
   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“So quiet a man, but such a force for good” 

In Memory 

of  

Mr Bill Podmore 

(1933-2016) 

Head of History & Badminton Coach 

1970-1993 
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William (Bill) Podmore 

 

William (Bill) Podmore died 17th December 2016, at the nursing home Tabley House. Bill Podmore came 

to John Lyon in April 1970, as Head of History and retired after 23 years and one term in 1993. Always 

proud of his Manchester roots, Bill was a Russian speaker in the Intelligence Corps before becoming a 

teacher in History. Bill’s love of the subject of History was legendary, as was his total professionalism in 

the preparation of lessons, the punctual marking and return of written work, and his desire to keep fully in 

touch with the latest thinking on the topics he covered. 

Bill taught the British History component of the A-Level course, and it was with the sixth form sets that he 

was completely at home, ensuring that the boys saw History as a subject requiring intellectual rigour and 

wide and careful reading. His method of teaching at A Level using a technique of question and answer kept 

his pupils alert and thinking and proved very successful with a steady procession of boys to Oxbridge to 

ready History.  

Between 1971 and 1987 Bill was Head of Sixth Form, working alongside David Dixon and John Neal, 

assisting boys through their UCCA applications, and Oxbridge applications. Michael Burrell (OL), when 

writing his book “John Lyon’s Dream” makes special mention of how Bill’s gifted teaching inspired 

Stephen Pollard (OL 1976-83) regular Daily Express and Telegraph Columnist and editor of the Jewish 

Chronicle, Gary Gibbon (OL 1976-83) political editor and journalist and Liam Halligan (OL 1980-87) 

School Governor, influential economist and journalist, to pursue the adventurous paths they have. 

In 1987 Bill became Senior Master, where he watched wisely over many areas of School life but especially 

over the academic aspect. He oversaw academic developments, curriculum planning, department’s teaching 

requirements as well as being, what the Reverend Wright described as, a master in charge of school 

statistics. Bill pioneered the training of student teachers in the School under the then Government’s new 

scheme, his eye for detail and preciseness was invaluable at a time when GCSE exams were new, AS levels 

were altering the pattern of sixth form education provision and the National Curriculum was looming on 

the horizon. Bill Podmore was able to guide the Headmaster and staff through this time with considerable 

success. 

Away from the classroom Bill’s sporting interests were wide, playing tennis, badminton and squash, and 

later golf. Bill had a keen interest in cricket, often a reserve umpire. It was, however, in badminton, at a 

time when there was a strong Middlesex Schools’ League that he made a real mark. Despite only a small 

pool of boys and just a single court, John Lyon dominated the league for many years. With a record of only 

70 matches lost out of 586 played during 1971-1987, Bill coached a myriad of high quality badminton 

players during his sixteen seasons in charge. Every year from 1972 the School players dominated the 

county championships taking all four Middlesex Championships twice and all four titles in the Harrow 

Youth Tournament. Their overall record was overwhelming: in the Harrow Schools Championships, John 

Lyon boys won twenty-two out of thirty senior titles and twenty-eight of the thirty Under-16 titles and 

twenty-two boys had been selected to play for Middlesex. An impressive record never repeated. 

On retiring from teaching here at the School Bill became the School archivist and much of the material he 

obtained forms the basis of the archive collection today and provided assistance to Michael Burrell when 

writing “John Lyon’s Dream”. 

Sources:  The Lyonian Magazine 1993 & John Lyonôs Dream 
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Order of Service 

          

 

Welcoming Remarks                         The Revd James Power 

        Vicar of St Mary’s and Chaplain to 

        Harrow School 

 

 

Opening Prayer      The Revd James Power 

        Vicar of St Mary’s and Chaplain to 

        Harrow School 

 

Hymn                                                  “O God, Our Help in Ages Past” 

 

Reading                                              Liam Halligan (OL 1980-87) 

 

 

Honouring & Remembering     Gary Gibbon (OL 1976-83) 

        Michael Foster (OL 1969-76) 

        Francis Tavernor (Master 1976-1990) 

 

Motet Choir                           “Glory to God” 

        Messiah, Handel 

 

Reading       St John, Chapter 14, verse 1-6 

        Kevin Thomas (OL 1965-72) 

 

Address        The Rt Revd John Gaisford 

 

Prayer       The Rt Revd John Gaisford  

 

Poem                                                      Endymion, John Keats 

        Michelle Gascoine 

        Alumni Relations Manager 

 

Hymn                                                     “Jerusalem” 

 

Dismissal with Blessing    The Rt Revd John Gaisford 

 

Recessional      Fuga a 5 in Es-dur BWV 552/2—Bach 
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O God, Our Help in Ages Past 

O God, our help in ages past, 

Our hope for years to come, 

Our shelter from the stormy blast, 

And our eternal home. 

 

Within the shadow of thy throne, 

Still may we dwell secure. 

Sufficient is thine arm alone, 

And our defense is sure. 

 

Before the hills in order stood, 

Or earth received her frame, 

From everlasting thou art God, 

To endless years the same. 

 

O God, our help in ages past, 

Our hope for years to come, 

Be thou our guide while life shall last, 

And our eternal home. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Jerusalem 
 

And did those feet in ancient time 

Walk upon England's mountains green? 

And was the holy Lamb of God 

On England's pleasant pastures seen? 

And did the countenance divine 

Shine forth upon our clouded hills? 

And was Jerusalem builded here 

Among those dark satanic mills? 

 

Bring me my bow of burning gold! 

Bring me my arrows of desire! 

Bring me my spear! O clouds, unfold! 

Bring me my chariot of fire! 

I will not cease from mental fight, 

Nor shall my sword sleep in my hand, 

Till we have built Jerusalem 

In England's green and pleasant land. 
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Memorial Address 

Liam Halligan (OL 1980-87) 

 

On behalf of the John Lyon School and the Old Lyonian Association, I’d like to thank 

The Rev James Power, Vicar of St Mary’s, for welcoming us back to this wonderful 

church, where we are gathered to celebrate the life of William Podmore - or, as we 

knew him, “Bill”. 

 

I’d also like to welcome and thank Bishop John Gaisford, Bill’s childhood friend, for 

travelling to be with us today. It is an honour, Bishop Gaisford, to have you here, to 

preside and remember Bill with us. 

 

We must thank Katherine Haynes, the Head of the John Lyon School, for supporting 

this event so generously. Special thanks are also due, to Michelle Gascoine, for 

masterminding and putting such organizational energy into today’s events. And as an 

Old Lyonian, I’d finally like to welcome fellow OLs - pupils and staff. It’s great to see 

so many of you here today. Thank you for coming. 

 

Now I didn’t take A-level history and I didn’t play badminton. That’s the point. Bill’s 

influence spread way beyond history and badminton. I really got to know him during 

the Sixth Form, when I was studying English - and economics, of course. He’d stop me 

in the corridor to ask what poetry I was reading. I’d tell him and we’d discuss - not just 

the prescribed text, of course, but the poet’s other work and that of his or her 

contemporaries. Bill knew I liked poetry and I knew he did too. His interest in my 

continuing studies, even though I was no longer his pupil, meant a lot to me. That’s 

why I’ve chosen to read two short poems today. We’re going to hear soon from 

historians and badminton players influenced by Bill - Gary Gibbon, Michael Foster 

and his long-time staffroom colleague Francis Tavernor. They’ll provide the meat of 

today’s proceedings, the stories and anecdotes, the fond recollections. I won’t take 

long. I do think it appropriate, though, that we have some poetry in this service - 

reflecting Bill’s respect for precise, well-chosen language and appreciation for poetry. 

Indeed, apart from the poems I’m about to read, we’ll soon hear a current John Lyon 

sixth-former recite Endymion by John Keats, a poet Bill particularly admired. 

 

This service obviously features music too - another of Bill’s great interests. How 

wonderful that John Lyon’s superb Motet Choir is here to lead the singing. Thank you 

to Hugh Jones, the school’s excellent Director of Music. How clearly I remember 

singing in the Motet Choir here in St Mary’s myself, with Bill always in the audience 

for the big concerts. Even from the seventh row, his power knew no bounds. An almost 

imperceptible frown, the tiniest arch of his eyebrow, and even the most boisterous 

choirboy would be silenced and settled, as the crowd gathered here and took their 

places. You were on show, representing John Lyon. That mattered. Bill made sure you 

knew it. 

 

I’ve chosen two short poems, as I said, that hopefully remind us of Bill. The first is by 

Anne Bronte - the least known and perhaps most underrated of the trio of literary 

sisters. Bill would have approved the choice of a Northern poet, even if, in his mind, 

she came from the wrong side of the Pennines. Bill would surely have forgiven her 

that. 
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Farewell to Thee! But not farewell 

To all my fondest thoughts of Thee; 

Within my heart they still shall dwell 

And they shall cheer and comfort me. 

Life seems more sweet that Thou didst live 

And men most true Thou wert one; 

Nothing is lost that Thou didst give, 

Nothing destroyed that Thou hast done. 

 

I chose this poem because it conveys, I hope, our affection for Bill. For me, it’s the last 

two lines that hit home - “Nothing is lost that Thou didst give, Nothing destroyed that 

Thou hast doneò. Bill’s devoted his adult life to educating and influencing John Lyon 

pupils. He was an absolutely first-rate teacher. His legacy is in all of us, in the history 

we know, in our ability to think and learn, how we marshall evidence and construct an 

argument, how our adult brains are wired. Look around this church today and see 

dozens of Lyonians Bill taught. Bring to mind the hundreds, the thousands of others. 

Then, we realize it is obvious. Nothing is lost that he didst give. Nothing destroyed that 

he hath done. 

 

The second poem, equally short you’ll be pleased to know, is by Sir Walter Raleigh. 

Now I well remember Bill shoe-horning something of the great explorers into my third

- form history classes. Somewhere between role-playing life in a medieval village and 

the Second World War, we ended up discussing Drake, Raleigh and Vasco de Gama. 

 

I chose this poem, though, because it reminded me of Bill for a different reason. It is 

neat and logical, like his mind. Crucially, it is ironic and playful. Above all - and this is 

a theme Bishop Gaisford touched on with such sensitivity during Bill’s crematory 

service up in Northwich back in January - this poem conveys, I think, something of 

Bill’s attitude toward religion. He was certainly most respectful of the church. He 

deeply admired, indeed lived by, the Christian emphasis on modesty and charity. Yet 

his own faith amounted not so much to deep belief, more a humble obedience, an 

insistence on good manners and kindness, a seriousness of purpose, yes, but so often, 

at the end, a wry, knowing smile. I’ll read this poem and then make way for my follow 

OL, Gary Gibbon. Thank you again for coming. 

 

When at heart you should be sad, 

Pondering the joys we had, 

Listen and keep very still. 

