medical Corps, 

the family moved to Singapore in 1960. Mr Stone and his two siblings, John and Vivienne, got into a 
number of scrapes during their time there. If you would like to read Mr Stone’s entertaining account of 
his days before being admitted to the School and his life after it, his full autobiography is available at 
http://www.raa-school.co.uk/old_scholars_newsletters.asp

The following chapter from the autobiography starts as Mr Stone arrives at the School. 

Autobiography of an Old Scholar 
by Kenneth Stone

It was at this stage of our lives that our parents thought 
it would be better if the children were getting a better 

education. You see, school started in Singapore at eight 
in the morning and finished at twelve, midday. By this 
time temperatures had risen to well over thirty five degrees 
Celsius. Not only the teachers but the pupils could 
not work or concentrate in these temperatures, and air 
conditioning was not available. So with a six months gap 
we were, one after the other, sent home back to England. 
My brother returned first after being eighteen months in 

Singapore. And with case packed, a label around my neck, 
I stepped on-board a four engine turbo prop plane bound 
for good old Blighty, approximately six months after my 
brother. After a three-stop landing for refuelling (one of 
which incurred having to change one of the tyres of the 
main undercarriage), I finally arrived at London Gatwick 
Airport on the 7th January 1963, 30 hours after departing 
Singapore International Airport. Now I was the best part 
of twelve thousands miles from my parents.
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I was stood there waiting and a large gentleman (very large 
from my perspective at the time) approached me and took 
charge of my person after proving his identity to my flight 
assistant. She was one of the flight stewardesses as they 
were called then, and had the task of ensuring I was met 
by this person at the airport. He introduced himself and 
we made our way to the rail station. Turns out he was the 
headmaster of RAAS at the time. 

We arrived at Redhill train station, got into his parked 
car and made our way to RAAS via Rocky Lane. All this 
time I had been in a world of…I think the word to use 
here would be ‘numbness’. You see I was now completely 
alone, a long way from home. I had left a temperature of 
over 35 degrees and had come back to one of the worst 
severe winters England had had in decades. Snow in the 
fields was over six foot deep! After two years in the tropics, 
my skin colour had now turned very dark brown and only 
a small outline of bathing trunks showed my true skin 
colour. We’re not talking a nice sun tan after three weeks 
on the Costa Brava here, but dark brown to black.

Gloucester House is where I started life at the RAAS, this 
being dictated through my age. The first few weeks were 
very difficult because the other children, cruel as children 
can be to each other, picked on me extensively because of 
my colour. Adding to my suffering were many occasions 
of loneliness and of being homesick. Many a night I lay 
under the bed covers and cried myself to sleep, wondering 
what I had done to end up in this situation. Thousands 
and thousands of miles from my brother and sister and 
family. Anyone snivelling yet? Why not? 

But all clouds have a silver lining. There was a dark-
skinned pupil in Gloucester House at the same time as 
me and we became very close friends. This was not out 
of sympathy to a person being treated like an underdog 
but genuine, I like you, relationship. And this friendship 
lasted throughout my entire stay at the school, even when 
we were moved to different senior houses again dictated 
through age. Things started to pick up once the other 
children had been given a strong reprimand about racist 
bullying. 

I must point out at this point that at this time school 
rules were very strict and any infringement was dealt with 
immediately and without remorse. This not only applied 

to the school rules but each and all of the various House 
rules. Movement around the school was almost always 
carried out by Houses in columns of twos. Meal times, 
church services, going to the sports field by the big lake 

and similar activities. The punishment scale went roughly 
as follows:

Having to write hundreds and hundreds of lines, this of 
course taking up your personal playing time. For more 
serious infringements, a ruler across the back of the hand 
or a large leather slipper across garments on the backside. 
And for the severe breaking of the rules, the cane! In other 
words, corporal punishment had not yet been banned by 
the laws of the land. I think one can say the excitement of 
breaking the rules was doing what was not allowed and 
knowing what the consequences would be, and notching 
up a victory if you did not get caught. 

There was one housemaster in particular in Albert house. 
Not the housemaster himself but one of his aids, if my 
memory serves me well, who went under the name of Mr 
Rennook. We slept in dormitories of six to eight pupils, 
depending on the room size. My dormitory was the first on 
the left at the top of the stairs, on the dining hall entrance 
side. Mr Rennook stood in the room entrance and having 
satisfied himself that we had all put ourselves into bed 
properly, he said good night and no more talking. 

