





TUESDAY, 26 OCTOBER

09h40 | had another horrible night,
worrying about Roy — what should we
do? | hallucinated to the extent of
seeing a third person in tent. | think
he was called Alfred. He preferred
lying on his side, whereas the real me
stayed on his back. The nights are
long and cold: 10 hours.

Left at 08.30 hours, dialogue quite
low calibre. My platitudes e.g. “the
sun’s coming up”, marked by Roy
saying “Yeah, | know”. Great news is
that Roy’s headache’s gone. | can
resume worrying about me. A girl has
packed up (I thought she was stronger
than me). Sundown - last few
beams/rays of light. It was a very
tough day. The worst moment was a
hail storm and looking like we were
not going to get to Shira Camp
before dark. As instructed by Cellnet,
| got Roy to tamper with telephone
battery and behold it worked and |
got Lorraine (my secretary)! Gave a
very full report. It is getting cold and
we must try to turn in (now shiver-
ing). Porter just turned up with food.

WEDNESDAY, 27 OCTOBER
08h00 I guess we're rested. Roy said
my breathing was ‘irregular’ during
the night. We are back to basics, now.
Body functions become vital — loss of
appetite quite marked. Roy taking
small quantities of Diamox. My dreams
during the night aren’t giving me much
comfort. This guy, Arthur/Albert/Alfred
(I never quite caught his name)
fulfils the role of the guy with the
ailments. He has pains/aches/cramp
- so0 | detach myself and leave him to
it. My dreams included thinking
about boots having been stolen. Our
tent is definitely too small. The faulty
zips of the tent resulted in my panic
exit, pulling up tent peg.

15h45 Well, we ran into serious
problems and have had to change
the programme. The fact is, | take it
too slowly. I don’t have much choice.
I don’t have enough puff. A few paces

upwards and am short of breath and
need time to recover. We took so long
for the morning programme that it
was dangerous proceeding further.
To aid me, the guide took my water
bottles and then backpack to ease
the weight. The afternoon could take
so long that we could still be trekking
after dusk. So, having met two other
couples who were taking the extra
time, we did likewise. The first case
had one that couldn’t hold down
food or water. The second were
taking the extra time for acclimatisa-
tion. It wasn’t an easy decision and |
guess Roy took it. | certainly am not
prepared to give up ... yet! The
principle also arose — are we sticking
together? There’s a moral dilemma. |
don’t want to deny Roy the achieve-
ment and he doesn’t want to ditch me
(as | didn’t want to desert him when
we worried about his altitude sickness).
In the event, with a small dose of
Diamox he is now in great shape
(“no” he says, “just better shape™).

Administrative problems getting in
touch with our offices to announce
deferment of programme. We sent
fax to Carol and Lillemor. My Cellnet
phone not connecting again. There’s
a chill factor in the air, but of course,
we are at 14,000 ft.

THURSDAY, 28 OCTOBER

08h00 With the change of plan we
now had to reach Barafu Camp which
I found easier in parts, i.e. flattish but
any ascent or climb made me exhaus-
ted. In the event, we went slightly
further and higher to advantage us
for the final climb to the top.

We pitched camp at about 15h00,
had goulash at about 17h00. Confided
to Roy my wish somehow to reach
the top no matter what. Would see it
as ultimate fulfilment and would then
take the rest of life somewhat easier
(he said “it is about time”). |
discussed with Vincent, the chief guide,
my need to reach the top emphasising

the amount of pledge money riding
on me. He reckoned | could do it but
said he would add a couple of extra
porters (I was to find out why later).
Roy and | turned in carefully agreeing
what garments would be suitable
(i.e. Roy loaned me his long johns).
10h00 we were awoken by porter,
Doug, with coffee and biscuits. For
the umpteenth time | urged him not
to zip up the tent. | couldn’t unjam
it in a doubled up position, gasping
for breath. Yet again he failed to
understand me and fastened us in.
Had to leave it to Roy to get us out.
He was understandably vexed,
swearing at zip (and possibly my
incompetence). Somewhat in a daze,
| dressed, but team came quickly for
setting off. As a result, | had omitted
some garments e.g. woollen
pullover, double-layered trousers
(preferring instead plastic leggings,
which unfortunately provided no
warmth) and balaclava, as well as sun
block. Anyway, we bravely set off: me
with Vincent, Doug and Mike. Roy
with Peter (chief cook). It was not long
before my first pause caused Roy to
move ahead with Peter but nobody

