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Editorial

Since our last Issue the Summer Exam results have been
announced, and, boy, didn’t Tanfield do well! Reading inside
you’ll find some details, but just let me say that we should all feel
proud of our links with the school. So - Congratulations to
Tanfield’s latest ‘graduates’, - “You done us proud” in football
parlance.

Editorial

The ‘not so good’ news is that we had to cancel the 97 Birthday
Party that was planned. Sadly there was insufficient response to
ticket sales, and we couldn’t cover costs so it had to go. We will,
like everyone else, blame the recession, and hope that we do
better next time.

Memories of Dr Sharp

To replace this event, we are considering a less expensive lunch in
the Spring (April 23rd (?)) at the Harperley Hotel. If this should be
popular we might include some light entertainment after the meal.
Is it a good idea? Please let us know.

Remembering Joe Binks

2012 of course is the Centenary of Tanfield, and we are hoping
that we can get together to celebrate that event. We would like to
arrange something that will appeal to all, so we are open to
suggestions. We would be very grateful to have your ideas, and in
good time, so that we can start organising at an early date, and if
necessary make bookings. A letter to either Fred Westwater or
myself will do the job, or my e-mail address is
ted.brabban@nasuwt.net

Our Oldest Members

Following our article concerning Bill and Margaret Wilson in the
last issue we were contacted by Margaret who thanked us for the
way it was presented. She also corrected one or two things which
we had written. She and Bill married in 1959, not 57, and her
teaching qualification was in ’77 not ’74. She also modestly denied
being ‘head-hunted’ by D’Oyly Carte. However they did contact
her following a year with another company, and we think that
today that would be seen as ‘head-hunting’. So Margaret, although
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we respect your modesty, we like to brag about the achievements of past pupils, and in you there is much to
brag about. Our thanks.
Something else that you can write about is the suggestion that has been made, that we might publish a
‘Tanfield Past Pupils Recipe Book’. This might be something that you made with Miss Lumsden, Miss
Speed, Miss Halkier, Mrs Stokel, or Mrs Grant, or anyone else come to think of it, or just something good
that you would like to pass on. We could only consider doing this if there was a good response. So, what do
you think? Could it be a ‘nostalgic’ book?
We have another good crop of old photographs, some given to us from a local historian, Bob Drake. Some
we’ll publish, and some we’ll save for later. We would love to have comment on them, or names if none are
provided. If they jolt your memory please let us know.
Of course we are always pleased to have items from you that we could publish. Tell us about your
memories, of people, of friends, teachers, escapades, facts, subjects and their content, new buildings, old
buildings, bike sheds, Bunsen burners, being thrown in the nettles, being part of Sports Day, or anything
else that comes to mind.
I am hoping that my mail box and Inbox will be bursting at the seams.
Ted Brabban, Editor

Message from the Chair of Governors

I was delighted to be asked to write an article for the Tanfield Association regarding for what turned out to
be one of the most eventful years in the history of Tanfield School. Through the hard work and dedication
of all the staff under the leadership of Mr Lloyd, our students have attained some of our best results ever.
All this from a school whose closure was being proposed to accommodate a new academy.
When these proposals were first published it was like a hammer blow to staff, governors, students and the
community alike. It was evident from the earliest time that in the case of Tanfield School there was a
united front in opposition to these proposals from governors, staff, students and most importantly from the
community itself. A conscious decision was made to oppose these proposals as strongly and in as many
arenas as possible.
I have lost count of how many meetings governors and myself attended and how many presentations we
delivered on behalf of Tanfield School. The school was featured in political debate on television, in which
governors put forward their points to keep Tanfield School open. The community itself strongly voiced its
views, which were only then taken on board by councillors and eventually the cabinet of Durham County
Council. Many groups supported these views, not least of which was Tanfield Association.
On behalf of Tanfield School, its staff, governors, students and the community I would like to express a
huge thank you to all the association members who gave a response to the proposals. It was only through
the united front of everyone concerned that Tanfield School was saved from closure. A decision further
vindicated by Tanfield’s continued excellent performance and results, which are amongst the best in County
Durham.
With this decision having been made, Tanfield School can now truly celebrate its first centenary and plan
for its continued development into its next.
Len Broxson
Chair of Governors

Tanfield Matters – Oct 17th 2009

Periodically the local Advertiser produces a News cover with the above title. The 17th Oct edition Headlines
:
92% - Tanfield’s record breaking 5+ A* - C pass rate in 2009 Result is 27% above National Average.
In a sub heading it continues:
62% pass rate - 5 or more GCSEs with English and Maths. 14% above the National Average and a 15%
improvement for the school.
The back cover tells us that: In 2009, every Year 11 student left Tanfield with 5 or more GCSEs.
In anyone’s book these are fantastic statistics and everyone involved deserves massive congratulations.
Ofsted already told us how much the school was improving, and now we have proof positive. Those of us
who have connections with the old school are so proud of you, so thank you to the pupils, and thank you to
the Headteacher and to the staff who made it all possible.
Looking inside the paper we find a diversity of reports from all kinds of subjects, and all glowing about the
pupils’ achievements. It is the diversity which is fascinating. Like Science and Engineering pupils visiting the
Hadron Collider, the wide variety of studies under the Technology banner, Art students working at the
Baltic, Business Studies, celebrating the European Day of Languages with food and music from around
Europe, pupils establishing school links with schools in Mauritius by going there, etc. etc. It brings home to
Oldies like me just how much education has changed, and the wealth of experiences that pupils are now
exposed to. Oh to be starting again – at Tanfield of course!
What a travesty it would have been had Tanfield closed to become part of the new academy, and what a
blessing it is that it will still be there to offer such educational opportunities to the young folk of the Stanley
area. Long may it continue.
Ted Brabban

