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E ditor’s Note 

 

This issue of Clapper commemorates a number of Clapham Old Xaverians 
from widely different generations and backgrounds who led remarkable 

lives. Some like Fr. Eric Mead, who was a year ahead of me at Clapham; Peter Hughes, 
who was my brother-in-law; and Steve Parker, who was such a popular member of the 
committee, I had the privilege of knowing personally Others, like Frank Attwood, Ea-
monn Taggart, Douglas Hadida  and Fernand Cêtre, I knew only by reputation or as 
names on the Clapper mailing list. All, however, in their own way had a profound im-
pact on everyone who knew them and will be greatly missed. 

 

After five years this is my last issue of Clapper as I make way for an editor who, I hope 
will be more energetic and proactive than I have been of late. As I relinquish my edito-
rial pen, I would like to thank those who have encouraged and supported me in this 
task and to  apologise  for my inability to produce this newsletter more frequently. 

 

O bituaries 

 

Reverend Father (Thomas) Eric Mead 

 

Eric’s father was a regular soldier with the Royal Scots and serving in Hong Kong 
when war declared with Japan. British families were 
given 24 hours to collect their belongings and leave. His 
mother was pregnant with him at the time and after a 
difficult journey which included three months in the 
Philippine Islands, the Army wives and children arrived 
in Australia and Eric was born in Brisbane. After the 
fall of Hong Kong, his father died in the infamous Japa-
nese hell ship, Lisbon Maru*, so tragically, father and 
son never knew each other. 

At the end of the war, in 1945,the family returned to 
England and lived almost opposite the Clergy House at 
Westminster Cathedral. Eric started school at the St. 
Vincent de Paul Convent in Carlisle Place and soon be-
came an altar boy at the Cathedral. He would come 
home smelling of incense and covered in candle wax! 

His life was once again upset when he went to live in Dungarvan, County Waterford 
and went to school in Ireland for a year while his mother nursed her sick mother. 



They moved to West Norwood and Eric continued his schooling at the primary school 
at Battersea Park and from there went on to Clapham College for a very happy school 
life.  

He went straight from Clapham College to Wonersh seminary but the death of his 
mother cast sadness on part of his time there, however, as he would tell you, he always 
had a key to his sister and brother-in-law’s home and was sure of a loving welcome 
there and in time shared the love and affection of their children and grandchildren. 
The privilege of daily Mass during his short visits there - particularly lately when his 
brother-in-law became housebound was cherished by them. 

His parish church in West Norwood was St. Matthew’s and the parish priest, Fr. Al-
fred Cole, and his curate, Fr. Owen Gibbons, became his mentors and friends and to 
everyone’s great joy, Eric was ordained at St. Matthew’s in 1965. Decades later Fr. Gib-
bons came to live next door to the church in Northfleet after he had retired. 

Eric had many interests, architecture, heraldry, church history, music, art, travel and 
above all literature, but most of all he found people endlessly fascinating and loved to 
entertain them with his anecdotes.  

He held various appointments, one time Chaplain to HMS Belfast on the Thames, 
Chaplain to the Catholic Nurses Guild, Chaplain to the Divorced, Separated and Be-
reaved group at Aylesford, but very close to his heart was The Handicapped Children’s 
pilgrimage Trust, Group 47 with whom he went to Lourdes every year for the past 40 
years. 

Eric was ordained priest on 15th June, 1965. Following his ordination he was ap-
pointed assistant priest to the parish of the Holy Innocents, Orpington, where he 
stayed for over nine years. There followed appointments to St. Gertrude’s, South Ber-
mondsey; Sacred Heart, Camberwell and St. Joseph’s, Bromley. He was then asked to 
return to Holy Innocent’s, Orpington, during the time when a new church building 
and presbytery were being constructed.  

In January 1984 Eric took up his first appointment as parish priest at Our Lady of the 
Assumption,, Northfleet: a position he held for over  thirteen years. He celebrated his 
Silver Jubilee at Northfleet where he enjoyed being involved with St. Joseph’s Primary 
School. 

In May 1997 he was appointed to St. Anne’s, Cliftonville. It was here that he cele-
brated his 40th anniversary. He was devoted to Our Lady and St. Anne. 

 

* Those of  us who attended the Annual Remembrance  Day Mass in 2007 may recall 
Fr. Mead recounting how the Lisbon Maru, a Japanese troopship carrying Allied pris-
oners of war, was attacked by an American submarine and how his father was among 
those who perished when she sank. 

 



E amonn Patrick Taggart. 

1956  - 2011 

Eamonn was devilishly good looking with a dapper style. He liked heading 
off to his radiation treatment looking sharp and recently 
bought a pair of Paul Smith plum coloured brogues to 
enhance the occasion. He was charismatic, charming and 
full of fun. A devoted husband and family man, he was a 
loyal friend to many. He was a born entertainer, a keen 
golfer who twice scored a hole in one and  a talented 
footballer with over a hundred  goals for Clapham to his 
credit.  

News of Eamonn death spread rapidly with tributes pour-
ing in from around the globe. The  flag at Woodcote 
Golf Club was flown at half mast and a minutes silence 
was observed at Chipstead Football Club before their 
Tuesday night fixture. When Eamonn was given the news 
in January 2010, it was feared that he might not even sur-

vive the weekend.  Over 150 people turned up at his home shocked at the news. He 
invited them into his study, sat them down, told them not to worry and thanked them 
for being part of his life. His dignity that day humbled all those he talked to. He then 
decided to plan his funeral to take the burden off his wife, Marie, and his children. 
He organised the undertaker, the church, the crematorium and the  reception at 
Woodcote Golf Club. He even recorded over 200 songs to be played at the reception.   

 

In the past, Eamonn said that he would like his ashes spread on a mountain called 
Bessie Bell in County Tyrone. He changed his mind when he found out that a wind 
farm had been built there,  saying “I don’t want to be spread that far!”. Showing  simi-
lar good humour he chose his burial outfit: a Katherine Hamnett designer suit , wed-
ding tie and any old shoes. “He didn’t want to waste the Paul Smith brogues. 

 

No football tour or golf tour was complete without Eamonn. In fact in October last 
year, 8 month’s after his first operation and only 1 month before his second, he went 
on a Golf tour to Ireland and was holding court and entertaining as usual. It looked 
like things were back to normal, But we now know it wasn’t to be. 

 

Eamonn started dating Marie in 1980, after an evening at the ‘Bon Bonne’ nightclub 
in Herne Hill.  They were married on the 23rd October 1987 and have produced three 
wonderful children; Kate, Danielle and Dominic. It was Eamonn’s love for his family 
that helped him survive longer than any of the doctors had expected. Eamonn was de-
termined to be there for Danielle’s 21st Birthday celebrations in June; Kate’s Gradua-



tion ceremony in July and Dominic’s A-Level results, which were delivered only 5 days 
before he passed away. Eamonn had a wonderful relationship with all of his children 
and his legacy will live long and proud through them. It was this along with Marie’s 
constant love and nursing; his mother Anna’s regular visits from Ireland and his sister 
Mary’s never ending kindness and support that helped him to survive so long. 

 

When Eamonn left Marks and Spencer after 25 years, he decided that working for 
their suppliers may broaden his experience. He spent a few years with Castle Blair in 
Scotland and Desmonds in Northern Ireland. But once again, it was a strong friend-
ship that gave Eamonn the opportunity to work with his last employer, D.C.K Conces-
sions in Billericay, Essex. D.C.K gave Eamonn the opportunity to travel every three 
weeks or so to China and sometimes India, to work with their suppliers. Eamonn em-
braced this opportunity particularly in China, and the Chinese embraced him. They 
gave him the name ‘Tie-Ying-G’ (Beautiful Mountain - Brave Hero). Within D.C.K 
Eamonn formed more strong friendships and I know Marie cannot thank them 
enough for their support and assistance. This allowed Eammonn the peace of mind to 
spend his illness focussing on his family. 

 

Outside of work Eamonn’s boundless energy levels and enthusiasm saw him involved 
in many pastimes. He enjoyed supporting and helping fund raising for the children’s 
Primary and Secondary Schools, The Churches and ‘The Hosanna House’ Pilgrimage 
Trust. 

He once gave up a week to travel to Lourdes to assist the pilgrims, He brought hu-
mour, fun and entertainment to all. Eamonn told the group leader at the end of the 
trip: ‘If this is a pilgrimage, then I can’t wait for the Crusade!’ Eamonn was also on 
the John Fisher P.T.A committee for fundraising. The schools biggest fund raiser of 
the year is always the bank holiday fete, where Eamonn as Quartermaster would en-
sure that every stall had the provisions to run like clockwork, which of course it did. 
He would also give an encouraging hand helping to finish off the Guinness barrel at 
the end of the weekend!. He performed this duty for six years and even insisted on giv-
ing a helping hand in May of this year. Eamonn was an organiser of many golf days 
and trips and always tried to ensure that some of the funds could be contributed to 
charity. In fact he managed a round only six weeks ago! As a Quizmaster, Eamonn’s 
love for music and in-depth knowledge of anything from; classical to punk would see 
Eamonn focusing on the music side of the quizzes. Any of you who were present 
would wince at the severity of his challenge. He just assumed everybody knew and 
loved music as much as he did 

 

At Chipstead Football Club Eamonn helped to coach and manage Dominic’s team for 
many years. He became a registered referee and was always willing to help any team 



who found themselves short of a ref. He would often assist on a Saturday morning to 
coach young lads who were barely old enough to kick a ball. The club realised Ea-
monn was special and asked him to become Chairman of the youth section. He will-
ingly obliged which he did with everything! 

With charity and friendships Eamonn was also given some great opportunities. He 
played golf on many of the world’s finest courses and met Arnold Palmer. 

He played football at Highbury. He met Sir Alex Fergusson and even though Eamonn 
was a fanatical Crystal Palace fan, he had more than a hint of admiration for Man-
chester United and Sir Alex. 

