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Thank you for your letters, I so enjoy receiving them.  Several of you have 

provided names  for the Netball team picture sent in by Janet South and 

also the photo provided by Norma Haywood taken in the playing fields.  

  

Maureen Piper (Marshall) 1949-52 emailed Stephen Jones….“I was 

hoping the photo of the netball team would be on the KDCS website so 

that I could see it more clearly.  This was my era and I knew Pat Slaney 

and I could possibly identify more girls if the picture was clearer.”  

Stephen Jones replied that the photograph is on the KDCSA facebook page 

where you can “tag” names of people that you recognise.  

www.facebook.com/KDCSAssociation/photos  

 

I will reproduce these pictures in this newsletter with additional names. 

 

Margaret (Peggy) Picco, a veteran of WWII (WRNS) has sent in an 

account of her memorable visit to the Abbey on VE Sunday, 10th May.   

What a proud day it must have been for her. Also Iris Bower (Valle) has 

written of her childhood memories of the second world war. We would 

love to hear your memories of the war time (some of you were evacuated 

with the school to Leigh)  and perhaps some of you attended a street party 

on  VE Day.  I look forward to receiving your letters. 

 

Jean Pollard (Mitchell) who entered the school in 1932 had a younger 

brother, Jim who attended 1935-37.  When sending a donation in his 

memory she mentions that her nieces told her that their Mother (Muriel 

Hart) who was married to Jean’s older brother, also attended in 1925.   It 

would be nice to hear how many family members attended KDCS.  I, 

myself, had a sister Betty Wright who attended in 1936. 

 

More pictures from our final Reunion are in this issue and all the photos 

are in colour on our website www.kdcsa.co.uk   Many of you do not have 

computers, but perhaps young family members can access this for you. 



 

 

There were a couple of errors in the July issue - Edna Stagg’s obituary 

notice stated that her married name was Hock - this should have been 

Lock. 

 

 

This picture is of Shirley Rosser, 

 Jillian Paul and John Low 

 NOT David Smith. 

 

 

 

 

Sorry, will do better!!!! 

 

Ethel Bryant telephoned and informed me that it was she who had handed 

me the original cutting of John Crisp’s advert regarding the reunion to be 

held on 20th May 1995.  This was reproduced in the July newsletter.   

Thank you Ethel - it is amazing that you had kept it for so long. 

 

We are very grateful to have received many good wishes and thanks for 

keeping you all in touch through the newsletter.  I hope you enjoy reading 

this one and keep your letters coming.  We cannot do without them, short, 

long and any pictures, if you have them. 

 

Janet CK                                                          Email janet@jangeo.co.uk 

 

 

 

 

 

We hope you all have a Very Happy Christmas 

together with your family and loved ones, and 

wish you a Peaceful and Healthy New Year.       

                   

 

 

 



 

 

MARGARET (PEGGY) PICCO a veteran of WWII (WRNS)  attended 

the Abbey service on VE Sunday10th May, with others from the Kingston 

branch and has written an account of her wonderful day……. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A few weeks of panic preceded the Great Day, especially when it came to 

communication online!  Weather beautifully spring like, couldn’t have 

been better.  Daughter Caroline accompanied me (“carer/chaperone” they 

decreed, I said she was a guest - I didn’t need caring for - yet!)  We’d taken 

a taxi to New Malden station and another from Waterloo (why not make it 

special?), but had a way to walk and were rather early.  Generous travelling 

expenses were paid to anyone who applied.  As can be imagined, security 

was very strict.  (Central Hall let us use their loos!) 

 

In the Abbey, I was asked where we’d like to sit and I replied “Near the 

band, please” (Welsh Guards): “Yes, those are the softest”!  We were 

central, three rows back - the first two reserved for VIPs.  An old chap sat 

next to me, rather flustered, late, complete with medals, badges, brooches - 

even a pair of miniature clogs (I hoped a memento of service abroad!). The 

other four from my WRNS Kingston branch sat at a distance. 

 

 



 

 

The Queen, Duke of Edinburgh and their sons attended; I didn’t see the 

princesses or duchesses.  It was unusual to see HM in dark clothing.  

Several young people gave readings during the service - which was quite 

touching - including Zoe Churchill, who gave a suitably strong, clear 

interpretation. 