Tanfield and Ofsted – 2009

This is not written to continue the resume ‘Tanfield Ofsted Success’ in the last Newsletter, written by
Headteacher Graeme Lloyd, but rather to emphasise a particular aspect which Graeme, quite
understandably, left out.
The Ofsted report of three years ago gave the judgement of ‘Satisfactory’. In 2009 the judgement was ‘Good
with Outstanding Features’. This is a tremendous acknowledgement of the very real progress that the school
has made since 2006.
In the ‘Overall Effectiveness of the School’ the report states:
‘Tanfield is a good school, which is improving rapidly. It has some Outstanding Features and is held in high
regard by parents and the local community. Standards have risen quickly since the last inspection and the
school has transformed many aspects of its work under the ambitious and inspirational leadership of the
Headteacher. Leadership, management and governance are good. The Senior Leadership team gives a very
good lead to the work of the school. Governors and Staff support wholeheartedly the Headteacher’s vision
for a school where staff and students work together to reach the highest standards in all aspects of its work.
These comments give a very positive acknowledgement of the Ofsted team’s regard for the quality of our
Headteacher. Ofsted inspectors do not make these comments lightly!
In the light of the above remarks by the inspectors, the Tanfield Association would like to express our
appreciation of Graeme Lloyd for all his very hard work, and his skill in leading the school to the standard
of excellence provided by Tanfield School Specialised College of Science and Engineering.
Fred Westwater.

Memories of Dr Sharp

Hearing of the sad passing away of Dr Sharp and seeing that familiar picture of him sitting in his study
brought back a bunch of memories – not all of them comfortable ones! Mrs Jack’s description of “his
academic gown flying behind him” as he strode the corridors (I have never met anyone else who can
“stride”) was utterly evocative and induced the same feeling of trepidation as it did then, whenever I saw it.
I had three direct contacts with him, beginning in my 4th year (1962). In those days there was a tradition that
a 4th year girl was elected as “post girl”. For some reason I was chosen that year and duly attended for my
instructions from him. This involved collecting the teachers’ post from his study at morning break, sorting it
into groups according to which study or staffroom the teachers frequented, then delivering it accordingly. It
was also made very clear that I should spend no more time than was absolutely necessary in the male
teachers’ first floor staffroom. I was told that I need not knock and wait for a “Come in” from Dr Sharp, but
should just knock and enter his study, then collect the basket from the chair by the door. My first day was a
very nervous one – fancy just walking into his study! Talk about entering the lions’ den!
Once I got into it, I felt quite comfortable – I swear I even got a smile once – and grew used to the different
attitudes of the staff. The female teachers on the first floor came to open the door, releasing clouds of
perfume, giggles and cigarette smoke; the older male teachers on the ground floor were much more serious
and quiet (probably radio 4 in the background); but I did secretly enjoy the first floor, younger male
staffroom. I had to go in and hand the post to the individual teachers, fighting my way through the smoke
and the coffee cups.
My second memory of Dr Sharp’s sense of discipline was far less pleasant. In my 5 th year, a friend
(Katherine Saul) and I went back after school to watch an important football match. Imagine our horror
when we saw, “striding” across the field towards us, the Doc himself. He demanded to know which female
teacher was there in charge of us and when it became obvious that there was none, we were told to report to
his study the next day. That began a nightmarish period of about three weeks when we would be
summoned arbitrarily during lessons to be subjected to questioning of our motives for being at the match.
Although we were completely ignorant of the rule that said an appropriate teacher should be present,
unfortunately he did not believe us. The affair culminated in our being offered a choice – an annotation in
our final report book, or the writing of a 5,000 word essay on the subject of “Discipline”.
Naturally we both chose the essay, in which, I can now reveal, my parents had a large part! I later came to
discover from a (nameless) teacher that the essay was passed around the staff and thoroughly approved of.
Finally, in my Lower Sixth year, I was offered the chance to learn German, along with nine other
classmates. We studied and enjoyed it for a year, then Dr Sharp took an interest and decided to assess our
progress himself, to see if we were worthy of being entered for the O level exam. Why him? we wondered,
until we were told that he had had a hand in interrogating German prisoners of war and was fluent in the
language. Again, we waited outside his study in a nervous state and were invited in to take part in group and
individual sessions. Whether it was the nerves or the lack of ability that got the better of us, we didn’t know
– but we did not take the exam and the class was abandoned!
All in all, he was a good Headmaster for the school, with all of his pupils gaining an excellent education and
very many going on to University and higher things. I myself obtained a good degree in English at
Manchester University and a postgraduate Diploma in librarianship. After a period in academic libraries, I
have worked in the NHS for the last twenty seven years, in childhood cancer research at a top Children’s
Hospital in Birmingham, where I now live. The fact that I have moved seamlessly into medical research
from an arts background I feel is a testament to the quality of my education at Stanley Grammar School,
under the expert – if rigid - guidance of Dr Sharp.
Sheila Parkes (née Wrightson), pupil 1959-66