Eamonn revelled in telling of how Kenneth Wolstenholme once did the commentary 
at a charity game and hearing him say “... and Taggart Scores!!” 

Eamonn was a tremendous cook, King of the B.B.Q in the summer. But he loved 
nothing more than preparing and cooking a Sunday roast. Where did he find the time 
for everything!? He loved being in charge of the kitchen... In fact as you may have gath-
ered, he loved being in charge! 

Throughout his illness nothing gave Eamonn more pleasure than listening to his Ipod 
and the challenge of the Telegraph crossword. Something he had done most of his 
working life. It was probably the Telegraph that kept Eamonn’s vocabulary sharp. 
When it came to verbal jousting with him there could only be one winner. 

Eamonn seemed to fill more than his age suggested into a life cut short. He told Marie 
on a family holiday last year, that if anything goes wrong “I Have Had A Great Life!” 

There is a memory that I would like to like to recall: 

Twenty years ago, several of the lads entered a talent contest in an Irish pub ‘The Brick-
layers Arms’ with Irish judges. Previous heats were won and a large crowd gathered for 
the grand final. A tremendous evening was enjoyed and has been talked about on 
many occasions since. A night that has never been forgotten. The Final was held in 
the ‘Irish Pub’ with the ‘Irish judges’. It would seem obvious what music they might 
favour! But not for Eamonn, the obvious vote catching Irish classic ‘The Fields of 
Athenry’ or even my eager to please Country & Western ‘Rail-Road’? No!...‘Back in the  
U.S.S.R’. The place rocked that night; He  had brought the house down. You could 
never win that one! But we are the real winners, for being able to share in his life. 

Eamonn Patrick Taggart a man that brought joy and fulfilment to many. May he rest 
in peace. 

 

Jim Thornton 

 



F rancis Joseph Attwood 

Born:  18th June, 1932. Died:  31st August, 2010. 

 

Frank Attwood was my best friend.  We were at the College 
from 1945 until 1950.  He lived with his twin brother and 
six sisters in Lycett House, New Park Road; I lived with my 
parents in Poynders Gardens, Clapham Park.  Both were 
blocks of council flats.  His father was a waiter who died 
just as Frank came to the College leaving his mother in a 
fairly parlous position financially. 

Some of our contemporaries in class were Henry Pinsent, 
Peter Freddi, Pat Wymbs, Savino Ravetto and Nick Scott 
among many other subsequent luminaries.  Our teachers 
were Mr.Blight (maths), Mr McLaughlin (English), 
Brother Joseph (French), Brother Damian (Latin), among 
many others. On leaving Clapham College Frank joined a 

firm of Accountants where he worked until National Service loomed at 18 when he 
joined the Royal Horse Artillery.  On demob Frank was at a loss, his Accountancy 
firm would take him back but he was offered £2.10s a week.  This was less than his 
army pay and he had a widowed mother to support so, on advice from my own 
mother, he joined the Metropolitan Police and eight months later I joined him. 

Frank started his career at Stoke Newington but quickly transferred to Balham (a com-
passionate posting). We saw very little of each other for a time but I went to his wed-
ding to Des whom he had met at a dance at Hendon Training School.  He rose 
quickly through the ranks – a Sergeant in 1957 at Streatham, a Station Sergeant by 
1959 at Wandsworth, an Inspector by 1962 at Marylebone Lane. I came across him 
again when he was my superior as a Chief Inspector at Richmond and I a Station Ser-
geant in 1965. Frank joined A.10 department in 1972 as a Superintendent. This was 
the department investigating complaints against police.  He ended his career as a 
Chief Superintendent at Wimbledon, retiring in 1981.  He was a fine Policeman with 
a no nonsense approach allied with a nice sense of humour; his subordinates idolised 
him with good reason. 

Frank was an accomplished and keen hockey player, playing for the Met throughout 
his service.  Later he continued his interest in the sport by becoming a Surrey County 
hockey umpire, a role which he continued until the age of 71. 

Frank and Des were married for 54 years and had a son, Steven, and two daughters, 
Lesley and Nicola who in turn produced 8 grandchildren. 

After his Police career Frank joined B.P. as a security manager at their office in Victo-
ria Street, retiring permanently in 1997.  His funeral was well attended by family, ex-
colleagues and many friends.  He will be sorely missed by all who had the privilege of 



knowing him.  May he rest in peace. 

 

Terry Carroll 

 

L ieutenant-Colonel Fernand Octavo ‘Joe’ Cêtre MC 

 

Joe Cêtre was my friend.  Unfortunately I didn’t know him at his best, hav-
ing shamefully only really come to know him in the last year of his life.  The 

Joe I first came to know in 2010 was an independent, stubborn, proud, devout man, 
who bore the encumbrances of his age and an earlier stroke such as poor sight, and 
difficulty with speech, hearing and walking with some dignity.  He missed Margaret 
and was very lonely without her.  His Church and Regiment were elsewhere, his care 
was minimal and yet through meals on wheels, the help of his neighbours and the odd 
visitor he managed on his own for 3 years.  It sounds and was sad, but you know de-
spite that, he survived almost to the end of his life on his own terms and in his own 
house and in doing so displayed a toughness that younger generations may not com-
prehend.  Even earlier this year, while very ill in hospital he was trying to co-opt An-
gela his neighbour in an escape plan.  In my view he was the toughest man I have ever 
met and it was obvious that whatever barriers had been put in his way throughout his 
life he had overcome them.   Perhaps some excerpts from his long life story will ex-
plain this.     

At the age of 21 and after a year at Sandhurst 2nd Lt Fernand Cêtre was commis-
sioned into The East Lancashire Regiment; his choice of 
Regiment being influenced by his faith, for the Regiment 
and the area of Lancashire from whence it came retained a 
strong Catholic community.  He joined the First Battalion 
in Palace Barracks, Holywood, Belfast, and it was there that 
his bushy moustache, which gave him a passing resemblance 
to ‘Joe’ Stalin, earned him his lifelong nickname.  

3 years later on 19th April 1940 the 1st Battalion East Lanca-
shire’s sailed for France to join the British Expeditionary 
Force, and with them went Acting Captain Joe Cêtre as sec-
ond-in-command of ‘B’ Company.  As we all know on 10th 
May the Germans invaded Holland and Belgium and so on 
the night of May 19th the East Lancashire’s had their first 
contact with the enemy at Tournai, and for the next ten days 

they were ordered back from successive lines of defence as these were in turn out-
flanked by the advance of Guderian’s 2 Panzer Divisions. The East Lancashire’s finally 
broke contact and arrived at the Dunkirk perimeter expecting to embark on the rescue 
ships, but instead they were turned around and ordered to form part of the final pe-



rimeter and defend a gap of 3,000 yards along a Canal. 

On 1st June the enemy attacked in strength. The German assaults in front were beaten 
off, but they crossed the canal to the right and left and the East Lancashire’s ran short 
of ammunition. About midday the enemy made a determined attempt to overrun 
them, which was again beaten off with heavy losses. It was at this time that the Com-
pany Commander Marcus Ervine-Andrews led Joe and a handful of men to beat off a 
German attack.  Later, with their ammunition dangerously low, Joe was sent back to 
Battalion HQ to report the situation. Threading his way back through the cross-fire, 
Joe returned with the last of the Battalion’s reserve ammunition and orders to hold 
the position to the last round and then withdraw.  With no more ammunition the 16 
man remnants of the Company, withdrew under fire, wading up to their necks, or 
swimming, through canals and waterways to escape the Germans. They made it back 
and by midnight on 2nd June, with the rest of the East Lancashire’s they finally em-
barked for Dover. For playing such a vital role in the gallant stand Joe was awarded the 
Military Cross.  

Despite, or perhaps because of, his diminutive stature, Joe was a tough soldier whose 
experiences in Dunkirk in 1940 led him to expect a similar robust mental and physical 
toughness from his troops.  Despite all they subsequently went through together in 
France, Holland, Belgium and Germany in 1944-5, his soldiers never forgot their 
route march across the Pennines from Northallerton to Blackpool during training in 
1943, when a tireless Joe paced up and down the column of troops at each rest stop, 
waiting impatiently to start the next leg of the march.   

1st East Lancashire’s were back in action fighting in Normandy after landing on 25th 
June 1944 with Joe, now an acting Major, commanding a Company.   On 12th August, 
the Battalion carried out its first full scale attack of the campaign, to capture the vil-
lage of Bois Halbout, which was known to the Lancashire soldiers as 
‘Boiled Halibut’.  It was a remarkable operation involving a long approach march 
through unknown woods to mount an immediate attack under enemy fire.  The villag-
ers of Bois Halbout still celebrate their liberation by the East Lancashire’s. In 1998 Joe 
travelled with other Normandy Veterans to France where he unveiled a memorial to 
the Regiment in the village.  The Mayor and the Town Hall were still sending greet-
ings cards to Joe 10 years later. 

At Christmas 1944 there was a short lull in the campaign and despite their circum-
stances Joe organised a Christmas meal for his troops.  The lull was short lived and 
shortly afterwards the East Lancashire’s moved south to take part in the counter-attack 
against the German offensive in the Ardennes.  The Battalion attacked on January 4th 
and for six days they battled through woods, in deep snow and intense cold. Their fi-
nal objective on 7th January was the village of Grimbiemont, situated on a German 
withdrawal route. They attacked up a 1,500 yard slope covered knee-deep in snow 
against dug-in tanks.  Despite mounting casualties the lead companies fought their 



way forward.  Joe was left with only himself, Company Sergeant Major Montgomery 
and 25 men – a third of their original strength. Time and again Joe and the CSM ran 
about across the snow in full view of the enemy to lead the men forward, and they 
were first to take their objective.  Joe was awarded a Bar to his Military Cross for his 
gallant leadership in this toughest of their battles.  

