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THE CEDAR TREE

The cedar tree lives
For three hundred years
Its bark grows weaker

Best friend with Atlantica
Gone now.

Seen so much
Heard so much
Now into bits

Atlantica on its own
Grown in love and care

(Holly McDavid, 2004-2010)
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Since my last report to Old Belmontians, our 
wonderful new ‘Michael Proctor Building’ has opened 
and we are enjoying the space and the up to date 
technology within it. It has six classrooms which are 
used as form rooms for Year 8 and one Year 7 class. 
As a specialist teaching area the rooms are used 
for English, maths and history. Downstairs the two 
laboratories are well stocked for secondary science 
and the old lab is now purpose built accommodation 
for junior science. The Proctor Hall has proved 
invaluable for staff meetings, presentations to the 
children and Parents’ Evenings. All in all it’s hard to 
remember how we managed without it!

The area that used to house what was ‘the old 
Assembly Hall’ has now been tarmacked for hard 
play and the land beyond is being developed as 
our eco-garden with raised beds and fruit trees. I 
hope those of you able to come to Old Belmontians’ 
Day in April will visit the new building, the cost of 
which was supported by generous donations from a 
number of Old Belmontians.

Refurbishment has taken place in a number of the 
classrooms in the main building to make them 
larger and to equip them with the same level of 
technology and storage space as those in the Proctor 
Building. This refurbishment will continue until all 
are completed in the next couple of years. I am 
very grateful to the Governors and donors for the 
extensive investment in Belmont that has allowed us 
to continue to develop our curriculum and teaching 
methods and stay at the forefront of prep school 
education.

Last year I reported that our U9 rugby team reached 
the National Finals, this year two teams got through 
to this prestigious event: U8 and U13, the latter 
narrowly missing reaching the final after being 
beaten by Shrewsbury House. We continue to 
promote sport and encourage the children to reach 
the highest level possible whilst having a ‘sport 
for all’ policy. This year 12% of Year 8 won sports 
awards to Mill Hill, our best number for many years. 
Mill Hill offers a great range of scholarships and 
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awards and we had winners in every category, so 
overall 29% of the year group had success at this 
highest level of achievement.

I met a number of Old Belmontians at the Old 
Milhillian dinner in London last October. I continue 
to be hugely impressed by the young people who 
come through the Foundation. Friendly, articulate, 
bright, but above all at ease with themselves, they 
demonstrate the value of an education in a setting 
that celebrates excellence but also individuality. 
The Foundation continues to invest in bursaries 
to facilitate education at Belmont and Mill Hill for 
children whose families have very modest means. 
The Foundation Appeal is focusing on raising 
money to extend our ability to offer bursaries, so if 
any Old Belmontians would like to help I know Nick 
Priestnall, the Appeal Director, would love to hear 
from you: np@millhill.org.uk

This is my last newsletter to Old Belmontians before I 
retire in July. It has been a pleasure to welcome back 



Editor’s Letter

Welcome to the Spring 2015 edition of The 
Belmontian and my first effort in this new role. 
Under the possibly mistaken belief that my 27 
years of teaching at Belmont qualified me for 
the job of editor of this worthy publication I was 
volunteered for the position. I hope I can do it 

even half as well as my predecessor, Lynda Mason. 

In this edition are two articles by Old Belmontians. 
James Ellen writes of his experiences as a musician 
in the Army while Gresham Williams reminisces 
about his time at Belmont at Cockermouth and  
Mill Hill. 

In Lynn Duncan’s final letter as Head at Belmont 
we learn the sad news of the passing of old 
Belmontian Bernie Queneau, who has died at 
the age of 102. Lynn also writes of the opening 
of Belmont’s newest building and some of the 
changes it has brought to the school.

Belmont’s head in waiting, Leon Roberts, has 
penned a tribute to Lynn for her time at Belmont.

I hope you enjoy reading The Belmontian. I am  
eager to hear from anyone who would like to 
pass on their memories of the time they spent at 
school. I would be most interested in accounts of 
favourite teachers of the past as well as any other 
aspect of school life.

Bob Pace
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to the School OBs from many different generations, 

to hear their memories of the School and to follow 

the progress of their careers. A kinder, friendlier and 

more courteous group you couldn’t wish to meet. 

