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Above: Members of the Oxford University B.P. Scout Club in 1920  

Below: Committee members of the Oxford University B.P. Scout Club in 1920 

Photographs courtesy of Elizabeth Jones, whose uncle Dowell Lloyd Jones was at Keble in 

1919 and was one of the founding members of the Oxford University B.P. Scout Club. He is 

pictured bottom row, second from the left.  



 

 

  

Welcome to our extra-
special centenary edition of 

PostScript 

Editor’s Note: 
This edition of PostScript was, in the best of OUSGG traditions, 

around a year in the planning and about two weeks in the actual 

making. We would like to thank you all for the wonderful 

contributions that we have received – for your memories, your 

photographs and for how OUSGG has shaped your life today.  

This commemorative edition of PostScript has been a great 

excuse for us to explore the archives of OUSGG and discover that, 

actually, not very much has changed in 100 years! We may not do 

quite as much country dancing and church going as we used to, 

but we still go on Halloween camps, and walks in Port Meadow 

just to have an excuse to go to the pub, and have last-minutely 

organised N’n’Ns. And one thing that certainly hasn’t changed in 

100 years is OUSGG’s fabulous sense of humour and camaraderie!  

We hope you will enjoy our little trip down memory lane as we 

raise a glass to 100 years of OUSGG.  

Danica Fernandes and Phil Alderton 

100th Anniversary Dinner Committee: 
I would like to thank everyone who has helped to organise this wonderful 100th Anniversary 

Dinner. It has taken the best part of a year to organise and required a lot of hard work from a lot of 

different people.  

In particular, I would like to thank Shell Cartey for coordinating all of our annual dinner responses, 

Chris Seward for all his help with contacting old members and organising his many surprises, and 

Phil Alderton for helping to put together this commemorative edition of PostScript. Having never 

organised anything on this scale before, I am very grateful to you all for your support and words of 

wisdom, which I may or may not have heeded!  

I’d also like to thank Hannah Germain, Tim Beard, Mayur Pant and Katherine Davis for all your 

help with the dinner, punt and picnic and the search for a guest speaker… 

Danica Fernandes (ex-Chair 2015-16 and 100th Anniversary Dinner Organiser) 

Editors: 

Danica Fernandes 

Phil Alderton 

Views are those of their authors 

and may not reflect those of 

OUSGG or related organisations 

 



 

 

  

Chair’s Report 

Committee 2018/2019 

Chair: Hannah Germain 

Treasurer: Tim Beard 

Secretary: Darcy Allen 

Webmaster: Danica Fernandes 

October 2018 saw a 200% increase in 
active OUSGG members – the 100th year of 
OUSGG was off to a good start! 

In Michaelmas, we did a treasure hunt around the city 
centre, and a walk through Port Meadow. There was also 
pumpkin carving, firework artwork, sparklers, cake 
decorating and Oxmas origami. The highlight for me, 
after five years in Oxford, was actually finding some of 
the colleges I’ve only ever heard of before. Getting back 
from Port Meadow in the dark, down some lost and scary 
footpaths, was another source of excitement. 

In Hilary term, we made penguins, photo frames, and 
other room decorations, and tried a selection of 
international foods. We sewed badges onto our camp 
blankets, learned about dragon training*, and made 
pancakes. We also tried to go ice skating, but ended up 
just eating ice cream instead. 

So far in Trinity, we have explored labyrinths and 
completed coded spy missions at a board games evening. 

*Sadly, we did not get to meet any actual dragons, but we 
did watch the How to Train Your Dragon film. 

By Hannah Germain 

When Tim Kidd (UK Scouting Chief 

Commissioner) never got back to us, Mayur 

had to look a bit further afield in his 

quest to find a guest speaker… 

Mayur’s Quest to find a 

Guest Speaker 

RUSSELL BRAND 

“apologies, he will 

be overseas but 

wishes the very best 

for your event” 

 “david isn't available 

sadly! he sends his best” 
“thanks so much for 

reaching out about 

Bradley! 

Unfortunately, he is 

not accepting many 

dates at this time.” 

David Walliams 

Bradley Cooper 

The quest 

continues… 
Danni Fernandes & MaYur Pant 



 

 

 

  

I will admit from the start that I don’t hold all the 

knowledge about the Oxford University Scout 

and Guide Group. But I can tell you some of 

what I have managed to find out over the last 

few years, whilst in my role as National Archivist 

and during my visit to the Bodleian Library as 

part of my undergraduate dissertation research.  

For my undergraduate dissertation, I decided to 

explore social history (I was doing a BA in 

History), and I incorporated SSAGO, Girl 

Guiding and The Scout Association together as 

case studies to understand how society has 

changed and what these changes meant to these 

organisations. For example, laws on working hours 

and education facilities changed when Baden 

Powell returned from the siege of Mafeking in 

South Africa in 1899. He realised that the boys in 

England were drunk, dirty, uneducated and 

unskilled. He wanted to build a system that would 

give these boys opportunities and help them 

develop into proud citizens, and of course, we know 

what happened next. When those young boys grew 

up and went to university, Scout and Rover clubs 

were subsequently established.  

In 1919, the Oxford University Boy Scout Club was 

established with the aim “to further the interests of 

the Scout Movement within the university”. The 

programme included meetings four times a term, 

which often featured a guest speaker from the 

Scouting community on topics such as ‘Scouting in 

Europe in the Crisis’ and ‘Play Acting as a Plank in 

the Scouting Platform’. The first 'Annual Dinner' 

was held on 4th March at the Randolph Hotel. The 

cost was 10/6 (52p) for a seven course meal, 

exclusive of wine. The speaker was Lt. Gen. Robert 

Baden-Powell, who was asked to come only two 

weeks before. 

The Guide Club was developed during the early 

1920s though was not originally an official club. 

They explain in their minute book that “the purpose 

of the committee was to arrange Guide activities 

and to act as an unofficial steward at the Scout 

Club meetings”. The Lady Baden Powell, Chief 

Guide, was invited and attended the 1943 autumn 

meeting, which must have been exciting. The club 

By SSAGO’s archivist 

Larah Korrison 

A Brief History 

of OUSGG 

Oxford Crewcards from 1939, courtesy of Andy Shrives 



 

 

 

 

  

In 1919, the Oxford University Boy Scout Club 

was established with the aim “to further the 

interests of the Scout Movement within the 

university”. The programme included meetings 

four times a term, which often featured a guest 

speaker from the Scouting community on topics 

such as ‘Scouting in Europe in the Crisis’ and 

‘Play Acting as a Plank in the Scouting Platform’. 

The first 'Annual Dinner' was held on 4th March 

1920 at the Randolph Hotel. The cost was 10/6 

(52p) for a seven course meal, exclusive of wine. 

The speaker was Lt. Gen. Robert Baden-Powell, 

who was asked to come only two weeks before. 

The Guide Club was developed during the early 

1920s though was not originally an official club. 

They explain in their minute book that “the 

purpose of the committee was to arrange Guide 

activities and to act as an unofficial steward at the 

Scout Club meetings”. The Lady Baden Powell, 

Chief Guide, was invited and attended the 1943 

autumn meeting, which must have been exciting. 