 

A wonderful Marine band and Scottish pipe band led the parade outside 

the abbey to St James’s Park.  I was amazed - and gratified - to see so 

many people had turned out to see us: waving, cheering, clapping, many 

waving Union Flags (half of them the wrong way up!)  It seemed rude not 

to do so, so I waved during the whole journey, even eliciting a cheer at one 

point - much to Caroline’s  embarrassment - and thanked everyone on duty 

within earshot, including police (one waved back), and even the military at 

strict attention.  It was a really wonderful experience and I’d like to do it 

every day! 

 

At Horse Guards, Prince Charles and the Duchess stood smiling on a small 

podium, isolated except for two or three plainclothes men.  Nobody 

seemed to think of bowing or curtseying, and, the Duchess being the first 

we  passed, I smiled and said “Hello” to her, completely forgetting the 

Prince in my excitement; but Caroline told me later that he’d held out his 

hand to shake mine but I was looking away (“to the Tower with her”).  

Three journalists cornered us and took pix - one was from the Legion, one 

from a Chinese publication, the third was on a rather tenuous mission …. 

 

We all tottered into the large marquee, blue-carpeted, decorated with “VE” 

pennants, with round tables each for eight, covered with white tablecloths; 

and at our leisure we collected small picnic “hampers” - sturdy boxes 

covered with faux wickerwork and decorative braid and handles.  These 

contained a splendid selection of foods:  Choice of sandwich, pork pie, 

frittata, mixed salad and dressing, lemon cake, fruit and cream trifle, with 

bottle of water, refresher pad, “metallised” knife, fork and spoon, large, 

sturdy table napkin.  Soft drinks, wine, tea and coffee were supplied.  To 

top it all, each hamper contained a commemorative medal.  All in all, a 

good show.  (Incidentally, there were some very good loos!)   

 

 



 

 

Many stories were exchanged.  Some old songs were relayed (not loudly!).  

The day was, of course, all devised by the wonderful Royal British Legion.  

At about 4 pm everyone was ready to leave.  I’d reminded Caroline - as if 

it were necessary - that, although a born Londoner, I have no sense of 

direction, and that the return journey was likely to be fraught!  And so it 

was.  We asked every police officer we could see (and I’ve never seen so 

many on duty), to which we received assorted answers - assuming they’d 

come from far and wide!  But we made it to Westminster underground 

eventually, jostling with the hordes.  The daughter had a card of some sort, 

I the wonderful Freedom Pass.  Although the journey home wasn’t without 

its drama:  I did, once again, mess things up because on the bus from New 

Malden station I carefully told her what her fare would be, forgetting that 

cash isn’t accepted now!  Unfortunately, the driver was one of the very few 

miseries on that route, and I don’t understand how she managed in the end.  

To be honest, I was fairly exhausted - I think we both were.  But what a 

wonderful day it had been…  I’d said to some old chaps “See you in ten 

years’ time!”   I hope Caroline thought it was worth travelling by public 

transport from Chester for it - she seemed to. 

******** 

BILL  KAUFFMAN 1934/36 writes from Creysse, France….. The July 

magazine mentions Dr Appelian teaching us to sing The Marseillaise 

(although I believe he was Belgian).  Our local British friends got together 

last New Year’s Eve (as characters from ‘Allo ‘Allo).  Despite all of us 

having lived in France for years, I was the only one who was able to sing 

the complete Marseillaise - thanks to Dr Appelian after 80 years. 

******** 

DENISE  KNOWLES (Blackmore) 1944 writes from Midhurst…. Many 

thanks for the photos.  What a good job I didn’t wear the same blouse two 

years running!  Have been settling bills, writing cheques this morning.  It 

always brings to mind Mr Britton’s views on my ability to write numbers!  

He was NOT impressed shall we say.  It is so nice to read the little snippets 

about people and their life since school days.  The human race is indeed a 

robust race - may we have the chance to be so in the future.   

 

I loved the “Reunion” poem.  

******** 

 



 

 

STELLA  ELMS (Hobden) writes from Bognor Regis……. Thank you 

for the magazine.  Despite it being 72 years since I left I nearly always find 

something of interest.  This time it was Margaret Sharrard’s reference to 

the Austrian refugees.  Ernestine Frymerman and Kurt Feldmann joined 

our intake and my recollection is they did not join at the beginning of term 

and one, if not both of them, were soon promoted to the previous intake.  I 

met Ernestine at an early reunion.  She was married and had changed her 

forename to Evelyn and was Mrs Shamass.  She had a holiday home just 

along the coast from me and we planned to meet.  Like  so many similar 

plans we never met and I lost touch. 

 

Is she still a Member of the Association?  They both wrote in my 

autograph album in November 1942. 

