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E 
ditorial 

Despite my claim that the previous issue of Clapper would be my last as editor, thanks to 
the forbearance of the Committee the job is still mine and  I need to apologise for the 
absence of last year’s winter issue. I hope that readers will accept my apologies and enjoy 

this spring edition. As always I am extremely grateful to those members of the Association who have 
taken the time to send me their contributions. If you haven’t already contributed to this newsletter, 
please consider whether now is the time to do so as I look forward to preparing another issue later 
this year. 

 

A 
 Vineyard in Canada 

 

I would like to say straightaway we planned our vineyard for several years, and I’d love 
to express that I have a passion for making wine, and a real desire to make the best Pi-

not Noir in the world; and that my motivation comes from the heart in everything ‘wine’. 

 

I would like to but sadly that’s not remotely true. We went to Canada and bought land because my 
wife’s hobby (life I suppose) was carriage driving, and retirement seemed a great time to go and do it. 
A few years at most, live a dream, that would be enough. However, falling off a horse and breaking a 
bone in her back didn’t help. In fact our interest in carriage driving nose-dived quicker than you 
could say John Denver over San Francisco Bay. We’d just built a barn, stables and a corral was un-
derway. What to do now? I’d wanted a few vines, perhaps a hundred or so as a replacement for the 
cherry trees we used to make wine from. Then I helped a friend plant a whole vineyard here, it took 
about two weeks with over seventeen thousand vines. There were a few left over and I wasn’t being 

paid so suddenly I was ploughing up part 
of our hay field and transplanting vines 
at a rapid rate. My single row of vines 
now extended to nine, and my back, 
knees, hands and shoulders hurt like 
hell. The barn is useful, the stable area 
my future winery, and the corral a vegeta-
ble patch. If only I’d had decent equip-
ment, but our Massey Ferguson tractor is 
an original 375 from the ‘50s, 1850s I 
think; very reliable, but low level reliabil-
ity. When you’re trying to rip the ground 
apart down to three feet you need some-
thing stronger. This was also when I dis-
covered that if you look behind you 

when you plough you turn the wheel ahead of you. I’ve told neighbours here I really wanted a cres-
cent shaped vineyard to follow the land contours but they’re farming people, they don’t believe me. 

 

But we did something right. Last year when we went out in May the vines had survived their first 
winter and set about growing up to about six feet tall. It’s all been about pruning, removing grape 
bunches and trying to develop the main stem. This year is about trellising, shaping to the wire, and 
with any luck we’ll grab a bit of grape juice, but it’s more likely that next year will be our first vin-
tage. We live among six vineyards, but that’ll go to over two dozen in a few years, we all know each 
other and try to share information, and there is a belief that the Kootenay Valley can develop into 



something like the Okanagan Valley, although we 
are cooler. Already there is a prize-winning Pinot 
Noir here, from the Skimmerhorn Winery, so our 
sights are set high. If all goes well we should end up 
with enough wines through our retirement, and 
enough to swap with others. If we do really well, we 
have the rest of the hayfield of about 6 acres to de-
velop, and a south sloping hill of 11 acres to clear if 
we do really really well. That would also destroy our 
dream site and our reason for being here so then we 
can sell and retire properly. 

 

At the moment we’re learning everything we can about winemaking, winery design and wine tasting. 
After a life of wine drinking it’s amazing how much I didn’t know, but we’re both having fun learn-
ing. Even our spare time (we ‘winter’ in England) is taken up by visiting vineyards and wineries here 
and in Europe. Nicolet, my wife, passed her Advanced Wine Course with flying colours recently 
( I’m more the technical, wine-making type) We’re growing Pinot Gris - our main crop - Pinot Noir, 
Sauvignon Blanc and Schonburger. So the connoisseurs among you will realise we have a cool cli-
mate collection . We sit right on the U.S. border at Creston, on the 49th Parallel, so equate quite 
nicely with mid France conditions, although we are dryer, hotter and more sunny,  it’s a shorter, 
more intense season. We are allowed by North American convention to water, but not add sugar, 
while France can add sugar (when the Government says so), but not water. That tells you more 
about European weather than anything else. 

 

So this year has been all about getting the vines in shape for the grape bunches to develop next year, 
and hopefully, wine-making next September. Late frosts can cause havoc, but, all being well, we’ll 
produce about two thousand bottles of good wine. The varietals have been chosen carefully to give 
us a good wide range of wines, even sparkling champagne types. Making wines in the New World is 
less controlled than in the Old World, and this really is intended to be a hobby rather than a busi-
ness.  But somehow, I have to pay for the bottles, equipment, storage, and none of that is cheap. It 
should be easy to ‘swap’ cases with other vineyards to supplement our own stocks, or perhaps a case 
of Sauvignon Blanc for a lamb, but at some stage I would like to be able to import into the UK our 
wines, and that’ll cost at least £2.65 a bottle, plus transport and packing, so it has to be good, and 
naturally, only for our own consumption. 

It’s amazing to witness the speed of the vines’ growth. The deep snow clears away in March, by April 
it’s all gone and by June the ground is rock hard, such is the heat by mid afternoon. But at least the 
evenings and mornings are cool, making it one of the best climates I’ve ever come across; hot, Medi-
terranean weather but able to sleep at night. Even in the height of summer it can drop below 10C at 
three a.m. I worry about preaching the virtues of the Creston Valley for fear that more people will 
move here, but I really recommend the Canadian Rockies as a perfect holiday; you couldn’t do bet-
ter than drive between Calgary and Vancouver on Highway 3, skirting the U.S. Border, perhaps visit-
ing the vineyard areas of the Okanagan (Canada) and Washington and Oregon. I’m sure many of 
you will have already visited the Pacific North-West. Living here is quite amazing, friendly mountain 
people, terrific food and wines - shame about the tasteless, bodiless beers that I always get into argu-
ments about, but at least it’s cold and refreshing, and a social life that is second to none. There is 
also a strong return to bartering and most of our foodstuffs are locally grown, including meats. Just 
along our road we can buy organic grass-fed lamb and beef, as well as blueberries, strawberries, apri-
cots, peaches, and walnuts. We ourselves have cherries, apples, apricots, plums, hazelnuts, and tur-



key if we want to learn to shoot straight, but they’re wild and I’ve seen more fat on a chip to be hon-
est. Deer, moose, and elk all pass through our property, and sitting on the deck on a summer’s day is 
like being in a bird sanctuary, humming birds almost drink from your hand, along with robins, 
thrushes, and larger birds of prey, even eagles. I won’t mention the bees, wasps, a few mosquitoes, 
and large spiders that reside in the shoes you left out overnight by mistake, nor the wretched crickets 
that keep you awake with their mating call. It’s all night, no wonder there are so many crickets. 

 

From our deck we gaze directly south - most of the roads in Canada run north to south, east to west, 
and the grid system is pretty easy to get used to. We live in an area designated the ALR, Agricultural 
Land Reserve, an area in British Columbia that can never be developed, so it maintains that farming 
community feel. We suffer from poor road maintenance, and long driveways to the house ( aaah! 
Shame, I hear you say), and most of the plots are ten to twenty acre sites. A few have been split re-
cently, but generally down to fives and twos, and for various reasons were never part of the ALR, 
usually they were excluded because of rock outcrops. Mountains protect us to the east and west, 
Idaho immediately to the south, three miles away and a town, Creston, with two supermarkets (no 
M&S yet though) to the north. 

 

He’s here too by the way. There’s a St Francis Xavier school in Edmonton, about six hours away, so I 
guess there must have been a period overlooked when he was trying to convert the Inuits here in the 
mountains – decades before David Thompson followed the Columbia River to its source. I keep 
looking for those old school caps with heavy badges amongst the kids, but haven’t come across one 
yet. 

 

It all adds up here to a very different life to what we lead back in England in winter. Yes, we know, 
we got that bit wrong, but we both have family to see back in England, and it’s hard to give up our 
Englishness totally, and funnily enough I don’t drink that much English beer when home, but I 
stick up for it over here. 

 

Gerry Salmon, 1961-68 

 

 

A 
nnual Remembrance Day Mass 

 

The 2009 Remembrance Day Mass was attended by Paul Barber, Colin Brown accom-
panied by his wife and younger son, James Brown, Seamus Burke, Nino Caraccio,   

Joseph Cernuschi, Terry Clegg, Malcolm Corey, Bernard Farrell, Stella Flannery accompanied by 
her sister and brother-in-law, Ted Hayter, John Keenan, John Leathem, Harry Mellor, Laurence 
Milligan, Tony Morrish, John Noulton, Eddie O'Brien, Angela Reeves, David Rowles, Bernard 
Ryan, Brian Sanders, David Sanders, Philip Sanders, Bernard Schwenk, Peter Serafinowicz,  
Brendan Williams and Kevin Williamson. Apologies were received from Cecil Pocock, Colin 
Garvey and Rudolph Massara.  

 

In the absence of Cecil Pocock the lessons were ably read by John Leathem. The Mass was cele-
brated by Fr. Anthony Richins, the outline of whose homily is reproduced below.  



 

We tend from our earliest years to plan for our future. Often our original ideas get modified consid-
erably. When Brother Joseph was our form master he suggested to us that it would be a good idea 
during Lent to pray for a vocation to the priesthood or religious life. If we did not see that as appro-
priate for ourselves we could always pray for a vocation for a friend. I thought that a good idea and 
followed the latter course…. There is some involvement in our  

lives by God, in a gentle sort of way although it might sometimes seem devastating rather than gen-
tle. We need to look at “vocation” in the wider sense and perhaps it was my prayers that helped my 
friend to a Papal Knighthood…. Could it be his prayers that led me to be offering this Mass for the 
deceased members of our Association? 

We are today remembering them in particular and I think of one who no doubt had plans for his 
future which did not come about since he was killed in the Whitehall Cinema in East Grinstead in 
July 1943. Subsequent School Certificate results showed that Francis Currie had been successful, 
but in now lies in the Brothers’ Cemetery at Mayfield. 

