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  "And I said to the man who stood at the gate of the year: 

ñGive me a light that I may tread safely into the unknown.ò  Well, we didnôt see this 

one coming. Having written in the last REVIEW about ña year like no otherò which 

concludes in this Edition, no one thought we would be living through another. Over 



90% of the BU have been confined and we have seen the cancellation of The HCPT 

and BOFs Pilgrimage to Lourdes, The Verdun Battlefield Tour, The BUGS Meeting 

at Westerham and Ant Stevens much anticipated Musical ñStreetwiseò: Now 

rescheduled for 24-29 May 2021. Much quoted at the moment ñWe will meet again, 

Donôt know where, Donôt know when but I know we will meet again some sunny day: 

- Actually it looks like a cloudy day in the Autumn if we are lucky! 

 

I was amazed by the response to my Easter Message: I donôt know whether it could 

be described as an ñUrbi et Orbiò moment but it did bring a huge response from OBs 

worldwide. One such from Patrick Agnew which I share with you:-  

 

ñIndeed. We have taken a lot for granted, during our years; much to be grateful for. 

Humanity is vulnerable to many things, some much worse than seen now. 

Globalization has itôs many drawbacks, as well. 

 

Our precious little planet, in such perfect evolved balance, for so many eons, is also 

threatened by the economic ñprogressò of mankind, whose numbers compound 

upwards and ravage resources, and are poisoning them. 

 

The CV might, for a while, cause some thoughtful re-planning. 

 

Tomorrow, I will till and seed our veg. garden (about 50 sq. meters.---how much land 

does a man needé?), here in New Jersey, where stuff grows at phenomenal rate, 

after mid- May; but father time makes my back much  less tolerant of such efforts, 

once so easyéfrom our enforced isolations, closed churches, and opportunities to 

retreat, reflect, to all. May all manner of things be well. 

 

 

 

ED: 

 

Amen to that. 

 

In another place, in another time, I used to lecture to the Civil Defence Course on the 

aftermath of Nuclear, Biological and Chemical weapon attacks and I recall telling 

them that whenever they emerged from their lockdown bunkers the world outside 

was going to be a very different place: I trust it is not a ñdéjà vuò situation. 

 

 

 

Some of you may express concern that for a time, one of the leading experts on this 

subject in this country only scrapped through his Physics with Chemistry ñOò Level ï 

I couldnôt possibly comment. 



 

 

 

Before we get too serious, Johnny Muir put some humour into the perspective. 

 

 

 

óHome Thoughts, from Abroadôé 

 

Oh, to be in England 

 

Now that Lockdown's there, 

 

And whoeverôs woke in England 

 

Feels, though yawning but aware 

 

From a telling cough, that the dude who eats beef, 

 

Round the white manôs grave, is bathed in grief; 

 

While the Copper Drones on the hillsideôs plough 

 

In Blightyðnow! 

 

  

 

And after April, when May follows, 

 

And coronas sprout, with all one swallows! 

 



Lo, when my Chinese face mask, parked upon a ledge, 

 

Falls in my soup and scatters on the sofa 

 

Chip sticks and bread endsðat the frayed wipe's edgeð 

 

That's Twitter tweeting; it tweets each tweet twice over, 

 

Lest you should think it never could recapture 

 

The first fine bird-brained rapture! 

 

And though my beard looks rough with hoary stubble, 

 

All will bloom again when markets starts to bubble 

 

The fag ends, pansies, groupies, raversô bikes 

 

ðFar gayer than the Marchesô gaudy dykes! 

 

(with apologies to Robert Browning) 

 

Except Virgil and this anonymous rhymer, I can recall no verse about cheese. Any 

ideas? JM  

 

PS Out of respect for the dead, any reference to óOffa and his Forty Dykesô has been 

deleted. 

 

PPS I've enjoyed your Beaumont Review and revisiting your JM pastiche, clinging to 

the wreckage of a continuously misspent life... 



 

Health Warning. 

 

Further to the Government Health Warning, Dr (non- medical) Nigel Courtney sent 

me the following advice to pass on ñTo avoid touching your face, hold the glass in 

one hand and the bottle in the otherò: should not prove too difficult for the majority of 

OBs to follow. 

 

Ed: Purely as an observation but I imagine that the BU has, during this period, 

increased in size but depleted in numbers. 

 

JULY 55 years ago. 

 

The announcement was made that BEAUMONT was to close. Perhaps it was one of 

those occasions that you remember where you were when you heard the news; 

those on the Senior Scout Camp at Kandersteg certainly do.  

