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Peter Waterfield  has sent us pictures of his garden. 

 Peter retired in 1989 from his general practice in Kent and moved to Mawnan 
Smith near Falmouth.  His property there included a large garden in the lower part of 
which is an old water mill, a public footpath leads through the area.    The mill “Lower 
Tregarne Mill”, is a listed property, and served as a grist mill from the early 17th century 
until the 1930’s.    The roof has been repaired in the past few years.     Steps lead up the 
side of this lower mill to the ruins of  a derelict  upper mill.   The stream which provided 

power for both of these mills winds down  below 
through Peter’s garden for a mile to join the river.    
The mill was mainly used to grind corn.    The pit 
where the water 
wheel was situ-
ated is intact but 
sadly the wheel 
has been miss-
ing for many 
years, as is the 
internal machin-
ery for grinding.     
Peter continues 
to take a great interest in 
his garden but  sadly cannot work in it himself now as 
he did a few years ago. 

Peter at work 1995 

Lower Tregarne Mill 

Garden and stream 

Mill 



Amy (Tremayne-Smith) Glover writes: 
 Ruth (Low) came through on Skype some weeks ago and we had a good chat. She is full 
of life and protecting all her family with her good sense and fun. She sends her best wishes to 
everyone. 
 I am sorry that I shall not be able to reach Cambridge on 21st. The family has decided to 
celebrate Michael's 87th birthday at Fordings End on the 20th!  I think that is as far as we will go this next 
weekend. 
 We have been in England since the first week in May. We flew via Abu Dhabi and enjoyed looking at 
the country, its desert beauty, and its exquisite Mosque. However we found the journey rather tiring.  
 Life was very difficult in Nongoma last year. Very little water in the mains, long electricity outages, 
and difficulties with telephone connection and the Internet. When we first reached Nongoma the rand was 
worth three quarters of the pound, and today there are over twenty rand to the pound. These conditions 
are  unbearable in the deep rural areas. We hear that there has been no water in the mains for the last five 
weeks, and the summer rains are not likely to arrive for another couple of months. We hope to be able to 
prolong our time away until there is some rain.  
 At the moment I am seeing if I can find support to continue the documentary that Jonno and Ella 
started in 2013. It is clear that the difficulties of the young people in deep rural areas are not fully under-
stood, and as a result there is little done to assist them to build a good life in their neighbourhood. The 
Headmaster of the Secondary School is going to run a workshop with them in the week's holiday at the end 
of this month to see the sort of changes in Education that they would like to see, in order to promote op-
portunities for development in their home environment. If they are keen to assist with the documentary 
during the Christmas summer holiday we shall have to rush around and try and find monetary support for 
this to happen before we return. 
 The extent of the global crisis is starting to affect all of us. The People of the World seem to be 
starting to take matters into their own hands. I find the chance to make friends in the present circumstances 
is real, will take vast effort from everyone, and is one of the most exciting advances that can ever happen?  
  Every good wish in the coming transformation,         Amy 
 

Mini Reunion in Cambridge 21 September at the Oak Bistro. 

Paddy Anderson (Blackwell) 

and  Marie Freeman 

(Croxson)  with Ruth Tucker 

and  Pat Last all got together 

in Cambridge last month. 

 

The photo came with the 

caption:  “ Not a bad looking 

bunch for 80’s plus” 



Barbara (Truscoe) Simcock writes:  
 Spring is sprung in Australia!    I have had a busy 3 months since June when I cele-
brated my 80th birthday.   After a very pleasant  lunch with family and friends we returned 
home and I had an unfortunate fall onto the hard tiled floor after my right foot got entan-
gled with the strap of a cotton quilt bag lying on the floor.     I fell onto my R. trochanter and 
my R shoulder and gave out some dreadful squawks.  
          All this was 7 days before flying to London with my daughter Suzie, so  we had some x-rays done and 
an ultrasound and found an undisplaced fracture of the greater tuberosity of the humerus and a torn del-
toid muscle.     Thank goodness we were flying Business class but even so it was not a comfortable flight for 
me and we had delays on the way so arrived rather washed out and needing sleep.     After 2-3 weeks I was 
able to stop using a sling (a great relief as I was sick of it being inspected and x-rayed at all airports). 