If the lowing from the hill 

Or the toiling of a bell 

Do not serve to break the spell, 

Listen: you may be allowed 

To hear my laughter from a cloud 
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Memorial Address 

Gary Gibbon (OL 1976-83) 

 

SILENCE  

Some teachers quietened their classes down by shouting at them. Some by throwing 

blackboard dusters at pupils' heads. Bill would walk into a class, a tug on the academic 

gown he always wore, and then he would reach for his pencil. All he had to do was 

reach for the pencil. He never had to tap it. Just reach for it. Maybe sometimes lift it. 

That was all. And then silence. And the lesson began. 

 

LESSONS 

 But these weren't like normal lessons. They were much closer to university seminars. 

In fact, several of us have said to each other over the years that we actually got our 

university education in that room. What followed, in academic terms, didn't match 

it. Many of us, like Bill, were the first in our families to go to university. Bill's teaching 

meant that when we got there, or if we went straight into the university of life, we had 

an enormous head start. Some of his generation might have tried to teach you to learn 

by rote. Bill wanted you to imbibe knowledge. But he also wanted you to have a feel 

for the subject, for the period.  

 

SIMULATIONS 

And so there were re-enactments: whole classrooms cast as the central characters in the 

General Strike - the Prime Minister, the union leaders, the employers, civil servants. 

Could different tactics have avoided the crisis? A few weeks later and we were now 

trying to avert Britain abandoning the  Gold Standard. There were character briefing 

notes, plotlines, all re-produced on Banda copier sheets ... could we avoid the dramatic 

crises of history? In A' level classes Bill we re-enacted Catholic Emancipation, the 

1822 Budget ... The attention to detail knew no limits. Andrew Carwood remembers 

playing Vansitart the Chancellor being summoned for urgent consultations on income 

and property tax during break in the staff room - an audience with The King, played by 

Bill. 

 

LOVE OF THE PAST 

Bill drew us into the past. With these lessons, with his AJP Taylor-esque lectures on 

cassettes, with his own passion for History. He was immensely well read. He kept up 

with the latest academic works better than many university professors. And that 

included works he didn't agree with at all. "He's a Marxist, of course," Bill would say, 

before pointing you at a work by Eric Hobsbawm or E.P. Thompson. "But it's worth 

reading", he'd say, having mined the book for its gems throwing out the doctrinal slag. 

Bill kept most of his opinions to himself but you knew what he thought about 

Marxism. The word "inevitable" was one he pretty much banished from his 

classes.  Read through the tributes to Bill collected by the school and stretching back to 

his first days as a teacher, generations were enthused by him with a love of history. By 

the way, Bill knew history wasn't simply something you read, it was something every 

few generations we are forced to live through. The detail of this moment might have 

surprised him, the nature of cycles and change would not.    
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LOGIC  

Bill's primary objective though was rigour. He wanted you to test theses, deploy logic, 

marshal evidence and then deploy your argument. Without us realising it, Bill was 

turning us not just into better students but viable employees and into sharper, more 

useful citizens.A few years ago on a visit to Tabley Hall, his last home, near his family, 

he told me that there was a Polish carer working in the home who'd had no real 

education and come to Britain to work straight from school. He sensed she was bright 

and keen to learn. Although he was already suffering from  Parkinsons, he'd taken her 

under his wing and was giving her regular classes in logic. Another life shaped. 

 

ENIGMA 

There was a mysterious quality to Bill. We were brash, loud students in the 70's and 

80's, living in an age when everyone emoted and shared. Bill wasn't into any of that. It 

made him all the more fascinating. Julian Rhind-Tutt said in his tribute that he found 

Bill an enigmatic and captivating presence in the classroom. 

 

BREADTH OF KNOWLEDGE 

He was a man of such learning, so immensely well read. Ian Whybrow remembers how 

Bill thought  Solzhenitsyen's Gulag Archipelago was better in the original Russian. He 

could quote reams of poetry and knew his classical music. I remember having lunch 

with him on the Hill after his retirement and he talked memorably about how great 

painters create their own world, how you knew immediately when you'd walked into it 

and you were in the presence of artistic genius. You always felt that he could've been a 

university lecturer and a much better one than many you met at university. After his 

death, I looked through his old college register to see what people in his years at 

Balliol had done after coming down from Oxford. Entry after entry, it's very striking, 

went into teaching. There was a sense of service, a duty to use your gifts to the full and 

make sure the next generation does too.  But also, I know because he told me, he 

"enjoyed it."  

  

APPEARANCE 

Bill was always meticulous in his appearance. Not a hair out of place. There was an 

extraordinary poise and calm about Bill. Liam Halligan remembers him at a Sixth 

Form Society meeting balancing a tea cup and saucer improbably on his crossed leg 

and using one hand as a table for his biscuit, nothing spilt and no crumbs were made. 

Liam said he was so distracted by the dexterity he paid no attention to the talk. And at 

the beginning of a class there would be a tap of the tin of licquorice lozenges. Some of 

us are such disciples, groupies even, we still carry them.    
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PASTORAL  

Beneath the calm exterior was a warmth and a pastoral quality.Bill took Stephen 

Pollard aside when Stephen was thinking of leaving the school at Sixth Form. Bill 

could've waded in with Stephen's parents. Instead he chose to treat Stephen as the 

young adult, in charge of his own destiny, and take him very calmly and rationally 

through the pro's and con's. Stephen stayed. Paul Martin wrote of how "Poddy" - bet 

you didn't call him that to his face, Paul - always found time to compliment him on 

good cricket performances and how, whatever grade Bill thought you might be heading 

for, Bill wanted you to feel part of the group. To benefit. Bill didn't condescend. I can't 

recall anyone who remembers seeing him lose his temper. His weapon was 

"disappointment" ... at poor work or sloppy thinking. It would reveal itself by a pursing 

of the lips, a slight wince, maybe an intake of breath.  

That look - a hammer blow to the soul. 

 

HUMOUR  

When someone is as dedicated to their calling as Bill, the family inevitably gets a bit 

less of them. To all his family, I want to say thank you for sharing Bill. We cherished 

him and prized him greatly. Outside my family, he was the greatest influence on my 

life. 

And like you, we too enjoyed his humour.  

One Christmas in the Sixth Form, a few of us studying A 'level History made an 

unauthorised entry into the grandly named 01 History Seminar Room, the eerie at the 

top of the staircase in Old Building. We'd bought a garish artificial Christmas tree, and 

set it up in the corner of the room. We wanted to see Bill's face when he saw a trashy, 

brash, Woolworths product in the corner of his temple of learning.  

 

The next day we went in for our lesson. Bill's face was pretty impassive, almost 

straight-faced but there was a light smile playing on his face. And then we saw the tree. 

He'd decorated it. Overnight, he'd got a box of Quality Street and with elastic bands 

and sellotape hung the whole packet of sweets on the branches. He'd shared the joke, 

he'd trumped the joke and, I think, he'd known with what affection and respect we had 

made the joke.  

------------- 

Whatever our rankings, he raised our game. Often way beyond our expectations of 

ourselves.  

He led an extraordinary life of service. He was an extraordinary man. From the bottom 

of our hearts, Mr Podmore, Sir, Bill, we thank you.   
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Memorial Address 

Michael Foster (OL 1969-76) 

 

To David and all the Podmore family and to all of Bill’s friends and teaching 

contemporaries, i am very sorry for your loss; Bill was the kindest and greatest of men. 

  

I pretty much owe all of my success academically at John Lyon and much of my 

success in business and in life after John Lyon to Bill. 

  

He joined the school I believe when I was in the 2nd year ie 1970/71 and although he 

did not teach us history that year he came to our class and organised try outs for 

badminton. 

  

I was one of the lucky ones who got accepted for the squad. I like Bill never managed 

to grow enough to get my eyes even half way up the net. However what I learnt from 

Bill in those months and over that winter, lunchtimes twice a week and evenings after 

school twice a week, stood me in great stead. For the first term we, none of us, hit a 

shuttlecock in anger. It was all preparation and study and preparation and study; 

repetition after repetition. 

  

First it was movement, back and forth, sideways, back and forth sideways. Front to 

back, back to front. The next term we were given a shuttlecock to hit. Then serves; 

high and low. Then the clear; then the backhand clear; then the drop; the slow drop 

and the fast drop; and very finally the smash. We were both awed and bored. But every 

session we came back. You could try and miss one; Bill just looked at you and 

muttered "I understand how important that is for you, but I would be disappointed". 

Who was going to chance that.     No one. 

  

Finally in the middle of the  term we actually played games. Not whole games, but half 

games to 8 points (different scoring then; you could only score I think off your own 

serve); and not without each game having a running commentary from Bill standing , 

jacket off but I recall with waistcoat on, in his white plimpsolls to the side. Every so 

often, usually through quiet exhasperation, Bill politely ask for your  racket and we 

would see Bill balletically glide back, forward and back. Beautiful to behold. 

  

In the summer term when there was a lot of Cricket we played less, but we played. 

Next year we were to see, if like at Manchester Grammar, the "boys" had taken their 

lessons well. 

  

Next year, and every year after, we schmised everyone. I do not think I played in any 

school match over the next five years where we even came close to losing . And every 

Year-team that came after us whilst I was as school, was the same. It was a lesson for 

life. Whatever you do, prepare, and when you think you have prepared enough, 

prepare some more; then very few things in life will take you by surprise. 
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Boy were we all proud. We knew we knew the basics. Forward and back. Backward 

and forward. Technically we knew enough to always be better than the most skilled 

but untutored player. Bill made an invincible team through teaching of sheer brilliance. 

And team we were, a few of the best won individual titles, but as a team we won 

everything. Lesson number 2 

 

Bill inspired us and no Master, and I mean none, was respected at school more than he. 

He was committed only to excellence, he saw it was possible in everyone one of us. 

He was committed to his teams and we I hope were committed to Bill. 

  

In the 3rd year, and for the remaining 5 years of my school life he was also my History 

teacher. I got top marks in only one subject at School, and that was History. I loved his 

lessons, I didn't always agree with Bill's politics nor his view of History but he was so 

generous because he cared only that you marshalled the facts, and correctly and 

exactly, expressed them to support whatever argument you wanted to put. 

  

But what was so generous, was that it was Bill who helped not just each of his pupils, 

but also all the other Masters in the school, because it was he who taught us all, in his 

History lesson time, as to how to read each question, how to examine what was asked 

of us by way of answering correctly and how to structure those answers for maximum 

marks. He went at it again and again, making you reach far into your knowledge to 

pluck the right fact to fit the appropriate answer 

 

It was back and front; back and forth, drop and clear, smash and fast drop, all over 

again. There are choices in life that need making so he taught that we needed to know 

the all choices to hand, and then how to execute them. That is what he gave us all. 

Knowledge and the means by which to use it. 

  

Only Bill taught us to look at the question and to work out what was really being 

asked. At the time we thought it was useful for exams only, but when this year, 22 of 

the class of “76, met for our "Forty year's on", it was Bill, almost to a man, we credited 

by his teaching, for having given each of us the most "life" skills. 