 

I was at Hohne (next door to what had been Belsen) and we had just finished a week 

of celebrations for The Regimentôs 250th: parades and parties and more parties. I 

came into breakfast, having just ridden first lot at the Racing yard, to be greeted with 

the tidings: expletives and more expletives. 

 

VRIL 

 

To mark this sad anniversary, I have reproduced Alastair Russellôs ñSpirit of 

Beaumontò that appeared in both The Tablet and the Beaumont Review. 

 

 

 

  

 

NOTICES 



 

B U LUNCH. 

 

I hope it is in your Diaries for Monday 5th October: whether it takes 

place is any onesô guess.  Your committee will take a decision in 

August.  

 

OBITUARIES 

 

I regret to inform you of the deaths of Michael Scott-Moncrieff (59) of the talented 

literary family, Veronica Bailey (widow of Bart ó60) and among the first Covid 

casualties. Vaughan Thursby-Pelham (47) committed Catenian. Fr Peter Kelly 

(50) White Father. 

 

Late Entries include Philip de Tura Clarke (40) American who brought his family to 

the 150th, Phillipe Comte Ogier dôIvry (42), French aristocrat, Pierre Brull (52) 

another American, Peter Bull (61) Luxury yacht owner, Desmond Asby (31) 

distinguished physician. Jean Comte de Madre (41) one time Secretary General of 

the Atlantic Treaty Association. 

 

Edith wife of Gerard de Lisle (58) died 30th April. Edith was the daughter of 

Frederick Krarup (20): she received the last rites from her grandson Fr Christian. 

Christianôs other grandfather Michael Dormer was at Beaumont for a year in 1942. 

 

Adrian Aylward Headsmaster of Stonyhurst 1996- 06 and then Lewiston died 

Maundy Thursday. 

 

On a personal note my Brother-in-Law Michael Goldshmidt has died of the Virus. 

Although at Ampleforth, Michael had Beaumont connections with his grandfather  

Rear Admiral Robin Dalglish (93) and Gt Uncle Charles (94) KIA 1914 who is 

listed on the War Memorial. 

 

 



 

DOWN but NOT OUT. 

 

We heard that both Ronnie de la Grange and Michael Marshall suffered Heart 

Attacks. Ron was in and out of hospital sharpish and before the virus took hold and 

Mike is awake and chatting up the nurses: prognostic looks good. 

 

ñPOTTS OF READINGò 

 

Simon Potter has revamped ñThe Fate of Glassingallò as ñLosing it Allò : it is a 

modernised, sharpened, more PC version of that old novel. It is being sold in aid of 

The Jesuit Refugee Service: Online from Amazon (£4.99 paperback, £2.99 Kindle) 

and from Witley Press bookshop. 

 

 

 

 

 

Floody Reviews : 

 



άThe question is how ñmore PCò is it?   I well remember Patrick buying a copy of the 

previous version for all his children, his mother and his maiden aunts, which put the 

latter into a state of near terminal shock! When I last saw David I leant him a 

biography of Newman. Maybe when I can next visit him I should take him Dark 

Lines, Carry on College and Wimbledon College - a shame I left Shooting Europe on 

an EastJet plane!  

 

 

 

ED: 

 

Perhaps news of its arrival on ñthe top shelfò should have gone out with a "Heart 
Attack" warning: several have told me that they have ordered copies. Personally, I 
asked my local bookshop to acquire a copy which he assures me will come in a 
brown paper wrapping; discretion assured: it has duly arrived. 
 
 
 

ñJERRYôS JOURNALò 
 
 
 

OB Authors have been busy and here is the latest:-  The Wandering Soul: 

the autobiography of Jerry Hawthorne. 

 

 

 



 

 

Following his honours law degree at London University LLB (extern) and articled 

clerkship, Jerry qualified as a solicitor in 1973. Later he obtained a diploma in 

Education Law from Buckingham University.  

 

  

 

 Early life in an RAF nissen hut in Lytham St Annes; his time at Ladycross and 

Beaumont; archaeological digs; HCPT; travel and time spent in the Middle East. Also 

, time in New York, Washington and Philadelphia, meeting his wife in Ireland; 

working for two legal firms and for the Catholic Church, both positive as the latter 

included the successful visit to the UK by Pope John Paul II, but negative as it 

involved appalling child protection cases. 

 

click the link below for details. 