(continued on page 4)
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(continued from page 3)

could really see the others anyway.
We had headlamps and sticks. In my
case | soon settled down to following
the two feet in front of me, as best |
could, occasionally indicating | had
to stop. | soon became rather cold
and probably moved like a zombie. |
cannot fully remember or account
for the time between starting off say
at 23h00 Thursday and 05h00 Friday.

FRIDAY, 29 OCTOBER
| remember only too well my lowest
moment when, numb with cold in
feet and hands, | had to stop, gasping
for breath. At that stage | experienced
chest pains on both sides and realised
| was at the stage of taking undue
irresponsible risks (and remembered
those back at CCF Charterhouse who
had urged me to be sensible).
Surprisingly at that stage, Vincent
encouraged me by saying “we were
on schedule”. Then | was to discover
why | had three porters to help. One
on either side of me and one pushing
from the back. | actually told Vincent
| thought | was going to die and was
worried about his problem in getting
me down, the medical support being
non-existent. He simply continued
with Doug and Mike, and kept rubbing
my chest and back, which | guess
helped with the warmth factor, but
certainly not the breathing. My water
bottle was frozen and estimates of
temperature varied between —25°
and —-38°C. | certainly discovered new
degrees of shivering. At that stage, |
was hugely comforted by a red, hazy
glow appearing in the sky and realised
I might get some help from the sun.
“How long before sunrise?”, | asked
Vincent, “About one hour,” came the
unhelpful, but honest, reply. “Could |
last?”, | thought.

We pressed on with me needing
frequent rests. Dawn breaks, and the
sun emerges. Then suddenly, from

above me comes the furious, hostile
shout from Roy, “Get off this mountain,
you are to go down at once, you're
risking your life.” “It will take you
hours to reach the top.” (I learnt
from him later, he had heard various
accounts of my distress; nobody
thought | could make it and told him
s0.) What's more, Vincent intended
getting me to Stella Point and not
Uhuru Peak. He told me later that
many people saw Stella Point as the
top — but | am still confused about
that and wonder whether he was
being straight with me. Roy, having
instructed my team not to take me
any further, stormed down the
mountain with Peter. He told me later,
he had his own problems to cope with.
| said | wanted to do some filming.
Roy had given me his balaclava in
exchange for my peaked cap. When
Roy was out of sight we resumed our
climb. It was such an ordeal. There
were times when | asked myself “Hang
on, am | climbing? Or am | being
effectively half carried up?” Even 20
metres was such a challenge on
loose scree, with two steps forward
and one back.

Eventually after an eternity of
suffering and striving, we reached a
pile of stones and the trio of guides
started jumping up and down,
congratulating me (well done Babu!
Swahili for grandfather). | had enough
presence of mind to unload and reload
my ciné camera and then teach Vincent
how to operate it. Having brought a
3-iron golf club all the way from
England and slept (accidentally) upon
the golf ball, now was the time to
demonstrate how far it would go at
that altitude. First attempt was ‘fresh
air’ shot. What’s Swahili for Mulligan?
Second shot an absolute beauty,
sailing far beyond what my eye could
follow. This zany mission now accom-
plished, | started my descent...it was
a long haul, but in my mind, from now
on it was ‘downhill’. Eventually, with

very sore feet, | got back to Barafu at
11:00 hours, where | met up with Roy.
Relations between us were somewhat
strained. “By what authority did you
tell me to get off the mountain?”, |
asked. “Lillemor entrusted your
safety to me”, he replied — game, set
and match. If he had said ‘friendship’,
he still would have prevailed. Roy
was concerned about my lack of
sleep, so at 12h00, | slept (a coma),
for one hour.