 

I joined KDCS at Hinchley Wood at the start of the Summer Term 1941.  I 

understood we were moved from Kingston so Wimbledon Tech could take 

our place and share the facilities of Kingston Tech.  Hinchley Wood was a 

brand new secondary school with two buildings linked by a corridor 

intended, I think, to house girls one end and boys the other with shared 

facilities of a gym and canteen on either side of the corridor.  The 

Secondary became co-ed one end and we had the other and we shared the 

gym and canteen. 

 

I answered John’s advert and attended the first reunion.  John called on 

Peter and me for a cup of tea a number of times when he was down our 

way on one of his numerous cycle rides.  I had arranged for a personable 

young man in my extended family to escort me to the reunion and was 

bitterly disappointed when I had to cancel my plans.  Unfortunately an 86 

year old friend was due to arrive from Australia about the time you would 

have been eating lunch.  We have known each other 86 years though 

neither of us remembers the first few years!     

 

I’ll be around a few more years yet (I’ve threatened my family I’ll plague 

them till I’m 100!) My sincere thanks to you and the Committee for your 

continuing efforts to keep us in touch. 

 

Thank you for your good wishes.  Evelyn Shamass is not a member. 



 

 

 

MAISIE  LYMPANY (Todman) 1940-42 writes from Weybridge….. I was 

particularly interested in the photograph of the girls which was taken on 

the playing fields at Hinchley Wood as I took the photograph on my Kodak 

Brownie Camera (a recent much prized birthday present).  The names of 

the girls are:- Back row from left: Beryl Jervis, June Bird, Maureen 

Hutson, Audrey Wood, Muriel Devonshire. 

Front row from left:     Joan Reed, Pat Gammon, Norma Davies. 

 

Like Norma I remember our Masters being called up.  I wonder if she 

remembers Mr Hughes, our History Master, and his lovely singing voice.  

When we sing “Guide Me O Thou Great Redeemer” in my local church I 

can still hear Mr Hughes singing the descant on his own above the whole 

school. 

 

When I left KDCS I went to work as a Shorthand Typist at F W 

Woolworth’s Head Office, followed by PA/Secretary to the MD of a local 

printers and after a break while my children were small, I worked as 

Secretary/PA to the Head of Wind Tunnels at British Aerospace when the 

Tornado and Concorde were being designed. 



 

 

I married in 1951 and we were blessed with a son and daughter and one 

granddaughter  Sadly my husband has passed away but we had 47 very 

happy years together.   

 

I thoroughly enjoyed my time a KDCS and am very grateful for the 

education gained there. 

******** 

JACQUELINE  SADLER (Blake) writes from Claygate ….. A big thank 

you to everyone for all the hard work organising the Final Reunion.  A 

happy occasion touched with just a tinge of sadness, but it is good to know 

the Association continues and hopefully we will keep in touch via the 

magazine. 

 

I appreciated being on the table covering the “earlier” years - ranging from 

1938-44.  Looking through the magazine I was so pleased to recognise 

another old friend, June Bird, in the photo which Norma Haywood 

(Davies) had sent in.  June’s family and mine were near neighbours when 

living in New Road, West Molesey.  I joined KDCS in April 1940 and June 

came later in that year.  We both took the 131 bus from Hampton Court to 

Hinchley Wood.  When it came time to leave school we were advised of 

various jobs available locally.  I applied for and was accepted for a 

position with the Head Office of F W Woolworth which had been 

“evacuated” or transferred from London to premises in Weybridge.   Later 

on June joined me at “Woolies” and when the firm moved back to their 

Headquarters in New Bond Street, June and I went with them  - this time 

taking the train from Hampton Court Station to Waterloo! 

 

I eventually moved to Lancashire (Southport) and in the intervening years 

lost touch with June.  I came back “down South” in 1998 to be nearer my 

daughter and family who had settled in Claygate.  I visited our old address 

in West Molesey trying to trace June, but learnt sadly that she had died.  I 

feel comforted to be reunited with her by this photograph, remembering all 

those happy days years ago - thank you Norma for your contribution to the 

magazine! 

 

I wonder if you ever met Maisie at F W Woolworth. 

******** 



 

 

EVELYN  WILLIS (Pratt) 1940/42 writes from Godalming ….. Since 

receiving the last issue I have been wishing I had made more of an effort to 

join you all for the last Reunion.  Daphne Ranger (Martin) did attend and 

we could have had a long chat about our very young days at Wynne 

Hayman’s School of Dancing - in my case from the age of five until my 

late teens.  It was good to read she still remembers me. 