We lost our oldest Old Belmontian, Bernie Queneau, 

at the end of last year. He was the same age as the 

School, 102, and kept in touch with me regularly. I 

will miss him. However, the OB Committee now have 

to consider the future in how best to continue the 

OBA and ensure our links with alumni are not lost, 

especially as more than 90% of our pupils transfer 

to Mill Hill and become part of the Old Millhillian 

Club. Further discussion is planned for the AGM.

The School is in good shape both in terms of pupil 
numbers (over 455 in September), the percentage of 
girls (now at 48%) and in parental satisfaction. The 
staff are hard-working and focused on helping the 
children become the very best they can be, I have 
been blessed with such a Common Room over the 
years.

So Belmont is ready for the next generation to move 
it forward and I know that with its new Headmaster, 
Leon Roberts, the School is in good hands. I wish 
him, the staff, pupils and all Old Belmontians the 
very best for the future.



I was delighted to read that, as part of the Centenary 
celebrations, a group from Belmont had visited St. 
Helens in Cockermouth where, during the wartime 
evacuation, I spent the first two of my five Belmont 
years. Recent editions of The Belmontian has shown 
photographs of the school, the Spring 2012 edition 
giving a beautiful view of the west facing window of 
the Third (not Sixth) form classroom, behind that the 
western end of Little Acre and further on the one tree 
in Farmer Bewlay’s field; another photograph shows 
the reverse view, the rear face of the school, taken 
from the same field.

Nearly seventy years have passed since I was there and 
I hope that those visiting were in some measure able to 
transpose themselves back over those seventy years and 
capture some sense of the wild essence of the place in 
those days. Hopefully this has not dissipated as a result 
of progress in the meantime with the establishment of 
the caravans on Big Acre and in those precious woods 
and the residential encroachment onto greenfield sites 
out of Cockermouth. [Sadly that is exactly what has 
happened. The visiting group was also hampered in 
their visit by driving rain which prevented any chance 
to look around the site. Editor]

Something about the raw, untamed, cutting edge of 
Cumberland, as it was in those days, made an indelible 
impression on me from the work go and it took me a 
good year to settle into the true home of the school a 
Mill Hill. I found this setting, delightful though it is, too 
tame and domestic after the more rigorous landscape 
of the North and there was not the same sense of 
space and freedom. In fact, the whole ambiance of the 
school had changed. In Cockermouth a small group of 
boys aged from 8 to 13, from all over the country and 
living together twenty four hours a day, had somehow 
homogenised into one entity; now, with 150 or more 
boys at the school, more than half of them day boys, 
separate groups formed, mainly on an age/classroom 
basis, and this integration was lost.

Furthermore, the staff at Cockermouth fell into a 
certain sort of common pattern of conduct (with the 
possible exception of the ‘one-off’ Johnny Walker, the 
boy’s favourite) to which a new boy could adapt quite 
quickly. However, this was not so with some of the 
staff who joined when the school returned to Mill Hill 
and I found this very disconcerting. One master had 
come from another country, told wildly exaggerated 
stories about himself which we all knew to be untrue 
and had no idea how to deal with boys of that age. 
Another shouted at the top of his voice at little or no 
provocation, which I found alien to the discipline the 

school was trying to instil into us. On one occasion 
at super I remember his suddently and unexpectedly 
bellowing out at such volume that he actually fell off 
a radiator on which he had seated himself. I have often 
wondered how these disparate personalities co-existed 
in the Masters’ Common Room with the likes of Harold 
Alston, with his intellect and razor-sharp wit, Maurice 
Lanyon and the humane, cultured Paul Haeffner.

Despite being much nearer home with the advantages 
that brings, I found this change confusing and difficult 
and suffered from insomnia. I am sure I was disruptive 
and it was certainly a good year before Maurice Lanyon 
would have me in the choir.