At 13h00 it was time to move on
to Mweka, last camp. So off again, on
a so-called four-hour walk. | took it
slowly; why not? | was to find out
later. The terrain was stony, dusty and
unending. “Look” said Vincent, after
three hours or so, “you can see in
the distance, the tents of our camp
at Mweka”. | strained to look, but
could only take in a green clearing
miles beyond a tropical forest, vast in
itself. The sun was high in the sky
and | jested “maybe dusk will descend
before we arrive?”. “Maybe” said
Vincent, but | was not really worried.
After another hour or so, the trudge
being interrupted only by occasional
stops for water, or Vincent having a
smoke, | asked if we were nearly there?
The familiar reply “about one hours
still” said Vincent. | became alarmed as
I saw the sun, no longer hot, casting
very long shadows. We were well
into the jungle following, it seemed,
a torrent bed of tree roots and rocks,
somehow penetrating the hard
protection of my boots. This was no
joke. I literally had been trekking for
well over 20 hours with one hour’s
rest. It was now dark and difficult to
see where to put one’s feet.
Fortunately, the jungle was devoid of
any life, which I still find strange. When
I was at my most despondent, voices
greeted us in the dark. Some porters
with torches had come to find us. Roy
told me later that he had become
anxious at about 19h30 and thought
they should send out a search party.



During this long trek I had discussed
several issues with Vincent. One,
“why didn’t you take me to Uhuru
Peak, why spoil the ship for a
ha’p’orth of tar?” It was less than 200
metres to go up around the rim of the
crater. He again said | had reached the
top and the porters were all marvel-
ling that Babu, as they were all now
regularly calling me, was brave and
they could hardly believe that | had
managed to reach Stella Point. Two, |
told him that | was not inclined to tip
him generously if it was all going on
cigarettes; that he would eventually
have to give up being a guide because
of the effect of smoking on his lungs
and he wouldn’t even be able to walk
with his children in a few years’ time.
I had seemed to be walking for so
long over difficult terrain and now it
was very dark. It seemed to go on
forever, with no sign of the camp. It
did eventually end, however, and |
found Roy in our tent waiting for me to
join him for dinner. | rang Lorraine to
update her on events, i.e. my not quite
making the highest peak but hardly
knowing why. One, my condition was
not great, but not desperate; after all
| took films and hit my golf ball very
well. Two, Roy obviously thought | was

taking undue risks with my life. Three,
the guide and porters clearly consid-
ered | had done enough. (Were | to be
back there now, would | have pressed
on? It’s easier to be bolder afterwards.)

20h00 we turn in, not fancying the
well-prepared meal. | took some soup
and requested a second helping of
orange segments. | was so exhausted
that | only managed to get my feet
into my sleeping bag, before falling
fast asleep. Not good for warmth
during the night.

SATURDAY, 30 OCTOBER

Bearded “Babu” presented a sorry
sight. His hands and feet had become
like paws (more like boxing gloves,
said Lillemor later). His eyes so swollen
he could not see and his movements
like Methuselah’s. Nose, chin and
hands had also been too exposed to
the sun and he could not swallow.
Thus, foot sore and ill co-ordinated
(physically and psychologically), we
packed up and set off to the Mweka
Gate out of Kilimanjaro National Park.
Quite a pleasant tropical morning,
we heard some birds singing in the
sun beaming through the trees. Soon,
though, the path comprising difficult
ruts and roots and steep downhill
became painful and never-ending.
When we thought we were nearly
there, Vincent told us, yet again, “one
hour to go”. Heart sank, but then
came a surprise. Vincent announces
that when he has smoked the last
cigarette in his packet, he will smoke
no more. “Great news”, | told him,
but we would make sure that
everyone knew of his vow.