Dr L E Sharp

I was sad to read of the passing of Dr Sharp at the venerable old age of 98 years and like many former
pupils of Stanley Grammar School (Tanfield) had cause to reflect back on my memories.
Two in particular stand out and, for me, help to illustrate the character of the man.
Dr Sharp replaced Mr Carr as Headmaster of Stanley Grammar School in January 1953 and within days of
taking over he addressed the whole school concerning the throwing of snowballs during breaks. Anyone
who continued to do this was warned that they would be punished. Most of the boys saw this as a challenge
and sure enough at the next opportunity snowballing continued on a grand scale.
At the lunch break following, Dr Sharp stood on the stage facing the assembled masses and asked all those
who had disobeyed him to put up their hands. Most of the boys put up their hands. Safety in numbers ?
not a bit of it. ‘Go to my study, all of you, and wait for me outside’ he thundered.
Everyone of us received a stroke of the cane on our hands and learned a very important lesson.
A year or so later while attending a Scout meeting in Annfield Plain, a school friend came to the Scout Hut
and asked for me. He took me outside and very mysteriously asked if I would go to his house nearby
because he had someone important who wished to speak with me. I followed him and on entering was met
by the formidable figure of Dr Sharp. He wanted to ask me some questions about an incident that day
involving the theft of a purse containing money. I was not under suspicion but was able to tell him what I
knew of the incident and he swore me to secrecy, this included my parents, and I have never spoken of it to
a living soul since that day. This gave me the chance to communicate with the man on a personal level and
he showed himself to be a gentle and kindly man.
I never found out what the outcome of the investigation was, however from that day I always got a pleasant
smile from him and when I left school in 1955 I got a very good handwritten reference from ‘The Doc’,
rather better than my undistinguished contribution to school life deserved.
It is possible that all ninety students in my year received the same but in my mind this one was personal.
Barry Hutchinson SGS 1950/55

The School Buildings

We have recently acquired two photographs of the school that are significant in its history!
The first:

This is how I first knew the school – complete with air-raid shelters. The foundations of the gymnasium,
and of what became the boys toilets, and later the Technology block were in place, but had been
abandoned for the duration of WW2. The foreground is what used to be the hockey pitch.

The second:

This is how it was when I went back to teach there in 1959. On the right is the corner of the now completed
Gymnasium (Bill Geddes was appointed one term after I was), and opposite is the brand new Assembly
Hall and Dining area, with kitchens at the rear. We still had a hockey pitch.
The hockey pitch is long gone. It is now bounded at the top (the Good Street boundary) by a large teaching
block and the grassed area between the two buildings has trees. It is still an impressive sight. We must see if
we can obtain photos to show those who live away how the site has developed.
Ted Brabban

Memories of ‘Scotty’

Chemistry was never a strong subject of mine – nor was Physics, come to that! But I didn’t know that when
I first attended Stanley Grammar School in 1959, as a very nervous first-year, in my stiff, unfamiliar brown
uniform.
So many new subjects, so many other children, so many staircases and corridors – and so many forbiddinglooking teachers in black cloaks (why did they wear those, I wondered). When we lined up outside the
smelly Chemistry lab on the top corridor, I didn’t know what to expect, but I knew it would be something
else completely alien to me. We took our seats at the high benches with scary-looking gas taps, surrounded
by cupboards full of glass flasks and beakers, and then in came the teacher. Mr Scott – or Scotty, as we later
came to know him.
He introduced himself, then proceeded to ask all of us our names. But it didn’t stop there – he also wanted
to know if we’d ever had a relative there before us. My mother had also attended the school (1931-36) –
Alderman Wood School in her day - and her name was Minnie Long. His eyes lit up and he laughed and
said “Not Minnie the Moocher! Oh yes, I remember her” From then on I was no longer called Sheila, but

Minnie. A few of my classmates had also had relatives there before them and endured the same fate. It was
OK for most of us, but we all felt for Kevin Reed, whose mother had also attended. His name then became
– Maria.
The other memory I have is of Scotty presiding over the girls’ first sitting at lunch-time. He stood on the
teachers’ platform watching us with gimlet eyes, then gave the Grace. I have never forgotten it (“Lord, bless
this food to our use and us to Thy service”) and indeed since I have joined a dinner club in Birmingham,
whenever I have been called upon to deliver the Grace, that is the one I have used.
Sheila Parkes (née Wrightson, pupil 1959-66)

