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  Many of you tell me that I have an encyclopaedic memory for 

anything to do with Beaumont and when I comment on a piece of news especially 

aspects of history certainly my wife Annie always says ñNo, not another Beaumont 

connectionò or words a little less ladylike. I usually reply that it is not my fault that 

such a small school produced so many people of interest and the majority have 

made a contribution to society both large and small. I am glad to report that 

Beaumont produced few criminals and involvements in scandal have been relatively 

rare. One aspect of Editing THE REVIEW is that one still comes across Beaumont 

connections where one least expects them. I was still at St Johnôs when Ruth Ellis 

was the last female to be executed in this country for murder but I recall it being 

discussed at home when she went to the gallows in July 1955 ï and yes there is a 

Beaumont connection and one for Edgar Lustgarten whose short films of murder 

cases were part of our schooldays. 

 

Announcements 

 

BU Lunch 

 

Advance notice that our lunch will take place Monday 7th October at the 

Caledonian Club. Please put the date in your Diary 

 

Those of you who may feel that the armed services have dominated the 

limelight in recent years will be pleased to hear that his yearôs Chairman is 

Oliver Hawkins (61). 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Oliver studied at the West Sussex College of Art and St Johnôs College 

Cambridge. Among many things he is a talented contemporary artist (un 

eboueur), one of the driving forces behind the Friends of Arundel Cathedral 

and, to add a bit of spice, an expert on D H Lawrence. 

 

 

 

BUGS 

 



 

 

 

 

The BUGS meeting at Westerham takes place on the 29th May. Supporters are 

most welcome.  We hope that 8 to 10 players will contest the Bedford Claret 

Jug and BUGS will also contest the Desmond Tolhurst trophy against the 

BUCS ( BU Casuals aka St Johnôs OBs). All to play for! 

 

 We also have the match against the Old Worthians at The Aldington 26th July 

and the Old Gregorians at Denham 10th September to look forward to. 

 

 

 

Website  

 

Please remember if you change your Email address to let me know. Each time I 

send out a missive, I invariably get a few that come winging back as ñundeliveredò: I 

usually let it ride one more time and then remove the address. If you find you have 

heard nothing from me and the website has been updated, get in contact.  

 

Politics.  

 



The REVIEW is non-political in that it does not support one view over another but it 

is by nature political in the articles I produce about OBs. In the last edition we had 

William Buckley on the far right of US politics and I give space to the left wing 

thoughts of Francis Beckett as and when he writes. Philippe de Schoutheete EU 

Bureaucrat ! Sykes and his responsibility for the Middle East situation. Lord Emly 

who refused to drink Queen Victoriaôs health over the Irish question and expelled 

from the Lord: these are but a few. The REVIEW, I hope is a bit ñedgyò: it makes us 

stand apart from other Old Boy newsletter ï often dull and dreary. One of the 

strengths of Beaumont was I believe its readiness to discuss the problems of the 

day. I find this in letters to the REVIEW back in the Twenties and Thirties, articles 

written by the boys themselves and throughout its existence the HL Debating 

Societyôs topics. We were very lucky to be able to tackle issues of importance: great 

lessons for later life. We learnt tolerance of others views however distasteful we 

might find them. (I remember being incensed to find some of my friends opposed to 

hunting).  

 

  Adding Hans-Christophôs piece on ñBé.tò to my ñround robinò was in keeping with 

our ethos. I could have awaited history, however I considered to have a Europeanôs 

opinion would be of general interest as he is on the outside of the debate. I am 

certain that you accept that he is entitled to his views as you are to yours and me to 

mine. Anyway, Iôm glad it rattled some cages and I have included some of your 

responses under Correspondence. 

 

The ñlighter touchò: John Marshall picked up from The Times  that the talk of 

Westminster is the ñBAmber  Dream Teamò  - perhaps Hon Members might like to 

make some nominations of our own to join such an administration: modesty prevents 

me mentioning,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,  

 

Further to this John added:- I took Bamber around St Johnôs when he came on a visit 

during my time ( of four years ) teaching there. As we came up from the boot room 

and up that short flight of stone steps past that lavatory immediately before the study 

place he pushed the door of the privy open and thought it appropriate to confide to 

me that ñ I pumped a lot of shit in there!ò 

 

Ed: The ñlate Lamentedò could have been talking about the state of British politics 50 

years on. 