 

Many thanks to Norma Haywood (Davies) for supplying the picture of her 

classmates.  I remember the girls she puts a name to but, sorry, I cannot 

help her with the ?  However, I will be sending my July mag to Australia.  

Joan Killen (Reed) was a special friend of mine right from infant school 

days.  She travelled with me the day we sat the entrance exam and on our 

first day of term in September 1940.  She emigrated to Australia after the 

war but we had regular correspondence and she visited often after she 

married.  Sadly, we lost Joan some 20 years ago, but I still have close 

contact with her daughter.  I know without a doubt that she and the 

grandsons Joan never knew will be delighted to have a picture of her in her 

teens with classmates at KDCS. 

 

No further news of Erica Frost - I feel sure she must be the person Jean 

Hancock (Vinall) talks of in the March magazine.  Later I learned from 

Jean Overy (Chapman) that she eventually became an Air Hostess.  There 

the trail has gone cold. 

 

Perhaps if you do manage to arrange a coffee morning or teatime short get-

together I will do better and attend.  Thank you and the ‘other’ Janet for 

the work tirelessly undertaken to keep the memories alive. 

 

Thank you, Norma Haywood, for sending in the photograph shown in the 

July issue and reprinted again in this issue.  It has certainly elicited a lot 

of response from our readers and we now know the names of all the girls. 

******** 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Janet 

South 

(McKay) 

1950/52 

sent in 

this 

picture 

of the 

Netball 

Team 

1951/52 

which 

was 

printed 

in the 

July newsletter. 

 

SHEILA  EDWARDS  (Cornwell) 1949-51 now writes from East Sussex.. 

With regard to the picture of the Netball Team I can supply two names, 

although I do recognise other faces but no names.  Looking at the picture 

in the back row on the extreme right hand side is Ann Broad, nee Harley, 

with whom I exchange Christmas cards.  Next to her is Pam Kelly, nee 

Andrews, and we meet up once a year.  I am wondering if the girl second 

from the left in the front row is Muriel Tidy - I could be mistaken. 

We already know: Front row from left is Pat Slaney.  From right second 

from end is possibly Pamela Milstead next to Janet McKay. 

******** 

SHIRLEY  ROSSER (Massey) 1949 writes from West Sussex……I have 

been attending the Reunions since the year 2000 and have been fortunate 

to make contact with some old school mates.  The Final Reunion was a 

huge success and our thanks to the two Janets and helpers for your 

excellent organisation.  I was lucky enough to see the exhibition 

commemorating World War I which was shown in the school hall and 

found it most interesting.  I was 4 years old when World War II started and 

can remember watching the doodle bugs flying over, but if the engine 

stopped when one was overhead, we would dive into our Anderson Shelter 

for safety. 



 

 

I have recently returned from California where I saw my eldest grandchild 

get married and was proud to be the only grandparent attending.   She and 

her husband have been working in California for the past year.  One 

grandchild married - only nine more to go! 

******** 

 

IRIS BOWER (Valle) 

1948 sent in this 

picture.  She is in the 

centre with Shirley 

Green on her right and 

Maureen Shipp 

(Gosling) on her left. 

 

She now writes from 

Derby …… 

 

 

 

 

 

“Some childhood memories of the Second World War” 

My first recollections of the war were sitting in our neighbour’s house in 

Cheam, which is about 12 miles from London, listening to the radio.  Mr 

Neville Chamberlain, the Prime Minister, advised us that our Country was 

now at war with Germany.  I can recall my father and neighbour digging 

large holes in the back gardens and erecting “Anderson” air raid shelters.  

The shelters were made of corrugated steel and they were covered with 

earth.  Sandbags were placed at the doorway.  We had to black out all 

windows and on no account were any lights to show.  There were no street 

lights.  Everyone was issued with an identity card, gasmask in a cardboard 

box which had to be carried at all times and a ration book.  For the first 

few months nothing happened and, I believe, this period was called the 

’phony’ war.   

 

However, that was to change.  My Mother had run out of eggs and I, 

deciding I wanted one for tea, took myself off to an Aunt who lived nearby.  



 

 

This Aunt  kept chickens.  On the way back home I stood and watched 

aeroplanes diving and shooting at each other.  Croydon, which was quite 

nearby,  had an Airport in  those days, and what I was watching was the 

beginning of the “Battle of Britain”.  It was the only time I can remember 

my Mother smacking me.   She must have been worried sick.  From then 

on we spent every night in the Anderson shelter. 

 

I can remember looking out of the back bedroom window and seeing the 

sky glowing red.  It was London burning.  The blitz continued every night.  