 We only had 25 days and had  planned 
our trip meticulously but fate was against us 
and not only did bad (cold) weather pursue us 
but most of the members of my Polish family 
were away having a few days at the seaside 
(Baltic) so we only talked on the phone.    Sad, 
because it may have been my last trip to Po-
land.   However it was not all bad and we had 3 
glorious hot days in Provence with my niece, 
Georgina and her son Henry, lazing by her 
swimming pool. 
 Back in London my sister Di, organised a 
couple of trips to the V & A and on a river boat 
down to the Thames Barrier and then Green-
wich,  and on another day we had lunch at the 
Gilbert Scott restaurant  in the refurbished St 

Pancras building with my dear friends Pat Last and Diana Ernaelsteen and her daughter,Liz. 
 Finally we squeezed 
in 3 days in Scotland and 
travelled up to Edinburgh by 
train and had a couple of 
days walking around the 
lovely Old Town and explor-
ing the Castle.  I lived in 
Scotland during the war for 
about 3 years and went to 
school in Edinburgh so I’ve 
always been fond of the 
place.     I wish I could have 
seen more of my old med. 
school friends but I wasn’t 
feeling my best and we just 
ran out of time. 
 
 (Continued next Page) 

Di , Barbara, and Pat. 

Daughter Suzie,  Cousin Maciej  and me in Warsaw July 2015 



Barbara continued: 
 When we got back home it was 
lovely wintertime and we had a wonderful 
5 day holiday in the snow, down in Victoria 
at a resort called Mt Hotham  staying in a 
luxurious chalet with sauna and log fires 
and 11 members of my family all gathered 
there for skiing and snow boarding.     Over 
70’s get to ski free and can hire all their 
gear free so I couldn’t resist it and I had a 
morning on the snow,  skiing very gently in 
the company of my granddaughter Katie 
and Suzie!!!  That was one of my bucket 
list wishes , to ski at 80,  and with a slightly 
broken arm.      Suzie had arranged a spe-
cial treat for Mike and me — a dog sleigh 
ride through the snow covered trees in the 
mountains.  It was a bit like Dr Zhivago…. 
 The garden is needing a lot of attention now and since I’m not playing golf    I can do some repotting 
of orchids and Bonsai. 
 The last word goes to politics…  overnight there was a sort of coup and we have a new PM Malcolm 
Turnbull who is no different from the last one except he makes better jokes. 
 Greetings to all my friends in UK ,South Africa , USA and in NSW and Victoria and keep on keeping on 
and don’t trip over bags!    Barbara. 

 

Janet (Mather) Guenault writes:   SPRING IN OZ 
 

Greetings, all. 
 
          Not much activity here over winter apart from keeping warm. It’s been very cold and 
our old bones feel it.  So do our power bills.          Unfortunately, no Port Douglas holiday this 
year to escape the cold,  but I look forward to a family Christmas in beautiful Hobart as one of my sons lives 
there now. 
 
          Now spring brings a frenzy of gardening and hoping that the predicted el nino will not be too bad. The 
local grazers are worried and have sold a lot of their cattle. 
 Spring warmth also brings the hazard of snakes!   Today I disturbed a large brown snake in the garden 
& it disturbed me!          Does anyone remember when I was accidentally stabbed in the back of my arm with a 
scalpel in the anatomy room?    I was treated with tetanus anti serum which gave me serum sickness.        So I 
am allergic to horse serum which is used to make snake anti-venom.     A good reason to avoid snake bite. 
 
        So I continue with local activity groups and volunteering and am busy and well.   We have interesting times 
politically and it seems you have too. 
  
  Stay well and keep taking the tablets! 
 
    Best wishes to all,    Janet Mather [Guenault]   



 
Paddy (Blackwell) Anderson writes:  In the footsteps of Jane Austen’s Nieces  

 I became interested in the Jane Austen’s family a few years 

ago, when I was trying to look into my mother’s family antecedents in 

the small town of Rathmelton (on Lough Swilly, in Donegal, near Lon-

donderry)  

 My mother’s family settled there in the mid-19th century; iron-

ically they prospered at a time when Ireland was experiencing the 

famine, plus the subsequent land evictions. I was puzzled by this in-

congruity. It turns out that they prospered because they were butch-

ers, rising up with the developing middle class.  Changes in agriculture 

in fertile East Donegal occurred following the evictions and the land 

was used more efficiently; more cattle and sheep were introduced. 