Remembering Joe Binks

Remembering Joe Binks? How could one forget? Certainly nobody who had ever experienced the anarchy
of an art lesson in his day! For other lessons we sat at our separate desks, trying to follow where our teachers
tried to take us, sometimes interested, sometimes bewildered or bored, more or less silent and studious. In
the chaotic Art Room you could move, gossip, mess about – even take out your knitting- while ideas – and
materials were thrown at you. Even more, if you had an idea it would be taken seriously, and this
astonishing man would work along with you to find how to give it shape, and he would open a door into
another world where you could experiment with modelling or engraving or calligraphy, if that is what you
really wanted to do.
I doubt if those lessons would have been acceptable to Ofsted, and perhaps the work produced was only fit
for the re-cycling bin, but what has stayed with me for more than seventy years is a delightful excitement in
all kinds of arts and crafts, precious beyond all measure or assessment. Thank you Joe Binks.
Joan Charlton, 1932 – 39

The Admirable Crichton

Following the death of my Father in 1999, my niece accepted the offer of the Queen Anne bedroom suite
which my parents had bought for their marriage in 1938. The dressing table drawers were emptied for
removal, but not removed. This year whilst my niece and her husband were moving the dressing table to
another room they removed the drawers to lighten the load and noticed a piece of apricot coloured paper at
the rear of the drawer. On investigation they found it to be the programme for The Admirable Crichton in
The School Hall on March 22nd 1962.
When I read the programme many
happy memories came flooding back.
I began Stanley Grammar School in
September 1957. In my early years
there, there were many changes of
teaching staff. Many of the long
serving teachers retired and were
replaced by young graduates either
fresh from University or in their early
years of teaching. These members of
staff were enthusiastic and brought a
breath of fresh air to the school. None
more so than Nova Williamson who
was keen to produce a play involving
pupils and staff.
I imagine she had to work her magic
on Doctor Sharp in order to do so.
He solemnly announced in assembly

one morning that The School Dramatic Society were to do a production of The Admirable Crichton and
that auditions would be held for the parts. HOWEVER this would NOT be open to pupils in Fifth Year or
Upper Sixth as they had much more important work to do for their ‘O’ levels and ‘A’ levels. There was
then great excitement and anticipation amongst Lower Sixth. Auditions were duly conducted and the roles
allocated to those of us who felt very privileged to have been selected.
Nova Williamson assembled a great team to assist, including Ed Robson, Ted Brabban, Gina Eggleston,
Shirley Halkier, Mr Seed, Mr Proud, Miss Thornton and Mr Robertson.
As with all productions we initially
met once a week and then rehearsals
increased leading up to the
production. At the first rehearsal Dr
Sharp spoke to us about the conduct
of behaviour he expected from us all.
Of course, being Dr Sharp he
regularly dropped in to rehearsals, or
watched through the doors into the
hall. Many of you will recall that Dr
Sharp never left the school premises
until all after school activities were
finished.
Again as with all productions there
was the mad rush towards the given
production date. Miss Halkier
brought a lovely gold long satin dress
for me to wear. She also trimmed it
with fur so I felt very posh.
The cooperation amongst the staff
and pupils was special. We enjoyed
our time together after school and
had great fun. Mr Brabban’s crew
often drowned out the rehearsals with
much banging, sawing and laughter as
they made last minute adjustments to
scenery.
After one quite late rehearsal I had
missed the bus via Tanfield to Craghead and therefore had to walk up to Stanley. I was walking with my
then boyfriend Ed Snaith towards the railway bridge at the bottom of Sunny Terrace when Dr Sharp went
past in his car in the direction of Stanley. As he lived at Whickham we never quite understood why he
needed to go home via Stanley from school. It was of course his way of policing school policy which clearly
stated that a boy and a girl must not walk home from school together. The next morning both Ed and I
were summoned separately into Dr Sharp’s office. He told each of us in no uncertain way that he was
extremely disappointed at our behaviour and that this must not happen again. Goodness only knows what
he would have said had we been holding hands!!
The show was a great success and a fantastic team building exercise for the staff and pupils involved.
Seeing the programme brought back memories of two lovely guys who were in my year group, Geoff Hinds,
who was quite outstanding as Crichton, and Paul Brown who played Mr Rolleston. Both Geoff and Paul
departed this life way too early, a great loss to their families and to us all. Other members of the cast may
also have died but I do not have this knowledge.

I went on to teach and to become a headteacher in my 40 years in the profession. I always involved pupils,
some as young as four years old and up to eleven years old in choir, musicals and productions. The joy they
gave to parents and to the community was endless. When I meet them now they always say ‘Miss do you
remember when we did The Wizard of Oz etc’. It is always a reference to singing and performing.
Somehow it is never a reference to the strictures imposed by National Curriculum nor Standard
Assessment Tasks. As a school we performed highly academically but still retained the elements of fun
achieved through performances. How sad that successive governments thought that only academic learning
was important. Those of us who have been in education know there are more ways and better ways to learn
than in a Government straightjacket.
Thanks for the memories Nova, Gina, Ted, Ed, Shirley et al
Pat Henderson (Pounder) 1957-1963

Another Pyramid

This was the height of gymnastic achievement, and was well rehearsed for ‘Speech Day’.
Perhaps in today’s climate of ‘Health and Safety’ this wouldn’t be allowed without safety harnesses!
However this was about 1948 or 49, and was taken on the school terrace. (with mats of course!)

