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Dear Old Altrinchamian,
Welcome to the annual Old Alt’s newsletter. I hope you, your family and friends and everyone
in the AGSB Community have remained safe and well during this difficult time. The former
Head of Soviet Russia, Vladimir Lenin, was famously quoted after the Bolshevik Revolution:
“there are decades where nothing happens and there are weeks when decades happen.” The
final two weeks of the Spring Term 2020 certainly felt like one of the latter, with a headspinning rate of change throughout the country and world. As everyone seems to be saying,
and we are certainly feeling here at school, these are strange times.
Up until March 20th when we had to close the School, AGSB was enjoying another excellent
year. The year got off to a tremendous start with the news of outstanding results at GCSE and
A level. At A level, we have had one of our most successful years with nearly 83% of entries
being awarded A*-B grades. At GCSE, this year’s cohort of students is the second to have
successfully risen to the challenges of new, tougher GCSE qualifications. Our results were up
on last year, particularly in the top grades where 62.4 % of entries were at 8-9 (the old A*-A). In
January, we were informed that twenty 6th Form students have been offered places at Oxford
or Cambridge this year (split equally), a new record high for the School. The figure surpasses
the previous AGSB record set in 2018.
In the extra-curricular programme, the Swing Band have, again, reserved a place in the
National Concert Band Final. In sport, the 1st XV rugby squad made it through the last 16 of
the National Vase competition and both the under 16 and 18 indoor hockey squads made it
through to the national finals (with the under 18’s reaching the semi-final) which took place at
Whitgift School in London.
It has been a really encouraging first year for the re-launched AGSB House System. Highlights
of the year include the House Music Competition, House Tug ‘O’ War, House Talent Show,
House Sports Day and House E Sports (computer gaming). Many thanks to our corporate
House sponsors: Watersons, Sodexo, ABC Warranty and Myerson’s for their support
throughout the year. The House system has increased student leadership throughout the
School and the vast majority of boys have taken part in the myriad of events.
From September 2020, the School will begin to grow as we move from 6 to 7 form entry. Our
outreach programme, “Horizons” has begun to offer opportunities for high attaining pupils
from disadvantaged backgrounds to access an education at AGSB. On the subject of
expansion, I am pleased to report that the new teaching complex situated in the North Yard is
progressing well and is due for completion in September 2020.
It is a humbling privilege to be
leading such a successful School,
one with such a strong sense of
community and belonging, which
blends tradition and progression
so well, and where there is a
genuine desire to increase the
reach of the good we do.
I look forward greatly to meeting
you at future Old Alt’s events in
2020-21.

Graeme Wright
Head Master

Message from the Chair of the Association
Dear fellow Old Altrinchamian, first and foremost I hope you, your friends and family are all safe and well.
Dinners and events seem to hardly register on the importance scale when the world is in the middle of a
pandemic. And if we’re not careful, we could be mistaken for thinking that without the dinners, golf events
and social gatherings, the Association lacks purpose.
Far from it. This Association does not exist for a dinner and a few drinks every now and again. Its purpose
is and always has been to help create positive and proud relationships between all pupils and the School
– both during and after their time at AGSB.
Over the last 12 months, we have worked with the Head Master and his team at school to map out how
we best achieve this. Perhaps the most important and exciting aspect of this was the appointment earlier
this year of an AGSB Alumni Manager in the form of the infectiously enthusiastic and capable Gill
Williamson who will make sure that the Association’s profile in the school and beyond grows and is made
as relevant to current pupils as it is past pupils.
The COVID-19 situation has put a lot of additional strain on the school but in spite of that, we’ve made
great progress in mapping out how the Association can thrive in the future. In addition to events (virtual,
physical or both), news sharing and fundraising, we will aim to
support the school careers and mentoring programme: creating,
encouraging and inspiring positive and enduring connections
between past pupils, supporters and the school.
My eldest son Rufus has just left the school this year and in spite of
the challenges of the last few months, like the vast majority of his
peers, he will head off into the wider world full of confidence,
optimism and positivity thanks to his time at Altrincham Grammar. His
relationship with AGSB will be something to be proud of for the rest
of his life.
I look forward to welcoming him and the next generation of Old
Altrinchamians to this fantastic association and introducing them to
you all via Zoom, email or even, dare I hope, face-to-face in the very
near future.

Christian James

Message from the Editor
I am back at the keyboard for this year’s newsletter after taking a year off to satisfy my wanderlust. Thanks go to Larry Bode who acted as Editor, including the compilation of the 2018-19
edition, whilst I was away enjoying myself (more later).
The newsletter is compiled over the summer months, i.e. after the school year is over, meaning
this edition is heavily Covid-affected. One of our main newsletter features is the report of the
annual dinner - but as you will be aware this year’s dinner was cancelled. Mindful that the loss of
this important section will deprive readers of glossy photos and reports of folk old enough to
know better, I’ve decided to substitute with a short, ego-fuelled write up of my travels abroad
(a.k.a. ‘glossy photos and folk old enough to know better’). Hopefully normal service will be
resumed next year.
So welcome to another newsletter containing the goings-on linked to the Association and the
school. I hope you enjoy reading it.
I will make my usual plea for future newsletters: submission of ‘items of interest’ - which I usually
publish in the “Jottings” section. These (often quirky) little snippets are where the real gems lie please send in anything you think might be of interest to other members - newspaper clippings,
old photos, or whatever. Thanks go to those who have submitted material for this edition.
Current and (some) past newsletters can be downloaded from the website at any time.
(www.oldalts.com).

Antony Perrett

… and from the Membership Secreta
Ken’s words
Ken Webb

… and finally, the Treasurer
More Ken’s words

Ken Webb

Annual Dinner 2020
There was to have been an annual dinner held on 17th April - trialling a new location and
format. Unfortunately it was cancelled due to the COVID-19 advice. We look forwards to
reconvening in 2021 (hopefully) - please keep an eye on the website for details.

So instead, indulge me if you will, while I tell you a little about my travels abroad …..

This is a GPS track of our travels. Roughly 30,000 miles since you ask ….

Looking back, the idea for a big trip had been forming in our minds over several years, and
gradually our excuses for not doing it became fewer. We had the urge to go, then
opportunity presented itself (kids left home, family in good shape and a ‘gap’ appeared in
our professional lives) and finally we had the courage to commit and announce our
intentions. No going back !
By late summer 2018, we had made all the logistical arrangements required to leave our old
lives behind - at least temporarily: the family home had been cleared and rented out.
Motorbikes had been acquired and prepared, camping equipment had been packed and
some basic Spanish learned. So towards the end of September 2018 my long-suffering wife,
Isabelle, and I bade a tearful goodbye to loved ones and set off for Argentina - the starting
point for the biggest adventure of our lives (so far) and complete leap into the unknown.