 

 

 

The Wandering Soul 

 

 

 

Once the self-publishing costs are paid ,Jerry hopes to make a decent 

donation from the sale proceeds to the London Beaumont HCPT region, 

 

https://www.shieldcrest.co.uk/jerry_hawthorne.html


 

 

EVEN MORE ON BOOKS 

 

Traderjo Bookseller is none other than Roger Johansen (62) 

 

St Thomas de Conac, France 

 

+33 09 63 64 51 77 

 

 ñWe offer a wide choice of interesting English books, and describe each item's 

condition honestly: they are all easily read and range in condition from fair to as new. 

A good range of fiction includes classics, both recent and old. The other category we 

are especially interested in is Biography. Many of the non-fiction items contain 

beautiful photographs and illustrations. Newly arrived in France? We have books to 

help you learn the language! Do bear in mind that if we describe a book condition As 

New it will be in a condition that enables you to give it as a present, but the price you 

pay will be a fraction of the full retail price!ò 

 

 

 

Traderjo is part of the ABeBOOKS network. 

 

 

 

THE FINAL WORD ON BOOKS. 

 
The Editor has been a little busier than usual and has edited the Recollections of Fr 

Francis Fleming SJ (OB) of his time as a Chaplain in The Great War: not much war 

but plenty of sport: I hope to publish. 

 

 

 

ά/Ǌƻǎǎ .ŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ !ƴǘƭŜǊǎέ 

 



The Sporting Recollections 

 

of a Chaplain of The Great War. 

 

 

 

However, I need an illustrator, someone who can sketch soldiers, hunting, 

fishing and country life: pen & ink or watercolour 

 

If you have a relative or know of someone who would like the task please let me 

know. 

 

DONATIONS: MUSEUM. 

 

David Hiscocks has generously offered his 1st VIII blazer for the Museum at St 

Johns. 

 

I also heard from Charles Crawford (51)  

 

ñWhen I was at Beaumont we did our best to do our best in the Cadets (OTC to JTC 

to Cadets).  We had an excellent Drum and Fife Band, once enthusiastically praised 

by a visiting General at a formal Inspection.  As a drummer, I was tutored by the 

senior side-drummer of the Coldstream Guards.  Our RSM was an awesome ex-



RSM of the Irish Guards. He awarded another boy, Freddie Cumming (52) and me 

the ósilver drumsô, two each, to pin on our sleeves. Some years ago, I sent them to 

Stonyhurst to keep with what they had from Beaumont, and was told they would be 

kept with óourô drums, which were thereò. 

 

 Ed: We are trying to track them down for the museum and Charles is also sending 

on other items of intertest. 

 

 

 

LOCKDOWN LIFE. 

 
There cannot be many positive things to be said about our current situation, however 

one that does come to the fore is the number of different churches I and Iôm certain 

others have visited for Mass whether it be St Peterôs in Rome, Walsingham, Farm 

Street, and with other BOFS: Mgr Jim Curry (Hon) at Our Lady of Victories, 

Kensington.  I never thought I would take to streaming and facebook but what a 

difference it has made: we have been fortunate that our churches have remained 

ñopenò. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

PAST EVENTS 

 

TONSLEY GRAND NATIONAL 4th April 

 

John Flood writes:- 

 

A stupendous thank you to those of you who entered into the fun and had a Wager - 

the first 3 with winning punters are shown at the end.  

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

This started as a Tonsley Events idea to have 40 people raise £400 for the King's 

Hospital Charity. By the 'off' it had raised  £2,935 - now increased to £3101 + Gift Aid 

a phenomenal outcome which has truly overwhelmed our daughter, Lucy, at ITU at 

Kings. It also overwhelmed the Tonsley foursome who were hard pressed to keep on 

top of issuing the horses and keeping the Race Card up to date. Instead of one 

bottle of Champers to come out of Woolfy's cellar, he has to find 9! He luckily gave 

Champagne up for lent (but not wine & beer!)!  The nature of the prizes for the 2nd & 

3rd places has yet to be disclosed! 

 

WOW! THANK YOU EVERYONE! You have raised more than 7 times our 

original target!  
 
 

From Lucy  Flood Matron at Kings: 
 

ñA huge thank you to all of you for your generosity, heartfelt messages and 

solidarity! It means so much to us all and we are overwhelmed by everyoneôs 

support over the last few weeks. Iôve never been prouder of the team: from the 

nurses, doctors, AHPôs, the procurement team, technicians, admin support, 

porters and cleaners and those are only a few! Thank you from us all! Stay 

safe and look after each other. xò 
 
 

 



The Winners    

 

1st   No. 30   Potters Corner 

 

Dr Peter Savundra, my son Christopher, one of our Epsom Catenian's, Tony 

Palladino and Patrick Burgess's grandson, Clive Burgess were 4 amongst the 9 

winners. 

