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The Old Dy’vorian

REFLECTIONS ON ENGLISH MASTERS AT
DYNEVOR IN THE 1950’s by John L. Davies (1952-59 )
English was never really a spectacular subject at Dynevor. It did not involve outdoor
explorations as Geography or Geology did involving frenetic assaults on fossil
bearing rocks or getting lost in the mists of Cribarth (see TOD 17). Nor did it display
the mysteries of Gregorian chemical reactions and intriguing odours drifting across
the yard. It had neither the impenetrable (to me, at least!) complications of Physics,
nor the knockabout abandon of Art, Music and Woodwork. “Knock-about” had a
special connotation with Sandy, of course! What it did offer, on the other hand,
was a reflection on human nature, philosophy and a deep contemplation of things
sensitive – and some, of course, remarkable teachers. I had the pleasure of sitting at
the feet of Ossie Morris, John Bennett and Bryn Cox, during my seven years at
Dynevor. Sam Bassett also taught English, but my experience of Sam, a gentle
amiable giant, was in his capacity of coach of the first year Rugby XV,
where the entire team spent ten minutes in Budgie’s Gym during
training, trying, unsuccessfully, to bring him down! It was thus left to
the other three to attempt to make English interesting and hopefully
inspiring, and this, they certainly did. There was English Language –
and what a service they rendered in making us literate in one of life’s
necessary skills, (often a serious deficiency in the present age) and
stretching our creative capacity in writing essays. There was also English Literature,
in which some of the glories of our civilisation were unpacked and our imaginations
and evolving souls stimulated, usually in a most enjoyable manner.
Ossie was a kindly inspiration (he also looked after the School
Library) and his forte was enabling us to get into the heart of
plays by casting boys as characters for reading purposes – to their
evident enjoyment. These were punctuated by periodic insightful
explanations by Ossie. For reasons I did not comprehend, I was
cast as the monster (Caliban) in Shakespeare’s “Tempest” (“a
devil, a born devil upon whose nature, nurture can never stick”)
on which casting, 4D were all agreed was highly appropriate. Such a pedagogic
method created scope for us all for unlimited “hamming up”, which Ossie happily
not only tolerated, but warmly encouraged.
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He was not especially interested in iambic pentameters which,
however, greatly fascinated John Bennett, the impresario behind the
Hobbies exhibitions (see TOD 15) and erstwhile drinking buddy of Dylan
Thomas (or so he said). John Bennett was brilliant at penetrating the
deeper meanings of poetry, especially Milton and Wordsworth, and
was undeniably narked when Bryn Cox steadfastly refused to concede
that Dylan Thomas was “proper poetry”. I owe John Bennett a huge gratitude for
his explorations of Chaucer in its medieval context, the majesty of “Paradise Lost”
and the pastoral peregrinations of Wordsworth, all of which provided much
enjoyment in later life.
Bryn Cox, who sang a vigorous tenor line in School assemblies and
Porky’s choir, was far sighted in his commitment to exposing
budding literati to RSC Stratford for some epic performances
(Laurence Olivier in “Coriolanus” and Paul Robeson in “Othello”).
The visit provided unforeseen and distinctly non-literary discourses
with scholars from Chelmsford Girls Grammar School, sharing the
same youth hostel. BC’s midnight patrols were interesting to
behold! From time to time, however, he was a little adjacent to reality, notably,
when after a term and a half’s dedicated analysis of “Macbeth” for A Level English,
he suddenly discovered the set book was actually “Twelfth Night”! The term “speed
reading” was thus invented in March 1959. And here, Dave Tovey and I have a
confession to make. In 1958 – 59, the bomb damage by Herr Hitler on the main
building was being rectified and a new floor being built on top. The builders had
inserted bung holes at intervals and one just happened to be positioned
immediately above BC’s desk in U. vi. Arts room. For some nefarious reason, Dave
and I decided during registration to pour some gravel down the bung-hole atop BC’s
pate. Chris Edwards later volunteered that he’d never seen BC move so fast. The
identity of the perpetrators of this heinous crime visited upon the Head of English
has remained a mystery to this day.
Collectively, they inspired some of us to literary action. Chris Edwards was moved
to write sonnets of a particularly haunting nature, of which JB enthusiastically
approved (JB never did anything unenthusiastically). A small group of budding
thespians, including Dave Tovey, Alan Goodwin, Barry Harrison and myself, put on
an abridged performance of a Sheridan play in a Hobbies exhibition, which we think
bore a reasonable passing resemblance to the author’s original intent. Flushed
with dramatic triumph, we then wrote and produced an epic melodrama called “The
Black Terror”. This was performed over three days in Budgie’s Upper Gym in the
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middle of term, without anyone’s permission. Classes were invited to come and
partake of this literary extravaganza and they came – with masters! How we were
not severely disciplined is still a source of profound mystery to us. To our
considerable disappointment, however, the script was rejected by the BBC. What a
sad loss to the nation. I attribute most of the BBC’s subsequent problems to this
decision!
We were fortunate to sit at the feet of such splendid sages. To inform, motivate
and inspire sceptical boys is a tall order for any teacher. They did it