 Recently, I came across a book written by Dr Sophia Hillan. 

“May, Lou and Cass: Jane Austen's Nieces in Ireland". The book had it 

all – the nieces’ story was a good example of the way the landed gen-

try lived in Jane’s times, which is reflected in her books. 

 George Hill, the handsome youngest son of an Irish aristocratic 

family wishes to wed the daughter of an impoverished family (she was Cassandra Knight, Jane Austen’s niece). His mother 

(holder of the family purse) won't allow it. Ten years later, however, he has made a fortune from booty during his army 

career. They wed. George then inherits a small fortune from his mother who has since relented. He decides to do some-

thing for the “unenlightened” impoverished peasants of Ireland and buys thousands of acres of very poor land in North 

West Donegal, including a large chunk of coastline, and sets about improving things: 

He builds a hotel in the wilds (Qweedore) for hunting, shooting, and fishing  

He builds a small harbour (Bunbeg) for imports and exports and a shop for the locals  

He tries to rearrange land holdings of peasantry which were based on an ancient prehistoric system – which caused 

much resentment  

He was particularly anxious to shut down the po-

teen (illicit whisky) makers  

 This all went over like a lead balloon and 

"progress" was slow, acrimonious and patchy.    His 

wife Cassandra  pitched in by building a small Anglican 

church, hoping to convert the natives, which was also 

very unpopular. All these improvements made him a 

controversial figure  

 At this stage they moved to a rented house in 

Letterkenny, a large town for the times, and while there 

his wife died in childbirth to their fourth child who was 

also called Cassandra.  In the emergency, Louisa, one of 

George’s late wife’s sisters, took over the care of the 

family. The family then set up home on an estate called 

“Flight of the Earls”,  at Rathmullen.  The local Irish 

Celtic Cheiftains who disappeared to Spain after de-

feat by Elizabethan forces .    Very important in Irish 

History as they left a power /land vacuum which 

James 1st exploited with the plantations of Scottish 

overlords & the rest as they say is history 

Paddy and her sisters at Ballyarr 



 hen the now Lord George Hill eventually died in 1879 he was 

buried in Letterkenny alongside his 1st wife Cassandra.  Louisa 

carried on living in Ballyarr with her niece/stepdaughter Cas-

sandra, who carried on the family tradition of good works and 

raised money to set up a nursing home for distressed mothers 

in Rathmullan, further north up the coast within a few miles of 

Rathmelton. 

 The estate at Ballyarr and one which included a hotel 

at Gweedore were inherited by Arthur, eldest son of Lord 

George and Cassandra. He was an absentee and unsympa-

thetic landlord and much trouble arose during land reform 

and redistribution in the 1880s. 

 Marianne, the third niece, remained single and, by default, looked after a large family of younger brothers. 

She moved all around the family as they were growing up, covering all emergencies, as was usual for maiden aunts of 

the times. At the age of 83 she found herself homeless and came to live with Louisa. She eventually died in 1895, and 

is buried in Tullyfern cemetery. 

 Poor daughter Cassandra was then made homeless by her heartless brother, Arthur, who sold Ballyarr. She 

had to move to Dublin to live with a friend until she died in 1901. 

 Travel to the Gweedore section was experienced separately as part of the standard tour. This was less suc-

cessful, because although the drive covered the area we were interested in, we often couldn't get access to points of 

interest because of the size of the bus, (we were unfortunate-

ly a very large group).  The old Gweedore Hotel is now de-

molished and a new one built in its place—only part of a 

wall in the parking lot remains of the old hotel.    Howev-

er we were able to see the register from the old hotel 

and find entries for Lady George Hill (Louisa), step-

daughterCassandra and brother George dating from 1873. 

Daughter Cassandra’s  Nursing Home , Rathmullen. 
(Now an upscale Spa!) 

Original Qweedore Hotel. 

 Gravestones of  Louisa, and Marianne,  
Tullyfern  cemetery. 