 

2nd  No. 40   Walk in the Mill 

 

Robert Bruce Snr & Mickey Parish & [The spelling of 'John Woolf was not an error 

- this John Woolf is 'Woolfy's dad, rather than John Wolff (58)]  

 

3rd   No. 29   Any Second Now 

 

My son in law, Rob Hubbard, my son Christopher again and another Epsom 

Catenian, Ron Coll. 

 

Ed: All great fun apart for the unfortunate name of the winning horse. As a keen 

racing man both jockey, trainer and owner I was concerned that I wasnôt allocated a 

nagï I can only assume that the Tonsley Horse Racing Authority had in the correct 

parlance ñWarned me Offò as an ñUnfit personò !    

 

I am holding a certain retired Major Royal Marines responsible. 

 

About TONSLEY (Best served Thrilled) 

 

A group of like- minded spirits who enjoy each- others company in social, 

sporting and challenging activities.  

 

The Beaumont influence is really only Andrew, Hon & (OSJ 91). He then joined his 

cousin, Robert Jnr son of Robert snr.at the Oratory where they were ultimately 



joint head of Norris House. Joe Bruce (OS) is Robert's 5th and last brother and I 

think only 7 months older than his nephew. Woolfy and Joe were great friends and 

the 4 of them got together. Woolfy was living in a house in the Tonsley area of 

Wandsworth,  known as 'Tonsley Towers', hence the name 'Tonsley Events'. Woolfy, 

completely coincidentally, married a cousin of mine whose mother's maiden name 

was Brand, as was my grandmother's. Her uncle was Fr Jim Brand who, before his 

death, I believe was an Hon member of the BU, but that is a bit of a loose BU 

connection. 

 

Now for something a bit Hardcore:- 

 

From THE NATURAL STONE INSTITUTE (The International trade 

Association) 

 

Peter de Kok Receives 2018 Migliore Award for Lifetime 

Achievement. 

 

 

 



Peter de Kok (GranQuartz) is the recipient of the 2018 Migliore Award for Lifetime 

Achievement. As one of the Marble Institute of Americaôs earliest members and a 

long-time member of the Building Stone Institute, it is highly symbolic that de Kok 

becomes the first recipient of this award since the merger of the two associations. 

 

Peter de Kokôs career in the natural stone industry began in the 1950s with his 

father, Theo, importing Impala granite from South Africa to Europe and North 

America. The family immigrated to the United Kingdom in 1957, when Peter was only 

17 years and he came to Beaumont for a couple of years leaving in 1959. Around 

the age of 19 years old, he began selling stone for his fatherôs company. His fatherôs 

business traded in rock from places such as South Africa, India, Brazil, Sweden and 

Norway. While working in the U.K, Peter began coming over to Canada and market 

stone there. In the early ô60, he started selling in the United States. Peterôs product 

was mostly used in the monument industry. In September of 1970, he moved along 

with his family to the United States, in Atlanta, GA, which was close to Elberton, the 

biggest monument working location in America. 

 

Peter launched GranQuartz Trading, Inc. in mid-1970 in Atlanta, Georgia, and began 

introducing new machining technologies. A new factory would then begin developing 

efficient diamond tools to affix to these machines. The stone workshop would 

become a faster, cleaner, and healthier place to work, giving the industry a more 

positive image for future job seekers. 

 

It was also at this time that Peter began a long-term commitment to multiple stone 

associations, predominately the Marble Institute of America and Building Stone 

Institute. He was constantly looking for opportunities to innovate the quarry segment. 

In 1986, there were no trade shows yet in North America for showing large capital 

equipment. If a buyer wanted to see the new technology, it required travel to Europe 

in order to witness the advantages of the new trends. 

 

Peter provided substantial support for the creation of StonExpo and later served 

multiple terms on the StonExpo Federation. 

 

His support of multiple industry initiatives during this decade, including a five year 

term on MIAôs board of directors, is impressive. Since his semi-retirement in 2012, 

he has been a constant advocate for the supplier community, the need for better 

industry data, advancement of the Women in Stone program, and the call for an 

industry check-off program. 



 

When asked why it has been so important to give back to the industry, Peter replied: 

ñThe industry was very good to me, so it seems reasonable to me to try and support 

the associations in any way possible to help them and the industry grow. To be 

honoured by my peers in this way gives me tremendous pleasure. I am proud to 

have played a small part in the industry.ò 

 

 

 

 

 

The B U sends its belated congratulations to Peter 

 

Been There Before. 