  

I saw Bill only once since the end of my time at school. At Lords, about ten years ago 

when he and his fellow teacher Mr Neal sat, quite by chance, next to me in the 

Members' Pavilion. Of course we chatted politely and spent more time on the poor 

England display than on reminiscing; he liked Strauss, it was his debut, but if I have a 

regret it was that I did not then and there say a huge thank you to someone whom I 

knew so well and intimately so long ago but who was from such a different generation 

even at that time. I missed my chance so I hope Bill is concentrating now on hearing 

my heartfelt thanks. 

  

I do hope Bill knew the respect and love we had for him, all of us I think, to a man. 

And Men he made us with this work ethic and the demand of mental search always for 

the truth. He was for me as a young man the most important influence on my life other 

than my mother and father. I looked up to him. Such men are rare, but when they work 

and shine so brilliantly with young people, their influence is severe and great and 

meaningful. 
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Michelle Gascoine has been kind enough to let me glimpse at the memories and 

messages that have been sent to David Podmore about his wonderful Uncle Bill, our 

Mr Podmore. 

 

I am happy to say that this extraordinary outpouring of respect and love for Bill from 

all my reprobate contemporaries does three things for me; I chuckle at how cool we all 

thought we were and tried to be, but in our hearts we were in awe of Bill, it makes me 

proud that one thing that John Lyon clearly taught us above all was respect, and lastly 

it makes me weep with a mixture of loss, a recognition of the passing of life, but also 

joy at what I felt in that Bill had done for me; he had clearly, and silently done just as  

much for many others. Bill was truly a great great man.  

 

Goodbye Mr Chips. 
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Memorial Address 

Mr Francis Tavernor 

 

David, you commented after Bill’s funeral how it was good that, “friends, pupils, 

colleagues and family [had] come together,  each learning something new about him, 

and being the better for it.'  Today we have continued that process of learning more 

about, “The man in the Gown.” 

For myself, I taught with Bill in the History Dept. from 1976 to 1990. He was the best 

boss anyone could hope for – kind and supportive, approachable, and always fair.  He 

was immensely (but unobtrusively) wise. 

We worked well together, I think, though we were in many ways opposites. 

He was short; I was tall. 

He was the forensic specialist in British History; I loved the broad-brush of 

European topics. 

He was calm and quiet; I was … (well, no one accused me of either!) 

At John Lyon Bill was rightly proud of the achievements of the many highly talented 

History students whom he taught; when they got high grades he would comment 

contentedly, “Mm ... As expected.”  But he always focused our discussions on the less 

able students; those who needed more help.  When they did well, Bill was so happy for 

them.  He was a wonderful colleague. 

He also became a good friend. We enjoyed occasional meals out after school, when 

Bill’s skills as a conversationalist on a wide range of fascinating topics ensured that 

time flew.  His Humanist views, and my agnosticism, led to some gently memorable 

evenings. 

In the Staffroom and around school Bill was, of course, quiet and rather shy.  Perhaps 

to some of his colleagues he remained a little unknowable; inscrutable. 

But, as David Philpott comments, “In many ways a very private person, he was very 

genuine in his friendship, and as a true gentleman, treated one with respect.” 

Ian Whybrow recalls Bill’s enormous cultural hinterland, ranging across literature and 

theatre; and music.  Bill also spent many hours every year behind the scenes of school 

drama productions, helping with make-up (and good discipline!) 
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3ÔÁǟ ÁÐÐÒÅÃÉÁÔÅÄ "ÉÌÌ ÁÓ Á ÒÅÌÉÁÂÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÓÐÅÃÔÅÄ ÔÅÁÃÈÅÒ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÓ ÔÏÔÁÌÌÙ 

ÃÏÍÍÉÔÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÐÕÐÉÌÓȢ  (ÉÓ ÁÂÉÌÉÔÙ ÔÏ ÅÎÃÏÕÒÁÇÅ ÓÔÕÄÅÎÔÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÎÁÌÙÔÉÃÁÌÌÙȟ 

ÁÎÄ ÅØÁÍÉÎÅ ÈÉÓÔÏÒÉÃÁÌ ÓÏÕÒÃÅÓ ÆÏÒÅÎÓÉÃÁÌÌÙȟ ÇÁÖÅ ÔÈÅÍ ÓËÉÌÌÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ 

ÁÐÐÌÉÅÄ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÓÔÕÄÉÅÓȠ ÎÏÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÉÎ (ÉÓÔÏÒÙ ÌÅÓÓÏÎÓȢ  -ÁÎÙ ÏÆ ÕÓ 

ÂÅÎÅǢÔÔÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÁÔȢ 

"ÉÌÌ ÁÌÓÏ ÅÎÊÏÙÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÙ ÏÆ ÍÁÎÙ ÃÏÌÌÅÁÇÕÅÓ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȟ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÎÎÉÓ 

ÃÏÕÒÔ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÇÏÌÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȢ  0ÅÒÈÁÐÓ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÑÕÏÔÅ ÆÒÏÍ Á ÌÅÔÔÅÒ ÆÒÏÍ #ÌÅÍ 2ÅÅÄȟ 

×ÈÏ ÐÌÁÙÅÄ ÔÅÎÎÉÓ ×ÉÔÈ "ÉÌÌȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÇÏÌÆȢ  Ȱ"ÉÌÌ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÅÎÊÏÙÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÓÐÏÒÔȟ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ 

ÐÌÁÙÉÎÇ ÅÎÔÈÕÓÉÁÓÔÉÃÁÌÌÙȟ ÁÃÃÅÐÔÉÎÇ Ȭ4ÒÉÕÍÐÈ ÁÎÄ $ÉÓÁÓÔÅÒȭ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ 

ÅÑÕÁÎÉÍÉÔÙȢ  'ÏÌÆ ÉÓ Á ÓÔÅÒÎ ÔÅÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÅÍÐÅÒÁÍÅÎÔ ÆÏÒ ÍÏÓÔȟ ÂÕÔ "ÉÌÌ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ 

ÒÅÍÁÉÎÅÄ ÃÁÌÍ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÌÁØÅÄȠ ÍÏÄÅÓÔ ÉÎ ÓÕÃÃÅÓÓ ÁÎÄ ÃÈÅÅÒÆÕÌÌÙ ÒÅÓÉÇÎÅÄ ÉÎ ÄÅÆÅÁÔȢ  

(Å ÈÁÄ Á ÓÏÕÎÄ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÒÕÌÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÇÏÏÄ ÃÏÎÄÕÃÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÍÅȢȱ 

%ÎÔÈÕÓÉÁÓÍȟ ÓÔÏÉÃÉÓÍȟ ÃÁÌÍÎÅÓÓȟ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇȠ ×ÏÒÄÓ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÁÐÐÌÙ ÔÏ ÓÏ ÍÕÃÈ 

ÏÆ "ÉÌÌȭÓ ÌÉÆÅȢ 

!Ô *ÏÈÎ ,ÙÏÎ ×Å ËÎÅ× ÔÈÁÔ "ÉÌÌ ÈÁÄ ÆÁÍÉÌÙ ÒÏÏÔÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ,ÁÎÃÁÓÈÉÒÅȾ#ÈÅÓÈÉÒÅ 

ÂÏÒÄÅÒÓȢ  "ÉÌÌ ÏÆÔÅÎ ÓÐÅÎÔ ÔÉÍÅ ȬÕÐ .ÏÒÔÈȭ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÌÉÄÁÙÓȟ ÅÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ ÔÈÅ 

ÃÒÉÃËÅÔ ÓÅÁÓÏÎȦ  /ÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÅÎÊÏÙÅÄ ÃÈÅÓÓȟ ÃÁÒÄÓȟ -ÏÎÏÐÏÌÙȟ ÁÎÄ 

ÍÁÎÙ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÇÁÍÅÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒÓȟ ÎÅÐÈÅ×Ó ÁÎÄ ÎÉÅÃÅÓȢ 

&ÁÍÉÌÙ ÍÁÔÔÅÒÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÍȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅÍȢ  $ÁÖÉÄȭÓ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȟ 'ÉÌÌÉÁÎȟ ÈÁÓ ÃÏÍÍÅÎÔÅÄ 

ÔÈÁÔȟ Ȱ#ÈÒÉÓÔÍÁÓ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ #ÈÒÉÓÔÍÁÓ ÕÎÔÉÌ 5ÎÃÌÅ "ÉÌÌ ÁÒÒÉÖÅÄȟ ×ÈÅÎ ÅØÃÉÔÅÍÅÎÔ 

×ÅÎÔ ÕÐ Ô×Ï ÎÏÔÃÈÅÓȢȱ  "ÕÔ "ÉÌÌ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÁÄ ÈÉÓ ÓÔÁÎÄÁÒÄÓȡ ÈÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÉÎÓÉÓÔÅÄ ÏÎ 

×ÅÁÒÉÎÇ Á ÐÁÐÅÒ ÈÁÔ ɀ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÇÒÅÅÎȦ 

)Æ ) ÍÁÙ ÒÅÖÅÒÔ ÔÏ ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌ ÒÅÃÏÌÌÅÃÔÉÏÎÓȡ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÅ ) ÃÁÍÅ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× "ÉÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÅ ) 

ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÏÏÄ ÁÎÄ ÅÎÊÏÙÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÄÒÙ ɉÁÎÄ ÏÃÃÁÓÉÏÎÁÌÌÙ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÓÕÂÖÅÒÓÉÖÅɊ ÈÕÍÏÕÒȢ  (Å 

×ÏÕÌÄ ÍÁËÅ Á ÃÏÍÍÅÎÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ×ÁÉÔ ɉÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÖÅÌÙɊȠ ×ÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÐÅÎÎÙ ÔÏ 

ÄÒÏÐȢ  (ÉÓ 3ÉØÔÈ &ÏÒÍ ÓÅÔÓ ÅÎÊÏÙÅÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÏÏȠ ÁÎÄ ÍÁÎÙ ÏÆ ÍÙ 3ÉØÔÈ &ÏÒÍ ÌÅÓÓÏÎÓ 

ÂÅÇÁÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅÍ ÒÅÇÁÌÉÎÇ ÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ "ÉÌÌȭÓ ÌÁÔÅÓÔ ÏÎÅ-ÌÉÎÅÒȢ 

/Î ÈÉÓ ÏÃÃÁÓÉÏÎÁÌ ÖÉÓÉÔÓ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÉÎ ÄÅÅÐÌÙ ÒÕÒÁÌ (ÅÒÅÆÏÒÄÓÈÉÒÅ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ 

ÂÅÓÔ ÏÆ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÙȟ ÅÖÅÎ ÉÆ ÈÅ ÄÉÄ ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔ ÁÎ ÉÒÒÅÄÅÅÍÁÂÌÙ ÍÕÄÄÙ ÃÏÕÎÔÙȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÆÁÒ 

