Old Ignatian Association
Newsletter – Spring 2013
President’s Introduction
It has been a while since the last newsletter and, from recent emails, I sense that certain
groups are getting ‘twitchy’ for an update! I do apologise for the long wait, but I try to make
sure that a good collection of correspondence is available before I go to print. Sometimes,
that takes a while!
I’d like to thank those that contributed over the last year, and for making this edition such a
good read. Also, I am getting some interesting photos through which are great to share.
If you have any old photos or reminiscences, please send them to
president@oldignatians.co.uk and I will endeavour to include them in the next newsletter.

Dates for your diary…
The major event planned for this year is the 50th Anniversary of the official opening of our
Woodford headquarters. As you probably know, Woodford was a fondly remembered home
of the Association, encompassing social, football, rugby and cricket sections. It sadly had to
be sold off to make way for the M11, but the proceeds, in a circuitous manner, have been
recently re-invested in the current headquarters in Turkey Street, adjacent to the school.
This promises to be a great event, so early booking is recommended!

Ladies and Gentlemen

The Celebration of Woodford 50 years On
From its official opening in 1963 until its untimely demise and destruction in 1972,
WOODFORD played a pivotal role in the lives of a generation of OIs, their WAGS and
sundry hangers-on.
For some, WOODFORD meant experiencing the harsh unyielding surfaces of its sports
pitches, their former thinly disguised existence as a Council rubbish dump being
frequently and painfully revealed to those long-suffering but hardy athletes.
For others, the comfort of the bar and clubhouse would suffice….

During the winter months, widespread postmatch rugby bacchanalia competed with quiet
reflective soccer analysis whilst the summer
saw sunlit cricket tranquillity alongside motley
idlers busy philosophising and spoofing away
the hours at the same time as preventing a dip
in bar revenues.

Many will remember the clubhouse as a packed entertainment venue featuring at various times
eclectic jazz, R&B, Olde Tyme music hall and the sixties ground-breaking “Pop”.

The building of the M11 brought the life of WOODFORD to a
premature conclusion but not the life of the OI Association
and its main sporting components. The Rugby Club
expanded into Enfield Ignatians and settled successfully into
its HQ at Donkey Lane while the Football Club, following a
somewhat itinerant existence, has finally been
accommodated at Loyola, the new and permanent home of
the Association. Cricket has unfortunately faded but regular
golf days continue to be held.
To mark the 50th Anniversary of the opening of
WOODFORD, to thank those who made it happen and to
recognise the subsequent life of the Association, you: are
invited to attend.

The Loyola Clubhouse – OI
Association HQ, Turkey Street,
Enfield

15th of June 2013
From 1.00 pm onwards

Live music - historic tapes
Real ale and fine wines
A splendid buffet
Please mark this date in your diary but, as it is anticipated the day will be over-subscribed, we urge you to
let us know soon that you’ll join in the fun. Contact either Dennis Wallis wallis01@virginmedia.com or
tonylocke@usa.net You will then receive full details and arrangements for the day.

Correspondence
John Savill, Fr. Kevin Fox, Dudley Hedge, Brian Hunt and Brendan carden.
Dear Stephen, we attach a photo dating from about 1960 at Stamford Hill, although many of
them were there much earlier. Most of them are named below the photo. I hope you receive
this before you have finished putting together the magazine.

Back L-R, Mr McCormack (Korky, PE), David Black, Mr Donellan (Don Don), Brian Davies,
Mr Kennedy, Brian Duffy, John Powell (Susie), Eddie Muenk, Mr Frank O'Keffe (Fred), Mr
Dykes (Dicky).
Middle. Tom Arnell, Fr Phil Leonard (Pop), Phil Gardner (Bags), Fr Frank Lobo , Chris (or
Paul) Poulain, Fr John Hughes (Pud), Tom Moloney(Ginger), Harry Sloane, Phil Moloney
(Killer), -?- , Peter O'Brien , Paddy Sexton.
Front. Mr Ryder (Boosy), .Joe Manighetti (Spag), Fr Francis Mc Phillips (Woffles), Eric Seal,
Gerry Mulkerrin, Fr Purnell (Paddy) , Fr Guy Brinkworth (The Old Man), Harry Bourne, Larry
Page, Michael Gunningham (Slash), Doug Auburn, Doc. McGillicuddy, Mr Lizowski.
Fr. Kevin Fox
I can certainly add the SJ names, and maybe one or two others:
Back Row:


The scholastic four from the left is Brian Davies (OI, OBE, who subsequently worked
for CAFOD, and spoke at the OI dinner some years back)
 And I would confirm Brian Duffy & John Powell
Middle Row:





Next to Tom Arnell is Phil Leonard SJ, whose boast was that he had received all
seven sacraments before the age of 40. Widowed in his 20s, he joined the Society,
was ordained, and had his first heart attack soon afterwards. He died, still in his 40s,
in 1967.
On the other side of Phil Gardner are Frank Lobo SJ, then Chris (or Paul) Poulain,
and John Hughes SJ
At the right hand end, just before Paddy (or, to my generation, Danny) Sexton, is
Peter O'Brien, school Captain in about 1950 and subsequently a lecturer at
Cambridge.

Front Row:


Between Joe Manighetti & Guy Brinkworth are Francis McPhillips SJ, Eric Seal,
Gerry Mulkerrin(s), and Patrick Purnell SJ; and at the other end Slash is Michael
Gunningham with a G. (John Moffatt met him within the past 12-18 months at a
conference of Classics teachers).

I've now moved to our community in Boscombe (Bournemouth) - which includes three former
Heads at St Ignatius - Michael Flannery, Patrick Purnell and Peter Hackett, all in their late
80s.
I hope that you keep well, and hope to see you somewhere sometime. All the best, Kevin.
John How, who had early sight of the above photo, adds:
If you're looking for a human interest story about the staff photo at the beginning, I can tell
you a tale of sitting in the bar (where else?) at St. Mary's College, Strawberry Hill and
chatting with my friend Wally Leonard. We talked about where we'd been to school and when
he heard that I was an Ignatian, he mentioned that his uncle had become a priest after his
wife died and had been at Stamford Hill. He was immensely gratified to learn that when I
moved into 2 Southwell in 1966, I had found that somebody had recorded the recent passing
of a popular priest and master by carving "Pop Leonard for Archangel" on to my desktop.

Brendan Carden
Here is my latest offering for the
magazine and I hope I am in good time.
Here is an exciting report of a 1954
match. This was of particular interest to
me as they are all my contemporaries, in
fact some like Duncan McCreadie were
my class-mates at various stages of my
career. I wonder who wrote the
commentary? I suspect that it might
have been Fr. Bossey. Does anybody
have any other ideas? Best wishes. B.C.
Under 14s 1954. Well done lads.
Our last game was with Wimbledon. We
played four of our under 13 team and let
McCarthy play at fly-half, while Byrne went to
half-back. Wimbledon scored first-a grand high penalty kick to the right corner, followed up
fast and they were over. From then on it was our game, always in the same pattern, good
heeling in the tight and especially in the loose scrums, quick service by the scrum-half and
McCarthy was away with his line. Knocks-on by Murphy and hard tackling by Wimbledon
saved the day time and again. Half-time, 3-3, Cheshum having dived over to equalize. In the
second half we wore them down. Soon Bell unable to pass, saw half an opening,
accelerated, found his gap, handed off the opposition and went over between the posts.
Then the forwards took a hand. McCarthy forced a try from a line out, Moore backed a great
run of McCarthy’s down the middle, took the pass and scored. McSweeney and Dunster went
on together and when checked, dribbled over for Dunster to touch down. Came the crown of
the match when Dunster went round the blind side of a midfield scrum and wriggled on.
McCarthy raced in support on the other side, took the pass, transferred at once to Bell and
the latter shot off in no mood to be stopped. A grand game and a spur to our boys. The
material is there for a really fine side.