 

Beaumont suffered from Flu or virus epidemics on several occasions, the first of 

these was the so-called Russian Flu of 1889 -90 which passed without comment 

despite taking the life of the future heir to the Throne ï the Duke of Clarence. 

 



The Spanish Flu of 1919 that killed 17 million plus worldwide had probably started in 

the WW1 base camps and hospitals at Etaples. It also was home to piggeries, 

and poultry that were regularly brought in for food supplies from surrounding villages. 

It was thought that a significant precursor virus, harboured in birds, mutated and then 

migrated to pigs kept near the front. 

 

It arrived at the School in the Winter term and was reported upon in the Spring:- 

 

ñIt is questionable whether Editors should ever apologise, because it is questionable 

whether they ï being possibly more than Kings and certainly more than Premiers ï 

can ever do wrong. But we take it that, if not an apology, at least an explanation is 

due to our failure to publish last term: and the explanation is simple and compelling. 

At a time we should have been engaged in celebrating the concurrent festivities Of 

St Stanislaus Day and The Armistice, the entire College was devastated by an 

overwhelming attack of what we have agreed to call influenza. In other respects, 

thank God, we came well out of it; but the prospects of a December number were 

ruined beyond repair.ò  

 

The fact that no-one died was put down to the remarkable care of the newly arrived 

Dr Lewis More-OôFerrall who had held appointments in both Dublin and Vienna.    

 

 

 

Next was the Asian Flu of the Winter term of 1957 that accounted for 2 million 

mortalities:- 

 

 

 

ñBeaumont did not differ from other schools in having the Asian Flu, though it was 

decided to see the thing through, without closing down. (Many schools did). 140 out 

of 250 were down at one time and four of the dormitories were requisitioned to cope 

with the overflow from the infirmary. Major Bond became infirmary maid, Fr Lawson 

almoner, and the other priests and scholastics of the community worked by shifts in 

the temporary wards. We are grateful to Miss Peggy Selmon and to Mrs Peach for 

assisting Matron in the nursing, and to the lay-masters and their wives who so very 

unselfishly ï sometimes when they themselves were on the brink ï came to the help 

of the bedridden. We should like to take the opportunity of welcoming Sister Cooke 

as Assistant Matron. 

 

Overall ñin commandò of the situation was Dr Cuddigan. 

 

 

 



V E DAY 1945 

 
The Beaumont REVIEW published in July gave an account of the celebrations at the 

school. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Desmond Knox ï Leetôs sketch of celebrations in Trafalgar Square 

 

 

 

VICTORY IN EUROPE CELEBRATIONS. 

 

 

 

During the last week or so before VE-Day, when it was becoming increasingly 

apparent that things were ñworking out pretty wellò, there was much speculation as to 

what form the necessary celebrations should take.  As a matter of fact, the relatively 

long-drawn-out expectancy of the event seemed to disappoint many people but 



when it was announced over the wireless on Monday: May 7th, that the following day 

would be the official Victory in Europe Day, everybodyô agreed it could not have 

come at a more opportune moment, for three full days of holiday were now at hand. 

That night saw the first signs of hilarious rejoicing, coming from every room and 

every dormitory. The flag-pole on top of the Community óNing was flood-lit the whole 

evening. 

 

Tuesday, May 8, was VE-Day, and therefore, a whole holiday.  In the morning there 

were games; and then after a short lunch, there was an Exeat for the whole school 

until 7.0 in the evening. Some people visited cinemas in the afternoon, but the 

majority decided that the river was a better attraction; and, indeed, they equally 

enjoyed themselves, either swimming, or rowing in parties in small boats, or else in 

paddling canoes.  At 7.30 we had a good dinner and at 8.30 there was a very special 

Solemn Benediction in the Chapel, which had been very beautifully decorated for the 

occasion by Br. Cookson.   The Te Deum was sung as well as Elgarôs arrangement 

of the National Anthem. After listening to the broadcast by H.M. the King, nearly the 

whole school began to go up to the Beeches, where from about 10.15 onwards a 

very large and impressive bonfire was set alight. At the bonfire everybody had plenty 

of scope to vent their feelings, and great quantities of smoke-bombs and thunder-

flashes added to the enjoyment of the whole proceedings After over an hourôs 

entertainment of this kind, the whole school went down and assembled before the 

beautifully flood-lit Wat Memorial, where the De Profundis was recited.   Then, after 

three cheers had been given for Father Rector and for Beaumont, whole crowds of 

ravenous and excited boys flocked into the Refectory for hot cocoa and special 

Victory buns (and chocolate eclairs!) This was followed by a midnight -and-early-

morning swim, after which the place gradually (very gradually} quietened down. 

