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‘OH! WHAT A NIGHT!’ – ANNUAL DINNER TRIUMPH! 
 

WELCOME to TOD19! – CROESO i TOD19! 
 

The Annual Reunion Dinner was held on Friday, 25 March 2011, at Swansea 
University, attended by no fewer than 354 Old Dy’vorians, a world (sic!) 
record, up 167 on our previous best in 2010. 
 

Archbishop Rowan Williams of Canterbury (1961), Head of the Anglican 
Church and successor to St. Augustine, was duly inaugurated as President 
for 2011/12 by outgoing President, David Dickinson (1948). 
 

The happy and successful evening was outstandingly orchestrated by Master 
of Ceremonies, Past President Dr. Brian Willis (1955). 
 

A full report and pictures will be found from Page 7 onwards. 
 

.  

Photo: Rob Mitchell. Our picture above shows Editors Jim Waygood (1955) and 

Peter Macpherson (1944) presenting Dr. Williams with the specially commissioned 

and designed  ‘Commemorative Edition’ of TOD upon his arrival in the Dining 

Room. 
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Crossroads ………. from the EDITOR  
 

The ODA is at the crossroads. 
 

The quite extraordinary growth of the Association, as a direct result of Archbishop 

Rowan Williams’ generous acceptance of our invitation to be its President for the current 

year and the explosion in membership after the decision to hold the Annual Dinner at 

Swansea University has brought in its train quite unexpected results. 
 

‘Dynevor is dead and the ODA will follow it’ used to be the cry. No more! The Dynevor 

Building of Swansea Metropolitan University, on the site of the old school, is not just a 

name. It is a vibrant institution, led by dynamic management; its lecture rooms re-echo 

the hallowed names of the competing houses of the old school; our Annual Lecture, 

fronted by names of national and international renown – from our own ranks, no less, - 

attracts ever-larger audiences, matched by similar results for the Joint SMU/ Dynevor 

event; new, enthusiastic members have generated some amazingly well-attended Year 

Group reunions. 
 

So what price the future? Will the ODA keep on growing, at least until those who came to 

Dynevor last of all cease to be active; or will it stick at its current membership and slowly 

decline, terminally. 
 

Not so, say the enthusiasts. The market of so far uncommitted ‘old boys’ has scarcely 

been tapped; the Noel Blows recruitment bandwagon rolls on, if more gently, still 

unabated in energy; this Journal, so bravely produced, against all the odds, for 8 years by 

the Tovey/ Farmer partnership, has taken on a new lease of life – soon, it may even be 

distributed electronically; ambitious plans are already afoot for next year’s Annual 

Dinner; the Committee has been strengthened by the addition of people who make things 

happen – Golf Tournaments, Past-Presidents’ reunions and the like. 
 

And now, our Website www.dynevorrevisited.co.uk, another Dave Tovey creation, is 

undergoing critical assessment, with a view to making it less historically-based, more 

dynamic, more forward-looking, more proactive, more responsive to the new generation 

of internet-users, the Facebook, Twitter, Blogger generation, if you like. 
 

Would you like to be part of this exciting revolution? Would you like to help enshrine the 

fondly remembered Dynevor of the past in the memories of those yet to come? Now is 

your chance: write an article, recruit a member, offer your services, be active! (and please 

read our article on Page 19 ) 
 

Remember what Dynevor did for you; now see what you can do 
for Dynevor!                    

 

  FLOREAT DYNEVOR! 

http://www.dynevorrevisited.co.uk/
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THE FONT OF ALL CREATIVITY         Geoffrey Anthony (1958) 
 

As a recently retired schoolteacher in the United States, a relatively new member of the 

Old Dy’vorians and an interested reader of the Journal, I now have the time and 

motivation to contribute an article. I am proud to have been at an academic institution that 

produced such a vast array of scholars – Doctorates, Masters’ and Bachelors’ degrees – 

epitomized by the appointment of Dr. Rowan Williams as the Lord Archbishop of 

Canterbury, but more importantly as President of our Association! 
 

My focus in this story will be on the 6
th

 Form Library, not as a centre of academic 
pursuit, but as the font of all creativity. I fondly remember those long, wide library 

tables, ideal for group research projects but absolutely perfect for a 5-a-side World Cup 

football tournament in 1964!  Such a tournament seemed the logical extension of the 

Subbuteo Leagues we had organized in the 4
th
/5

th
Form, when we travelled to houses in 

various parts of Swansea to complete the demanding home and away fixtures. I vividly 

remember the care and dedication I devoted to assembling my team, Portugal, designing 

the green and red shirts on the paper that was to be glued to my 5 pennies, and adding the 

numbers of the great Portuguese players – Pereira, Coluna, Torres, Augusto and, of 

course, the number 10 of the incomparable Eusebio.  As football historians will realize, I 

had chosen an attacking team!  My team was carefully arranged and secured in a small 

metal case – my father never actually discovered the fate of his glasses case!  The 

tournament also finally provided an opportunity to use my 6 inch ruler, certainly much 

more efficient than the combs favoured by some of the lesser players! 
 