Day 1 in Buenos Aires - excited, nervous, clean, still smiling

We had done plenty of motorbike trips before - but always conventional holidays with a plan
and a coming-home date. This time our plan was non-existent (how can you plan when you
have no idea what to expect ?) other than a start point and rough sense of direction. We
intended to go South and get to the bottom of the world, then go North and maybe get to
the top of it. Adaptability was going to be the key to this trip, or “going with the flow” as folk
now say. The South-to-North route was nothing more than an idea to follow the summer
season as it moved from the Southern to Northern hemispheres.
Here’s a summary of the key facts:
Total mileage (the vast majority by motorbike, but also a little bus and train): 29,267 miles
Trip duration - 298 days

Different locations slept in: 161
Temperature extremes: -3deg C (Ushuaia, Argentina) - 42 deg C (Santa Maria, Argentina.
Actually probably more in the tropics, but I was too hot and bothered to measure it)
Furthest South: 55deg S (Ushuaia again)
Furthest North: 49.2 deg N (Vancouver)
Highest travel: 4,667 m above sea level (Putre, Chile)
Countries visited:15 (Argentina, Chile, Bolivia, Peru, Ecuador, Colombia, Panama, Costa Rica,
Nicaragua, Honduras, El Salvador, Guatemala, Mexico, USA, Canada)
I don’t plan to give you all a day-by-day account of what we did. If you are interested in our
weekly blog then you can find it here (perrettsprogress.wordpress.com) - plenty of detail,
pictures and all the highs and lows (not too many of those).
So what did we learn ?. Mostly people are really nice and extremely generous-spirited. Is it
because we were travellers ? maybe, but I suspect much less than you might imagine. In spite
of the poverty we saw in places, which in some cases was really abject, strangers were happy
to share what little they had, help us out when we needed it, generous with their time and
usually friendly. The unsolicited friendliness actually took quite a bit of getting used to and
made me realise that as a nation, we British are far more stand-offish by comparison.

Crossing a river on the way to the Bolivian side of Lake Titicaca. The moment when Isabelle realised
she’d just driven onto a ‘ferry’ that was just a few planks of wood lashed together, and that she
wouldn’t be able to get the bike oﬀ at the other side. The chap behind seems to have sensed this
too, though of course he helped lift the bike oﬀ when we got across.

We did encounter a frosty reception in some places, usually from the native peoples of the
high Andes where memories linger of what the Spanish invaders did many years ago when
they colonised the continent. But even this response was clearly a defence mechanism and
had become embedded in the character of these remote villagers. Interestingly other groups
of native American peoples had developed completely the opposite response - rather then
being wary of outsiders, instead being almost overpoweringly welcoming and helpful.
We also learned that travelling takes some getting used to. Our early days (weeks ?) were
spent becoming familiar with the basics of how travelling actually works. All the reference
points of everyday life were taken away from us: we didn't know what we were capable of,
we didn't know how to get cash, we didn't know what shops looked like, we couldn’t
comprehend the vast distances we needed to travel. This lack of familiarity was quite stressful
initially, but gradually two important things happened - we got better at travelling and all the
foreign-ness became more familiar. I would say that after 6 weeks or so we settled into a new
pattern of life. Travelling was the new normal. We lost track of days of the week. We took
advice from locals about what to see, we rested when we were tired, we ate when we were
hungry, we fuelled the bikes when they were thirsty. If it sounds like a simple existence - you
are right to think that. Simple, but satisfying.
Simultaneous with becoming better travellers, we also started to travel through increasinglyinteresting landscapes. The truth is that the trip down the east coast of Argentina from
Buenos Aires to Ushuaia was, for the most part, crushingly-boring. Interminable straight
roads, with nothing much to see. It was really only once we travelled west, to and then up the
Andes that scenery became spectacular, and mother-nature started to reveal her bounty.
Our daughters visited us in Mendoza over Christmas for some overdue family time, before
we crossed over the Andes into Chile. We had what might euphemistically be called an
“eventful day” as we crossed the border. Now brimming with confidence in our travel skills
we decided to take an old track over the border, rather then the spanking-new connection
used by 99.99% (i.e. sane humans). As it turns out this road was not a road, it was just sand
and a rubble climbing to 4500M - terrain you’d be hard-pressed to walk over never mind ride

The edge of the Atacama with Andes foothills in the
background. We got caught on the edge of a thunderstorm.
You can’t quite see it in the photo, but this was a triplerainbow - so vivid were the colours.

The Andes are rather active - we had a bath in a hot, geyserfed pool at about 4,300 M

a fully-laden motorbike. Poor Isabelle showed her pluck by climbing back on her bike after
yet another fall-off. There were lots of tears. It was very hard, but we did it.
A stint doing some charity work in Santiago (big, bustling and expensive) before heading
North and into the Atacama desert. A strange and mostly beautiful landscape that in places is
untouched by water.
Back to the coast, up into the Andes again and into Bolivia - a disappointment if I’m honest.
We didn't see the best of it, but I could tell it wasn’t what I wanted to see, so we moved on,
over Lake Titicaca and into Peru.
I really liked Peru - obviously Machu Pichu grabs the
headlines, but really there was so much more archaeology
to see than this, and largely undiscovered - literally. There
are entire cities that lie buried where the authorities have
decided to leave them alone, at least for now. Plenty of
culinary highlights too as we travelled up the Pacific coast
- seafood of all kinds and zingingly-fresh.
Really getting into our stride now - crossing borders,
camping where we could, confident enough to speak
Spanish, sorting our mechanical issues on the road.
Ecuador started strangely with officious traffic cops in a
Blackened pulpa (octopus) with chilli
straight from the sea - yum !

Mad-Max world, but once we got into the Amazon
tributaries and started exploring primary rainforest, then
we really hit our stride. The rainforests are truly
astonishing - plenty of animals and colourful birds as you’d

expect, but really the Amazon is the land of insects - this is not a place for the squeamish.
We were sad to leave Ecuador: interesting,
cultural and intense. Colombia next, with
some trepidation. Firstly because the
country has a bit of a reputation (Pablo
Escobar, et al) and secondly because the
border crossing was full of refugees milling
about looking abject - a really distressing
human sight.
However Columbia was a revelation. It’s like
everywhere you’ve ever visited in a single

This is the rainforest. If you want to eat, you know what to do

country. From nose-bleedingly high
volcanoes to impenetrable jungle, with bits of
desert, Scottish highlands, bustling cities, laid-back Caribbean and Norwegian fjords all in

the mix. This would be my top tip for an adventurous holiday recommendation. There are
some badlands - but they are well known and visitors don't go there (nor do the authorities).
We flew our bikes from Colombia to Panama - actually cheaper and certainly easier then
putting them on a boat (oddly - mostly down to the rife corruption at harbours). Welcome to
Central America !
I really liked the myriad small countries of Central America - there are some touristy spots like
Costa Rica and Panama. Really lovely, a bit expensive, but astonishing wildlife. Regretfully we
zoomed through Nicaragua in just 2 days - there were rumours of the ‘traditional’ Easter
demonstrations and police reprisals (in 2018 there were hundreds killed and borders closed
for months - we didn't really fancy getting caught up in anything like that). Stayed in a jungle
micro-brewery in Honduras (reputedly the “murder capital” of the world ! - nonsense, it’s just
a bunch of farmers going about their business), Had Easter with a family in El Salvador where we did see quite a lot of graphic evidence of the recent American military
involvement, and into Guatemala.
Guatemala is pretty poor, but unlike (say) Bolivia where Native American peoples were quite
unfriendly, the many different peoples of Guatemala have chosen to respond to outsiders
with a much
more
welcoming
attitude - they
feel safer
when the
outside world
understands
them better by
getting to
know them - it
made for a
much nicer
experience for
us too. We
Guatemala suﬀers from real poverty, but according to a BBC survey (published while we
were there) Guatemalans are the happiest people on Earth. Waking up on a cheese-making
goat farm in the hills tells you all you need to know !

stayed in a
bikers hostel
in the old
capital city of

Antigua Guatemala - which is surrounded by disconcertingly-active volcanoes that you can
see spitting fire during darkness hours. We moved on to lake Atitlan where we stayed with a
family while Isabelle improved her Spanish and I learned to weave (and did some welding on
the motorbikes, which by now were starting to get quite tired).