 

V-Day +1 was another whole holiday.   It was begun in the proper style with a long 

sleep until 8.30.  Once again there were games during the morning.   At 1.30 Rector, 

Matron and the Community together with the whole school, met in the Refectory to 

do justice to Br. Higginsô highly appreciated efforts.  The programme for the 

afternoon was the same as it had been the day before and after supper the whole 

school was free to do anything until 10 p.m. The next day, the Ascension was yet 

another welcome holidayðbut this one was in its own right. 

 

On Thanksgiving Sunday, May 13 we had an Open-air High Mass at the War 

Memorial, celebrated by Father Rector: an efficient Guard of Honour turned out in 

assistance. It was indeed particularly fitting that at that moment we should have. 

been kept mindful of the many O.B.ôs who gave their lives for their Country in this 

war and in the last. 

 

But that was not the end of our Victory Celebrations. To crown our rejoicings a long 

week-end was granted at Whitsuntide from Saturday to Tuesday, during which we 

were able to join in the festivities at home.  



 

 

 

V E DAY 2020 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 
 

 

 

ñMillyò, Me on Lockdown VE. 

 

 

 

Some THOUGHTS by Nigel Courtney:- 

 

 

 

ñIôve just finished a remarkable book: Normandy ô44 by James Holland. I found the 

650 pages absolutely gripping and actually reached the last page on VE Day. BTW, 



the Hussars get a mention (13/18th). On VE Day the film Darkest Hour was on TV ï 

about Churchill and our near collapse in 1940. Comparison with the 1944 account 

highlighted just how astounding the achievements were just 4 years later. Incredible.  

 

All this reminded me of a D-Day story my father Donald told me ï havoc was being 

caused on the beachhead by a German 88mm gun several miles inland; but its 

location was unknown. Suddenly my fatherôs spotter plane was flung about by a 

passing shell and he saw muzzle flashes through a hole in a barn roof. He radioed 

the map reference to his battery of 4 field guns. But it transpired that at that exact 

moment there was a lull in the battle and allied gunners had gone on open frequency 

in the hope of picking up a target. 100 field guns opened up, accompanied by a 

broadside from a battleshipôs 16ò guns. The barn disappeared.  

 

Donald told me that in order to try to keep what he was doing in perspective he 

would, whenever possible, go by jeep to see the result of his actions. In this case he 

found that the barn and a football pitch-sized area had been vaporized to a depth of 

about 15 feet é 

 

Iôm ever grateful that our generation has not had to experience war first hand. But it 

is necessary to be prepared. This might explain my 3 years as a TA officer cadet 

with the Royal Lancashire Fusiliers ï but actually is was tremendous fun!ò 

 

 

 

 

 

ARTICLES 

 

A YEAR LIKE NO OTHER 

 

Part 2 

 

As the German Forces ñsteamrolleredò through the Low Countries, so the French 

Army and the British Expeditionary Forces (BEF) moved to block their advance: in 



England, Neville Chamberlain went to Buckingham Palace and resigned as Prime 

Minister. Churchill accepted to form the next government  

 

 There was fierce fighting along the Maginot Line but it was in the Ardennes, hilly and 

heavily forested, where the tanks unexpectedly broke through. Under Erwin Rommel, 

the German 19th Corps defeated the French army at Sedan and outflanked the 

French and BEF forces defending the Belgian border. As Rommelôs tanks swept 

northwards, threatening to encircle the defenders, the BEF and French were forced 

to withdraw. This withdrawal turned into full-scale retreat as the Panzer columns 

thrust deep across France, sweeping aside all resistance. 

 

In the chaos of battle that ensued it is impossible to follow a sequence of events but I 

have put together various incidents that illustrate that despite personal courage the 

Allies were totally unprepared for what was to occur.  

 

 

 

 

 

Pilot officer Thomas Pace (32) ï nicknamed ñAceò Pace was with his new squadron 

No. 85, based at Lille-Seclin and part of the 60 Fighter Wing, their role was to 

support French and British ground operations. 



 

On 10 May 1940 the squadron was on alert from 03:40 but he would not be airborne 

until 17:30 when he and two fellow pilots came across 35 Heinkels. 

 

The three RAF aircraft were soon joined by others making the odds 12 against 35. 

He writes that 27 of the German bombers from that raid were destroyed. He shot 

down one of the bombers and óbelieve me it was a satisfying sight when I think what 

they were doing latelyò. When his particular combat was over (as seemed to happen 

so often in these type of accounts) he found the sky empty of aircraft. Landing back 

at his airfield he gave his ground crew a thumbs up sign and received an ecstatic 

response. 