10

Autobiography of an Old Scholar 
by Kenneth Stone Continued

Kenneth Stone and friend Roby trimming the hedge down 
Rocky Lane in 1960s.
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With that, the light switch was switched off, the lights 
went out and the door was closed. So thinking we were 
at last alone with the door shut, many of us had a last few 
sentences about our day’s adventures, either academic 
or after schooling hours and play time. This housemaster 
had in fact pushed the door an inch open again and just 
waited for a voice or noise. Wallop, the door flew open, 
lights came back on, and there he stood and asked, “Who 
was talking?” Everybody knew what it meant if you owned 
up, so very few did. And this always meant that we all had 
to get up and file down to the other end of the corridor 
to his room that was situated over the living quarters of 
the housemaster and his family. Then one by one we 
had to walk forward bend over and touch our toes, thus 
stretching our pyjamas to the contours of our backside 
like a micro fine skin on top of the real skin and wait. 
The size 12 leather slipper descended with a sharp crack 
after it had had made contact with your body. The stinging 
started almost immediately, if you were lucky to get away 
with one wallop. You then ran back down the corridor, 
desperately trying not to cry out aloud with pain, reached 
your bed, put your head under the pillow and cried out 
with pain until you eventually fell to sleep. 

I hope to get the times right here as to a normal day’s 
routine during the days of Monday to Friday. Wake up 6 in 
the morning. Wash up and then beds made by 6:45. File 
down to the dining hall by 7 o’clock. Breakfast till 7:30. 
Back to the house and prepare for school classes starting 
at 8. Playtime from 9:30 till 10:00, resume classes until 
12:00. Move down to the dining hall in columns of two. 

All seated by 12:30. Dinner until 1:00 afternoon. Back in 
columns of two to our relevant houses. Free time within 
the house boundaries until 1:45. Back to the school 
buildings in columns of two for school classes until 4:00 
in the afternoon. School finished and back to our houses 
for half an hour’s prep. Prep in those times is homework 
today. If you had listened in class you got the work done 
in the allotted time. If you had not, then you had to sit 
at your desk until you did finish it, right or wrong. After 
homework, free time until 5:30. Then walk to the dining 
hall in columns for tea. Back in your houses by 6:30. Free 
time until 7:45. Bed from eight onwards depending on 
your age. Of course these times would change with the 
seasons. In summer we had more free time outside in the 

evening. Saturday was not too bad because we only had 
school classes until 12:00 then dinner and the rest of the 
day was ours until tea time. 

After a certain age we were allowed to go to the nearby 
town of Redhill. Then a lot smaller than it is today. This we 
were allowed to do if we were in groups of four or more. 
We used to cut through the long walk by road, by going 
down to the sports field by the big lake, walking around 
part of this lake and then using a proper door set into 
the boundary fencing and walls of the RAAS estate. The 
picture I have just portrayed is the truth and not a figment 
of my imagination. 

You must remember that there were several hundred 
children split up into the eight houses in my day. Alexandra 
for the youngest of the girls. Elizabeth for the middle aged 
girls. Gatton Hall for the senior girls. Gloucester house 
for the youngest of the boys. Then Cornwall, Edinburgh, 
Kent and finally Albert Houses for the middle age and 
senior boys. There were set timetables when to eat, sleep, 
play, work and learn. And this all had to be coordinated 
to fit as much in, in an eight hour day or so. So this in 
itself is a compliment to the management for surpassing 
this mammoth task on a day to day basis. The rules were 
there to keep things running efficiently and smoothly. And 
I think I can say they did. Nobody ever told you to break 
a rules. So if you did not break rules then your life was 
smooth sailing. But as we all know, children will be 
children. How many of us can say in all truthfulness 
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that they have never been dared to do something, or 
double dared? For myself and my brother and sister all 
I can say is that we grew up in a very strict Victorian 
atmosphere. The RAAS at that time was an extension of 
that.

Quite some time later my sister arrived from Singapore 
and was admitted into Alexandra House. I was now in 
Albert house and much older and wiser to things, and 
took her into my shadow and helped her through the 
transition of leaving home at such an early age. At least 
she had one of her big brothers’ shoulders to cry on when 
she needed comforting.