The club ran activities including training 

weekends, 2-3 outdoor activities per term, a 

summer camp for Guides and joint meetings with 

the Boy Scout Club. 

Throughout the 20th century, the club changed 

name several times: from a Boy Scout Club to a 

Rover Crew and then to the Oxford University 

Scout Club. By 1960, it had joined with the Guide 

Club to form a joint Scout and Guide Club. This 

later became the Oxford Scout and Guide Group. 

It was quite common during this period for 

University Ranger and Rover clubs to merge 

together and reflected changing wider society 

attitudes towards mixed gender activities. By 

1968, the club boasted 78 members! The 1960s 

was also a turning point for national SSAGO. In 

1967, two separate organisations, Intervarsity 

and Intercollegiate, came together to form one 

joint organisation. This was a major achievement 

as previously intervarsity members would look 

down on intercollegiate members. 

OUSGG also paved the way to forming a long 

standing SSAGO tradition – Witans. Witan means 

‘meeting of the wise’ and during the post-war 

period, it was a select few who went to university 

and therefore they saw themselves as wise and 

noble people. The camp was held in Youlbury, 

1946 and was a way to reconnect with a broken 

Europe. Witans were a place to meet other 

Rangers and Rovers from across the seas and 

there was a service element to the camp as well as 

other activities. It was a tradition to hold a cultural 

day which included sharing food, games and 

dressing up.  

The club also held an annual Halloween camp. This 

was usually held at Hill End Campsite, which had 

previously been an open air school. Activities would 

include hikes, going to church and exploring 

Oxford, whilst in the evening there would be 

country dancing and dressing up. 

All of this information was gathered by the help of 

the vast records held at the Bodleian Library. The 

records include scrap books, minute books dating 

from 1919 (which were deposited soon after they 

were filled up), treasurer accounts, constitutions 

and AGM minutes. The collection shows that in 

order to progress and stay relevant; SSAGO, 

Guiding and Scouting have had to continually stay 

up-to-date and interesting for the modern youth. I 

would encourage anyone to go to the Bodleian 

Library and search through the club records. There 

is so much to discover. When you’re sitting there in 

the library, you truly feel you are a detective 

searching through important records that are telling 

you pieces of the puzzle, and that it’s up to you to 

put them together and tell the next part of the story. 

Happy Birthday OUSGG, 100 is a fantastic 

achievement! Here’s to the next 30, 50 and 

hopefully another 100 years of fun, adventure and 

discovery.  

By Larah Korrison 

National Archivist for SSAGO 2019 

 

Rover crew nametape and pennant from 1964 

Halloween rally, courtesy of Andy Shrives 



OUSGG of Legend  
We consider ourselves to be the greatest student Scouting and Guiding organisation in the history of all things, 
but what is it about us that makes us so amazing? Phil Alderton takes a wander into our archives to reveal 
glorious moments from our past. 
 

Annual Dinner  
The first annual dinner was held at the Randolph on 4th March 1920. The club spent £2 and 3 shillings on cigars 
and 10 shillings 8 pence on cigarettes.  Baden-Powell, the County Commissioner, the High Sheriff of 
Oxfordshire, and the Mayor were in attendance. Attitudes to smoking have since changed substantially. 
 

Cold War 
Issue 121, Michaelmas 1980, lists: 
“4th Week .. Lt Tom Maxwell, USAF, on ‘What are the Americans doing at Upper Heyford?” 
6th Week … Mr E Diereko, Second Secretary of the USSR Embassy, on ‘Youth Work in Communist Countries’” 
 
Issue 123, Hilary 1981, repeats the entry for Lt Maxwell with the addition of “possibly… well, maybe…we live in 
hope… then again...pending confirmation”, suggesting that the lieutenant’s talk had been repeatedly 
postponed. As one member pointed out, perhaps the talk should have been retitled: “Are there Americans at 
Upper Heyford?” 
 

Country Dancing  
Dancing has long featured throughout the group’s history, with regular sessions being held during term time, at 
weekends, in hostels, at Halloween, or wherever a suitable number of OUSGGers and a loose sense of rhythm 
might be found. 
 
“At 8:15pm on Saturday of 0th week will occur the grand meeting in the Den at which we try to con all the 
freshers into joining (or at least paying a subscription). Buffett will be provided and afterwards Country Dancing 
will happen as usual; or as unusual if there is a large turnout” - Issue 10, 1971 
 

Drying Rooms 
Absolutely nothing notable has ever happened in a drying room on an OUSGG trip. 
 

Ennerdale 
 “By now most people will have heard vague rumours about a 
traditional mystical ceremony performed by OUSGG every 
Easter in the remote wilds of Western Cumberland. This 
(known to the initiates as ‘Ennerdale’) takes the form of 
appeasing various spirits and deities by means of ritual 
walking and pilgrimage to the Shrines of Mountain Gods 
during the daytime and joining in the ancient and honourable 
ceremony of Ale-Swillingge [sic] in the nearby hostelry at 
night” 
 
A small Scout campsite by Ennerdale Water in the western 
Lakes, OUSGG had a long relationship with the site and from 
the mid-1950s- 1980s would hold an annual Easter camp 
there, at discounted or non-existent rates in exchange for 
spending a day as its service crew.  Most evenings ended in 
the nearby Fox & Hounds. 
 



“Ennerdale traditions - compiled at Ennerdale ‘78 
 
A. Old Traditions 

 Trip to St Bees, including renovation of group carving and dancing an eightsome in the car park 
(preferably in the rain) 

 JK’s drinking record 
 Attempts at - The horseshoe, Round the lake, Smiths Beck Nature Trail 

B. Old Traditions to be revived 
 Eightsome on Anglers 
 Walking home from Fox (backwards)  
 Cumberland rules for darts 
 Washing in the river 

C. New traditions (begun 1978) 
 Swimming at Egremont or 

Whitehaven pool 
 Building a snowman on the campsite 
 Campfire ?!?! 
 Crosswords (minimum of Telegraph, 

Times, Guardian) 
 Indoor Parascending 
 Attempts at Nape’s Needle 
 3-legged race back from the Fox 
 A go on St Bee’s roundabout 

D. Traditions to die: 
 Guinness stew”  

 

Halloween  
For many years, one big event in the OUSGG calendar was the annual Halloween camp in October. Current and 
old members alike would meet at Hill End for a weekend of country dancing and “Halloween rituals”.  
 
““The official programme is: 
Saturday - arrive (from 4pm). 
Settle in; Punkie-making; Halloween Rites; Country Dancing; Buffet; More country dancing; campfire; more 
country dancing; and more country dancing. 
Accommodation overnight is provided, and on Sunday morning we will be walking, via Wytham Woods, to 
participate in the service at Wytham. Lunch will be provided back at Hill End before people leave at about 2 
o’clock.” – Issue 95, 1978 
 

Knapping  
Every SSAGO mascot lives its otherwise cosy life with the fear of being kidnapped. Rallies provided the happiest 
of hunting grounds for those inclined to partake in this most tedious of student larks. 
 