Gravestone of Cassandra, Letterkenny 

Bunbeg

 W

Tullyfern 
Ballyarr  

Donegal 



   Alec Hasenson writes: 
 Pat and I were taken to Norwich, Norfolk, for a few days recently by our eldest daughter and son-in-law, 
a well-deserved break according to our grown up ‘kids’.   Certainly it was interesting, but also puzzling at first, 
an architectural mix of old and new, populated by a great number of Dragons.  Yes, Dragons.   In fact you could 
hardly walk down a street or alley without coming up against one of these creatures, thankfully none of them 
breathing fire.   This wasn’t ‘Game of Thrones’ after all.  In fact the first one we encountered was just a multi-
coloured creation, one of 200 or so in similar vein it turned out, all part of an innovative charitable Interactive 
Arts Sculpture Trail -pause for breath.   The phrase ‘Here be Dragons’ come to mind, but since there was hardly 
any part of the city that could exactly be called dangerous, unexplored territory in the tourist brochure map, I 
was happy to wander about and take my photos. Come lunchtime, and we ate in a library, of all places, well not 
quite a library, but a historical former early subscription library now converted into a restaurant, guarded out-
side of course by yet another multihued Dragon.   Up some steps, so beloved of so many municipal buildings, 
we entered for lunch and stayed to read books.   Seated by one of the walls, you held your hand and a book 
would find itself on the table, sating lust for knowledge with the desire at the same time to increase your blood 
sugar levels.  The food, when it came, was brought in plates, square enough to satisfy even Pythagorus.   I am 
still not quite certain what it held, no one seems to remember, but it satisfied the wants not just of my stom-
ach, but of my duodenum and colon too.   
   There was of course more to worshipping Norwich food than that.   A memorable evening meal another time, 
at what I was told was a posh place, served courses better 
suited to a calendar than a clock.   We arrived at 7, had our 
first course nearly an hour later, and the second another 
hour after that.   Although we refused a pudding, I neverthe-
less suffered abdominal resentment all night.   To make up 
for it we went to Sheringham the next day, visiting the North 
Norfolk Railway for a ride behind a steam.   That was more 
like it, a small part of a group of enthusiasts.   One man in 
particular in our carriage left his seat to talk to me.   It turned 
out that he recognised me as having once been one of my 
patients in our health centre.   Small World, and not a health 
complaint in sight.  

   Another day we visited Felbrigg Hall, a 17th Century House with a lovely 
walled garden.  I couldn’t distinguish the Aloe Stratula from the Hol-
beollia Latifolia, but never mind, the view of the Dovecote looked nice, 
and the aroma of Lavender Sage and Mint was surely satisfying according 
to the brochure. Sadly I could smell nothing, or maybe the wind was just 
in the wrong direction.  That often happens I believe. 
   On our last day we visited Duxford, a former RAF Fighter Station now a 
war museum.   Though no longer actively hosting any Spitfires, there 
were nevertheless still some re-
stored static ones on view, as 
well as a remarkable collection of 
other planes of all types and ag-
es.  On the active side, capturing 
a picture of a plane in flight is 
always difficult, but I managed to 
get one with a long lens, and that 
made my day.    



A Note from Pat Last & a trip down Memory Lane: 
 I just had a conversation with Peter Hardwick - it was his b'day yesterday - 82 .  He recalls putting on a 
show at the time of the Coronation in 1952 called the Queen and Us (after the King and I which was a hit at 
the time). Peter played Piltdown Man apparently - perhaps you could ask for memories  in the Newsletter.        
 We already asked Marie Freeman (Croxson), the result:  
  “Hi, I remember the show very well. I remember the line in a song which was, I’ve got a cute little red 
Hawker Hunter, faster than any girl I’ve ever met. Geof Duke had just broken the record in it flying along the 
South Coast. I thought of it when there was that tragic crash of the Hawker Hunter on the A27 this year. I re-
member the after-show party as Peter spiked the fruit punch with absolute alcohol from the pharmacy. It was 
also the first time I had too much to drink and was still living at home so arrived at Streatham Common Sta-
tion after midnight to be met by my father and having to be held up while he walked me back home. He was 
not pleased. Marie. 