Mexico next - and I have to say that I was a bit apprehensive. What we hear in the news about
the crime rate here is true - the druggie guys kill each other (and unfortunate bystanders) on
an industrial
scale. We were
wary and did
adjust our plans
when local
information told
us that there
were some nogo areas nearby.
But what a
country ! Huge,
breathtaking
variety,
wonderful
archeology and
If this looks like I’m taking a dip in a clear, deserted jungle river, that’s because I am.

tequila ! We did
enjoy Mexico

but even though most folk were very friendly, it was up in the high hills that we experienced
our frostiest reception yet - the small town of Creel, way up the spectacular train ride through
copper canyon, the native population actually turned their backs on us when we walked past.
Very odd. The local museum attempted to offer an insight into local culture, abut I’m afraid to
say that absolutely none of it made any sense to us at all.
Across the Sea of Cortez - into Baja California, some of which is like being in the USA, some
of which is deserted and gorgeous. Truly, paradise on earth is a small beach on the west
shores of the Sea of Cortez.
Into the USA and what felt like
civilisation. It was certainly
astonishingly expensive compared to
what we had been used to. We
travelled though California away from
the coasts to avoid the sea fog,
camped in national parks (spent three
hours one night fending off a family of
bears, which was quite an
experience), up though Oregon,
Washington and across the Sea onto
Vancouver Island.
We knew this was our coming-home

Looks just like your Apple Mac ‘El Capitan’ screensaver, because
that’s what it is. We climbed it.

point for a variety of reasons, and it made a very nice place to say goodbye to our travels. We
had enjoyed a wonderful, life-enhancing experience, but the truth is it was time to come
back. We were homesick, our family missed us and so we decided to come home in time for
my Mum’s 80th birthday party.

30,000 miles later, here we are saying goodbye to Canada. We are tired, the bikes are tired, our family misses us and
we smell. We have had a wonderful time, but it’s time to go home.

So what comes next ? Well we’ve spent the past year getting back to normal (COVID - normal
!?), re-establishing connections, getting back into work and generally behaving ourselves.
Would we do it again ? Not to the same places - there’s so much more out there to see - but I
do think that we have more adventures in us, not least because having done it once, we
know that actually it’s not so hard to do it again.
Thank you for indulging me in my reminiscences. I hope you enjoyed the journey !.

Sports Reports
Football - Old Altrinchamians FC
Autumn 2020 will be 100 years since Old Alts Football was founded in August 1920 and first
played football in the Cheshire Amateur Friendly League. For the first three years the Club’s
home ground was in Ashley before moving to the Grammar School from 1923 where they
played for11 years. In 1934 Old Alts moved to Priory Street, Bowdon where they played until
war broke out in 1939. After the war the Club moved to the Devisdale, which was their home
for the next 25 years. In 1971 the 1st and 2nd XIs were able to play on the one pitch at the
Silver Wings Club on Clay Lane but the other teams had to play on Salisbury Recreation
Ground or Delahays Road Playing Fields. This lasted until 1977 when the 1st and 2nd XIs
moved to Crossford Bridge in Sale and over the following three seasons were joined by the
remainder of the Club. Crossford Bridge has been our home for the last 43 years!
The Club has been fortunate over these 100 years to have had so
many stalwarts who have sustained it and thereby made it successful.
They include R. N. Rowlands (the club’s first long-serving captain), Ted
Horley, Jim and Charlie Laver, Norman Ankers, Brian Wallis, Peter
Morton, Derek Potter, Ken Vernon, Bob Jones, Ian Crosby, Robin Ellis,
Eddie Smallridge, Ian Crosby, Roy Wilson, Ian Proudfoot, Brian Clark,
Dick Taylor, Dave Stephens, Ian Horn, Keith Ingham and Phil Lewis to
name but a few.
Old Alts AFC has won many honours including Lancashire Amateur
League Southern Section Champions in 1964/65, 1965/66 and
1968/69; Cheshire Amateur Cup Winners in 1975 and Runners-up in
2011; Gilgryst Cup Winners in 1976; Altrincham Senior Cup Winners
in 1965, 1967 and 1968 and Manchester League Division One
Champions in 2014/15.

Division 1 cup

The Club continues to turn out five teams every weekend. The 1st and 2nd XI play in the
Manchester League and the A team plays in the Altrincham League on Saturday afternoons
and two Veterans teams who play in the Cheshire Veterans League on Sunday mornings.

Our current Chairman is Mark
Higgs who for many years played
in goal for the 1st XI. His dad,
Dave, played in the 1975 Cheshire
Amateur Cup winning side.

Phil Lewis has been Club Secretary
since 2001 and prior to that Phil
was the 1st XI manager from 1992
to 2001. His son and grandson
have also played for Old Alts

Brian Clark is the Club Treasurer,
a position that he has held since
1996. Before that he had played
for Old Alts since 1961.

On the last Saturday before the Covid-19 lockdown, the 1st XI had a brilliant 4 – 0 victory,
which lifted them out of the relegation zone. As it happened it did not matter because
the Manchester League made the decision to suspend the season with no promotion or
relegation but it was a great morale boost for the manager, Pat Kelly, and all the players.
The 2nd XI was also scrapping to avoid relegation, the Altrincham League teams were 6th
and 7th, the over 35s were 3rd in their division of the Cheshire Veterans League and the
over 45s were in 4th place.
As part of the Centenary celebrations a history of the Club has been written and it will be
published in time for the Annual Sportsman’s Dinner, which it is hoped, will be able to go
ahead on Thursday, 26th November at the Cresta Court Hotel in Altrincham.

Stop Press !!
If you would like a copy of Brian’s history of Old Alts FC, please see details on
www.oldalts.com, or you can email Brian on r60brc@btinternet.com

Brian has kindly permitted us to reprint a couple of the ‘pen portraits’ of some of the
characters from his book…..

Pen Profile – Dick Taylor
Richard John Taylor was born on 8th March 1946 and went
to Altrincham Grammar School in September 1957 when
he was already beginning to show his considerable talent
as a footballer and all-round sportsman. By 1961 he was
already the youngest player on the school 1st XI. He was
also selected for the Altrincham School Boys representative
side but not allowed to play by the headmaster! Although
in the following year, he was selected and played for
Cheshire Grammar Schools and eventually captained this
representative side.
Whilst still at school, he played for Northern Nomads but
was persuaded by Roy Wilson that he would be better off
signing for Old Alts which he did do before leaving school in
1964. Dick was part of a golden generation of school boys
who joined the Club around that time. These included Ian
Proudfoot, Dave Stephens and Ian Horn. Dick could just not get enough football and in
addition to playing for Old Alts on a Saturday afternoon played for many Sunday teams
including Ridgeway Dynamos, Kearns, Timperley C.C. Heyes Albion and the Cheshire Midland.
Inevitably he was selected for the Altrincham Sunday League Representative side.
Throughout his playing career, Dick won many representative honours including playing for The
Lancashire Amateur League and the Cheshire F.A. County Side, which he captained. He also
played for the North v South in an England Amateur International trial. It was no surprise when
he became captain of Old Alts 1st XI. In which position, he strongly supported the Club’s move
into the Manchester League.
Dick could have played at a higher level and was invited by Skelmersdale United to join them
on a tour to the United States, where he scored a goal for them playing in the Yankee Stadium.
When Skelmersdale won promotion to the Northern Premier, they approached Dick to sign for
them. Although he was tempted by their offer, Dick decided that he couldn’t get time off work
and didn’t relish the thought of travelling to Skelmersdale for training twice a week.
Nevertheless, he did play for Skelmersdale again in a tour of Iceland. On another occasion he
played in Sri Lanka.
Dick was a regular on the Old Alts Easter tours and on more than one occasion ran a marathon
to raise money for club funds. He was also a good cricketer and on one occasion played at
Old Trafford in a final for Timperley C.C. He was an accomplished squash player and golfer
and without doubt one of the best footballers who has ever played for Old Alts.