On the 28th  May the 1st East Lancashire’s were moving on the town of Bocholt after 
crossing the Rhine.  The Company was almost on its objective when a shell landed on 
company HQ, killing CSM Montgomery and two other men and severely wounding 
Joe and several others. Joe suffered serious a shrapnel wound to his leg, 
which troubled him for the rest of his life.  Corporal Bob Atkinson, who is still alive 
today and lives in the Lake District, carried Joe off the battlefield on a door, and the 
last sight, which ‘A’ Company had of their boss was as he was driven away on a 
stretcher at the front of a jeep.   

After the war on recovering from his wound, Joe went on to lead a full career attend-
ing the Army Staff College, serving in Malaya, Burma, Gaza in Palestine, and Moga-
dishu in Somalia and with the East Lancashire’s in Egypt during the Suez crisis.  It 
was after this and while serving at Northern Command in York, that he married Mar-
garet at Rottingdean, Sussex, the start of a marriage, which lasted for 51 years until her 
death in 2007.   On 1st July 1958 the East Lancashire’s were amalgamated with The 
South Lancashire Regiment (Prince of Wales’s Volunteers) and shortly afterwards, 
Lieutenant Colonel Joe Cêtre MC assumed command of 1st Battalion The Lancashire 
Regiment (Prince of Wales’s Volunteers), which he commanded in Hong Kong, the 
Isle of Wight and Plymouth.  Joe’s final job in the Army was in Lisbon, Portugal, a 
posting that would shape the course of his later life.     

He retired from the Army in 1967 and in 1970 he and Margaret settled once more in 

Lisbon.  

After 16 years in Portugal he and Margaret returned to England living here in Wat-
ford, Joe was a loyal supporter of the Catholic Church, the Imperial War Museum and 
the Royal Hospital, Chelsea. He was a Vice-President of the South of England Branch 
of our Regimental Association.   

Joe was both a devout Christian gentleman and a tough fearless soldier, who was very 
modest about his achievements.   I hope now that like me you understand where Joe’s 
toughness came from and that for his many achievements the motto of the East Lanca-
shire Regiment is truly apt  ‘Spectamur Agendo’ – Judge us by Our Deeds.  

Christopher Suss-Francksen* 

*Christopher Suss-Francksen is a retired officer from the antecedent Regiment, The 
Duke of Lancaster's, to Joe's original East Lancashire Regiment. He was a regular visi-



tor to Joe in the last year of his life after the Regimental Association asked him to take 
an interest as the closest member geographically to his home in Watford.    

 

P 
eter “Phlog” Hughes  M.B.A., F.C.A 

 

Our Dad, Peter Hughes, was a lovely man - loving and loved in  return. 
Love was central to his life – his love of family and friends, the Royal 

Marines, work, Manchester United, 
the Church, a love of life itself. His 
joie de vivre was something that many 
people mentioned in the cards, 
emails and texts  received from 
friends around the world – it’s the 
phrase that most springs to mind 
when you think of him.  But how do 
you capture that love of a life which 
had so many different facets to it? 

 

Well, here’s one example – in 1964, at the age of 31, Dad took the pivotal decision 
that shaped the rest of his life in many ways – he and his young family upped sticks 
and set off to America and the Wharton Business School in Philadelphia in an effort 
to better himself – and this against the advice of a senior partner in the accountancy 
firm that he worked for, who told him to stay put in England.  

 

From that decision came all sorts of things – our  family’s huge circle of enduring 
friendships that meant so much to him – both people close to home and people in 
the States.  His time at Wharton created a legacy of interest in international issues, a 
love of travel and a cosmopolitan outlook on life that never faded. He even got to sell 
a bed to Chubby Checker when working in a furniture store in South Philly. 

 

And from the States he returned as one of just a handful of MBAs in Europe. He em-
barked on an amazing career – which like many, had its ups and downs. But it didn’t 
matter what size enterprise he was involved in – Dad always brought amazing commit-
ment and enthusiasm to bear to his work. He was thrilled to be able to tell his fellow 
Arts Club members on a trip to the Varsity Match at Twickenham that one of the 
companies he was a director of had supplied all the new stainless steel urinals in the 
South Stand redevelopment.  There was a moments silence until one wag replied 
“Thanks for that - we’ll all be thinking of you Peter, when we have a pee.”   



 

He also loved sharing the lessons and experience that he gathered along the way.  He 
was teaching business studies to Oxford undergraduates long before it became main-
stream. The Oxford and Georgetown programmes he was involved in – particularly 
the International Students Abroad work  - gave him great pleasure and satisfaction. As 
messages of condolence from former students have shown, Dad remained an inspira-
tional figure for many of them, who used his wisdom and advice as they developed 
successful careers of their own. 

 

Away from his work Dad had three big passions – the Royal Marines, his family and 
above all his faith. Dad did his National Service in the Royal Marines – a natural 
choice given his families long association with the corp., as a result of the incredible 
service his own father had given the country.  The time he spent in the Marines kin-
dled a life time of devotion to their music, their esprit de corps and their history.  And 
he never failed to try and shoe-horn a reference to the Royal Marines into any given 
sentence, especially if what you were talking about didn’t particularly interest him. 
That, or Manchester United.  

 

One of the best times I had with Dad was our trip to Crete, retracing the footsteps of 
Grandpa Hughes when he was taken prisoner by the Germans at the end of the Battle 
of Crete in 1941. Dad did get rather frustrated with me constantly asking him – in 
pursuit of radio gold – how he felt. He kept telling me about the historical logistics 
when what I wanted was emotion. In the end I gave him far too much red wine over 
lunch and then – I’m only slightly ashamed to say – I made him cry by recounting 
how he had wished he brought his father to Crete when he was still alive. It struck me 
at the time that I was very glad I’d done this trip with him.  

 

Many of the people that have been in touch have commented on how proud Dad was 
of his family, although of course he did have his flaws, not least of which was repeti-
tion. He constantly introduced the woman that spent 55 years of married life with 
him as his first wife.  She was of course so much more that that – the mother of his 5 
children and grandmother to the 12 grandchildren of whom he was incredibly fond 
and very proud.     

 

He was lucky enough to have family and friends that managed to tolerate his some-
times odd sense of humour.  How I laughed during my teenage years in the 70’s when 
he asked a potential girlfriend that had turned up wearing very fashionable platform 
boots how sorry he was that she had to wear orthopaedic shoes.   

 



And my wife Sophie fondly remembers how he asked her when she had had facial sur-
gery, pointing at her rather fetching dimple. The funny thing is he did this more than 
once, having forgotten his previous faux pas.  

 

But then one year our sister in law Annie complained that she didn’t get enough 
birthday cards, so Dad hand wrote and posted her 54. 

 

His parenting skills were sometimes a little lax. More than once he took me scuba div-
ing into distinctly dangerous situations, not least when his rather old regulator failed 
45 feet down. I assumed his frantic gesticulation was a cue for a training exercise in 
buddy breathing.  

 

Scuba diving, impromptu climbing expeditions, the introduction of whiskey sours 
into the social life of Sanderstead in the 1970s – that last one with mixed results – 
Dad was certainly adventurous. 

 

We led a gregarious life - supported by Mum, Dad was always up for a party, often in-
viting back waifs and strays at Christmas and Easter – putting into practice some of 
those Christian values that so many people admired.  

 

And as I’ve just mentioned Mum, this would be a good time to reflect on what was 
the central relationship in Dad’s life. They met when they were still school children; 
got married in their early 20s; and after more than 50 years together were a formidable 
partnership. Dad never complained to us as his health declined. I doubt anyone in 
this church ever heard him do that – except one person, our Mum. For richer, for 
poorer; in sickness and in health. Mum, you both made a vow and stuck to it. And I 
think everyone knows that a lot of what made Dad special in our hearts came from 
you. 

 

We’ve mentioned his love for his religion and it would be difficult to underestimate 
just how important the Catholic faith was for Dad.  I’m sure that the fact that his only 
sister chose to dedicate her life to the religious order of Notre Dame when he was still 
in his teens helped inspire a lifelong and steadfast devotion to his faith.   

 

One small example of that devotion was undertaking a pilgrimage to Rome during a 
Holy Year in the 50’s with his late brother Bernard, by bike.  His memory of this gruel-
ling trip was that going up the Alps was not as half as terrifying as coming down them. 

 



But Mum thinks that the key moment for Dad was when he went on a retreat back in 
1967. Up ‘til that point his faith had been very much part of his upbringing – a 
Catholic family, a Catholic school, Catholic friends, going to church was just what you 
did. But on that retreat he came to understand that the central message of the gospels 
was all about love – that word again.  

So love he did.  From being a founding member of the folk choir and a stalwart of the 
Male Voice Choir, Dad took his religion not only seriously, but tunefully.  So many of 
the tributes and letters of condolence that the family have received mentioned not just 
his joy of singing, but also how his deep faith and Christian values inspired so many 
of you that knew him. 

In many ways, Dad represented that post-war generation of people who felt they need-
n’t be bound by the older generation’s respect for class distinctions. He never studied 
for a degree at university – which sometimes I think he did regret – but nonetheless he 
went on to achieve amazing things in his career and to teach others.  He also saw all 
his children and older grandchildren go to university.  He travelled to many places in 
the world and made many friends around it. Yet for all the joie de vivre and freedom 
that he achieved, he was perhaps happiest when his world comprised of the simplest 
things in life – enjoying his passions, his family and his faith.  For those things gave 
him the greatest comfort and pleasure.  He was much loved, by many. May he rest in 
peace. 

Simon and Dominic Hughes 

S teve Parker 

Steve was much loved and respected. We all have many Steve stories and can 
speak of many good times with him. No one attended his funeral  because 

they felt obliged to do so. They attended because 
he meant so much to them and they wanted to pay 
tribute to a very special man.  

He was always there for his family and friends and 
would do anything you asked. He might have 
moaned and groaned and had the occasional 
hangover while he did it but you knew he was 
happy. His family meant everything to him and 
the unconditional love he gave to his daughter 
Lisa he extended to anyone she knew. He was an 
integral member of the Clapham Old boys associa-
tion for many years and a focal figure in his local 
pub where he was a vital member of the league 
pool team and on the karaoke machine. 