Some names: Bill Pattison, Brian Patterson, Ronnie Hodge, Frank Posselt, Norman Collin,
Alan Gurkin, Ian Stephenson and George Coe.
Am I right? Can you put names to faces? Can you also tell me those that I’ve missed?

Our Oldest Members

Doris Todd is 98 years old, and still going strong. As Doris Stephenson she grew up in Northgate,
Annfield Plain, where her father had a ‘small farm’. In the 1920s she walked to Alderman Wood School,
there being no bus services in those days. Her companions on the walk were Rene Proctor and Hilda
Watson. Hilda’s Dad owned the Tivoli Cinema in South Moor. Doris now lives in the Lake District near
her three daughters.
Through our Association she was recently put in touch with Kit Trevena (96) who would be at Tanfield at
the same time, although they were unknown to each other. As a boy Kit lived in South Moor, his father
managed the Co-op store in Craghead.
They both have memories of another pupil, Adam Wilkinson from Northgate. His son, David, became a
Methodist minister who did radio broadcasts.
Teachers that they both remember are Mr Forster (History), and Maths teachers, Mr Elliot, Miss
Mortimer, and Miss Jackson.
Kit served in the RAF during the Second World War, and was fortunate to have escaped in the Singapore
evacuation. He ended his teaching career as the Headmaster of a large school in Welwyn Garden City.

Memories - Marjorie Curnow (nee Stephenson) 1938 – 43

During the early years of the war (2nd World War – Ed) there were air raids on the NE coast. If there was an
air raid during the night we didn’t have to attend school the following morning, we went in for the
afternoon. All the school windows were taped in various patterns as a precaution against flying glass in the
event of a nearby blast. The glass panels of the classroom doors were also taped.
One day in the third form we were having chemistry with Mr Scott (the Junior Chemistry Master) when the
door opened very slowly and a very nervous first year pupil asked “Please sir, is Mr Westgarth here?”. (Mr
Westgarth was Junior English Master) Mr. Scott, who had a very dry sense of humour, opened the lid of his
desk, peered inside, closed it, looked under our desks and then replied “No, I’m sorry, he doesn’t appear
to be here!”. Lots of laughter and one very embarrassed first year.
Miss Lumsden (Domestic Science Teacher) catered for the pupils meals as well as teaching. How she did it
on wartime rations I don’t know. She deserved a medal. By courtesy of a coalition wartime government we
all had a free school dinner. Miss Lumsden, bless her, made sure that we all had our vitamins – lots of
salad! It was healthy eating in those days!!
I have already made mention of Mr Westgarth. All we girls fell in love with him and were heartbroken
when he left to serve in the navy.
Our school song then was the hymn ‘Land of our birth we pledge to thee’ – which was very appropriate in
wartime.
There were many vacancies for jobs in those days with both men and women being in the forces.
Consequently some pupils left school to work and help support their families, many not staying to sit for
their ‘School Certificate’.
Other staff remembered with affection are Miss Nichol, Mr Forster (who made history so real!) Mr. Gunns
and Miss Hakin.
Tanfield will always have a warm place in my heart, as I’m sure it does for many more ex-pupils.

Mrs. Alice J H Goode

Who? I can almost hear you say. Perhaps if I had said Tibby Boggon many of you would know. If I had
gone on to say, ‘the author of the words to the school song : “First Things First” a lot of you would have
been enlightened. She wrote the words while in the 6th Form, to music written by the music teacher, Mr
Dobbs, in the mid 1940s
We have been informed that Mrs Goode has moved into a Residential Care Home in Lincolnshire. Should
anyone wish to correspond with her, we can give you her address.
I wonder if she remembers the words in the third(?) verse and grins; ‘..win or lose we’ll still be gay’. Today’s
interpretation of ‘still being gay’ would be a tad different to the way that we knew it!

The Tanfield Glass

Three or four years ago, when we were having one of our social events, we asked for members to supply
raffle prizes. We got our usual generous donations, and amongst them was a beautifully engraved vase type
glass. Around the rim was a band of repeating ‘First Things First’ and around the body were the various
badges that the school has sported, AWS, SGS, and the Tanfield Secondary badge.
The work had been done by Claire Humpherson. (She will always be Claire Flowers to me!)
We took one look and knew that this was too precious to be lost in one night’s raffle, so we put it to one
side. I had the honour to have it at home until we decided how to use it. Eventually a decision was taken
that it should be presented annually to someone who has markedly worked to help forward the Association.
At the next Social Evening it was presented to Barbara Churcher who had been involved in various ways
with Association affairs. Last year it was presented to Catherine Hanson who is currently on the school staff,
as a way of showing our appreciation. Catherine has attended all Association events volunteering to ‘run the
bar’ at each of them, and contributed to us in other ways too.
This year, the glass was handed over at the AGM to a very reluctant recipient, but a person who has been
instrumental in getting the Association up and running. Fred Westwater was embarrassed to be nominated
at the Executive Committee meeting, but we sent him from the room, and then agreed unanimously that
there could be no more deserving recipient. He will be equally embarrassed when he reads this tribute. I
have said it in executive meetings, and at events, but I will say it again to all the membership, that without
Fred we wouldn’t have an Association. He was instrumental in getting it started, and works tirelessly to keep
it in good health. It was only when I came onboard that I became aware of just how much work he does on
our behalf, and how much we owe to him. So I am taking this opportunity to say a big ‘Thank You’ to
Fred, and I think that I would be supported by all who read this.
Ted Brabban

