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LEONARD  ERNEST  MAYO  EVANS

1912 - 2003

Officiant:

On behalf of Leonard's family, I welcome all of you who loved and knew Leonard to this gathering to celebrate his life and to say our final goodbye.  In accordance with Leonard's expressed wishes this will not be a religious ceremony and Jerry has asked me as an officiant of The British Humanist Association to conduct the proceedings. The procedure is informal and straightforward. We will have some music, and some poetry, there will be tributes to Leonard and his life from his family and friends, then a minute or two of silence for us to have our own thoughts about Leonard or for prayer for those of you who would like to, This is not a rigid formal event. It is simply a gathering of Leonard's family and friends. If you want to have a little cry or even a little chuckle over some memory, feel free. 
Quality of life is made up of so many things. Happiness, fulfilment, benefit to our fellows and to society as a whole, passing on our (hopefully) good points to the next generation and leaving the world a better place. No profession is better placed to achieve this than teaching and encouraging the young. 

Leonard himself made a tape of his life history and Jerry has transcribed this edited version: - Leonard was born in 1912 in Southeast London, where his father was vicar of New Charlton.  In 1918 the family moved to Dorking where his father died in 1919. Leonard was educated at a preparatory school run by one of his father’s friends, then at St Edmunds Canterbury followed by Selwyn College Cambridge. Having felt that the atmosphere of his public school was restrictive, he found Cambridge to be a friendly, tolerant place.  Of his achievements there he quotes “Academic success at Cambridge was decidedly mediocre – because I didn’t do enough work”, but he is justly proud of his rowing. He was reluctantly persuaded to join the boat club, as the 32nd man required to make up numbers for the four crews. Later he was in the third fastest crew on the river and the faster two had six members between them of a record breaking Cambridge crew.

His next job was in Switzerland and, short of money; he cycled all the way from Dorking to get there. As well as becoming a proficient skier he became such a fluent French speaker that he passed as a Frenchman locally.

After a year in Sussex he joined Oratory School in Reading in 1937. A year later he was put in charge of Science. “It was a very happy period," he said of this time, and he was able to take up rowing again. Unfortunately in 1940 he collapsed with TB and ended in a sanatorium.  This was not before some war service in a “peculiar mob” called The LDV (or Local Defence Volunteers), who were predecessors to The Home Guard (or Dad’s Army). His description of them was that “ Compared with the LDV, Dad’s army was a super efficient fighting force.” He was given an odd denim uniform, which seemed to be made mostly of glue. The trousers came up so high in the body that they rubbed his armpits raw. The uniform was completed by a forage cap, jacket and an armband. He went down to the police station and was issued with five rounds and a rifle, which he did not know how to use because it was a Canadian one, and he had been trained on a Lee Enfield. He spent three-hour shifts several nights a week guarding Reading Bridge against attack by German paratroopers, who were possibly, and rather inexplicably, disguised as nuns. That was his total war service because he became ill again and his mother, for the fourth time, nursed him through a critical illness with pneumonia.   In early 1941 he went to Milford Sanatorium where he made some close and lasting friends. In the autumn some drastic surgery put him on the road to recovery he began a long convalescence.

It was in January 1943 he met his first wife Mary, an ex patient who had come to help with occupational therapy. He was offered a job in a public school in Edinburgh which he took and they married in 1944 in the church where Robert Louis Stephenson’s father had been minister. Mary’s health deteriorated in the bracing Edinburgh climate and she had to return to a sanatorium in Wales, but they both moved to Surrey in 1946. but her health deteriorated again and she died a few years later.  Surrey County Council had provided her with a special hut in the garden that they gave to TB sufferer, to help them get the maximum benefit from fresh air. Toni first met Leonard when she came to arrange collection of the hut. He invited her to come over for tea and their friendship developed. They finally married on 21 October 1950. Leonard’s Grandmother was at the wedding and later that year they went to her 80th birthday party. It was so foggy on the return from Dorking that Leonard had to walk in front of the car to lead the way while Toni drove slowly behind. They couldn’t go away for their honeymoon that year, partly because the potatoes had to be dug up in the garden.

After Edinburgh, Leonard found Farnham Grammar School to be a delight, with its good staff, a decent academic standard and above all its happy atmosphere. In 1947 he took charge of chemistry, which he looked after for 25 years. He stayed for two years after the conversion of the two Grammar Schools into Farnham College. For the first time in his life at the age of well past sixty he was teaching the girls for the first time which he said that initially found to be “a very frightening experience.