I had enormous admiration for Alex Hyman, who steadfastly remained loyal to his faith 

and selected Israel as his team, even though we reminded him that Israel had lost to 

Wales in the final qualifying round of the 1958 World Cup. Sadly, Alex’s skills on the 

library pitches did not match his loyalty. Dewi Evans should also be commended for 

choosing the unheralded Northern Ireland team, with such household names as George 

Best and goalkeeper Ronnie Briggs. Alan “the Admiral” Evans, I believe, had chosen 

Holland to demonstrate his affinity with maritime provinces.  I think Jeff Humphreys 

chose Czechoslovakia, but I’ve forgotten the other teams  –  I guess I chose the right time 

to retire from teaching! 
 

The library tournament, like all World Cups, was filled with controversy. When I read 

about violence and corruption in modern football my thoughts immediately return to 

those absorbing days in the library. A team, certainly the most artistic in terms of 

appearance, was stolen from its 5 Panatellas tin box and held to ransom. The perpetrator 

of this unconscionable crime was never officially identified. I have always worried about 

the traumatic effect this theft must have had on the creator and owner of the team.  
 

Clubs today have been known to tailor the length of their stadium grass to favour the style 

of their team. Such dubious practices were also evident in 1964! Droplets of water were 

occasionally spilled onto the tables to try to change the texture of the surface! 
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Such was the concern of the organizers that a special Disciplinary Committee had to be 

set up to restore integrity to the tournament. Tudor Lewis, an absolute paragon of justice, 

was one of the leading members of this committee!  (To digress a little, it seemed so 

unfair later in the school year when Tudor and Dewi were banned from the library for 3 

weeks by Ossie Morris, who had interrupted the table tennis final being played on those 

same library tables – a punishment that cut them off from the true  heart of Dynevor).  
 

During one of my games against Northern Ireland ( Dewi’s team ), as I lay spread-eagled 

on the library table to better unleash another “corker” from Eusebio, I was distracted and 

challenged by a screaming George Hounsell. I recall I was the recipient of several clips 

and a  lecture on my lack of maturity and abuse of Dynevor’s  revered  centre of learning.  

It will come as no surprise that Dewi  and I were not chosen as school prefects the 

following year – an extreme punishment that severely damaged our self-esteem, limited 

our future prospects and virtually consigned us to a career in teaching ( - just joking, I 

really enjoyed my life in the classroom!). 
 

The highlight of the 1964 Dynevor World Cup was the medal ceremony. As you have 

probably guessed by now, Portugal was victorious. The Cup was presented by Monsieur 

Miel,  the French Language assistant, who was thrilled to be part of this novel grammar 

school cultural experience. Designated as FIFA President, he climbed the library step-

ladder and enthusiastically gave out the trophies, acknowledging the applause of the 

capacity crowd of 6
th

Formers (about 100 ). Would that Sepp Blatter had inherited Miel’s 

passion, understanding and sense of occasion! Receiving the World Cup was undoubtedly 

the highlight of my years at Dynevor, as strains of “Abide With Me” arose from the 

crowd, in the true choral tradition of the school.  Dynevor at its finest!! 
 

I would like to thank Dewi Evans for his help with this story. Any inaccuracies or 

embellishments are entirely my responsibility. 

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

CORRECTIONS  et al …… 
 

 ** In TOD18, we published a report ‘Dynevor boy lost at sea’. It had come to hand 

during the change of Editorship a year earlier. We failed to acknowledge the source, 

which was Old Dy’vorian, Ron Tovey, whose Uncle was one of the 3 Swansea men 

lost when the Ocean Crusader was sunk in 1942 by a German submarine. We are 

happy to do so now. 
 

 ** In ‘Pic. from the Past’  (TOD’S 17 & 18), we suggested that Sir William Jenkins, 

the well-known Swansea Docksman, was being installed, at the 1953 Dinner, as ODA 

President by Headmaster W. Bryn Thomas. Colin Wood (1951) advises it was not! It 

was Sydney Jenkins, well-known City Councillor, who was later Lord Mayor of 

Swansea. We are happy to correct this piece of misinformation. 
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THE NEW WRISTWATCH –‘final denouement’           Grafton Maggs (1937) 
 

Readers will recall that Grafton had gone with his Father to the Stall of Fitzroy Pugh, in 

Swansea Market, to buy the promised wristwatch, which Grafton had unequivocally 

announced had to have’ a black face with numbers that glow in the dark’. The previous two 

extracts were published in TOD’s 17 and 18. Now please enjoy the final act! – Ed. 
 

Fitzroy turned and started rummaging, muttering to himself, then held up a watch. “Here‟s a 

beauty, just like the one I sold the Prince of Wales, before he met that woman.” 
 

“No! It‟s got a white face. I want a black one and numbers that glow in the dark!” He looked 

at me for a few seconds and muttered, “You ------ would!” 
 

He showed me half a dozen more without success. Then suddenly, I spotted a black-dialled 

watch, partly concealed by the mouldering pie. I pointed it out and he leaned over to move the 

plate, flicking away an annoyed bluebottle. Half hesitantly, he emptied the pie into a waste bin 

and handed me the watch. I thought it was perfect! 
 

He turned to my Father, “There we are, my lovely boys. Knew I had one. Gonzalez Fitzroy 

Pugh never fails. Three and sixpence, please. No cheques, only cash. Metal strap, ninepence 

extra!  I always say ‘Money would soon go, but this watch will never go!’  Fully guaranteed – 

that is, until you leave the market!” 
 