London and South East liaison

by Lyn Thomas (1958-63)

The Editor caught up with his much travelled former Brynhyfryd and Dynevor
schoolmate, Lyn Thomas during Lyn’s most recent long haul trip. Lyn has very recently
offered to act as liaison with the many ODA members living in the S.E. of England.
Which is the favourite Country you have visited?
I have been lucky enough to have become a seasoned traveller having visited some 45
different countries over the years. Undoubtedly, the one I’d recommend people to visit
is New Zealand. It has so much of interest, Fjords, Hot Springs, Geysers, Volcanoes, Alps
with beautiful lakes, the effect of earthquakes etc. For a small country the different
climatic regions are quite staggering. The people are very friendly except when they are
the opposition on the rugby field, and, it is so easy to get around other than the
constant traffic jam that is Auckland.
Do you have a favourite city or and town?
Top of my list has to be Quebec City. I loved the
architecture, atmosphere and the setting on the
Gulf of St. Lawrence. And how on earth did General
Wolfe scale the Heights of Abraham to capture the
city and then give it back to the French to govern?
Also on my list are pre-earthquake Christchurch, NZ
and Victoria, BC – both famous for being “very
English”, Boston, Philadelphia, Perth, WA and
Singapore. My favourite town since I first visited
in 1978 is Banff, Alberta.
Are there any countries you would not want to return to?
No, but I would be apprehensive of returning to Zimbabwe. When I was there 25