We make our plans and make them in good faith and with the best of intentions. Life may bring us 
a different outcome but the intention has been important and the is the aspect for ourselves and 
those who have gone before on which we concentrate, especially today.  

 

This year’s Remembrance Day Mass will be held in the College chapel on Sunday, 14th  November. 
Mass will be preceded by the customary two minutes silence at 11:00 and followed by light refresh-
ments in the College. As in previous years, the Plunkett Club will be open for those looking for a 
more relaxed atmosphere and the chance to catch up with old friends. If you haven’t been to the 



Mass in recent years, why not try to put in an attendance this year? 

 

R 
ecollections 

 

Re-uniting with the Old Xaverians has awakened many memories of my time at Clap-
ham College from 1956– 1961. Receiving my first copy of the Clapper gave me im-

mense joy  reading the letters and looking at  faded photos of Brothers and Masters who taught at 
the school. Here are my recollections. 

 

Initiation – on arriving at the school it seemed that statues of the Blessed Virgin Mary were staring 
at you everywhere and with Angelus every day I felt that I must be on pretty holy ground – or so I 
thought. It was not long before I, along with all the new intake, was initiated. All of the sinks in the 
washroom were filled up and three or four boys at a time were dragged in to have their heads 
dunked into the water. Shoelaces were tied together and you would be forced to hop/shuffle around 
the playground until your tormentors felt that you had enough. At this point your shoes were taken 
off and thrown over the wall into the paddock leaving you to go round in stocking feet to retrieve 
them. 

 

Mondays were market day at the bottom of the steps leading down towards the toilets. Older lads 
who had relieved Woolworths or WH Smith’s of stationery would be busy plying their trade with 
the new incomers or fleecing them of their pocket money until Br. Peter outlawed the practice 



when it came to his ears. 

Mr.Blight  – Bill Blight taught Maths in the first year and despite his short stature he struck fear into 
all of us. Register would be called out – Aldrich would be Ald, Chambers would be Cha and so on. 
Then he would simulate smoking a cigarette with a piece of chalk with his glass eye seeming to pene-
trate you. Suddenly without warning he would ask you a Maths question of awful proportions with-
out even looking at you. You would sit there pretending to think of the answer as if it was on the tip 
of your tongue. He would then dot his way round the room without success and finally would ask 
Gilhooly to answer the question which he did every time. How on earth did he do it? 

 

Punishment – this was meted out for the slightest infringement. Brian Atkinson’s favourite was a 
sharp tap of the edge of the ruler on the top of your outstretched fingers. Mr. Bharrier, the physics 
master was a dab hand with a baseball bat on your backside whilst you were at full stretch over the 
table facing a classroom of sniggering boys. I only misbehaved once in his class ! 

There was a mass cull once when the Brothers took up position just inside the school entrance 
armed with all of the registers – any boy not wearing his school cap was noted down and for the next 
couple of days Br. Peter exercised his trusty cane. His caning manner was an art form. It would be-
gin with the selection of a cane or two which would be swished through the air until he would ask 
Johnny ( everybody was called Johnny) if he was happy with the cane being used. 

You were allowed to be late twice in a term. Lateness on the third occasion merited three on which-
ever hand you chose. As usual I dashed in late for the third occasion upon which Br. Peter asked 
for my excuse. Was it a herd of elephants barring my way, a multi-car crash in Nightingale Lane. No, 



I had overslept and told him so. He nearly fell over and uttered the magic words that he would not 
cane me because of my honesty. 

 

Desk shunting et al – the last copy of the Clapper gave a wonderful description of a Mr. Mogford 
who was crushed in the corner of the class by the advancing desks of the villains from the back of 
the class creating their own tidal wave of the swots in the front. Our desk shunting occurred in two 
alpha when we were being taught by Mr. Best a new Maths teacher. He was the complete opposite 
of Mr. Blight inasmuch that he had no control whatever other than knocking boys heads together. 

 

The shunting took the form of boys in the middle of the class gradually moving their rows of desks 
towards the window. Thus two rows slowly moved towards the row next to the window. They were 
followed by the remaining two rows from the far side of the class until we formed a traffic jam with 
boys making beeping sounds. Mr. Best would demand the untangling of the solid block of desks 
and it would take the rest of the lesson to restore order. 

 

Br. Cajetan taught Latin in five alpha and he had originally taught Br. Peter. Like Mr. Best he had 
no control and well before the year finished many boys including myself were thrown out perma-
nently. Some would amuse themselves by spinning milk  tops from the staircase window straight 
through the open classroom window creating a series of flying saucers in the classroom. 

 

Sex education & entering manhood – our first introduction to sex education was in our second year 
when one of the Brothers made a fleeting comment on the reproductive cycle. We all looked at each 
other knowingly even if we didn’t have a clue what it was about. By the third year the Pill had ar-
rived which was announced by one of the boys writing the word Pill all over the blackboard. When 
the master turned it over it was written on the other side as well. 

 

Despite being the second eldest of eight children I still was not sure how they came out – was it from 
the belly button? One of the boys explained it to me in about five minutes and I had now nearly 
come of age. I say nearly come of age – there was still a another barrier   as  I was still in short trou-
sers. At the start of the third year the first boy walked manfully into the classroom in long trousers 
which started a race into long trousers. Unfortunately my mother did not believe in boys wearing 
long trousers until they were thirteen and I was a June baby! One by one the shorties reduced to a 
small band until it was only myself and Whitaker left. Then horror of horrors he walked in one day 
wearing long trousers. Disobeying my mother I begged my older brother for a pair of his old cast-offs 
and walked in the next day in a pair of ill fitting trousers – he was 2-3 years older than me but at 
least they were long trousers. 

Louis’s tea parties – Br. Xavier taught Latin before Br. Cajetan arrived. He walked with a stick and 
was pretty ancient. He was known as Louis for some reason and every Monday would give out Latin 
Prep which he tested the next morning. We would be asked for written English/Latin and Latin/
English translation and our answers would be taken away for marking. Late in the afternoon a boy 
would walk into the classroom with a list of boys who had to remain behind after school to attend 
Louis’s tea party. As their names were called out there would be much sniggering until you suddenly 
found your own name called out. The tea party consisted of learning the words which you should 
have learnt the night before and there was no release until you learnt them all. Retaliation usually 
took the form of depositing a large quantity of ink on the edge of your desk the next day  to await 
his hand as he worked his way round the classroom leaning on the desks. 



 

Religious Instruction – this formed an important part of our schooling and every Monday we would 
be asked the colour of the priest’s habit at Mass the day before. I never had a clue as I wasn’t into 
religion. Angelus was performed punctually at mid-day. We could be at the start point of a thrashing 
or shunting our desks but everything would be put on hold until the ritual was complete. At that 
point the school would return to normal. Benediction took place every month on  Friday when 3 
alpha  would be opened into the Chapel and we would sing O Salutaris Hostia, Tantum Ergo etc 
without knowing what it meant. Amazingly I bought a CD of Latin music recently and found myself 
singing it word perfect. 

 

I very much enjoyed the Annual Dinner in January and was disappointed not to meet Mr. Pocock 
again. I just hope that when we do meet he doesn’t remember the 200 lines that I owe him.. 

 

Stephen Fitzgerald 

 

F 
ootball - Tour May 2009 – Poland 

 

The annual Football Tour set its sights on the picturesque venue of Krakow in Poland. 

 

14 tourists meet (at an ungodly time of the morning) at Gatwick in search of culture and general 
frivolity.  The usual suspects were in attendance (Andy Brannon, Dan Condon, Franco Cornelli, 
Mansi junior & senior, Lorry Mullane, Madboy, Diesel, Pat Burke, Sean O’Sullivan, Spencer, 
Steve Parker (yes me lady), Vicar and myself. 

 

Football tour always brings to mind a group of war aircraft pilots being counted out & counted back 
in after their endeavours. 

 

Its been known that we return with less tourists than we start with (“Pat don’t forget your passport”), 
but it’s a first in my experience to lose someone on the way out to tour. “You don’t write, you don’t 
send me flowers”, John Pettley, no less, still in Blighty while the rest of us are high in the strato-
sphere Poland bound. Not bad missing your own 40th birthday tour! 

 

On arrival at Krakow airport, we found our Taxi driver for the weekend and headed to the bar next 
to the hotel. 

We meet up with the advance party of tourists (Colin Brown, Graham Salter and Joe Davorn) who 
had headed to Krakow a day earlier.  James Brown and Kieran Gunasingham were still getting their 
beauty sleep and caught up with them later in proceedings. 

 

Reports were coming in on John Pettley’s whereabouts and tour fines were racking up faster than 
Black cab’s meter at midnight. 

 

Our connection from the Kop was also on his way to Krakow and several hours later (and a few 



beers later for that matter) Jimmy the Jug arrived heard to be saying “calm down, calm down” in suit-
able colloquial tones. 

 

Franco & Diesel proceeded to discuss their infinite musical talents and had many a trip down mem-
ory lane on their respective musical careers. Next came to culinary skills and they cooked some much 
needed food on the bar’s outside barbeque and returned bearing gifts of local Poland sausages 
roasted to within an inch of their lives. These were consumed at a rate of knots and it has to be said 
they were delicious and well worth waiting for. 

 

Saturday morning and time to do some sightseeing (the mirror was all you had go in some cases) and 
a breakfast of yet more sausages. Cracking weather ensued and it might even have been worth pack-
ing the sun tan cream. 

 

While in the ubiquitous Irish bar with the equally ubiquitous Elvis impersonator – the birthday boy 
arrived a day late with tales that would stretch the imagination of the most worldly of tourists. Satur-
day afternoon football was in motion and much shouting at TV screens and general perception that 
our football skills would have been far superior than these so called professionals. 