He wound the watch up, checked the time against the massive market clock, handed it over 

and I placed it on my wrist. There weren‟t enough holes for it to fit tightly, so it hung like a 

halter on a pony‟s neck. It didn‟t matter: I had my wristwatch!  Walking back to the Mumbles 

Train, I stopped to check the tick and tried to look through a partially clenched hand at the 

face to see if the figures glowed. 
  

All the way home, I made a great show of my new acquisition, but, sadly, nobody asked me 

the time. However, I discovered that it took sixteen minutes and forty five seconds for the 

train to travel from Rutland Street to Oystermouth Station. 
 

Unfortunately, my joy was short lived. For some reason, the numbers and hands didn‟t glow in 

the cinema that evening. At supper later, when brother Colin asked me the time, I found the 

watch had stopped. I shook it. It started. Later I put it on my bedside table and with the light 

out, I was relieved to see that the figures glowed. That was one problem resolved. 
 

In the morning, it was still going and I carefully wound it up, put it on and washed around it. 

By lunchtime, it had stopped three times. Back to Fitzroy, who changed it reluctantly, with 

much muttering. Sadly, that was not the end of it, for the new one also failed and we had to 

return again. This time Gonzalez Fitzroy Pugh was not so amenable.   
 

„I can‟t help it. It‟s not my fault! These magnificent watches are hand made especially for me 

in Switzerland. You’ve got too much electricity in your body, that‟s the trouble! You were 

born that way. Your Dad must have been a live spark in his time! Tell you what! I‟ll give you 

a pocket watch with a short strap to carry in your breast pocket 
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Reluctantly, we accepted his word and left. The pocket watch, too, proved to be 

unreliable, so I gave up on watches. 
 

In 1939, War broke out. In February,1941, my Dynevor career came to a sudden and 

traumatic end, courtesy of the Luftwaffe. In 1943, I became a soldier and, a year or so 

later, was issued by the Battalion QM with a G1098 wristwatch. These were special, 

superbly made watches, only issued to officers in the Special Forces. For the 3 years that I 

wore it, it never stopped or varied a second in accuracy, in spite of brutal treatment in 

mud and water. 
 

Home on leave in 1945, I bumped into an old friend. He insisted on a drink and steered 

me into that most salubrious of drinking establishments, The Garibaldi. The Public Bar 

had its usual motley collection of midday topers. We groped through the thick haze of  

Woodbine smoke to a sticky seat in a dismal corner. Looking up, I noticed a familiar 

figure seated on a stool at the end of the bar. Gazing into the flyspotted, discoloured 

mirror behind the fixtures was Fitzroy Pugh, aged, but otherwise barely changed since the 

days of my first wristwatch experience! He still wore his sweat-stained trilby and black 

suit with the brown waistcoat and the grey trousers. His concession to the war was the 

collarless khaki shirt that he now wore with a brass stud. Its colour blended well with his 

unshaven face. 
 

I approached him. I was surprised that I now towered over him. He was not a big man. 

“Mr Pugh?” He looked up through the fug of his cigarette smoke and without moving the 

soggy end from his mouth, replied, “How right you are, my lovely boy!” “Are you still in 

the watch and clock business?” 
 

“Alas, no! Following the destruction of my stall in the Market by the Germans, I sold the 

prestigious good will and undamaged stock to Harrod’s of London and allowed them to 

trade under my highly esteemed name. They made me an offer I could not refuse. Then, 

my little 1930 Austin 7 Van was involved in an accident with the Mumbles Train, 

opposite the Jail and was squashed between the train and the LMS Railway wall. I 

decided to retire. By the way, do you know of anyone who would like to buy a tall thin 

Austin 7 Van?” 
 

“You sold me a wristwatch in 1937. It kept stopping. You said it was due to too much 

electricity in my body. Now! This watch was issued to me by the Army. It has never 

stopped and I’ve been all over the world with it! How can you explain that?” 
 

Gonzalez Fitzroy Pugh took a mouthful of ale, swallowed it and then wiped his multi-

brown-toned moustache on his crusted sleeve.  “Simply, my lovely boy!  When you’re in 

Swansea, you’ve got more electricity in your body than anywhere else in the world!” 
 

** Due to the weight of copy submitted and the amount of reportage for this issue, we 

regret having to hold over completion of the ‘WS Evans Letters’ (Nos. 3 and 4). They 

will be published in TOD20, due out in March, 2012. 
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Oh what a night!!!!!!!! 
 

Jeff Humphreys, one of the ’58-ers, reflects on an evening of good food, 

marvellous company and magical words from a VIP who’s still happy to be 

called, by the likes of us, Rowan. 
 

Well, the Man Himself certainly put bums on seats. Whoops, sorry, lowering the tone 

already. Make that  posteriors on pews. More appropriate, I’m sure you’ll agree. 
 

Anyway, there we were on that last Friday of March, more than 350 of us, to see and hear 

Dr Rowan Williams. The Archbishop of Canterbury.  This year’s ODA president.  
 