I have been back to the RAAS on four occasions since 
leaving many, many years ago. And the last one was, I 
think, the one that had the most changes. At the time 
I was a pupil there, there were absolutely no barriers or 
fencing on any of the pathways or walking areas around 
the school. None of the lakes had barriers or fencing 
around them. And we had an outside swimming pool. 
It was located to the right side about thirty yards from 
Gatton Hall’s side wall if you were looking at it from 
the dining hall entrance. At the back of the dining hall, 
where there is now a spiral staircase, the Albert house side 
entrance viewing point, there used to be a Tuck Shop. 

This was only open on a Saturday from two til four in the 
afternoon. So if you had a little pocket money left over 
you could treat yourself to a sherbert dab or a liquorish 
curly whirly or an orange ice-lolly. The school playground, 
unlike the partly covered open sports hall of today, was 
just a massive slab of tarmac reaching to the road, where 
all the children came out for the break to play: girls doing 
their ring a ring of roses, skipping and the like, boys with 
their conkers (if in season) or marbles, or throwing a 
penny up against the wall to see who could get closest. 
And, on the odd occasion, a small stroll up and down the 
road hand in hand with one’s childhood sweetheart. The 
latter not so often because the teachers did not like to see 
that sort of thing taking place. 

We still had ink wells and nib pens with blotting paper. 
An ink biro was still pretty new on the market and not 
readily available for one and all. So ink bombs flicked 

with a rubber band was a good pastime in the class room. 
Just be sure you did not get caught. One hundred lines 
minimum, or the wooden ruler on the back of the hand. 
Pull your hand away and you got two strokes. 

The tennis courts and other playing fields are now on the 
opposite side of the road to the playground where open 
farm fields were ploughed and sown with wheat, barley 
or oats. Just before the harvest season started, if you were 
lucky, you could earn a few shillings extra pocket money by 
helping the farmer reap the wild oats before the harvester 
came. These plants were very similar to the sown product 
but grew a few inches higher. So we walked up and down 
the fields for a few hours pulling them out. The fitness 
centre with all of the modern appliances was non-existent 
then, and the medical centre was much bigger, with up to 
thirty beds for the school children. I myself spent ten days 
in bed with some infection, I can’t remember anymore 
what it was. But it was good fun as the hospital, as it was 
known then, had a different timetable to everything else. 
It was a great time when you were in there as a patient but 
hit you when you came out, because there was a lot of 
schooling to catch up on. 

We all had our very own school desk, all the books one 
needed, and rubbers and pens pencils and crayons never 
left it. This is because we never left the class room. It was 
the teachers that moved around from different classroom 
to classroom, bringing with them the knowledge they 
passed on to us. I have not met the gentleman since 
leaving but have been told there is still a member of staff 
there who was a teacher in my time. His name is Mr Roy 
or Ray Davies. Sorry if I have got your name wrong. You 
were my English & Geography teacher. My best regards to 
you sir. Oh and I still know where Sydney is.

We had inter-house competitions on the sports field, 
cross country running for the whole school, outings 
to various places around the area of Reigate. Our main 
topics at school were Maths, English, History, Biology & 
Chemistry, Arts & Crafts, Religion, Geography, they did 
try a pilot class for four times a year in foreign languages, 
each having two hours allocated for this subject. They were 
about two months apart so this simply meant what you 
had learned the last lesson was long gone from memory 
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when the next class took place. I do remember the school 
having three different French teachers in less than a year. 
Maybe it was the way they were trying to teach us? Not 
many of us from the whole school were into learning a 
different language other than our mother tongue. Arts and 
crafts were split into two categories: girls did needlework 
and cookery; boys, metal and woodwork. Sorry girls, I 
did not make up the rules then. Politics, world study, sex 
and political correctness were not subjects on the school 
plan in those days. We all found out about the birds and 
the bees through the grapevine on the school playground. 
Our teachers were strict but fair. 

I like to think that most of what was taught to me stayed 
in somewhere. It is just becoming more and more difficult 
to retrieve that information. There was one thing that 
probably had a strong pull into my development whilst 
at the RAAS. In fact there are more, respect for my elders 
for one, truthfulness and duty to friends, punctuality, and 
I think the strongest would be, respect for yourself.  If you 
do not have that then you cannot have any for others. 