When I joined the school at Cockermouth in autumn 
1944 there were 59 boys. I am fairly sure of this, 
as David Whale, the son of the then headmaster of 
Mill Hill, was No. 60 and one of the numbers in the 
50’s had not been allocated. Three boys joined in 
the intermediate terms: the younger of the Harkness 
brothers from Newcastle, M.J.S. Tait, the cousin of Chris 
Blakeborough and Geoff Bie (pronounced ‘bee’). For a 
time Geoff commuted as a day boy from Whithaven, 
but for obvious reasons soon began to board. He was 
the nephew of Miriam, who was the maid-of-all-work 
at the school who must have gotten up early as she had 
a long day. She had that Cumbrian gritty, no-nonsense 
practicality about her but was a real sweetie at heart. 
At lunch we would ask her what was for pudding. “It’s 
wait-and-see pudding” she would reply.

At Cockermouth we were divided into Old House and 
New House. I was in Old House, which was quite 
handy as we won everything, although not due to any 
particular participation on my part. In my second year 
I was in the Old House junior cricket team, but we 
won by 9 wickets and I was not called upon to bat. 
I well remember in the senior match watching New 
House’s no. 11, Chris Kershaw, make his way out to 
join ‘Kango’ Johnson at the crease. New House were 
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St. Helen’s, home to Belmont from 1939-1946 



shouting frantically after him, “You’ve got to make 
16 runs”, which smugly we knew was not going to 
happen.

Back in Mill Hill we were divided into six houses, 
the Vikings and the Celts eventually being merged 
into the other four. I was a Jute and, suffice it to say, 
that in the Commends/Black Marks league, we once 
managed to register a minus four! Our housemaster 
was Clive Edgeson, who I believe had played cricket 
for Leicestershire. When he left, due possibly because 
of a serious optical problem he had developed, the 
poisoned chalice was taken on by David Gee.

In fact, before joining Belmont I had not played any 
organised sport at all and was not at all conversant with 
these activities. When I was put down for soccer one 
afternoon, I really thought it was some sort of boxing 
match (to ‘sock’ someone in those days was to give him 
a punch). These were the days of the 2-3-5 formation 
and all the Third Year boys wanted to be forwards. 
Philip Edwards and Roger Marston, for no particular 
reason that I could see, were stuck in the respective 
goals and the rest of us were distributed around. I was 
put on the right side of midfield, or right half as it 
was called then, which was inspired guesswork, as it 
was the only position on the field where I was any 
use at all. I wasn’t particularly fast, nor did I have 
any special ball control skills, but I seemed to have an 
instinct as to where to be to pick up the loose ball and 
my distribution was quite good – usually back to the 
player who had just been dispossessed.

Two years later, back at Mill Hill, I did play twice 
for the Belmont 1st XI ‘away’ – once at right half 
against Royal Masonic, where we won 3-0 and once 
somewhere in West London (Colet Court?) at inside 
right, where we lost 0-3, on a seriously muddy pitch 
with a ball like a lead weight. I was absolutely useless 
but the tea was good.

I am not sure what competitive sport at top level was 
played during the War, if any at all; certainly a former 
colleague of mine in a 2 PARA football team just 
after the War found himself facing Wilf Mannion, of 
Middlesbrough and England, so presumably the stars 
were expected to join up like everyone else. I was so 
ignorant as to what was what, that when the school 
returned to Mill Hill, as a 10 year old – and I am really 
embarrassed to admit to this now – for a short time 
I actually thought that Tottenham, as in Hotspurs, 
was Totteridge!! But we soon established our heroes, 
Len Hutton and Dennis Compton at cricket, Stanley 
Matthews (who else?), Bruce Woodcock in the boxing 
ring and Sidney Wooderson in athletics.

At Cockermouth both rugger and football were played 
on Big Acre, now the caravan park. I imagine someone 
much have changed over the goalposts for the juniors’ 
football matches – it would have been Fred at Mill Hill, 
wouldn’t it, and I bet many an O.B. remembers Fred. I 
played two games in the 1st XI cricket team in my final 
year (at Mill Hill). In one of them to this day I think 
Maurice Lanyon incorrectly gave me out lbw for 3.