Soon there was further good news,
the OTR-4WD had done the impossi-
ble. It had penetrated the forest.
True, the path had grown wider for
some time now. But it was amazing
to hear the voices then see the truck
and then final revelation: there were
our wives. Fantastic reunion: “So, you
nearly killed yourself, you fool”, said
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Lillemor in tears, mingling with mine
as we hugged. “I was certain you were
dead when you didn’t show up
yesterday.” “What? You didn’t get our
message?” “No, only rumours from
other climbers giving contradictory
accounts.” “We waited seven hours
and then came back today”, said Carol,
but recrimination was there none.
Such was the joy of reunion that past
pain and anxiety were quickly put
behind. We checked out of the gate,
with our diplomas.

Apparently, my effort put me in
the success book (Uhuru Peak
(5,895m), Stella Point (5,795m) and
Gillmans Point (5,685m) all qualified
as Vincent had told me earlier). |
checked through all the other names
in the book. Roy had pointed out
that we hadn’t seen anybody over
the age of 40, but | couldn’t find any
names close to 70 throughout the
whole book.

14h00 we made our farewells to
the team with generous financial
rewards; they were trying to turn the
spirit of Babu into a legend but
Lillemor did not want that! The
image was too elderly for her. Back
at the Mount Meru Lodge, Babu’s
beard had to go. We changed our
room to one with bath (instead of
shower). From then on, civilised
comforts despatched the ghost of
the banished Babu fast vanishing
behind on Kilimanjaro. Did he reach
the top? Was his trip successful?
Certainly no doubt about Roy. He
reached the peak of Uhuru and
descended on an injured foot. He
certainly enjoyed the resumption of
civilised standards, even more than
Ken. No easy deal though; his leg
was so painful for the return flight,
that we had to get a wheelchair, both
in Nairobi and Heathrow.

But both men have surely
earned their sponsorship money?



D HeriTAGE

THE LOST I\/IANSION)n the COP

HOSE OF You who
frequently travel along the
M25 will be familiar with

the imposing edifice that stands
proudly on a hilltop, just to the west
of where the road tunnels under
Epping Forest. This is Copped Hall,
the most recent mansion on a site
which can trace its history back more
than 850 years. The name, which
was first recorded around the middle
of the 13th Century, probably derives
from the ‘cop’ or small pinnacle of
land on which the house stands.

The earliest occupants of the site
are thought to have been huntsmen
serving the King in the great Forest
of Essex. Epping Forest is now all
that remains.

At the end of the 14th Century, the
Copped Hall estate extended to 180
acres. In 1350 it was transferred into
the ownership of the Abbots of nearby
Waltham. The Abbots had ownership
until shortly before King Henry VIl
dissolved the monasteries in 1540.

Henry VIII visited Copped Hall
occasionally and his son, King Edward
VI, granted it to Mary Tudor who was
for a time held virtual prisoner there.
Mary was succeeded as Queen by
Elizabeth | who became owner of the
property. The lessees of the time, the
Cornwallis family, indulged in some
early asset stripping and reduced the
hall to a ruinous state. It was rebuilt,
possibly incorporating some of the
13th Century building, into a ‘noble
large house’ and in 1568 Queen
Elizabeth | stayed there on her way
to Cambridge.

It is said that the first performance
of William Shakespeare’s ‘A
Midsummer Night’s Dream’ took
place at Copped Hall.

Ownership passed through several
families until, once again, the house

was in decline. In 1751 plans were
laid, the old building was demolished
and the present one started to rise.
It was now the Conyers family which
owned the hall and they developed
and decorated the buildings in grand
fashion employing the designer James
Wyatt for some of the work. By 1803
the estate comprised over 3,000 acres
and this had risen to over 4,000 acres
by 1869, when sadly the family line
came to an end.

Now the Wythes family, who had
made their fortune on the railways,
became the new owners. They set
about extending the house by adding
north and south wings, a large conserv-
atory, a ballroom and domestic
accommodation. In addition the old
garden was developed with summer
houses and statuary in abundance.

On the morning of 5 May 1917,
the hall was all but destroyed by fire.
Parts of it remained habitable, but
the Wythes family were not, for many
reasons, inclined to attempt restoration.
The site again set into a long decline.

The gardens were much vandalised
over the years and in the early 1950s,
stonework was sold off and specimen
trees were sold for timber.

