
267

Afterword

What a good idea this book has turned out to be. In May 2012 we e-mailed over 
two thousand Old Whitgiftians to invite their contributions. Within hours the 
responses came flooding in, many from familiar names who we hadn’t heard 
from for years – in my case a roll call from the early 1960s which, on its own, 
conjured up memories galore. It has certainly struck a nerve.

Some thought their recollections might be too racy for inclusion, others were 
reluctant to incriminate old partners in crime, now presumed to be respectable 
citizens. Who knows? But, it is the recounting of such scurrilous behaviour, 
usually at the expense of some hapless member of staff, which has given this 
book its humour and authenticity.  Even teachers acknowledge that ‘character-
forming’ – essential for a good, all-round education (or so the prospectus tells 
us) – owes as much to defiant and often ingenious attacks on the institution 
itself, not to mention the consequences, as to what happens in the more con-
trolled environments of classroom and playing field. Having said that, it all 
appears fairly innocuous in hindsight, however daring we thought we were 
being at the time.

Something else I’ve always suspected: those mischievous, rebellious boys 
who never made it to Prefect or house Monitor are frequently the ones who 
went on to do brilliantly in later life. I like to think the staff knew this and 
didn’t try over hard to quash their spirit of contradiction. The number of times 
the ringleaders were let off by an intrigued Headmaster with the warning: ‘if 
you do that again you’ll be in serious trouble’ would suggest so; an indication 
maybe of a good, even great, school. Certainly of a good Headmaster.

During the course of compiling this book we have learnt much about OWs. 
Our contributors, almost to a man, recall Whitgift with great affection, as well 
as the array of characters and personalities they met along the way. Not just 
teachers, porters and other assorted members of staff, either. When I was about 
to leave and looking for a job there was no shortage of OWs ready to help, 
happy to buy me a pint at their local. Not only was that a kindness, it worked 
wonders for a seventeen-year-old’s self-esteem. I hope that still happens today. 

There’s a Whitgift sense of humour, too, which spans the years. Whether due 
to the school’s unusual status as a public/day school where everyone goes home 
at night, or its suburban location, I don’t know. It will be interesting to see how 
it survives the new generation of Whitgift boarders. So, regardless of your era at 
the school or whether or not your contribution graces these pages, I hope you 
allowed yourself to be transported back to your time as a youngster at Whitgift. 
I hope you had as much fun as I did – maybe they were even amongst the best 
days of your life…

Pip Burley, outgoing President, The Old Whitgiftian Association, March 2013.