Pat Whelan
Stephen, Just to keep you up to date
with what is happening in the ancient
Ignatians section. We had another very
enjoyable luncheon to-day Thursday
19th at the usual venue. Unfortunately a few had to drop out due to
other commitments but we still managed to field eight. Those in attendance were : Fr.Kevin
Fox, Fr.Michael Bossy, Pat Whelan, Paul de Rosa, Humphrey Long, Paul Goddard, Vincent
Byrne, Mike Thurlow. They all went home happy! Yours Pat WHELAN
Patrick J Gethin
Dear Stephen, I attach a contribution to the newsletter. I am now in regular correspondence
with three O.I.s from my years: Paul Duffy, Peter Ivens and Joe Manighetti. I have to thank
an exceptionally wet period in the Blue Mountains of New South Wales which confined us to
our daughter’s house, which we were visiting. That left me to find ways of occupying myself. I
looked for an O.I.website and when I came across it I read Paul Duffy’s contribution about
the Jesuits in Paraguay plus his email address. Peter, Paul and I now correspond almost
daily, but less frequently with Joe, with whom I correspond by old fashioned post. It is
remarkable that we three have similar views on so many things despite having no contact for
50 or 60 years. The old school has left its mark on us for the better. Your new arrangement of
the newsletter must be thanked most of all for our renewed friendships. Yours in Christ,
Patrick J Gethin.
Memoirs of an old Ignatian scallywag
Thursday October 25, 1951 was the last day of the post-war Labour government and my last
day as a fifth form pupil at St Ignatius College. I took the next day off to continue the four-day
week I had established after the summer holidays. On Monday 29th my parents received a
letter from Father Brinkworth saying the school was not big enough for both of us and he had
decided to stay on. I felt joy and liberation; my parents sadness and despair.
In the fourth form I often took a day off to watch a cricket match at Lord's, the Oval or a
nearby Essex ground. This had become notorious. When I arrived at class late and soaked
one stormy day, the class teacher Mr. Manighetti remarked, "Rain stopped play, Gethin?"
On my first day at the College in September 1947, each teacher who heard my name
shuddered or winced, asking "Do you have a brother?" When I confirmed this to Miss
Anaker, she said, "Do you see my grey hairs. Your brother put them there.” So I had
something to live up to.
I was ordered more ferulas than anyone else in class in each of my first three terms. Mr.
McCormick once ordered me six at lunchtime for not eating my suet pudding.
My worst (sic) crime in first-year was to tell Father Coughlan the lie that I had received the
three ferulas he ordered. The good father told the class of his horror at Catholic boys (two
others had told the same fib) telling a deliberate lie. He then sent us three offenders into the
corridor where Mr. Kearns gave us six ferulas each.
In my first exam that year I came second in the class and looked forward to an excellent
report. But it contained a confidential remark describing me as a twister for the ferula fibs.
Perhaps it was as well that no one had detected my practice of occasionally finding Mr.
McCormick's ferula notebook and crossing out my name and the number of ferulas he had
ordered me.
One of the school’s bad ideas was to have ballroom dancing classes for first and second
formers. We weren’t old enough to appreciate it, so some of us played up, causing our
teacher, Mrs. Stewart-Russell to expel us from a class. As that class was last period on a
Friday we expellees were able to go home early. She had the custom of shaking hands with
each boy at the end of a class. So when I hadn’t achieved expulsion I would join with others