The advent of the M25 attracted

developers to the site. However, the
Friends of Copped Hall conservation
fought hard against proposals to
build around the mansion and create
golf courses over the park. Happily
they were eventually successful.

In 1993 the Copped Hall Trust was
established as a charitable organisation
hopeful of acquiring the mansion
and its surroundings to protect it in
perpetuity. The Corporation of the
City of London had purchased much
of the park removing the threat of
golf courses. The economic circum-
stances of the time had reduced the
viability of some of the proposed
development schemes. This is not to
say that there were no major obstacles
to be overcome. The Trust’s architect
and driving force, Alan Cox, relates
some fearsome tales of problems which
had to be dealt with. Nevertheless
the Trust was able to purchase the
freehold of Copped Hall in 1995.

One of the first tasks of the Trust
has been to make the grounds more
secure and better protected. Already
the level of vandalism has been
greatly reduced.

Much work has also been under-
taken in the grounds. The invading
overgrowth and sycamore trees are









Dear Diary

| was very interested to see the
photograph from Mrs Gray of Leeds,
published in the Autumn issue 59 of
Diary on page 8. Judging from the
background, it was taken at Moor Hall,
Cookham, where it was customary
for a Maidenhead photographer to
take a photograph of the people
attending various courses.

You may be interested in the
enclosed photograph taken there in
Autumn 1958 which shows the same
background, one small difference
being that the wisteria has grown
somewhat!

Readers of Diary who are ex-ICL
may remember some of the people in
the photograph, as all were employed
as Instructors at one time or another
at various ICL training establishments.

Dear Diary

Here is a photograph of the children’s
Christmas party that took place in
the STC canteen. It was taken (if my
memory serves me correctly) in 1954,
My daughter Jean, on the left aged
seven is with her friend Sandra Rich.
Although her dad did not work at
STC, he was the one who drove the
single decker bus from Wood Green,
bringing in loads of workers. | bet
quite a few of the old folks will
remember that.

e Jack Rolfe — Hertfordshire

They are: back row from left to right,
Alf Colyer, Tim Pearson, Douglas
McArthur, Stan Hook (Chief
Instructor), George Thomson
(Principal, Moor Hall), Tony Blunt,
Hugh Sparkes. Front row from left to

David McLachlan, Bert Molsom,
“Doony” Donnithorne-Clarke and
Ralph Kent.

e B Molsom - Lincolnshire

Dear Diary

My husband and | have now left the UK and dear old Harlow but we served
50 years with STC between us. We eagerly look forward to receiving the
‘Diary’ each quarter.

My husband, Albert Liebrecht, joined STC in 1947 after being demobbed
and worked in the Crystal Division at Woolwich, from where we were eventu-
ally moved to Harlow in 1952. We actually moved to Harlow before the Crystal
Division and Albert travelled each day to Woolwich by motor bike.

He worked in the Labs with Crystal Division. | myself joined the Company
working in the Rectifier Division in 1954 in a number of departments finally
finishing up in Electronic Services Division from where | retired in 1981.
During lunch time Mr Frank Phillips and | ran the ‘Garden Shop’ which
proved very popular with personnel. | was known as the Lady, making
hanging baskets and selling all types of plants. | made many friends which |
miss very much.

We moved to New Zealand five years ago to be with our son and family
who, incidentally, served his apprenticeship with STC. We miss the old
country.

I think possibly we can claim to be the first to live in Harlow in 1952 before
the Crystal Division moved there in September 1952.

Greetings to all friend and colleagues.

e Peggy Liebrecht — New Zealand
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A CRETAN IDYLL

F YOU HAVE REACHED that

age when the idea of a

Mediterranean holiday still
appeals but just the thought of
baking on the beach for a fortnight
surrounded by kids, your ears
assailed by a pan-European babble,
leaves you more tense than relaxed,
read on — you might learn something
to your advantage.