“I teamed up with Pixie who had kidnapped the Newcastle Parrot from Birmingham (who had been staying in a 
deep freeze for most of the last year). We set about filming a ransom note for late screening in the presence of 
its rightful owners… 
We eventually sussed out how to work the fancy caption system attached to the camera and spelled out the 
message “WE WILL TORTURE THE PARROT” over a shot of said parrot being clobbered with a machine gun 
(well, a water pistol anyway)” #222, 1989 
 

Literary & Music  
If ‘N & N’ was the OUSGG Thursday lunchtime, Lit. & Mus. was the OUSGG Sunday evening. This, it seems, was 
an attempt to broaden members’ cultural horizons through a series of talks and performances beyond the 
usual club fare. Reading the adverts in successive Postscripts, I am still not entirely sure if it isn’t all a giant 
literary joke. 



 
“The Sunday Evening Organisers wishes to inform everyone that he has, straight from the horse’s mouth, the 
information that the noted agriculturalist BH is going to talk on ‘whether pigs have wings’. So even if your brain 
is churning frantically on its ideas about other things, come along to this Lit. and Mus. and find out about the 
aeronautical potential of porcine quadrupeds” – Issue 17, 1972 
 

Loch Ness Monster 
In the summer of 1950, the Rover Crew held a national camp for Senior Scouts hunting for the Loch Ness 
monster. This camp appears to have been a success, well, other than the lack of said monster.  
 
“CJ tentatively, almost apologetically proposed, amidst 
roars of laughter, that we should look for the Loch Ness 
Monster. Then calling for serious attention he formulated 
his proposal of running a Senior Scout camp for 6 weeks in 
fortnightly periods for systematic observation of the Loch; 
and reminded members that Bertram Mills was offering 
£30,000 for a live Loch Ness monster.” - GGC, Oct 1949 
 

Marriage  
Some people met their life-partners through the Group. Some members are the result of other members 
meeting their life-partners through the Group. It’s all rather lovely. 
 

Misogyny 
 “Women were invited [to Ennerdale] for the first time in 1964; the organiser for the year reported that they 
contributed little to the activities and that they should not be asked again (and I thought that Oxford was sexist 
now!)” – Issue 87, 1978 
 
The OU BP Scout Club was, like the majority of the colleges and the youth organisation it represented, 
completely stag. Although there were early attempts to correct this, nothing formal happened to correct this 
bar the occasional joint meeting which, as the 1931 committee meetings imply, where eagerly anticipated by 
members. Fast forward fifty years and issues of equality and women’s issues were a major part of political 
debate. A chance encounter in a bar led to a rare appearance for the Group in the student press, next to a 
picture of Erik with the caption “a feminist in the making”. 
 
“The University Scout and Guide Organisation says that over the age of 16 everything is fully integrated and 
both sexes take part in the activities - even cooking and washing up … The men are generally fitter than the 
women, but some women outwalk and out-drink the men …” - Guides and Dolls, Cherwell 
 
This article should have been accompanied by pictures of men doing some washing up, however…  
 
“B had been commissioned by Cherwell to take some photographs of the trip to be used in an article on sexism 
in the Scout and Guide movement. He therefore spent much of the weekend taking photos of the men doing all 
the washing up. Unfortunately, or possibly, fortunately, he managed to expose the film as he was taking it out 
of the camera” – Issue 210, 1987 
 

Names  
Greatness goes by many names, with our current title dating back to 1963.  
 
“The question of the name of the Club was again discussed - particularly as to whether the word ‘Boy’ should be 
omitted. Opinion was divided.”  - Minutes, 10th March 1932 
 
“I don’t know what made me do it. It was an on-the-spot decision, which like so many on-the-spot decisions was 
to have far-reaching effects. I’m referring, of course, to whatever made me write ‘Scout and Guide Club’ instead 
of plain, discreet OUSGG on one of the arrows directing you to my room … Your arrival coincided, nicely (or 



otherwise) with the exit of the rest of Regent’s Park College from Hall … thus the cries of ‘Dyb, Dyb, Dyb’ and 
‘Ging Gang Goolie’ as you approached.” – Issue 210, 1987 
 
“I am writing to suggest that OUSGG - a rather boring acronym - be renamed (in the true spirit of British 
eccentricity) SOSAGE. This stands for the Society of Oxford Scouts and Guides, etc” – Issue 79, 1979 
 

N ‘n’ N  
OUSGG’s traditional alternative to dull Thursday lunchtimes. I have struggled to find when this started, but it 
was certainly well-established by the 1970s.  Depending on members’ dedication to academic life, or the 
organiser’s assertiveness in getting rid of people, on occasion (during the early 2000s at least), these 
lunchtimes could last until evening. The term’s host would traditionally receive a full tea set, and an obligation 
to spend the early hours of Thursday morning frantically washing up from the previous week. Well, at least I 
did.  
 
“Nosh + Natters - you’ve heard of packing students into Minis and telephone boxes, now see OUSGG discover 
how many students can eat lunch in one room” – Issue 107, 1979 
 

Old members  
As opposed to members who are old. The earliest reference to an alumni scheme appears just after the war: 
 
“Old Members Club - This was formed by a group of old members at Whitsun and is known as the ‘Upidee Club’. 
[Its] aims were to provide financial backing to the Group and to enable its members to keep in touch with us 
and each other. They reserved the right to withdraw support if they disapproved of any of our activities and 
they would require an annual statement of our account.” GCC, 20th June 1946 
 
The group wisely declined the request to call it ‘Friends of OUSGG’ like a primary school PTA, instead opting to 
refer to it as the ‘Old Members’ Section’. This has been capably run by Chris Seward since the late 1990s. 
 

Patrols  
The group used to divide itself geographically into various Patrols with each Patrol Leader arranging social 
events for their patrol, with varying levels of success: 
 
“South Patrol: your gallant leader … has been amazingly efficient over the vac … and has actually organised a 
Patrol Tea. West Patrol will be holding an expedition into the wilds of North Oxford … for a conducted tour of 
the Wolvercote Paper Mill (largest of its kind in Wolvercote)” – Issue 14, 1972 
 

Pubs  
Inevitably, most evenings either in Oxford or on trips would end up in some form of drinking 
establishment.  Occasionally, enthusiastic members would organise pub crawls and even, one occasion, 
combine pub crawls with an AGM. Far from the Madding Crowd was a favourite in the 2000s, mostly due to the 
bohemian theatre crowd it attracted. Similarly, The Bookbinders in Jericho was popular in the 1960s and 1970s. 
Visiting out-of-the-way rural pubs whilst on trips provided an opportunity to get to know the locals. 
 
"On our way out a rather drunken farmer spotted P and asked him where he was from: “Oxford University”. P 
may have just as well said “Oxford, ra ra ra”.  The farmer went on to ask P what he was going to do with his 
Politics degree and me what I was going to do with my maths degree.  P then decided M (the medic) would be a 
good example to illustrate that none of us knew what we were going to do with our lives." – Issue 327, 2001 
 

Punt Jousting  
“A lake, canal or similar body of relatively still water is not enough. You also need punts and punt poles, two 

half-poles with camp mats gaffer-taped to one end, experienced referees, a large quantity of barbeque-ready 

foodstuffs, a barbeque on which to cook them, a lot of CUSAGC and OUSGG members with free time on their 



hands and a balmy summer’s afternoon. And a towel. In retrospect, a towel would have been a very good idea” 
– Issue 376, 2006 
 
Regularly organised by our Fenland-friends, OUSGG only sporadically attends and thus full or half blues in this 
noblest of sports are few. But when given the opportunity to demonstrate our prowess with the pole, we 
upheld the honour of the University with thrilling heroics. 
 