 

 

 

ñYou should have seen them singing and dancing. I felt glad I had not let them downò 

 

Later that same day he would account for another Heinkel. That night there was a 

óterrific party in the Messó as soon as they were stood down and he went to bed at 

2am, having consumed nothing but orange juice and was awake and on stand-by an 

hour later. He flew again that day but did not encounter any enemy aircraft. 

 

Wednesday 15 May 1940 and the Netherlands fell to the German advance. Pace 

and his colleagues were in action again ï after another late night when they returned 



from their billets in lille at 02:30. Airborne that morning at 11:00 with two of the 

squadronôs other pilots, together he attacked a group of 15 German bombers. 

 

Pace set one on fire. Then he was too was attacked by a Messerschmitt 110 escort 

as he describes being hit by 20mm cannon shells. His engine faltered. Smoke came 

from under the dashboard. His aircraft had the oil pipe severed and cannon shells 

damaged the underwing radiator. Then his radio was shot out. Knowing how 

valuable his aircraft was ï given the losses the squadron was experiencing ï he 

decided to force-land in a field. Unfortunately as he came in low, blinded by smoke 

he hit a tree with his right (starboard) wing. ñAs I hit the ground there was a terrific 

pop and the whole thing was a mass of flameò 

 

The force of the landing jammed the canopy (which he had previously opened in 

case he needed to parachute out) shut. The forward fuel tank behind the instrument 

panel exploded, showering his right thigh with burning fuel. With the flames taking 

hold he heaved at the canopy and managed to open it. Then his parachute caught 

on his seat. Somehow, he cleared it and threw himself out of the burning cockpit. 

 

But his troubles were far from over. He fell onto the port wing, landing on his 

shoulder in the burning port fuel tank. He rolled on the ground to put out the fire on 

his clothing and body. Picking himself up he walked half a mile until he met an Army 

motorcyclist who summoned an ambulance. 

 

ñI climbed into it myself and very nearly passed out but managed it and climbed out 

the other end then they put me to sleep and I woke up a fortnight later in the 

hospitalò He was eventually evacuated to England, moving to Prewett Hospital near 

Basingstoke in Hampshire where Sir Harold Gillies and his team had established 

their reconstructive surgery unit. 

 

ñSir Harold Gillies the famous plastic surgeon is working on me. He has given me 

new eyelids, nose and cheekò. After many operations Thomas eventually had 

recovered enough and returned to operational flying but on 3 December 1941 he and 

his aircraft were lost without trace. 



 

 

 

 On the 12 May, the Blenheim squadrons of No2 Bomber group were thrown into the 

battle to stem the rapid German advance. Ronnie Rotheram (36), one of the sons of 

the International polo player was a member of 107 Squadron ordered to attack the 

enemy on the Maastricht bridges. Led by their charismatic commander Basil Embry, 

the squadron attacked and was immediately engulfed in heavy flak; five of the twelve 

bombers were lost and Ronnieôs aircraft was hit repeatedly and the windscreen 

smashed. Having dropped his bombs, he discovered that the controls to the port 

engine were severed and the starboard one was damaged. He started to drop out of 

formation when he was attacked by enemy fighters, finding some cloud he managed 

to evade them but then the port propeller dropped off. He made a crash landing but 

luckily no one was badly injured. Ronnie was taken to the underground fortress at 

Tildork to brief the Belgian King before flying back to England and rejoin the 

Squadron. In the days ahead, he carried out a further eleven daylight missions 

against heavy opposition and his craft was hit four times but survived. He was 

fortunate as the losses amongst the Blenheim force were heavy. 

 

 

 



 

 

Blenheims of 59 Sqn taking off in France 1940 

 

It was written that the casualties lost not only the vibrant life and livelihood which 

they had inherited and might have left to their descendants; there was a heritage of 

work and joy, of struggle and creativity, of learning, hopes and happiness which died 

with them. Francis Bird (35), another school athlete and the Inter Services 400m 

champion was flying only his second mission with a Blenheim of 59 Squadron. While 

carrying out a reconnaissance for the retreating Army, he was shot down over 

Fricourt by one of our own spitfires. It was a tragic error that was to be repeated 

often in the fog of war. Charles Darwood (31), nephew of the newly knighted Sir 

John, was a hurricane pilot based at North Weald; on the 18th May, his flight flew a 

mission over Cambrai claiming one kill, early afternoon and they were back engaging 

a greater force of Messerschmitt 109s and shot down five. They returned to base 

refuelled and an hour later, they were back above Douai. Charles did not survive this 

next encounter. 