4

The Old Dy’vorian
years ago Mugabe had already been in power for 10 years. There were noticeable
shortages such as motor spare parts and newsprint but the infrastructure seemed
very sound. How would I find it now? My friend, also Lyn (Llewellyn in his case), a
native of Cwmavon and I treated ourselves to two British Lions tours. We went
around New Zealand on an organised coach tour. In South Africa we travelled in a hire
car and criss-crossed that country. One morning we visited the museum at Rorke’s
Drift and afterward set out to lunch in the nearest town, Dundee. We parked the car
and immediately were both aware of a terrible atmosphere... and we hadn’t given the
local Zulus a chance to find out we were Welshmen!
Have you met famous people on your travels?
Oh yes. Boxer, Jack Dempsey. Cricketers, Gary Sobers and Viv
Richards in their home countries. Through business, I spent a
lot of time with Cliff Richard including sitting next to him at a
Wimbledon Men’s final. At school I was always Lyndon but my
mother called me Lyn. Charlton Heston (call me Chuck) always
addressed me as Mr. Thomas. I think he couldn’t accept Lyn
as a male name!
What about Old Dy’vorians?
On one of my visits to Texas I called Mike Davies in Arlington
where he was running World Championship Tennis from that town. Strangely, I went
to Arlington for only the second time on my most recent
trip. I introduced myself as an Old Dy’vorian to Harry
Secombe at The Oval, his response, “Nihil Sine Labore, the
only thing that the bloody Tories haven’t changed”.
What was the most embarrassing moment on your
travels?
It was in Sri Lanka. I stopped at a bank in a
small town to change some currency. As I walked to the
door, a security man stopped me and escorted me inside to
a hall teeming with people waiting patiently to be served. I
was escorted to the front of the queue and efficiently
served. It wasn’t my hard currency that earned me this treatment but the colour of
my skin.
What about the most harrowing moment?
Sadly, it was in that same country I, and many others, had the traumatic experience of
witnessing a senior police officer beat a fellow with his lathi.
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There will have been poverty in many places?
Yes, an incredible degree of urban decay in parts of Baltimore, Philadelphia and Newark, NJ in
the USA and I’m sure that there are more such places. Actual poverty was very obvious in
rural North Carolina. Supposedly one in 7 people in the USA, that’s 45 million people, live
below the poverty line, with the Churches not the State providing the bulk of the welfare.
Two of my good friends are Presbyterian ministers and they have spent their vacations
providing practical help in other communities. One tends to go to Guatemala and Nicaragua
to build schools etc. while the other jumps in his car, drives for a few hours and helps
communities in North Carolina.
In all your travels who has influenced you most?
Not long ago, I gave a talk on the most influential people in my life and concluded
that the most significant was Mr. Clifford Francis, our 11+ teacher at Brynhyfryd
who developed my natural talents which were to become invaluable in my business
career.

Taffy Bowen & Percy White reviewed by Bill George (1946-50)
Two Dynevor educated and distinguished world class-scientists
Edward George 'Taffy' Bowen, CBE, FRS was born on 14 January 1911 in Cockett,
Swansea. From his primary school in Sketty, he won a scholarship in 1922 to
Dynevor (then the Municipal Secondary School) in central Swansea. His senior years
there, coincided with the onset of bleak economic times in South Wales, but
fortunately he was successful in winning a scholarship which enabled him to enter
Swansea University College. At first his intention was to concentrate on chemistry,
his top subject, but he soon changed to physics and related subjects. Professor EJ
Evans recognising Bowen's intense interest in radio, arranged for him to take a PhD
in the Physics Department of King's College London under Professor EV Appleton.
Bowen spent a large part of 1933 and 1934 working with a cathode-ray direction
finder at the Radio Research Station at Slough and it was there that he was noticed
by RA Watson-Watt and so came to play an important part in the early history of
radar. Bowen's job was to assemble a transmitter from a miscellaneous collection of
parts collected together in a hurry. The first detection of an aircraft was made on 17
June 1935 when a clear radar echo was detected from a Scapa flying boat at a range
of 17 miles. This was only the beginning; many improvements, such as shorter
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working wavelengths, larger antennas, greater transmitter power. Systems for
measuring the height and direction of the target were soon introduced, and by early
1936 aircraft were being detected at ranges of up to 100 miles. His important
development of air-based radar was vital for the success of the battle of the Atlantic
followed by peace-time applications of radar and radio astronomy following his
residence in Australia.
Percy White, OBE, was born on 16 July 1916 and attended Dynevor (SMS) from
where he was awarded a scholarship to U. C. Swansea. He graduated with first class
honours in chemistry at the age of 19 moving to University College, London with a
further scholarship, to obtain a diploma in chemical engineering. He was recruited
to the Ministry of Supply where he developed and patented a much less labour
intensive method of filling shells with high explosive. Moving to Aldermaston he
contributed to the development of Britain’s first atomic bomb in October 1952
tested off the N.W.coast of Australia. In the 1960’s he led a team of chemists,
metallurgists and engineers researching fast reactors in Caithness. He was married
for over 65 years with two children and died in Jan, 2013.
-------------------

Iorrie at Margam Park!