ÔÏÏ ÍÁÎÙ ÓÈÅÅÐȢ 

"ÉÌÌ ÍÁÄÅ ÖÅÒÙ ÆÅ× ÓÁÒÔÏÒÉÁÌ ÃÏÎÃÅÓÓÉÏÎÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÎÁÔÕÒÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 7ÅÌÓÈ -ÁÒÃÈÅÓȢ  

(ÅÁÔÈÅÒ-ÇÒÅÅÎ ÓÕÉÔȟ ÂÌÁÃË ÔÏ×Î ÓÈÏÅÓȡ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÈÉÓ ÓÔÙÌÅ ÅÖÅÎ ×ÈÅÎ ÓÃÒÁÍÂÌÉÎÇ 

ÏÖÅÒ .ÏÒÄÙ "ÁÎËȟ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÓÔÅÅÐ )ÒÏÎ-!ÇÅ ÈÉÌÌ ÆÏÒÔ ÉÎ 3ÈÒÏÐÓÈÉÒÅȢ 
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!Ó ÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌ ÁÌÌ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȟ "ÉÌÌ ÎÏÒÍÁÌÌÙ ÃÕÔ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÄÉÇÎÉǢÅÄ ǢÇÕÒÅȠ ÂÕÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÈÅ 

ÃÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔ ÍÁÉÎÔÁÉÎ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÈÅÎ ɉÌÅÔ ÄÏ×Î ÂÙ Á ÃÏÍÂÉÎÁÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÓÈÏÅÓ ÁÎÄ 

ÇÅÎÅÒÏÕÓ ÓÈÅÅÐ-ÄÒÏÐÐÉÎÇÓɊ ÈÅ ÄÅÓÃÅÎÄÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ έΪ ÙÁÒÄÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÌÏÐÅ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ 

ÂÁÃËȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÆÅÅÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÉÒȢ 

!ÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÓÔÕÃË ÔÏ (ÅÒÅÆÏÒÄ #ÁÔÈÅÄÒÁÌȟ ,ÕÄÌÏ× #ÁÓÔÌÅȟ -ÁÐÐÁ -ÕÎÄÉȟ ÅÔÃȢ   

&Å×ÅÒ ÓÈÅÅÐȟ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÒÅ -ÅÄÉÁÅÖÁÌ ÄÏÃÕÍÅÎÔÓȦ 

"ÉÌÌ ×ÁÓ Á ÍÁÎ ÏÆ ÇÒÅÁÔ ÉÎÔÅÌÌÅÃÔȢ  2ÅÁÓÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÁÎÁÌÙÓÉÓ ÍÁÔÔÅÒÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÍȟ ÓÏ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ 

ÇÏÏÄ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ ÆÒÏÍ $ÁÖÉÄ ÔÈÁÔȟ Ȱ"ÉÌÌ ×ÁÓ ÍÅÎÔÁÌÌÙ ÁÎÄ ÓÐÉÒÉÔÕÁÌÌÙ ȬÏÎ ÓÏÎÇȭ ÕÎÔÉÌ 

ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÄÁÙÓȱ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÌÉÆÅȢ 

"ÉÌÌ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ "ÉÌÌȢ 

!ÎÄ Á ËÅÙ ÔÏ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÈÉÍȟ ) ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅȟ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÅÁÓÕÒÅ ÈÅ ÔÏÏË ÉÎ ÏÔÈÅÒ 

ÐÅÏÐÌÅȭÓ ÓÕÃÃÅÓÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÈÁÐÐÉÎÅÓÓȢ 

/Î ÔÈÅ ÍÏÓÔ ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌ ÏÆ ÎÏÔÅÓȠ "ÉÌÌ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÐÅÒÓÏÎ ÔÏ ×ÈÏÍ ) ÈÁÄ 

ÓÐÏËÅÎ ÂÁÃË ÉÎ ΫγβΫȟ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÌÏÓÔ ÍÙ ǢÁÎÃïÅȢ  7ÈÅÎ ɉÁÆÔÅÒ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ *ÏÈÎ ,ÙÏÎɊ ) 

ÍÅÔ ÁÎÄ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÍÙ ×ÉÆÅȟ %ÉÌÅÅÎȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÇÏÏÄ ÔÏ ÖÉÓÉÔ "ÉÌÌ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÅ ÈÉÍ 

ÓÈÁÒÅ ÍÙ ÊÏÙȢ 

) ÄÉÄȟ ÈÏ×ÅÖÅÒȟ ÇÅÔ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÖÅÒÙ ÂÅÓÔ ȰÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÇÌÁÓÓÅÓȱ ÌÏÏËÓ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÌÅÁÒÎÅÄ 

ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ Á #ÈÕÒÃÈ ÏÆ %ÎÇÌÁÎÄ ÐÒÉÅÓÔȦ 

1ÕÉÅÔÌÙȟ "ÉÌÌ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ËÉÎÄÅÓÔ ÏÆ ÍÅÎȠ ÁÎÄȟ ÅÑÕÁÌÌÙ ÑÕÉÅÔÌÙȟ ÍÕÃÈ ÌÏÖÅÄȢ 

(Å ÅÎÈÁÎÃÅÄ ÍÁÎÙ ÌÉÖÅÓȢ 

(Å ×ÁÓ Á ÍÁÎ ÏÆ ÍÁÎÙ ÔÁÌÅÎÔÓ ɀ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÇÁÖÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÆÒÅÅÌÙȢ 

 

&ÒÁÎÃÉÓ 4ÁÖÅÒÎÏÒ 

-ÁÓÔÅÒ Ϋγαΰ-ΫγγΪ 
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Reading 

Kevin Thomas (OL 1965-72) 

 

St John, Chapter 14, verse 1-6  

 

1] "Let not your hearts be troubled; believe in God, believe also 

in me.  

[2] In my Father's house are many rooms; if it were not so, would 

I have told you that I go to prepare a place for you?  

[3] And when I go and prepare a place for you, I will come again 

and will take you to myself, that where I am you may be also.  

[4] And you know the way where I am going."  

[5] Thomas said to him, "Lord, we do not know where you are 

going; how can we know the way?"  

[6] Jesus said to him, "I am the way, and the truth, and the life; 

no one comes to the Father, but by me. 
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Endymion, John Keats  

 

 A thing of beauty is a joy for ever: 

Its loveliness increases; it will never 

Pass into nothingness; but still will keep 

A bower quiet for us, and a sleep 

Full of sweet dreams, and health, and quiet breathing. 

Therefore, on every morrow, are we wreathing 

A flowery band to bind us to the earth, 

Spite of despondence, of the inhuman dearth 

Of noble natures, of the gloomy days, 

Of all the unhealthy and o'er-darkn'd ways 

Made for our searching: yes, in spite of all, 

Some shape of beauty moves away the pall 

From our dark spirits. Such the sun, the moon, 

Trees old and young, sprouting a shady boon 

For simple sheep; and such are daffodils 

With the green world they live in; and clear rills 

That for themselves a cooling covert make 

'Gainst the hot season; the mid-forest brake, 

Rich with a sprinkling of fair musk-rose blooms: 

And such too is the grandeur of the dooms 

We have imagined for the mighty dead; 

An endless fountain of immortal drink, 

Pouring unto us from the heaven's brink. 
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John Davis (1971-76) 

 

It is no great secret, to any of you who attended John Lyon during the early 

1970’s, that I was one of those whose school days were definitely not the 

happiest days of my life…….. and then David, there was your uncle. Dear Mr 

Podmore. 

 

Whilst by no means one of his most successful prodigies, I was lucky enough to 

be amongst the 13 / 15 year olds who he taught to play badminton, and then 

nurtured to play in various Middlesex tournaments. 

Whenever I think of Mr Podmore ( I still struggle to be so familiar as to call him 

Bill !! ) I am reminded of Matthew Syed’s book, Bounce and his 10,000 hour 

rule. I assume there was nothing particularly gifted about boys who attended 

John Lyon in the 1970’s, in relation to the sport of badminton, yet, many of us 

will remember how for several years, the Middlesex, under 13 / 14 and 15 teams 

were in the main, boys from our school. 

Clearly with hindsight, I have no doubt this was largely because of Bill’s love of 

the game, and his dedication to give up his time to coach so many of us. Be it 

lunch times, after school, or at weekends, he was there. Quiet, kind, supportive, 

helpful, without being overbearing, and, never appeared to judge….if we won or 

lost… he just insisted, we did our best…….. and yet given his knowledge and 

stature in the game, I assume there was a fierce competitor within. 

I am delighted to say I still have a couple of Middlesex team certificates, dating 

from 1973 and 1974, that have at various points of my life, hung in “ the loo “ 

……… often to the amusement of those who set their eyes on them !! ... I will 

ensure they are found, and hung again !! 

There are other characteristics I recall of Mr Podmore. A physically small man, 

yet someone who never had to raise his voice to control a class, a man who I 

would enjoy listening to, when he told stories that caught my imagination in 

history. 

Being a boy who found almost all aspects of education difficult at best, I was 

able to learn from Bill. For me he had that indescribable teaching gift I suspect 

no amount of qualifications can bestow. Sadly there were very few classes I 

looked forward to…… I can honestly say however, I never had that tummy ache 

of dread before one of Bill’s classes !!!!!! 

I emphasise these qualities, not because I somehow wish to offend those who 

loved their school days, but………. of course there were those of us, for who 

that was not reality, and it was fine men like Bill Podmore who ensured that 

there are a few subjects that left me interested……… and wanting to learn 

more…………. History is one of those….. Thank you for that Bill. I am 

extremely grateful for your teaching and guidance. 

From your short note, your love of uncle is tangible. I am not at all surprised. He 

was a fine man, a great teacher, and obviously an equably wonderful uncle. 

 

Dr Alex Skinner (OL 1986-93) 

 

I shall remember Bill, with great affection and gratitude, as a rare teacher. As 

well as being    superbly knowledgeable and intelligent, he combined exceptional 

perception about people with true gentleness - a combination that made him, in a 

deeply abiding sense, a real mentor. 
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Michael Foster (OL 1969-76) 

 

I am very sorry for your loss; Bill was the kindest and greatest of men. 

 

I pretty much owe all of my success academically at John Lyon and much 

of my success in business and life after John Lyon to Bill. 

 

He joined the school I believe when I was in the 2nd year i.e. 1970/71 and 

although he did not teach us history that year he came to our class and 

organised try outs for badminton. 

 

I was one on the lucky ones who got accepted for the squad. I like Bill 

never managed to grow enough to get my eyes even half way up the net. 

However what I learnt from Bill in those months over that winter, 

lunchtimes twice a week and evenings after school twice a week stood me 

in great stead. For the first term we, none of us, hit a shuttlecock in anger. 

It was all preparation and study and preparation and study; repetition after 

repetition. 