“The late turn by the punter unsettled the tab pairing enough for an expert move by the jouster to dunk her 
opponent and seize the initiative in this hard-fought but engaging encounter." - Issue 385, 2007 
 
Quotes  
“I can do a talk on miniature donkeys” has the honour of being the first ever Postscript quote, appearing in 
Issue 10, 1972. Naturally, the member was misquoted. Whether they add anything to the general gaiety of 
mankind or are merely annoying padding is a matter of taste. Clearly, one editor in 1988 was not a fan: 
 
“The subject of quotes produces different reactions in different people - I am personally not in favour,  but as it 
falls to me to produce a magazine to please as many people as possible, it is not my place to refuse to print any 
… “ Issue 218, 1988 
 

Rallies  
Every term, clubs like OUSGG meetup for a weekend of camping, campfires, dancing, and a variety of activities. 
Being adults, alcohol is often involved. OUSGG’s attendance has always been haphazard, dependent on 
location, clashes with other events, general malaise, and the comparative shortness of the Oxford term. The 
highlight was the barn dance, which usually featured a fancy dress competition. 
 
 “This, of course, was done in togas, which were worn in various shapes and forms; some people being braver 
than others and then realising after particularly energetic dances why some people hadn’t been brave” – Issue 
222, 1989 
 

Singing  
In the early days, one meeting per term was dedicated to a ‘pow-wow’ where the young men could let down 
their short hair and sing, and campfires remain enlived by our voices to this day. We’ve never collated all the 
songs in our repertoire, but CUSAGC’s songbook from the 1980s can be found in the Bod.  
 
“Warning: the words do fit, if you try hard” CUSAGC, Sky Blue Songbook, 1981 
 

Speakers  
The original club was, like most University societies, primarily centred on the presentation and discussion of 
papers by members or an invited guest. Notable speeches would even appear in the press! This term card from 
Hilary 1920 is typical of the era: 
 
Feb 2nd - ‘The Social Problem and the Boy’ 
Feb 16th - ‘Importance of Open Air Scoutcraft’ 
Mar 1st - ‘Scouting as a Solution of the Boy Problem’ 
Mar 8th - Debate: ‘It is undesirable that any Scout Troop should be run exclusively by Denominational Body’  
 
The minute books from this era provide lengthy and enjoyable transcriptions of the meetings, if you can 
decipher the handwriting. Talks during the war, there were a mixture of typical accounts of Scoutcraft as well 
as accounts of Scouting in wartime.  
 
“It had proved difficult to get a speaker owing to wartime disorganisation...” – minutes, 27th October 1939 
 

Tour de Trigs  
“Would you like to walk 50 miles for a piece of aluminium? If so, the Tour de Trigs is for you” – Issue 82, 1977 



The Tour de Trigs is an annual Oxfordshire night navigation hike, covering 50 miles in 24 hours, in the bleak 
midwinter. Begun in 1964, it continues to this day. The Group donated the Andrew Rowse Trophy in 1979 in 
memory of a former chairman who died suddenly in 1976. Originally given to the fastest novice team, it’s now 
awarded to the fastest Scout or Guide team. 
 

Trips and Expeditions  
As well as Winter Walking, the group runs trips during term and (more frequently) during the vacations. These 
have taken place both across the UK and further afield, including a trek in the Himalayas in 1994 which led to 
the Greatest Faff in History: 
 
“In face we discovered when we reached the Chandra that its tributary - which now divided us from our horses -
was, by this time of day, also impossible to cross … We were, fortunately, already on the right side, but our 
horses were not, and the horses were carrying all the equipment needed to make camp! Our guides therefore 
embarked on a complex operation, hoisting the equipment (and each other, when necessary!) across the stream 
on ropes; the horses would have to remain on the far side overnight and cross next morning when  we hoped - 
the stream would have subsided.” OUSGG, Himalayas Trip Report  
 

Uniform  
“We only have a necker. Thus “full uniform” meetings tend to be avoided on the grounds of modesty." – Issue 
340, 2002 
 
Part of the Scouting tradition is its uniform. The OU Rover Crew would have been uniformed, but the OU B.P. 
Scout Club seemed more ambivalent on the matter. In the 1970s, one could buy the group scarf from the Scout 
Shop on Turl Street. Although there was once a club tie, we have struggled to track down an example of one. 
Investigations a few years ago took us as far as Walters and Co., supplier of gentlemanly dress to gentlemanly 
clubs, but the key page in their record book was missing.  
 

Winter Walking  
Very much the premier OUSGG trip, Winter Walking has long been a fixture in the calendar, occupying that 
strange week between Christmas and New Year. Each generation of OUSGGers seems to carry on holding their 
own winter walking long after they’ve left both the group and their student days behind. 
 
“Scroxton-Cartey Events, purveyors of the finest bespoke Winter Walking Trips are pleased to announce an 
exciting new venture in deepest darkest Wales for your pleasure and enjoyment. This carefully crafted trip to 
the Brecon Beacons in south Wales will commence on Tuesday the 28th of December 2010 and run for seven 
nights until the morning of Tuesday the 4th of January 2011. The trip is once again, sure to be the highlight of 
the OUSGG calendar.  
 
Highlights of this once in a year experience include:  

 Hill-walking at a variety of levels to suit all needs  

 Excursions to some of the finest Tea-Rooms in the 
Breacons  

 The only fifty-fifty Brandy and custard mix known 
to man  

 A drying room” – Issue 410, 2010  
 
By Phil Alderton, St Peters College, 2000  
Author’s note: I have, with occasional exceptions, removed 
people’s names from the text. All errors, 
misunderstandings, prejudices, opinions, and omissions are 
mine. I plan to place my notes for this piece in the OUSGG 
archives for any future (proper) historians and I’m also 
happy to send them to anyone who wants.  



 

 

1950s  Dr Richard Maddison, 1958-1962 

 “I helped organise OUSGG activities at Youlbury and weekends at Hill End, particularly the 

1961 weekend, which Pat came to and that was our first meeting. We danced on the bridge a 

mile beyond Hill End and we found we had both learnt dancing from classes and could do 

Waltz and Quickstep spin turns as well as Eightsome Reels, Gay Gordons, Dashing White 

Sergeant and many others. 

 

We were both mathematicians and had many similar attitudes to things and that was the start 

of our friendship leading to our engagement and wedding. We were married for 50 years 

from 25 July 1964 to 31 August 2014 when Pat died of cancer. Pat had belonged to the London 

University Scout and Guide Club then the club at Birmingham University where she did a 

teacher training year. She taught maths for the whole of her career. We lived in Sheffield, 

Glasgow, Derby, Leighton Buzzard, and Bedford as I changed jobs. We had two children, 

John and Anne. Both are happily married.” 