Former school pupil,
teacher of Physics and
Mathematics
and
President of the ODA
(1976), Iorrie Mort with
whom the Queen shares
a birth year, attended 90th
birthday celebrations at
Margam Park earlier in
2016. Subsequently he
was interviewed in his first
language by S4C ……Iorrie whose image is featured more than once in TOD 30, is
pictured at the event with his daughter Catherine.
Courtesy of SWEP
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Association event successes in 2016:
The Balconiers, organised by Ken Sharpe enjoyed
another highly successful day in the summer, cricket,
cuisine, conversation and camaraderie rounded off with
guest speaker Malcolm Nash.
Ken, Malcolm Nash & Noel Blows

Annual Prize Awards at
UWTSD: The President
heartily congratulated, and made
awards, to five students who had
achieved success in their courses,
each overcoming difficulties and
hurdles in the process. L to R:
Francesca Murray-Shelley BA;
Amnon Yoseph BA; Thomas Zulver
BA; Iman Sayadi Choobari BEng; &
Sophie Jenkins BA.

Annual Lecture 25th October 2017
Professor Richard Fortey presented the lecture
“The Wood for the Trees” before a large
audience, fascinated by the research,
scholarship and eloquence of the distinguished
paleontologist, writer and natural historian. “I
needed to explore the development of the
English countryside…moved by a compulsion to
understand half-forgotten crafts…to escape
into the open air.” The talk was generously
illustrated and our guest was warmly and
enthusiastically thanked for his presentation. Dr. Fortey kindly signed a number of
books. “The Wood for the Trees…the long view of nature from a Small Wood” by
Richard Fortey, published by William Collins.
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The Caricatures of Adrian Davies (1955-60)
1

 Upper L: Evan Price, Physics
 Lower L: Dick Evans, Geography

R: Iorrie Mort, Physics &Maths
R: Bryn Davies, Welsh
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2

 Upper L: Hywel Lloyd, Botany & Zoology
R: Tom Chandler, Latin &French
 Lower L: Brynley Cox, English
R: Meredith G. Hughes Headmaster

10

The Old Dy’vorian
Adrian writes :- "From childhood I have been a mimic! The death of my Father
when I was just three years old seemed to heighten my awareness to the light and
dark values we encounter throughout our lives. Generally, my engagement with
circumstances provokes an arousal necessitating immediate utterance.
In May 2005 in conversation with Noel Blows regarding his plan to re-unite the class
of '55, I began visualising faces of those who had had the misfortune of attempting
to "educate" me ! Some weeks later in further discussion I mentioned that I'd
begun drawing caricatures of some of the academic staff. Noel's response was most
encouraging - for the next four months I did nothing but attend to those individuals
- "Iorrie", "Bingo" Price, "Dick" EVANSSHH (LOOK!!),"BOB" Howells et al.
Though an infrequent occurrence, the creating of caricatures, particularly "heads"
and "faces" has been a trait in my life-long development. Usually the stimuli for this
pursuit has arisen from responses to predicaments of various kinds. In 1978 I spent
two weeks in Hereford County Hospital but had prepared beforehand to have a
"working" stay. Other patients in the ward thought I was doing administrative things
connected with my job - they were however shocked (and highly amused) to
discover my "portfolio" to be nothing more than drawings of the nurses, doctors,
and other staff at the hospital as well as the patients themselves!! There have been
occasions when travelling by train, I have reverted to drawing, not to what is about
me, but to things I may have observed (always discreetly) days, months, years even
decades before. The Dynevor Staff works are in the main results from memory
though a staff photograph which Noel provided was most helpful. I consider the
drawings to be mild works which "nudge" at the comical rather than the cynical.
Some are good drawings, inventive and humorous, some not, some are reasonable
caricatures but not all, they were however a deliberate attempt to recapture a
moment in time - our time ! In retrospect, a very meaningful and memorable
moment in time! Eleven years have elapsed since those works were produced, and
this is the first time to be exhibited.
Apart from the period 1966 - 1969 I have actively pursued my practice as a painter,
while employed as a full time educationist. It had been my intention to "practice"
what I "preach" and utilising this "philosophy", rightly expected my students to
match my aims and objectives, and most certainly to match my "industry"! I like to
think and hope that my mentors at Dynevor may have been pleased with some of
the demanding expectations I put forward for my students' undertaking !
NIHIL SINE LABORE !”