 

You know its time to go to bed when you’re in yet another late nightclub and find you suddenly find 
you have acquired the skills of dancing that you did not possess several hours earlier! Tour flags were 
obtained by the younger members of the crew and even made it back to Blighty. 



 

Sunday morning and time for some serious culture. Our resident taxi driver took a group of us to 
Auschwitz. A very moving place understandably and I think most of us were glad that we took the 
time to visit it. The history of the place doesn’t bear thinking about and you realise how fortunate 
we have been in our lives in comparison. 

 

Another enjoyable tour drew to a close. My football boots will survive for another year and look for-
ward to many more tours. 

 

Mick O’Sullivan 

 

H 
all of Fame Night, October 2009. 

  

Eighty past players came back to Norbury for a reunion. Forty current players were on 
hand to drink the bar dry. Seven trophies were presented to those being inducted into 

the Hall of Fame. Four barrels were emptied, plus all the bottles. £1000 was taken over the bar. Sto-
ries were told, the odd song was sung. Everyone wanted to come back in 2010. Sound good? It was. 

The seven inducted were - 

1.  Derek Rowe. Until his death 18 years ago, Derek had been the mainstay of Clapham football for 
40 years. His contribution was priceless. His daughter, Elizabeth was there to collect his award. 



2.  Tony Amura. During the 1950s the 1st XI were always in the very lowest leagues of the OBFL. 
When New players like Tony Amura, Phil Leeder and John Keenan came along, fortunes were 
changed - we won promotion and scored 100 goals in 4 consecutive seasons. Tony Amura would 
always get into my best Clapham team ever. 

3.  John McGuire played more than 500 games for Clapham, first as inside left ( remember them? ) 
then as midfield, then left back, then sweeper, then goalkeeper. A highly skilled player, there has 
never been a more enthusiastic one. 

4.  Pete Brown also played 500 times for Clapham, always in midfield. We used to laugh at his mazy 
crossfield runs, but you always wanted him in your side. Would run all day. 

5.  Paul Hixson. Played in the 70s and 80s. Centre forward, quick, knew where the goal was .I be-
lieve he scored more 1st XI goals than any other Old Boy, and this at a time when our teams were in 
the top divisions. 

6.  John Leathem. Went straight into the 1st XI at 18 in the late 70s and was an ever present de-
fender for 30 years. Not tall for a defender, he could out jump most forwards, and his slide tackles 
were well timed. He was only dropped when he asked if he could play home fixtures only ( honest. ) 

7.  Luke Roszkowski. The present 1st XI has several players who would get into any Old Boys side - 
Paul Hamilton, Mick Gorman, and Peter Codd. The last award went to another of these who has 
played for COXA since he was 16 - Luke Roszkowski. What a great left foot, what a terrible tem-
perament !  

List of Attendees on the night. 

Tony Amura, Frank Barretta and son, Ben, Matt, Joe and Tom Benedict, Kevin Bond, Kieran 
Brady, Pete Brown and family, Colin Brown, James Brown, Graham with the long throw, Mick 
Burke, Mick Butler, Chez, Mick Collins, Franco Cornelli, Joe Davorn, Adie de Coursey, Martin 
Donald, Sean Gavigan, Steve Gordon, John Henderson, Paul Hixson, Eamon Kearns, Dave 
Leathem, John Leathem, Mick Magee, John Mansi, Joe Mansi, John McGowan, John McNicholas, 
Tom McLoughlin, John McGuire, Spencer McGuire, Dave Murtagh (flew in from Washington), 
Henry Pinsent, Steve Platt, Connor Rooney, Frank Ryan,  Brian Sanders,  Elizabeth and  Paul 
Megyessi, Chris Smith, Eamonn Taggart, Paul Tehan, Eric Tope, Alan Webber, Paul West,  Bren-
dan Williams, Ray Murphy, Dan Condon, Mark Preece, Luke Roszkowski, Mick Gorman, Dave 
Charlton, Will Opong, Richard Williams, Peter Codd, Bernie Mensah, Derek Mensah, Mike 
Garvey, Steve Parker, Colin Garvey, Eddie O'Brien, Ted Hayter, Matt Arnold, Gerry Lambe, Vic 
Roszkowski, Graham Hudson, Rio Bogle, Frank Izzard, Dean Eaton, Cusack, Ged Dolan, Googs 
and his uncle. Plus 30 - 40 current players. 

 

Colin Garvey 

 

F 
ootball Reunion & Hall of Fame Night 2010 

 

Following the success of the 2009 event, we will be holding a similar evening in 2010. We 
are giving advance notice of the date: 

 

Saturday, 2nd October 2010 at  5:00 pm in the Clubhouse 

 

Letters and emails will go out in September, but please put this date in your diaries now. 



 

Colin Garvey & Mick Power 

 

O 
bituary 

 

Henri Laghi 1960 – 2009 

 

Along with many other of his contemporaries, I was shocked 
and greatly saddened on hearing the tragic news of the unex-
pected death of Henri Laghi. On Wednesday November 4th 
returning home after watching his beloved Arsenal win their 
Champions League game, Henri suddenly collapsed and died. 
His funeral was held on Monday 23rd November at ‘Chiesa del 
Redentore’ Brixton Road. 

I first met Henri (or Henry to his mates back then) in September 
1971 when we joined Clapham College straight from primary 
school. As youngsters we realised we had a lot in common and 
soon became friends. Both of Italian descent, we loved our foot-
ball (he Arsenal and me Chelsea), cricket, and fast Italian cars. 
Like myself, Henri was a goalkeeper and he and I shared a re-
spected rivalry through our school years and on leaving the col-
lege in 1978 Henri played Old Boy’s football for COXA making 
a number of appearances. At the packed funeral a number of 
Old Xaverian’s duly paid their respects including Brendon Wil-
liams, Brian Sanders, Colin Garvey, Mick & Dot Power, John 

McGowan, Paul Williams, Eddie O’Brien, Franco Cornelli and myself. Mick Power managed to 
find a team sheet from that era with Henri’s name on and presented the memento to his ten year 
old son Milo after the funeral. 

 

Always the entrepreneur, Henri opened up a successful delicatessen business in Clayland’s Road, 
Oval and over the years supplied the catering for many Old Boy’s functions. His time and effort 
more recently had been put into a new business venture situated in Vauxhall Park. The results of his 
and Mirella’s (Henri’s wife) hard work is ‘Parco Café’ in Fentiman Road which is a beautifully trans-
formed building on the edge of the recently restored local park and has been hailed by many as wel-
come addition to the Vauxhall area.  

 

Either with his family, friends or in business nothing was ever to much trouble for Henri, he would 
always go out of his way to help others. This was summed up by Ciro Candia, himself an ex Clap-
ham College pupil and now Headmaster of Oliver House Preparatory School, who paid his own trib-
ute to Henri……In 2004, as a ‘founding’ parent of Oliver House Preparatory School (situated in the 
old Clapham College Art & Music block, Nightingale Lane), Henri was instrumental in starting up 
many initiatives and helped to organise countless events. He displayed a strong spirit of service and 
played an important part in helping to establish the moral community which underpins Oliver 
House School today. For these reasons the school have decided to name one of the Prize giving Tro-
phies after him. The Henri Laghi Award for Service to Others will be issued at the Prep School Prize 
giving in June 2010. 



 

Known and loved by many people he will be greatly missed. Our thoughts and prayers are with his 
wife Mirella, his son Milo and wider family. May he rest in peace. 

 

Frank Barretta 

 

P 
ersonalia 

 

 

The seventieth anniversary of the outbreak of  war in September 1939 prompted  Monsi-
gnor Canon Cyril Murtagh, our guest speaker at the  Annual luncheon at the Oval in 2008, to write 
an article on the evacuation of the College for the East Grinstead Courier & Observer.  Monsignor 
Murtagh's article  appears  verbatim later in this edition of Clapper 

Harry Mellor  has written to  confirm the comment in Dennis Hook’s obituary that  double English 
on Monday morning with Mr McLoughlin, “Glockie”, was no picnic as he was invariably had a 
hangover from the preceding Sunday evening. Harry also recalls that Frankie Currie, who was killed 
when the Whitehall Cinema in East Grinstead was bombed, was in his form. He also remembers 
being transfixed on the playing field of the East Grinstead County School while two Messerschmitt 
109 fighters machine gunned the field until he was thumped on the back by Mr Banbridge, 
“Bambi”, and told “Get down, you bloody fool!” Clearly an unforgettable experience. 

 



On a lighter note, I am grateful to David Leathem for the following joke: 

 

A guy goes into the confessional box. He finds on one wall a small bar with Guinness on tap. On 
the other wall is a box of the finest Cuban cigars. On the seat is the latest Hustler Magazine. 

  

Finally, the priest comes in. 

 

"Father, forgive me, for it's been a very long time since I've been to confession, but I must first admit 
that the confessional box is much more inviting these days." 

  

The priest replies, "Get out. You're in my side." 

 

Philip Sanders came 2nd out of about 1,700 runners in the 2009 Beachy Head Marathon, which is 
considered to be the toughest in Britain. This weather conditions were thought to be the worst in 
the 29 year history of the marathon. 

I am grateful to Eddie Urbanski (1961-68) for alerting me to the fact that he would be appearing on 
the One Show on Friday, 25th September. Although not a regular viewer, I tuned in and waited in 
eager anticipation to see Eddie’s contribution. Towards the end of the program there was a discus-
sion about albinism. And then Eddie appeared looking through the window of an elegant room in 
search of a white hare that regularly visits the garden of Bryncelyn Hall. Eddie assures me that such 
lovely houses in the middle of the Welsh countryside are cheap by London standards and have lots 
of drawbacks! He has been living there since 1995 having first seen it in 1976. 