 

 
 

Correctness. 



 

It was brought to my attention that I may be guilty of using an inappropriate word in 

the ñHistory Factsò section of the Website. I described an individual as Coloured. 

 

 It is difficult to keep up with what the latest terminology that is now giving offence in 

our PC World. However,  the word lives on in the name of the National Association 

for the Advancement of Coloured People, generally called the NAACP In 2008, its 

communications director Carla Sims said "the term 'coloured' is not derogatory, [the 

NAACP] chose the word 'coloured' because it was the most positive description 

commonly used [in 1909, when the association was founded]. 

 

It may be outdated and antiquated but not offensive. ï Some might say appropriate 

for the BU. 

 

I would not wish the Website to give offence to anyone and just as well I have not 

mentioned the Colours award to the Schismatic XI. Some of you will undoubtedly 

recall Victor Xavier who played in the ó59 side and I very much hope that he didnôt 

feel a racist slur was intended.  

 

Obituaries 

 

I regret to inform you of the following deaths: Robin Mulcahy (57) one time Jesuit, 

long time doctor, loyal friend and supporter of the BU. Dr John Kells (59) Tôai Chi 

Grand Master. Peter Brindley (56) Lawyer and writer on legal matters. Peter 

Wheeler (47) Lived and loved his American Heritage. Mike Sykes-Balls (63) who 

dropped his Balls and founded Dragoman. Jean Vanier (37) the most inspirational of 

OBs and ñliving Saintò. See Obituaries Website section. (Robinôs will appear in the 

next edition) 

 

Offer. 

 

 From David Martin: ñAfter John Boon (1955-1961) died in December 2006, his 

widow Gayl found Johnôs copy of the above book and passed it to me for safe 

keeping. As I already have my own copy of the above I would like to donate Johnôs 

copy to the BU. 



 

I would like to propose that it be offered to any one by way of an informal written 

auction to the highest bidder and with any proceeds realised going into the BU 

coffersò. BIDS to the Editor. 

 

 

 

Jesuit Alumni Livery (Notice)  
 
 
 
Blandyke Dinner 2019 - Save the Date - 18th June 2019 
 
  
 
The dinner will be held in the Judgesô Dining Room at the Old Bailey by kind 
permission of Sheriff Vincent Keaveny.  
 
  
 
John Dewhurst has kindly offered to talk to about the Jesuits who were martyred in 
the City of London. It may be highly appropriate that we are dinning at the Old 
Bailey! 
 
  
 
As always, if you know of any others Members of Livery Companies with Jesuit 
connections and who may be interested, please let me know. 
 
  
 
Steve Hodkinson steve.hodkinson@scotchpartners.com 
 
 
 
 
 

Stonyhurst Association Dinner 
 
 
 
 
 

mailto:steve.hodkinson@scotchpartners.com


 
 

 
 
 The dinner will be on the 9th November (eve of Remembrance Sunday) when Tim 
Livesey OS77 will be President and Fr Tom Shufflebotham SJ will be the guest 
speaker.  As the dinner is at the De Vere Beaumont Estate, Old Boys of Beaumont 
have been kindly invited to attend!   
 
Booking is available on the Stonyhurst website: 

https://association.stonyhurst.ac.uk/wp-content/uploads/2019/04/Annual-Dinner-

2019-Booking-Form.pdf 

 

Help line 

 

Mrs B Sillitoe, Stonyhurst Association Office Tel No: 01254 827043 Email 

association@stonyhurst.ac.uk  

 

 

 

News 

 

 

 

BOFS in Lourdes. 

 

https://association.stonyhurst.ac.uk/wp-content/uploads/2019/04/Annual-Dinner-2019-Booking-Form.pdf
https://association.stonyhurst.ac.uk/wp-content/uploads/2019/04/Annual-Dinner-2019-Booking-Form.pdf


Easter was late but the BOFS were on time though some fell by the wayside as 

departure neared. The Baileys were unable to make it, Bill Gammell as Master of 

the Feltmakers was judging Ladies Hats, Tim FitzGerald OôConnor was working - 

ñOh these business lunchesò and finally Tony Parish setting out from Italy ñCannot 

make it. Have a problem with Camper! Tailgate wonôt close. Have to return to 

Varese. I am very sorry and upsetò: so were we not to see them .Perhaps Tony 

should have stuck to Ferraris.  So who did turn up? Well apart from Yours Truly, 

Derek Hollamby, Tony Outred, Robert and Agnes Schulte and with Richard 

Sheehan (sadly without Marylu) on his Irish passport we ensured that in the BU 

tradition we had our international flavour. Of course we were brilliantly organised as 

ever by our new BU Hon Secretary Mandy Bedford and administered to by Mons. 