More characters to enjoy in TOD 31….and all at
www.dynevorrevisited.org.uk
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The Frogeye by David Dickinson ( 1951-1958)
Although my career has been spent in the main in the aviation industry when it
comes to spare time it has to be cars. My interest in cars goes back to my very first
job after university when I managed to accumulate £ 100 to buy a MG PA. £100
worth of trouble but it didn’t dampen my enthusiasm.
The MG PA was built in 1935 and like many small sports cars had a very small
production number, in fact less than 2000 were made. Owning a red MG was of
course every young engineers dream and I hoped it would introduce me to a whole
new social world. In fact it introduced me to weekends of heavy maintenance trying
to cure all the idiosyncrasies of the PA ensuring that I could travel back and forth
from Coventry to Swansea. Vertical drive dynamos from an overhead camshaft
meant countless oil leaks and electrical
breakdowns. Cable brakes on the UK’s
ever improving roads, and therefore
speeds, didn’t improve matters.
Thereafter, I was hooked on cars. Over
the years I have owned over 30 but there
is one car that stands above all others:
the Austin Healey Sprite or the Frogeye
to give it its popular name. I had a new
one in 1960 which I kept until the family
increased. There after my hobby cars
ranged from Fiat 500 to VW Golf GTI’s
but in 2000 I bought my second
Frogeye which I restored over the next
twelve years. The Frogeye was the first
small British sports car to emerge after
the war and was the brainchild of
Donald Healey and the Austin
Company. A few years earlier they had
collaborated to build the big Austin
Healey 100. The Frogeye was also the
first monocoque sports car to be built and used many of the components of the
then popular Morris Minor and Austin 30/35. It had a 948cc engine which
developed 43h.p.
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The car that I bought looked good and drove quite well but when one looked
beneath the surface it was obviously 40 years old. My aim on restoration was to
keep it mobile. This is the best way to keep your enthusiasm up as having a car
reduced to an Airfix kit often never gets finished. Over the years everything on the
car was removed and overhauled and gradually a new Frogeye started to emerge.
As I wanted to be able to drive the car in modern day conditions I made the decision
to upgrade features which could improve reliability and safety. This is a debatable
point as there are many classic car fans who insist on complete originality. This is
acceptable if you drive locally. Ignition systems were modernised and disc brakes
fitted as I had modified the engine to produce almost double an original Sprite
engine. Of course these features can always be reverted if another owner wishes to
be an original specification fan.
The
frogeye
was
produced over 4 years
during which nearly
49,000 were made.
Over
75%
went
overseas mainly to the
USA where they are
affectionately called
Bugeyes. This export
figure was to be a
common factor for all
the British Sports cars
that followed and only
ended when a gentleman called Ralph Nader put the nail in the coffin of the
British Sports car industry. A blow from which we have never recovered. But
the cars still survive and are now much sort after. If you want an interesting
project, source out one of these beautiful little cars. It will be well worth it I
promise. Incidentally if I had kept the PA it would be worth £40,000 today.

Diary Date:

Annual Dinner.. Friday 5th May 2017

Fulton House, University of Swansea : Booking forms available
soon, from David Dickinson, Organiser.
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In Memoriam:

Owen Hughes, affectionately known as ‘Sparky’, taught

History and Economics at Dynevor from the mid sixties, later becoming Deputy Head at
Gowerton Comprehensive School. A prominent member of the Llwchwr Historical
Society, he died on 20th May 2016.