Leonard liked the following piece by Henry Scott Holland. This has been selected by Michele Hooper, and the family has asked me to express their deep gratitude to her for the care and companionship she gave to Leonard in the latter part of his life.

“Death is nothing at all
I have only slipped into the next room.
I am I, and you are you.
Whatever we were to each other, we are still.
Call me by my old familiar name,
speak to me in the easy way you always used to.
Put no difference into your tone,
wear no air of solemnity or sorrow.
Laugh as we always laughed at the little jokes we enjoyed together.”

Judith Fisher, accompanied by Bridget Bailey will now sing an aria by Mozart "Voi che sapete"

Leonard's sister, Hilda will tell us about their childhood together.  

Hilda: 

"There were four of us in the family, Leonard was the eldest and I the youngest.  Right to the end he would introduce me as his 'baby sister'

When I was a few weeks old our father died and Leonard was just seven.  He said to Mother, 'Don't worry, I'll be the Daddy of the family now'.  Looking back, one realises he did take great responsibility for us when we were young and Mother, wisely gave him the money to pay our fares when out as a family.  As we got older he was a good escort to parties and dancing, and when I was training in London, he took me to concerts and opera.

Of the four of us he was the most studious and serious.  He was a great reader, loved playing the piano and was very musical.  I didn't always appreciate it, as when I was practising in the next room, he would tell me I should have played an E flat or F sharp.

Making crystal sets was great hobby, although I don't think he succeeded in achieving more than high squeaks, but he would say 'Hilda, come and listen to the canaries on my wireless', and I sat spellbound fully believing it was birds.

He went off to a boarding prep school.  Whilst there, an aunt - (Richard's mother) had her 21st birthday.  Leonard couldn't think what to send her and finally decided on his cricket fixture programme.  I know she treasured it for some time.

It is amazing that he lived to 91, as I remember several times when he was ill that he had day and night nurses, and had to creep around so as not to disturb him.  He had double pneumonia three times, rheumatic fever and, in the war, TB when he had a lung removed and, later, inflammation of the pancreas.  When he was 14, recovering from one of these illnesses, he wasn't allowed to read because of eyestrain (nothing to do with his later blindness) so was taught to knit and when I was joining Brownies, he knitted my Brownie hat.  Someone said, 'You do look smart'. I replied,' Yes, and my brother knitted my hat'.  Everyone laughed and I was so proud of Leonard that I burst into tears.  He also knitted doll's clothes for me, mostly in bright yellow wool as my other brother was at Christ's Hospital and came home for holidays with skeins of wool to darn his yellow socks.

Leonard always showed a keen interest in what we were doing.  Although we didn't agree in some matters he was always willing to listen and showed respect for other peoples' opinions.  Lately we frequently chatted on the telephone and I miss that regular contact."

________________________

We shall now hear about Leonard as a teacher and exemplar, from a former pupil 

David Nunn: 

"I would like to thank who have helped in preparation of this tribute particularly Ian Sargeant and Cyril Trust. George Baxter had hoped to attend but unfortunately feels too unwell to do so.   

During my time at school we knew Leonard as  “ Charlie “. I never knew why. In later years he was known as “ Chin “, a name, which he said led him to grow a beard, which also gave him more confidence. Leonard came to the school in 1945 and initially taught mathematics and chemistry. For most of us he was THE CHEMISTRY MASTER.

In the late 40’s he became engulfed in controversy about his politics. He had helped a friend chair a meeting sponsored by The Daily Worker. She had difficulty controlling the meeting and Leonard took the chair and brought the noisy young conservatives to order. Leonard was a great disciplinarian. There was much concern in the local press about this  “ red schoolmaster “. As pupils we were only vaguely aware of the  “red” connection and among the boys it was no more than a nudge, nudge, wink, wink phenomena. 

Leonard, chemistry and the laboratory are synonymous. Let us now think briefly about his natural environment. On opening the door one was immediately greeted by a variety of odours much depending on the experiments in progress. The surroundings were austere. This was just after the second -world war; pupils sat on benches, which consisted of three planks of wood held together by a crude iron framework. We sat on one plank, another supported our back and the third set at an angle in front of us was just wide enough for one exercise book .In front of the benches was Leonard’s workbench with the blackboard behind.

It was on this bench that Leonard would introduce us to the wonders of Chemistry. This was this was the real world, test tubes, flasks, bottles and of course a Bunsen burner. Leonard would demonstrate reactions that today are probably forbidden by Health and Safety Inspectors. The dropping of a piece of Sodium or Potassium onto a dish of water, the vigorous reaction as they ignited and darted around the dish, made us all remember their reactivity. Later we remembered the colours of these reactions when we came to do our flame tests.