Amongst his more public outings, he has played Bridge for Wales (they asked him only once!), held 



a few birding records (though more due to his companions) and won - by the almost unheard of 
margin of 26 minutes (not seconds) - a Motoring News major Road Rally in 1989 as a co-driver for 
his long time friend Peter Walker  (http://www.anwcc.org/resrr89jjb.htm). He remembers Mike 
Duffy whose writings he has enjoyed in Clapper. He also remembers J A McCarthy, J J 
McCarthy, Kevin McNamara, Barry Byrne, Paul Zazzi, Tony Pink, Peter Rayer, Peter White, Ed-
ward Madden, Richard Hrynkiewicz, a Witkowski and a  Pietrowski (God rest his soul ). He also 
had a Brown and a Green in his class - so four colours!  

 

Eddie also mentioned Danny Doyle claiming that Danny started organising events and activities 
from  the moment he arrived at the College.. My  favourite memory of  Danny dates from my spell  
as editor of Concordia in the late 1960s when Danny was  Young Members’ representative. Charged 
with organising a dance in the College gym, he proposed engaging the Bee Gees, then at the height 
of their popularity, for the event. Several members  of the Committee  expressed concern that the 
gym was unlikely to accommodate the crowds attracted by their appearance. Danny, undeterred by 
this lack of enthusiasm, calmly explained that if necessary the partition between the gym and 2a 
could be opened up to create more room. 

 

While the College chapel was filling for the Annual Remembrance Day Mass, Peter Hughes 
(pictured above) was laying a wreath on behalf of the Royal Marine Association at Souda Bay in 
Crete. It was an emotional journey for Peter as his father, a Quarter Master Sergeant Instructor of 
Gunnery, was captured on the island during the Battle of Crete in 1941. Peter’s visit was recorded 
by his son Dominic, a BBC reporter based in Brussels. The record of his visit was broadcast during  
Radio 4’s PM program and can be viewed at 

 



 http://news.bbc.co.uk/1/hi/world/8354533.stm  

 

Listeners to the BBC 4’s Book of the Week last November may have 
heard the serialisation of  latest book by another  Old Boy. Karl Sab-
bagh’s The Hair of the Dog shows that seemingly trivial queries or as-
sumptions lead to a deeper understanding of how science works. As 
one reader noted: 

I normally don't pick up scientific books, but, experiencing a hangover while I 
was browsing the books, I was drawn to it. I found the essay on hangover cures 
and was fascinated to know the biological reason for hangovers and their cures. 
So, that's why I left for a vodka shortly after purchasing the book. All kidding 
aside. Sabbagh takes complex scientific theories and phenomena and makes 
them accessible for lay readers such as myself with great humour and spin. The 
essays are just a few pages so I don't feel like I have to sit and read the book; 
rather, I can pick it up each night before retiring to bed and read a few. The 
essays are all so fresh. I am amazed at how he collected this information and 

creates the threads that he does. I highly recommend this book--especially for non science readers. 

I particularly liked idea of a of mono-rail train travelling at 3,000 mph inside a transatlantic vacuum 
tube with the potential to reduce the journey time between London and New York to less than 90 
minutes. Sounds crazy, but then who would have thought that the phenomenal investment in air 
travel would have been interrupted by the eruption of a little known volcano.  

 

Congratulations to Brian Sanders and Jackie Hall, who are planning to marry on Saturday, 16th 
October at the church of St. Thomas the Apostle , Nunhead. Everyone who has benefited from 
Brian’s contribution to the Association over the years will surely wish the couple well. 

 

In October, John Noulton and his wife, Anne, attended a private Mass at 
Westminster Cathedral  to celebrate the fortieth anniversary of the ordination 
of fellow old boy Monsignor Valdimir Felzmann (pictured on left). The Mass 
was celebrated by Archbishop Vincent Nicholls. The congregation at a recent 
Remembrance Day Mass may recall Vlad’s powerful description of his boy-
hood in worn-torn Prague. 

 

 

 

John McKenna has written from Canada to say that he has now exchanged several emails with 
Charles Lawrence and is amazed how much their paths have nearly crossed since their time at the 
University of Hull in the 1950s. He expressed a wish to hear from his old school mates and I believe 
that Malcolm Corey may have contacted him by now as he asked for John’s address at last year’s Re-
membrance Day Mass. John was busy helping to  organise clinics to vaccinate people against swine 
flu and was looking forward to spending Christmas with three of his daughters and countless grand-
children.   

 

Since the last edition Rich Clark has made two trips from Norway to meet and entertain his friends 
at the Falcon, Clapham Junction. The most recent reunion was attended by Colin Garvey, Peter 



Keenan, Peter Wills, Lorcan Farrelly, Mick Powell, Steve Bradford, Allen Kelly, John Quirk and 
Tony Cleather. There were suggestions that Rich would be unable to fly home become of volcanic 
ash and laughter when Allen entered the pub and headed straight for the toilet amid claims that he 
was cutting out the middle man. The best laugh of the day - apart from Rich’s  frequent asides, 
which are unsuitable for a family audience - was Colin’s joke about his daughter’s Eastern European 
au pair who took five hours to hoover the sitting room. When everybody expressed amazement, 
Colin calmly explained that she was a Slovak.. 

 

I am sorry to report the death of Hubert Doyle. I last saw Hubert several years ago at the Chair-
man’s Luncheon in the Barrington Suite at the Oval. However, although still instantly recognisable, 
I remember him most as an energetic Athletic captain and outstanding shot putter and discus 
thrower at the College in the early 1950s. When we used to  ask him why he was nicknamed Cuth, 
he would gently cuff us round the head.  May he rest in peace. 

 

The mention of Tony Curtis in the last issue of Clapper caused several Old Boys, including Kevin 
Williamson and Steve Bradford, to recall him warmly. 

 

I am grateful to Fr. Michael Creech for putting me in contact with Jim Rogers. Jim left the College 
in the late 1950s to join the City of London police. On day, after spending a couple of hours direct-
ing traffic outside Canon Street station in particularly cold, wet weather, he applied to join the Colo-
nial Police in what was then Southern Rhodesia. Unfortunately following Ian Smith’s unilateral dec-
laration of independence, Jim found himself surviving in the bush while combating  the freedom 
fighters. After a spell in South Africa, he returned to the United Kingdom and now runs a wine im-
porting business in Wadhurst, East Sussex. Jim mentioned his renewed contact to one of his custom-
ers, Tim Page, a former pupil at  Mayfield  who subsequently sent me  a picture of  the  Brothers, 



which I have included in case any of the older members of the Association recognise a familiar face. 

 

Congratulations to Archbishop Peter Smith on his 
appointment as the new Archbishop of Southwark. 
Archbishop Peter's roots are in the Southwark diocese. 
He was born in Battersea on 21st October 1943 and 
educated at Clapham College. He was ordained for 
Southwark on 5th July 1972 and served as an assistant 
priest at St Francis, Stockwell, from 1972 - 1974. He 
was Professor of Canon Law at St John's Seminary, 
Wonersh, from 1977 - 1984 and Parish Administrator 
at St Andrew's, Thornton Heath, from 1984 - 1985 
when he became Rector of St John's Seminary from 
1985 - 1995. He was appointed Bishop of East Anglia 
in 1995 and Archbishop of Cardiff in 2001. Old Boys 
of a certain age will remember Archbishop Peter play-
ing the lead in the School Play The Strong are Lonely 
by Fritz  Hochwaelder. They may not remember Jim 
Howard, and others, on the lawn recording the rabble’s 
cry of “Viva Bosdios!”. An event that caused Br. Peter 
to throw open a 4th Form window and order them to 
be quiet before musing out loud about why they were 
shouting in Spanish. 



The reference to Brian Atkinson in Stephen Fitzgerald’s account of his time at the College re-
minded me that Rich Clark had sent me a photograph (see previous page) of a visit to the Houses of 
Parliament organised by Cecil Pocock. Brian did much to enliven the cultural life of the school by 
taking ux to see avant-garde films at the National Film theatre. He is seen here, with his wife, on the 
left of the photograph. 

 

I am grateful to Tom Purcell for sending  me some photographs of a COXA outing to Whitbread’s 
brewery in Luton. I am not sure when the photograph on the next page was taken, but I suspect that 
Eddie O’Brien and Mick Power were much younger than they are now. 

 

T 
he Evacuation to East Grinstead 

 

In August  1939, I was then 13 and on holiday at East Wittering with my family. Even to 
me it was obvious that war clouds were gathering, and, on 2nd September, I went back 

to London with my elder sister, a teacher, to report to my Secondary  School, Clapham College, in 
South London, to join the evacuation. Our school was a Catholic school run by a religious Order, 
the  Xaverian Brothers. The Primary Schools had been leaving in the previous two days (war having 
broken out in Poland), and we were ordered to report at the school on 3rd September. There we 
were issued with a brown carrier bag containing two days emergency rations: if I remember correctly, 
two tins of corned beef, two of tinned milk, two packets of dry biscuits, etc. We were then mar-
shalled in the playground and moved off to Balham station, where we waited for a train. No one 
knew where we were bound for: various trains full of evacuees came through, and finally one 
stopped for us. We still didn’t know our destination until we decanted at Three Bridges Station. We 
gathered in the forecourt where we were told a bus was coming. I don’t think even the teachers 



knew any more than us! 

It was then that word went round that England was at war. The buses arrived and we were taken off, 
some to Forest Row, but many of us, including myself, to Paw Hatch Hall, then the residence of the 

Kindersley family. I remember my quarters were a room over the laundry building: there were emer-
gency beds, canvas stretchers on a low support. 

There some sixty or so of us remained for about two months. We used the large dining hall to eat 
and pass the day in - I remember at first the seniors filled in time with protracted games of Monop-
oly, while we younger boys watched from the sidelines. On Sundays we walked to the Notre Dame 
Convent at Wych Cross for Mass. My mother got to see me at Plaw Hatch, thanks to a London 
neighbour with a car. Gradually the teachers organised some classes, and a football pitch in the 
grounds. 