to shake her hand and then join the end of the queue to shake her hand again and so on
until she detected our prank.
We had prefects; senior prefects appointed by the headmaster from sixth formers and junior
prefects appointed by the head of the junior school. They had power to order lines. Senior
prefects also took on the role of supervisors of the penance walk, Saturday morning
detentions and the school refectory during lunchtime.
I remember pinning a kipper to the jacket of a very officious senior prefect in the school
refectory one lunchtime. He noticed nothing, but continued walking to release diners, table
by table, to collect their lunches. Laughter grew as more boys noticed the kipper on his coat.
Soon every boy in the refectory was laughing including the prefect himself. He didn’t know
that he was the object of the laughter, until a master entered the refectory and told him. He
rushed to my table, threw the kipper down in front of me saying, “Here’s your kipper, Gethin.”
“No thank you, I’ve just eaten.” I replied.
As it was the day before the commencement of Easter holidays, I put the kipper in the
master’s desk in class, where it was not noticed until our return—phew!
Saturday morning detentions lasted three hours and required detainees to complete lengthy
arithmetic problems in pounds, shillings, pence, halfpennies and farthings. Each problem was
about as long as two sheets of quarto and each entry in the pounds column ran into far more
than seven figures. My remedy was to invent an answer and write it in. I argued with any
suspicious supervising prefect that my answer was correct, acted as if recalculating it by
running three fingers down the columns and appearing to add them together as I went. He
had no answer book so he soon tired of having to check by adding my columns.
Father Delahunty, our Latin master was deputy headmaster and head of the junior school.
There was much fear during his class. As deputy headmaster he decreed that each boy in
the junior school should wear short trousers. I ignored it and told his enforcing junior prefects
that I had none. He divided his Latin classes into two groups, the bright ones and the duds.
He began taking favoured pupils for extra Latin classes outside school hours. I was not one
of these, but was included in his ‘bright’ group. His behaviour in class seemed strange when
from time to time he became angry and moved an excellent Latin pupil from the ‘brights’ into
the duds. One Friday rumours about Father Delahunty spread through the refectory at
lunchtime. The following Monday the headmaster gave notice that Father Delahunty had
gone to a sanatorium for health reasons and would not return.
Father Delahunty was replaced as Latin master by Mr. Kelly, a Jesuit in training, who spoke
with a strong Irish accent. I found it easy to imitate him to ask or answer questions in his
class in a fine Dublin voice, giving rise to much laughter. He sternly rebuked the other boys
saying, "I won't have you laughing at Gethin for the way he speaks.”
Compulsory army cadets began on Wednesday afternoons in fourth year. I wore my cadet
uniform just once. Frequently the sixth formers who had roles as cadet NCOs and warrant
officers tried to block the school exits at ‘home time’ to prevent my escape from the "fatigues"
they had ordered me to do. They caught me once only and gave me a job of clearing old junk
and cardboard boxes from a room in the old school building, which they wanted to make part
of the QM stores. I did the job easily by taking the rubbish and dumping it unnoticed into a
room on the floor below, which I later learnt was the residence of a master, George Esdaile,
D.Litt.
Poor Mr. Esdaile would enter a class with, “Good morning boys.”
“Good morning, George,” replied the class.
“Now boys just remember where you are. What saint shall we pray to today?”
“St. George, sir! Good old George!” replied the class with accompanying cheers and other
noises.
In fifth year we had the jolly Father Kennedy as Latin master. He often told a weak joke, but
the class always responded by resounding laughter that continued for several minutes as he
tried to quieten us. He often reminded us that his was a Latin lesson and we should put our

English précis books away. We pretended to comply but kept them handy. Those books
contained excellent translations of the Latin passages he set us.
I wasn’t driven by fear of ferulas to (sic) achieve expulsion. I had received too many of them
to be frightened of more. What prompted my departure was the indignity of going to school to
be smacked like a child in the daytime, after being treated like an adult at Young Christian
Workers and other meetings in the evenings.”
My last close Old Ignatian contact was the late Alan Croft (1946-51) who had an accountancy
practice in an inner suburb of Perth, W.A. He died on January 12 th 2003 after a long battle
with cancer.
I am in regular touch by correspondence with three Old Ignatians from my year and could
exchange news with others.
These days I am a retired barrister and solicitor of the Supreme Court of Western Australia
and a public notary for the state. My scallywag days are far behind me. I am married to a
retired teacher. We have three children and eight grandchildren aged from five months to
almost twenty years. Patrick J Gethin April 2012. pampat4@bigpond.com