 

First it was movement, back and forth, sideways, back and forth sideways. 

Front to back, back to front. After four weeks we were given a shuttlecock 

to hit. Then serves; high and low. Then the clear; then the backhand clear; 

then the drop; the slow drop and the fast drop; and very finally the smash. 

We were both awed and bored. But every session we came back. You could 

try and miss one; Bill just looked at you and muttered "I understand, but I 

would be disappointed....". Who was going to chance that? No one. 

 

Finally in the middle of the next term we actually played  games. Not whole 

games, but half games to 8 points (different scoring then; you could only 

score I think off your own serve); and not without each game having a 

running commentary from Bill. 

 

In the summer term when there was a lot of Cricket we played less, but we 

played. Next year we were to see if like at Manchester Grammar, the 

"boys" had taken their lessons well. 

 

Next year, and every year after, we schematised everyone. I do not think I 

played in any school match over the next five years where we even came 

close to losing a match.  And every year team that came after us whilst I 

was as school was the same. 

 

Boy were we proud. We knew we knew the basics. Forward and back. 

Backward and forward. Technically we knew  enough to always be better 

than the most skilled but untutored player. Bill made an invincible team 

through teaching of sheer brilliance. He inspired us and no Master, and I 

mean none, was respected at school more than he. He was committed 

excellence, committed to his teams and we I hope were committed to Bill. 

 

In the 3rd year, and for the remaining 5 years of my school life he was also 

my History teacher. I got top marks in only one subject, and that was 

History. I loved his lessons,  didn't always agree with Bill's politics and so 

his view of History but he was so generous because he cared only that you 

marshalled the facts and correctly and exactly expressed them to support 

whatever argument you wanted to put. 
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Michael Foster cont/….. 

 

But what was so generous, was that it was Bill who helped all the other 

Masters in the school, because it was he who taught us all, in his History 

lesson time, as to how to read each exam question, how to examine what 

was asked of us by way of answering correctly and how to structure those 

answers for maximum marks. It was back and front; back and forth, drop 

and clear, smash and fast drop all over again. 

 

Only Bill taught us to look at the question and to work out what was really 

being asked. We thought it was useful for exams only, but when 22 of our 

year met this year for our "Forty year's on", it was Bill, almost to a man, 

who we credited by his teaching  who had given us the most "life" skills. 

 

I had see n Bill only once since the end of my time at school. At Lords, 

about ten years ago when he and his fellow teacher Mr Neal sat, quite by 

chance, next to me in the Members' Pavilion. Of course we chatted politely 

and spent more time on the poor England display than on reminiscing; it is 

hard to say a huge thank you to someone whom one knew so well and 

intimately so long ago who was from such a different generation even at 

that time. 

 

I do hope Bill knew the respect and love we had for him, all of us I think, to 

a man. And Men he made us with this work ethic and mental search always 

for the truth. He was for me as a young man the most important influence 

on my life other than my mother and father . I looked up to him. Such men 

are rare, but when they come to work so hard with young people, their 

influence is severe and great and meaningful. 

 

 

 

Stephen Pollard (OL 1976-83) 
 

Bill was a wonderful, inspirational man to whom I owe my entire career. I 

was a headstrong 15 year old determined to leave school at 16. When most 

people screamed at me, Bill sat me down calmly and spoke to me 

rationally, which did the trick. And of course as a teacher he was peerless. 

 
 

Gary Gibbon (OL 1976-83) 

 

I cannot speak highly enough of Bill. I will help where I can in trying to 

make sure his achievements are publicly acknowledged but many many 

students are driven every day by the benefits of his generous and great 

intelligence. 
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Tim Wright (Head of The John Lyon School 1986-2001) 

 

I was very saddened to hear of Bill Podmore’s death, I would like to say the 

following about Bill: 

 

When I became Head of John Lyon in September 1986, Bill was a highly 

respected senior master who as Head of History had inspired many academic 

boys with a love of history. A great number of his A level students went on to 

read the subject at university and a considerable number at our best universities 

including Oxbridge. I know that many of them look back on their days being 

taught by Bill with great affection. He expected the highest academic rigour from 

his pupils and they respected him for that. 

 

I invited him to become Director of Studies as well as continue teaching history. 

He therefore oversaw the curriculum of the school and he did this with great care 

and organisation. I was continually grateful to him for his wise and considered 

advice. 

 

Beyond his academic work Bill’s love of badminton led him to coach and lead 

the school teams for many years and they achieved remarkable results winning 

Middlesex competitions on a regular basis. It was always a mystery to many of 

his colleagues how he achieved so much success! 

 

In short, Bill was a much loved and admired schoolmaster whose ability and 

success was often hidden by his natural modesty. 

 

 

Ian Whybrow (Former English Master) 

 

I worked with Bill for many years and am very sad to hear of his death as will be 

the countless boys boys he taught. He was, as I remember him, a quiet, self-

contained, private person; a man of great integrity; a loyal and supportive 

colleague. He was extremely well-read in literature as well as in modern history 

and hence, quite a conversationalist! I remember having a chat with him about 

Solzhenitsyn's Gulag Archipelago and being reminded that it was even more 

powerful in the original; I'd forgotten his work in Army Intelligence as a Russian 

translator. 

 

A diminutive man, hardly an athletic figure, he was nonetheless a great student 

of sports and a meticulous technician in whatever recreation he pursued. Before 

he took over the coaching of badminton, the school had little success; but with 

him in charge, we had a formidable team including lads like Jeremy Geelan with 

extra-large right (service) arms and hands! 

 

I never played golf with him but Clem Reed and John Wheaton tell me that he 

was a formidable player. 

 

Many students of history will mourn him and remember him as their favourite to 

whom they owe a debt of gratitude for his wisdom, knowledge and 

encouragement. 
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Francis Tavernor (Former History Master) 

 

I worked with Bill in the History Dept. at John Lyon from 1976 to 1990. He was 

the best and the kindest boss that anyone could wish to have, helping me and 

giving me so much support.  I had much to learn about teaching and he was always 

there with advice and assistance, imparted in such a way that it was always 

affirmative. He was a real gentleman, and immensely (but unobtrusively) wise. I 

owe him so much, and there are many hundreds of his pupils who would say the 

same. 

 

He was not only well respected by staff and pupils alike; he was loved by many of 

us. So quiet a man, but such a force for good. 

... I was proud to count him as my friend. 

 

 

Ted Pearson (1970-75) 

 

I was very sorry to hear of the death of Bill Podmore - not only did he expertly 

guide me through the intricacies of the history of Victorian Britain for my "A" 

levels at John Lyon in the mid-1970s, but also was the teacher who made sure that 

I filled in the UCCA forms correctly. I have fond memories of his lectures on, and 

admiration for, Lord John Russell (or Johnny as he became know by our class).  

Unbeknownst to me at the time, and I'm sure to Bill, he was in fact inculcating in 

me a love of history as a scholarly discipline as well as subtly showing me the 

methods by which historians actually work, by carefully weighing and analysing 

the evidence to draw some larger conclusions about, say, the Chartists (if memory 

serves, our special A level topic) or Gladstone's Home Rule Bill.  This is all a 

rather long-winded preface to the fact that I am now a historian myself; I'm a 

professor of American and Atlantic History at Franklin and Marshall College, a 

liberal arts college in Pennsylvania.  After leaving JL and graduating from the 

University of Birmingham, I eventually ended up at the University of Wisconsin 

where I got a Ph.D in history and, although I did not specialize in English history, 

the skills that Bill taught me in my A level classes provided a very solid 

foundation.  I have no doubt that his funeral will be a celebration of a long life well 

lived and that his former pupils will have the opportunity to recall fondly a 

wonderfully gifted teacher. 

 

 

Patricia Waldron (Former Modern Languages & Head of Lower School) 
 

 Thank you for letting me know this very sad news. I worked with Bill for a number of years 

 - a scholar and a gentleman.  

 

 

John Blake (1974-81) 

 

So sorry to hear of the passing of your Uncle Bill. He taught me from 1974-1981 at 

John Lyon and instilled in me a love of history which I still have. I was also in his 

Badminton squads, to which he devoted so much of his "spare" time. 

 

I always enjoyed his wry sense of humour, too! 
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Howard Krais (1979-86) 

 

Sad news indeed. If it is not too late I’d like to add a few memories/words please. 

 

Bill Podmore was the teacher who brought history to life. A level history classes in 

the top of the old school building did not solely teach the subject, they provided an 

opportunity to be challenged intellectually, and discuss what things meant not just 

what things happened.  

 

Bill was a tough but totally fair master. Between us in the small class we’d hatch 

little plots to try and make him laugh but in a way full of respect and admiration, 

though I can remember as if it was yesterday when he suddenly exploded into 

uncontrollable giggles when something he could only describe as ’slapstick’ had 

taken place outside.  

 

Mainly because of Bill I developed a love of the subject and went on to study 

history and politics at Southampton University. He was a big influence on my early 

academic life and an embodiment of everything that was John Lyon School in those 

days. 

 

 

Peter Marsden (OL 1969-76) 

 

Very sorry to hear of the death of Bill Podmore who was my history teacher at JL 

for O-level and A-level. Mr Podmore taught me Nineteenth and Early Twentieth 

Century British political history. 

 

History was always my favourite subject at school and indeed I am still an avid 

reader of history books. I can attribute much of this down to Mr Podmore's 

enthusiasm and knowledge of his subject. There is a particular anecdote which I 

would very much like to share: 

 

About 10 years ago I was invited to a small dinner for professional introducers at 

Coutts Bank and found myself sitting next to Douglas Hurd the former Government 

minister and the then Chairman or Deputy Chairman of Coutts. Douglas spent 

virtually the whole evening speaking with me about Nineteenth Century British 

political history (he had just written a book about Robert Peel and was clearly a 

serious history buff as indeed was I). Somewhere from the deepest recesses of my 

mind I was able to discourse such topics as Repeal of the Corn Law, Catholic 

Emancipation, the great Reform Act and the Tamworth Manifesto. Douglas said 

how much he had enjoyed our conversation (and indeed later sent me his book) but 

the thing that I remember most was him saying "you must have been taught very 

well at school" and indeed I was and it was all down to Mr Podmore. All the lessons 

I had with him as a 15-18 years between 1973 and 1976 must have lodged rock fast 

in my memory - I only wish my short-term memory was as good as my long-term. 

Mr Podmore was an excellent 'old school' (excuse the dreadful pun) teacher and I 

regret never having the opportunity later on in life to personally thank him for 

having schooled me so well. 
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Richard M Fox (OL 1972 -79) 

 

“Bill was my most inspiring teacher bar none.  

I remember like it was yesterday, our sixth form A level set when he taught us 

not just history, but how to improve and refine our academic style right across 

the board.   

