Some memories of RSD from the mid 1960’s.

I began teaching in Royal School, Dungannon in September,1964 and finished in the same school, in June 2003-39 years later.  

When I arrived, there were no modern buildings, no girls, no computers, no calculators, no whiteboards, no videos, and no DVD’s to show.  
Teaching was done, to a large extent, using a blackboard and chalk.  Fortunately for a science teacher practical work provided variation!
Discipline and respect amongst the boys I do remember, they wore caps outside school and always saluted staff and school visitors.
I arrived on a Sunday night in early September, by train from Belfast, lugging a heavy, much worn(and borrowed) suitcase from Dungannon Railway Station up the steep hill to the Royal School.  
I wondered what was ahead of me, and little realized that my first struggle up this hill was towards an institution which would largely shape my working life.It was my first job, in a world and a time very different from now. 
A first break from home, for a boy born in the country, a few miles from  Ballynahinch who knew little of boarding schools .
I remember the staff members on dormitory duty the night I arrived were young teachers, Nigel Semple and Bill Ward. 
Nigel taught physics and a few years later moved from RSD to Coleraine High School for Girls, where he taught until retirement.  
Bill taught geography and introduced geology to the school.  Later he moved to Australia to teach in Canberra.  Bill, and Katherine his wife, still return home occasionally. Either Nigel or Bill (I can’t remember which), was detailed to escort me on an introductory tour around the Boarding Department.
I was shown to my room- almost, but not quite, opposite the entrance to the (then) Senior Dorm-but now Middle. 
The room had an iron framed single bed, a creaky wardrobe and a desk to work at.  Opposite the door a north facing window overlooked the Headmasters garden. The room was warm and comfortable but with only one window, always quite dark.

Outside my room, a left turn and a short walk led down a flight of about three steps.  At the bottom of the steps another left turn led to the middle dorm and a right turn to the wash room and toilets.

There were three dormitories, Senior, Middle and Junior.  Each had iron frame single beds in parallel rows down the long side.  The beds had thin mattresses with one blanket, one sheet and a bed cover. Beside each bed a small cupboard and a wardrobe held personal items.  
From a modern viewpoint-the arrangements were quite spartan.

Each dormitory had boarding prefects (usually two), who shared an offset room either in the dormitory or close to it, with better facilities than the other boarders.

In those days prefects had considerable power,they could punish- even apply corporal punishment! 
Junior Boys helped prefects with laborious personal chores -such as cleaning rugby boots (fagging was quite normal in a boarding school in the early sixties).  The boarding prefects were largely responsible for minor discipline within the dorm, and usually good at maintaining it!  

Mike Faulkner, a small plump Englishman and an English teacher, was in charge of the boarding department-he was referred to as ‘Senior Resident Master’.  
Mike was a character, a portly build, a bushy moustache, and bulging eyes behind a pair of thick rimmed glasses made him hard to forget. It was said that he had tutored royalty at one time. He was known for making long distance shopping trips to Enniskillen and returning with perhaps a new suit, or a few bottles of whiskey. 
He had a friend in Portora Royal School known as Dr. Simpson-a biology teacher I think.
Mike could wield a cane with some authority, and enjoyed his glass or two of whiskey-sometimes both at the same time! 
I had never come across anyone quite like him before, and I never have since.I have many “ Mike” stories.
The biology teacher was Colin McMurtry.  At that time Colin was Mike’s right hand man in the Boarding Department.  Colin was from north Belfast,tall with a springy step, thin hair and a beard. He drove a grey mini-van and was a keen diver, often disappearing for weekends down to Co. Clare on sub-aqua trips. Colin left to teach in London, a few years after I started in RSD. I have never heard of him again.