Herbert Magri-Overend

Pat Penez (OI 1962 to 1967)
Dear Stephen, first of all I’d like to thank you for the many newsletters I have received over
35 years. It has been really most generous of you and I appreciate them enormously.
The latest newsletter, Winter 2012, amazed me. Apart from John and Danny with whom I
was at Stamford Hill, Val and Vincent, who didn’t seem to change much and Denis, who is
known by generations (as well as Tony Hawes), I found it impossible to recognize faces I
have known so well and for so long.
I have still many fond memories of my four years teaching at the college (1973-1977) and, for
someone educated at Stamford Hill, Turkey Street was a godsend. And to think that the Old
Boys have finally succeeded in creating the Loyola clubhouse just next door after all these
years in the wilderness…fantastic! |I can’t wait to see it.
Memories of South Woodford, Wadham Lodge and Woodcroft…how nice to have
somewhere of your own.
I look forward to visiting in the not too distant future with my youngest brother Michael (OI
1962 to 1965). Please find enclosed two photos of my rugby teams in 1976. Best regards,
Pat Penez (OI 1962 to 1967).

Back Row: Unknown, P. Hammond, S. Grykom Unknown, King, J. Reeming, Unknown,
Unknown
Front Row: J Garvey, L. O’Gorman, J. Hale, R. Napper, D. O’Neill, Rawson, H. Gillespe

Back Row: Unknown, Unknown, Unknown, Sexton
Middle Row: M. Tumulty, O’Toole, Unknown, Unknown, Unknown, Christodoudes
Front Row: Sexton, Pearce, Murphy, Cronin, Unknown,

John Hamilton
Dear Stephen, I am enclosing a photo recently unearthed. I attended the college from 1953
through to the sixth form. After University, I played for various rugby teams at Woodford in its
early days. I am now mostly retired and from March to October live in the Lake District where
my wife has a hotel (www.whitelodgehotel.com) if anyone is visiting the Lakes. We spend the
other months at home in Woodford Green. I occasionally see other Old Is at mass at the
Friary in Woodford Wells. I always find the OI newsletter of interest, although most of the
reminiscences have been of eras either pre or post dating my years. The only mentionable
from the photo seems to have been Brian Hunt, who served a term as President.

Peter Vickers

Thank you for copying the email and photograph. I recognize it and the boys immediately as I
was in that Class. It was 3 Classics, 1945, as you say.
Names from memory as follows:
Row 1: Petterson, O'Shea, Arbuthnot, Regan,Fleet, French, Powell, Escott, Ainger, DeJode.
Row 2: Costa, Barrett, Barnet, Johnson, Watling, Finnegan, Wakeley, Shaw, Petterson.
Row 3: Bossy, Tipper, Sciucatti (now Shewey), Curtis, Father Kennedy SJ, Farrow, Vickers,
McFarlane.
Barking train boys above: Arbuthnot, DeJode, Barrett,, Tipper, Curtis and Vickers.
I have been trying to trace Peter Tipper, one of my good friends during those years, without
any luck. He was last known to live in Chandlers Ford, Hants. I last saw him in the fifties in
Santos, Brazil.
Regan became a Jesuit and taught at the College in Enfield, I believe, in the eighties. Jack
DeJode became a Medical Doctor, but died in his late twenties.
Peter Barrett lives in Hampshire I believe. Barnet became a barrister. I met him on a train
when I was going to join a ship at Tilbury in the sixties Petterson died some years ago in
Canada. John Bossy was Emeritus Professor of Medieval History at the University of York
last time I heard of him.
That is all I can remember. All these young men are at least 80 if they are still going strong.
P.S: I omitted Peter DeRosa, between Father Kennedy and Farrow, who as you know is an
ex Jesuit, and now an author living in Ireland.