Steve loved life; very rarely in the last few years did 



I not see him smiling. He truly was 57 going on 17! I know I couldn’t keep up with 
him! He loved his music, his football and his history and his love for these enabled 
him to win many a pub quiz on his own. He liked talking about those victories! 

The Clapham football tour enabled him to realise all of his loves in one weekend as 
he would search out the history of whatever town we were in that year, watch some 
football and party in the evening searching out whichever live bands were in the area 
that night. 

He spent time in Egypt last year and the excitement in him while telling his stories 
and showing the photos he came home with I can imagine were the same as when 
Howard Carter found Tutankhamen’s tomb. 

Yes, we all took the mickey out of him occasionally, and any dig we could have at him 
about Spurs we would take, just to get the reaction we all knew was coming! The angry 
repost, the vociferous defence of what he held dear, after all he was a strong, opinion-
ated Scotsman who defended his beliefs ….. unless you were talking about Parliament 
or football, then he was a strong, opinionated Englishman! 

His love for life, his humour and his smile will be greatly missed: from the Clubhouse 
in Norbury, to Dundee, from the Lord Napier in Thornton Heath to the plasticine 
salesmen in Lisbon. He was one of life’s nice guys, the world truly is a poorer place 
without him. 

As one of the messages of condolence put it: 

A truly sad day, please accept my condolences. Steve was the kind of man you only had to meet 
once to like and respect. Even more he was the kind of person that would bring back your confi-
dence in mankind again after dealing with too many idiots and egotists. A world that could pro-
duce Steve can not be all bad. 

You cannot say that about many people in this world but that message encapsulates 
Steve. He didn’t have a bad bone in his body and that is why he will be missed so 
much by so many. 

Joseph Mansi 

D ouglas Myles Hadida 

Sept 14 1925 - Jul 13 2012. 

My first recollection of Douglas would have been in the summer of 1934 
when I joined him at the Nursery/preparatory school in Nightingale 

Lane. We were segregated because there was a seven year age gap. 



A year or so later, Douglas joined the College, and as soon as war was declared, he was 
evacuated to a small village  just outside East Grinstead, where I joined him the fol-
lowing July. 
He was in the Air Training Corps, and at the age of eighteen went into the RAF with 
the specific intention of becoming a mid-upper gunner. 
Unfortunately, or perhaps fortunately, there was a substantial queue of hopefuls ahead 
of him, and thus, rather than be "grounded" for remainder of the war, he transferred 
to the Navy. 
 
VE day found him stationed in Valetta, Malta, and during the journey back to the UK 
he suffered a break to several toes after a fall .  He was given sick leave on arrival in 
U.K..  Wearing  a massive plaster cast under which was an iron contraption to take his 
weight. Already six-foot-two, this addition plus his sailor's hat, made him tower over 
his little brother. 
 
We overtook two ladies whilst walking in Oxford Street, and I heard one comment 
"Those b..... Huns".  This was the high point for me in the 1940's, and I felt ten feet 
tall. 
 
Douglas studied engineering at the Regent Street Polytechnic, and later, trained as a 
draughtsman. He worked for several civil engineering companies, and also for the Iraq 
Petroleum Company, with whom he got an interesting posting to the Persian Gulf. 
 
After my return from National Service, we shared life in a large block of flats in Chel-
sea. These were wonderful years, which Douglas enjoyed to the full. 
 
Douglas preferred to get out and meet people rather than  be office-bound,and so be-
came a "Technical Representative". 
 
Owing to Business responsibilities, we went our separate ways - in the geographical 
sense, but were never out of touch, occasionally holidaying together. 
 
Douglas's enjoyment of life was infectious, and he was never happier than to be in the 
company of those of a like disposition. Shortly after retirement he moved nearby to 
me, and we have thus had the pleasure of enjoying coffee together for the past ten or 
so years. 
 
We shall all miss him, and especially Jenny, his constant companion for the past six-
teen years. 
 
 Michael Hadida 
 



P 
ersonalia 

Anne, the dear wife of John Noulton, died earlier this year. Her Re-
queim Mass was celebrated by Monsignor Validimir Felzmann and at-
tended by a 

small group of Old Xaverians including her brother, David Byrne, who 
attended the College between 1953 and 1960. Our prayers and condo-

lences are with John, David and their families. May she rest in peace. 

 

 In an earlier email John said that he read the obituary of Fr. Michael Aust with inter-
est because Michael was his Scoutmaster at St. Gregory's in Earlsfield. Another old 
boy in the same Scout group was Terry Foster, who was a keen long distance runner 
while at the College. A number of other Clapham College boys were parishioners of 
St. Gregory’s including Aidan Corish, Bill Kidd and Derek Wootton.  

At this time Michael Aust was living in Haldon Road near St. Thomas's in West Hill,  
Wandsworth. Anne Byrne, John’s wife-to-be, and her brother, David Byrne were pa-
rishioners of St Thomas's, during the prime of Canon Beausang.  

 

David is now living in Norfolk with his wife, Susan. They have just 
had their third grandchild and are expecting a fourth. John  was es-
pecially interested to read about Patrick Gooch (pictured on left) as 
they studied together in the lower sixth. Unfortunately he missed 
Patrick at last year’s Chairman's Lunch, but intends to look out for 
Patrick’s novels. 

 

 

Monsignor Vladimir Felzmann, seen on the left perform-
ing seventy-four push-ups during the launch of the John 
Paul II Foundation for  Sport is the Catholic Chaplain for 
Sport for the Diocese of Westminster and one of the Catho-
lic chaplains to London 2012. James Parker, Catholic Execu-
tive Coordinator for the 2012 Games, commented: “Fr 
Vladimir Felzmann is the right man to ensure the Catholic 
community takes seriously any legacy of sports ministry fol-
lowing the 2012 Games. His extensive experience of work-
ing with young people, added to his intimate knowledge of 
London and its varied communities, puts him in a strong 
position in the starting blocks.”  Monsignor Vladimir 
Felzmann retains his role as Catholic Chaplain to Canary 

Wharf. 



 

John Gleeson, who started at the College in 1929, has sent the following recollection 
of Lieutentant-Colonel Fernand Octavo Cêtre aka CROW: 

Yes, that was his nickname at Clapham College. I have no idea  how or why he became known 
as such, but he accepted it with good grace, and it was not used in  a derisory or offensive way. 
My personal feeling is that he preferred CROW to what fun and games the playground would 
get up to with his given names. 

I went to Clapham College in 1929 where I was a year younger than CROW and followed him 
throughthe school until I caught up with  him in the 6th form in 1934. 

CROW was a thoroughly good chap, well liked, fun to be with, tidy, smart and well turned out. 
Everybody liked him but he was eccentric and his life’s ambition was to be a soldier. He 
marched wherever he went, head up, chin in, shoulders back and tummy tucked in - his concep-
tion of how a good soldier should move - and the staff and boys accepted his behaviour.  

He was in the 6th form studying for a career as a Cadet in the Royal Military Academy. As the 
rest of us pursued our own studies, one boy was heard to ask CROW would he not prefer to be a 
civilian, get married, have a family, like a normal  being. CROW’s reply was “My regiment  will 
be my family”. He passed into Sandhurst with ease and satisfied the Board at his interview. He 
left  the College a very happy lad having achieved his life’s ambition. We learnt of CROW’s pro-
gress through Tom Palmer, who lived near him and caught up with him during leaves. 

Tom was a close friend of my wife and 1 and remained so after the war was over. I retired 
when I was 60 and, as the children were no longer a drain on our resources, we decided to spend 
our retirement travelling as much as possible. Sometime in the early 1980s  we decided on a holi-
day in Portugal and told Tom of our choice. He immediately informed us that CROW had re-
tired and taken up residence in Portugal and urged Betty and I to call on him.  He gave us 
CROW’s address and undertook to advise him of our arrival. 

On arrival in our hotel in Colares we received a telephone call from CROW inviting himself 
over with his wife. We were delighted to meet him and Margaret, with whom we spent a very 
happy afternoon reminiscing about  Clapham College, its inmates, Boney, Doggie, Clockie, 
Silvo who had prepared us for life in the great wide world, but not as they expected it to be. 

We spent a very happy afternoon with CROW and Margaret (the Colonel’s daughter) - a 
charming girl, well able to handle CROW. 

Our last sight of them was diving off down the road to Lisbon. 

 

John Window reports “Last May I was on a cruise that stopped in Malacca. And as one 
does it was onto the tour bus to explore the sights and sounds. After having lunch we were told 
that a short walk away was the first Christian church in that part of the world.. Being 71 and 
with an arthritic knee I was not terribly interested, however when the guide pointed out that this 
church was founded by St Francis Xavier I thought I should make the effort. Its only 90 steps up 
said the guide, (why did they have to build churches on the top of hills I ask myself), Mont St 



Michel is bad enough. However up the steps I went to a ruined church. Told the guide I at-
tended the Xaverian College in London, on hearing this a Canadian guy told me he did the 
same in Canada. Outside there is a statue of the inspiration behind the founders of our school 
minus one finger, and there is a story about that. I looked at the statue and muttered, thanks 
Frank for a great education at a great school.” 

 

John also  reflects “With the opening of the Shard I am vividly reminded of a lesson at the top 
of the fire escape in 1953 by Mr Escott (I think). He was telling a fairly bored 3a why New 
York had `skyscapers` and London did not. It`s all about the substrata, Manhattan is rock 
whereas London is clay and would not support such tall buildings! Oh if he were alive today.” 