Anyone else have any memories of this show—or better still a photo  (??Alec) 

Alec Hasenson continued:  Thereafter it was tea and cakes in the spacious grounds, before reluc-

tantly then leaving for home.   I don’t know what the total mileage we covered came to, but the photos I 
took added up to 257, ignoring duplicates.   Not bad for a few days away I suppose. 
      Best wishes to all,  Alec. 

Marie (Croxson) Freeman writes:      

 Pat and I have just returned from a  Western Mediterranean cruise with the medical history group of 
the Royal Society of Medicine (5 of the 42 in the group were from RFHSM-A Jequier, J Colston, C Derrett and 
us).   A very enjoyable if rather exhausting trip.   We flew to Rome to board the Aegean Odyssey;  a small 
cruise ship but very comfortable with good food etc.   We had our own lecturers and guides so everything 
was arranged for a very educational trip.     I now understand the phoenecians, the Cartheginians, the Nor-
mans, the Visigoths etc. through to the first and Second World Wars!.    The first port of call was Palermo,  
where it was interesting to find that the Normans were still held in high regard.    We  visited Monreale,  the 
cathedral which the Normans had built and which is still magnificent 
in spite of all that has happened on this island.    We then sailed to 
Malta entering the magnificent harbour at dawn.   A visit ashore in-
cluded seeing  where the population hid in caves during the Nazi 
bombing, earning a George Cross for the island. We then sailed to 
New Carthage hearing of Hannibal’s exploits and visited Cartagena, an 
interesting and very clean city which is trying to pick itself up after the 
closure of its main sources of employment, mining and the naval 
dockyard.    We also noted the depressing effect of the Franco regime 
which did not encourage enterprise and innovation.   They are now 

dependent upon their history 
and archaeology to encourage tourism.     Back to Malaga and a 
coach trip to Granada and the Alhambra Palace.   Then on to Malaga 
with a short trip in Tangier.  Back on board we were entertained to 
sherry tasting and flamenco dancing. It was then on to Cadiz (Only 2 
hours ashore because of the tides!) with stories of Trafalgar and Nel-
son.   We then sailed up the river to Seville where we had a tour of 
the city and then off to the airport for the flight home.   Pat stayed on 
for a four day extension ashore to Cordoba and Madrid.     
                 Very best wishes to every one. Marie 



Marie and Ruth, Guernsey, September 2015. 

 

Ruth Frank Writes: 
Here on Guernsey we are enjoying a beautiful autumn day. I do hope it is not the 

last one before the onset of our usual winter gales.  
Samuel, my grandson, obtained his Law Degree at UCL last autumn and went on 

to do a postgrad course in the Business School at Imperial College. He now has an MSc 
too. Since August he has been working at CAPCO, a large financial Institution in the City. 
Don’t ask me what he actually does, the world of finance is a closed book to me! 

On the occasion of my 82nd birthday last April, my son took me to London. We spent 3 days staying 
in his flat in Great Percy Street WC1,within easy walking distance of Hunter Street & Gray’s Inn Road. What 
memories came flooding back!   Two new experiences were a visit to the wonderful Museum of London, 
and the highlight of the trip: dinner on the 31st floor of the Shard with fabulous views over London. 

I enjoy walking (slowly!) weather allowing, and otherwise keep busy reading and using the Internet.   
I am looking forward to hearing all your news. 

 
 It was a real joy to spend the day (Sept. 30th) with 
Marie here on Guernsey. Marie introduced me to 2 de-
lightful friends of hers, also ex pats, now living on the island. 
They kindly invited us to their home, took us out to lunch 
followed by a trip round the island by car and then back to 
their house for tea. 
 We had such a lot to talk about! Reminiscences of 
Hunter Street, the various hospitals, our teachers, the more 
notorious consultants and of course our classmates!  

 I bet we set some ears ringing!  The day was all too 
short! 
 Marie and I plan to stay in touch. 
 
   Love, Ruth 
 

 

 

Marie (Freeman) Croxson also writes: 

 My  Grand-daughter Nikki has now left National Star College and is attending a local college doing 

drama, dance singing etc. so she is working very hard to catch up on all the years she has missed after the 

very serious accident.   Nicola had a starring role in a BBC 3 documentary about National Star College called 

the “Unbreakables”, a series about disabled young people. 