 

For the French, Robert Petin (35) was awarded the Croix de Guerre avec 

Palme for a secret reconnaissance mission over Germany, and bringing his plane 

into land though there were flames coming out of the backend. He had the 

information required and it probably wasnôt good news.  

 



Time and again, carefully prepared defensive positions were penetrated and strong 

points bypassed. German units ranged across northern France without check, and 

even as one probe was stopped, another flowed past to cut off supplies 

and communications. As casualties mounted and the urgency of the retreat 

increased, ad hoc units were thrown together to try to stem the tide. 

 

The weaknesses and chaos within the BEF are highlighted in the story of the 7th Bn 

of the Royal Sussex which was a territorial volunteer battalion. On 21st April 1940, 

belonging to the 36th Brigade they disembarked in France. Their intended mission 

was maintenance and guarding of the lines of communication behind the front held 

by the British troops. The Battalion was comprised of soldiers who were neither 

experienced nor fully trained, they were young recruits but commanded by regular 

Officers. In the chaos that ensued with the German breakthrough General Gort, the 

Commander in Chief needed to protect the southern flank threatened by the German 

attack in the Ardennes. He decided that there was no option but to deploy troops 

such as the 7th Sussex. On the morning of the 18th May, they boarded a train for 

Amiens and with them went 2Lt Eric Sevenoaks (33). There arrival at Amiens 

Station coincided with a dive bomber attack resulting in over 100 officers and men 

killed or wounded. The Commanding officer without radio contact with Brigade 

decided to deploy his men along the Amiens ï Rouen road and hold the position for 

as long as they could. On the morning of the 20th  Eric Sevenoaks took out a patrol of 

one platoon on a recce through Salouel near Amiens, and on to the high ground 

West of the village. He obtained much valuable information as to the enemyôs 

dispositions and strength which he communicated to his Company Commander. On 

his way back, his patrol encountered enemy tanks and came under heavy fire. He 

concealed his men in a thick wood and himself made several recces in order to find 

a way back, but without success. Meanwhile the main positions came under air 

attack from ground attack aircraft followed by a violent assault against the centre 

positions of the Battalion, with tanks and infantry, heavy mortar and artillery fire. The 

fusillade was awful but, despite the unequal odds, the men stood firm. 

 

When Sevenoaks realised he was completely surrounded by the enemy AFVôs and 

motorized units, he kept his men under cover and eventually succeeded in 

withdrawing them without loss through the German outpost lines. He spent many 

hours within a few yards of German armoured units and passed through German 

outpost lines by night by pretending to be a German patrol. 

 

Having got through the German lines, he continued his march through heavy shelling 

and eventually contacted French troops after marching throughout the night. It was 



as well he didnôt get back to the Battalion. All through that afternoon, the Germans 

pounded the British positions, advancing only very slowly, in the apparent belief that 

they were dealing with a highly-trained and fully-equipped force. This misconception, 

once created, was certainly effective in slowing the Germansô advance but the cost 

in terms of lives lost and injuries suffered on the British side were considerable and 

eventually without ammunition the few left were forced to surrender: The 7th had held 

up the advance in that sector but ceased to exist.  

 

 

 

For the most part, their orders had been simple: 'Fight to the last man and the last 

round'. The heroic sacrifice of these rearguard units and of the French 1st Army at 

Lille, allowed the bulk of the BEF and two French divisions to escape up the rapidly-

shrinking corridor to Dunkirk. Many of those men retreating up the corridor received 

the simple instruction: 'Every man for himself, make for Dunkirk'. 

 

For his courage, initiative and coolness in a difficult situation and for setting his men 

a very fine example in determination. Eric Sevenoaks was awarded the MC. 

 



 

 

Major Peter Casella Murphy (24) was one of five sons of OB Major Frank and 

Marguerite Murphy from Dunsland Court in Jacobstowe.  

 

Peter went to Sandhurst, before being commissioned into the East Yorks Regiment 

and being sent to India. There he served on the North West Frontier and was also 

caught up in the 1936 Quetta Earthquake. Later, he also served in Palestine.  By the 

outbreak of the 2nd World War; he was a Captain in the Royal Irish Fusiliers.  In his 

personal life, as a countryman, he was a good horseman and a 1st class shot. While 

on a training assignment in Catterick he met Kathleen Margaret Sharpe and in early 

1940 they were married.  Peter thrived on life in the army. His gaiety was infectious 

and he could be relied on to lift spirits in any mess party. 

 