After two months  or so, we moved into East Grinstead and billeted ourselves around town (those 
who had gone to Forest Row were already billeted there). I was very fortunate in being billeted at the 
Turners - old Mrs Turner and her unmarried daughter, Miss May Turner. I stayed there until the 
end of my school days in June 1944. Mr Turner (then dead) had been a partner in the estate agents, 
Turner, Rudge and Turner. Across the road from “Elmstead” they owned a field, where a pony and 
a goat lived: Miss Turner was a devoted supporter of the RSPCA, and had “rescued” these neglected 
animals. At the back of the house there were quite extensive sheds, where the cattle destined for the 
market in Cantaloupe Road, had once been housed overnight. There was also a grass tennis court, 
where Miss Turner taught me tennis. She also taught me to play bridge, and I had to make up a four 
with her lady friends (quite terrifying players they were!). It must have been very difficult for Miss 
Turner (her mother died not long after our arrival) having to cope with two teen-age boys, but she 
was a wonderful sort of foster-mother to me and a life-long friend. Years later, as a Catholic priest, I 



was privileged to take part in her funeral in the Parish Church , and allowed to pay a heart-felt trib-
ute to her. 

Of course it was hard living away from home, but we used to go home for the week-end and school 
holidays, to enjoy being bombed in London! Bombs, or not, home was home! As I got older, I and 
others used to ride home to London on a bicycle (to save money of course) and, on Monday set off 
about 7 am to ride back in time for school, meeting my friends also cycling back for 9 am assembly.   

The school got going again in late 1939 by sharing the then County School, though we operated as a 
separate entity, taught by our own staff. One of the three stray bombs ever to fall on the town demol-
ished the Whitehall Cinema. I remember that Cinema full of people: on of our boys was among 
those killed, and, after the Requiem Mass in the Catholic Church, we went over to another of the 
Order’s schools, Mayfield College, where he was buried in their cemetery. 

One story, quite apocryphal, I am sure, was of an old East Sussex character in the quite strong Sus-
sex accent, saying “In 1939, a lot of funny old parson fellows came here with a lot of damn boys!” 
We used to relish the local life then, though we formed quite a tight community of our own. 

East Grinstead was full of troops, with occasional clashes between the Canadians and he Irish 
Guards from Hobbs Barracks! We got used to the sight of the 
burns cases from the Hospital walking round the town, and some 
of us older boys helped out at the Hospital. I remember what enor-
mous trust these terribly burnt young RAF crewmen had in the 
famous Dr. McIndoe (pictured on left).  We saw much of the 
preparations for D-Day around us: every bit of woodland was full 
of ammunition shelters; half the dual carriage way of the Cater-
ham Bypass was closed and used as a tank park. When, at 18, I 
came to take my Higher Schools Certificate, we wrote our exams 
ready to dive under the desks if one of the flying bombs that con-
tinually went over decided to crash on us! I vividly remember com-
ing back to Miss Turner’s after the last paper to find a telegram 
from my mother saying: “Home damaged: all safe”. I packed a bag 
at once and took the Green Line to London to take part in clear-
ing up the appalling mess: that was the end of my East Grinstead 
days! The school was very soon re-evacuated to Taunton , but by 
then I had left.  

 

Monsignor Canon Cyril Murtagh 

 

C 
ricket Captain’s  Report 

 
The end of January normally brings snow, the Chairman’s Lunch and the first Cricket 
net and this year was no different. It has been a good start to nets with double figures 

turning up the first couple of weeks. 

The club have also managed to receive sponsorship from the Selkirk 
Pub in Tooting so anyone fancying a drink with the team on a Sat-
u r d a y  e v e n i n g  c a n  f i n d  u s  i n  t h e r e . 
Hopefully the team can build on last years finish of 5th in the 
league and I am sure I am not alone in thanking Tom Benedict 
for all the good work he has put in as Captain. 



 

Our home ground this season is Fishpond Recreation Ground, Hebdon Road, Tooting, SW17 

 

The fixture list is shown below. 

Joe Mansi 

 

4 
00 Club 

 

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

Date Home Team Away Team 

8th May 2010 Old Isleworthians Clapham Old Xaverians 

15th May 2010 Clapham Old Xaverians Englefield Green 

22nd May 2010 Clapham Old Xaverians St. Lukes 

5th June 2010 Beddington Village Clapham Old Xaverians 

12th June 2010 Clapham Old Xaverians Old Royalists 

19th June 2010 Balham & Tooting Clapham Old Xaverians 

26th June 2010 Clapham Old Xaverians Bec Old Boys 

3rd July 2010 Putney Clapham Old Xaverians 

10th July 2010 Clapham Old Xaverians Hersham 

17th July 2010 Sheen Park Clapham Old Xaverians 

24th July 2010 Putney Clapham Old Xaverians 

31st July 2010 Clapham Old Xaverians Norwood Exiles 

7th August 2010 Morden Clapham Old Xaverians 

14th August 2010 Clapham Old Xaverians Whyteleafe 

21st August 2010 Surrey Seamers Clapham Old Xaverians 

 £100 £50 £25 

July T .O’Shea E.Taggart I.Anderson 

August S.Platt 18 Club P.Flaherty 

September A.McPherson M.Duffy B.Sanders 

October S.Burke M.Power M.Conneely 

November V.Roszkowski E.Tope J.McGowan 

December T.Cain M.Conneely K.Howard 

January J.Burke J.Hall M.Duffy 

February M.Preece T.Mansi B.Williams 

March P.Flaherty K.Horkan P.Brown 



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

 

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 

 

A 
nnual Golf Day 

 

Friday 11th June 2010 

 

This year’s COXA Golf Day will again be held at Darenth Valley Golf 
Course, Station Road, Shoreham, TN14 7SA. 

The cost will be £35, which will include a bacon roll on arrival, a hot meal 
after plus your round of golf. The first tee off time will be 1.00 pm approxi-
mately.  

 

We are limited to approximately 30 places as this proved to work well last 
year so an early reply is essential. 

 

To book your place please contact Paul Hixson on 0207 213 9473 
(daytime), 0208 658 6341 (evenings) ,07808 985655(mobile) or 
paul@tomhixson.co.uk. 

 

Paul Hixson 



 

M 
embership 

 

I am pleased to welcome Kevin Barnaville, Gabriel Fazi, Stephen Fitzgerald and Paul 
Smith as Life members of the Association. 

 

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 

Life Members  

Frank Attwood Mick Duffy B E Lawrence Mick Power 

Brian Baldock Bernard E Farrell David Leathem Peter Pozzoni 

Paul Barber Brian Earp John Leathem David Price  

Kevin Barnaville  John Egan Phil Leeder Brian Pryke 

Philip Barrington         Tom Ennis Jan Luba  Tom Purcell 

Matthew Benedict Lorcan Farrelly Mike Lynch S P Quick 

Richard Benson P J Fitzgerald Nigel Lynch Dennis Quin 

Terence Boley Stephen Fitzgerald Scotty MacDonald John Quirk 

Peter Bonthrone Terry Fitzgerald Mick Magee  John Rayer 

Jean Bouchard Gerard Fitzpatrick Joseph Mansi Kevin Ridge 

Wilson Bowers Peter Flaherty John V Mansi  Phil Roderick-Jones  

Martin Boyd John Freddi David Martin Connor Rooney    

Andrew Brannon Peter Fry Denzil Mascarenhas  Vic Roszkowski 

Mick Brien Patrick Furey Brian McDermott Gerald C Rowe 

R C Brookes  Jim Gallagher  John McGowan Joe Rowe 

Francis Browne Colin Garvey Martin McGrath David Rowles 

Gerard Burgess Sean Gavigan Will McGrath                    John Rudd 

James Burke Tony Gilford John McGuire Frank Ryan 

Michael Burke John Gilhooly Tom McLoughlin Michael Ryan 

Patrick Burke Mike Grice John McNicholas Patrick Ryan 

Seamus Burke Pip Gunn Jim McQueeney Gerry Salmon  

Michael Butler Bill Haley Mick Meade Tony Sanchez 

Paul Butler Richard Harris Chris Megoran Andrew Sanders 



 

Life Members  concluded 

Brian Campbell Ted Hayter David Mellor  Brian Sanders 

Nino Caraccio Hugh Hickland Harry Mellor  David Sanders 

Terry Carroll                    D A Hicks David Miles Ben Schwenk 

Kevin Cassandro Tim Higgins Laurence Milligan Phil Schwenk 

Joseph Cernuschi       Frank Hixson Julian Minghi Peter Serafinowicz 

Lt.Col. F Cetri  Paul Hixson Gerry Morrison Guy Sheppard  

Jim Chambers Tim Hixson Lawrence Mullane John Sheridan 

Rich Clark Briony Horkan Robert Murphy Paul Shimell 

Terry Clegg Jim Howard Matthew Murtagh Chris Smith 

Kevin Clouther Rysard Hrynkiewicz David W Nathan Paul Smith 

Aidan Coletta Peter J Hughes John Norton Robert Speight 

John Coletta Peter Hurst John Noulton Eamonn Taggart 

Mike Collins Michael J Weir Sean O'Connell Gerard Taggart 

Terry Cremins Peter Kelleher John Pettley Brian P White 

A V Crichton-Smith Allen Kelly R F Pierce Arthur Williams 

Lyndon Davis Ron Kirby Henry Pinsent John Williams 

Adie De Coursey W L Booth Bernard Plummer           Brendan Williams  

Tad Dippel L Larkin Len Powell Peter Wills 

David Donnelly Brian D Lawlor Mick Powell  

Annual Subscription  

Michael Aldrich Jim Connor  Douglas M Hadida Robert Maxwell 

Tony Amura Paul D Cousins Michael R Hadida Paul A Meggyesi 

Frank Barretta Nick Crean Michael Hart Richard Mills 

John Boyd  Kevin Curtin Michael Hayland  Alec Morrish 

Keiron F H Brady Joe Davorn  John Henderson Anthony J Morrish  

John Brandon  Brian Donnelly Mik Hodges David A Murtagh 

Prof. Ray V Brooks Peter Doran Kevin Horkan Eddie O'Brien 

Peter Brown Rob E O'Brien Peter Hounslow Edward Ojak 

John Bunce              Martin F Farrell Mark J Preece John Ryan 

Frank Burkhard Gabriel Fazi Richard Januszewski  Chris Scott 

Terry P Cain Bernard Fincham Dr Keith Jenkins Dr Michael Straiton 

Lynn Carpenter Martin Fowler Frank J Jordan Andrew S. Tworkowski 



 

Alec Morrish, Membership Secretary 

 

 

F 
riday Club 

 

The Friday Club continues to meet on the second Friday of alternate months at its new 
venue, the Alleyn’s Head in West Dulwich.  