Pen Profile – Roy Wilson
Roy Wilson who was born in 1939 died after a long illness
in September 1992. He came to Altrincham Grammar
School as a Chemistry teacher in 1960.
Right from the start Roy threw himself wholeheartedly into
his two great sporting passions – cricket and football – as
befitted any proud Yorkshireman. He devoted many hours
to school junior sides of both these disciplines and
nurtured many talented players, whilst producing
successful balanced sides. His players respected his
judgement and followed him in great numbers to his other
sporting outlet, Old Altrinchamians Football Club where he
was Club Secretary from 1965 to 1988 when he had to
give up this arduous role because of ill-health.
Roy was a man of strongly held views and was quick and
forthright in expressing them. He positively relished a
discussion about politics and the skills of football as
against those in rugby. From these discussions sprang
many memorable sayings – “You know nowt about it lad”
or “We’ve played in worse than this” – a philosophy that
underpinned his view that soccer fixtures were sacrosanct and therefore should never be
cancelled. His strong views occasionally led to problems in Club meetings when, if it looked as
though he was not going to get his own way, Roy would march out of the meeting leaving the
rest of the committee to decide what to do next!
Overall, Roy was a powerful force in enabling the Club to move forward. The flow of players that
he brought into the Club from the Grammar School greatly improved the strength of the teams.
Again, it was his initiative and hard work that established the Easter Tours (see Chapter 4) as a
permanent fixture in the Club calendar from 1965 to 1980. All the planning, reservations, fixtures
and costs were carried out almost single-handedly by Roy. In addition, it was largely down to
Roy that the move was made into the Manchester Football League and then locating and
negotiating the use of new grounds, firstly at the Silver Wings Club at Clay Lane in Timperley and
subsequently to the Crossford Bridge Sports Ground, our present home in Sale.
Even after he became ill and had to have a leg amputated below the knee, Roy continued to
support Old Alts. He would not have been able to do this without the tremendous support of his
great friend and confidante, Robin Ellis, who pushed Roy in his wheel-chair to many home and
away matches. Their friendship was all the more remarkable because they both held
diametrically opposed political views.
Roy’s commitment to Old Alts was massive and his tireless work was directly responsible for
much of the success of the Club that was achieved during his tenure as Secretary!

Cricket
We do not have a report for 2020 for obvious reasons, but have reprinted some snippets from the
Ashley Cricket 2019 report that will be of interest to the Old Alts …
1st XI batting award – The Peter Morton Trophy
Peter attended Altrincham Grammar School from 1939 to 1945 and played for Ashley from
1946 to 1954, when he helped Bill Astorga and others to set up Old Alts CC. Peter was
headmaster at North Cestrians grammar school for 35 years and was the president of the
Old Altrinchamians Association. Peter teamed up with Bill Astorga in 1963 to play for a
President’s XI at Ashley to celebrate the club’s 75th anniversary.
3rd XI bowling award – The Ian Horn Trophy
Ian has been involved with Ashley since the merger between the club and Old Alts. It is no
exaggeration to say he has been largely responsible for the survival of the club through the
difficult times we experienced in the late 90’s/early 2000’s. His unstinting enthusiasm for
the club has encouraged a number of players, supporters and administrators to make sure
the club continues to thrive.
As a player he is a bone fide all-rounder, he still manages to plunder fours over midwicket
regardless of the line or length of the ball and in recent years still finished high in the 3rd XI
league averages; in 2005 he took 28 wickets at 6.93, a record for our 3rd team. A year later
he averaged nearly 55 in scoring 328 runs.
He has served the club as chairman for 14 years, 3rd XI captain for 6 years and for a
decade was league representative to the County League. He has organised many
successful fundraisers, ran the bar at hire games, donated equipment and sponsorship to
the club and generally cajoled, encouraged and recruited players of all abilities to turn out
for the club.
Without Ian’s help the club would simply not exist in its present format and as his playing
career draws to a close, we hope we see his enthusiasm for Ashley continue.
Highest Partnership in Senior Cricket – The Bill & Tom Astorga Trophy
Bill attended Altrincham Grammar School from 1939 to 1945 and played for Ashley CC,
mainly as a 2nd XI all-rounder until 1953 when he helped start up the Old Altrinchamians
Cricket Club. Tom attended Altrincham Grammar School from 1932 to 1938 and joined
Ashley CC from school; he captained the 1st XI in 1950. He served in the RAF during WWII
and was demobbed in 1947.
From 1947 to 1950 he studied and continued to play cricket at Ashley and was first team
captain in 1950. In 1953 work took him to Birmingham, where he started playing for Sutton
Coldfield CC and then to Leeds where he played for Leeds Romany CC. In 1965 work took
him to Scotland and he stopped playing cricket. In 1949, along with John Allott and Len
Milner, he made up the selection committee. Bill lives in Styal now and Tom in Wilmslow,
and until recently would meet up once a week with John Allott and Peter Morton for lunch.

Golf
Nothing to report this year I'm afraid - all events cancelled, due to you-know-what.

Rugby
Ditto

Saville-Laver Dinner
Sadly yet more disappointing news. It seems that the the Saville-Laver dinner has fizzled out
through a combination of lack of interest combined with cost. Such a shame as this traditional
annual meeting at one of the Oxbridge colleges has been kept alive for many years.
It seems that unless resurrected by some keen young chap (do we know any ?) then that’s it for
the SL. I’m sure we would all be delighted to be proven wrong by one of this year’s Oxbridge
attendees plucky enough to pick up the baton. If this is you - you know what to do !

Alumni Relations
A very exciting new section to the newsletter. Hot on the heels of the appointment of Gill
Williamson as Alumni Relations Manager, for you Dear Readers, is her first submission (first of
many, I hope) …..
Since my appointment in mid-January, I have been fact finding, reading up on the amazing
OLD ALTS, had a wonderful day with the Alumni team at Lancaster Royal Grammar School and
have attended an IDPE conference - all to get up to speed and gather information for Alumni
Relations for AGSB.
Some of my plans have been slowed and revised since the closure of the School in March – and
I am now working from home.
We will shortly be contacting our Y13 students to warmly welcome them as Alumni and Old Alts.
At the same time I will gather information, consents to contact and ideas. I had hoped this would
be face to face but our initial contact will be via their school email and they will complete an online FORM.
I have been contacting some of our Alumni for recent stories and pictures – thanks to those who
have already shared some stories and pictures some of which are appropriate to share on the
AGSB official twitter https://twitter.com/agsb_official.
I would be delighted to receive stories and pictures from other Alumni - please email me at
ADMINAlumniRelations@agsb.co.uk
Gill Williamson
Alumni Relations manager

Jottings
A smorgasbord of tit-bits I’ve received since the last issue. Printed in no particular order. Please
keep ‘em coming !
Dr Michael Nevell AGSB old boy starts as Industrial Heritage
Support Officer for England based at Ironbridge on Monday 2nd
March. He is now an Honorary Research Fellow in Archaeology and
will continue to work on some projects with his University of Salford
colleagues

In July, Old Alt Ian Livingstone appeared on
BBC1 television’s tech programme ‘Click’. Ian
has been one of our recent dinner speakers
(remember them ? Ed.)