Tony Crackett, 1966 – 1970      1960s 

“I went up to Oxford in 1966. By chance, my former Patrol Leader was already there and so I 

was quickly introduced to the Scout and Guide Group. Over the next few years I held several 

offices in the Group, Membership Secretary, Secretary and Chairman, if I recall. In those days 

Oxford's rules required two dons to keep an eye on us, a Senior Member (who  

A TRIP DOWN MEMORY LANE  



worried about what we did) and a Senior Treasurer (who worried about whether the 

accounts balanced and we paid our debts). The Senior Treasurer was David Jenkins, then 

Chaplain of Queen's College, but later the highly controversial Bishop of Durham. The Senior 

Member was Peter G Lund, who had been a member since his student days just after the war.  

 

In the summer of 1967, I went to the Witan at Breda in the Netherlands. One abiding memory 

was being taken by one of our Scout hosts on an (entirely innocent) tour of the red light 

district of Amsterdam. This was certainly different from Scouting as I had experienced it until 

then!” 

1970s Ruth Butlin  
“I was a student of St Hilda's in the 1970s and used to enjoy the country dancing at the Scout 

and Guide Club 'though I was not much good at it. After a career abroad with little 

opportunity to be involved with Guiding, but lots of opportunities to use things I had learnt 

in Guiding, I am now in Sussex. Since 2010 I have been a Brownie and Rainbow unit adult 

leader and I once represented Eastbourne Trefoil Guild at a conference in Delhi of the 

International Fellowship of Former Scouts and Guides.” 

Guy Mason 1980s 
 “I first attended Winter Walking in Newlands Valley in 1988/89.   Since then our cohort grew 

as younger people joined and us older members continued attending.  Inevitably the 

connection with the current undergraduates trailed off, but our group probably spans nearly 

a decade of matriculation dates; Chris and Natalie being about the youngest. We still 



have our own winter walking and some of the next generation are nearly ready to go to 

university. The picture was taken this year and nearly all these kids (aged 9 to 16), and a few 

out of shot, owe their existence to OUSGG marriages.”  

Adrian Hilton, 1991-1996 1990s 

 “October 1991, welcome to OUSGG! My goodness, there are a lot of mathmos (like me) and 

many of them are from SJC. "Nosh and Natters" (N'n'N) is a thing, 10-20 people squeezing 

themselves into someone's room to eat sandwiches and chat. Erm, what is this panda-in-

subfusc thing? 

Winter Walking was in Ennerdale and was so cold that the water froze; we had to break the 

ice on the nearby stream to collect water in dixies to flush the toilets. The SSAGO meeting that 

year was in Bath. Someone (non-OUSGG) decided to drive a minibus down Bathwick Hill at 

speed and ended up doing a "360". I think Anna J (now S) was in the bus and penned a 

memorable article about this. As part of the event we did a canoeing expedition on the River 

Avon, including Pulteney Weir, which is now famous from Les Misérables – Russell Crowe 

(Javert) throws himself into it. 

In October 1992, Winter Walking was in Malham (with yours truly as organiser). There was a 

'hilarious' incident where the pipes behind kitchen sink became loose and sprayed water that 

shorted out electrics. If memory serves, Postscript recorded "a distraught Adrian dragged the 

landlord out of the pub at 10pm". 

1994 was the 75th anniversary of OUSGG; we had the dinner in St Hugh's, and contrary to all 

stereotypes of college food at the time it was pretty good. Around this time (date uncertain) 

we had a panda-nap that went sideways; Andrew S was trying to defend against a panda-

nap, and put his hand through a pane of glass. A radical re-vamp of panda-napping rules 

followed. We also ended up with an official court summons (sealed by a drawing of a seal) 

from CUSAGC relating to an attempted kidnap of their mascot "Whiskey Duck".  

For the Easter trip that year, we sailed the Caledonian Canal, from Fort William to Inverness, 

and back. We had a pair of 26 foot yachts, 5-6 OUSGG folks per boat. Loch Ness was 

unusually stormy when we crossed it, and there was a fair bit of fish-feeding (including from 

your humble correspondent). We moored near Urquhart Castle one night, and saw a 

Moonbow. Weird sonar readings might have indicated Nessie passing under our vessel, but 

honestly operator error is more likely.” 

Katrina Burton, 1995-1998 

“I remember my first weekend away with OUSGG. In Michaelmas term of 1995 we took a trip 

to the Brecon Beacons. We had a great weekend of walking, staying in a bunkhouse right in 

the mountains. I remember Roger spending most of the walk singing the Flanders and Swann 

French horn song (Ill Wind). And he still had the breath to sing it on the uphill 

 



sections, unlike the rest of us! On 

the Sunday, we packed all our kit 

into the minibus and set off for our 

walk - only to find when we 

returned to the minibus, the 

window was broken and all our kit 

had gone. We then spent a couple 

of hours in Brecon police station, 

giving descriptions of the missing 

kit and having fingerprints taken. 

It was a bit of a frustrating end to 

an otherwise great weekend, but 

particularly memorable to me as 

that was when I first got to know Roger (now my husband!). Every cloud has a silver lining as 

they say!  

New Year 1996 at Ennerdale was a particularly cold one - the water in the toilets froze and 

everywhere was covered in a blanket of snow. I remember a distinctly chilly walk up Cat 

Bells, followed by a rapid descent as one member of the group started to show signs of 

hypothermia. The following day we opted for a low level walk around the shores of 

Ennerdale water and began the Woossy Walkers tradition of taking easier routes that 

invariably passed a teashop or two.  

One of our walks somehow passed the Edinburgh Woollen Mill shop in Ennerdale, where for 

the princely sum of £1, two of us purchased little soft toy hedgehogs. Named Bubble and 

Squeak, these hedgehogs still exchange Christmas cards (when we remember!)  

And talking of things travelling through the post, I do remember the end result of one slightly 

bizarre conversation, whereby I received a banana through the post. The address was written 

on the skin and the stamp (first class) attached. It arrived in a clear plastic postal bag, but 

otherwise intact and ready to eat. It no doubt caused some surprise when it was delivered to 

my pigeonhole at St Hilda’s!  

In 1996 we attended the SSAGO rally in Leeds. There was ice skating, a 1960s disco and 

laserquest. During that rally, I seem to remember that some sneaky members of the Bath uni 

scout and guide group made off with Erik the Panda! Luckily, we got him back before 

returning to Oxford - and then planned our revenge. One of their group had made the 

mistake of admitting what the password was to their group website. With the help of a Keble 

physicist (who, unusually at that time, had a computer in his room) we logged into their 

website and Panda-napped the page!  

Light-hearted practical jokes happened throughout my time in OUSGG, but the best one had 

to be that which we used on Matthew one year at Winter Walking. He had a bottle of fine 

whisky with him and was enjoying a glass or two in the evening, when one evening we 

managed to switch it for something just the right colour and clarity - cold tea! He poured his 

usual glass, took a sip, frowned....and then realised what had happened. He took it in good 

humour and was reunited with the real thing swiftly after.  



One summer we went up to the Scottish 

Highlands. We camped at the foot of Ben Nevis 

and spent some time ‘yomping’ across heather and 

bogs, before one day tackling the Ben. A good 

proportion of Ben Nevis was shrouded in mist and 

we were astounded at the number of jean-sporting, 

trainer-wearing walkers we saw making the climb. 