Dino Reni (in an email to Peter Gough).
Your emails are always an interesting read...forcing me down the road of exploration, hence
the emails on P.DeRosa and J. Bossy.
There were many in that class who went into the priesthood...
Fr. Regan S.J. was at the college in my years....in our time he was most famous for falling
asleep while in the middle of a sermon at Line Mass STILL STANDING....
Fr. William French (Westminster)
Fr. Peter De Rosa (Westminster)
Fr. Brendan Farrow (Southwark)
There were several others from the general period 41-51 who became priests including
Bishop James Joseph O’Brien (dec.) and Archbishop John Bulaitis.
There is still one Archbishop from the Old Boys..Peter Doyle Archbishop of Northampton
(1955 –1962) and one Theological Advisor to Pope Benedict XVI in Msg. Wojciech Giertych
(OP) 1962 – 1969 (he was at the college when I went and his father taught me French for
one year).
There have been some email exchanges regarding the whereabouts of Old I and
author Peter De Rosa. The following is the result of some ‘digging’ by various Old Is:
Born in London, Peter attended St Ignatius College, a Jesuit school, and
was ordained a Catholic priest in 1956. He studied at the Gregorian
University, Rome and Oxford University. For five years he was Professor of
Metaphysics and Ethics at St Edmund’s College, and later Dean of
Theology at Corpus Christi in London. He left the priesthood in 1970 and
became a Staff Producer for the BBC in London. He became a full-time
writer in 1978 when his first novel Bless me, Father, and four subsequent
novels, written under the pseudonym Neil Boyd, were bestsellers. He adapted the books into
a successful TV series, shown in about 35 countries. Other titles include Vicars of Christ: The
Dark Side of the Papacy; Rebels: The Irish Uprising of 1916 and Pope Patrick. After living for
30 years in County Wicklow, Ireland, he now lives in Bournemouth.
Peter’s first Mass 1960, St Joseph's Catholic Church.
Fr. Kevin Fox
I can confirm that Peter did join the SJs straight from
school in 1950, along with Michael Regan; but he stayed
in the noviceship for no more than three months, I would
say, before transferring (immediately, I think) to St
Edmund's, Ware, where he went through to ordination as
a priest for the Westminster diocese. He was back at the
seminary as a lecturer & writer after ordination, and then taught at Corpus Christi, the
diocesan catechetical centre in Notting Hill. From there, if I remember rightly, he moved out
of active priesthood and into marriage, Ireland, and TV ('Bless Me, Father'). And, yes, I think
that Paul told us at a recent gathering that Peter, now widowed, is back in England and living
on the south coast.
Brendan Farrow was mentioned in the earlier Who's Who of the 3 Classics photograph. My
memory is that he was ordained for the Southwark diocese (he was certainly never SJ) and,
again, left the priesthood after some ten, maybe twenty, years. I've no direct knowledge, but
there is a Brendan Farrow who has written regularly to the Catholic press over the years,
writing from Broadstairs in Kent and latterly from Oxfordshire. I suspect that they may be one
and the same.

Michael Regan, to complete the trio, remained SJ, teaching English at St Ignatius, Enfield,
and at Preston Catholic College; he remained in Preston as chaplain at the University of
Central Lancashire. His health was never strong, and he died ten years ago. My greetings to
all the mailing list. Kevin
Dudley Hedge
Dear Stephen, This is St Ignatius Prep at Buckhurst Hill about June 1950. Many went on to
Stamford Hill and although there are obviously too many pupils to name, it might be of
interest to include it in your Newsletter. Best wishes, Dudley. PS: Mr (now Father) Tony Bex
in the centre, currently working in Harare.

Dudley Hedge
Dear Stephen - here is a photo taken a couple of months ago at a meeting we hold about
every 6 months.
From L to R
Brian Parkins, Kevin Hegarty, Dudley Hedge, Peter Appleby, Tony
Owen and Bernard Maishman.
With the exception of Brian Parkins who started at Stamford Hill in
1949, we all started in 1951.
Best wishes, Dudley.
John Savill
Thought you might be interested in the following link from the St Ignatius (class of '62) "get
together" which happened on 6th September, celebrating 50 years since we started at St.
Ignatius.
I didn’t make the “get together” till the evening so I missed the trip to Stamford Hill where
some of the lads met up with Fr. Michael Bossy who showed them around. I know you won’t
know any of the lads in the pictures but I hope some of the shots of the school and the old
photographs will bring back a few memories.
copy or cut/paste this into your browser to access the photos.
https://picasaweb.google.com/ajpscott/OldIgnatians50th?authkey=Gv1sRgCNPeoJr8gp3zzQE