The Daily Service

A small, hard-backed book was found recently entitled “The Daily Service” –‘Prayers and Hymns for
Schools’. Printed on the front cover “Alderman Wood School” and the school badge with the motto–‘First
Thing First’.

It is wonderful to come across such a real piece of the history of the school. However, closer examination
revealed even more interest. Inside the front cover was the signature of Mr. Livesey, and opposite ‘Room
6’. It was probably his personal copy, and was Room 6 his form room?

As Deputy Head-master, Mr Livesey had duties including taking the occasional morning assembly. The
book would have been important to him, and is certainly well used. Indeed inside the book is a ‘temporary’
bookmark, a piece torn from a ‘Dinner Money Record’ (School dinners at 1 shilling a day!). On the
reverse, in pencil, a note from the pianist that the hymn for the day is No 83 omitting verses 3 and 4.

‘O happy band of pilgrims, if onward ye will tread’
Have you memories of morning assemblies, or morning assemblies with Mr Livesey leading it? These don’t
happen now, so we would love to hear what you remember of them.
Yet more treasure was at the end of the book. Pasted on the inside of the back cover was a cut out from a
programme of the Annual Speech Day giving the complete words to the new School Song ‘First Things
First must be our motto’ :

Sadly the exact year of the programme was hidden, but it must have been in the 1940s. Help us out!

It is through the surfacing of artefacts such as this that we have evidence to build up a picture of the daily life
of the school. However these are just the ‘bones’! We need recollections to flesh out the evidence, and they
can only come from yourselves, -please.
If you are writing about school life, we would like you to include approximate dates, the names of staff or
pupils, building details (hall, gym, dining hall, labs or classrooms) or events. What may seem trivial to you
could be a great help to us in building a full picture of the way things were.
We would be very happy to have your feed-back.
Fred and Ted

Dick Barton – Special Agent

Many former pupils of Alderman Wood School, then Stanley Grammar School (now the senior
generation!) will remember the thrill and excited anticipation as they eagerly switched on the wireless (now
the radio!) to listen to the 15 minute episodes of ‘ Dick Barton – Special Agent’. Homework was either
completed hurriedly or abandoned, or you delayed going out to the Palais or Castle’s Ballroom until the
end of the episode at 7.00p.m. Indeed people rushed home from work or whatever anxious not to miss a
thrilling minute of these fantastic adventures. Scouts, Guides, Boys Brigades and Youth Clubs often put
back their starting times to allow for this amazing phenomenon
as people were irresistibly drawn to the wireless each evening at 6.45.
Dick Barton and his two sidekicks, Jock and Snowy burst upon an astonished audience on the evening of
October 7th 1946. The signature tune , ‘The Devil’s Gallop’, which was to become iconic, told listeners that
they were in for a rip-roaring adventure. Nothing like this had been broadcast previously. Aired as an
experiment it proved an instant success, so much so that ‘Auntie’ laid down a set of rules for the character.
The Beeb felt that they had to make sure that he was the right kind of hero. The rules required that he
should never touch strong drink, never have affairs, never swear, and use force only when absolutely
necessary. In short he was to be ‘the perfect gentleman’.
Each 15 minute episode ended with an absolute ‘cliff hanger, and the question,” Will Dick escape
before….”. Somehow he always did! Bound hands and feet in an aircraft from which the pilot had
parachuted to safety, he would wrestle with his bonds and manage to reach the joy-stick to affect a perfect
landing! Cast adrift on an artificial iceberg in mid Atlantic he would somehow manage to swim to safety!
Locked in an ever diminishing room, he would spot a previously un-noticed skylight through which to
escape! Trapped on the top floor of a burning building, he would find a trap-door and chute! The ingenuity
was endless, and the villains always thwarted.
Dick Barton inspired articles and letters to the national press, some for, and some against. One notable
supporter was Government Minister Herbert Morrison who wrote saying that he tried never to miss an
episode.
Initially Dick was played by Noel Johnson. Whatever he was paid, £1000 of it was spent each year replying
to fan mail! (This was a great sum at that time) Snowy White was played by Jack Mann, and Jock Anderson
by Alex McCrindle. The serial ran until 1951 and inspired three films.
Dick Barton Special Agent, Jock and Snowy most certainly live on in the memories of many people as the
most exciting figures to cut a dash on the airwaves of that era.
Do any of our members have recollections of Dick Barton? Did it affect the time-table of your life at the
time? Can you still hum the signature tune? If you can name the three films (without resorting to the
internet - that’s cheating!) we’ll give you a mention in the next issue!! What a prize – fame at last!
Fred Westwater, Special Secretary( Ed)
Were any of you “Very worried about Jim”? Who amongst you followed Mrs Dale’s Diary? Editor.