However, these people disappeared by the time we 

reached the summit. Unusually for Scotland 

glorious sunshine greeted us once we descended 

and we followed the walk with a lovely evening on 

the swings at the campsite!” 

2000s Andrew Freer 
“Some of my best OUSGG memories are the trips we went on. Winter Walking was always a 

favourite. The trip to Glenridding organised by Nick Scroxton was one of my favourite 

walking trips ever. The weather was superb and the hut was perfect for relaxing evenings 

spent playing games. It's from OUSGG that I got my taste for board games, and a WW-style 

trip with old OUSGGers is still my favourite way to spend New Year. 
 

Other fond OUSGG memories involve messing about in boats, whether they're punts, Geoff's 

canoes, Norfolk Broads cruisers or even a sailing yacht (though sadly we were becalmed for 

most of the week). I can only imagine the size of the raft you'll form at this year's punt and 

picnic! 
 

OUSGG has been a great way to try things I wouldn't have done otherwise, like scuba diving 

in Brookes' pool, learning to sing in the back room of Wadham bar, fencing, being introduced 

to Buster Keaton on Phil's movie nights, drinking Bailey's and orange (not recommended!)...I 

could go on, but it was the OUSGGers that made it fun, even when we were just noshing and 

nattering. 
 

See you at the next reunion dinner if not before.” 

Danni Fernandes, 2013-2019  2010s 

“One of the highlights of OUSGG for me was the Halloween Camp in 2015. The camp had 

been organised by Matthew Jordan and all I had to do was turn up at Oxford train station, 

which I did, an hour late. Let’s just say my fellow OUSGGers were less than impressed! It was 

pitch-black when we arrived in Youlbury and after setting up camp, we turned in for 

 



 an early night. On Saturday we had our first activity which was crate-stacking, which we 

then proceeded to do blind-folded, just to make it a bit more of a challenge! In the afternoon, 

we went for a walk to Boar’s Hill and did some geocaching on the way. After seeing how 

many of us we could get on a swing (turns out it is 6), we returned back to camp for some 

warming stew and pumpkin carving.”  

Katherine Davis, 2013-2016 

“When I was a Beaver, I never really thought much about what sort of student Scout I would 

be. If I had, I doubt I would have imagined myself attempting to impersonate German 

Chancellor Angela Merkel in a busy Berlin U-Bahn station. This was partly because aged 

seven, I didn’t really know what a U-Bahn station was or who Angela Merkel was, but mostly 

because I believed that all grown-ups did sensible things - like running Beavers. Perhaps 

though, if I had known that there was a badge available for a good enough impression of the 

Chancellor, then maybe I could have seen how this scenario occurred. 

Several months before my impersonation attempt, I had signed up for Witan 2016, an 

international camp for student Scouts and Guides, which was to be held in Berlin, Germany. I 

had never visited Berlin before and so quickly put my name down when I spotted the trip on 

the SSAGO website. It was exciting to watch as more and more different people from other 

clubs across the country put their names down and the group grew. 

Before too long, the summer came around. Portugal won the Euros, Britain voted to leave the 

EU and Pokémon Go was released. Then suddenly it was time for our trip. I joined a group 

travelling from London and we flew together into Germany’s capital city. Once we 



arrived in Berlin, things got a bit more hectic, but after taking a long and somewhat stressful 

journey across the city, we arrived tired at our campsite. The prospect of a big dinner of 

German sausages quickly helped us forget our exhaustion. 

Our adventures in Berlin began the next day. Berlin has been at the epicentre of history in the 

last century, so there were plenty of different historical trips available. From the beautiful 

rococo Charlottenburg Palace to the Topography of Terror exhibition and Checkpoint Charlie, 

there was lots to keep us engaged and get us thinking. We also had the option to enjoy some 

more quirky attractions. Trips to the Currywurst Museum, the Body Worlds exhibition of 

plasticized bodies and the Computer Game Museum provided a very different introduction 

to German life. As this was a scout trip, there were more adventurous activities too, including 

climbing and long hikes. The hikes provided plenty of time to discuss this new Brexit thing, 

although not one student Scout or Guide predicted the current impasse. Clearly Scouts and 

Guides are far too practical to imagine this level of political standstill! 

While we were out and about, we were also keenly looking for opportunities to complete the 

Witan challenge. The Witan challenge involved completing a series of small, bizarre and 

funny tasks set by the organisers. This challenge is the reason I came to be standing in a U-

Bahn station trying to look like Chancellor Merkel. I had completed enough of the other tasks 

to get me my Witan Challenge badge, if I could get my impression perfect. After a few 

attempts, I was judged up to standards and received my badge. I’m sure the 7-year-old 

Beaver version of me could share my delight in that.” 

 

 

 

 

 

  



The Wit of Postscript  
Highlights from 100 years (but mainly from years 70 – 100 
because that was easier to get my hands on at short notice)  

 
On punting in England… 

“Have you ever experienced hypothermia before?” 

“No, but I know all the signs and symptoms” 

 

On being asked to write an article for Postscript… 

“Instead of writing an article this week, I have decided to leave it to you 

to do. The reason for this is you have mauled and mutilated all my previous 

efforts to such an extent that I hardly recognise them” 

 

On reasons for not attending Winter Walking… 

“I’ve got to go see my Aunty” 

“I’ve got to revise for Mods” 

“I want to stay home and be bored” 

“I’ve got two broken legs and my arm’s dropped off” 

 

On things to do with an OUSGG badge… 

“Stick it to your sleeve 

Stick it to your necker 

Stick it to your camp blanket  

Stick it to someone else’s camp blanket 

Sew several together to make a camp blanket” 

 

 

On looking after Erik… 

“DO pretend not to show any concern, if Erik is unfortunately removed from 

your care, whether or not you get him back… he knows you care, and that’s 

what matters” 

 

 

On summer trips… 

“Highlights included someone filming someone called Sam, wearing a 

newspaper hat and clutching a bunch of flowers while rocking backwards and 

forwards. Apparently this was whilst sober.” 

 

 



On travelling in Europe… 

“Couchette – how to play sardines with a Frenchman, two Germans and a Dane” 

 

On the topic of Facebook… 

“Basically a way to stalk your friends, and enemies, and acquaintances, and 

people you'd like to sleep with, and people you wouldn't” 

 

On crimes against Pandas… 

“Poor John was only a beginner 

When he took Erik along to the dinner 

While after the meal he reclined 

He was grabbed from behind 

Just when he thought he would turn out the winner” 

 

On things to do in Oxford before you leave… 

“Make a spurious stack request. 

Yes, I know the last place you want to go to is the library, but think 

about it – this is your last chance to request the 1983 ‘Cub Scout Annual’ 

or the entire collection of ‘Mr. Men’” 

 

On being prepared… 

“OUSGG went camping and we forgot: Penknives; Butter; Sugar; Crisps; Milk; 

Wooden spoon; First aid kit; Washing up bowl; Washing up liquid; Enough 

gas”  

 

On… no I don’t really know why there is this excerpt from Lord of the Rings 

but I approve… 

 

 

Collated by Danni Fernandes 

 



 

 

 

  

Alan Montgomery 
remembers OUSGG 1963 - 1972 

In 1964, as den warden for OUSGG, I’d gone 
to tidy up and someone was practising on our 
battered piano. Inspired, I later went back to 
the piano, given up when I went up. The den 
was a dump, but it was our very own. It held a 
collection of ancient camping and trekking 
gear, had a small kitchen, and was used, I 
think, to revive regular country dancing.  
 