There were guns firing and bombs falling.  You could tell the difference 

between the British and German planes by the sound of the engines.  

Several places locally received direct hits, including our newly opened 

primary school.  One of the things children collected was shrapnel.  

Shrapnel was the metal fragments from the exploding bombs.  Eventually, 

my Mother, baby sister and I were evacuated to East Anglia where we were 

billeted in a very large house.  We had to sleep, eat and drink in one room 

in the servants’ quarters.  It was a two mile walk home from school every 

night, usually on my own.  There was only one bus each day and I, 

unfortunately, missed the afternoon one by about five minutes. 

 

On one of the occasions that I was met from school we were machine 

gunned by a stray German plane.  The baby was snatched from the pram 

and we had to lay flat on the pavement.  Perhaps that is why we decided to 

go back home to Cheam. 

 

We didn’t see a banana during the whole of the war and if there were any 

oranges to be had they were given to the under fives.  Food was in short 

supply but we didn’t go hungry.  We were very lucky because our Father 

grew lots of fruit and he also had an allotment.  Tomatoes were even grown 

in the front garden.  Every road had two bins - one for pigswill and the 

other for bones. 

 

In 1944 the VI or buzz bomb arrived.  If we went to school and the siren 

went we could stay in the air raid shelter for hours.  Cheam received quite 

a few hits and again we were evacuated.  By this time our family had 

grown to Mother and three young children.  We all met at Cheam Baths, 

which had, itself, been bombed, and we were put on double-decker buses.  



 

 

That was it, we had no idea of where we were going.  Eventually we 

arrived in North Devon at a place called Chumleigh.  We had to live in a 

private school.  The pupils were on their Summer break.  We had to fill 

palliasses up with straw to sleep on.    Palliasses are like thick duvet 

covers.  After a month we were again on the move.  This time to South 

Molton.   My Mother was sent to Dulverton in Somerset to await the birth 

of my brother.  This meant we three children had to move yet again.   

Fortunately, we were put in the care of an Aunt who had been sent to North 

Molton.   

 

Whilst in Devon our Grandparent’s house received a direct hit from a VI.  

The only reason our Grandmother and Aunt were saved was that a piano 

fell across the “Morrison” shelter.  A Morrison shelter was a steel table-

topped, indoor shelter.  They were buried in the rubble and had to be dug 

out.  Several of their neighbours perished.  Our Grandparents then had to 

come and live at our house in Cheam.  The village of North Molton was 

quite pretty.  The school small - one class for the infant school and two for 

the junior children.  There were also large numbers of American soldiers 

stationed in the area. 

 

I think that the house we were staying in was damp and it was felt that 

bombs were preferable to catching pneumonia.  Therefore, in the 

November we went back home again, to Cheam. 

 

The new danger then was the VII - a silent, powerful rocket.  I can 

remember being in the playground when one landed at Epsom, which is 

about three miles away.  The explosion was deafening.  The frightening 

thing was  you couldn’t hear them coming.  You received no warning.  

 

The day the war ended, 8 May 1945, every road had its bonfire.  People 

were dancing and singing in the streets.  It was actually my sister’s fifth 

birthday and we both walked around the streets until midnight.  I was 11 

and my sister, as I’ve said was five.  It was the only time we were allowed 

out late by ourselves.  Nobody worried that anything would happen to you.  

You were quite safe. 

 

Many of my friends welcomed their fathers home.  Unfortunately, it was            



 

 

quite usual for some young children not to know their fathers, some of 

whom had been away for over five years.   

 

The end of the war didn’t mean the end of shortages.  We still had food and 

clothes rationing but, at least, it was lovely to be able to go up the stairs 

with the light on. 

******** 

                                    Photos from our Reunion: 

 

Margaret Townsend                                 Myra Diemer 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

             John Blatchley              Malcolm Ings         Roger Mann  



 

 

 

       

 

 

 

         

        

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Above                                                                                                                

Marian Green                and                            Jacqueline  Sadler 

 

 

 

 

Wendy 

Mullett 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Above:       Ken Green                      and                      David Bryant   

Below:      Jillian Paul                      and                     Yvonne Weston 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

      

       

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

BETTY  SUTTRON (Murray) 1942/3 emails from New Zealand…. 

Lovely to get the magazine again which I’ve just sat down at the computer 

and read it right through.  I loved my time at KDCS and only wish I could 

have attended some of the reunions; unfortunately New Zealand is a bit too 

far away to attend!! 