Jim Curry (Hon) our Chaplain. With other group members we were 17. 

 

 

 

We BOFS like to stick to our routines but 2019 was going to be different.  If our 

numbers were reduced so also was the HCPT Pilgrimage as many of the groups 

which were teacher led were unable to make it with the return to school, so Mass 

was in the Basilica de St Bernadette. The Ukrainian Church was fully booked as was 

our usual restaurant in Bartres. Finally the Hotel de Palais at Biarritz was closed for 

renovation (The Donald is going to visit). Did that deter us: not at all, we had our 

usual BU gathering in the ñRiviera Solò at midnight where we were joined by Patrick 

and Maggie Burgess, John and Andrew Flood and Michael Wortley. Robert 



Bruce was detained elsewhere ï we gather ñhe was in the Outer Hebrides carrying 

his daughter Maeveôs handbag: sounded very commandoò. Getting back to our 

itinerary we got a good soaking at the night mass at the Grotto on our first evening, 

but despite the bad forecast we went to Gavarnie for our picnic with all the regional 

delicacies that your correspondent could find in the market. 

 

 

 

Fr Jim and Acolyte Outred prepare for Mass at Gavarnie 

 

 Fr Jim said Mass ñen plein airò with a snow covered backdrop. Our Bartres Lunch on 

the Saturday was at La Petite Bergere where we were well wined and dined. The 

Hotel Moderne looked after us with their usual care and attention and in return we 

greatly reduced their stock of Armagnac and Veuve de Beaumont Champagne (a 

pity that it is not available in the UK).    

 

 



 

Part of the ñHighò Stations 

 

Iôm glad to report that we had few dramas this year though Patrick Burgess lost his 

watch in his hotel room: the frantic but successful search was described by John 

Flood who then promptly left his telephone behind at Hosanna house: was this a 

case of ñHallo Pot, Kettle callingò. Tony Outred had the pleasure of sharing a room 

with Richard Sheehan but reported his initial concern on waking to find Richard 

bowing up and down on his knees: was this an Irish Hajj? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

Happy pilgrims: Maggie  and Mandy 



 

A huge thank you as always to Mandy for her impeccable organisation and Fr Jim 

for his inspirational guidance. 

 

 

 

 

 

From now on ñits downhill all the wayò 

 

 

 

And so we returned to Stansted courtesy of Ryan air: squeezed into my seat and 

about to read the latest Felix Francis racing novel I wondered if Michael OôLeary had 

given his Tiger Roll similar treatment - of course not. We did though have one thing 

in common ï the little horse had a ñMaryò medal sewn onto his bridle to see him 

safely home: mine was in my pocket. 

 

  

 

 



 

Articles 

 

Jean Vanierôs world of love and kindness. 

 
Mary Wakefield 

 

Ed. I have produced several articles about Jean Vanier over the years and this is 
one of many. 

 

  

 

 

 

Jean Vanier has died at the age of 90. In 2017, the founder of LôArche spoke to The 

Spectatorós Mary Wakefield about how a visit to an óidiotô asylum inspired him: 

 

Some of the time, most of the time, itôs tricky to believe in God. Thereôs just too much 

thatôs sad ð and behind it all, the ceaseless chomping of predators. Then 

sometimes the mist lifts and just for a moment you can see why the saints insist that 

everythingôs OK. Thereôs a documentary out now, Summer in the Forest, that for a 

while cleared the mist for me and made sense of faith. 

 



It tells the stories of a group of men and women with learning disabilities who live 

alongside volunteers without disabilities in Trosly-Breuil, a small French village north 

of Paris. The community is called LôArche ð The Ark ð and it was founded 53 years 

ago by a French-Canadian former naval officer, Jean Vanier. In his mid-thirties, 

Vanier visited an institution for óidiotsô and was struck by the great loneliness there. 