OUSGG was a lifeline to a naïve Ulsterman 
with a chip on his shoulder. At Lincoln I mixed 
only with other first year scientists, all grammar 
school, all male. Another half of the college 
talked a foreign language, estuarine, and 
played sport. At OUSGG sexes and 
backgrounds were all mixed up, part of the 
magic of scouting, and through the group and 
the Rover Crew I got to visit most Oxford 
colleges. Patrol teas and group meetings 
fostered friendships. 
 
Tom Freeman C.C.C was my Rover Mate and 
very supportive of a somewhat overwhelmed 
and very callow youth. It was Tom who passed 
on (lumbered me with?) the role of Den 
Warden. Later I succeeded Mike Baldwin St 
Cats. as Junior Treasurer for OUSGG. My 
senior treasurer was David Jenkins, Queen’s. 
Little did I know when going to his rooms to get 
cheques counter-signed that this was a future, 
and controversial, bishop.  
 
The main fixtures in the calendar were 
Ennerdale and Halloween. Camping was a 
familiar experience though the lake fells were 
tougher than my native Mourne Mountains. I 
remember helping to construct a bridge to the 
island, learning that 20 or so scouts and guides 
can lift a heavy tree trunk - provided they all lift 
simultaneously.   Also many thirst-inducing 
walks to the pub with somewhat raucous 
journeys back. One year I wanted to pitch our 

tent to enjoy the view, probably pooh-poohing 
Linda’s concern about the wind. During the night 
the wind taught me a lesson. Several people 
turned out to help control the flapping canvas, 
and we spent the rest of that night in the hut.  
 
One of those helpers, Moira Black, Somerville, 
told me that once when an OUSGG guest 
speaker had failed to turn up I volunteered to give 
an impromptu history of physics! I have only a 
dim memory of the event; Moira claims it was 
entertaining.  
 
Halloween was a weekend spent at Hill End 
Camp. In my first year I was told to find “Old 
Man’s Beard” to decorate the barn. This was a 
complete mystery to me, I did not recognize the 
name, nor later, the plant. Halloween involved 
camp fires, singing, and country dancing, on the 
toll bridge at midnight to scare away the witches 
– not to mention the few passing motorists.  
 
Another memorable event was a famous and 
complex night-time wide game organised by 
Philip Hetherington et al. It involved local scouts 
being escorted up the tow path to Godstow 
Nunnery where the discovery by torchlight of a 
coffin dealt a final blow to already jangling 
nerves; a man (Philip Andrew?) dressed in sub 
fusc arrived on the London train and I think, had 
to be inserted into the coffin; negotiating a 
minefield on Binsey Common. Philip designed 
mines using water, acetylene, and coffee tins, 

Rachmaninov’s Prelude in G 
minor on Radio 3, and I’m 
transported back to a tatty, shed 
in the wilderness of St Ebbe’s. 

OUSGG was a lifeline to 
a naïve Ulsterman with 
a chip on his shoulder 



 

 

 

  

Philip Hetherington et al. It involved local 
scouts being escorted up the tow path to 
Godstow Nunnery where the discovery by 
torchlight of a coffin dealt a final blow to already 
jangling nerves; a man (Philip Andrew?) 
dressed in sub fusc arrived on the London train 
and I think, had to be inserted into the coffin; 
negotiating a minefield on Binsey Common. 
Philip designed mines using water, acetylene, 
and coffee tins, and they made a lovely pop 
when disturbed by a scout foot. Somehow the 
plans, the scientist and the heavy water were 
all brought together to ignite a bonfire at Binsey 
where all were debriefed, fed and serenaded. 
 
Another Proustian memory trigger: Linda (nee 
Merrall), LMH and I visited the Norfolk Broads. 
Potter Higham retains the infamous bridge 
where, 44 years ago, we had to step the mast, 
and enlist passing stout parties as ballast, just 
scraping through. It was week zero of 
Michaelmas ‘64, and the group had hired heavy 
sailing boats, all brass and mahogany, 
separate boats for separate sexes, though 
maybe the girls had cabin cruisers? Back then, 
the Broads seemed to have vast expanses of 
open water, whereas we mainly saw reeds. I 
recall laborious manoeuvres with an enormous 
quant pole and one memory stands out clearly; 
Roger Millar, Teddy Hall’s cox, standing in the 
bows calling out, “Ahoy there, give way to sail”, 
as a massive cruiser bore down on our 
wallowing craft. 
 
It was in St Paul’s church hall, the church is 
now Freud bar/café, at country dancing that I 

first saw Linda. Being of modest stature, and with 
10 men undergraduates to every woman, I had 
often to don a tea towel and act as an honorary 
female, scarcely the most promising role when 
attempting to woo an LMH lady. Having loitered 
around Oxford doing research at Rutherford 
Appleton Laboratory, I was now a grand old man, 
with a salary and car. We became an item, and 
have been for over 45 years.  
 

Am I the only OUSGG-er 

excommunicated from Scouting? 
 

Background 
 
In the 1950s Northern Ireland was a country 
divided by (the same) religion. I grew up on the 
Protestant side and, before coming up to Oxford, 
got confirmed as a Presbyterian largely because 
there was a pretty girl in the class. I had attended 
Protestant primary and grammar schools, and 
Protestant cubs and scouts. Our scoutmasters 
were ex-army (one a B Special - a quasi-military 
special constable police force, almost exclusively 
Ulster Protestant viewed with great mistrust by 
Catholics). When we recited our brotherhood with 
“every scout no matter to what country class and 
creed the other may belong”, we wondered if that 
applied to RCs. We did not mix. We lived in 
different areas; our schools played different 
sports. In 17 years I met Roman Catholics on only 
one occasion when St Malachy’s thrashed our 
school at chess.  It was a shock to arrive at 
Oxford and see priests in the physics lectures, 
and for the first time I met atheists.  
 
Science trains one to be sceptical, and this 
upbringing amplified my doubts. I flirted with 
Bishop Robinson’s “Honest to God” which tried to 
remove the supernatural from Christianity, but 
was not convinced. On the day John F Kennedy 
was assassinated in November 22nd 1963, I 
decided that I did not have to believe in any deity. 
What a relief!  
 
Scouting had been very important in my life. 
Camping prised me away from my parents, and 
later away from N Ireland, to Scotland and to 
Windsor Castle for the Queen’s Scout award. We 
even camped in Belgium. So it was natural that at 
Freshers’ Fair I signed up both to OUSGG and the 
Oxford Rover Crew. 
 