Correspondence

Subject: Tanfield Association
Dear Ted,
I've just finished reading the Summer '09 Newsletter - excellent stuff. It's great news that the battle for
the future of Tanfield School has been won - here's to 2012!
Sad news, indeed, about Dr. Sharp but he will be long remembered. Personally, I don't think I'll ever
forget that first morning when he came into Assembly; the absolute silence was uncanny - just the sort of
occasion to send me into fits of hysterical giggles and, to this day, if I'm in any sort of meeting and there are
any latecomers or fuss etc. I absolutely do not look round to see what is going on!
About the photo of "Form 3A 1956-57 with Mr. Glendenning - I think I can give you two names with
some confidence; a third one I'm not so sure about:Middle row - 6th from left I think is Vivian Hodgson, whose aunt was Headmistress of Catchgate Infants
School in the late 40's and 50's.
- 7th from left I think is Elaine Armstrong, sister of the actor Alun Armstrong.
Front row - 4th from right I think could be Elisabeth Dawson who went to Canada in 1964 and, as far as
I know, she still lives in Vancouver.
Sincerely,
Irene Hardy (Stansfield) S.G.S. 1950-55
Dear Fred,
My reason for contact is to try to trace JIM BURROWS, ‘53ish to ‘59ish.
You will recall the German exchange visits of the ‘50s and ‘60s. Well, I am still in contact with 2 of the 3
Germans who became close friends. We are trying to contact Jim to arrange a possible re-union 50 years
after the exchange.
I read in the newsletter that Jim was in Canada. If you could throw light on his address there, we would like
to involve him in our get-together, probably in Germany, but it’s complicated as Portugal has entered the
equation.
I am retired after 35 years in the Civil Service, followed by freelance audit work, and ending up by teaching
it in Latvia. I learned far too late that I could teach, but at least I helped Latvia into the EEC.
I’ve been married since 1973, and have a daughter who is a physiotherapist. I don’t get to the NE very often
– and it’s usually for a Sunderland match.
I hope that you have settled in Lanchester. It seems light years since we played football in the back street –
each defending our own back gate as a goal! Too much traffic for that now!
Yours sincerely.
Jack Stephens.
Editor’s note - We were able to put him in touch with Jim Barrows.
Dear Fred,
I enclose ‘Remembering Joe Binks’ (which I do often and with affectionate gratitude). My generation at
Tanfield (1932-39) was very fortunate in having a number of exceptional teachers. I’d like a
‘remembering’ series to include Miss Nichol, Miss Allison, Miss Mortimer, Mr Forster, Mr Kaye, Mr
Livesey – all who gave us so much more than our ‘official’ education. And are there people who still
remember Mr Hardy?
More please.
Yours in expectation,
Joan Charlton.

Dear Fred,
I met an old school friend today who is interested in joining the Tanfield Association. Could you send her
details please, and if you could include Newsletter No. 17 which has an article about the late Dr. Sharp, she
would be most grateful.
Many thanks for your help,
Olga Wadge.
I include this letter because it epitomises the way in which the Association grows. We do not advertise,
other than to yourselves, but we slowly grow. We grow because of people like Olga who tell ex school
friends about us. So, is there anyone that you know who would be pleased to have a ‘Welcome Pack’?
Spread the word and you’ll be surprised at the response! (Either way!!)
P.S. Newsletter Extra Copies
We usually end up with a few spare copies of the Newsletter. If anyone wishes to have extras to pass on, we
can make these available to you. We would need to cover postage (and packing as we are told when we
place an internet order!) so we would be grateful to have a small donation from you to cover this. It would
be first come, first served. Phone, snail mail, or e-mail and we’ll see what we can do.
Editor.
Welwyn Garden City.
Dear Fred,
Thank you for the book.
The teachers who influenced me most were Mr R H Binks (Joe), and Miss Nichol. I was infected all my life
with their enthusiasms for their subjects. For a period I taught Art and English.
Mr Hardy, the Headmaster, would not let me take Higher School Certificate in Art, so I settled for English
and History. Mr. Forster, teaching history, was skilful in imparting the technique of passing exams. I was
proud to see my name in gold on the Honours Board.
I have been in contact with Doris Todd (nee Stephenson) who left Tanfield in 1928. We both knew Renee
Proctor, who was very pretty, Eric Castle whose father owned a Cinema and Dance Hall in Annfield Plain
and Catchgate, Adam Wilkinson who was a Methodist preacher, as is his son David, and Renee Lawson
whose father was a pitman, became an MP and Later Lord Lawson.
Best wishes,
Kit Trevena
Hi Ted
Just had to get back to you when I read the latest Tanfied Association newsletter - fame at last! The photo
of 3A 1956 - 57 was my class. I have a copy and fortunately had written all the names on the back.
Unfortunately the glue that stuck it in my photo album is still working well after 52 years and has obliterated
a few names. I've got most of them and for those I can't read I hope they will forgive, as my memory is
obviously not as strong as the glue. I'm sure John Hogg can fill in the gaps.
I'm still in touch with a number of my year:
Phyllis Britton (we did Speech Therapy together at Edinburgh) lives in Lancashire Eileen Walker married
David Portsmouth and lives in Paris, Joan Curry married Terry Wiles and lives in Chichester - he's 3rd
from the right on 58/59 football photo Joyce Dodd married Alf Faragher and lives in Harrogate
Thanks for the Newsletter and also for the lovely tribute paid to my Aunt (Barbara Churcher) in the last
edition.
Carolyn Anderson (nee Bott) and living in Hampshire