 

The next meeting will take place on Friday, 9th 
July from 8:00 pm onwards. If would like to be 
reminded nearer the time, please contact  me on 
brianfhsanders@yahoo.co.uk. 

 

 

 

 

 

Brian Sanders 

 

 

C 
lapham Old Xaverians Isle Of Wight Tour 2009 

 

A tale of plating, camp cricketers and virgins.  

 

Tour Party included; 

Matt Benedict, Tom Benedict, Tim ‘Taxi’ Salter, John McGuire, Luke Hampton, Tom Maslona, 
Brendan & Jack Walsh, Kev Tynan, Ray & James Clarke, Richard Macintosh, Simon Pickering, 
Joe Mansi, Damien Costello, Richard Williams, Chris McDermott and Richard Kettle. Ben Bene-
dict (to follow) . 

Annual Subscription  concluded  

Paul Carter AJ Frost Paul Kanssen David Walters 

Brian Casey  Alan E Fulker Eamonn J Kearns John Wentworth 

Tony Cleather Michael Gibbons Brendan Kearns  Dr Alan White 

Michael Clements Mick Gowan Tim J Kelly Kevin Williamson 

John F Coll Anthony A Griffin Bill Kidd John Window 

Mark A Conneely    



 

Friday 24th July – Tour begins. 

Boys on tour 09 commenced with a swift trip around the M25 to the M3 for a rendezvous at South-
ampton dock 7. Just let us rewind for a minute….Boys on tour 09 commenced a night earlier for 
Richard Kettle who managed to get home from a night out only an hour and a half before we were 
due to leave at 5 am. for Southampton. However, JLS, some other very well chosen music and an 
adult magazine managed to sooth the car journey for Mr Kettle. 

 

A straight forward ferry ride, that was rudely interrupted by Duncan Bannatyne (from Dragon’s 
Den) wanting his photograph with Jack, and then following the Satellite Navigation that allowed us 
to find our way to Shanklin and the Grange Bank Hotel B&B where we were greeted and showed to 
our rooms by Nigel, notably the Companion and Guest Suites. We were also notified about the pol-
icy of how to alter our breakfast order, although I’m not quite sure if anyone took him up on his 
offer of Kippers. Once everyone had settled in (found the nearest pub) the golfers headed to San-
down and Shanklin Golf Club where the second annual Joe Mansi invitational was held, Joe also 
very kindly paid for everyone’s round of golf. For those who don’t know, the Sandown and Shanklin 
golf course is the Isle Of Wight’s answer to Augusta. Ultimately, this led to various expletives and 
the occasional golf club in a hedge. After much heartache and a few lost balls, Kettle was eventually 
crowned winner and presented with the simply the best golfer cap. 

Following our absorbing game of golf, it was time for the pub. First stop, the Village Inn. The duty 
of being in charge of the whip-round was delegated to Joe Mansi who did a sterling job of guarding 
the whip, so much so that some people in the whip had difficulty gaining access. The next task was 
to feed ourselves, and unfortunately some confusion over a table booked in the name of ‘Kemp’ led 
us to the local fish and chip shop where chips and gravy was the order of the day. 

 

Friday night escalated somewhat and we found ourselves in the Crab. Unbeknown to us at the time 
we were in fact dancing to the infamous Simon Ledger. Owing to the boys being on tour, we treated 
ourselves to a shandy each. This acted as a confidence booster and we got chatting to some Ameri-
can girls. However later on there were questions raised on whether they believed in sex before mar-
riage. 

 

 

Saturday 25th July – An angry bouncer. 

 

Having lost a couple of tourists on the, very short, walk home we were reunited with Daimo, 
Hammo and 2 cans of fosters at breakfast. This escapade had Taxi Tim asking ‘Did you plate her?’ 
None of us are actually sure of the true meaning of the verb ‘to plate.’ Can you enlighten us Tim? 
Anyway, to cut a long story short, it turns out Daimo and Hammo actually ended up in a caravan 
park playing Wii bowling and Daimo’s sleep being so deep that nothing managed to wake him. It 
was also made clear that morning that Daimo and Tom Maslona had 11 Guinesses and a Sambuka 
to drink the previous night, which explained some of the dance moves and the request for 
‘foreigner’. We all wanted to know where love is. 

 

An early start led us to the beach, and of course beach cricket. Some very interesting field placings, a 
flat track and testing bowling served as a useful training session for us to get our eye-in. Now, for the 



real reason we were on tour and to the Newclose County Ground to face a young Ventnor 3rd XI. 
The facilities at the Newclose ground were second to none. The lush outfield had people queuing up 
to be 12th man, the impeccably prepared wicket had the batsmen licking their lips and the thing 
that got everyone talking was the enormous score board which had the capacity of ball by ball up-
dates and letting the batsmen, whose names was on the scoreboard, know their individual scores 
(which proved of no use for Daimo). 

 

Serious thoughts from the Ventnor captain of batting first made the toss all important. Chief organ-
iser and skipper for the day Matt Benedict won the toss for the Clapham touring XI and elected to 
bat. Brendan Walsh, hot off the back of a viewing of the latest Harry Potter film and Ray Clarke, 
having driven the love wagon down and a pre-match meal of lamb shank, opened the batting and 
got Clapham off to a flyer. The tourists managed to rack up a mammoth 275 from their 40 overs. 
Highlights included 94* for Tom Maslona who was fresh after receiving a promising text, but inex-
plicably blocked the last ball of the innings. There was also a 50 for Richie Mac, which came in no 
time at all…perhaps because he had spent all of his time doing his mascara beforehand. Also, con-
gratulations to Luke Hampton, Matt Benedict, Richie Mac and Tom Maslona for completing their 
assigned shots for the day. Special thanks to John McGuire for umpiring. 

 

The daunting run rate proved too much for Ventnor, even in light of the news that Piko was not  
able to keep wicket due to sunburn. Tight bowling from the openers only heightened the asking 
rate. Rumours of Tom Benedict and Richard Williams being more than just friends are perhaps an 
explanation of why they bowl so well in tandem. Mid-way into the Ventnor innings we were greeted 



by a chorus of ‘Heyyyyyyyyyy, labahoooooo’ which signalled the arrival of Ben Benedict to the tour, 
which aroused applause from the fielding side. Ray Clarke swapping his place in the field for a place 
in the bar allowed Daimo to work over the Ventnor batsmen, taking 3 wickets, accredited to R. 
Clarke and a catch. A sublime catch by Skipper to-be Richard Williams at gully ended the innings 
for Ventnor a mere 200 runs short. 

 

The Clapham players caught wind of a second consecutive performance by resident pianist Simon 
Ledger, this time at Houliiers Bar (later dubbed Gerrard Houlliers.) Due to the sheer popularity of 
the entertainment, there was a strict security policy on the door for the evening. A little bit of sweet 
talk and assurance there’d be no trouble, 11 year-old Jack was granted access where he went on to 
collect a female’s telephone number. The Clapham players enjoyed a well-earned drink to celebrate 
the victory and later met up with the Girls on tour ’09 and yet more questions relating to V Reg’s. 
The tourists were unaware that Houllier’s had guests upstairs and wanted to continue the party, this 
ended in controversy with Richard Williams given his marching orders by a bouncer who was of 
significant resemblance to Mandy Dingle. 

 

Sunday 26th July – Daimo’s Birthday. 

We were awoken to the sound of the gong, and Nigel’s cooked breakfasts. Stories of the previous 
evening echoed around the breakfast table, interrupted only by ‘Are you ready for your cooked 
breakfast?’ and ‘Tea or Coffee.’ Weary eyed, the ‘kids’ headed back to bed after breakfast in prepara-
tion for the game against Shanklin Sunday XI which Ray Clarke was to skipper. 

 

Serious thoughts of the oppo skipper to bat first materialised and even with David Ike watching and 
Son of Ike captaining the Shanklin XI, Clapham had their eyes on an early finish as Shanklin were 
30-4 after a marvellous spell of wicket to wicket bowling from Matt Benedict (4 overs 4 wickets 4 
runs). News filtered through that Shanklin only had 10 players, and after trying to hide in the home 
team’s dressing room, a miracle happened, Daimo emerged with a jeer of ‘come on Shanklin.’ It 
wasn’t long until Daimo joined Whitey at the crease, and a fluid partnership of 150 saved the game 
from an early finish, with Daimo knowing which fielders to pick out on the boundary. The constant 
rain throughout Shanklin’s innings meant difficult batting conditions for Clapham some lovely 
cover drives from Kev the Tiler and a determined innings by Joe Mansi laid the foundations for 
Matt Benedict 68* and Richie Mac 60* to hit the winning runs for our second victory in the Isle of 
Whitey. With David Ike watching, Piko also chipped in with some important runs after being la-
belled a ‘professional farter.’ Monday Skipper Richard Williams also trialled the twenty20 music. 