Where most of us would scuttle away guiltily, Jean Vanier made a decision in the 

autumn of 1964 that sent his lifeôs trajectory off at an odd angle. 

 

He invited two men, Raphael Simi and Philippe Seux, to leave the asylum where 

theyôd spent their adult lives, and come to live with him in his cottage in Trosly-Breuil. 

He thought it would be fun, he says. He thought they could go for drives. 

 

In the film, a now elderly Philippe Seux explains what Vanierôs decision meant to 

him: óIn the psychiatric hospital, there was nothing to do ð just sit on your arse all 

day doing sod all. When some lads misbehaved, they were given injections to calm 

down. It was quite a relief to be out of there, I can tell you.ô 

 

The cottage became LôArche, which in turn became an international movement over 

the years, and there are now hundreds of LôArche communities worldwide, where 

men and women who would otherwise live locked up can live as family. The strange 

and lovely thing is that if Summer in the Forest is to be believed, itôs a family filled 

with unusual joy. 

 

Jean Vanier is now 88 and, if you ask around in Catholic circles, itôs whispered heôs a 

saint. He still lives in Trosly-Breuil, but in his spare time heôs a sort of secret 

superhero for peace ð flying around the world to broker between powerful players. 

Justin Welby called on him this year to mediate between cross bishops, and itôs said 

he made them all wash each otherôs feet. Though Vanierôs life has been punctuated 

with great accomplishments and prestigious awards, itôs that first invitation to 

Raphael and Philippe that seems most impressive. You can change the direction of 

your life ð you can change other peopleôs lives! Deep in my everyday rut, I forget. 

 

When I spoke to Jean Vanier, England was simmering in the aftermath of the 

election and the Grenfell Tower fire. Summer in this city ð all the railing against the 

rich ð seemed a far cry from Summer in the Forest. Vanier lives with and 

champions the very poorest people. I asked him: All this rage against the rich, can 



good come of it? Will it be productive? He replied: óI mean, itôs not only unproductive 

but it kills oneself. If you hate people, then you begin to hate yourself. You destroy 

yourself and no more peace! You are just continually in anger.ô 

 

So what are we to do? (When youôve got a candidate for sainthood on the line, you 

cut to the chase.) óWhen there is a lot of poverty it should be a call for a lot of people 

to rise up to share tenderness,ô he said. óItôs what the Samaritan did when he bent 

down and started looking after this Jewish guy somewhere between Jericho and 

Jerusalem. Something suddenly rose up in him that he could communicate life, and 

he did it to this guy who was a sort of enemy in religion. We all have that ð thatôs the 

beauty, we all have that potential. If we can cool the anger down.ô 

 

One way of cooling the anger ð better than another smug-fest pop concert ð might 

be a giant screening of Summer in the Forest in Trafalgar Square. This, I think, is 

actually a genuinely good idea. The residents of LôArche, unlike most Corbynistas, 

are some of the least fortunate people on the planet. But they have a laugh. The 

documentary shows the canteen at breakfast. One young man, David Surmaire, 

says: óIôm a strong man, me. People who treat me as if Iôm small ð they have to stop 

it.ô Then he drops to all fours, and barks like a dog while his girlfriend miaows. 

Theyôre having a blast. Jean Vanier eats all his meals in the canteen. He sits to one 

side and gently teases his friends. 

 

Michel Petit, the real star of Summer in the Forest, is a barrel-bellied 75-year-old with 

the gait and purposefulness of a toddler. In his pre-LôArche life he spent angry 

decades in a home. He says, simply and seriously to camera: óJean Vanier is a man 

who loves us very much. He loves me very much. He taught me about calm.ô 

 

To me, Jean said: óIôve been with these people now for 30 years, they are super 

people. Because they are people of fun, they love to celebrate. Every meal can 

become a celebration. That doesnôt mean to say that now and again people wonôt 

prod their next-door neighbour with a fork ð this is life. But the fundamental 

movement from many people with disabilities, they have been so pushed down, they 

donôt know theyôre lovable, and then the day that they discover that they are lovable 

and they can trust themselves, then it becomes whoopee!ô 

 

The LôArche communities are peaceful places, but theyôre a puzzle for the West. We 

all talk great game on equality but the truth is most of us think: óIôd rather be dead 

than very disabled.ô Witness the hundreds of poor babies with Downôs syndrome 

aborted each year. So how can these men and women at LôArche be living better 

lives than our own? 