But I did once put one over on him, though. In a form 
4A music lesson he asked if anyone could give him the 
three Bs. This took a slightly unexpected turn when 
Robert Bee (Bee-double-ee), who was in the class, said, 
not, there were two Bs, he was one and Geoff Bie (Bee-
eye-ee) was in 4B. It was soon established that we were 
talking about Bach, Brahms and Beethoven. To my 
mind, this concept had distinct possibilities. I thought 
for a minute or two and put up my hand. “Sir, could 
you give me a pair of shoes?” I asked. Lanyon walked 
slowly over and, hands clasped behind his back and 
bending over slightly from the waist, solemnly asked 
without a flicker of an expression on his faced and 
in his slow, deliberate manner, “Mwas now, Williams, 
what do you mean, can I give you a pair of shoes?” 
“Schumann and Schubert, Sir”, I replied triumphantly. 
I thought it was a lot funnier than he did! (for those 
readers who did not know Maurice Lanyon, in the 
Spring 2013 Edition of the Belmontian, he is the 
central figure in the summer term 1952 choir photo).

I should not make him out to be stuffy, as I always 
thought of him as a very genteel, approachable master, 
even if his sense of humour took a bit of working out 
for 8 to 13 year olds. Harold Aston, on the other hand 
(in the Centenary Yearbook he is in the photograph 
on page 13, sitting two places to the left of A.E.R. 
Roberts) was spot on. One incident in particular stands 
out in my mind. At Cockermouth, Assembly was in 
the Form 3 classroom, which was the biggest. Before 
a meal we lined up in a strict order by protocol. Form, 
date of arrival at school and age. After Notices we 
would proceed in a line through to the dining room, 
but there was a shortage of chairs, which for some 
reason fluctuated from day to day. The master taking 
Assembly would send a boy to tally up the requirement 
and that number of junior boys would each take in 
a chair. Harold Alston duly dispatched a boy, then 
gave out some notices, during which he interjected 
that he did not know why he had sent that particular 
boy as he couldn’t count up any further than six. The 
unfortunate boy, and I have a sneaking ideas it was 
Mick Bayendor, returned in due time. “6” he reported 
and grinned stupidly and uncomprehendingly as the 
Assembly exploded in laughter.



I was a pupil at Belmont from 1996 to 2002 and a 
proud Angle. After leaving Belmont I stayed in the 
foundation and was in School House at Mill Hill 
until 2007. I went on to study Commercial Music 
Performance at the University of Westminster and 
in 2012 enlisted into the Corps of Army Music as a 
percussionist. My Phase 1 training was conducted 
at the Army Training Centre, Pirbright, where for 
fourteen weeks I was taught the same core skills as 
the rest of the Army. I then x to The Royal Military 
School of Music, Kneller Hall, Twickenham, to 
complete my Phase 2 trade training which built 
upon the foundations of being always ‘a soldier first’. 
On completion of Phase 2 training and qualifying 
as multi-instrumental percussionist I was posted 
to Colchester, Essex, with The Band of Parachute 
Regiment. 

2014 was a very memorable year. It marked both the 
Centenary of the beginning of The First World War 
and the commemorations marking 70 years since 
Allied forces conducted Operations to liberate Nazi 
occupied France. I was privileged to be involved in 
many events both in the UK and abroad to mark 
these two milestones in our national history. 

In August, the Band provided musical support to 
one of the main National services in Glasgow’s 
George Square to mark one hundred years since the 
beginning of the First World War. Representative 
contingents from all three services, The Royal 
Navy, Army and Royal Air Force, were on parade 
and HRH The Prince of Wales took the salute. The 
Prime Minister, Mr David Cameron, and other 
representatives from Commonwealth countries 
were present and against a darkened sky and the 
silhouette of the City’s cathedral Elgar’s Nimrod 
echoed across the square during an exceptionally 

memorable and poignant Act of Remembrance. 
In November we supported many Remembrance 
services in and around our local garrison town of 
Colchester and on Horse Guards Parade and at the 
Cenotaph in Whitehall, London. 

Of particular importance to the Regiment and us 
were the 70th Anniversary Commemorations of 
Operations OVERLORD and MARKET GARDEN, 
the Allied operations on D-Day and subsequent 
airborne operation to capture key strategic bridges 
in occupied Holland. The band travelled to France 
during June to act as the representative British army 
band and performed at the Tattoo de la Liberte in 
Caen alongside 500 musicians from 10 countries. 
We were also present at Ranville Cemetery for HRH 
The Prince of Wales, Merville Battery and SWORD 
Beach for the main National commemoration event 
with HRH, The Queen, other heads of state and 
many veterans present. In September we travelled 
to Arnhem and Oosterbeek for events to mark the 
actions of the British 1st Airborne Division. It was 
humbling to see the affection of the local population 
towards the Division whose exploits are still very 
much remembered. We played at Ginkel Heath which 
one of the main parachute drop zones as modern 
Paratroopers conducted commemorative drops. 
There was also the Ede Tattoo, the Hartenstein Hotel 
and at the Commonwealth War Graves cemetery 
in Oosterbeek. The latter was a very moving event 
with many veterans present for perhaps the last time 
alongside descendents of those were liberated. 