Perched on the south-eastern coast
of Crete is Mirtos, a small white-
washed village with a square, a main
street and alleyways with steps
leading down to a ‘promenade.’ The
temperature, hot in summer and
pleasantly warm for the rest of the
year, dictates the pace of life which is
slow to somnolent. It's not surprising
that longevity is common among
villagers given the the traditionally
healthy Mediterranean diet and the
apparent absence of stress, political
correctness and the dreaded ‘yoof
culture’. Another significant factor is
that the locals prefer to rely on a less
capricious way of making a living than
through tourism. Visitors are made
welcome but more as honourary
residents than tourists to be fleeced.

Approaching from the north, it
soon becomes evident that agriculture
provides the economic stability for
the area. Leaving behind the island’s
cities and large resorts one comes
across more cultivated plots and fields,
most noticeably, row after row of
long plastic greenhouses. As well as
the ubiquitous olives, most kinds of
produce are grown in the region, for
export as well as for home consump-
tion, including lemons, melons,
peaches, aubergines and courgettes.
When this is supplemented by the
fruits of the sea such as red mullet,

sole and squid, it is quite understand-
able that the locals do not see the
need to turn their little corner of
Eden into a latter-day Benidorm.

Crete has had a turbulent past,
much of it bloody such as the brutal
German occupation in World War Two.
However, it is probably best known for
its Minoan civilisation (2600-1400 BC)
and within fairly easy walking distance
of Mirtos are the remains of two early
settlements from that era. They are
both on hilltops but are well worth the
climb, if only for the splendid views
of the coastline lapped by the Libyan
Sea. More fascinating is to find shards
of pottery and walk on ancient paved
paths. You can enter the courtyard and
buildings where people enjoyed a
most sophisticated lifestyle a thousand
years before our Iron Age ancestors
built their stone circles at Grimspound
on Dartmoor.

When in Crete we usually hire a car
which is by far the best way of getting
around, not only for visiting the more
famous places of interest but also to
afford us the dubious pleasure of
bumping up and down stony country
tracks. | invariably misread the map
while Leonora drives like a native in
search of the birthplace of some
Cretan worthy, or some of the more
obscure archeological sites like
Hondras, which is surrounded by olive
trees in an almost biblical setting and
the eerily silent Minoan ruins at Vasiliki.

Elsewhere, the Dorian city at Lato
(7th-3rd century BC) constructed
with huge stone blocks and spread
across two hills is most imposing. No
less impressive in its way is the tiny
cave in a cliff face high above the
village of Kalamafka which 3,500 years
ago was a pagan shrine and today is

a Greek Orthodox place of worship.
Another trip worth taking in eastern
Crete is up through the Dikti
Mountains to the fertile Lasithiou
Plateau. Here one can slip back into
the world of Greek mythology, by
descending deep into the Diktaio
Cave, which is reputedly where Rhea
gave birth to the god of gods, Zeus.

A less arduous but just as reward-
ing excursion is the short drive east
from Mirtos to lerapetra, the most
southerly town in Crete and, therefore
in Europe. Here you can see the
Minoan, Doric and Graeco-Roman
artefacts in the neat little museum and
stroll around the Venetian Fortress
and Turkish quarter — all reminders
of Crete’s rich historical legacy.

Another pleasant way to pass the
time is to ‘follow your nose’. Driving
on near empty roads through stunning
scenery you might stumble on
villages like the Alpine-looking Kato
Simi — ‘the honey capital of Crete,” Ano
Viannos with its medieval churches,
sleepy seaside Kastri, Malles in the
mountains, where donkey power is
still an integral part of the transport
system and Tertsa, a two-taverna
hamlet with good local wine and the
cheapest food around.

Alternatively, one can simply stay
in Mirtos, described as ‘the sweetest
smelling village in Crete,” with its
houses, shops and bars festooned in
jasmine, geraniums, bougainvillea,
oleander and all sorts of other exotic
flora. Here you can seek the shade of
the tamerisk tree, sit and sip on Ouzo
or a thick black Greek coffee, let your
heavy eyes wander over Homer’s
wine-dark sea and relax, just relax...

Jack Critchlow — Devon












j OBITUARIES

BASILDON

Blatchford Ernest Ronald 84, 19th
August 1999; Cornwell Arthur John
79, 27th September 1999; Croucher
Florence Alice 86, 1st October
1999; Hughes Leonard William 86,
15th July 1999.