The most famous Old Dy’vorian of them all. Unless, of course – and you’re perfectly 

entitled to your opinion – you reckon Harry Secombe edges Rowan into second place. 

Clear choice, really: God or Goon? Theologian or Tenor? 
 

Whatever. But what most of us wondered was what would Rowan actually talk about? 

Would he, because he is a cerebral sort of character, navigate us to certain points on the 

moral compass? Would it be above our heads? Would he share the odd C.of E. inner-

sanctum secret? Would we, during the course of his address, be privy to a few tasty 

revelations about important issues he’s having to confront in the Anglican Church?  
 

For, goodness only knows, there are plenty of controversial matters staring him in the 

face. There’s nowhere to run, nowhere to hide, for this boy from the Class of ‘61 when it 

comes to edgy stuff like women bishops, gay clergy, defections to the Roman Catholic 

Church and so on and so forth. 
 

But no. Nothing of the sort. He didn’t go there. He talked about what we wanted him to 

talk about. About Dynevor School. What it meant to him and what it meant to us. About 

those gifted, committed people who taught us.  
 

Before getting to the guts of Rowan’s speech, though, let’s talk about his voice. It’s a 

truly lovely voice. Rich and mellow. It sounds like hot chocolate tastes. Richard Burton’s 

tone was magnetic. Anthony Hopkins’s mesmeric. And so, in a different sort of way, is 

Rowan’s. Like music to the ear. 
  

Early on, he got a good round of applause – even a big cheer – for saying he’d been 

engaged in missionary work for a number of years in That Country called England. Mind 

you, pity he couldn’t have brought a bit of divine intervention into play the following day 

when Gary Speed’s Men in Red took on That Country at the Millennium Stadium. Let’s 
be fair, though, we didn’t really expect a home win, did we? Not with Gareth Bale being 

injured and Giggsy having quit the international scene. 
  

Young Gareth and old Ryan, we fancy, just might have put the fear of God into Fabio 

Capello’s side. Oh, apologies again …shouldn’t, perhaps, bring the Almighty into it. 
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But back to the talk ... about Dynevor. About our sense of loyalty and belonging, about 

our respect for that fabulous old place. The place that, in all truth, shaped many of our 

lives. Our heritage. 
 

Rowan soon reminded us of two meaningful school mottos, one in Latin, the other in 

Welsh: Nihil Sine Labore, which is etched in the minds of all of us; and Gorau Arf, Arf 
Dysg, which many of us, probably, did not recall so readily. It means The best weapon is 

the weapon of learning. Even if we hadn’t heard it before, though, we’ll all drink to it 

anyway. 
 

Then, being a truly wonderful wordsmith, he homed in on a few key, evocative words. 
 

He mentioned the edge that was part of a Welsh education, especially a Dynevor edge. He 

talked about a vision. The Dynevor vision. He talked about the space that Dynevor gave 

us – space into which we could expand and flourish, whether we were good academic 

prospects or not. He talked about how Dynevor would never shrink us. He talked about 

how we enjoyed the shared experience. And how we were enriched by that experience. 
  

Great, great stuff. A memorable night. 
 

Rowan, of course, was the star turn – but every star needs a supporting cast. And it’s only 
right and proper that tribute should be paid to the ‘back-up’ team – the people who oiled 

the wheels for the March 25
th
 event at Swansea University. 

 

Dr Brian Willis was an excellent Master of Ceremonies and District Judge Stuart 

Batcup, as you’d expect from a top-notch legal beagle, did a great job introducing 

Rowan. 
 

It was Stuart who set the ball rolling on a smashing little stroll down Memory Lane by 

recalling some of the nicknames of those old masters. Jop and Mop. Bunny and Tojo. 

Basher and Davo and Scruff. You could see the nostalgic nodding of heads around the 

room – accompanied with fond smiles – when each of them got a mention.   
  

And Graham Davies, not only a great teacher but a brilliant sporting motivator for many 

of us, gave a cracking vote of thanks and handled the presentation beautifully. 
 

Finally, and he did say a few words himself towards the end, there was rightful praise for 

Noel Blows – the ODA’s Recruitment Powerhouse. The man who, these past few years, 

has driven membership to an all-time high and probably won’t rest until the magical 

1,000-mark is reached 
 

People like Clem Williams, our ODA Secretary, and Stephen Way, our Treasurer, were 

also important pieces in the jigsaw. Making a major event like this work – and work 

brilliantly well – is truly a team game. 
 

Let’s end this little reflection, though, by repeating Rowan’s most poignant words … 
 

“We were enriched by our Dynevor experience” 
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ANYONE FOR GOLF? 

 

Peter Clement – Stableford winner 
 

 
Kelvin Howells, Jeff Fackrell, John Rees, 

Alan Clewett – Team winners 
 

 

Tudor Lewis, Dewi Evans, Clem Williams, 

Peter Samuel – ‘Only here for the beer!?’ 

 

Ken Sharpe presents prize to 

 Alun Clement – ‘Nearest the 17
th

 pin’ 

 

A memorable day began early for ODA 

Golfers at Clyne Golf Course, 28 of 

whom – including Edward Davies, all 

the way from Colorado, USA - turned 

out to contest the first Annual Golf 

Tournament for a number of years. Ken 

Sharpe and Peter Samuel did a great job 

of recruitment and organised an 18-hole 

Stableford Competition. After a starter 

of Bacon ‘butties’ and hot drinks, tee-

ing off began at 10 o’clock. Players 

came in to a lunch of soup and other 

liquid refreshment! Retiring President 

David Dickinson presented a Silver 

Salver to the Winner, Peter Clements. 