 

An email from John Coffey, a retired doctor living in Pennsylvania who left Clapham 
College in 1955 to train at University College Hospital, set me thinking. Arriving at 
the College in 1953, I have only the haziest memories of the sixth formers during my 
early years and no recollection of John Coffey. However, I did remember Miss Rod-
ley, my Primary School teacher at St. Joseph’s Camberwell exhorting us to emulate a 
boy named Coffey, who had graduated to Clapham College years previously. Could 
this be the , John who was in the same year at Clapham as Martin Dunne  and John 
Nash, remembers Miss Rodley well and recalls the debt that he owes both schools. He 
is also grateful for  information that has enabled him to contact John Nash in Tennes-
see, whom has hadn’t seen or spoken to since 1955.  

 

Congratulations to John Pettley, in Shanghai, who has announced his engagement to 
Rachel. The wedding is planned for the 25th May 2013 in Shanghai with a party to be 
arranged in London as well.  

 

Congratulations also to Wesley Graham, a member of the football section, on the safe 
arrival of his daughter, Naomi Christiana Graham, at 7:44 am on the 9th January this 
year. She was born 2 weeks early as, unlike her father, she didn’t just want to stay in 
the box.  

 

Congratulations also to Michael and Lauren Garvey on the birth of their daughter 
Emilia. 

 

Among the many tributes to the late Eamonn Taggart the following from Peter 
Boland caught my intention: “I remember in my first couple of days at Clapham, at break 
in the playground, I got hit full in the face by a football and just burst into tears ; Eamonn had 
kicked it accidentally, (or it was a bloody good shot!), and all of his mates and my mates were 



breaking their hearts laughing at me. Eamonn put his arm around me and took me to the secre-
tary. Its an act of kindness I still remember vividly forty years later. It is a very sad loss indeed.”  

 

The Croydon Advertiser contained the following tribute to a remarkable man: 

To young football players in Croydon and Surrey he was a revered and friendly manager who 
guided them to their best. 

To his colleagues in China he was a much-liked workmate whom they gave an honorary Chinese 
name. To his friends in Florida he was a fellow golfing fanatic who would visit as often as he 
could. And to his family in Purley he was an adored father and husband who cheered them each 
day with his love of life, music and them. Family, friends and colleagues have paid tribute to 
man Eamonn Taggart, who died on August 23 at St Christopher's Hospice after an 18-month 
battle with cancer. He was 55. 

At the beginning of the year Mr Taggart made three wishes involving his three children which, 
against the odds, came true. His wife, Marie, recalled: "Doctors told him in January he only had 
a few weeks to live, and he set three targets: to see Danielle's birthday, Kate's graduation and 
Dominic's A-level results. And he met all three."He was a family man who was deeply proud of 
his children." 

Hundreds of people turned out for his memorial service last week, knowing Mr Taggart from his 
many community roles, including as youth chairman of Chipstead Football Club. 

The club hopes to name one of its annual football festivals after the man who brought his son to 
play ten years ago and was soon persuaded to take on a greater role. 

Acting youth chairman Keith Harvey said: "I don't often make good decisions but getting Ea-
monn involved at Chipstead was one of my best. 

"Parents and boys loved and respected him – at committee meetings he was the calm, sensible 
voice. Whatever his team's result, nothing appeared to dampen his enthusiasm for football and 
life." 

Football was one of Mr Taggart's many passions, said his family, speaking on Tuesday at their 
Woodcote Valley Road home. And he approached it with the same determination he applied to 
the rest of his life. Mr Taggart was born in Lambeth to an Irish family. Some of his wider family 
emigrated to America with a tragic result – his cousin, f irefighter Michael Lyons, was killed in 
9/11. 

He attended Clapham College Grammar School, before quickly climbing the ranks at Marks & 
Spencer. 

A prominent figure in Purley, he raised money for local churches, played his beloved guitar in 
bands and played golf at Woodcote Golf Club. The club's flag was flown at half mast from the 



period after his death until the memorial service. He worked as a manager for a fashion acces-
sory company, a job that took him to China one week a month over the past five years. is wife 
Marie added: "He couldn't have packed more in. He said to me last summer, 'If this is going to 
take me, I have had a wonderful life'“ 

 

St. Gertrude’s South Croydon was packed in December for the Requiem Mass of Pe-
ter Hughes. Among the con-celebrants were Monsignor Canon James Cronin and 
Monsignor Nicholas Morrish, the son of Peter’s brother-in-law Tony Morrish. In ad-
dition to Tony and June Morrish and myself, the congregation included the following 
Old Xaverians and their wives: Ken and Margaret Torpey; Brian Sanders; Ted Hay-
ter; Nino Caraccio; Colin Garvey; Mick Power; Gerry Burgess; Henry and Pat Pin-
sent; Scotty Macdonald; Mick Weir and Gerry Lambe, who was singing in the choir.  

As Gerry Lambe said at the time: 

“This seems to have been a year of very sad news. Peter Hughes an old boy of Clapham Col-
lege, who also happened to be a prominent member of our choir (St Gertrude's) died today. I was 
with him last Sunday for 10 am mass ( like every Sunday he was a member of our choir ), but 
his health had been deteriorating for some time. He was one of the Clapham College boys who 
were originally evacuated to Devon in the war, a former Royal Marine, a Manchester United 
fan, and an esteemed academic. He was a fantastic character ,always willing to get involved in 
the church activities particularly stage related ones. He was a truly respected, compassionate 
man who will be very sadly missed by all of us who had the privilege of knowing him.” 

 

On  learning of the sudden death of Steve Parker, Frank Jordan wrote: 

“Steve was a good friend and I will remember him fondly especially the times he played in goal 
for me with his daughter always in tow playing behind the goal. He always had a kind word to 
say and always reliable. He will be sorely missed.” 

 

Eddie O’Brien described Steve’s funeral in the following way: 

 

“Members of the Association turned out in force for the funeral. My estimate that there were 
between 40 and 50 Old Xaverians present.  

 

Joseph Mansi gave an excellent eulogy at the Mass, whilst Colin Garvey spoke at the cremato-
rium. At the clubhouse wake there was a moving slide show of  photographs of Steve's life. . 

  

I think that the Association was at its best for Steve's funeral especially how we hosted the wake. 
Truly wonderful.“ 

 



Lisa Balkissoon thanked all those who attended Steve’s funeral in the following terms: 

“Thank you so much from the bottom of my heart for the Great Spirit you brought and for all 
your generosity on the day. The send off could not have been more fitting for my dad or myself, to 
see all your love gave me all the strength I needed. As you know dad loved the club, I think he 
was one of the proudest members and you were like an extension of his family.” 

 

To mark the anniversary of Steve’s death a Remembrance Mass was held at 6 pm on 
the 4th August this year at St Bartholomew’s Church, Norbury followed by drinks at 
the Lord Napier Pub. 

 

There is a story we told at school about a man, named Paddy, who claimed to know 
everyone. Challenged by his friend to prove it, he went onto the balcony where the 
Pope was addressing the pilgrims. Immediately a man in the crowd turned to his 
friend and asked who was on the balcony with Paddy. There is no such difficulty with 
the picture below: to Monsignor Canon James Cronin’s right is His Holiness Pope 

Benedict XVI.  In his new  role as National Director of Missio, Canon James recently 



made a special trip to Kenya to visit the Xaverian Brothers at the St. Joseph Centre, 
Bungoma  near Lake Victoria and  the Ugandan border. On the day he called most of 

the Brothers were in the Congo celebrating  the final vow taking of two Congolese 
Brothers. However, he was able to meet Brother David CFX from the USA, whose 
mission is to start a new Xaverian College in the region. The Centre is also the postu-
lant house for those thinking of joining the Xaverian Order In the picture above are 
from left to right: Fr. Tom McGrath MHM; Brother David CFX; a postulant; Brother 
Edmund; another  postulant and the gardener. The bell above Brother David was 
given by the old boys of one of the colleges in the States. It was delivered on 9/11 and 
so it now serves as a memorial to old Xaverians killed on 9/11. Canon James reports 
that the gardener liked having his photograph taken. 

 

Peter Keen politely demurred from the remark at the end of Frank Hixson's piece, 
"the boys who did not play sport the Old Boys passed them by". As he explained to me 
at the Chairman’s Luncheon there are numerous Old Xaverians from the Cathedral 
parish who have remained in contact with each other and, in  the case of the survi-
vors, still do all through the years right up to date When, with a group of close friends 
and others from St George's Cathedral parish, he joined the College in 1945 his 
cousin, John A. Keen, and at least four others from the parish were already pupils. 
His group were there from 1945 to1950 and his brother, Roy Keen, and his friends 
from 1947 to1952.  The Xaverians from St George’s who followed them over many 
succeeding years almost all gravitated to the Cathedral club in which he and his 



brother and all their friends were deeply involved with its football and table tennis 
teams and operatic society  

 

While browsing the internet Brian Cook came across the Association’s webpage.  He 
was a pupil at Clapham from around 1949 to 1953 in the days of Brothers Joseph, 
Damian, Dunstan and Stephen. He also remembers Mr Gibb, Mr Barrier, Mr 
Wright, Mr Pocock and  Mr Cox. He fell foul of Brother Joseph over a broken door 
handle and was sent home to await his punishment. He flatly refused to go back to 
the College and left voluntarily with his father’s blessing. He went on to join the 
Royal navy and spent many happy years before the mast!. He looked through the list 
of the Old Boys who attended the lunch earlier this year and two names jumped out 
at Him: John Sheridan, who he spent some time with in the navy, and a chap called 
Pat Gooch, who he thinks lived near him in West Norwood  living in Surrey now in a 
place called Ashford so its not that far away.  

 

Edward Corrigan thanked me for the last edition of Clapper and apologised  for not 
being able to attend any of the events organised by the Association. Not being fully 
retired he still travels a lot and during the winter he spends every available hour muck-
ing around in the “white stuff” near Chamonix. He said the article on Brother Hugh 
and the various references to Brother Peter brought back many memories – some a 
little painful in the case of Brother Peter. He sent his regards to Henry Pinsent, with 
whom he remembers playing football. He asks a question that has long bothered me: 
why did Brother Peter call everyone Johnnie? 