The other thing I started mentioning was Albert House’s 
Dennis Lawnmower! It was a self-propelled lawn mower 
with a 36 inch rotary blade on the front and had a 
temperament fit to send the strongest king running for his 
horse. It became my task and mine alone to mow the grass 
at the front of the House every ten days or so. I did earn a 
few pennies extra pocket money doing it, although I did it 
because it was fun as well. Don’t forget the large annexes 
now protruding from the front of each of the houses were 
not there when I was, so the lawn area was larger than it 
is now. This mower hissed, coughed, spluttered to one 
and all who tried to operate it, including the housemasters 
and aids, and had a kick back on the starting handle, fit to 
break one’s arm. I took a love to it and its quirks. And after 
many failures in trying to calm it down, I succeeded. From 
that day forth I was the only one in Albert House who 
really knew how to start it first time and run it smoothly 
the whole afternoon until the grass was completely cut. 
I still carry those secrets with me today. And I should 
imagine that the Dennis lawnmower of Albert House has 
been recycled long ago into scrap metal. 

I also experienced a long term relationship with a girl I 
met at the school. Three and a half years. Not long you 
say? Try it at that age, it seems like an eternity. Her name 
was Patricia Lambert. She was in Elizabeth House with 
her sister. She came down from Yorkshire. And we still 
had contact with one another long after leaving the RAAS. 
I still have a photograph of her and myself holding hands. 
My childhood sweetheart.

All in all, the memories are many and I cannot list them 
all. I will always remember the good times I experienced 
at the RAAS and if I had had a little more sense (but 
then who does at that age?) could have avoided a few 
of the punishments. Having said that, the punishments 
we received were just and let us know we had crossed 
the line. Even in the animal kingdom the parents scold 
their offspring from time to time. It taught us the values I 
have mentioned before and did not set us on the path of 
revenge where you thought to yourself, just wait til I am 
grown up. You will get yours. And with this, my time at 
the RAAS was drawing to a close ready to move on to the 
next adventure in my life.

Autobiography of an Old Scholar 
by Kenneth Stone Continued

Kenneth Stone with his childhood sweetheart Patricia Lambert.
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Letter from the 
Headmaster

Dear Old Scholar,

It is with real sadness that I write my last letter to the Gatton Association.  Why sadness?  Because I have loved my 
fifteen and a half years living in Gatton Park and having the responsibility of running this unique school.  I am also 

now very familiar with the history of the two original schools, as well as the amalgamated school, and of the charitable 
tradition which makes this school so different from other boarding schools.  I really will miss “my” school.

Who is entitled to say “my” school?  The Governors?  The members of the Board of Management because they technically 
own the buildings and grounds and have responsibility for the finances?  The Old Scholars whose memories are invested 
in the school?   The current pupils (and their parents)?   Me as Headmaster?

My answer is all of us think of Royal Alexandra and Albert School as “my” school and this is very positive for the school, 
but we approach our ownership of the school from different directions.

As Headmaster, working with the Governors and the Board of Management, I have overseen a doubling in the number 
of pupils and considerable financial investment over the last fifteen years.  We also now have a largish Sixth Form which 
is majority boarding.  This was absolutely necessary as the way state schools are financed has changed and they need to 
be much larger and academically more successful nowadays in order to be financially viable.  Indeed there is still further 
expansion necessary in the Sixth Form and eventually we will need a tenth boarding house.

In expanding the school and improving the facilities the drive was to make the school attractive to pupils and parents 
whose expectations of comfort and computing and sports facilities are firmly rooted in the 21st century – whereas the 
boarding house bathrooms and showers that I inherited in 2001 we more in tune with the 19th century!

At the same time we aimed to preserve at all costs two things: the ethos and feel of the school and its charitable tradition.  
When I first started as Headmaster I was struck by the friendliness of the pupils, the excellent relations between staff and 
pupils and the fact that pupils were treated as individuals.   Staff have worked hard to maintain this and visitors frequently 
comment on the friendliness of the place and that the pupils are obviously happy to be here.

The number of young people at the school who are financially supported by the School’s own Charitable Foundation as 
well as those supported by other charities has grown considerably over recent years.  I am pleased that a good number of 
“Foundationers” as we call them, have progressed on to university in recent years, while others have moved on to courses 
which provide a solid progression into employment.  Our aim is to help all such young people achieve the best results 
that they can and, most importantly, to send them on to employment or job training so that they have the opportunity 
for successful adult lives.   