Sid Kidwell,

who died on 23rd May 2016,

attended Dynevor, 1945-1950*. Local historian, loyal Churchman and celebrated
chorister, linked with seven choirs, he was also an authority on ‘The Three Night’s Blitz”.

Richard S. Williams

Dynevor 1958-1965*, was a keen supporter of local and

national rugby, soccer and cricket, having played tennis for the school team. He gained
top A level science grades, first class honours in Manchester University in Chemical
Engineering, and a PhD at Cambridge. His high-flying industrial career in Kodak and W R
Grace led to senior roles in Boston and Bangkok. Soon after attending our Year of 1958
Reunion in 2011, he underwent major surgery. In recent years, he has been a cheerful
and stoical resident at care-homes in Bedford and Oxted despite increasing restrictions
of movement and speech. He was a welcoming host to three generations of his family,
former industrial colleagues and a trio of Dynevor class-mates. (*Fuller obituaries can
be found on the Association website/School History/Memoriam).

Brought the House down!

By Cliff Picton (1950-1957)

Swansea in 1951 still bore marks of war. As I
travelled on the Mumbles train around the
bay we passed hundreds of huge concrete
blocks—the invasion defences which were to
remain for many years to come. Off the train
at the Slip to catch the 72 bus to my first
encounter with Dynevor. As we approached
the town centre there were many bombed
buildings. The school itself had lost its upper level in the raids and there was little
money to rebuild.
On the bus a softly spoken white haired old man offered to
have my satchel on his lap so that I could more easily hold on. An hour later he was
standing in the pulpit at assembly addressing the school—he was the headmaster
W.Bryn Thomas! Thus began 7 happy & fruitful years full of challenges and
opportunities. My memories remain clear, the staff recalled like characters from a
Dickens novel. Emlyn Evans whose idea of history consisted of ‘just a short note boys’,
written in beautiful copperplate on the blackboard. No mean feat if you have ever
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tried to write with chalk; the deputy head Horace Griffths, Scruff, the ever sarcastic
commentator; the Jones brothers ‘Jop’’, Graham, Geography and Cyril,” Tojo” who
made my life a misery trying to teach me maths; Dick Evans, Geography who
delighted us with his mantra that ‘the coastal plain is mainly found near the coast’!
RB, Morgan, Rubbo, French, and Long Tom Chandler, Latin who took us to Paris for a
first overseas adventure in the third year. My favourite was the German master Leslie
Evans, gentle of speech, earnest in his imparting his knowledge and a love for the
language that I still cherish 60 years on.
Although we did not benefit from rebuilding for several years, our position on
Kingsway gave us a grandstand view of the new Swansea rising from the rubble. One
day, to great excitement, the new C and A Modes store opposite the school opened
with a set of ladies underwear fluttering from the flagstaff. Six hundred boys (and
teachers) - you had to be there!
Sport was an important part of school life
although it meant trekking to the Ganges playing fields on Townhill. I remember
particularly the keenly contested house rugby matches and the exhortation of our
coach Curtis Grove to “field the ball”. He had played for London Welsh and could
execute an amazing ankle tap which sent the fleetest of players sprawling. Dynevor
supplied a steady stream of players to both rugby and soccer codes at the Swansea
Schoolboys level. One was Murray Crook who became a well-known soccer
goalkeeper. More seriously, we watched the televised Russian crushing of the
abortive Hungarian revolution in 1956. I remember organising a collection for the
refugee students who managed to flee to Britain. We raised one hundred pounds.
And I was to meet some of the beneficiaries later as fellow students at university.
1956 was also the year of the Suez crisis when Prime Minister, Anthony Eden, whose
judgement it is known , was seriously impaired, perhaps by medication prescribed for
ongoing health problems, sent British troops to the Canal Zone in Egypt to ‘protect’
the Suez Canal. The adventure resulted in the canal being blocked and closed to all
shipping. It also contributed to the future instability of the Middle East as Israel took
advantage of its dazzling military successes. I recall speaking at the Literary and
Debating Society to propose the motion ‘that this house does not support the
invasion of Suez’. I got one vote in support and feelings ran very high about my
unpatriotic stance! My last year 1957 coincided with the retirement of the then
headmaster Glan Powell. It fell to me as School Captain to organise a retirement gift.
Instead of the safe option of an easy chair and Anglepoise lamp I opted for something
different.
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.