Congratulations to Old Alt, Group Captain Tony
Keeling OBE, on being appointed Commandant,
Royal Air Force Cadets

Old Alt, Stephen Wilks and his business
partner have launched a website that a million
UK school children have signed up to since
lockdown, with 3.7 million people using it to
help with learning. See here for full article
https://www.thetimes.co.uk/article/senecalearning-free-revision-site-perfect-forhomeschooling-rrwh32m97

I was contacted by Max Moulin (proper name Lawrence Moulin) who attended AGSB from
1964 to 1971. I have his contact details if you would like me to you put you in touch. He is
keen to chat to any of his contemporaries.

COVID NEWS !. Old Alts Committee member Larry Bode
has signed on as a NHS volunteer and also as a ‘distanced’
Humanist Pastoral Carer. He and his wife are also helping
out with a local ‘Helping Hands’ group.
Larry’s wife, Maureen is making scrubs etc out of any
available material for the NHS and Carers.Her hunk of a
husband is acting as a model. He does look rather sweet! (I
think Larry may have written this himself - Ed.)

Congratulations to Old
Altrinchamian David Rickett (class
of 2006), who made it to 'Finals
Week' in Masterchef 2020.
If you enjoy suspense and want to
find out how the “incredibly
talented” David got on, then I’m
sure iPlayer will oblige.

You will have seen in the
Head Master’s report
(page 1) that there were
unprecedented numbers
of Oxbridge offers this
year. Everyone enjoys a
good mugshot; so here it
is ..

Cricket/history fans alert. look what we found !. The Headmaster is none other than Lawrence
Saville-Laver

From Brian Clark: “In view of the massive amount of publicity around Sale Sharks’ announcement
on Thursday that they would like to build a new rugby stadium at Crossford Bridge Sports
Ground, I thought that you might be interested to read this initial statement from the member
clubs who currently use the site.
‘The Crossford Bridge Management Association (CBMA) and its members (Sale Harriers, Sale
Utd and Old Alts) would welcome Sale Sharks in returning to the area, it would be excellent to
have a professional sports club in the town, however it must not be to the detriment or loss of 3
well established community sporting clubs totalling over 250 years of history.
The CBMA delivers sporting facilities and activities to over 2000 children and families each and
every week, offering a diverse range of sports not collectively available elsewhere in the area.
We are also very concerned for the local residents and wider community who would lose what
little green space there is available in Sale for walking, jogging, dog walking, children’s play area
and much needed open space which has been an essential lifeline to support mental health for
thousands in recent months.

We are open to hearing and discussing the detailed plans and proposals of Sale Sharks, which
we must stress has not happened to date, but it is essential we do not lose the current facilities
and green space’.

From a Mr Panch (or maybe just “Panch”)…
My old second X1 Captain, Spring Williams (except going by recent photos he was never captain
at all!!!) has encouraged me to bring up the topic of music. So I am attaching the card of the
TRAKS. Anyone remember them? The lead guitarist was at AGS and I think other band members
might have been. This would have been 65-67 when everyone was the next Clapton. I remember
seeing them play a dance in Hale Barns but that was my only memory of them in concert.
I was at AGS 1960-67 and I think it was Robert Dufton
who first told me about the Beatles. He was a guitar
playing friend of Dave Pilkington (who sold me Ernie
K Doe’s Mother in Law, which I still have) from
Warrington. But by then it was already too late. My
older cousins had introduced me to Church Berry, Bo
Diddley, Jerry Lee Lewis, Carl Perkins, Hank Williams,
Muddy Waters and many others. So my AGS years
were spent listening to these artists and getting to see
many of them in theUK. The blues shows at the Free
Trade Hall, Bo Diddley at the Odeon in 1963 (backed
by The Rolling Stones who also, I think, played at the Stamford Hall in Alty), then Jerry Lee, Chuck
and Carl in 64. The Oasis and Twisted Wheel were great places as well. Screamin’ Jay Hawkins at
the Wheel is a particular memory.In 1966 I asked Andy Black to let me off a second X1 game so
Pete Bendesh and I could go to Coventry to see Mr. Lewis. I seem to remember going to Chester
with Rob Mottram to see the Tamla Motown show (why I have no idea as Stax was more up my
street) and getting quite a number of Hale Youth Club members to go see Johnny Cash at the
Palace on Cup Final day 1966. Easter Break 1967 got me to London to see Fats Domino.

So what are your musical memories of the years spent a AGS?
Any complaints about this nonsense can be directed to Mr. Williams. It is late on Friday
evening and I have to be up early to watch City.
But closer to home I remember Johnny Baldwin being in a group that played at the Vine in
Dunham...and like the peace of God they passeth all understanding.
I bought records at White and Swales, Shortlands and a store on the Downs. But there was also
the market with two second hand record stores—remarkable stuff. London American records by
Little Walter and Chuck. What I didn’t know back then was that in Manchester There were
warehouses with thousands of US records.
So after college I came to the US, first to Tennessee, then California and now Boise, Idaho.
Do I regret not seeing the Fab Four in concert ( I saw pretty well everyone else)...not
really...Chuck Berry cover bands come and go!
Memories from Bill Dunlop. Shame we have no pictures…..
And so to Ladram Bay !
My final piece on my days at AGS concerns that glorious yearly camp in Devon. As the wheels
of memory churn it’s best to download and clear the cache !
The summer of ‘57 saw me gleefully accept the opportunity of escaping parental control for 3
weeks - as a 12 yr old that was reason enough ! These were the days before package holidays
abroad and I considered the West Country Riviera to be sufficiently exotic to become very
excited. Camping wasn’t new to me - the cubs had given me a taste for the outdoor life.
Boarding the coaches and waving goodbye to the assembled parents heralded the beginning
of an adventure. Long prior to the motorway system, this was a protracted journey broken by a
few stops for lunch and toilet calls. It didn’t start too well for me personally as I felt travel sick
for the first (and last) time in my life. Reporting my nausea on the coach I fully expected a quick
pull in to facilitate my impending discomfort, somewhere in privacy to empty my stomach. This
was not to be - the doors of the coach were opened and, secured by firm hands on my collar
and waistband, I was thrust into the abyss, there to ignominiously throw up. Hauled back in
after confirming the task was completed, I made the walk of shame to my seat, my companion
being singularly unimpressed ! By lunchtime at Tewkesbury I’d recovered and the trip
continued without further alarm. I’ve no idea if this constituted a proven cure for travel sickness
but it never happened again so who knows ?!
On arrival we were despatched to our bell tent, six at a time. As fresh as it may have seemed
originally, six schoolboys in close confinement creates something of a turgid atmosphere after
a few days, a condition not improved by inclement weather which added a dankness to the
mix ! Fortunately, fine mornings saw the tent walls furled back to allow the passage of air !