BENFLEET

Howell Ronald Phillip Kennings
83, 13th July 1999.

BRIGHTON

Hall Robert Thomas 77, 16th
August 1999; Hill Victor Albert 75,
5th September 1999; James Ronald
Alfred 68, 25th August 1999.
BRISTOL

Rodd Lawrence Eric 68, 6th August
1999.

CARDIFF

Bowles Harold Cecil 80, 7th
September 1999.

CROYDON

Woodward Alice Emma 96, 4th
December 1999.

EAST KILBRIDE

Mellis John 79, 24th September
1999; Wilson Thomas Cairns 77,
9th October 1999,

FOOTSCRAY

Farrant Thomas Arthur 81, 17th
August 1999; Gamble Marjorie
Mansel 93, 2nd August 1999; Harper
Eric 89, 25th March 1999; Pankhurst
Albert Leslie 79, 20th October
1999; Shelley Leonard Charles 87,
5th October 1999; Skillman Mabel
Jean 62, 25th August 1999.

GREAT YARMOUTH

Bracey Helen Walker 76, 16th
August 1999; Bradnum Harold
Joseph 80, 18th September 1999;
Bultitude Donald Herbert 72, 25th
September 1999; French Herbert
Walter 83, 20th September 1999;
Hunt Mildred Elizabeth 89, 5th
October 1999.

GREENWICH

Utterson James Purves 72, 24th
August 1999.

You will be In
our hearts forever

HARLOW

Bowles John 78, 7th September
1999; Frost Leonard Albert 86, 11th
August 1999; Hicks Albert George
Charles 77, 30th September 1999;
Reed Leonard Frederick 81, 23rd
May 1999; Reynolds Rosanna Mary
92, 9th October 1999; Sapstead
Ronald Edgar 76, 20th August
1999; Tolley Percival Henry 75, 7th
August 1999; Warren Audrey June
71, 23rd August 1999.

KIDSGROVE

Baynes Edmund 59, 25th August
1999; Bratt Sylvia Rachel 75, 24th
June 1999; Heron William 76, 12th
October 1999.

LETCHWORTH

Clements Tom 83, 21st September
1999; Crane Norman 89, 16th
October 1999; Elliott Albert Ernest
84, 28th July 1999; Gentle Walter
Ernest 91, 16th July 1999; Gittins
William 73, 10th October 1999;
Hannick Barbara 75, 11th August
1999; Hudspith William 68, 13th
October 1999; Martin James Douglas
85, 12th August 1999; Miller Sidney
George (Dusty) 82, 26th July 1999;
Petit Kenneth 72, 15th August 1999.

LONDON

Rice Stanley John 89, 25th March
1999; Roachford McKee Paul 59,
11th November 1998.

MANCHESTER

Bunting Donald 77, 30th July 1999;
Renshaw William 85, 19th August
1999.

MONKSTOWN

Johnston James 79, 18th August
1999; Mulholland John 67, 11th
March 1999.

NEWPORT

Hall James Arnold 95, 6th August
1999; Tyler Charles R 72, 16th July

1999; Williams Rex James 69, 18th
September 1999.

NEW SOUTHGATE

Allen William Walsh 77, 17th October
1999; Aswell Tom Shipton 87, 7th
August 1999; Bell Alan Raymond
75, 13th June 1999; Crago George
Henry 87, 17th September 1999;
Evans Margaret 78, 17th September
1999; James Ivor Reginald John 87,
17th August 1999; Jones George
William 83, 24th June 1999; Mettam
Wilfred Henry 94; 14th July 1999;
Mortlock Alfred 89, 31st August
1999; Oliver Norah Laurie 83, 2nd
April 1999; Rickett Harry 74, 23rd
August 1999; Rolfe Leslie Gordon
85, 25th October 1999; Skinner
Dorothy May 94, 29th September
1999; Snowden Richard Argus 88,
31st May 1999; Wells Lydia Rosaline
89, 21st July 1999.