Centre left:
Headmaster Glan
Powell, Cliff and
Horace Griffiths.
[The photograph first
appeared in TOD 9].

With the assistance of
the Head of Sculpture at the College of the Arts I commissioned a student to carve the
school crest on a block of stone from the ruined tower of the school. The result was
presented to Glan in front of a large crowd in the school yard.
One final vivid memory. As School Captain I had to organise a roster of prefects to
read the lesson at our morning assemblies held next door in the lovely Baptist Chapel.
On Glan Powell’s last day it was my turn. After Myrddin Harries the Welsh master had
played the hymn on the organ I ascended the pulpit steps to read the lesson. It was
from Romans 12 verse 19 and concluded with the sonorous phrase ‘Vengeance is
mine; I will repay, saith the Lord.’ Naturally I made the most of the drama and paused
for effect. In the brief silence that followed a twenty foot section of the ornate plaster
cornice fell with a crash into the gallery! Fortunately no one was sitting there. When
the dust had settled I could not resist remarking that it was the only time I had
literally brought the house down. Happy days indeed! After 1957 I continued my
association with Dynevor by attending the annual Old Boys’ dinners held at the
Mackworth Hotel in High Street.
[Cliff Picton was invited to set up a new Social Work course at Monash University in
Melbourne in 1974 for three years, 42 years later they are still there.
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A Coach to Berlin!
by David Beynon 1958-1964
In 1971 I left my job as a GPO
Telephone engineer and joined South
Wales Transport as a bus driver driving
double decker buses on Swansea’s
town services with regular trips to farflung destinations such as Margam,
Aberavon, Porthcawl, Llanelli and to
Carmarthen via Five Roads.
I became the regular coach driver for
the Morriston Orpheus choir and drove them to their concerts throughout Britain.
After a concert at Maesteg Town Hall with the Band of the Welsh Guards the choir
was invited to appear at the 1977 Berlin Military Tattoo. Thus began a relationship
with the British Military Authorities which led to the Choir returning to Berlin in
1981, 1985 and 1990. The logistics of transporting all the players and equipment to
Berlin meant that not all the Choir could be accommodated on flights. Thus, in
September 1977, together with Driver Vic Jones from Llanelli Depot, I drove the
remaining members of the Choir from Morriston to Berlin by coach. We left
Morriston at 4.30a.m and travelled by ferry from Dover to Ostend and across
Belgium to Germany, to our overnight stop at Hameln, of Pied Piper fame where we
stayed at the Royal Engineers barracks. These were the days of the Bader Meinhoff
terrorist gang and security was high. The next day we were to travel through East
Germany to Berlin along the infamous ‘Corridor’, one of only three land links
between West Germany and Berlin.
As the trip was sponsored by the British Army our coach was classed as a military
vehicle and we were treated as military personnel. While the documentation for the
transit was prepared and all passports collected and listed, we drivers were taken to
the Military Police HQ to be shown aerial pictures of our route to Berlin and warned
not to follow the signposts for Berlin as these led to East Berlin where we would
likely be detained. We were given forms on which to record any troop or military
vehicle movements we might see en-route and the procedures to be taken at each
checkpoint were explained.
Although we had left Hameln that morning in
bright sunlight the completion of formalities at Helmstedt meant that dusk was
falling as we approached the ‘Corridor’. It was like entering the set of a spy film.
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Barricades, sliding barriers allowing just a single vehicle to pass, chicanes,
floodlights, tanks and military vehicles in evidence between two mist shrouded
embankments on either side of the motorway. The actual transit of the ‘Corridor’
was an exercise in precision driving. The Russian authorities allocated a time in
which the journey had to be completed and coaches were not allowed to stop or
use any services. Thus, an early arrival at Berlin led to a charge of speeding while a
late arrival led to charges of spying. The transit had to be made at exactly 62mph