The Committee  came up with a 

donation of £50 towards the other 

prizes. Pronounced a great success, 

Clyne has already been booked for next 

year, so put it in your Diary now, 

Friday, 27 April 2012.  (More fotos on 

our Website). 
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OH WHAT A NIGHT !!!  

 
 

 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

LEFT 

Top: A new President 

Middle: Showing off the medallion 

Bottom: Stuart Batcup welcomes the 

Archbishop 
 

ABOVE 

Top: Rowan talks to us 

Bottom: Graham Davies presents 

photobook to Rowan  
 

Photos: Rob Mitchell 
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ABOVE top: Brian Willis, supreme MC 

Middle: Cyril Goldstone, Pat Farmer, Ray 

Farmer, and ??? 

Bottom: Lord Griffiths and Ken Sharpe 

RIGHT top: 360 dined here 

Next: They came from far and wide 

Next: Clem Williams, Phil Stone, Rowan 

and David 

Bottom: A jolly foursome ! 
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YEAR OF ’53 HELD PRE-DINNER DINNER 

 

 
Photos: John Barker 
 

 

Coming together for the Annual Reunion Dinner on such a memorable occasion 

presented the perfect opportunity for David Mendus to ensure plenty of time for old 

friends to exchange news and views, by organising a 1953 Reunion Dinner the night 

before. Held in a Mumbles restaurant, a large gathering of ‘old’ Boys, with their 

Wives, Partners and ‘Girl’ friends filled two large tables. A good time was had by all 

present.  
 

Our photographs show ..RIGHT: Edgar McCarthy, David Mendus, Jimmy King and 

Richard Thomas. LEFT: David Stokes, Richard Passmore, Mike Edmonds, Roy Miller, Brian 

Seaman and John Barker. 
 

Arrangements are already in hand for a re-run next year. Other Entry Years please 

note! 

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

NEWS !  BOOK THIS DATE – NOW!  
 

The 2012 Dinner, when Phil Stone will be installed as President for 2012/13, has 

already been booked for the same venue as this year’s successful function, namely, 

Swansea University, Friday, 27 April, 2012, as indeed, has the reinstated Annual Golf 

Tournament at Clyne.  
 

The guest speaker at the dinner will be Behnaz Akhgar (BBC Wales – Weather), a 

former pupil of Dynevor.  
 

Membership recruitment is already proceeding apace, so we look forward to another 

packed ‘congregation’.!  
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THE OLD DYVORIAN / SWANSEA METROPOLITAN UNIVERSITY 

ANNUAL LECTURE – Thursday 5 May...   Report by Bill George ( 1946) 
 

Breaking the Myths and Stereotypes of Disability - Disabled people can 

and do contribute to Society - John Evans OBE (1963) 
 

This Annual Lecture, shared with Swansea Metropolitan University, followed the 

three earlier ones by Lord Brian Griffiths (2008), Lord Donald Anderson (2009) and 

Professor Bernard Knight ( 2010). John left Dynevor in 1966 and in the 70's suffered 

a severe sports accident whilst in USA, leaving him paralysed from the neck down. 

He returned to the UK to spend some months at Stoke Mandeville followed by time 

in a Cheshire Home. This inspired him to become a disability campaigner for 

legislation to provide better opportunities for independent living with positive images 

as exemplified by outstanding role models such as the athlete, Tania Grey-Thompson 

and the scientist, Stephen Hawking. 

 

In outlining his work in this area, he drew 

attention to the danger that changes such as 

those determined in the 2007 Disability Act 

and similar legislation pioneered by Jack 

Ashley MP were not always implemented , 

even though such changes could lead to 

reduced costs. The talk was followed by a 

lively question and answer period. 

 

The meeting, in the Dynevor Centre, was 

chaired by Professor David Warner, Vice-

Chancellor, who mentioned he may be the 

first and last VC as forms of association 

with other institutions were being discussed 

with the Welsh Assembly. He also gave 

examples of disability friendly features at  

Swansea Met.. 

 

The excellent attendance and other recent 

events gave optimism  that the Dynevor 

ethos would continue for  many more years. 

Photo : Rob Mitchell 
 

 



14. The Old Dy’vorian                                            

 

 
 

OSSIE v GREG - ARTS or SCIENCE ?                             Tony Walters (1951) 
 

In TOD 18, we left Tony in Hawange Colliery, Southern Rhodesia (Zimbabwe), where he 
was demonstrating a laboratory scale model of some of the new technology being 

introduced at his processing plant to Prime Minister Ian Smith (photo below). Now read 

on: Ed. 
. 

 
 

In 1965, UDI had been declared by Smith, triggering the revolt led by Robert Mugabe. 
 

During these difficult years we were still able to enjoy excellent sports and recreational 

facilities on the mine, including a very active theatre group which I joined and so improved 

my acting skills over the next five years. I am sure Ossie’s love of the written and spoken 

word inspired me, as they still do today. 
 