Bairnsdale,
Victoria,
Australia.
Dear Fred,
I enclose a photo taken when I visited for a tour of the school, which I thoroughly enjoyed.
I did recall Rita Ross (sometime later) – she had very straight black hair all those years ago; and if Margaret
had lovely curly hair and dimples – I remembered her too !!??
Will forward a cheque to Susan Donkin for my admin’ fee.
Kind Regards, Moira Bryan.

Ted, Margaret Bray, and Fred
Dear Fred,
It was kind of you to send me back copies of the Tanfield Association Newsletter. The envelopes arrive all
rather damp (!!) but the mags were all intact. They are really interesting – I’ve dipped into them already.
Just one point, I know the names of the Head Boy &Girl for 1958 -59 (When I was in the Upper 6th of
course). Head Girl was Sheila Talbot (who sadly died two years ago). Her Deputy was Marjorie Blaylock
(now Skipsey and living in Lanchester). The Head Boy was David Portsmouth, and his Deputy was Harry
Baxter. David now lives near Paris and Harry lives in the USA – but they return to join our ‘Mini
Reunions’. We call ourselves the 52ers ! Of course we began at SGS in 1952.
Best wishes to yourself and Delsia.
Amy O’Loughlin (Secombe)
Chester le Street.
Dear Fred,
………………… My mother’s sister is Doris Taylor (nee Wanless) She was married to Frank, whose
father was Station Master at Shield Row. She had to leave Alderman Wood School early to help support
the Wanless family. Her brother, John Thirlwell also went to Alderman Wood.
Looking through Doris’s photo album I’ve found copies of the enclosed pictures. (The old school - Ed.)
She must have had contact with someone from the school long after leaving it. They are duplicated so you
may keep them.
Sincerely,
Betty Watson

To Elizabeth Hawkins - (by e-mail).
Hi Elizabeth,
I was over in England this summer and read your article on ‘The Tregoning Family’. I thoroughly enjoyed
reading it and gleaned new information.
I know it was a difficult undertaking.
Thank you for doing such a fine job.
Eileen Audet.
Victoria BC
Canada.
Dear Susan,
Enclosed please find my Administration Fees.
I am intending to cruise , next April, to Southampton. If my plans come to fruition I should be in the NE
late April, and hopefully I will find time to visit the school and relive a few memories.
Please pass on to those concerned that in the last edition of the Newsletter, the photo captioned ‘SGS 6th
Form 47-48’, is not quite correct. It should read: ’Intending Teacher section of 6th Form’,
as none of those going on to do Higher School Certificate, including myself, are not included.
Sincerely,
Sam Hunter.

Photos

Form 5A 1978
We published the photo and asked for names. Margaret Hughes showed it to her daughter Lynn who took
a pen, and ‘Hey Presto’

:
Fantastic! Editor.
We published a Senior Football Team without names. John Nunn showed it to his son, David, and here is
the result.
Thank you David.
Editor.

Here we are, courtesy of Dennis Kelly, taken in 1962 when they were 3rd Year (?). Dennis is the big lad
with lots of dark hair on the left. The class teacher is Mrs Hassal. If you are on there, or can name the rest
let us know.

1066 and All That

Another photo from a past School Magazine. Is that Nova Williamson and Margaret Greener that I see?
Please put names to these thespians.

Miss Williamson’s Class

I remember some faces but I can’t date this photo. Help me out please.

Miss Williamson later became Mrs Watson of course.

Mrs Pearson and the Hockey Team

This must have been taken around 1949/50. I can see Joan Rooke, Christabel Greenwell, Joyce Snell,
Norma Suddick, and Denise Gowland in there. One of you girls can surely tell me who the others are!

I’m sorry, but I can’t name the Teddy Bear.

Senior Girls.

Another photo from a batch that we were given. I think that this must have been taken about 1948/9.
I can spot Elsie Firstbrook and Joyce Snell, Sheila Rose and Hazel Hill, but I am sure that you can tell me
who the others are. Who are the ‘voyeurs’ in the background?

Senior Girls with Miss Nichol
Please put some names to these lovely girls!

Who is this Person?

The photo below was included in a batch of old ‘Tanfield’ pictures that we were given. Who is he, and what
is his story?
If you know, please pass on the information.

Staff 1960

This photo is from an old school magazine I think. It is interesting to note that it is taken on the Terrace,
and that a ‘Main Entrance’ was made in the centre. When did it happen, and when did it go?