 

I also recall one lesson in the Lower Sixth, when he asked the Group to explain 

what was meant by a “civil wrong”.  This was in the context of the Trade 

Disputes Act of 1906 (the Act which said unions could not be sued for damages 

suffered because of a strike).  Despite the fact that we were all desperately 

racking our brains, he was (apparently!) amazed that not a single one of us 

could answer with the simple word “tort”.  How he would have had a wry 

smile to learn what I and many of my classmates did for a living over the next 

30 years (I am a lawyer of course)…. 

 

Mr Podmore was a quite brilliant master and the quintessential one off. All 

who knew him will miss a little beat over his passing”. 

 

 

Tim Claydon (OL 1983-88) 

 

I'm very sad to hear this news. I vividly recall Mr Podmore being delighted with 

my 100% history paper back at the end of my first year at JL in 1984! 

 

I remember him being one of my favourite teachers. Please do pass on my 

condolences and respects to his family. 

 

 

Sabbir Rahman (OL 1984-89) 

 

Please pass on my heartfelt condolences to David and his family. Bill Podmore 

was my both my History teacher and my badminton coach (with Mr Irvine) and 

was always very kind, caring and thoughtful towards all of his students. He was 

a very good man indeed and I was saddened to hear that he had passed away, 

albeit peacefully. 

 

 

Paul Simons (OL 1986-93) 

Though Mr Podmore and I left John Lyon in the same year, he retiring and me 

going on to Oxford, I have never forgotten the help he gave me. Bob Shaw’s 

extra geography lessons undoubtedly got me through the Oxford entrance exam. 

However the patience, good humour and encouragement that Mr Podmore 

showed me in his “prep” lessons is the only reason I was able to hold my own in 

the interview I eventually secured. I got a place, a degree and a job that was only 

advertised at Oxford and Cambridge, one that I still have, so I am very clear on 

who I owe for that. Mr Podmore was right at the top of the list. 

 

Please pass my best wishes to his family. 
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Darren Simons (OL 1985-1992) 

 

I was fortunate enough to be taught by Mr Podmore and although history was not my 

strongest subject, he was my favourite teacher for sure. I particularly remember 

learning about the Cold War during the fall of the Berlin Wall... he repeatedly said 

"we live through interesting times" and how right he was. He was also one of the 

more "traditional" teacher, always with a gown, who was respected by all. 

 

A great teacher and a very nice man! 

 

 

Ben Kelly (OL 1978-85) 

 

Mr Podmore made history relevant and interesting and I shall always be grateful for 

the time and dedication in first introducing me to Badminton and then training me to 

be quite adepts at the sport. He was an important part of my early life and I am 

thankful for knowing him. 

 

 

Gordon Hamme (OL 1970-76) 

 

I was one of the lucky people to be taught be Bill Podmore. I got a glimpse of his 

complex hinterland when I went on the school tour to Russia with him as leader in 

1971. He explained that, 'nobody need know that he spoke Russian'. He never 

expressed a political view in lessons, allowing us to draw our own conclusions. I 

have tried to live up to his amazingly high standards of behaviour in thought and 

action and hold him up as a beacon of humanist thoughtfulness. He was one of the 

finest educators I have ever met and had a profound effect on me. 

 

 

Peter Cross (OL 1968-74) 

 

I won Middlesex U18 mixed courtesy of him! And an outstanding partner!!!!! 

 

 

Steven Gamble (OL 1966-73) 

 

Bill Podmore...the man who brought history to life for me and kick-started a life-

long interest in the subject. RIP. 

 

 

Vilas Navapurkar (OL 1974-81) 

 

Mr Podmore was my history teacher and badminton teacher.  He was brilliant at 

both and over the years I’ve often thought of him and Mr French as being formative 

teachers for me.  I am privileged to have had Mr Podmore as a part of my younger 

years and I have benefited enormously from his influence on me. A pupil who is 

very proud to have had Mr Podmore as one of my Masters. 

Please extend my most profound condolences to his family. 
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Kevin Lazarus (OL 1983-90) 

 

I am very sorry to hear about Mr Podmore passing away.  I have very strong memories of 

him.  History was very much my subject during my time at John Lyon and he taught me 

rigour and careful analysis.  I am a solicitor now and clarity of thought and analysis is still 

a big part of what I do.  I can trace a direct line in my approach to what I do now to what 

he taught me.  In particular his scientific approach to structuring essays was incredibly 

valuable and I have passed it on to others on occasion.  In my time at John Lyon I won the 

History prize in all of my senior years and I achieved an A for A Level and a 1 for S 

Level.  Mr Podmore was instrumental in that.  He personally tutored me for my Oxford 

exams to read history, although in the event I didn’t get a place. 

He was even then someone from a different generation and a recognisable ‘character’ but 

someone I really enjoyed having as a teacher and someone who was universally respected 

as a teacher. 

 

 

Graham Parker (OL 1981-88) 

 

This is very sad indeed, and please let David know I extend my sympathies to him and his 

family at this time. His Uncle was a legend at the school, in that quiet, intense and deeply 

caring way only Mr Podmore could. His love of history, knowledge and learning were 

balanced perfectly, and you always knew he only wanted the best from the boys and 

wanted them to be inspired by the subjects and stories he taught. One of my favourites at 

JLS. 

 

 

John Merry (OL 1970-77) 

 

Please pass on my sympathies. Bill Podmore was a fantastic teacher of history - he taught 

me in the 1st form in 1970/1971. He was so enthusiastic and very kind too. 

 

 
Jon Speyer (OL 1975-81) 

 

Sad news for sure…especially at this time of year. 

Bill taught me History at JLS back in the late 70’s…….in fact my favourite subject not 

the least because of his love of the subject matter. He also took the Badminton Team on 

our travels to away matches……. A good man and a devoted teacher…..I of course only 

knew him when I was a lad with long hair ( that must be some time ago ) and a propensity 

to mickey take along with the rest of the class. He always wore a cape bit like Gus so that 

bought a certain air of extra authority. 

 

Send my wishes to his nephew and other family members. 
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Jonathan D. De'Ath (OL 1975-82) 

 

When I was a pupil at John Lyon, Bill Podmore was held in high regard as history 

teacher, but the lasting impression he made, at least on me, was as school badminton 

coach. 

He coached methodically, patiently, and with almost military precision, fostering 

some of the strongest players of the day. I clearly recall Sunday afternoon coaching 

sessions and regular after school and lunch time sessions during the week, all of 

which were on top of his normal work load as history master. Thanks to him, his 

tireless and rigorous coaching cultivated numerous high-calibre school players who 

competed strongly at county and regional level. He was, I hope, proud of what he 

achieved on the badminton court and I’m sure John Lyon was thankful and proud for 

what he brought to the school - both as a teacher and sports coach. 

With sympathy. 

 

 

Greg Rubins (OL 1975-82) 

 

This is very sad news. Mr Podmore taught me O level and A level history in the late 

70s and early 80s. He was an excellent teacher and I still remember his lessons today, 

including how he disliked the use of the word `inevitable'. He gave me a lot of 

encouragement and support, for which I was very grateful. Please pass on my 

condolences to the family. 

 

 

Christopher Edwards (OL 1964-71) and John Tuckwell (1964-71) 

 

Sympathy given to relatives of Mr Podmore. 

 

 

Douglas Chisholm (OL 1977-82) 

 

I was sad to hear about Bill Podmore. The main thing I remember about him was his 

amazing success with the badminton team. He was the David Brailsford of John Lyon 

sports, as I remember who coached the team to win many tournaments, county 

champions etc. I wasn’t in the team but some of my friends were and I had the 

pleasure of reading out the results in Assembly. I also remember him as a very kind 

and scholarly man. 

 

I would be grateful if you pass this message to his nephew David. 
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Prof Jagjit.S. Chadha (OL 1978-85) 

 

It was very upsetting to hear of Bill's passing in the week before Xmas.  If I may 

I would like to pass my condolences to the family at this difficult time but would 

also like you to know even more about the enormous affection in which he was 

held, as it may provide some comfort at this difficult time. 

 

 

I was at the School from 1978 to 1985 and it is not much of an exaggeration to 

say that he was a something of legend whose reputation went before him and to 

which we all enjoyed adding our own little angles.  He taught me History O-level 

from 1981-1983 and such were the fame of his meticulous notes that an incoming 

master in 1984 practically bribed me to obtain my copies of Bill's notes.  I 

remember that master's joy when I handed them over: it was as though I had 

given him the secret to eternal life. 

 

His lessons on World War 1, the rise of Stalin and the inter-war period stayed 

with me to this day and indeed as an occasional economic historian of the inter-

war period, I echo his judgements in my work.  I remember him saying clearly 

that every 100 years or so the map of Europe gets re-drawn and I always took this 

remark subsequently to be a forecast of the end of the Soviet period.  I also took 

an extended interest in Russian affairs in my first few years at the Bank of 

England and I enjoyed telling him of my trips there. 

 

But what really made him stand apart were not his notes but the way he would 

make us think.  Famously in two games he devised on the Great Strike and on 

leaving the Gold Standard where he made boys play the roles of politicians, trade 

unionists or civil servants to see if we could avoid the strike or the exit from the 

gold standard.  To this day, I work on the problems of designing monetary 

regimes.  Everyone who attended these classes knew they were in the presence of 

genius. 

 

Indeed, the School's most famous Old Boys from this period: Stephen Pollard 

(editor of the Jewish Chronicle), Gary Gibbon (C4 news), Liam Halligan 

(economic journalist) and Julian Rhind-Tutt (actor) were each a product of the 

Podmore production line.  In fact many who have followed equally successful 

careers, but out of the spotlight, have mentioned Bill's primacy. 

 

I cannot do justice to his excellence as a Badminton coach because, although I 

loved the sport, I had chicken pox during the trials and he quietly explained on 

my return to school that the squad had been half-trained and there was no space 

for me.  He let me down in a kindly manner.  But I did not let him down in so 

kindly a manner, as I decided to get a U on purpose for History O-level, which 

should be judged alongside a reasonable set of A-levels.  It was a juvenile 

rebellion for which he did not admonish me but did say quietly to me that I 

needed to mention on my UCCA form!  It turned into a good ice breaker at 

university interviews. 

 

My regret is that after I became a governor of the school in 2011 that I did not 

come up to see him.  O Tempora! O Mores! But he was always with me in some 

way. 

 

Thank you Bill. 
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Lincoln Exley (OL 1977-84) 

 

(A level history student circa 1982-84, at The John Lyon School) 

A quick note to David, and to his family, to say how much I liked ‘Bill’, and how 

much he meant to me. (He always was, and always will be, Mr Podmore to me.) 

 

I liked school, but I didn’t like the lessons. Indeed, I liked just about everything 

else apart from any lessons that involved reading and writing …so I especially 

enjoyed football, music, art, and I formed a few lifelong friendships, and I even 

liked the school meals. In short, I didn’t agree with school work, and school 

work didn’t agree with me. And the only exception was History, though I still 

did as little history homework as I could possibly get away with, often less than 

that. Somehow Mr Podmore managed to get through to me, and in doing so gave 

me a lifelong passion for history. I didn’t go to uni, but still love reading history 

books, and get through one every week or two. 