 

I have lived in NZ for over 60 years now (I only came out for 2 years, but 

met my husband on the ship).  I lived in Wellington until we married about 

18 months later.  Our first home was in Christchurch in the South Island 

and we were there for 12 years and both our children were born and 

attended their first schools there; then we lived in Timaru, 100 miles south 

of Christchurch and were there for 14 years and finally made our way to 

Whakatane in the Bay of Plenty (so named by Captain Cook as the Maoris 

there were very hospitable to him and his crew).  My husband passed away 

12 years ago but I have many friends here.  Both my children live a 

distance.  Elaine in Wellington and Geoff in Stratford, a town near New 

Plymouth, where there are lots of reminders of Shakespeare, 

 

I still use shorthand (not quite as quick as I used to be) and cope with the 

computer!  I was Secretary of our Motor Caravan Club for 10 years and 

when they saw my shorthand would say “oh, she’s writing in Chinese!!”  

Half of my recipes are written in shorthand much to my daughter’s disgust! 

 

In the latest newsletter Margaret Sharrard mentioned Ernestein 

Frymerman; the boy’s name was Kurt Feldman and I remember him well 

because we were in a play together.  I used to travel on the 152 bus with 

Ernestein and had lots of conversations with her. 

 

It is getting towards springtime here and I’m looking forward to the 

warmer weather.  We seem to have had more frosts this winter but lovely 

sunny days afterwards. 

 

I would love to hear from anyone who remembers me but will close for 

now, wishing you well. 

******** 

 

 



 

 

MARGARAET  E  SHARRARD (Grimshaw) 1941-42 writes from 

Stockport……. In reply to the remark, requesting reasons why we all feel 

continuing enthusiasm for remembering KDCS attendance - I was 

delighted to have the opportunity of further education at 13½ years in 

1941.  Male teachers had to respond to the “call up” to the Armed Forces 

and teaching suffered, added frequent descent into air raid shelters didn’t 

help during lessons.  I was entered for entrance exam to KDCS and won a 

scholarship, second in all Surrey!  All lessons were stimulating.  I loved 

the two years and was sad when it came to an end. 

 

My first post was Shorthand/Typist at the Conservative Central Office in 

Westminster in the Research and  Library Department.  After 18 months I 

lost interest and applied to start Nurse Training at the Hospital of St John 

the Divine in Lewisham.  (The same Order as the author of “Call the 

Midwife”).  As SRN and SCM I was a Midwife at UCH London, where I 

met my husband Gordon!  During training I took lecture notes in shorthand 

and was awarded a prize, having reproduced the Consultant’s words 

verbatim! 

 

After 14 years and several moves around the country, we came to 

Stockport and found the local Maternity Unit one mile from our new 

house.  I returned to work part-time as a Midwife and retired, reluctantly, 

after 21 years’ service.  We live on the edge of the glorious Peak District 

and count our Blessings every day. 

******** 

CELIA  BRADBURY  (Pinchen) 1948 writes from Beverley, E Yorkshire. 

The Headmaster from my years at school, Mr Thorpe, was a lay preacher 

apparently, when he wasn’t supervising the school.  

 

I did not know this until years afterwards when we were visiting my 

mother; and a neighbour, who knew I had been at KDCS, told us that Mr 

Thorpe would be speaking at their church on Sunday.  So my husband, 

John, and I and some of our children duly went along to hear him.  It was a 

strange church for us and I think our children were the only young ones 

there. 

 

 



 

 

I’m afraid I can’t remember a word of which he spoke to us. I was 

probably more concerned that our children were behaving properly.  Our 

little family were certainly conspicuous.  However, we did get to meet him 

after the service and although he was very pleasant, I am sure he did not 

remember me.  It must have been at least twelve or more years since I left 

school then, and he always seemed “old” when we were at school, so it is 

hardly surprising. 

 

I imagine he was not an easy man to get to know - and very strict - but I 

think he was always fair minded. 

 ******** 

ROGER  MANN 1952 emails from Finchampstead on his return from his 

annual vacation in West Wales….. We all certainly enjoyed the Reunion on 

April 25.  In the post awaiting our return, it was a very pleasant surprise to 

receive the magazine and photographs.  My family have commented on 

many occasions that I am not photogenic, even with age!  However, the 

photos are very much appreciated and may even be shown at our next Old 

Boys golf gathering, but only after a few drinks! 