  

Congratulations to Tom O’Dee on the birth of his first grand-son, Jacob, who came 
into the world a bonny 8lb 3oz. Tom has recently taken up his first teaching post at 
the Thomas More Catholic School in Purley teaching Mathematics. Regular readers 
might remember that Tom gained an Open University degree in 2008 and, having 
been made redundant in 2009, was looking forward to starting a PGCE Secondary 
course at St. Mary's University College in the last issue 

 

Edmund Hodges has advised me that the boy reported to have lost the tips of his fin-
gers in the incident at Ashurst Wood in the last edition of Clapper was Dennis Sid-
dall rather than one of his brothers. I have to accept responsibility for this mistake as 
Edmund’s article omitted a surname and I took the opportunity to add one that 
seemed reasonable in the circumstances. Mea culpa! 

 

Michael Straiton wrote: 



“Edmund Hodges recalled our adventure with the crashed German bomber at East Grinstead 
where the College was evacuated in 1942. Having learned that the aircraft had landed in 
Ashurst Wood nearby,  a few of us cycled over from our Lutyens mansion billet ,  Barton St. 
Mary, to investigate.  To our delight we found that the Home Guard had retrieved armaments 
and bagged them up in sacks. Eagerly we shook out contents to find tracer bullets, a Verey flare 
gun and cannon shells. On return I passed our head, Brother Nicholas, on the stairs; he had 
no idea what was in my bag.  

 

The tracer bullets made great fireworks, but the cannon shell was a different matter. We un-
screwed the end of one cannon shell and removed the detonator – the size of a cigarette end.  
This was taken down to the sunken garden that was surrounded by stout stone benches.  The 
detonator was placed on one and it was decided to see what hitting it with a brick would do.  
We were deafened by the explosion, but the brick itself  kept the flying shrapnel low: Dennis 
Hodges, holding the brick,  lost the tip of his thumb and my right hand received a shower of par-
ticles. Our wounds were dressed at East Grinstead Hospital, where we saw badly wounded air-
men who were being treated for their burns.   

 

Shortly after I took the bus to Edenbridge  where my mother served as a clerk for the National 
Provincial Bank. On my arrival she looked over the counter and asked the reason for the hump 
under my mac.  As my belt of tracer bullets was revealed the village bobby passed by, was called 
in, and my precious cargo was confiscated. What would Elf ‘n Safety have thought of our 
pranks? 

 

Michael Straiton is the Honorary Secretary of the Friends of the Holy Father, a Ro-
man Catholic organization founded in 1980 to offer practical support for the Pope’s 
universal ministry. Further details of the organisation can be found on the website, 
which is http://friendsoftheholyfather.com, and annual membership costs a mini-
mum of £20. 

 

Recently Nino Caraccio, Patrick Gooch, Pip Gunn, Brian Sanders, John Sheridan 
and Mick Weir spent a great day in Mayfield. Af-
ter lunch in the Middle House, they dropped in 
on Fr. Mario Sanderson (formerly Bro. Mario 
CFX), parish priest of St. Thomas of Canterbury 
in the village and spent some time enjoying sto-
ries of his experiences at Clapham, Mayfield and 
Manchester. He is a walking encyclopaedia 
of  the Brothers and would happily receive visits 
from any Old Xaverians. They then moved on to 
the Brothers' cemetery in the grounds of the old 



college- a really moving experience for all of us. (The main building of the college is 
now a block of luxury flats but the chapel is still up for grabs if you have a million and 
a half to spare!) Finally, they were all invited back for a delicious tea at the country pad 
of Patrick Gooch who lives just down the road at Crowborough. A remarkable and 
most enjoyable walk down Memory Lane. 

 

Fr Mario Sanderson was a Xaverian Brother for 31 years before his ordination to the 
priesthood in 1985. He was School Secretary under Brother Joseph at Clapham Col-
lege from August 1951 to Summer 1952 

 

It was great sadness that we learnt of the death of Robert Speight in October last year. 
His younger brother Danny, who was at  Clapham two years behind Robert, said that, 
although Robert had been unwell during the year, he died unexpectedly at the age of 
62 .   

 

Len Luckhurst sent the following joke from Sweden:  

An elderly man is stopped by the police around 2 a.m. and is asked where he is going at this 
time of night. The man replies, "I am on my way to a lecture about alcohol abuse and the effects 
it has on the human body, as well as smoking and staying up late." The officer then asks, 
"Really? Who is giving that lecture at this time of night?" The man replies, "That would be my 
wife."  



Although I always enjoy the Chairman’s Luncheon, Brian Campbell’s apology for his 
absence left me feeling slightly envious:  

“Sorry I will be unable to attend the Chairman’s Lunch on the 27th January, as I will 
be in India on the first stage of a three month  

'Round the World' tour!! We leave on the 8th January for India, then fly to Singapore, 
pick up a cruise ship for 2 weeks, visiting China, Vietnam, Cambodia, Thailand and 
Hong Kong, fly to Adelaide, drive to Melbourne, fly to Sydney, fly to New Zealand for 
a month, fly to Honolulu, fly to San Diago, then Las Vegas, fly to Boston and finally 
UK in early April! I think I should have something for the Clapper when I get back! I 
am sure the event will be a great success. I really enjoyed last year’s. Have an enjoyable 
Christmas and pass on my best wishes to all.” 

 

Another Old Xaverian forsaking the rigours of the British winter and the Chairrnan’s 
Luncheon was Gerard Fitzpatrick who wrote to say that he would be in Florida with 
his wife, Caroline, on holiday and visiting relatives 

 

Writing from his home in Arizona, Michael Aldrich reported that 2011 had been a 
very strange year for him as he had appeared in an ICM Poll in the Sun and as an 
Internet cartoon character. To check out the latter, try: 

    http://www.kelkoohistoryoftheinternet.co.uk/   

and look out for the year 1941.    

 

Ken Mitchell was unable to attend the Chairman’s Luncheon as he was planning to 
spend a few weeks in Ireland after  Christmas. 

 

Congratulations to John Rayer (pictured), who has been elected as 
Grand Vice-President of the Catenian Association. My Catenian 
friends tell me that, barring accidents, this means he will accede to 
the Grand Presidency in 2013. Formed in 1908 in Manchester at the 
instigation of the then Bishop of Salford, Bishop Casartelli, the Asso-
ciation has more than 10,000 members in over 300 Circles. Al-
though founded in this country, there are now Circles in Ireland, 
Malta, Australia, southern Africa and Hong Kong.  

 

Patrick Gooch’s third novel, The Wells, was published in September this year. It is in-
tended to be the first novel in a trilogy of tales about the hero Marius Hope and Tun-
bridge Wells. A brief resumé is shown below: 

In the summer of 1736, Marius Hope, a troubled young doctor, takes leave of his responsibilities 

http://www.kelkoohistoryoftheinternet.co.uk/


at St Bartholomew's Hospital in London, and journeys to The Wells 
(Royal Tunbridge Wells) - an up-and-coming spa town set to rival Bath.  

But, Hope soon finds himself caught up in two fatal fires and a death 
on the town racecourse. He discovers that the incidents are linked to a 
scheme to wrest ownership of The Walks (The Pantiles) from The Lord 
of The Manor and its freeholders; and he is called upon to make use of 
his medical background to aid the authorities expose the culprits.  

Drawn ever deeper into the intrigues of the spa town, Marius Hope is 
subjected to ruthless attack. The pressure is on for him to find the mas-
termind of the plot, or lose his life at the hands of his unknown adver-
sary. The novel is based on historical fact, with many of the characters 

involved in the scandal contributing to the narrative. 

 

Congratulations to Fr. Anthony Richins, who celebrated the Golden Jubilee of his 
ordination in June. He marked the occasion by saying the 10:00 am Mass at Our Lady 
of the Rosary, Brixton, on the Saturday, 16th June, where Mass was followed by a recep-
tion in the church hall, and the 11:00 Mass at the Holy Ghost, Balham, on Sunday, 
17th June. The latter was attended by Laurence Milligan, who remarked that, although 
he didn’t have an opportunity to greet Fr. Anthony after Mass, the sung Missa 
No.VIII (Missa de Angelis) and Credo III was a welcome return to childhood. 

 

Sir Michael Wilshaw (pictured), who is credited with 
making Mossbourne Academy in Hackney into one of 
the top one percent of schools in the UK, was appointed 
as the Chief Inspector of Schools in January this year. As 
head of Ofsted  Sir Michael, 65, hopes to replicate the 
success of Mossbourne across the country. The challenge 
is huge, but he intends to tackle it with his customary 
rigour. Sir Michael believes in strong leadership, inspira-
tional teaching and a firm sense of order. A former pupil 
at Clapham College, Sir Michael  was Colin Garvey’s 
guest at the Chairman’s Luncheon in 2009.  

Glancing through the local paper, I noticed a 
familiar face and read further. The picture 
below accompanied an article on how Tim 
Hixson (on right) and his family participated 
in the opening ceremony of the London 
Olympics. If you look carefully , you might 
see that Tim was dressed in a newspaper suit 



for the procession  while his wife, Sally, wore a blue bowler-hot with a light bulb for 
the ceremony. Their son George, who is a history student at the University of Leeds, 
was one of the marching fashionistas accompanying the supermodels. 

Stephen Fitzgerald has continued to raise funds for his Concordia Project to support 
rural schools in the south of Zanzibar. Additional fund raising combined with a more 

favourable exchange rate en-
abled him to send $4,900 to 
Zanzibar in June 2011. As 
agreed during his return trip to 
Zanzibar in 2010, $4,000 was 
given to the K/Dimbani 
School and the remaining 
$900 was split between two sat-
ellite schools. The picture 
above shows the new well at 
the K/Dimbani school, which 
was sponsored by the Mine-
head & District Lions club. It 
took six months hard digging 

through solid coral before the water table was reached and it slowly began filling with 
water. Futher details of the project can be found at: 

 

www.k-dimbanischool.co.uk 

 

Whenever Rich Clarke can find a suitable flight to Lon-
don, he meets with friends from the class of 1954 at the 
Falcon near Clapham Junction for a few drinks. At a re-
cent meeting, it became apparent that all the first form 
prize winners from  the 1955 Speech Day were present 
(see the Prize List on the left).  