and as the motorway was constructed from concrete panels this generated an
effect like a train clicking over rail joints but in this case the ends of the panels had
dropped causing also an unpleasant rocking motion in the coach
On arrival at the end of the ‘Corridor’,
the formalities with the Russian
military and East Germans were
repeated and at Checkpoint Bravo,
the Allied checkpoint at Berlin, we
underwent a debriefing session about
the transit with the British Military
Police before a military escort lead us
to Wavell Barracks, (an ex-SS
barracks), where the Choir was to stay
as guests of the Welsh Guards. Here,
we found that fog had twice caused
the flight bringing the remainder of
the
Choir
to
turn
back.
Who said it’s quicker by plane?
During our stay we were commandeered by the Army to make three sight-seeing
trips into East Berlin but, before making the trip I had to demonstrate that the coach
could pass through Checkpoint Charlie, an exact replica of which had been
constructed at the Military Police barracks. The trial showed the coach was unable
to turn sharply enough, but, a quick visit to a nearby Royal Engineers Squadron
solved this problem. Accompanied by an Officer from the Intelligence Corps who
was dressed as a tour guide, we passed through Checkpoint Charlie and entered
East Berlin, driving past the site of Hitler’s Bunker, Goering’s Air Ministry building
and along grand avenues flanked by Communist Party Worker housing. Although
similar to West Berlin, the buildings and blocks of flats were not in good repair and
the lack of goods in shop windows and even the clothes worn by the citizens of East
Berlin served to highlight the differences.
Our destination in East Berlin was the
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Russian War Memorial. Words cannot really describe this memorial adequately. A
statue of Mother Russia stood looking down on five massed graves flanked on either
side by marble panels recovered from Hitler’s Reich Chancellery. Above this on a
mound, stood a huge statue of a Russian soldier, sword raised while stamping on a
crushed swastika. Inside the base of this statue mosaics covered the circular walls
on which are depicted the sixteen tribes of Russia, the whole, sparkling in the
natural light projected within through the lens of a captured German searchlight.
The significance of the Berlin Wall was brought home to everyone. In every
direction, the Wall blocked the way and the old city and its classical buildings were
now in East Berlin. We followed the Wall through West Berlin and stopped at the
viewing platforms to look over into East Berlin where could be seen the so-called
“Death Strip” which escapees had to cross. Along the Wall, poignant memorials of
crosses and flowers marked where those trying to escape had been killed.
The tensions between East and West manifested themselves when, returning
home in 1981, a Russian officer refused to allow my coach to enter the ’ Corridor’
because my documentation was not to his satisfaction. I had to return to Berlin and
the only way to do this was by making a U-turn across the central reservation of the
motorway. He must have had a bad day! He also turned back a convoy of Army
horseboxes in the same manner.
Following the fall of the Berlin Wall, I returned in 1991 and found it a completely
different place. The authorities of the reunified Berlin had somewhat sanitised
everything. The memorials had been tidied away so they no longer had the
relevance of marking the spot where people lost their lives. Today, only a short
section of the Wall survives alongside the River Spree and all the checkpoints, watch
towers and other associated paraphernalia have quietly been removed.
[David is an acknowledged authority and speaker on local transport history. Having
left school prematurely following the death of his mother, he much later undertook a
degree course at UCS.]

Rhys Bryant is certain, that Mike Davies was known as “Liggy”, and
so the soubriquet was indeed shared by the siblings, Leighton and
Mike Davies!!!! (TOD 28 & 29} Many thanks…Rhys.
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Copy for the next edition to the editor please, by 31st May 2017 ideally
as WORD and jpeg to:- tudorprice3@btinternet.com 07788136904
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