 

We all then proceeded to drink the Shanklin bar dry, accompanied by Whitey and Scooby Steve. 
Daimo’s new alliance with Shanklin led him to buy some club kit, and of course a jug for his new 
teammates. Our love for Ledger’s musical talents led us back to Houlliers, where Richard Williams 
was scared to go back because of the previous nights events. It didn’t take long for the Clapham boys 
to make their mark, a George Michael request from Tommy Maslona led Ledger to believe we were 
the gayest cricketers on the island, and duly announced it. The night was not complete without 
some Foreigner and Barry White, and not to forget Jack Walsh dancing on the ceiling and Ledger’s 
rendition of Happy Birthday to mark Daimo’s 50th. The early finish at Houlliers was by no means 
the end of the night. Local knowledge pointed us in the direction of the Falcon, aka the Winchester, 
renowned for its cheery bar staff.  It was here where we learned that card transactions behind the bar 
hadn’t reached as far as the Isle of Wight and old fashioned measures were required. A late night 
trip to the kebab shop resulted in an invitation to an after party for Kettle and Dermot and Rachel 



at Adam’s house. After realising the situation Dermot soon left and went back to find Daimo had a 
well-organised after party on the go. So well organised that news reached big Nige and he felt the 
need to get involved. Kettle accordingly rejoined our after party as he was ejected from the original 
after party for falling asleep, trying to buy himself some time. 

 

Hammo attempted to join the after party, but having been handed a can of Grolsch he was unable 
to work out how to open it. 

 

Monday 27th July – Middle stump was having a party. 

 

The morning of the twenty20 saw the departure of some key tour members, however spirit in the 
camp was high and Skipper Richard Williams handed a tour debut to Jack Walsh. Daimo managed 
to negate a 30 over game, the start was pushed back as a result of difficulties with the Clapham foot-
wear. The artificial track gave tennis ball bounce and caused the opening batsmen trouble, However 
Clapham managed to prove they bat all the way down posting a challenging score with debutant 
Jack Walsh scoring 2 not out. 

 

The Arreton batsmen were greeted at the crease by, ‘Middle stumps having a party,’ ‘Let’s crash it.’ 
After hitting a lovely six, and talking to his partner through the finer details of his six, the sledging 
finally got to him. The Clapham bowling attack gave the Arreton batsmen a good working over and 
an excellent fielding display saw Clapham retain their 100% record in the Isle of Wight. 

 

Tuesday 28th July – Any chance? 

 

A trip around the coastal line led to a second golf course where, John McGuire, Kettle, Hammo 
and Joe Mansi battled it out. Hammo eventually stealing Kettle’s crown as ‘Simply the best Golfer.’ 

 

The non-golfers enjoyed a trip to Yarmouth where Daimo bought a flower for the future tea lady at 
Clapham, most of the lads discovered they had ‘Crabbies’ and where Ben asked various locals if they 
had dropped their money. 

 

Chris McDermott  

 

C 
hairman’s Luncheon 2010 

 

Apart form my first Chairman’s Luncheon in the Long Room at the Oval when I ar-
rived too late for lunch, I have never been to a bad one. Some, however, have been bet-

ter than others and this year must surely have been the best yet. With a record attendance, a free 
bar, an excellent meal, Colin Garvey - a compère with more jokes than the legendary Ronnie Scott - 
and Tom McLoughlin’s account of an illustrious football career what more could one want? Noth-
ing, except for the opportunity to meet old friends and renew old relationships On the way to the 
Oval, for example, I met John Noulton who introduced me to his brother-in-law, David Byrne. 
Nothing about David rang any bells, yet after a few drinks and midway through lunch, as I was talk-



ing to Stephen Fitzgerald about his career with Clarke Shoes in Somerset and his holiday apart-
ment, I looked across the table and recognised David as the boy who sat near the fireplace in 1 alpha 
when we both started at Clapham College in September 1953. I mention this incident not because 
it is unique, but because it is typical. The Luncheon is full of such experiences. People, and events, 
that have been forgotten for year suddenly come to life. 

Previous years have seen reunions of the Class of 1954 with Mick Walsh coming from Canada, Phil 
Gray from France, and Rich Clark from Norway. This year as the following photographs from 
Frank Barretta show there was a reunion of 50 year olds. The first picture shows the College 1st XI 
circa 1976.   

The top row moving 
from left to right 
consists of Mick 
Januszewski, Nick 
Crean, Frank Bar-
retta, Tom Purcell, 
Dave Knight and 
Barrie O’Neill. The 
bottom  row again 
moving from left to 
right consists of  
Paul Williams, Ray 
McGuiness,  Martin 
O’Shea, John Flynn 
and Roy Harnett. 

 

 

 

The second photo-
graph taken at this 
year’s Luncheon 
shows in the top row 
moving left to right 
Micky Burke, Gary 
Chive r s ,  Mick 
Januszewski, Frank 
Barretta, Barrie 
O ’ N e i l ,  B o b 
Audino, Tom Pur-
cell and bottom row 
moving left to right 
Paul Williams, Ray 
McGuiness, Nick 
Crean, Roy Hart-
n e t t ,  M i c k 
McGowan ,  and 
John Flynn. 

 



The table plan  is shown below for easy reference. 

Table 1  

Kevin Cooney Terry Cremins Peter Fry 

Bill Haley Joe Rowe Phil  Schwenk 

Stephen Schwenk Paul Shimell  

Table 2 

Maurice Diver Tom Judge David  Leathem 

Paul McCarthy Kevin McKenna Adie McLoughlin 

Tom McLoughlin John Mitchell David Murtagh 

Table 3  

Kevin Cooney Terry Cremins Peter Fry 

Tony Cleather Tony Gilford Mick Gowan 

John Keenan Peter Keenan Allen Kelly 

John  Quirk Ben Schwenk  

Table 4  

Martin Armstrong Paul Barber Bernie Borland 

Jim Buttress Andrew Cashmore-Till David Gartland 

Colin Garvey Robin Gibbs Brendan Williams 

Table 5  

Frank Barretta Mick Burke Gary Chivers 

John Flynn Roy Hartnett Michal  Januszewski 

Mick McGowan Barrie O'Neill Paul Williams 

Table 6  

Ben  Benedict Matt Benedict Ray Clarke  

Damien Costello Driss Hayoukance John Lloyd 

Connor Rooney Tim Salter Paul Smith 

Kevin Tynan     

Table 7  

Tom Benedict Joe Cole  Luke Hampton 

Richie Kettle Joe Mansi Chris McDermott 

Stephen Nash Matt Renton   Rich Williams 

John Wybar     

Table 8  

Robert  Audino Nick Crean Paul Davis 

Mark Gay Dr Keith Jenkins John McGowan 

Tom Purcell Joe Williams  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Table 9 

Chris Flaherty Martin Flaherty Patrick Flaherty 

Peter Flaherty Martin Fowler Brendan Kearns 

Eamonn Kearns Ray McDonagh Dennis   Myers 

Table 10  

Terry Cain Rich Clark  Brian Donnelly 

Lorcan Farrelly Paul Pozzoni John  Rudd 

Michael  Walsh Kev in Williamson Peter Wills 

Table 11  

Fr. Michael Aust  Gerry Burgess Malcolm Corey 

John Egan Peter Hughes Fr Eric Mead 

Bernard Plummer Fr Anthony Richins Dr Michael Straiton 

Brian White   

Table 12  

John Brandon Dan Condon Adie DeCoursey 

John Delaney John Leathem Tony  O'Shea 

Mick O'Sullivan Lisa Parker David Pearson 

John Pettley Mark Preece Jackie  Smith 

Table 13  

Kevin Barnaville John Coletta Joe Davorn 

Paul Hixon Ryszard Hrynkiewicz Scotty MacDonald 

John Mansi Sean O'Connell Vic Roszkowski 

Paul  Tehan   

Table 14  

Michael  Butler Colm   Hickland Harry  Hickland 

John  Hickland David Hillier Graham Hillier 

Richard Januszewski Denzil Mascarenhas Joe McElligott 

Alan White   

Table 15  

Jean Bouchard David Byrne Mgr Vladimir Felzmann 

Stephen Fitzgerald Ted Hayter Laurence Milligan 

Paul Milligan Alec Morrish John Noulton 

Table 16   

Colin  Bygraves Michael  Clements Aidan  Coletta 

Bart Gavigan Sean Gavigan John Gilhooley 

Kevin Howard John McGuire Chris Pearson 

Mick Powell Phil Roderick-Jones Chris Smith 

Table 17 

Gerard Connor Franco Cornelli Robert  Maxwell 

Eddie McCoy Jim McCoy Spencer McGuire 



Table 17   

Gerard Connor Franco Cornelli Robert  Maxwell 

Eddie McCoy Jim McCoy Spencer McGuire 

Richard Mills Dave Munns Mark Noulton 

Steve Parker John Philpott  

Table 18   

Kevin Addley Chris Brewster Dave Charlton 

Mark Charlton Mike  Garvey Mike  Gorman 

Will Oppong Brian Sadlier   

Table 19   

Patrick Burke Seamus Burke Terry Clegg 

Tony  Herbert Geoff Keast John McTaggart 

Mick Power Arthur  Richardson  

Table 20   

Serge Cefai Colin  Lillywhite Jan Luba 

Gerry Morrison David Nathan Eddie O'Brien 

Mick  O'Mara Dorothy Robinshaw David Rowles 

Paul West John Yates  

Table 21   

Bob Collins Mrs Sylvia Collins John Keen 

Harry Mellor Tony Morrish Mrg Cyril Murtagh 

Henry Pinsent Bernie Spoor Mrs Joyce Spoor 

Table 22   

Brian Baldock Nino Caraccio Larry Davies 

Gabrial Fazi Phillip Gunn Bill Kidd 

Phil Leader Rudolph Massara Gerald  Rowe 

Brian Sanders John Sheridan Mick Weir 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

C 
OXA & COXASAS  Annual  General Meetings 

 

 

The provisional date for the 2010 AGMs is Thursday, 15th October. As in previous 
years the meetings will be held in the Clubhouse at Norbury. Please check the Association website  
nearer the time to confirm these arrangements. 