 

A unique occasion after  over fifty  years that was re-
corded in the picture overleaf. Pictured from left to right 
(back) are Peter Wills, Dave Harrison, Lorcan Farrelly 
and Ben Schwenk and (front) Allen Kelly and Terry 
Cain. A later gathering was attended by Terry Sewell. 
Much concern has been expressed in recent months over 
the health of Peter Serafinowicz. Fortunately after several 
scares and periods in hospital, he is now recovering well. 
Phil Gray lives in France and is unable to attend these 



impromptu gatherings. However, he is very much part of the group and everyone was 
saddened to learn of his current illness. Please keep Phil in your prayers. 

 

This picture of 
Brother Joseph in the 
College Chapel wear-
ing his white habit 
prior to leaving for 
Nyassaland was given 
me by Brian Sanders. 
The then bishop of 
Southwark, the Most 
Reverend Cyril Cow-
deroy, is seated. Brian 
is standing near the 
centre of the back 
row. I can recognise 

Messrs Gibb, Hughes, Bharrier, Pocock, Blight, Church, Clover, Begley and Brother 
Peter. 



F riday Club 

The Friday continues to meet on the second Friday of alternate months. The 
next meeting of the club will be  on the 9th November 2012 at the Alleyn’s 
Head, West Dulwich.  Meetings start at about 8:00 pm. If you would like to 

be reminded nearer the time please let me know by calling me on 020 7639 4430 or 
emailing me at brianfhsanders@yahoo.co.uk. 

 

Brian Sanders 

4 00 Club 

 

The table below contains the names of recent 400 Club winners.  

 

 

The 400 Club is a useful source of income for  the Association . A ticket only  costs 
£12.00 a year. Although it is called the 400 Club there are currently only about 100 

 £100 £50 £25 

March 2011 D. Condon P. Burke S.  Burke 

April  M...Duffy M. Conneely E. O’Brien 

May  A. McPherson I. Anderson F. Ryan 

June  J. Connor J. McGuire F. Barretta 

July  T. Cain J. McNicholas N. Crean 

August  S. Gavigan F. Ryan F. Barretta 

September  18 Club T. McLoughlin J. Burke 

October  D. Leathem A. Griffin J. Sheridan 

November  J. Norton R. James E. Tope 

December  P. Schwenk A. Amura P. Keegan 

January 2012 P. Brown John Williams P. Leeder 

February M. Power Joe Williams J. Norton 

March D. Nathan P. Burke J. Sheridan 

April J. McGuire 18 Club M. Preece 

May J. Gavigan J. Sheridan I. Anderson 

June Alec Morrish J. Noulton B. Schwenk 

July R. McDonagh J. McGuire T. McLoughlin 

August 18 Club M. Collins D. Leathem 



members holding about 300 tickets. So why not join and boost the Association’s reve-
nue? 

 

You can join  by 

 sending me a cheque made out to COXA each year or 

 

 by Direct Debit quoting the following information 

Alliance and Leicester Commercial Bank, Bootle, Merseyside, GIR 0AA 

Sort Code 72 03 54 

Account Number: 583056903 

Account Name Clapham Old Xaverians Association Sports and Social Club 

Whichever method you choose, please let me know 

 

Colin Garvey, 84 Norbury Hill, London SW16 RT 

or 020-8764-0313 

or mrcolingarvey@aol.com 

 

Colin Garvey 

 

H all of Fame 

 

Steve Parker, Eamonn Taggart,  Dave Murtagh, Stan Miller,  Ben 
Benedict, and Colin Brown were inducted into the Hall of Fame last 

year. This year’s Hall of Fame will take place at the Club House in Norbury on Satur-
day, 17th  November from 6:00 pm onwards. 

 

A nnual Remembrance Day Mass 

Last year’s Annual Remembrance Day Mass was celebrated in the College 
Chapel on Sunday , 13th November by Fr. Laurence Richardson. In his 
homily  Fr. Richardson, who studied Mathematics under Mr. Blight 

while at the College, appeared to explain that the wage of one denarius paid to the la-
bourers in the vineyard would be an extremely generous wage in modern day terms. 
Rather than being a subsistence wage offered to casual, unskilled labourers it was 
much more like the rewards currently lavished on highly paid bankers. I didn’t quite 
follow this as checking the spelling of ‘denarius’  I noticed that it was defined as the 
wage commonly paid to a casual day labourer. Perhaps increasing the value of the wage  



paid in the parable provides a better reflection of the eternal reward awaiting  those 
who  serve their heavenly Father.  

The Mass  was attended by Ben Benedict, Matthew Benedict, Colin Brown, Peter 
Brown, Seamus Burke, Nino Caraccio, Philip Chandler, Dan Condon,  Malcolm 
Corey, John Egan, Colin Garvey, Ted & Sheila Hayter, John Keenan, John 
Leatham, John McGowan,  Harry Mellor,  Laurence Milligan, 

Paul Milligan, Tony & June Morrish, John Noulton, Eddie O'Brien, Chris Pearson, 
Mick Power, Brian & Jackie Sanders, David Sanders, Ben Schwenk, Peter Serafi-
nowicz and  Kevin Williamson. 

Refreshments were served in the College and many of those present retired to the 
Oliver Plunkett Bar in the basement of Broadoak for a final drink and a chat. 

This year’s Remembrance Day Mass will be held on Sunday, 11th November. It will be 
celebrated by Fr. Anthony Richins, whose Golden Jubilee occurred in June this year. 

 

A pologies 

 

I am extremely grateful to Richard Williams, Paul Hixson, Chris McDer-
mott and Mick Sullivan, who responded so promptly to my request for 

input for the edition planned for last autumn. Unfortunately, they were the only con-
tributors and their contribution have become dated. 

 

M embership 

 

I am delighted to welcome to welcome John Gleeson, Ken Mitchell, 
Derek Sullivan, Matthew Murphy, Patrick Gooch, Phil Gray, Terry 

Leon, Kevin Appleford, John Murtagh, Graham Hudson and George Sekulla  

as Life Members of the Clapham Old Xaverians’ Association. 

Life Members  

Kevin Appleford John Egan John Leathem Mick Powell 

Brian Baldock Tom Ennis Phil Leeder Mick Power 

Paul Barber John F Jones Terry Leon Peter Pozzoni 

Kevin Barnaville Paul F McCarthy Jan Luba  David Price  

Paul Barreta Bernard E Farrell Len Luckhurst Brian Pryke 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Life Members  continued 

Philip Barrington         Lorcan Farrelly Colin Luke Tom Purcell 

Matthew Benedict P J Fitzgerald Mike Lynch S P Quick 

Richard Benson Stephen Fitzgerald Nigel Lynch Dennis Quin 

Terence Boley Terry Fitzgerald Scotty MacDonald John Quirk 

Peter Bonthrone Gerard Fitzpatrick Mick Magee  John Rayer 

W L Booth Peter Flaherty Joseph Mansi Kevin Ridge 

Jean Bouchard John Freddi John V Mansi  Phil Roderick-Jones  

Wilson Bowers Peter Fry David Martin Connor Rooney    

Martin Boyd Patrick Furey Denzil Mascarenhas  Vic Roszkowski 

Andrew Brannon Jim Gallagher Brian McDermott Gerald C Rowe 

Mick Brien Colin Garvey John McGowan Joe Rowe 

R C Brookes  Sean Gavigan Martin McGrath David Rowles 

Francis Browne Tony Gilford Will McGrath                    John Rudd 

Gerard Burgess John Gilhooly John McGuire Frank Ryan 

James Burke John Gleeson Tom McLoughlin Michael Ryan 

Michael Burke Patrick Gooch John McNicholas Patrick Ryan 

Patrick Burke Philip Gray Jim McQueeney Gerry Salmon  

Seamus Burke Mike Grice Mick Meade Tony Sanchez 

Michael Butler Philip Gunn Chris Megoran Andrew Sanders 

Paul Butler Bill Haley Harry Mellor Brian Sanders 

Brian Campbell Richard Harris David Mellor  David Sanders 

Nino Caraccio Roy Hartnett David Miles Ben Schwenk 

Terry Carroll                    Ted Hayter Laurence Milligan Phil Schwenk 

Kevin Cassandro Hugh Hickland Julian Minghi Michael Scott 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Life Members  concluded 

Joseph Cernuschi       D A Hicks Ken Mitchell George Sekulla 

Jim Chambers Tim Higgins Gerry Morrison Peter Serafinowicz 

Rich Clark Frank Hixson Lawrence Mullane John Sheridan 

Terry Clegg Paul Hixson Matthew Murphy Paul Shimell 

Kevin Clouther Tim Hixson Robert Murphy Chris Smith 

Aidan Coletta Briony Horkan John Murtagh Paul Smith 

John Coletta Jim Howard Matthew Murtagh Derek Sullivan 

Mike Collins Ryszard Hrynkiewicz David W Nathan Gerard Taggart 

R T Collins Graham Hudson John Norton Paul Tehan 

W C Collins Peter Hurst John Noulton Eric Tope 

Daniel Condon Derek J Penfold Sean O'Connell C Truss  

Andrew Cordani Barry James Tom O'Dee R A Tuft 

Malcolm Corey Trevor Jones Mick O'Mara Mick Ware 

Franco Cornelli Tom Judge Anthony O'Shea Alan Webber 

Ted Corrigan John A Keen Mick O'Shea Michael J Weir 

Terry Cremins Peter Keen Mick O'Sullivan Paul West 

A V Crichton-Smith John Keenan A C Page R F Westwood 

Jan Czezowski Peter Keenan Will Pepper Brian P White 

Lyndon Davis Peter Kelleher John Pettley Dr Alan White 

Adie De Coursey Allen Kelly R F Pierce Arthur Williams 

Tad Dippel Ron Kirby Henry Pinsent Brendan Williams 

David Donnelly L Larkin Bernard Plummer John Williams 

Mick Duffy B E Lawrence Cecil Pocock Peter Wills 

Brian Earp David Leathem Len Powell  



The cost of Life membership varies with age as shown below: 