Old Scholars are, quite naturally, more interested in the school that they attended rather than in the school as it is now.   
They come to meet up with old friends, to see the buildings where they lived which have, inevitably, been modernised, 
which can be a disappointment to them (!), and to chat.  To reminisce about years spent living here and revisit sometimes 
bitter-sweet thoughts about those times. 

I am also very aware that a few Old Scholars were the victims of a small number of members of staff whose unspeakable 
actions have led to heavy prison sentences.  I have worked very closely with the Surrey Police Safeguarding unit as it has 
investigated cases of suspected abuse that, in some cases, go back very many years, and I continue to encourage anyone 
who was a victim or has information about what happened to contact Surrey Police.

On a brighter note, I believe that we now have a growing and thriving Gatton Association.  There are annual 
events in School for those who are about to leave, to encourage them to join the Association.  We now run an Old 
Scholars Day or “Gattonian Day”, including a lunch, on the Sunday immediately after Founders’ Day, which allows 
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us to separate two events which were becoming too big to be run at the same time.   Old Scholars join the School’s 
annual trips to the war cemeteries of Northern France and Belgium and have laid wreaths on the graves of those often 
very young men who did not return from the Great War.  We hold an annual lunch for winners of the Connaught medal 
and Gattonians have been very supportive in attending Careers events in school.

A pupil who joins the school in Year 3 and leaves after A levels will have done eleven years in the school and a few years 
ago we had a boy who did the Lower Sixth twice and so managed 12 years here as a boarder.  I always tell pupils that I 
am a boarder as my own home is in France and I live here in term time just as they do.   So, as a boarder of fifteen and 
a half years, I consider myself to be a Gattonian and hope to retain my links to the School alongside other Old Scholars.

With best wishes

 

Paul D Spencer Ellis

Headmaster

School News
WW1 Visit 

1916 was a 
time of heavy 

losses during 
the First World 
War. On the first 
day of the Battle 
of the Somme, 
over 19,000 
men of the 
Allied forces lost 
their lives. The 
Battle continued 
until November 
and the losses 
mounted up. 
Nine past pupils 
of the Royal 

Alexandra and Albert School died in the area and the bodies 
of seven of them have never been found. 

Year 8 pupils were joined by Old Scholars and governors for 
a visit to the cemeteries of the nine fallen soldiers who had 

been at the School. The visit started at Ovillers Military 
Cemetery to see the grave of Rupert Percy Butler who was 
killed in action on 3rd July 1916 at the age of 22. The 
Headmaster led a short service at the graveside and a wreath 
was placed on the grave by Mr Gordon who had been a pupil 
at the School in the 1940s.

The group then visited the town of Albert where there is a 
WW1 museum. After a tour of the museum, pupils attended 
a presentation about life in the trenches and the weapons 
that were used in the war. One pupil tried on the uniform of 
a soldier, and others tried on the helmets of German, French 
and British soldiers. 

Next was a visit to the grave of Francis Richard Merrick at 
Dartmoor Cemetery. Francis Merrick died of his wounds in 
September 2016 leaving a widow and two children. The final 
visit was to Thiepval Memorial which is where the 73,000 
British and South African men who have no known grave are 
remembered. These lives were lost between 1916 and 1918 
and seven past pupils of the Royal Alexandra and 
Albert School are remembered here.
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Gatton-Style Street Party 

Pupils at the Royal Alexandra and Albert School 
celebrated the Queen’s 90th birthday with a bumper 

street party.

450 pupils enjoyed a party meal in the spectacularly 
decorated dining room, and then had an afternoon of 
entertainment in the school’s stately home, Gatton Hall, 
and in Gatton Park.

The day started with pupils and guests gathered in the 
School’s Chapel and a welcome from the Headmaster. 
The first event, a hat parade, took place and the judges 
reviewed the hats junior pupils had been working on over 
the last few weeks. There were some creative masterpieces 
and the winners received special 90th birthday teddies.