Chris Floyd
The MOD was a strange place. Very different from the real world of blood, guts and serious
disillusionment that constituted the actual front line of infantry realism that I understood.
Integration into this new environment involved the denial of all that was the unpleasant truth

and accepting the new world of "Spin", from those in control of the "Information Policy
Department.” All a bit familiar to readers of a certain book when I was a lad. Being a
confirmed “Pain” and coming from the SJ school of "Don’t give me that!” and bolstered by the
Brian Duffy toe-cap of "are you stupid boy?", this was not to be my thing. The sheer range of
things I was required to report on, in the positive, was amazing. Getting angry was a waste of
time, all I did was put it on paper, carefully and properly. However, thanks to the voices of
some senior officers, Col Stewart Tootal, as a star bloke, things have got a bit better for the
Spuds at the "Sharp End ". I reckon in the field of Education, a lot of brave people have stuck
their necks and heads above the parapet and achieved a lot. That’s why we still have
excellence in the form of St Ignatius College. The preservation of honesty in education and
the encouragement of the expression of the same is one of our legacy of achievement. I think
when people like Pete Woods and Brian Duffy took the time to speak clearly and simply on
these things, they were worth remembering and trying to be honest to. It’s never an easy
thing to stick your head up; some mad blokes of the SJ persuasion did, long ago, and here
we are with their example. Cheers, AMDG. Chris Floyd . (OI long time ago, but not that long)

In Memoriam
Paul Holland
Paul was a member of a strong group of Old Ignatians that left the
college in 1996. He died tragically young last year after a battle with
cancer and he will be missed by all who knew him. His funeral attracted
an immense gathering all eager to show their respects and to remember
Paul. All who attended were reminded of one of life’s ‘nice guys’ – Paul
was a kind hearted young man, committed to his friends and family. He
and his school friends joined the Old Ignatian football club in the latter
part of the 90s, and they remain a key part of the club’s identity today.
Paul was the ‘quiet one’, often hidden amongst his, shall we say, more
vociferous friends! But, he was always there as a reliable and steadfast
friend. Known as ‘Trigg’ to his friends, he will be remembered fondly by all that had the
genuine pleasure to know him. Rest in peace Trigg…
Livio Ferrari
I attended the Requiem for Livio Ferrari, O.I. in Wimbledon yesterday. He was born in
Clerkenwell in 1921 and was just short of 91 years old when he died. He would have been at
the College in the 1930's. He always derived great amusement from the fact that he was
interned as a potential enemy alien on the Isle of Man during WW2! (thanks to Michael
Blundell).
Bernard Parkin
Bernard Parkin, who died on Maundy Thursday, was remembered at his funeral service at St
Ignatius church in Stamford Hill. Bernard was a few weeks short of his 90th birthday when he
died; he left the College in 1940. May he rest in peace (thanks to Fr. Kevin Fox).
Alan Young
I heard this morning of the death a couple of months ago of Alan Young, at the College
approx. 46-53. His older brother, John, was 2-3 years ahead of him. I heard the news from
Alan's younger brother, Michael, who is a mainstay of the parish of St Edmund in Edmonton.
Michael himself was not at the College. John and Alan were both cricketers - John, as I
remember him, very good; and Mick and Vincent would certainly have played in the 1st XI
with Alan (thanks to Fr. Kevin Fox).