  

 80 or over £10.00 

 70 or over £20.00 

 60 or over £30.00 

 50 or over £50.00 

 Under 50  £75.00 

 

The cost of an Annual Subscription is £5.00  

We currently don’t have the current addresses for  the following: 

Annual Membership  

Tony Amura Gerard Connor Anthony A Griffin David A Murtagh 

Frank Barretta Jim Connor  Douglas M Hadida Eddie O'Brien 

John Boyd  Paul D Cousins Michael R Hadida Rob E O'Brien 

Terence Boylan Brendan Crean Michael Hayland  Mick O'Flynn 

Keiron F H Brady Nick Crean John Henderson Tony O'Flynn 

John Brandon  Kevin Curtin Peter Hounslow Edward Ojak 

Prof. Ray V Brooks Paul Davis Richard Januszewski  Mark J Preece 

Peter Brown Joe Davorn Frank J Jordan Nick Protts 

John Bunce              Derrick J Davy Paul Kanssen John Ryan 

Frank Burkhard Brian Donnelly Brendan Kearns Chris Scott 

Terry P Cain Peter Doran Eamonn J Kearns Andrew S. Tworkowski 

Lynn Carpenter John Farrell Tim J Kelly Kevin Tynan 

Paul Carter Martin F Farrell Bill Kidd David Walters 

Brian Casey  Martin Fowler Robert Maxwell John Wentworth 

Tony Cleather A J Frost Paul A Meggyesi Kevin Williamson 

Michael Clements Alan E Fulker Richard Mills John Window 

John F Coll Michael Gibbons Alec Morrish  

Mark A Conneely Mick Gowan Anthony J Morrish  



James Allen, W L Booth, Peter Codd, Tony Corrigan, A V Crichton-Smith, Kieron 
Gibbons, Darren Grubb, L Larkin, Mike Lynch,  Nigel Lynch,  Jim McTavish, Mick 
O'Shea,  A C Page, R F Pierce, S P Quick,  C Truss, R A Tuft, Mick Ware, David 
Nichols, Jim McTavish, John McDermott, Kazik Ostrowski. 

 

If you know their current whereabouts please let me know. 

 

Alec Morrish, Membership Secretary 

 

A nnual General Meetings 

 

The Annual General of the Clapham Old Xaverians’ Association and the 
Clapham Old Xaverians’ Sports and Social Club will take place in the 

Club House at Norbury on  Thursday, 25th October starting at 7:45 pm. It is hoped 
that as many members as possible will take the opportunity to attend these meetings 
to support and encourage the Committee. The bar will be open so it could be an en-
joyable social event. 

 

 

C hairman’s Luncheon 2012 

  

This was another great luncheon  with a very large attendance, and an en-
tertaining speech from Tom Purcell, who travelled from South Africa for 

the occasion.  The outstanding service that John McGuire and Eddie O’Brien have 
given to football was recognized by the presentation of well deserved awards from the 
Football Association. Apart from pre-luncheon drinks, an excellent meal, the non-stop 
flow of jokes from Colin Garvey and the Chairman’s game of heads or tails, the un-
doubted highlight of the day was as always the opportunity to swap memories and 
catch up with old friends. Thanks are once again due to Eddie O’Brien and Mick 
Power for the tremendous amount of work they put in to organizing this event; to 
Colin Garvey for his well judged welcome to the Association’s gueats; to the Brendan 
Williams for chutzpah with which he conducts the game of heads or tails and  this 
year to John Leathem for tapping the barrels and thereby ensuring the day got off to a 
good start. 

Next year’s Chairman’s Luncheon will take place at the Oval on Friday, 25th January. 
Please make a note in your diary. 

 

The attendees at this year’s Luncheon are listed by table in the following pages. 



 

  

 

 

 

 

 

Table 1  

Martin Armstrong Paul Barber Serge Cefai 

Simon Cowdry Stella Flannery Colin Garvey 

Andy Taylor Brendan Williams  

Table 2  

Richard Harris Paul Hixson Tim Hixson 

Tom Judge Adrian McLoughlin Mick McLoughlin 

Tom McLoughlin John Mitchell Dave Murtagh 

Paul West   

Table 3  

Terry Cain Tony Cleather Michael Clements 

Lorcan Farrelly Tony Gilford Phil Gray 

John Keenan Peter Keenan Peter Pozzoni 

Ben Schwenk   

Table 4  

Steve Bradford Rich Clark Mick Gowan 

Allen Kelly John Quirk John Rudd 

Peter Serafinowicz Mike Walsh Kevin Williamson 

Peter Wills   

Table 5   

Tony Amura Brian Baldock Nino Caraccio 

Lynn Carpenter  Pat Gooch Pip Gunn 

Ted Hayter Bill Kidd Brian Sanders 

John Sheridan Mick Weir  

Table 6   

Gerry Burgess Malcolm Corey John Egan 

Laurence Milligan Paul Milligan John Rayer 



Fr Laurence Richardson Fr Anthony Richins Michael Straiton 

Brian White   

Table 8  

Frank Barretta Jimmy Burke John Flynn 

Roy Hartnett Colin Lillywhite John Norton 

Tony O'Flynn Tony O'Shea Nick Protts 

Table 9  

Jennifer Allen Matt Benedict Tom Benedict 

Paul Harrison Richard Kettle Joe Mansi 

Derek Mensah Simon Pickering Jackie Smith 

Brendan Walsh John Wybar  

Table 10   

Lisa Balkissoon Joe Benedict Ray Clarke 

John Marr Chris McDermott Steve Nash 

Gareth Parkes Matt Renton Tim Salter 

Phil Williams Richard Williams  

Table 11   

Robert Audino Walter Avrili Terry Boylan 

Brendan Crean Paul Davis John Farrell 

Mark Gay Tom Purcell Sean Walsh 

Joe Williams   

Table 11a   

Jim Gallagher Jim Malynn Jim McGowan 

Chris McLoughlin Mauro Montuschi  Barrie  O'Neil 



 
Table 12  

Martin Farrell Chris Flaherty Martin Flaherty 

Patrick Flaherty Peter Flaherty Martin Fowler 

Tony Griffin Brendan Kearns Ray McDonagh 

John McNicholas   

Table 13    

Andy Brannon John Delaney David Leathem 

John Leathem Scotty MacDonald Paul McCarthy 

Mick O'Sullivan Henry Perales Mark Preece 

Paul Williams   

Table 14   

Kevin Appleford John Coletta Edward Madden 

John Murtagh Richard Riley Stephen Schwenk 

Peter White Charles Wright  

Table 15   

Kevin Barnaville Ryszard Hrynkiewicz Peter Mills 

Richard Mills Laurie O'Brien Sean O'Connell 

Vic Roszkowski Paul Tehan  

Table 16  

Jean Bouchard Aidan Coletta Patrick Gavigan 



 

Sean Gavigan John Gilhooley Matthew Murphy 

Mike Scott Alan White Hughie Woodham 

Table 17   

Rob Bagnall Tim Craig Simon Dyke 

Kevin Howard Philip Howard Gary McGuire 

John McGuire Spencer McGuire  

Table 18   

Kevin Addley Dave Brewster David Charlton 

Michael Garvey Steve Gordon Michael Gorman 

Andy May William Oppong Jonathon Outlaw 

Table 19   

Chris Brewster James Charlton Mark Charlton 

Oli Gilmartin David Halpenny Laurence Harvey 

Phil Harvey Barry May Brian Sadlier 

Table 20   

Colin Bygraves Tony Dillnutt Mike Dodsworth 

Bill Hartley Geoff Keast John McTaggart 

Mick Powell Mick Power Arthur Richardson 

Mike Webb   



 

Table 21  

Rudy Bright Seamus Burke Terry Clegg 

Graham Hudson Rob James Gerry Morrison 

David Nathan Michael O'Mara Dorothy Robinshaw 

John Wentworth   

Table 22  

Bob Collins Peter Keen Len Luckhurst 

Harry Mellor Alec Morrish Tony Morrish 

Bernard Plummer Bernie Spoor  

Table 23  

Kevin Cooney Terry Cremins Jan Czezowski 

Peter Fry Bill Haley Tony Haley 

Terry Leon Joe Rowe Phil Schwenk 

Paul Shimell Chris Smith  

Table 24  

Gerard Connor Robert Maxwell Edward McCoy 

Jim McCoy John McGowan Mick McGowan 

Bryan Menezes Eddie O'Brien George Sekulla 

Thomas Tierney   



 

C OXA Committee  

Chairman Secretary 

Brendan Williams Eddie O’Brien 

Sherwood Mount                         12 Montrose Gardens 

10 Uplands Road Sutton 

Kenley, Surrey CR8 5ES Surrey SM1 3BZ   

020 8660 2170 020 8644 1803 

brendanwilliams@btopenworld.com                                                         EddieObrien@tesco.net 

Treasurer  Membership 

Seamus Burke Alec Morrish 

60 Louisville Road 120 Kent House Road 

London SW17 8RU  Beckenham BR3 1JY  

020 8767 5098  020 8778 4018  

Football  Cricket 

Spencer McGuire Matthew Benedict 

203 Upper Wickham Lane 22 Bluepoint Apartments 

Welling 16 Balham Grove 

Kent DA16 3AW  London SW12 8AU 

020 8316 0361   

400 Club   Norbury Manager 

Colin Garvey Mick Power 

84 Norbury Hill                                9 Cheviot Close 

London SW16 3RT                                         Sutton, London SM2 5SB 

020 8764 0313                                   020 8642 6959 