Excommunication  
 
Like most of the Rover Crew I wanted to put 
something back into Scouting, so trained to be a 
scout leader. When we were deemed ready we 
went to Youlbury for a passing out ceremony. I 
remember us all standing in a big semi-circle as 
the Oxford County Commissioner went round 
awarding our Leadership credentials. Each 

Alan and Linda, 1972 

 



 

 

 

  

 

Excommunication  
 
Like most of the Rover Crew I wanted to put 
something back into Scouting, so trained to be 
a scout leader. When we were deemed ready 
we went to Youlbury for a passing out 
ceremony. I remember us all standing in a big 
semi-circle as the Oxford County 
Commissioner went round awarding our 
Leadership credentials. Each candidate was 
asked to re-affirm the Scout Promise. I had 
recently been in court on a minor traffic issue 
with my ancient Morris Minor (I was fined £10, 
but my arguments in court saved a licence 
endorsement), and in court had affirmed rather 
than taking the oath. With this in mind I asked 
the DC if I could omit the duty to God part of 
the promise. 
 
In my recollection, he went ballistic. I explained 
that I no longer believed in God. He said “You 
are not fit to be near any young people let 
alone be a Scout Leader”, or words to that 
effect. In vain I argued that Scouting accepted 
Buddhists who do not believe in gods, and 
Hindus who believe in many-armed, or 
elephant-headed gods, He simply shouted me 
down. I don’t recall exactly how I was 
dismissed – it felt like he stripped me of my 
scarf and epaulettes and sent me packing, all 
in front of my fellow Rovers. I was mortified, 
ashamed, and angry. 
 
I do not know whether any readers of this were 
at that ceremony. Maybe they could provide a 
more dispassionate account. It took me a long 
time to get over it. 
 
Aftermath 
 
I decided to train as a youth leader for Oxford 
City Council, and for a couple of years helped 
run Barton youth club. Barton was then 
Oxford’s most deprived council estate. The 
Youth and Community team provided excellent 
training and I mixed with many non-university 
Oxonians acquiring new friends and a 
completely different perspective on the city. In 
Barton, the youth were amazed that a 
University student was spending time with 
them. At first deeply suspicious, they eventually 
accepted me. I played table-tennis and 
badminton, cleaned loos, comforted pregnant 
girls, swept up, on one occasion confronted a 
biker gang determined to get in despite being 
well over our age group, and answered endless 

questions about my life, and life in general. I was 
their Wikipedia. 
 
I was not excommunicated from OUSGG. 
Through country dancing I managed to meet 
and win Linda, a Queen’s Guide and guide 
leader who came up to LMH in 1969. She too 
was an atheist, but frequented churches as an 
ardent campanologist. 
 
Many years later we started a software 
company, and I began to be asked to talk about 
entrepreneurship. Preparing my presentation I 
realized that throughout my wonderful education 
- a great grammar school, Oxford, and a D Phil 
at Sussex – not once had I been taught about 
team-work, taking responsibility for self and 
others, delegation, controlled risk-taking etc. 
Only Scouting had taught me these things. 
 
In 1999, 35 years after the “excommunication”, 
we sold our software company, I wanted to 
recognize Scouting’s unwitting (witting?) part in 
this success and met the chief fund raiser for 
Hampshire Scouts. I told my tale, assuming that 
the rule on non-religious Scout Leaders would 
long since have been abolished. It hadn’t, so 
Scouting got little from me. I got and still get 
monthly Hampshire Scout News, and what good 
news Scouting is. 
 
When in 2013 Scouting finally decided to catch 
up with Guiding by admitting atheist members 
and leaders I submitted my evidence to Wayne 
Bulpitt, Scouting UK’s Chief Commissioner, 
avoiding the Chief Scout who wore his religion 
on his sleeve. Finally the revised promise 
appeared and later, I believe, the ban on atheist 
leaders was removed. 
 
But 50 years too late for me. I wonder how my 
life might have turned out had I, like many others 
then, and as our children did later, simply 
crossed my fingers and promised.  
 
 
Alan Montgomery, Humanist, and (I hope still) 
Queen’s Scout 
 
 
 



 

 

 

  

When Mayur wrote 

to the Queen (part 2) 

A little while ago, our very 

own Mayur Pant wrote to the 

Queen with some words of 

wisdom. At the time of 

publication of our last edition 

of PostScript (which was 

totally not in 2016), she still 

hadn’t replied.  

But she has now! 

{cue the fanfare} 

         



 

 



 

  

Winter walking, Halloween camps and rallies – a selection of photographs from the last 30-odd years of OUSGG 



 

 

 

EST 1919 

Jo Williams 

Philip Alderton 

Michelle Cartey 

Luke Cartey 

Tim Birse 

Guy Mason 

Philip Hetherington 

Alison Hetherington 

Sue Le Page 

Keith Le Page 

Mark Hawkins 

Helen Hawkins 

Alan Montgomery 

Linda Montgomery 

Alistair Green 

Hannah Germain 

Alison Parker 

Jonathan Inkson 

Davinia Inkson 

Richard Harper 

Helg Harper 

Ian Wright 

Richard Harwen 

Katherine Davis 

Linda Brewerton 

Simon Brewerton 

Helen Smale 

Caroline Lynagh 

Matthew Wait 

Danica Fernandes 

Michael Merritt 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Chris Seward 

Natalie Seward 

Simon Pargeter 

Lisa Hobden 

Mayur Pant 

Kathryn Whitaker 

Jenny Zaremba 

Gemma Walker 

Timothy Beard 

Roger Miller 

Gill Miller 

Jonathan Pownall 

Alex Pownall 

Martin Idale 

Janice Idale 

Liz Halliday 

Gavin Halliday 

Gill Jolly 

Peter Jolly 

Hugh Miller 

Jeremy Key-Pugh 

Ros Key-Pugh 

Stephen White 

Hayley Harvey 

Jonathan Harvey 

Sam Snelson 

Elizabeth Horne 

Chris Jeggo 

Lynette Jeggo 

Mike Below 

Rachel Below 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Roger Cotes 

Beth Cotes 

Susan Brookbank 

Graham Binks 

Paul Goldfinch 

Judy Goldfinch 

Andy McCabe 

Sheila McCabe 

John Condliffe 

Elizabeth Shipley 

David Ball 

Mike Wigney 

Jill Wigney 

Andrew Read 

Cathy Read 

Carina Williams 

Jacqui Ramsden 

Michael Ramsden 

Geoff Cook 

Gillian Bradley 

Tristam Fenton-May 
Angharad Fenton-

May 

Derek Hilton 

Roger Tabor 

Margaret Tabor 

Jeremy Rowntree 

Fiona Jefferson 

Jenny Waite 

Wayne Waite 

Dr Robert Gurd 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Maddy Bunce 

Adam Mercer 

Christina Mowl 

Andrew Gray 

Roger Burton 

Katrina Burton 

Stephen Yeates 

Catherine Bradley 

Phil Bradley 

Sarah Cousins 

Nikolas Andersen 

Matthew Jordan 

Zoe Jordan 

Timothy Driscoll 

Kelvin Britton 

Ian Schofield 

Laura Bunce 

Simon Gotch 

Mark French 

Jan Boniface 

David Boniface 

Robert Fielden 

Chris Pope 

Keith Crothers 

Sarah Crothers 

Gareth Owen 

Suzanne Potter 

Nigel Bradshaw 

Janet Bradshaw 

Moira Black 

  

ATTENDEES FOR THE 100TH ANNIVERSARY DINNER AT 

SOMERVILLE COLLEGE – SATURDAY 18TH MAY 2019 