Small boys are always impressed by things that explode. Leonard had a number of these experiments. The explosion of Chlorine and hydrogen when mixed in a jar and exposed to the bright white flame of burning magnesium ribbon was impressive. Our web-master has also reminded me of Leonard’s party piece, nitrogen tri-iodide. When wet this substance is stable, when dry it is touch sensitive. Leonard would prepare the substance, collect it on filter paper and place the filter paper on top of a cupboard to dry. The next day he would from a distance carefully throw a duster onto it. There would be a loud crackling explosion. What this had to do with the syllabus we were unsure, Leonard enjoyed the experiment as much as the class. This was about 50 years ago, we would wonder in 2003/2004 if Leonard had a programme for weapons of mass destruction!

Chemistry permeated the whole school, LITERALLY. At the far end of the lab was the fume cupboard. A fume cupboard is designed to contain smells. That at least is the theory! The fume cupboard contained Kipp’s Apparatus, a column of three flasks which, at the turn of a tap would deliver a particular gas. The one that contained iron sulphide and an acid produced hydrogen sulphide. Everybody in the school knew hydrogen sulphide. The usual scenario was a boy in one of the classes above the lab would become aware of a strange smell, he would initially attribute this to one of his neighbours, making sideways glances to his colleagues and twitching his nostrils. This form of silent communication would spread to six or seven boys by which time everyone was aware that the smell was not of human origin.

Leonard’s experiments would be followed by a detailed lecture on their chemistry, chemical formulae and equations (which of course had to be balanced). Lectures slowly covered the syllabus and then the magic day arrived when we were initiated into the wonders of the periodic table—all the elements placed in order of atomic weight and arranged in their respective groups. Suddenly for me at least, the whole of inorganic chemistry became alive in one table.

Leonard was always willing to relate chemistry to the world in which we lived. He was a source of information on subjects from motor –cycles (Leonard commuted to school on a BSA Gold Star Motor cycle), to the behaviour of novelty toys such as the duck that repeatedly dipped its beak in a glass of water. He appeared to be encyclopaedic in the “appliance of science “.

George Baxter recalls in the History of the School that in the mid 50’s  “ the antiquated chemistry laboratory was brought up to date and redesigned to provide a preparation room “ This antiquated laboratory had served us well and Leonard surely deserved these new facilities. Leonard’s teaching methods were inspirational, the facilities were of minor importance to those of us who decided to follow chemistry as a career. Personally somewhere in that corner of Farnham Grammar School Leonard’s teaching made me want to be a chemist. 

I studied pharmacy at the Chelsea School of Pharmacy becoming a Member of the Royal Pharmaceutical Society.  I am still very proud of the chemistry Leonard taught me and I have always been pleased to share such knowledge with others. I choose to describe myself as a “ Pharmaceutical Chemist” rather than just as a “ Pharmacist”. When I see the word chemist I am reminded of my days at Farnham being taught by Leonard Evans.

Leonard was proud to recall that five of his old boys had become professors of chemistry. He was also proud of others who had succeeded in their chosen fields. He would mention Jeffery Tate, the conductor, Leonard was very interested in classical music.  Bill Wallis (Acting) and Jeremy Hardy and Alyn Shipton (Radio and Television).

We honour Leonard today as a man who was fair, honest, hard working and honourable and to many of us an inspiration." 

__________________________

Jerry will now paint a picture of family life with Leonard: -

"I can take little credit for organizing this event. A couple of years ago Leonard gave me a cassette (recorded both sides) with some very specific requests including the music and readings he wanted and his most important requirement that “There must be a good cheerful party afterwards” He also outlined the biography we have just heard and ended by inviting me to “fill in the details and any make any rude remarks about me that you want to”. I think I have shown commendable restraint considering such an open invitation. Well, so far anyway. In 1912 when Leonard was born the Titanic sailed from Southampton and sank on her fateful maiden voyage. Also Captain Robert Scott’s expedition arrived at the South Pole, 1 month after Amundsen 

 Now we are in the Digital Age. Having lived through so many momentous changes of the twentieth century, I think Leonard struggled a little to come to terms with the effect that computers were having on how the world worked. But he thought long and hard about the subject and once said, “I’m not sure I entirely approve of computers”. It was important for him to have a view on the subject.

Perhaps he was sometimes a little eager to see a conspiracy: He was certainly convinced that there was someone in the postal sorting office specially employed to delay delivery of letters that he posted on a Friday. He even had a letter published on the subject in the Herald.