. 

I fondly remember doing ‘A’ levels crammed into his tiny little study, with the 

shelves loaded from floor to ceiling with books, with seven of us history boys, if 

my memory serves me correctly. Five of whom went on to Oxford and 

Cambridge. And the other two of us, the ones that weren’t academic, have both 

ironically gone on to be the M.D.’s of book businesses - a publishing company 

and a book distributor. He seemed to recognise a potential in me – and kindle an 

interest – where all the other teachers missed. (Though I am the first to recognise 

that this says more about me than it does about teaching professionals.) I feel 

sure that all seven of us in that history set would have the same feelings of 

reverence for Mr Podmore. 

 

I have very few regrets in life. But I do wish …if I could have it all over again 

…that I could have handed in a few more of Mr Podmore’s homework’s on time, 

and that at least one of them would have been worth an A+ +. 

 

With fond memories 

 

 

Barry Jayne (OL 1980-87) 

 

Please would you pass on my condolences to Bill's family, I have very fond 

memories of being taught History by him whilst I was at John Lyon. I remember 

him most for his kindness and dry sense of humour; and some of the best 

possible over-the-glasses withering looks when needed! 

 

 

Julian Cable (OL 1982-89) 

 

It is with great sadness that I learned of the passing of Bill Podmore. He taught 

me history in the 1980s. He was a true scholar and a gentleman - quietly spoken, 

but with an incisive intellect and great kindness. Requiescat in pace. 
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Ian Burrell (OL 1974-81) 

 

I remember Bill well, although he only taught me for a couple of years (history 

was not one of my strongest subjects, which I think frustrated him at times!!!) 

Bill was always such a measured, quietly-spoken man with an eye for detail. On 

one occasion, the bell rang before he had completed his lesson with us. Quite out 

of character, he let slip a “minor expletive” – under his breath, but audible 

enough for most of us to hear it! – he then, quickly composed himself and 

repeated “sugar”, a couple of times, in the hope that he had covered himself. Of 

course, he hadn’t, and he was reminded about it from time to time, but he always 

kept a straight face and flatly denied it!!! Another memory I have of Bill was of 

him going up or down the stairs to the monitors’ room/library and stopping to 

straighten the pictures on the wall – he was always very precise… only for one 

of the boys (often my friend Jonathan Hines!) to follow him and “unstraighten 

them”!!! Sad news, but I seem to remember being told a while back that he had 

dementia and was in a home, so it didn’t come as a complete surprise. 

 

 

Richard H Cohen (OL 1966-73) 

 

May I say what a true English Gentleman Bill was. He managed to make 

History come alive and I always looked forward to his lessons. I now regret 

having done Law rather than History at University but at least I enjoyed Legal 

History. May his memory be blessed by all those who were fortunate enough to 

know him. 

 

 

Keith Palmer (OL 1976-83) 

Very sad news about Bill. I was never any good at history but he made it fun for 

2 of the 3 years I was taught it. He was a brilliant master in charge of school 

badminton when the school was winning almost everything going in the sport. 

He also loved his cricket, when in better health and happy retirement I would 

often see him at Lords in his favourite spot outside the pavilion; ground floor 

back to the wall. 

 

 

Rob Ashmore (OL 1965-72) 

 

I was sad to hear news of the death of Bill Podmore. I was fortunate enough to 

have been taught by him at A level and he was a really excellent teacher. Indeed 

having studied history at university he was certainly of that calibre if not better. 

 

He was also a very calm, affable and likeable presence in the school. He is not 

forgotten and will be much missed. 
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Peter Styles (OL 1966-73) 

 

I remember Bill with great affection as the John Lyon master who made the 

greatest contribution to my success in obtaining a place at Magdalene College, 

Cambridge. Although I had decided to apply to read Modern Languages and Law 

under the Tripos system, Bill willingly and generously supported me in my wish 

to take the Cambridge scholarship exams in History. I know he was disappointed 

that I did not elect to include the History Faculty in my university studies, but he 

never showed any resentment nor did he spare any effort in coaching me for the 

exams. Particularly noteworthy was the dedication he displayed in recording 

tutorials on cassette tapes, for me to listen to at home, at times when his tight 

school timetable did not allow him to invite me for face to face tuition in the 

school or in his flat on the Hill. 

 

 
Ian Herbert (OL 1984-90) 

 

Bill Podmore was undoubtedly the teacher who had the biggest impact on me in 

my time at John Lyon – I can picture him now in the room at the top of the Old 

Building, in his grey pinstripe suit and gown. Nearly 30 years later, I’m still 

enjoying history books thanks to him. Perhaps more significantly, his 

encouragement to read carefully and thoughtfully lead me to my career in law. 

I’m forever grateful. 

 

 
Paul Martin (OL 1976-83) 

 

My memories of Poddy: 

 

As one of the least academic students he ever taught A level History to. He 

always made his lessons interesting and I loved his classes. The set we had was 

hugely bright but he always made me feel part of it. 

 

He was a great teacher and an excellent Badminton coach who took great pride in 

the squad's success. 

 

He was always the first to congratulate me on a Monday morning if I'd scored 

goals or runs. 

 

I loved the guy and had huge respect for him. 

 

 
Andy Woodend (OL 1969-76) 

 

I was sorry to hear about the passing on of Bill Podmore. 

 

Bill taught me from 1973 to 1974 – my O level period – and for me personally he 

was the first person to bring History to life, and in a very methodical way into a 

modern day context too. He must have done likewise for many other pupils, then 

and subsequently. He came across as kind, fair and personable. Thanks Bill. 
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(Mr.) Lindsay Irvine (Former Master Modern Languages) 

 

I just wanted to write a few lines to you, following the death of your uncle. 

 

I was at John Lyon from 1977 until 2010, and Bill was a colleague for many of 

these years. I had the greatest respect for him.  

 

I assisted him with the badminton, and drove him and the team to matches and 

tournaments countless times in the school minibus. We also did many training 

sessions together in the school gym. And we played tennis together on many 

occasions. 

 

 

Darren Abrahams (OL 1988-93) 

 

In the last few years I have scoured on-line, several times, for a mention of dear 

“Mr. Podmore” (in Old Lyonian publications).  

 

I imagined him curled up in a large armchair, dissecting the latest weighty tome 

with a critical eye and an almost imperceptibly mischievous grin, or writing 

memoirs about the (far more racy) life (I imagined he had) before John Lyon.  

 

Of all my teachers, he was the one most interested in imparting how to think and 

not what to think. The content seemed important but not half as much as showing 

us how we could use our brains and express our thoughts - clearly. I knew that 

experience was special at the time. The realisation has grown with each passing 

year (28 in total!) - perhaps as a function of seeing so many examples of how not 

to teach. 

 

... A good man’s passing should not go unmarked. 

 

 

Ranjan Suri (OL 1982-89) 

 

Mr Podmore taught me history between 1984-6 and he was an inspirational 

teacher. I would like to offer my deepest condolences to his family. 

 

 
Rob Steen (OL 1969-76) 

 

I was very sorry to learn of Bill's death. Thanks to his teachings on the USSR, Germany and 

Northern Ireland, my political perspective was changed irrevocably, for which I am truly grateful. 

 

 

Kevin Thomas (OL 1965-72) 

 

Such sad news. He was a great influence on me. 
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Jeremy Utton (OL 1965-72) 

 

I was never going to be JL's answer to A. J. P. Taylor. Dennis Taylor maybe. 

But, in spite of intermittent attendance through Bill Podmore's 'A' level history 

course, and even more intermittent attention when I did attend, I reached the 

final run-in to D-Day.  

 

Weeks before the exam, I went to see Bill in the old staff room and in the most 

earnest and sincere tones I could summon up, I explained: "Sir, I know, I've 

messed about a lot in your lessons and haven't really taken a lot of the course 

seriously. I've come to my senses - I know it's late in the day - and made up my 

mind that I will work hard for this exam - but next year, not this one. I know I 

haven't a chance this year." Put simply - I'd realised time had run out for serious 

study and I'd completely lost my exam bottle. Bill responded instantly - 

needing no time for thought - in that slightly nervous, almost stuttering, 

academic style of his: "No, you won't - you have two weeks left: enough time - 

shape up, attend my revision classes, work hard at it, focus and you will pass. 

 

I did. 

 

That pass gave me 3 'A' levels, when I scarcely deserved 2. Poddy rescued me 

single-handedly from historical oblivion. That pass gave me entry to BP's 

graduate scheme, which in turn was the passport to a business degree. Life 

moved onward and upward from there. 

 

I have never forgotten that moment at the staff room door with Bill Podmore. 

He had the belief and he had the faith in me when I had none in myself. And I 

will be eternally grateful to him for that alone. From that moment to this day, I 

have recognised the priceless value of Faith and Belief when you have nothing 

else to offer. 

 

Poddy was a Diminutive Giant. Under-stated. Over-qualified. Modest, 

unassuming, unselfish, his own man: something of a loner, yet perversely, the 

object of admiration by so many - Diligent, Dedicated and totally Devoted to 

his life's work - with capital 'Ds'.  

 

As smart and dedicated a historian as you will find, Bill Podmore rightly joins 

the ranks of true greats: 'Lyonian Legends' - legends who have not only 

structured arguments and essays in the classroom, but who have moulded 

people and shaped their course on the journey of life. 

 

And that is something truly special. 

 

Rest in Peace, Bill Podmore. And thank you." 
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Nigel Archdale (OL 1965-72) 

 

Mr Podmore was one of those teachers whose wise words have stayed with me 

throughout my professional life. He commanded enormous respect from us, at a time 

in the mid-sixties, when respect was a particularly hard earned commodity from a 

large class of long haired adolescents! 

 

The memory of him that was the most profound was his sensitive account of a Second 

World War soldier, boarding a train in London, immaculate in his uniform and 

appearance, heading home to his family. Sadly, the distractions of the buffet car and 

bar took its toll on the young man and the drunken dishevelled soldier who stumbled 

off the train at the end of the journey to be met by his parents who had to juxtapose 

their pride at their son safely home with their shock at his drunken state.  

 

At a time when Combat Stress was not fully acknowledged, Mr Podmore, was ahead 

of his own teaching career, I have quoted that tale, from time to time, attributed to Mr 

Podmore, and often wondered how many young people will have heeded his advice, 

as did I, all those years ago. 

 

Thank you Mr Podmore. With enormous respect. 