 

I spoke with Derek Jones shortly before the Reunion and discussed who 

we remembered from school days and had been in contact with over recent 

years.  I will in the near future attempt to speak further with Derek and 

Peter Banham in an attempt to complete a list of fellow classmates, leavers, 

in July 2006 - memory test.  Derek mentioned that his brother worked 

under my father at SCC (Finance), County Hall, Kingston, and I can 

remember that Chris Mungeam, also a classmate, worked in the Treasurer’s 

Department at a similar time (1950s and/or 1960s). 

 

 

From left: 

Roger Mann 

Ken Webber 

Keith Altham 

 

 

 

 ******** 



 

 

SADLY 

 

 

 

 

JEAN  MARY  HANCOCK   

7.10.1925 - 20.09.2015 

Jean passed away on 20th September.      

She is survived by her husband Joe and 

two sons and one daughter.  A 

Thanksgiving Service was held on 5th 

October. 

 

Jean with her raffle prize at our final 

Reunion on 25th April, which she 

attended.  

 

 

 

 

Dorothy Gardner (1946-48) writes…  I have to report the recent death of 

JEAN  RICHARDSON  (nee Diprose) (1946-48) on 5th September at the 

age of 83.  She had been suffering from cancer, bravely borne, and died in 

St Peter’s Hospital, Chertsey.  We had been friends since the age of 12 or 

13 and all through our KDCS days we sat together in class.  She was a 

lovely lady and I am very sad at her passing. 

 

Dorothy writes from West Sussex and continues….. I have not attended 

recent reunions because I find the school a difficult location to reach by 

public transport, but I see a few of my classmates when one lady, living in 

America, visits the UK.  If you were to consider a lunch or afternoon tea 

somewhere like Kingston, I might manage that. 

 

What about it?  Let me know if any of you would like to meet up in 

Kingston and any ideas regarding venue etc 

******** 

 



 

 

PETER  DANIELS  1939/40 writes from Tolworth….. This  is an article 

on trolleybuses which was printed in 2007 in the Retired Members’ section 

of the Surrey County Council Union newsletter, of which I was Editor. 

These trolleybuses have been mentioned in some of the KDCS magazines - 

the 604 (Walton to Hampton Court) for example.  On the last day 

(08.05.62) of our trolleybuses the school children at Teddington lined the 

street to bid farewell to their trolleybus.  Even the short-lived Routemaster 

buses, which replaced the trolleybuses, did not have so great a farewell 

when they were replaced by the “Driver only buses”, which are being 

blamed for the pollution in our streets!  Bring back the trolleybus -no 

pollution there! 

 

“The Rise and Fall of the British Trolleybus, 1911-1972” 

With all the discussions and reports concerning traffic pollution and 

experiments with electric cars, my thoughts turned to the time when we 

already had the answer, as far as buses were concerned, namely, the 

electric bus known as the trolleybus.  In the Kingston area there were five 

trolleybus routes, radiating from Kingston to Wimbledon, Hampton Court, 

Twickenham, Tolworth and Surbiton.  These routes commenced in 1931 

and ended in 1962, making the Kingston area the first and last trolleybuses 

of London Transport.  

 

Up to 1950 there were 1,800 trolleybuses in London and the Suburbs, a 

world record.  We had new trolleybuses in 1948 but by 1960 one hundred 

of these were sold to nine Spanish towns, where they ran for a further ten 

years!  After the closure of London Transport’s trolleybuses in 1962, there 

were still 20 towns that had trolleybuses, from Glasgow to Bournemouth.  

The latter town purchased new trolleybuses in 1962 but closed the system 

down in 1969.  Glasgow was the last new trolleybus system to open in 

1949 but it only lasted for 18 years.  Bradford was the first and last town in 

Britain to run trolleybuses from 1911 to 1972. 

 

Trolleybuses still exist in many countries, such as France (Lyon and 

others), Italy (Naples and others), Canada (Vancouver), Russia (St 

Petersburg), USA, New Zealand (Wellington) etc.  However, all is not lost 

as the East Anglia Transport Museum in Lowestoft has several preserved 

trolleybuses in full working order including those from London, 



 

 

Nottingham and Bournemouth.  Overhead wires have been installed there 

so that these trolleybuses can travel for several hundred yards round the 

Museum’s grounds.  Perhaps we will have electric buses in the future, 

propelled by batteries, thereby eliminating the need for overhead electric 

wires?  We have clockwork radios - how about a clockwork bus? 