The inclement weather meant the outdoor street party had 
to be moved indoors but it was no less spectacular. The 
dining room (renamed The Mall) was a vision of red, white 
and blue and party goers were welcomed by drama pupils 
dressed as royalty, acting as living statues. Once seated, the 
Headmaster said grace and pupils tucked in to a birthday 
meal of sandwiches, sausage rolls, cheese and pineapple 
on sticks, cupcakes, jelly and fizzy pop. A steel band led 
the 450 voices as they sang Happy Birthday to the Queen. 
Then came the serious business of judging the inter-
house birthday cake competition. Each house had baked 

a birthday cake for the queen and the winning house won 
pizzas for their evening meal. 

By the time pupils had finished their meal, the weather had 
improved so they were able to enjoy the many activities on 

offer in and around Gatton Hall. There was a magician, 
circus acts that pupils could try for themselves, music from 
a steel band and performances from pupils at the school. 
The Equestrian Centre laid on pony rides and older 
pupils set up stalls including, guess the number of 
sweets in the jar, sweet tombola, hook-a-duck, ten-pin 
bowling, face painting, tin pan alley, balloon modelling 
and many others.

School News
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The End or The Beginning?
By Patrick White, Deputy Head Boy

We often hear from Gattonians that they particularly enjoy reading about current pupils at the School and what 
they are up to. Patrick White, the outgoing Deputy Head Boy wrote a wonderful piece for the school newsletter 
about his years at the school and what the experience has meant to him. We wish Patrick the best with his A 
Levels and all the success for the future.  

The seven years that I have attended the Royal Alexandra 
and Albert school have been the most amazing and life 

changing years that I have ever experienced. 
On reflection, I can still recall my first day starting as a 
Year 7 all those years ago, walking into Albert House with 
slight apprehension but a desire to learn and develop 
new friendships across my own year as well as others. 
It seemed quite comical at the time with all the new 
students congregating within the common room with 
oversized blazers and several bags hanging off their arms 
waiting in anticipation for Father Paul to give further 
instructions about the daily life that we now have become 
so accustomed to. 

I vividly remember looking around the sports hall, where 
all new Year 7s had come to be assigned tutor groups. The 
new students who were to become my fellow classmates, 
teammates and most importantly close friends across my 
years at Gatton and thinking, where will I fit in. However, 
the answer was that I didn’t need to try to fit in as everyone 
across the Year was welcoming and friendly from the very 
onset of my attendance at the school. 

This, I believe, is one of the many qualities which the 
school upholds and stands for, which is inclusiveness. 
It doesn’t matter where you’re from, what school you 
previously went to or if you’re a boarder, flexi-boarder or 
day pupil you will always be accepted by the school and its 
students, teachers and other faculty members. This makes 
this school what it is today. 

This school has not only gifted me with the educational 
needs to further my studies onto university but it has 
progressed me further on a personal level, whether that 
was on a curricular or extra-curricular level giving me 
opportunities to excel in all aspects of life, from developing 
my resilience in the face of challenges or making me aspire 

to my highest academic ability. I firmly believe that from 
being within this school and community that I have 
become a well-rounded and confident individual ready to 
face whatever the future holds. 

From Year 7 to my finals months in Year 13, I have seen 
this school develop and grow in to something that I believe 
all of us as students, teachers, parents and others internally 
and externally should be extremely proud of. Although 
many of my current Year and other faculty member will be 
leaving us this summer, I have no doubt in my mind that 
this ethos will continue and will resonate throughout the 
whole school.  

I wish the very best of luck to all students and teachers 
throughout the school who will either be joining us this 
September or continuing their involvement within the 
school. I hope that you will all experience the same passion 
and love that I have for this school and you will enjoy your 
time at Gatton as much as I have. 

Patrick White with other Sixth Formers at a Macmillan Coffee 
Morning in the Sunley Sixth Form Centre.
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The Objectives 
of the Gatton 
Association
The Objectives of the Gatton 
Association are:

a.  To foster, encourage and enable all  
 former pupils and former staff to  
 remain in touch with their school  
 colleagues and the School

b.  To offer support and assistance to 
 aid former and current pupils

The Committee of the 
Gatton Association

Contact Details
To contact the Committee please email OldScholars@gatton-park.org.uk 

or write to:

Gatton Association  

Royal Alexandra and Albert School

Gatton Park

Reigate

Surrey 

RH2 0TD

You may also contact Helen Pollard and Sefora Dias, 

the Gatton Association liaising team at the School. 

Helen Pollard Sefora Dias 

helenpollard@gatton-park.org.uk  seforadias@gatton-park.org.uk 

01737 649211 01737 649168