 

Vanier explained: óLook, there are two realities, two cultures. There is a culture of 

power and there is a culture of relationships. The men and women I live with see that 

it is good to be together and we donôt have to solve all the problems of the world 

when we are together. They teach me to lighten up. But then now and again,ô he 

said, óyou get people from The Spectator who ring you up and you have to start 

being seriouséô 

 

I looked down at my great list of serious questions, and ploughed on. Here in the UK, 

the dominant philosophy in the social services is one of ócare in the communityô. The 

idea is that people with learning difficulties should live not in homes, but in their own 

flats, independently. Communities like LôArche are closing down. Isnôt that lunacy? 

 

óWe did that for a while right in the early days,ô said Vanier. óWe found jobs for people 

and got them into apartments and everything, but then they found that television and 

beer go really well together and then we had to work with the AA! The point is not 

just to have independence, itôs to have friends. People belong together in a shared 

life.ô 

 

óIf I could change the law,ô he said, óI would organise it so that industries can be 

welcoming people with disabilities, meaning they donôt have to pay such high prices, 

they have much greater flexibility in wages and time and so and so, that could be 

adapted to people with disabilities.ô 

 

Oh what a hot potato this is in England! Rosa Monckton argued the same case in 

this magazine a few months ago. She suggested that people with learning 

disabilities who long to work, should not have to be paid the minimum wage. The 

reaction was apoplectic, I told Jean. óWhat a shame!ô he said. óThe Downôs people 

would bring in laughter to the businesses! It would benefit everyone. But anywayéô 

Anyway. Itôs life, and weôre all in it together. 

 

According to the philosophy of LôArche, men and women with learning disabilities ð 

loving and guileless ð teach us how to live. But, says Vanier, they have another 

lesson for us too ð they also teach us the mystery of living with loss. This I find 

unnerving. What is the mystery of loss? 



 

óWe all live with loss,ô said Vanier. óItôs inevitable. We begin, most of us, by being 

loved totally when weôre born ð then we enter into a world of loss, a mystery of loss. 

Every time you lose a job, or something precious, or thereôs death, thereôs loss. We 

cannot live without this movement of loss and gain. But some people are so 

frightened of loss, they are just scared stiff of loss.ô 

 

He laughed. I didnôt. I thought of a life spent acquiring and keeping safe: a husband, 

the baby, a house, the great stream of packages from Amazon. The possibilities for 

loss give me vertigo. 

 

óYou canôt escape it,ô said Jean Vanier, gently. óIn the end, you even lose what you 

feel is yourself. We all do. Thereôs a beauty in that. Thereôs a beauty even in 

something like Alzheimerôs, because it is a cry. Itôs not a disaster, itôs a cry for a one-

to-one.ô 

 

But how can that be beautiful? Isnôt it just catastrophically sad? 

 

óWe have to learn to cry,ô said Jean Vanier, óbecause weôve created an identity of 

power and not an identity of relationships, and thatôs what the whole film is about ð 

an identity of relationships.ô 

 

Itôs true that Summer in the Forest turns the world upside down. If these men and 

women, who have so little of what the world admires, can be so happy, then we must 

be going about things a little wrong. The mystery of loss remains a mystery to me ð 

but Iôm left with the image of Sebastian, a member of LôArche in Trosly-Breuil, whose 

life is spent lying scribbled up on a sort of motorised bed: limbs useless, head 

twisted sideways. In the film heôs shown having his heart checked by a doctor. When 

the doc is done, Jean, standing beside him, leans his head down next to 

Sebastianôs. óYou are so beautiful, Sebastian,ô he says. Sebastian, who should by all 

rights be furious with life, accepts Jeanôs love. 

 



Pope Francis pays tribute to Jean Vanier 

 

Christian philosopher, writer and humanist Jean Vanier, an ardent advocate for the 

most marginalized by society, died on 7 May aged 90. Pope Francis paid tribute to 

him as he travelled back to the Vatican after a three-day apostolic visit to the Balkan 

nations of Bulgaria and North Macedonia. 

 

By Linda Bordoni 

 

ñI want to express my gratitude for his testimonyò Pope Francis told journalists 

aboard the papal flight from Skopje to Rome, as he recalled Jean Vanier who died 

on Tuesday. 