Once settled in the list of amenities were ample - the latrines were a little spartan and the smell
of Jeyes fluid will never cease to evoke a memory but other pursuits on offer were attractive.
Nightly football matches in the large grassed area central to the camp, table tennis in the
marquee, supervised swimming parties, trips to surrounding attractions etc. The marquee itself
served a number of purposes, meals with the masters and their families stretched out across
one end, long tables at either side housing the rest of the camp. At the rear was the opening to
the kitchen area wherein we were deployed on a rota - aside from getting extra gooseberries,
those days were less than enjoyable ! However, after breakfast, the ceremonial distribution of
mail and the opening of the camp bank took precedence, the latter involving a detailed
interrogation should you request too much for any reasonable activity, the former holding the
possibility of a ten bob note as a top up. My lasting recollection of that first year was of the
strains of Elvis Presley resonating from a battery driven record player imported by the bad boy
ted who, whilst remaining nameless, was a well known character - he was the only pupil I ever
saw publicly caned by Twitch at assembly ! A few days later a mysterious explosion destroyed
our erstwhile headmaster’s rose garden, his pride and joy ! The culprit remains at large ! Again,
hearing All Shook Up and Hound Dog immediately casts my mind back 63 years !
I went every year until 1961, each visit accumulating extra experience as to how to avoid the
patrols and make a break for illicit freedom. Originally the aim was to make it to the beach after
lights out, a task that required careful planning for to be caught would carry the dreaded
sentence of being gated, the equivalent of an electronic tag back then. The perfect plan was to
release a couple of tent pegs at the rear and await the night patrol to pass flashing their torch not any form of substitute for a searchlight. Once peace was restored, a rapid exit was effected
having sworn the more timid companions to secrecy, and the first goal was the latrines. Up to
that point you could always plead ‘urgency’ and be escorted back ! However, a quick skip over
a stile and you were gone, a large field between you and the beach. It did have its dangers as
you raced full pelt for cows had left their calling cards for the unfortunate runner, completely
hidden in the darkness. Whilst it’s true that there was a possibility of meeting older guys or
even masters, the arrival was traditionally greeted with respect for the ingenuity and nothing
ever came of it ! I was 13 when I met Jenny, a holidaymaker with her mother staying every year
on the caravan site. She was exotic - she was from London ! Way out of my league but I struck
up a correspondence and my persistence bore fruit as we met up for the next 2 years, her
dates coinciding with mine. Not that this interfered with the visits to the pub in Otterton, the
Kings Arms or as it was always referred to in the question “Are you goin’ up the Queen’s Legs
tonight?” The small garden was a refuge, the oldest looking amongst us sent to the bar or an
older lad suitably bribed to perform the honours. Rough cider !! “Hey, tastes like pop this,
doesn’t it ?!” Reeling out of there for the long road back to camp (and a need to re-enter the
area unseen !), I distinctly remember singing “ Hit the road Jack” all the way which considering
I’ve no recollection of anything else from that night, I assume has significance ! It somewhat
amused me later when visiting the pub in East Budleigh to find the vast majority of
authoritarian figures congregated there - I think they beat a retreat from the prospect of
policing the Queen’s Legs !

Walking to Sidgob over high peak, a ramble along the Otter to Budleigh, Colaton Raleigh fair,
the Puffing Billy train from Otterton, the spraying of the Boy’s Brigade church parade (what was
the purpose of a water outlet and hosepipe if not for that ?), the stop at the bakery to pick up
cold pasties for the return trip (I’ve never eaten one cold since !) - the memories cascade.
I lived in Exeter for 3 years in the late 60’s with my wife and 2 very young kids - it was a great
place for two little ones but offered considerably less prospect of a decent income so we
finished up examining the concept of the golden streets of London. I showed my wife all the
sights of my camp days whilst omitting any reference to Jenny ! I post her photo merely by way
of explanation as to my earnest desire to never miss school camp !!
A piece from that Larry Bode ….

1950’s POLIO EPIDEMIC
The current coronavirus pandemic put me in mind of my experience of the polio epidemic as a
young boy in 1954 .

Polio or poliomyelitis had been known to have been around for centuries.
Unlike the current coronavirus, the polio virus seemed to cause most damage in youngsters
and was the cause of ‘infantile paralysis’.
I recall several people in my primary school class had been affected to varying degrees. One
girl wore a steel calliper, a kind of scaffolding to support a leg. This was not uncommon;
aesthetics were not a consideration. Another girl seemed to drag her leg behind her. And
indeed when I arrived at the grammar school I was aware that a number of pupils had been
affected. My own recollection of the events leading to my hospitalisation remain quite vivid
even after so many decades.
It was a few weeks after our return from a Summer family holiday in Cornwall, that I started with
a fever and violent vomiting. The family doctor was summoned and I was told I had to go to
hospital. I think this only slightly perturbed me because I was being allowed to take my two
favourite knitted woollen companions and a knitted green donkey (my grandmother had a
vivid imagination or was it a paucity of appropriate wool).
I was deemed brave because I refused to go in the ambulance, so travelled in the back of my
father’s car following the ambulance to Pendlebury Hospital. I even remember being driven
along the A56 and then passing over the Barton Bridge.

After a 2 day stay, alone in a small room, I was transferred to Monsall isolation hospital.
Monsall hospital consisted of multiple long 2 warded single storey temporary buildings. My
ward housed patients of all ages with a variety of infectious diseases. There were no child
beds; I was encouraged to drink as much juice as possible but could not reach the jug of
water on the bedside cabinet.I overcame this by dipping the arm of my knitted companion,
Penny, into the jug.
In a room between the two wings of the unit were
about four iron lungs into which patients with
breathing difficulties were placed, heads sticking
out of one end and feet out of the other end of
each unwieldy apparatus. Apparently I was too
small for an iron lung so doctors took it in turn to
‘breathe‘ for me, although I do not know the
details. For most of my stay I could only see my
parents and the wider family through the ward
window.

A Larry with his knitted friend Penny demonstrating
how to get juice out of a bedside jug

It was thought I probably caught the virus from Poldhu Cove and I can remember the outlet
discharging raw sewage into the sea. 3 types of polio are described, bulbar affecting the
brain stem, spinal which could lead to lower limb paralysis and bulbo-spinal. I had the latter
and it caused a left-sided facial palsy and leg weakness.
I missed a great deal of school. Although I could walk a little I could not manage the mile
long walk to school. My father drove me to school in the morning but I had to rely on my
mother picking me up in a wheelchair after school . She was a no-nonsense sort of person
and it took a lot of persuading on my part to get her to pick me up before the school day
ended, so that my peers would not laugh at me in a pram aged 6.
There were frequent visits to the physiotherapist which was adjacent to Altrincham Town Hall.
Apart from exercises to strengthen my leg I was subjected to quite painful shocks to my face
in the hope that my facial muscles would start working again.The success of the shock
treatment was curiously measured by how well I could sing a ditty : I caught a big fish in the
sea , I thought it was a whale...and something about a tail splashing and splashing.
I could sing the song but the facial palsy remains to this day. After discharge from Monsall I
spent a short time in Denzell Convalescent Hospital on Dunham Road.