 

 

Stephen Maher (OL 1971-79) 

 

I remember Mr Podmore so vividly - his powerful intellect, his precision ( never say 

'things'), his storytelling ( on cassette tape which was highly progressive at the time) 

and his constant encouragement . There is always one teacher in one's life that has a 

momentous influence on you. For me that was Mr Podmore. It is because of him that I 

discovered my love of History. It is because of him that I even considered Oxbridge 

and knew that Balliol was not just the name of a road close to where my mother grew 

up in Bootle. It is therefore because of him that I studied Modern History at Balliol. It 

is therefore because of him that I was privileged to have one of the greatest educations I 

could have that has set me up for life. I feel immensely proud and lucky to have been 

one of Mr Podmore's pupils   I will never forgot him  

 

 

Praveen Patel (OL 1985-92) 

 

I was very saddened to hear of the news of Mr Podmore's passing. He was a great man 

and a history teacher without parallel. He had the amazing gift of bringing the past to 

life and inspiring his students through his ability to communicate the importance and 

relevance of history to our everyday lives. I started my history GCSE course lacking a 

true passion for the subject but by the end of my 2 years with Mr Podmore, history had 

become one of my favourite subjects due largely to Mr Podmore's efforts. He will be 

missed but never forgotten. 
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Nicholas Montague (OL 1966-72) 

 

Mr Podmore taught me history in the early 1970s. He was a firm, no nonsense 

teacher but provided me with an introduction to European history that I have 

always relished and enjoyed and have continued with to this day. His lessons 

were always very interesting and he always invited discussion on pertinent 

points of history. In a class that was generally quite badly behaved and noisy he 

always had the attention and respect of every pupil. Every one of us respected 

him not only as a fully committed teacher but as a thoroughly decent 

fellow.  After a couple of years he became our careers advisor when we were in 

the sixth form. In this role he really excelled and provided many of us with very 

insightful advice about what types of careers and studies we should consider. He 

saw abilities and talents in us for the future that most of us did not even know 

that we had. He was highly perceptive and engaged with all of us with enormous 

patience. I know that as well as myself, there are many other people from my 

year who owe a very big thank you to “Bill “for all his early direction into our 

careers. 

 

He will be very sadly missed by so very many of us who had the privilege of 

being taught and directed by him. 

 

My condolences to all his family. 

 

 

Christian Vecchione (OL 1977-84) 

 

I had the great fortune to be taught by Bill during the mid-1980’s and it was 

largely due to his undemonstrative but inspirational teaching that I managed to 

secure a place to read history at Keble College, Oxford and acquire a lifelong 

love for the subject.  Bill was a highly intelligent man with an enormous breadth 

of knowledge and the capacity to instil enthusiasm in his students in a quiet, 

understated but compelling manner.  He was also a master at delivering a 

withering one-liner when one failed to live up to his expectations.  I certainly 

held him in the highest regard and I know that this feeling was shared by my 

contemporaries.   

 

I should also pay tribute to Bill’s extraordinary success in elevating John Lyon 

to the pinnacle of County Badminton.  I was lucky enough to be introduced to 

the sport by him and to have some success at County level and I suspect that I 

was just one of a long string of students who benefitted from his encouragement 

and coaching.   

 

I was very sorry to hear of Bill’s passing but I hope that it may be some comfort 

for you to know how highly he was respected and appreciated.  If my experience 

is anything to go by, then he will have exerted a positive influence on the lives 

of many of his students.  
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Steve Gamble (OL 1966-73) 

 

Bill Podmore...the man who brought history to life for me and kick-started a 

life-long interest in the subject. RIP. 

 

 

Vilas Navapurkar (OL 1974-81) 

 

Mr Podmore was my history teacher and badminton teacher.  He was brilliant 

at both and over the years I’ve often thought of him and Mr French as being 

formative teachers for me.  I am privileged to have had Mr Podmore as a part 

of my younger years and I have benefited enormously from his influence on 

me.  

 

Liam Halligan 1980-87 

 

Bill's status among boys at the school during the 1970s and 1980s is hard to 

over-estimate. His death will provoke feelings of affection and gratitude among 

literally hundreds of OLs and dozens of staff from that period. 

 

I say this as someone who didn't take A-level history and who didn't play bad-

minton but was nevertheless enormously influenced by Bill. I'm not unusual in 

that sense - his positive impact went way beyond sixth-form history and bad-

minton. 

 

Bill taught me how to write. And I now write for a living. He also taught me 

how to structure an argument - and how to use evidence to make that argument 

stick. 

 

On top of that, Bill saw in me - a loud, sometimes stroppy boy, who felt out of 

place during my early years at the school - someone who could and should 

shine academically. 

 

One day, he took me aside after class and, firmly but showing great kindness, 

told me. I was 15 years old - and consider that to be one of the most important 

conversations of my life. 

 

 

Paul Mann (OL 1986-93) 

 

I remember Mr Podmore with fond memories as someone who made History 

lessons worth being in!  

  

I was very sad to hear of his passing and as a past pupil of his I can only say 

that it was a privilege to be taught by him and please pass on my respects to his 

family. 
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Kevin Lazarus (OL 1983-90) 

 

I am very sorry to hear about Mr Podmore passing away.  I have very strong 

memories of him.  History was very much my subject during my time at John 

Lyon and he taught me rigour and careful analysis.  I am a solicitor now and 

clarity of thought and analysis is still a big part of what I do.  I can trace a direct 

line in my approach to what I do now to what he taught me.  In particular his 

scientific approach to structuring essays was incredibly valuable and I have 

passed it on to others on occasion.  In my time at John Lyon I won the History 

prize in all of my senior years and I achieved an A for A Level and a 1 for S 

Level.  Mr Podmore was instrumental in that.  He personally tutored me for my 

Oxford exams to read history, although in the event I didn’t get a place. 

 

He was even then someone from a different generation and a recognisable 

‘character’ but someone I really enjoyed having as a teacher and someone who 

was universally respected as a teacher. 

 

 

Lewis Chester (OL 1981-86) 

 

Bill Podmore was an extraordinary and inspiring teacher who made a major 

difference in my personal development and life story.   

 

On entering the Sixth Form, I was a very ordinary student with little academic 

ambition.  Bill’s history lessons – in what appeared to be an attic room – gave 

me a love for history and learning.  From a standing start, I became a very good 

historian.  Bill recognised this very quickly.  He suggested I apply to Oxford, 

his alma mater. I had never entertained any such lofty ideas. Bill’s confidence in 

my abilities made me believe that an Oxford education might be possible, 

despite the relative paltry numbers of Old Lyonians who had managed to gain 

entry over the prior years. 

 

I applied and was accepted by Trinity College, Oxford.  Eventually I graduated 

with a First Class Honours Degree.  All of this was made possible by Bill.   

 

Shortly after my graduation result was published in the newspaper, I received a 

letter from Bill congratulating me.  This was typical Bill – he was following my 

progress with a keen eye.   

 

I regret that I only saw Bill a few times after leaving school.  For a man who 

had such a major influence on my life, I wish I had been able to spend more 

time with him after my school days.   

 

May you rest in peace. 

 

Warm regards and condolences to the family. 
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Kevin Lazarus (OL 1983-90) 
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entry over the prior years. 
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with a First Class Honours Degree.  All of this was made possible by Bill.   

 

Shortly after my graduation result was published in the newspaper, I received a 

letter from Bill congratulating me.  This was typical Bill – he was following my 

progress with a keen eye.   

 

I regret that I only saw Bill a few times after leaving school.  For a man who 

had such a major influence on my life, I wish I had been able to spend more 

time with him after my school days.   

 

May you rest in peace. 

 

Warm regards and condolences to the family. 
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Barry Solomon (OL 1982-89) 

 

Although Bill never taught me, I remember him fondly as, despite this, he knew 

my name and always greeted me if our paths crossed.  

 

My condolences to his family and friends. 

 

 

Clifford Slapper (OL 1972-79) 

 

"Bill" Podmore as he was affectionately known to us all at John Lyon in the late 

1970s, was an excellent teacher of history. He was assiduous in preparing us for 

the challenges of exams, but also made sure that the syllabus was probed in 

depth and always beyond the perimeter of its minimum requirements. His 

diligence and attention to detail even extended to tape-recording hour-long 

commentaries of various topics, and lending them out to boys.  

 

I went on to study history at UCL and obtain a First Class degree, for which I 

was awarded the William Meyer Award, a prize for the highest degree mark in 

London that year. I did this despite not taking History at A Level, due to 

timetable clashes at the time making it impractical to combine with all of my 

other choices (Maths, Further Maths, English and French).  

 

I remain grateful to Mr Podmore for his early encouragement, at the GCE O 

Level stage (the equivalent of today's GCSE), and his transmission of a love of 

the subject. His mild and urbane courtesy and old-fashioned politeness 

contained, within, a true passion for erudition. 

 

 

Julian Rhind-Tutt (OL 1978-85) 

 

I was very sad to hear the news about Bill's death.  Having only fumbled 

through the O-Level I wasn’t able to join the inner circle of sixth form disciples, 

who I know held him in such high esteem; but I watched from afar and he 

remained a great influence on me. Bill introduced me to the holy arts of note 

taking and summarising which, although I couldn’t put them to effective use in 

an Oxbridge entrance exam, still played a critical part in my later life. As well 

as his academic rigour I remember his natural charisma and the uncanny 

effortless sense of discipline he seemed to exude. Even back then I found him 

utterly fascinating - both as a teacher and as an enigmatic and captivating 

presence in the classroom. 
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Alan Gavurin (OL 1971-78) 

 

Please could you simply tell Bill's relatives that he was the best teacher I ever had 

and I have no doubt that his teaching helped me achieve what I have achieved at 

university and in my career, especially helping me to write well for work and 

other purposes. 

 

 

Matthew Hodgson (OL 1985-92) 

 

I was saddened to hear of Bill's recent passing. As I am unable to attend the 

memorial service I wish to convey my condolences to his family. History was 

the subject I most regretted having to give up studying at A level and that was 

in no small part due to his enthusiasm for the subject that came across so clearly 

in his teaching. 

 

 

Steve Hallam (OL 1981-88) 

 

I was lucky enough to be taught history by Bill through my ‘O’/‘A’ Level 

studies, and found him a true inspiration who fired an interest in the subject 

which still endures to this day. He was instrumental in showing me how to put 

forward a detailed opinion/proposal in writing – a skill that I have found 

immensely useful in my future career.  I have very fond memories of Bill and 

feel very fortunate to have benefitted from his brilliant talent for teaching. 

Sincerest condolences,’’ 

 

 

Simon Dudley (OL 1975-82) 

 

Mr Podmore will be greatly missed. Despite being a reluctant learner at school 

he and others taught me the value of education as I went on in later life to be a 

founder of schools. He made a great contribution to education both directly and 

indirectly. May he rest in peace.  

 

Howard Sayer (OL 1970-77) 

 

Very sorry to hear of Bill Podmore's passing. I loved his history lessons. I 

remember him perched on the staff desk just very calmly passing on his 

knowledge to us. We made notes, of course, and learnt in great detail about the 

important events in twentieth century politics. A love of that period in history has 

stayed with me ever since. He always struck me as a genuine, dedicated,  

approachable and wise man. 