It has been an incredibly humbling experience to 
support the events of the last year that have meant so 
much to many and to be reminded of the reverence 
in which our forebears are held for the sacrifices 
that they made in spite of tremendous hardships. 

James Ellen



As this is to be Lynn Duncan’s final edition of The 
Belmontian as Head of the school, it is fitting that we 
pay tribute to the legacy she will leave behind after 
11 years at the helm. As Lynn’s first appointment 
onto the Senior Team in 2004 and the person lucky 
enough to be appointed as her successor, I feel I 
am well placed to reflect on the significant and 
long lasting impact Lynn has had on Belmont’s 
development.

Lynn joined Belmont from Durston House in January 
1997 and was appointed as Director of Studies by 
John Hawkins. In September 2001 she was promoted 
to the position of Deputy Head and she saw off a 
strong field to be appointed as Belmont’s first female 
Head in September 2004. Lynn’s vision was to 
continue to enhance Belmont’s reputation as a school 
that provides outstanding pastoral care and a broad 
educational experience for all the pupils but she was 
also determined to make Belmont a school known 
for high academic standards. Belmont is now seen as 
a more academic school than it was 11 years ago and 
this is down to the high expectations Lynn has asked 
of her teachers and pupils. She leads from the front 
and nobody works harder than she in providing the 
best possible education for Belmont pupils. Lynn 
knows what excellence looks like and she is always 
on a mission to achieve it; the outstanding ISI 
inspection of 2012 is testament to this.

When Lynn retires at the end of this academic year 
she will be greatly missed by the staff, pupils and 

Lynn Duncan

parents. She has inspired hundreds of members of 
the Belmont community and I have personally learnt 
a tremendous amount from Lynn as a leader. She is 
kind, wise, strong, committed and also has a dry 
sense of humour. I think I will miss Lynn the most 
when I am looking for some sound advice to help 
resolve a problem or if I just need a listening ear. 

As well as making her mark on the lives of so many 
people involved at Belmont, Lynn also leaves behind 
a new addition to the site. Lynn worked tirelessly to 
secure the Governors’ approval for the development 
of The Michael Proctor Building. As a devoted 
scientist, Lynn was determined to enhance the 
science provision at the school. The two new state-
of-the-art science labs, added to the refurbished old 
labs, make Belmont a school with the resources to 
inspire future generations of scientists. The six new 
classrooms and the Proctor Assembly Hall have also 
made a huge difference in enhancing the learning 
environment for our pupils. It seems appropriate 
therefore that Lynn’s portrait will be on display in 
the Michael Proctor Building for all to recognise 
the contribution she has made to make the building 
possible.

I am sure you will join me in wishing Lynn a long 
and happy retirement with Alastair. I know it will 
not be that quiet or relaxing because Lynn has 
far too much energy for that. Whether she will be 
continuing her role as a school governor, inspecting 
schools as an ISI inspector, redesigning her garden 

in the Cotswolds or 
carrying out her duties 
as a grandmother, Lynn 
will be 100% committed 
to doing an outstanding 
job. Lynn will go down 
in Belmont’s rich history 
as one of the school’s 
finest headteachers. I feel 
incredibly privileged to 
have worked so closely 
with her and to be taking 
over Belmont in such 
a strong and healthy 
position.

Leon Roberts

Senior Deputy Head
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Over the years I have been a teacher at Belmont 
the History Club has visited a wide variety of places 
in Britain and beyond. Here are three photographs 
taken on some of the earliest of these trips. I wonder 
if the readers can work out where each was taken 
(the first photo is rather easy!),when and who the 
pupils are. The lack of girls is a bit of a give-away. 
There is at least one doctor and one history teacher 
amongst these boys. Where are the rest now?

History Club Trips