I remember the kindness of people I barely knew; Elsie who had a fruit and vegetable stall at
Altrincham Market who came to visit me during my recovery at home in Willowtree Road as
did the Sister of the Monsall Hospital ward. I remember the whole episode with so much clarity
and apart from my lonely initial stay at Pendlebury Hospital (later called Royal Manchester
Children’s Hospital) I was not unduly anxious.Just seemed to take it all on my stride.
Those nurses and doctors must have been brave and dedicated souls dealing with highly
infectious patients day in, day out. Just like the medical and nursing staff are in the current
coronavirus pandemic.
I was not allowed to bring my knitted toys home; they were to be incinerated. Just as well my
beloved cuddly toy, Penny didn’t hear this. Or perhaps she did. Somehow she jumped into my
my pyjama case without me knowing (bad girl) and to this day she shares a bedroom with me.

Obituaries
BERESFORD ‘ROY’ HARRISON. 1ST JANUARY 1944 - 8TH APRIL 2019.
Generally known as Roy but by his family ‘Berry’.
However it was his Grandmother who chose his
name BERESFORD. He was born to Olive & Bill
Harrison & grew up in Timperley with his sister ,
Marjorie, & brother Robert. He attended
Brooklands County Primary School before going
AGS where he flourished enjoying his time there
including playing hockey in the School team.
After successful ‘ A ‘ levels he went on to The
London School of Economics where he gained
Batchelor of Science (Economics) degree.
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Then followed a formative & enjoyable career with Marks & Spencer with whom he became their
youngest ever Store Manager then on retiring ,at the age of 53 ,their youngest ever retiree.
Anecdotes abound from these years but the most endearing came from his staff who said his ‘
walking management style ‘ suited them to perfection because he was always available for them as
well as many of his customers. His lively & friendly manner pervaded the whole store wherever he
worked.
He was married to Ann for 52 years.They had two children ( Julie now 50 ) &James ( now 47). Two
grandchildren followed ( Georgina & Kristina ). He adored them all, regularly visiting their homes
which in more recent years have been in Singapore where Julie & James currently live.
Roy was a great friend to & of many. His ‘joie de vie’ involved many passions - sailing, politics,
railways (both real and model), walking, travel, golf, crown green bowls, bell ringing, jam and cake
making, watching Lancs C.C.C. etc etc.These filled his retirement years but he also volunteered at
The Commonwealth Games in Manchester (2002) & The London Olympics (2012) where In
Weymouth he often drove Ben Ainsley to his competition venues.
As a keen sailor he answered an advertisement to be a crew member sailing a large yacht from the
Caribbean across the Atlantic. With his son, James , & nephew David he regularly sailed in stormy
waters often soaked to the skin but when asked “are you okay“ his response was “I’m fine I’ve got my
M & S sweater on under my jacket keeping me nice & warm”!!
He went trekking in Nepal with Julie during which he went bathing with elephants & whilst doing so
he slipped off his mount but with quick thinking grabbed it’s tail to stop himself from being swept
downstream. He managed to remount but ended up facing the wrong way.!!
He crossed Hadrian’s Walkway & several coastal paths in England & Wales. With his childhood
friend (Roger Macklin ex Sale G.S) he made many rail journeys across England & Scotland.
For many years a member of Mottram Hall G.C. His regular playing partners stated that “he was not
really competitive but played for the comradeship & his love of the outdoors.” He played a game
with friends who had a 12 year old with them. Roy told him that “for each time you outdrive me I will
give you a Mars bar.“ 18 we’re duly handed to the delighted boy.!!

Returning to Cheshire as he did to manage both the Macclesfield & Buxton stores for M & S he
was reacquainted with AGS Old Boys (Brian Dickinson, Ron Dixon, Jim Leonard & Howard
Roylance) whom he had known for over 65 years. Together they played golf, visited places of
interest, walked local pathways including one which followed the course of the Bollin from it’s
source in Macclesfield Forest to it’s confluence with the River Mersey taking in much of The
National Trust parkland on the way. Regular lunches were had to discuss future outings. To
celebrate their 70th birthdays they spent four days in London taking in many landmarks
culminating in a tour of Lord’s C.C. organised by Roy. Celebrations for their 75th birthdays were
planned in Edinburgh in April 2019 but cancelled because of Roy’s demise.
He was an irrepressible character always on the move & constantly seeking comradeship with
family & friends.His sudden & unexpected demise from inoperable cancer shocked everyone
who knew him which was realised by the large numbers attending his funeral service on the 24th
April 2019.
As he was a bell ringer at his parish church in Prestbury a quarter peel was rung in memory of a
sadly missed, much loved & respected husband, father, grandfather, brother, uncle & friend.
Peter Fallows, Died 24th December 2019 after a long illness. Peter taught metalwork at
ABGS from the early 1970s until late 90s.
Geoffrey Michael Gittins. Mike had a long association with the Old Alts and served on the
committee as Chairman for many years. He died in Early January 2020. These words are from his
funeral service delivered by his friend, Geoff Beddow.
It was April 1977 when I first met Mike .. or was it Geoff???
I turned up at Hale Barns Cricket Club to play my first game. It was a pre-season friendly ….
away at Buxton.
I think I was driving a Ford Escort then and, worried it may not get to Buxton and back, was
pleased to accept a lift from a suave gentleman in his Daimler Sovereign.
The least said about the cricket the better ... it actually snowed at one point … but after a few
pints we flew back across the Pennines, stopping at a couple of hostelries for the occasional
top up and ended up in the Bull’s Head for a final night cap. Life before breathalysers and a
bar at Brooks Drive.
It was the start of a friendship that was to last well over 40 years and I would like to share with
you just a few memories.
It has been a friendship built on sport as we played cricket together at Hale Barns and Chester
Boughton Hall and football together for Old Mancunians and Chester Nomads. Tours to
Hertfordshire and then Devon became annual events and what happened on tour, stayed on
tour!

However, I do remember one particular year. Mike and I played for Chester Crossbatters on
the Sunday at St Asaph, leaving around 9pm to drive to Torquay where we arrived in the early
hours of Monday morning and expressed our disappointment that the bar was shut.
We played at Plymouth Civil Service on the Monday and then on the Tuesday, after a full
English, we drove back north from Torquay to play the final mid-week game for Chester
Nomads at Christleton .. Mike was captain and we won the league .. then drove back to
Torquay arriving again in the early hours.
This time the Bar was still open, the Tour Fines Committee were sitting and we were charged
with desertion which carried a financial penalty!
I’m not sure why people thought we were mad.
It was while playing football together for Old Mancunians In the Lancashire Amateur League
somewhere near Blackburn that I suffered an injury .. injuries were also a common factor in our
friendship! .. and I was driven home and then to Withington Hospital for an operation on what
transpired to be a broken jaw. You will note that Mike was again the chauffeur in his superior
car!
Next day I had a visitor to my bed in Intensive Care where I lay with jaws firmly wired together
and, like all hospital visitors, Mike came bearing gifts … ginger nut biscuits, treacle toffee and a
Curly Wurly. That’s what friends are for, he exclaimed!
To keep our fitness at it’s peak meant pre-season football training in Chester was a must on
Tuesday nights when the mid-week cricket had finished. We would normally travel separately
and meet at the club, but I remember one particular occasion when Mike was insistent that he
would pick me up from home in Tarporley. Mike’s BMW was in the garage and I was aware that
he had a courtesy car. What I was not prepared for was the yellow Bentley Mulsanne Turbo that
pulled up outside the house. My son, Jonathan, insisted that Uncle Mike drove him around the
village until he saw some of his friends and could wave to them!