 

 

 

 

 



 Special Offers & Late Breaks 

 Enjoy a special Break in one of our apartments. Dine by candlelight in our lounge warmed by 
a log fire and overlooking  Porlock Bay.   

 Free WiFi facilities available 

 Secure area for bikes 

 Well behaved dogs welcome 

 Clothes/Boots drying for walkers 

 Laundry service available 

 Private car park 

 Hurlestone apartment on first floor, Dunkery apartment on second floor 

 10% discount for  COXA members 

2010 Tariff 

Bed & Breakfast:  

 March to October 

  Daily £40 per person 

  Weekly £274 per person 

Self Catering Apartments 

 May, June, July & August 

  Daily £62 

  Weekly £386 per week 

 September,& October 

  Daily £56 

  Weekly £368 

 November & December 

  Daily £48 

  Weekly £305 

 

Seapoint, Upway, Porlock, Minehead, Somerset TA24 8QE 

  

 Phone   01643 862 289 

 Email   fitzgerald@seapoint.co.uk 

 website  www.seapoint.co.uk 

 



F 
ootball Results 

 

 

1st  XI (Premier ) 

 

2nd XI (Intermediate South) 

 

 Played Won Lost Drawn For  Against 
Goal  

Difference 
Points 

Albanian 17 12 3 2 47 20 27 39 

Bealonians 18 10 5 3 53 34 19 35 

Old Minchendenians 17 10 3 4 36 29 7 33 

Old Meadonians 18 8 7 3 29 19 10 31 

Old Parmiterians 18 9 2 7 46 27 19 29 

Honorable Artillery Com-
pany 

18 8 3 7 36 34 2 27 

Parkfield 18 6 5 7 33 37 -4 23 

Old Hamptonians 18 5 3 10 32 42 -10 18 

Clapham Old Xaverians 18 1 5 12 22 51 -29 8 

Old Aloysians 18 2 0 16 18 59 -41 1 

 Played Won Lost Drawn For  Against 
Goal  

Difference 
Points 

Old Tenisonians 22 20 2 0 87 16 71 62 

Old Tiffinians 21 11 4 6 49 42 7 37 

Clapham Old Xaverians II 22 10 7 5 41 38 3 37 

Old Meadonians III 22 11 3 8 42 29 13 36 

Old Sedcopians 22 10 3 9 59 45 14 33 

Royal Bank of Scotland 22 9 3 10 38 39 -1 30 

Old Suttonians II 22 7 6 9 45 52 -7 27 

Old Wokingians 22 7 5 10 45 54 -9 26 

Wandsworth Borough 22 7 3 12 37 54 -17 24 

National Westminster Bank 22 5 4 13 30 53 -23 19 

Fitzwilliam Old Boys 21 6 6 9 32 38 -6 18 

Mickleham Old Boxhillians 22 4 2 16 34 79 -45 14 

http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do;jsessionid=E36840AC17D76B4AD38E7AB7616E6F24?id=9474790
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do;jsessionid=E36840AC17D76B4AD38E7AB7616E6F24?id=3669268
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do;jsessionid=E36840AC17D76B4AD38E7AB7616E6F24?id=6108157
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do;jsessionid=E36840AC17D76B4AD38E7AB7616E6F24?id=7551316
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do;jsessionid=E36840AC17D76B4AD38E7AB7616E6F24?id=1518024
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do;jsessionid=E36840AC17D76B4AD38E7AB7616E6F24?id=3453327
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do;jsessionid=E36840AC17D76B4AD38E7AB7616E6F24?id=3453327
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do;jsessionid=E36840AC17D76B4AD38E7AB7616E6F24?id=2120530
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do;jsessionid=E36840AC17D76B4AD38E7AB7616E6F24?id=8407466
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do;jsessionid=E36840AC17D76B4AD38E7AB7616E6F24?id=9097260
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do;jsessionid=E36840AC17D76B4AD38E7AB7616E6F24?id=8274172
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=711518
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=8783345
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=1001762
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=6534689
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=2160160
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=967782
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=3025404
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=2844922
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=8044818
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=5032402
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=2589671
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=4171092


3rd XI (2 South) 

4th XI (3 South) 

 

 

 

 Played Won Lost Drawn For  Against 
Goal  

Difference 
Points 

Economicals III 20 16 4 0 67 16 51 52 

National Westminster Bank II 20 14 1 5 61 29 32 43 

Clapham Old Xaverians III 20 10 3 7 49 49 0 33 

Old Wokingians II 20 9 3 8 41 36 5 30 

Tilburg Regents 20 10 0 10 39 35 4 30 

Old Meadonians V 20 9 0 11 41 64 -23 27 

Sinjuns Grammarians III 20 7 3 10 36 39 -3 24 

Reigatians 20 6 4 10 41 51 -10 22 

Old Suttonians III 20 6 3 11 32 46 -14 21 

Old Whitgiftian 20 6 3 11 39 57 -18 21 

Old Tenisonians III 20 4 2 14 37 61 -24 14 

 Played Won Lost Drawn For  Against Goal  

Difference 

Points 

National Westminster Bank III 17 13 0 4 55 16 39 39 

Royal Bank of Scotland II 18 12 2 4 55 28 27 38 

Dorkinians II 18 9 3 6 53 30 23 30 

Clapham Old Xaverians IV 18 9 3 6 38 29 9 30 

Old Crosbeians 18 9 3 6 33 34 -1 30 

Royal Sun Alliance 18 8 5 5 41 46 -5 29 

Glyn Old Boys III 18 6 2 10 32 45 -13 20 

Reigatians II 17 6 0 11 26 46 -20 18 

Temple Bar 18 5 0 13 23 46 -23 15 

The Comets 18 2 2 14 17 53 -36 8 

http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=9372436
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=9682382
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=3790934
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=7514172
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=7244816
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=7187959
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=606191
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=6440825
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=6596654
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=5209834
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=7600738
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=4002932
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=2754614
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=9952648
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=720919
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=7451438
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=936916
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=5914511
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=2781416
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=5763103
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=4753782


5th XI (4 South) 

 

6th XI (7 South) 

F 
rom the Archive - June 1971 

 

 

....Jim (Chambers) was kind enough to include the Bob Kerr Whoopee Band Dossier.... 

 Played Won Lost Drawn For  Against Goal  

Difference 

Points 

Citigroup 20 13 5 2 64 30 34 44 

Standard Chartered Bank 20 12 4 4 52 32 20 40 

Old Bromleians II 20 11 4 5 81 34 47 37 

Economicals IV 20 9 7 4 44 38 6 34 

Old Sedcopians II 20 8 9 3 56 37 19 33 

Witan II 20 7 5 8 33 41 -8 26 

Wandsworth Borough II 20 7 3 10 33 43 -10 24 

Old Wokingians III 20 4 8 8 34 51 -17 20 

Old Suttonians IV 20 3 8 9 27 30 -3 17 

Old Meadonians VI 20 4 4 12 25 64 -39 16 

Clapham Old Xaverians V 20 2 3 15 24 73 -49 9 

 Played Won Lost Drawn For  Against Goal  

Difference 

Points 

Economicals V 18 15 1 2 79 20 59 46 

Fulham Compton Old Boys III 18 10 3 5 38 29 9 33 

Old Pauline III 18 9 3 6 63 45 18 30 

Old Guildfordians III 18 9 2 7 49 36 13 29 

Kings Old Boys III 18 9 1 8 41 35 6 28 

Old Suttonians VII 18 8 2 8 33 49 -16 26 

Old Bromleians IV 18 9 1 8 52 49 3 22 

Old Sedcopians IV 18 6 3 9 33 44 -11 21 

City of London III 18 3 2 13 28 59 -31 11 

Clapham Old Xaverians VI 18 2 2 14 19 69 -50 8 

http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=3935581
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=5098094
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=3659505
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=6182067
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=3768350
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=5464861
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=3729572
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=464178
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=2036528
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=2817834
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=7206015
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=1010494
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=5886719
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=3816963
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=6459399
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=7278954
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=862758
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=5688270
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=9829153
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=1120691
http://full-time.thefa.com/DisplayTeam.do?id=1698938


“James Makepeace Chambers (Golden Boots): Alto Saxophone, Faarnaphone and Clarinet. 

 

He was born in fulfilment of an ancient prophecy by a traditional method handed down for genera-
tions in his family sand educated at the Ministry Of Agriculture bugle-training school in Effingham. 
Whilst at the University of Sheffield  (where he took degrees in water diving, medieval taxidermy 
and killing-from-a-great-distance) he played in several bands and took up the saxophone under the 
impression that it was a piano. To this period may be traced the some otherwise puzzling stylistic 
irregularities. Returning in great anguish of mind to London, he joined the staff of  the  Natural  
History Museum, where his days are spent in Victorian seclusion as a curator of little brown things. 
He is currently first saxophonist to the Vatican Library. 

 

He has played with many famous groups, including Christopher Robbin’s Tea-Room Boys (later Go-
mez Cooper’s Chicago Gangsters) and the Benito  Mussolini Brass Knuckle Band (later the New So-
ciety Dance Orchestra), with whom he was reed section leader and featured soloist. 

 

With the Whoopee Band his engaging vibrato (Miss Nelly Styles) and his startling economy of tech-
nique have won him acclaim, no less admired is his saxophone playing, which has been described as 
‘luscious, rich and full bodied’. His famous golden boots are the result of many stimulating sessions 
with Pierre Cardin, the Clement Attlee of boot design. Jim is the author with that noted musical 
wrestler, Franklin J. Tomes, of the definitive work on the micro fauna of the human moustache, and 
is an accomplished thaumaturge and bio-mechanic.”  

 

 

Afficionados of Jim’s humour can see him at singing and playing the saxophone at 

 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Ius1f9b1Ybw 
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