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By the Headmaster, Whitgift School

In 1990, after the interviews for the Headship of Whitgift School had been 
completed, I received a telephone call from Peter Shaw, Chairman of the Schools 
Committee of the Whitgift Foundation. He told me that the Archbishop of 
Canterbury had formally selected me from the two names offered to him, and 
that he had great pleasure in inviting me to become the twenty-sixth Headmaster 
of Whitgift.

My own memories of Whitgift, its staff and pupils, are now legion. I will 
never forget entering Big School for my first Assembly, and looking down on 
the pillars which record the names of all the previous Headmasters. Seeing that 
of Ambrose Brygges, first Headmaster from 1600–1601, I said to myself, ‘Please 
God, may I last longer than he did!’

Two decades later, I find myself the longest-serving Head amongst the more 
than 250 schools in membership of the Headmasters’ and Headmistresses’ 
Conference, yet only ninth, by length of service, on the list of the Headmasters 
of Whitgift: John Caesar, 1681–1712, John Bisset, 1812–1843 and Robert 
Brodie, 1871–1902, are tied in first place on thirty-one years each! How splen-
did it would be if a companion to the current volume existed, covering the first 
three centuries of Whitgift, from its opening in the year 1600. What tales could 
be told of worlds now silent.

This book gives a voice to boys from one hundred years of Whitgift’s more 
than four centuries of history, those who occupied the buildings in the centre 
of Croydon, which was home to Whitgift from 1871, and those from Haling 
Park, to which the School moved in 1931. Haling Park, as a former estate of 
Henry VIII, and home to Lord Howard of Effingham, the Lord High Admiral of 
the Fleet which sailed against the Spanish Armada, has a deep history of its own 
to tell. The tales told here, and the memories recorded, are those of the boys 
themselves, stories of adolescent verve and derring-do, by turns noble or mis-
chievous, poignant or puerile, fleeting, or heartfelt. Many have lasted a lifetime, 
as the very best memories should; I hope you enjoy them, and that you can 
enter into the worlds from which they come, and appreciate the spirit in which 
they have been penned.

Christopher Barnett, April 2013
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