We eventually set off for Chester in this gas-guzzling, CO² emitting beast. The journey
probably accounted for the destruction of a couple of icebergs in the Antarctic. Football
training was somewhat of a misnomer as it consisted of changing, having a chat to teammates, running around for half an hour chasing a ball …. then a shower, a couple of pints and
into Chester for something to eat. As I drove the yellow monster, I was suddenly aware that I
had been given the task of parking in Watergate Street where we were heading to the wine
bar. Imagine my relief as I turned left at the Cross to see not one, but two cars pulling away
thus leaving a double space. I ensured that the Bentley key fob remained next to my glass of
wine for admirers to see.

Trips to Wrexham and Tranmere Rovers (or Tranmere Rovers Nil as Val thought they were
called) to watch top football were also high on the agenda over the years. We even got to
Wembley …………. and to Crewe where the latest Gittins automobile approached the steward
at the barrier who asked if he was a director and, having answered in the affirmative, we were
directed to a parking space adjacent to the main entrance.

I hadn’t realised that being a director of G H Northern had such benefits …. but I guess the
question was answered correctly!
Over the years, we had many cultural trips to the Gittins European Residence on the Costa del
Sol …. sometimes with our wives …. but more often with our golf clubs, football boots and even
cricket kit .. although I am unsure how we avoided arrest when the inquisitive customs officer
thought Mike’s box was a face guard and tried it over his nose for size.
We both actually played for Gibraltar in the Costa del Sol cricket society annual competition at
the Cartama Oval. I’m not sure if that made us International Cricketers but we managed to dine
out and persuade a few people at Andy’s Beach Bar.
By now I had assumed the role of chauffeur which was brought about when Mike declared that
all the ruddy Spaniards were driving on the wrong side of the road.
In later years, Mike was to accompany Annette and I to our villa in Turkey. The Turks also drove
on the wrong side of the road ….. so I did the driving!
As age, injury and a lack of ability finally brought our playing careers to an end, Mike continued
to work behind the scenes at Hale Barns where he took on many roles including President,
Cricket Chairman and became a Life Member. He also became a keen follower and supporter of
my club, Tattenhall, …. unless we were playing each other when the friendly rivalry manifested
itself but always with a token of sponsorship for the fixtures.
So a few memories of a great man.
So many more over the years from …
•A team mate.
•A friend to so many people as today’s attendance confirms.
•A friend that I and so many other people could rely on.
•Someone who was always there to help.
•Someone with a great sense of humour …. well …. most of the time!
•A guy with a great personality .. so great they named him twice!
•A friend that I will really miss.
But my loss is nothing compared to that felt by Liz & Neil, Jonathan & Sandra, Pat and the
grandchildren .. Bethany, Imogen, Alice & Theo. We are all here to support you.
The final innings is now over, Mike.
The umpire’s finger has been raised and the walk back from the middle has been accompanied by
rapturous applause.
It was a great innings, my friend.

Robert Openshaw
Bob joined Altrincham Grammar School in 1955 and left in the summer of 1961 after which he
went to Manchester University where he gained a First Class BSc Honours Degree in Pure and
Applied Mathematics. I once was shown his report book for his years in school and his academic
achievement was outstanding. He was an excellent sportsman and a very fast bowler as I saw
for myself when he played for Old Alts in subsequent years, when home matches were on the
Devisdale. His other huge talent was chess and I for one never managed to beat him and
according to his great friend, Brian Clark, very few did.
In 1963 whilst still at University he met and married my sister, Delia Greenwood, and following
the birth of their daughter, Adele, the family moved to the Wirral where their second daughter,
Louise, was born. Bob went to work at the Royal Insurance. Whilst at the Royal, he qualified as an
Actuary, although this was not to become his chosen profession. He was hugely ambitious and
was headhunted in 1968 to work for a City firm, Laurie Millbank.
Bob moved his family south and worked as a stockbroker and was widely known and respected.
The pinnacle of his career was setting up LIFFE (futures market) for Lloyds Bank in the City. After
his divorce, he moved to Australia in 1990 and our paths never crossed again until last summer
when I spent a wonderful day reminiscing our grammar school days and almost importantly, our
beloved Manchester United. Bob and his daughters were excited at his plan to return to
England in 2020 to spend his remaining years in Cheshire, but sadly it was not to be as he
passed away unexpectedly in Sydney in November at the age of 77.
Kenneth Goostrey, who was also a member and had been a regular at the dinner in the past,
passed away in September 2019 at the age of 93. A contemporary of Peter Morton, he had
been at the school in the wartime years from 1938-42, a very different era but which in many
way seemed familiar. Indeed three members of the teaching staff even overlapped the
generational difference in our times as pupils. Many years later he contributed some
reminiscences for the school magazine on some of the more distinctive aspects of the school's
life in this unusual period and I recall was often sought out by George Thornton at the dinners
for anecdotes and recollections.
Eric Lee (words by his friend, Howard McKay). Like me, he attended AGS from 1957 to 1964.
After graduating in law from Leeds he qualified and practiced as a Lawyer in Newcastle upon
Tyne. He was a great court advocate and he joked to me that he defended in Gateshead and
prosecuted in Newcastle. He told me once of his horror when a big time Newcastle criminal
whom he had defended, came to his table in a restaurant with a bottle of Champagne to
congratulate him for the ‘canny trick he had pulled on the Judge’ to gain an acquittal. Eric was
very successful and in his forties owned his own light aircraft and an ocean going yacht. He was
then struck by Multiple Sclerosis to the extent where he could no longer practice law. MS is not
a ‘straight line’ disease and at times he obtained remission, but gradually he became seriously
handicapped in the last few years. Farewell to a top AGS fellow.

Robert Fysh - 27.12.30 – 10.3.20. Frank Robert (Bob) Mowe Fysh was born and bred Timperley in
1930 living in the same house in Moss Lane for over 80 years and was very much a part of the local
community here.

After attending Forest primary school opposite his house he attended Altrincham Grammar school
1940-47. (on photo he is 2nd line 9th in from the left). He wrote that a classical education was not
really for him but glad he got 8 subjects on his school certificate and was to become a life member
of old boys society attending reunions. Robert left school and joined Beyer Peacock and
established himself as a professional draughtsman where he worked until closed in 1956. Here he
combined his love of engineering and steam trains. He then worked at Metal box/GEC Alstom
until 1991 when he retired.
Robert was fully involved in the local life in the area belonging to the18 plus, coffee pot club,
Altrincham ramblers, many history societies and countless railway societies (his great passion). He
also played tennis and bowls and sailed having his own Enterprise boat. He married in 1977 in
Timperley Methodist Church to Edwina a health visitor who he met whilst a sailing instructor in the
Lake District. Having no children Edwina and Robert spent a lot of time with Edwina’s sister and
nieces especially on holidays in Anglesey. They were involved in so many local groups and had
many holidays together.

As well as the above groups Robert was very active with the Peak and Northern Footpath society.
From his obituary in their magazine “Robert we salute you and thank you for your invaluable
contribution to our Society over many years.” There have been numerous other obituaries in
railway magazines. His love of trains was proved when he auctioned off his collection and made
over £80000 when he moved into Woodend nursing home, Altrincham.
Everyone I have been in contact with since his death have said it was a privilege to know such a
character and many funny stories are emerging If you as readers have any memories of his
schooldays or other please do get in touch with his niece on 07808 370529. There will a
memorial service for Robert at Timperley Methodist Church when current situation allows.
Charles Alan Faulkner, 06.11.1931 - 30.06.2020