Not long ago he telephoned me about the arrangement of hot and cold taps on basins. As a left handed person he was worried that there may have been a plot to make it difficult for left handed people to wash their hands in hot water. He was always convinced that a logical explanation existed and that was important to determine what it was. In his case indifference was simply not an option.

He was never half hearted about his interests either. His passions included

 Photography.  I initially suspected that this was an excuse to create another set of smells. Leonard was a chemist at work and a chemist at home. Until he built his own darkroom the bathroom was filled with brown jars from which oozed various odorous liquids. But the results justified the means. For years after I left home my Xmas card from my parents was each year a different and artfully composed photograph, usually a landscape or part of a building, often with dramatic lighting. There was also a delightful colour print of a still life he made over 60 years ago. He explained to me in some detail the pioneering process and how it took most of a day to make just one small print. 

Home winemaking:  I initially suspected that this was an excuse to create another set of smells. Not only were there sporadic explosions in the outhouse from a particularly feisty brew, but there was Leonard’s slightly uncoordinated behaviour after a mammoth session of siphoning and bottling My sister Deb and I were press-ganged in to collecting industrial quantities of rose petals, elder flowers and dandelions for the wine-making. Today the rose petal wine would certainly win a gold medal at a wine fair, and when I was older I enjoyed the steady supply of bottles I received as presents. 

DIY I grew up in a house and garden that seemed to be constantly evolving through a never-ending series of interlocking DIY projects that Leonard was personally carrying out. As a schoolboy one of the most disgustingly fascinating was the new sewage system built in the garden that involved float switches, pumps, vents and soak-away pipes I initially suspected that this was an excuse to create another set of smells but it was part of the master plan for a great Garden Project. This also included substantial civil engineering works with the spoil from alterations to the house. The rubble was carefully graded into ever diminishing piles of aggregate till the final garden was revealed. The lime mortar was used on the garden to counteract the acidity of the soil, large stone was used for building retaining walls, small stone was aggregate for concrete and brick was broken down to be used as hard-core under paving. Nothing was wasted. It has recently become government policy to encourage the reuse of material from demolished buildings. Leonard was way ahead of his time on this. The resulting paved terrace in a sunny courtyard created behind the house was a perfect area to enjoy the fruits (and vegetables) of another passion of Leonard’s. 

Gardening and, most importantly, the compost heap. There was a lot of corrugated iron involved and it was really more like a small compound than the tidy little green plastic bins you generally see today. I initially suspected this was an excuse to create another set of smells. In fact, it was part of a integrated waste management system which required careful segregation of different materials, and boy, were you in trouble if you put something in the wrong bin. The heap itself fascinating because it attracted masses of wildlife. As well as the insects and creepy-crawlies there were birds, slow worms, toads, hedgehogs and the occasional fox or rodent, not many because a cat used to sleep on top because of the warmth caused by the fermentation below. There were also the regular and mysterious trips Leonard made to the bottom of the garden in the evening in order to “activate” the heap. But thanks to the compost, he grew amazingly tasty organic vegetables, long before the term was even coined. Both when entertaining and for day to day cooking we were spoilt with adventurous dishes from around the world cooked to perfection by Toni with fresh ingredients grown in the garden by Leonard. Nowadays with skills he had in home winemaking, gardening and DIY he would certainly be offered his own lifestyle programme on prime time TV.

Leonard’s most enduring passion has been Music  

We used eat breakfast to the music of Radio 3 playing. I think it was usually quite a calm meal. Our first ever family holiday abroad had a strong Mozart theme, including a pilgrimage to the hut where he wrote The Magic Flute and a trip to Salzburg so Leonard could go to a special concert. Another holiday had a Verdi theme and included Leonard going to an operatic performance in the amphitheatre in Verona. Then Deb and I twigged what was going on and we staged a little rebellion. After that a deal was struck so that each day of culture and sightseeing had to be followed by a day at the beach or the pool. Everyone was happy. Although I did not appreciate it at the time, the intense exposure to high European culture must have influenced me in my choice of career as an architect. As a teenager my preferred music was what Leonard called “Bloody pop music”. I was rescued by Roger Costin, assistant head of chemistry at the Grammar School who lent me a radio tuner and a pair of headphones. After that I could listen to John Peel on Radio 1 late at night without anyone suspecting. After Leonard became blind, his love of music sustained him and he did not lose the ability of controlling his complex hi-fi set up. He could speak with authority about a wide range of composers and types of classical music." 