 

As he prepared for the questions put to him during the usual inflight press 

conference upon his return from an apostolic visit abroad, the Popeôs priority was to 

pay his heartfelt tribute to the man whom, he said, was able to read and interpret the 

Christian gaze on ñthe mystery of death, of the cross, of sufferingò, on ñthe mystery of 

those who are discarded by the worldò. 

 

Jean Vanier, who gave up a career in the Navy to follow in the footsteps of Christ, 

was the founder of two international organizations for people with intellectual 

disabilities: ñLôArcheò and ñFaith and Lightò. He advocated for marginalized people for 

over five decades, highlighting the profound teachings and the gifts that they offer.     

 

The Pope said he knew of Vanierôs illness through Sister Genevieve who kept him 

informed. 

 

ñA week ago I called him on the phone, he listened to me, but he could barely speakò 

he said. 

 

Pope Francis said that Jean Vanier worked ñnot only for the least but also for those 

who, even before being born,ò risk being condemned to death. 

 



ñHe spent his life in this wayò the Pope concluded: ñThank you to him and thank you 

God for having given us a man of such great witnessò. 

 

 

 

ñOne for Lustgartenò 

 

When I was researching the ñRunneymedeò books I looked up the Cussens. Edward 

was a good example of an OB ï Oxford, barrister, Military intelligence and a High 

Court Judge. Investigation of Desmond Cussen, his cousin, only produced details of 

a man involved in the Ruth Ellis Case: the last female executed in this country. I 

dismissed this as obviously a different Desmond; how wrong I was: - 

 

ñAs 9am approached on 13 July 1955, crowds of people began to line the streets 

outside Holloway prison. Some stared solemnly at the prison walls. Others prayed. 

Most fell silent. Inside the prison gates, Ruth Ellis received communion and drank a 

glass of brandy. Then, as the clock ticked round to the appointed hour, she was led 

to the execution chamberò. 

 

According to the News Chronicle, Ellis ñlooked on a crucifix for a few seconds before 

she diedò. She was, stated the Daily Mirror, ñthe calmest woman who ever went to 

the gallowsò. That equanimity wasnôt shared by thousands of people in the country at 

large. On that grim July morning, Ellis became the last woman to be executed in 

Britain ï and the furore surrounding her fate would resonate for years. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

By the time Ellis died, her case had already become a cause celebre. It dominated 

newspaper front pages, inspired hundreds of Britons to pen letters begging for 

clemency, and led to a dramatic 11th-hour appeal for a reprieve. 

 

The Ellis case gave the nation a considerable emotional jolt ï and thatôs because a 

huge number of Britons could personally identify with the 28-year-old wife and 

mother: ñShe seems to most people a normal human ï all too human ï being, weak, 

foolish, hyper-sensitive.ò 

 

Born Ruth Neilson on October 9, 1927 in Rhyl, Wales. The daughter of a cellist and 

one of five children raised in a strict Catholic home, Ruth Ellis left school at age 14 to 

work as a waitress. At age 17, she had a brief affair with a married man and gave 

birth to a son. After a short while, she never heard from the father again.  

 

At the age of 23, Ruth married George Johnson Ellis. The troubled marriage ended 

in separation and produced a daughter whom George would not acknowledge. Ruth 

soon took up with another man, David Blakely, but the turbulent relationship was 

fraught with jealousy. The situation was spinning out of control when, on the evening 

of Easter Sunday, April 10, 1955, Ellis fired five rounds at her ex-lover David Blakely 

outside the Magdala pub in Hampstead. Blakely was rushed to the New End Hospital 

where he was pronounced dead on arrival. Ruth Ellis was charged with murder 

which she admitted and found guilty at her trial at The Old Bailey on June 20, 1955. 



 

What has this to do with Beaumont apart from the team who ran the Department of 

Public Prosecutions at the time? Sir Theobald Mathew the Director had his son John 

educated at Beaumont and his father in Law was the Hon Cyril Russell (83) son of 

the Ld. Russell of Killowen.  Mathewôs assistant was Frederick Barry (20), a 

barrister who spent most of his career with the department and finally one the three 

assistant solicitors was Patrick Cussen (25). 