I was transferred to Johannesburg in 1969, because the South African coal industry was 

rapidly expanding to meet the demands of  the Japanese Steel Industry. 
 

Once again I joined a theatre group, where I met an eccentric Englishman, Nick Brasil, 

who produced short subject films. After he returned to Reading he wrote to me for ideas 

for short film scripts. 
 

I recalled that Ossie had once recommended we read the autobiography of TE Lawrence, 

(Lawrence of Arabia). It was called ‘The Seven Pillars of Wisdom’. On completing the  



 

                                        The Old Dy’vorian 15. 
 

manuscript, he accidentally left it on Reading Station and had to rewrite it. It took me a  

while to come up with an "Ossie Morris Ending". The film opens with a married couple at 

Reading Station and the husband telling his bored wife about the lost manuscript. She 

says, "Do you think anyone has ever checked the Lost Property Office?", and suggests he 

go and make enquiries. This is what followed : 
 

Husband :  I am looking for a parcel that was lost  on this station.  
Lost Property Attendant.: When was it lost, Sir?       Husband : 1922. 

LPA :   Blimey 1922! What was the name, Sir?   

Husband : A Mr. Lawrence 
LPA : Just a minute, Sir, I’ll go and have a look. 

Pause…….. Yes, I have found a package, actually two packages. Which would it be, Mr. 

T.E. Lawrence or Mr. D.H. Lawrence? 
 

It won several awards, including the Daily Mail Challenge Trophy for the Best Amateur 

Entry and  the IAC Medallion and was shown at the National Film Theatre in London. 
 

 In the late 1970's I received an offer from a Canadian Engineering company to join 

them to work on the design of the Quintette Coal Processing Plant in Northern British 

Columbia. At that time it was the largest coal preparation plant in North America. I 

spent two years in the frozen north (and of course founded a theatre group!) 
 

Following that I worked as a consultant on coal projects in America, Europe, Asia and 

South America. In 1989 my wife Diana and I went to Indonesian Borneo, (Kalimantan) on 

a three-year contract for the development of a new coal deposit. This coal was prone to 

spontaneous combustion, so that great care had to be taken in blending the seams as it was 

being shipped to Europe. None of it went to Newcastle! 
 

As I learnt more about the science of spontaneous combustion, I remembered that Joseph 

Conrad had written a book (‘Youth’) based on an incident in his early life, when he was 

second mate on the sailing ship, Palestine, carrying 557 tons of coal from Newcastle to 

Bangkok. This coal exploded off Sumatra and the crew were rescued by a passing ship. 

With Diana's assistance we found the report on the investigation into the sinking of the 

Palestine in the Archives in Singapore. 
 

The phenomenon of heating obeys the 2nd law of thermodynamics, whereby following 

the mining, the attendant release of pressure and exposure to oxygen, coals increase their 

entropy as they move from order to chaos. That such a reaction, scarcely detectable to 

some chemical techniques, can lead to spontaneous combustion still provides 

a considerable challenge to coal science. 
 

In 1996 I published in the technical journal, Coal Preparation, a full description of 

the fictional and actual voyage of the Palestine.  I felt at the time and still reckon that 

both Graham Gregory and Ossie Morris would have enjoyed reading it.                                                                        
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A WOMAN ON THE STAFF                                         Heather Mcpherson Jones  
 

I was born in 1939 and brought up in Swansea. I received my (terrific!) Secondary 

education at Llwyn-y-Bryn, the former High School for Girls. My family had a long 

connection with Dynevor, my Uncle having won a scholarship to the Higher Grade 

School in the 1890`s, while my Mother was at the Girls Higher Grade (De la Beche) in 

the 1920`s and my Brother at Dynevor in the 1940`s. 
 

I joined the Dynevor Staff as a temporary History teacher in 1970, at the same time as 

Rita Roberts, who taught English. After a year or so, we were made permanent members 

of staff, which brought the female staff to a grand total of four; we were made very 

welcome - there was no sexism. Rita was a` blonde bombshell` while I became `the 

Banda Queen‟, rolling off an endless stream of history notes and worksheets. 
      Heather at the Annual Dinner   

 

I had only a few years‟ teaching experience at that 

time, mainly in a Girls‟ Convent School, so my 

entry into Dynevor was an eye opener in many 

ways. In my first `O` level class, when boys „stood’ 

(!) to respond to my  “Good Morning” they 

towered over my diminutive 5ft 2ins, looking down 

at me with some amusement, I felt. Most of the 

male members of staff had many years of 

experience behind them and were real old 

Grammar School teachers. They were well 

educated, cultured and accomplished and I stood in 

awe of their knowledge and multiple talents. In 

addition to their subject expertise, some of them 

met informally to play classical music together, 

while others played in or coached teams in their 

favourite sports. The description of the schoolmaster in Oliver Goldsmith`s „Deserted 
Village’ – “still they gazed and still their wonder grew, that one small head could carry all 

he knew” - applied perfectly to so many of them.  
 