******** 

ALFRED  SOLOMON 1937-39 writes from Wallington …… I do like to 

see the KDCS magazines.  Thank you very much for them.  I also receive 

the magazine from the HMS Impregnable Association (where I was taught 

to be a Wireless Operator).  The National Ex-prisoner of War magazine has 

finished, as there is now no one to run it.  As far as I know, I am now the 

last survivor of MTB 622 and I keep in touch with the London Branch of 

HM coastal Forces Veterans Association via their regular newsletter.  I like 

to have newsletters as they keep me in touch with old shipmates and 

friends.  The following is from the Newsletter of the Coastal Forces 

Veterans Association Spring 2006. 

COASTAL FORCES 

These words were written by our late President of the CFVA Commander 

Christopher Dreyer DSO, DSC, RN(rtd): 

 

Most of us have been asked at some time “What did you do during the 

war?”.  The enquirer’s body language upon hearing “I served in coastal 

forces” shows that one is suspected of having had a cushy number.  They 

might show a bit more interest if you go on to tell them that you served in a 

Motor Torpedo Boat, Motor Gun Boat, or Motor Launch.  Most people 

know that these were fast craft. 

 

TELL THEM “We were called Coastal Forces because early in the war our 

main task was to protect our coastal convoys, especially in the North Sea 

and English Channel, from the German E-boats. 

TELL THEM that the very last British warship to leave Dunkirk after the 

evacuation of the British Expeditionary Force was a Motor Torpedo Boat. 

TELL THEM that when at last it was time for the “big un” - the invasion 

of Normandy - the mightiest Armada ever was led by Coastal Force Boats 

acting as Navigational Leaders.  So it was last to leave, and first back.  

MGB 330 - Juno Beach. 

 



 

 

Between Dunkirk and Victory in Europe, Coastal Forces fought over 780 

actions, sinking 800 enemy vessels, including 48 E-boats.  Of the 81 enemy 

midget submarines destroyed, a total of 32 were claimed by Coastal 

Forces.  That is part of the record of Coastal Forces, which had in 1944 

some 3000 officers and 22000 ratings operating from Norway to the 

Aegian.  During the hostilities 170 of their Little Ships had been sunk or 

destroyed.  More important though was the sad loss of some 2300 

Shipmates who lost their lives, or succumbed later to their injuries. 

******** 

 

Two more raffle prize winners from our Reunion: 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

SUBSCRIPTIONS We are very grateful for all the subscriptions received. 

 

£5 per annum payable in July.  Cheques should be made payable to KDCS 

Association and sent to KDCS Association, c/o Janet Creighton-Kelly, 2 

Maultway Close, Camberley, Surrey.  GU15 1PP 

 

Committee members:  Janet Creighton-Kelly (Wright) 01276 25357 

                                    Janet Steeples (Haddrell) 01932 873478 

Website                       www.kdcsa.co.uk 

Website Manager        Stephen Jones - E-mail sjones@9380.co.uk 



 

 

 

JANET  PRISCILLA’S  PAGE 

 

Dear Friends, 

 

Here we are again, it seems it was only last week 

that I wrote my last page!  Well have you had a 

good summer?  I think we were lucky weather 

wise, although my husband says I must have been 

somewhere else!  Has anyone arranged a get-

together?  We must do something soon, mind you we are still getting over 

the last reunion, but would welcome any news of such arrangements.   

 

We had a really wonderful holiday in Maastrict.  The Andre Rieu concert 

was outside in the town square and it was the week that was very, very hot. 

(The outside temperature in the car registered 104 Fahrenheit), and we 

were given a bottle of water, a keyring with light and the ladies a fan - we 

needed them.  It started at 8.30 pm and finished about 12.30 am.   

 

We then proceeded south and stopped in Neckahausen where we knew a 

doctor and his family lived, having first been there in 1972.  They 

emigrated to America in 1979.  We were able to locate the daughter who 

was back in Neckahausen with her husband and two children!!!! We spent 

a day in historical Heidleburg then had two relaxing days with friends in 

Stuttgart.  It was a wonderful holiday, one we shall never forget!! 

 

We were able to get to Spain in September where we celebrated our 61st 

Wedding Anniversary.  We did have a few mishaps but that is to be 

expected.  The weather was kind to us after the first three days when it was 

very wet with thunderstorms.  Now we are back to our routine and trying 

to cope with all the demands required with the Church, Foresters and other 

organisations to which we belong.  Christmas looms ahead - only a month 

or so to go - and CHRISTMAS FAIRS, SPECIAL LUNCHES and PLANS 

for the  NATIVITY will take over.  Good Luck!! 

 

Have a very Happy Christmas and New Year 2016. With God’s love and 

Blessing.                                                                             Janet Priscilla 