 

The man who was a key witness to the prosecution was Patrick Cussenôs young 

nephew Desmond (40). He was the ñother manò in Ruthôs life and with whom she 

was living at the time of the murder. According to their police statements, Cussen 

dropped Ruth and her son Andre at her flat in Kensington at 7.30 pm on the evening 

of the shooting and didnôt see her again until she was in prison. All seems perfectly 

straightforward and Desmond would not be the first OB to have been following a 

somewhat louche lifestyle. 

 

Iôm not a believer in conspiracy theories but the involvement of Cussen in the murder 

case has been brought to my attention by Monica Weller who has become an expert 

on the inconsistencies in this murder. Before discussing the actual killing and the 

trial, we need first of all to look at the key players. 

 

Ruth Ellis came to London during the war years and her first job was as a nude 

model. She was then employed as a hostess at The Court Club in Dukeôs Street. At 

some stage she met Dr Stephen Ward who later found notoriety in the Profumo 

affair. Wardôs skill was ñfinding uneducated girls from a poor background.ò He 

groomed and transformed them into ósomebodiesô. There is evidence that Ward 

provided information to the Intelligence services from what the girls gathered 

entertaining their clients. In 1951 Ward found her a small role in a film ñLady Godiva 

rides againò and a couple of years later the job of managing The Little Club in 

Mayfair much frequented by Society and the film world. 

 



 

 

Blakely and Ellis 

 

 It was here she met David Blakely through racing driver Mike Hawthorn. Blakely was 

a public school man (Shrewsbury) and had expensive tastes but also a racing driver 

himself with a passion for fast cars and hard drinking. There are some that link 

Blakely to the cold war spies Maclean, Burgess and Philby. At the time of meeting 

Ruth, Blakely was engaged to another woman but soon moved in with Ellis, who 

lived in an apartment above the nightclub. He was smitten and began proposing 

marriage. Ellis initially desisted, as she was still legally married to George Ellis, but 

eventually accepted. Blakely began to show a jealous side and spent progressively 

more time at the nightclub, where he could keep an eye on Ellis, who enjoyed much 

male attention from her customers. Blakelyôs behaviour began to have an adverse 

effect on her earnings and his inheritance was all but depleted in the funding of his 

lavish lifestyle and on developing a racing car. Fuelled by frustration and alcohol, the 

couple began fighting over money issues and before long these fights became 

violent. Blakely had been keeping another mistress, which had provoked jealousy in 

Ellis. She then took another lover, the slightly older Desmond Cussen. 

 

Desmond Edward Cussen was described during Ellis' court proceedings as her 

'alternative lover', in a 1999 Guardian article as her ñsugar daddyò, though at 33 he 

was hardly the classic older man. He was a rather respectable director of the family 

tobacco business: Cussen & Co. What else do we know of Desmond? 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

He was the younger of two brothers the sons of David Cussen and the family lived in 

Leatherhead: they were described as wealthy. Desmondôs elder brother William 

followed his elder cousins Edward and Patrick to Beaumont leaving in 1936. 

Desmond was to leave in 1940. He was not an academic or a sportsman like his 

elder brother but he did cox the 1st VIII, played in the 2nd XV, enjoyed tennis and 

was said to be a plucky boxer though he didnôt win any bouts. 

 

A contemporary Michael de Burgh remembers Desmond as good company and a 

reliable friend: he was in Africa at the time of the murder and knew nothing of 

Desmondôs involvement and was surprised at the revelations.  Desmondôs career on 

leaving is not entirely clear. Apparently he initially joined the Home Guard where it 

was reported that he was a crack shot (though at school he was not rated a 

marksman). He stayed with the Home Guard until April 1941. It was then said that he 

had trained and became a Lancaster Bomber pilot till the end of the War. However, 

in the Air Force List at the Public Record Office the entry for Desmond Cussen, 

197248, is odd. It states he achieved pilot officer status in the General Duties Branch 

on 10th April 1945 and left on 10th October 1945 He took up residence in 

Devonshire place not far from the flat of Dr Stephen Ward. So what was he up to 

during those War years? Was he, like Edward, part of the 

Intelligence/Security services? 

 

At the magistrateôs court in 1955 before Ruth was committed for trial at the Central 

Criminal Court, Cussen stated heôd known Blakely, ñJust over two years, maybe 