Raymond Mowat also began teaching in RSD in 1964. Raymond was from Enniskillen, an old boy of Portora. He taught geography and was well over 6ft in height. 
Raymond was a good rugby forward, but somewhat handicapped by poor eyesight.  He had two brothers, equally tall (Raymond’s identical twin Ed taught in Boys Model in Belfast). After a few years Raymond moved to Bangor Grammar School.  We remained friends for many years and still exchange Christmas cards. 
The French Assistant in the year I arrived was Jean Guhl from Strasbourg on the Franco- German border. Jean spoke perfect Oxford English, an intellectual and able Frenchman who became a good friend.
Jimmy Gordon began teaching mathematics in RSD shortly afterwards but moved to Coleraine Inst. where he became a vice-principal, Jimmy died a number of years ago.
Brian Moore came to teach languages a year after I arrived.  His mother ran a Boarding House in Portrush and was an excellent cook.  Some of us stayed at Mrs Moore’s a few times during the school holidays. 
The French Assistant at that time was a swarthy Frenchman, Etienne Colombo, he came with us to stay at Mrs Moore’s. His feet smelt to high heaven (I can still smell them) .
We threw his socks out the bedroom window in Portrush.
Starting a teaching career as a Resident Boarding Master was quite a perk. Lodgings and meals were free and usually of good quality, especially Sunday lunch. The excellent school cook was a Miss Fulton, although the previous incumbent had a reputation for poor food (I think she was called Cassie).  
Meals were taken in what is now the main music room.
Staff sat at a long heavy wooden table at one end of the room. The wall behind was adorned with the mounted sculls and horns of big game, two Union Jacks from Khartoum, around the room were lots of school photographs on panelled walls.  
Dr James Kincade, the Headmaster, usually ate breakfast and lunch with boarding staff. I was always slightly in awe of him- to be expected from a young teacher I suppose.  
Two masters’ shared boarding duty at weekends, which meant one weekend in every three spent in RSD. 
Saturdays were fine, there were rugby matches, and Saturday Morning Prep to supervise, but Sunday was quiet and could sometimes drag-although Sunday Lunch was as good as any hotel.
Sundays required both morning and evening attendance at church. All boarders went to church, usually either Church of Ireland or John Street Presbyterian, but a few attended the Methodist Church. 
Boarders were always accompanied by the Duty Boarding Master who supervised them through the streets of Dungannon to Church. 
On Sunday afternoons, shortly after lunch, boarders assembled in the Cloisters, in full uniform, with caps on.  A roll was taken, and afternoon walks of around five miles were led by both boarding and day staff (most day staff did boarding duty, including weekends). 
There were a number of routes, including a Black Lough circuit and a Bush Road circuit-I doubt it could be done now as traffic on even minor roads has increased so much.
Dr Kincade had presence.He served in the RAF,and then taught in Merchiston College (a top public school in Edinburgh) before coming to RSD as Headmaster. Although firm he was greatly respected, both by staff and boys. His wife, Fay, has remained a very attractive and charming lady all her life. 
Through the years, long after he left RSD and became Headmaster of Methodist College, Dr.Kincade seldom missed an important RSD event. He always seemed to have a soft spot for R.S.D.
Boarding staff were always careful to be present for duty. The Headmaster seldom missed a nightly stroll around the dormitories, and took a dim view of young resident masters not turning up to supervise ‘lights out’ and ‘roll call’ when on duty.
I came as Assistant Chemistry Teacher, my Head of Department was Wilfred Bennett, a slim and charming Englishman with a sallow complexion who was fairly relaxed about his teaching. 
Wilfred and Mrs. Bennett lived in a large house down the Bush Road. Wilf moved to England after early retirement and became a guide in Westminster Abbey for a time.
He and I got on well together, and he still called in to visit me in RSD for many years after he retired. 
In my early years I taught Junior Science, Maths to O-level, Chemistry to O and A-level and some O- level biology. It was many years before I considered myself as a good teacher (if ever). 
One of my mathematics classes was the 1st Form who started RSD along with me. I suppose we had an affinity. They were, like myself, initiates to RSD and no more or less nervous than I was.  
In my minds eye, I can still see this class sitting in Room 17 (Lecture Theatre).  Norman Cardwell, Keith Gilpin, Iggy Graham and David Symington among the faces I remember.
Of the established teachers at that time-Barney Cartlidge, John Kennedy, Bill Hutchinson, Jack Crook, David Kirkwood, Sam Ginn, Ken Armstrong, Tom Boland and Robert Stewart are all gone, but remain large in my memory. 
John Kennedy found teaching a tough station and there are many stories of John “losing the bap’’.  I often wonder how he ever got into the job. 
Bill Hutchinson retired a year after I arrived, and never really got to know who I was, he carried a cushion around and seldom visited the Staff Room. 
Jack Crook replaced Barney Cartlidge as Vice-Principal probably a year after I began in RSD, although Barney continued to teach for a few years.  Jack could be sarcastic but was kindly despite that. 
David Kirkwood ran the Preparatory Department, tall and thin with strict moral values David married Pam Innis who also taught in RSD.  David left teaching after many years, and became a very successful Methodist Minister. 
Sam Ginn taught latin. When Sam retired, classics had practically died out in Ulster schools. He smoked his pipe quietly in the staff room, a kind and gentle man who said little but when he did decide to speak everyone listened. 
A youthful Ken Armstrong was Games Master.Ken was a good rugby coach and a skilful and talented sportsman. There were many exciting cup matches on the old school pitch. 
We enjoyed many outings with Ken and his wife Joyce.
I mentioned church on Sundays, and weekend duties escorting boarders there, morning and evening.During my first autumn in RSD, when on weekend duty at the end of October, I accompanied boarders to the Harvest Service in John Street Presbyterian Church. 
A pretty girl with short dark hair sang the solo.  She wore an olive green coat and a neat maroon pillbox hat. I was impressed!
The next time I saw the same girl, she was singing a solo at the Annual “Dungannon Choral Society” Concert in Dungannon High School 
Pam Ennis had already told me that she was well known in the district as a singer, and was called Anne Mitchell.  Pam arranged an introduction at the end of the concert- in the High School Entrance Hall. 
The same girl is downstairs cleaning our kitchen, 60 years later.
Anne sometimes came to school to sing for the boarders, It was something special for them to have a pretty girl in the school at night.
Among boarders, this was the era of John and David Scott, Jeff and Meredith Rountree, Willie McCombe, Norman Wilson, Michael Mills, the Johnstone brothers (Stoney, Pebble and Grit), Paul Frackelton-who always seemed to be in trouble, Lyons brothers, David Browne and John Gill.
A few of them, such as Arthur Gill seemed much too small and much too young to be away from home.

There was fun too.Some of the ‘early sixties boarders’ might remember the night we (the boarding staff) cut up twigs of gorse, put them in a number of beds and spread them over the Senior Dormitory floor while boarders were having their evening wash. 
We herded the boys from the wash-room into the dorm in the dark (it was after lights out). Yells and shrieks echoed from the dorm as they hopped over jagged gorse twigs on the floor and leapt into bed to find gorse there as well.
We repelled senior boarders for much of that night by barricading our rooms and using foam fire extinguishers to repel schoolboys intent on getting their own back! 

Ronnie Irvine.
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Raymond Mowat, Etienne Colombo, Brian Moore, Colin McMurtry and Jimmy Gordon at the back-before Ballynahinch Rugby Club Dinner Dance probably in 1964 .  
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