(Editor’s note:  A clip from Episode 2 “The Day of Nicki’s Accident” can be accessed by going to 

www.bbc.com and searching for the “Unbreakables”.     The whole episode can be seen by going to https://

vimeo.com/130523836   and entering the password “rivington2c”.   Peter Freeman, Nicki’s father, passed 

this link on to me as we cannot access BBC archives outside UK!) 

https://vimeo.com/130523836
https://vimeo.com/130523836


David Steward Writes:     

 Travels at home and abroad this year—we are most fortunate to be able to keep on travelling to new 
places and to revisit some old favorites.    This past August we took a camping trip across the American  west 
country.     We revisited  Yellowstone Park, a beautiful area but now much more crowded with visitors than 
it was 52 years ago when I first went there.    However, one positive change is that the population of grizzly 
bears and  wolves has recovered remarkably well.    Hopefully the lobbying by ranchers on adjacent lands 
will not result in any new efforts to control the wolf population.   (These animals do tend to ignore the park 
borders and help themselves to cattle occasionally).     
 From Yellowstone we went on to a completely new destination for us– the Dinosaur National Monu-

ment.   This is a very rugged area bordering Wyoming, Colorado and 
Utah and is home to very rich fossil beds dating back 150 million 
years.      The headquarters of the monu-
ment is built around a quarry that has 
yielded many almost complete dinosaur 
skeletons which are now in museums 
around the world.   The quarry is at the 
site of an ancient river bed which became 
the final resting place of many deceased 

dinosaurs.    The remaining wall of the quarry has now been enclosed by a visitor center giving a view of 
many unexcavated bones.   Stegosaurus and tyrannosaurus are well represented here! 

Editor’s Trivia . 

 It is just over 60 years ago while we were at RFHSM 

that the film “Doctor in the House” was released.   Some of us 

were lucky to go to the press preview at the Odeon, Leicester 

Square.     I recently read that the producers originally wanted 

Robert Morley to play Sir Lancelot Spratt but he wanted  

£15,000  as his fee which was considered too much to pay.   

James Robertson Justice agreed to play this role instead and 

was paid £1200 !   The Rank organization had low expectations 

of this movie and were unwilling to make much funding avail-

able!    It very soon paid back the very modest cost of its production. 



(continued) 

 Last month I was fortunate to make yet another trip to the ancient city of Ephesus in Turkey.    We have 
been there several times and enjoyed some unique experiences there, so my recent trip brought back many 

happy memories, and prompted a look at 
some old photos!   An early visit to Ephesus 
was in May of 2002.   We had our sailboat in 
the marina at Kusadasi and noticed  an adver-
tisement on the bulletin board for a concert by 
the Izmir Symphony and Choir in the ancient 
Great Theatre; they were performing  Mo-
zart’s Requiem.  The concert was very good 
and we were able to appreciate the excellent 
acoustics of this immense outdoor amphithea-
tre– however the seats were hard even when 
padded with the blankets that we had with us!    

The unexpected bonus came after the symphony concert end-
ed;  a Turkish pop singer and his ensemble now played for an 
hour or so.   The music was excellent and the reaction of the 
mainly Turkish audience was fascinatingly ecstatic! 
 In 2003 we visited Ephesus again when we took part in 
the Second Aegean Yacht Rally.   The objective of the rally was 
to help foster better relations between Turkey and Greece– 
which had not usually been good! Over a few days we sailed 
down the Turkish coast and across to the island of Samos, ending up back at Kusadasi.   Here we were trans-
ported to the ancient city which was the site for our farewell dinner.    The rally had been sponsored by a very 
large Turkish Company and they went to  extra-ordinary lengths to entertain us at this dinner.     A string or-
chestra was playing front and center at the Celsus Library.     Tables had been set up in the marble courtyard 
laden with appetizers, salads, and a variety of kebabs.    Toga clad waiters and waitresses circulated with wine 
and beer.    This was truly an evening to remember.   As we get older such wonderful memories take on a 
whole new value. 

May 2002 

October 2015 

October 2015 July 2003 