Gerald MacCarthy
Could I ask you, in turn, to pass to whoever is the appropriate person the news that Gerald
MacCarthy (OI contemporary, I would guess, of Mick Byrne and Tony Bonner; he must have
entered the College in 1951) died in Mexico on 1st October. Gerald was in the SJs for 7-8
years after leaving school, but then left and married a Mexican wife. They have lived in
Mexico City for the past 40 years, where Gerald was Head of a Mexican-British school and
then free-lance teacher and journalist. He had ill-health for the past year, but all seemed to
be under control. Sadly, not. May he rest in peace. (thanks to Fr. Kevin Fox).
In a well-attended Annual Mass for Deceased Old Ignatians in November, we prayed for the
repose of the souls of those who have died in the last year, including:
Paul Holland, Livio Ferrari, Bernard Parkin, Alan Young, Gerald MacCarthy, Steve Kirby, Fr
Joe Dooley SJ, Gerald Bolt, Geoff Parker, John McNicholas and Matthew Gray.
May they rest in peace.

100 Club Winners 2012
The monthly draw is going strong! If you are among the winners, but you haven’t received your prize, OR if you would like to join
(from as little as £2 per month), email me at president@oldignatians.co.uk
January 2013
This month’s numbers and winners:
December 2012
This month’s numbers and winners:
November 2012
This month’s numbers and winners:
October 2012
This month’s numbers and winners:
September 2012
This month’s numbers and winners:
August 2012
This month’s numbers and winners:
July 2012
This month’s numbers and winners:
June 2012
This month’s numbers and winners:
May 2012
This month’s numbers and winners:
April 2012
This month’s numbers and winners:
March 2012
This month’s numbers and winners:
February 2012
This month’s numbers and winners:
January 2012
This month’s numbers and winners:

First Prize - £90.00
Second Prize - £45.00
Third Prize - £15.00

197 - Fiona Barrett
141 - Steve McNicholas
30 - Dave O'Grady

First Prize - £95.40
Second Prize - £47.40
Third Prize - £15.90

189 – W Johnston
74 – Peter O’Grady
59 – Mick McNicholas

First Prize - £91.20
Second Prize - £45.60
Third Prize - £15.20

11 – Dave O’Grady
141 – Stephen McNicholas
103 – Frank Warren

First Prize - £96.60
Second Prize - £48.30
Third Prize - £16.10

154 – G Hayes
128 – Paul Coyle
176 – Laurence Scudder

First Prize - £90.60
Second Prize - £45.30
Third Prize - £15.10

55 – John O’Brien Snr
189 – W Johnston
104 – Frank Warren

First Prize - £102.00
Second Prize - £51.00
Third Prize - £17.00

44 – Tony Brady
13 – Dave O’Grady
179 – Philip Cornick

First Prize - £95.40
Second Prize - £47.70
Third Prize - £15.90

106 – Vinny McKeown
3 – Trevor Duane
202 – Anthony Bonney

First Prize - £103.80
Second Prize - £51.90
Third Prize - £17.30

96 – Rob Lowry
181 – Martin Kelly
197 – Fiona O’Brien

First Prize - £97.80
Second Prize - £48.90
Third Prize - £16.30

175 – Vincent Browne
106 – Vinny McKeown
81 – John O’Brien Jnr

First Prize - £118.80
Second Prize - £59.40
Third Prize - £19.80

9 – Colum O’Driscoll
165 – Michael Gilmartin
4 – Trevor Duane

First Prize - £92.40
Second Prize - £42.20
Third Prize - £15.40

19 – Dave O’Brien
160 – Michael Fosberry
125 – John Farrel

First Prize - £102.60
Second Prize - £51.30
Third Prize - £17.10

128 – Paul Coyle
20 – Dave O’Brien
210 – Martin Kelly

First Prize - £102.60
Second Prize - £51.30
Third Prize - £17.10

78 – Peter O’Grady
57 – Mick McNicholas
151 – D Griffin

News from the College

From the Archive
Ever wonder what the Association did during the war? Me too…

Sent in by Brian Hunt – is your youthful signature on this 55 year old Menu?

Were you there? I found this little trip down memory lane recently. I just about remember
these events before we upped sticks and moved, although at this particular one, I would have
been 2 at the most!