Others were full of fun and often had a merry quip to deliver with a smile as we passed by 

in the corridor. One Deputy Head, Cyril Jones (Tojo), was a cheerful soul, while the 

other, Ossie Morris, had already established at Aberystwyth many of the student customs 

which had become traditions by the time I was a student there. It was a point of friendly 

exchanges between us.  The Headmaster was Bernard Norris, an ex - Army Major, who 

could be quite brusque, striding round the school with his gown billowing out behind him, 

but he was also kind and helpful when occasion demanded. 
  

My Head of Department was Emlyn Evans. A lovely man, a real gentleman, he was so 

wise and kind and helpful. It was a privilege to work with him. John Bennett, the   
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English Master, was also a Deputy Head. He used to write in the style of Chaucer, who 

would have truthfully called him “ a verray,  gentl, parfit knyght “ . 
 

After some years , the` powers that be` at last changed the `O` level syllabus from the 

Industrial and Agrarian Revolutions to the Modern World , including the Second World 

War. I was delighted. Like so many people who had grown up in`the war`, I was 

fascinated by the period . Em began to talk to me about `the war` and how Dynevor Staff 

had been involved in it; one by one, some came over to tell me quietly what they had 

done . I was astonished, as my view of these quiet, studious men was replaced by the   

vision of the brave and often dashing young men they must have been in those dark and 

dangerous years of our country`s history. John Bennett had been a Spitfire pilot, involved 

in the Dieppe raid and on D-Day; ‘Dai’ Gregory, Chemistry, was responsible for quality 

control of the whole of all UK production of high explosives; Andrewartha, Physics, had 

driven all over Scotland, sending radio messages to convince the Germans that an army of 

invasion was being assembled there, to invade across the North Sea, far away from 

Normandy. Then there was Em himself, who was with the armed forces in 23 countries, 

and ended up as a Wing Commander on Montgomery`s staff, at the Peace negotiations in 

1945 and in Berlin, where he’d entered Hitler`s Bunker. What an  experience for a history 

teacher! 
 

I left in 1979, to continue my career elsewhere but I have never forgotten those days at 

Dynevor. Most of those wonderful men have passed away and the hundreds of the boys 

we taught have grown up and fulfilled their potential. Many have reached the top of their 

chosen professions from Mal Pope in music, to Jeremy Charles in sport, both of whom 

were in my form. Others have been successful in less glamorous ways but have made the 

best of their lives. Some have even retired, such as the numerous policemen who seem to 

have emerged from the ranks of ` Old Dyvorians`. Their images remain in my memory 

bank. I see their faces and remember many things about them; even if today I do not 

readily recall their names, my memories are always warm and happy.  
 

Time can soften the memory of occasions when the boys did not fancy a journey into the 
Middle Ages, or they would ask a question which was a ` red herring`, to get me off the 

topic in hand but which I went along with just in case they genuinely wanted to know the 
answer. I value the privileged years I spent in that great centre of learning, which has 

now passed into history itself. 

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

PRESIDENTIAL DINNER  PHOTOS 
 

Photos of the Presidential Dinner can still be viewed and purchased from Rob 
Mitchell‟s website which is www.penumbraphotography.co.uk  and can be found in 
the „Client Images‟ section, Password “ dynevor”. Prints of various sizes and prices 
are available and payment is made online. 
 

 
 

 

http://www.penumbraphotography.co.uk/
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THE DYNEVOR SCHOOL SONG 
 

On  Saturday, 21 May, 1949, the School Choir, conducted by Gwilym (‘Bobbie’) Roberts 

and assisted by the Swansea and District Music Lovers, came to the Brangwyn Hall to 
sing Edward German’s ‘Merrie England’ for its Annual Concert. It was the Seventh such 

concert, the series having been launched at the height of the War, in 1943, with the 
‘Messiah’. The concert was introduced by the recently composed Dynevor School Song. 

The words were written by Eric Yates, our German Master and the music composed by 

Bobbie’s Wife, Dilys, who was also Choir Accompanist. 
 

  Dynevor, we all thy sons salute thee, 
  Thee we serve who are so proud of thee, 
  Thy fair name still fairer shall we render. 

Deed and word throughout our lives shall ever 
Proclaim thy worth and the truth display 
‘Nihil sine labore’. 
 

In our work ‘tis thou who shalt inspire us, 
At our play thy fair tradition guide us,  
Every thought to thee be dedicated, 
Heart and mind to service consecrated, 
‘Floreat Dynevor!’. 
 

Scars of war but strengthen our resolve, 
Goodness, truth and beauty supreme shall reign, 
Shall reign ever more through thee. 
 

[ Footnote: Shortly after this Concert, Bobbie was appointed Director of Music for 

Swansea and, not long after that, his much-loved Wife died. Thus, a brilliant partnership 
between two dedicated musical people and successive generations of Dynevor boys came 

to an end. However, the musical tradition so firmly established continued  into the 50’s 

and 60’s. Jim Waygood remembers singing in it in  1958 ! – ED.] 
------------------------------------------------------ 

DIRECTORY OF MEMBERS 
 

 Many months’ heroic work by Keith Evans (1965) and Noel Blows, our Recruitment 
‘guru’ (or is it ‘czar’?!) have finally resulted in the publication of a definitive record of all 

current 545 members, which you will probably have received with this Issue of the 

Journal. The Directory will be an invaluable asset for the Committee and is introduced by 

a helpful Foreword, written by Hon. Secretary, Clem Williams.  
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IMPORTANT NEWS!  ODA Website: FIGHTING FUND! 
 

Out of a membership of 540+, we are reliably told that more than 450 use the 

Internet. Of this number, many will regularly browse <www.dynevorrevisited>, our 

Website set up by Dave Tovey wayback in 2003. To say that it is a feast for the eye 

and a mine of information is to misuse metaphor! It is an outstanding piece of work, 

achieved from scratch and maintained by Dave for 8 years without any support, 

financial or otherwise. A list of hits per month is regularly published. 
 

Now Dave wishes to retire from active involvement. At the same time, the recent 
explosion in membership, mentioned in the Editorial, has alerted the Committee to two 

opportunities: first, a chance to update and upgrade the Website; secondly, to make it 

more interactive, especially with the younger generation of ‘old (sic!) boys’ so that 
ODA’s membership will continue to grow. 
 

Much quiet work has been done recently by a Select Committee, to establish the best way 

forward. At a full Committee Meeting early in August, it was agreed, ‘nem con’, to 

appoint a local firm (run by an Old Dy’vorian!) to undertake this work. Its initial contract 

will run for 18 months. 
 

Such a venture will require money! At the moment, due to increased recruitment and 

wise management, we can afford it. However, our accrued surplus will be much depleted. 

What is the solution? We have decided to set up a FIGHTING FUND! It was launched 

at the Committee Meeting with an immediate donation of £25 by one member. More 

promises will follow. 
 

Will you help? Will you contribute what you can, on a one-off basis, please? There is 

no lowest or ceiling figure suggested. Just what you can afford! This is a wonderful 

opportunity to build the Dynevor ‘brand’ and ensure that our school’s name continues 

to resound down the generations. Just imagine the example we are setting to young 

people, an example of pride, achievement and gratitude. 
 

Please make your donation NOW, by cheque, if possible, addressing it to ‘The Old 

Dy’vorians’ Association’ and send it to Steve Way, Clem Williams or Noel Blows, each 

of whose address details will be found on the back cover. 
 

Thank you in anticipation. Watch the Website for regular updates!! 

Copy deadline for TOD 20 – CHRISTMAS DAY ! 

Please submit in ‘WORD’ format – 500/600 words max + fotos if poss. 
 

Peter Macpherson – Tel..01792 403268                 petermacbarbican@gmail.com 

Jim Waygood – Tel.01792 899019                          j.waygood@btinternet.com 

 

mailto:petermacbarbican@gmail.com
mailto:j.waygood@btinternet.com
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DON’T MISS THE…….. 
OLD DY’VORIANS ANNUAL OPEN LECTURE, 2011 

 

Wednesday, 12
th

 October at 7.30pm  (Refreshments at 6.30pm before the lecture) 

Samuel Roberts Lecture Theatre, Dynevor Centre for Art, Design & Media  

Swansea Metropolitan University 

Surgery – Art and Science 
Speaker : Dudley Sinnet (1960)-School Captain 1966/67 

Professor of Medicine (Oncology), Imperial College, London 
 

 

 

WHO’S WHO IN THE ODA 
 

Secretary: Clem Williams                                                        dcw43@tiscali.co.uk 

16 Norton Road, Mumbles, Swansea, SA3 5TQ      Tel : 01792 405611 
 

Treasurer: Stephen Way                 stevepw@talktalk.net 

9 Croftfield Crescent, Newton, Swansea, SA3 4UL                               Tel: 01792 361992 
 

Journal Editor: Peter Macpherson                                    petermacbarbican@gmail.com 

9, Willowbrook Gardens, Mayals, Swansea, SA3 5EB                          Tel: 01792 403268 
 

Assistant Editor/Production: Jim Waygood                         j.waygood@btinternet.com 

8, Pen-y-Cae Lane , Loughor, Swansea, SA4 6RX                                Tel: 01792 899019 
 

Webmaster: Dave Tovey  (+back copies 40p)                          webman@btinternet.com 

43 Cecil Road, Gowerton, Swansea, SA4 3DF                                     Tel: 01792 873334 
 

Recruitment Officer/Marketing: Noel Blows                  noelblows@btinternet.com 

Fermain, 38 Summerland Lane, Newton, Swansea, SA3 4UJ               Tel: 01792 368768 

 

„IN MEMORIAM‟  We regret to report the deaths of the following Old Dy’vorians, 

Teachers and Employees. Some fuller tributes may be found on the website.  
 

 8 May, 2011 :  Don Matthews (1945)   

 Feb. 2011 :      David Holmes (1942) 

 23 June, 2005 : Ken Lewis (1947) 

 23 May, 2010 : Anthony Hicks (1954) 

 12 June, 2011 : Zena Jenkins ( the Lab. Girl) 

 1 August, 2011 : Sam Bassett, former teacher of French and Latin. 

 5 August, 2011 :  Gerald Macpherson (1947) 
 

“May they rest in peace” 

mailto:DON@T
mailto:dcw43@tiscali.co.uk
mailto:stevepw@talktalk.net
mailto:petermacbarbican@googlemail.com
mailto:j.waygood@btinternet.com
mailto:webman@btinternet.com
mailto:noelblows@btinternet.com