NORTH WOOLWICH

Briggs Charles Stanley 94, 23rd
September 1999; Gent Alfred Walter
88, 3rd June 1999; Lungley Robert
Charles 77, 24th August 1999;
Mosley Alice Maud 97, 1st June
1999; Ruddy Elsie Florence 99,
17th August 1999; Wright Sydney
Hewitt 86, 3rd August 1999.
NORWICH

Biddle Peter 74, 2nd September
1999; Brett Maurice Lawrence 70,
14th September 1999.

PAIGNTON

Belben Roy David 65, 6th October
1999; Evans Herbert Henry William
62, 14th August 1999; Holloway
Thomas Martin 80, 16th August
1999; Mills Harold 72, 6th
September 1999; Robins Colin
Herbert John 74, 11th July 1999;
Sellick-Drew Irene 65, 9th July 1999.
ST ALBANS

Wakerley Roy 71, 9th October 1998.

SOUTHAMPTON
Marlow Frederick Leonard 73, 12th
August 1999.

STEVENAGE

Farrow Brian Thomas 66, 11th
September 1999; Gibson George
Angus 68, 10th August 1999;
Leadbeater Eric Harold 71, 19th
August 1999; Wainwright Sheila 74,
15th September 1999.

TAUNTON
Pester Charles William 76, 26th
July 1999.

TREFOREST

James John lorwerth Glyndwr 81,
3rd March 1999; Jones Gwendoline
Florence 78, 13th September 1999.

WAR 02
Ramsden Colin Peter 63, 28th
October 1999.

WEST GORTON

Brooks Ronald 75, 28th September
1999; Wright Leonard 80, 9th
October 1999.

OTHER

Bagshaw Alan Routledge 74, 5th July
1999; Jinks Edward 78, 20th October
1999; Harding Charles Edward 77,
28th July 1999; Maher Raymond
77, 15th October 1999; McHenry
Carson 65, 14th August 1999;
Morris Eric William 64, 13th
September 1999; O’Connor
Frances May 92, 1st June 1999;
Rowe Eric Hayden 71, 28th August
1999; Ruddick Thomas 85, 1st
November; Skuce Philip John, 64
24th January 1999; Smith Sophia
May 92, 9th August 1999; Thomas
Ivor Desmond 65, 20th August
1999; Thorman David Stuart 65,
15th August 1999; Vickery Hubert
James 83, 5th March 1998; Yarnley
Frederick George 87, 3rd August
1999.



PAYROLL DATES

Last date for Payroll Credited to

amendments run accounts
January 10th 11th 18th
February 10th 11th 18th
March 9th 10th 17th
April 10th 11th 18th

DIARY LETTERS
and ARTICLES

Diary is produced especially for our pensioners by
Nortel Networks UK Pension Plan. We try to fill the pages
with interesting and relevant information.

It is always helpful to receive letters and articles each
quarter but we do have to give a deadline date. The next
deadline is Tuesday 1 February 2000 for the Diary to be
dispatched in March 2000.
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Please write to:
The Editor, NT Diary
PO Box 2291, London, W1A 1PG
Tel No: 0171 734 1141

If you have any queries relating to your pension,
please telephone or write to:
Nortel Networks UK Pension Plan
Oakleigh Road South
New Southgate
London N11 1HB
Tel No: 0181 945 3472.

We look forward to receiving
your letters and articles!
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INFORMATION 3

CHANGE OF DETAILS

You may use this form to notify Pensions Payroll of any
changes to your payment instructions or address. The
information you provide will also automatically update the
Diary mailing list. Send the completed form to: Pensions
Payroll, Nortel Networks UK Pension Plan,

Oakleigh Road South, New Southgate, London N11 1HB.

Please note all changes of address and Bank details must
be made in writing.

Changes of address only may be E-mailed to:
Inewbury@nortelnetworks.com

Name:

Pension No:

National Insurance No:

Date of Birth:

New Address:

Post Code:

Bank/Building Society Name & Address:

Post Code:

Account No:

Sort Code:

Signed:

Date:







