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Harry Poole and his family go around the world   

as recounted by his younger daughter 

Ursula Carter 

 
1912-36             WESTERN AUSTRALIA           Perth 

Harry’s father, Louis Wilton Poole, born 12 September 1881 in 
Adelaide, was a licensed surveyor and assistant engineer working on 
surveys for the early railway lines in Western Australia. 1n 1909, 
whilst surveying the Busselton to Nannup section, he re-met Cara 
Wheatland Duncan, who was teaching at the local Government 
School. Cara was born 23 October 1881 in Bendigo, Victoria and 
moved with her parents to Perth at 15. Aged 18, in her first teaching 
position in Guilford WA, she met Loo who was working in a local bike 
shop and her future mother-in-law, who was running a news agency.   

Cara and Lou were married in 1911 on Loo’s 30th birthday. The bride 
went straight from her honeymoon to life in a shifting railway camp 
where Harry joined them at two months old having been born in Perth 
on June 2nd1912. In 1913 Loo completed the first year of an engineering degree at the newly opened 
University of Western Australia. By 1916 he was in charge of construction of the Bolgart to Piawaning 
Railway, living in a tented camp with his family which included Cedric, born the previous year.  

At the end of 1916 Loo, as Harry always called him, enlisted in the Australian Army.  Nine months later 
Cara, four year old Harry and baby Cedric saw him off on the troop ship Euripides bound for England. 
After a further period of military training, Lou was moved to Flanders and very soon afterwards, on 21 
May 1918, was killed on the battlefield. Cara and her two sons were by then living with her parents in 
Mount Lawley, Perth, where she remained for the rest of her life.   

Harry and Cedric grew up in Mount Lawley Perth, spending time with their Duncan cousins and with 
his Uncles Will and Roy on their farm Wilroy near Mullewa.  From his sixth birthday Harry went to 
Inglewood State School which later became Mount Lawley Primary. At school he proved particularly 
gifted mathematically and after spending his first secondary year at Perth Modern School he was 
awarded a scholarship to Scotch College which he attended from 1925 to 29. He proved an outstanding 
student both academically and socially and was a school prefect and editor of the college magazine. 
About this time Harry showed his first real interest in his family history sitting down his Duncan 
grandmother and noting down all that she new about her family ancestors and collaterals. 

For more details of Harry’s childhood and Loo’s death, see Harry Poole’s ‘Occasional Memories.’ 

1n 1929 aged 17, Harry was awarded a scholarship to the University of 
Western Australia, where he achieved first class honours in Physics in 
1932 and in Mathematics in 1933. At the completion of his 
undergraduate studies he was awarded a Hackett Studentship for post 
graduate research into Atmospheric Physics at the university. At the end 
of 1935 after the expiry of his studentship Harry said goodbye to his 
family and left Australia to continue his research in England. 

Whilst at the university Harry met Mariel Evelyn Whitford (born 
Bunbury WA in 1906) who had gained a scholarship to complete her 
teacher training at the university graduating with an honours degree in 
Psychology in 1931 followed by study for a Diploma in Education. From 
April 1932 Mariel taught in various schools in the state until leaving 
Australia in 1936 to marry Harry in England.  

Harry & mum Cara Poole ne Duncan 

          GMa  Charlotte Duncan ne Toogood 

  GGMa Jane Toogood ne Wheatland 
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1936-44     ENGLAND    London   Cambridge   Farnborough   Watford          14000 miles    

In January 1936 Harry arrived in the UK to do a PhD on the use of radio waves in atmospheric 
research at King’s College London under Professor Edward Appleton. When Appleton moved to 
Cambridge later in the year Harry went with him to continue his research in the Cavendish 
Laboratory there. 

Harry and Mariel were married on 30 January 1937 at 
Kilburn in North London, just two days after Mariel had 
arrived in England from Western Australia. The couple set 
up their first home in Cambridge. 

In September 1938 war was clearly imminent. Meanwhile, 
Harry’s research project was not leading to results which 
would appear to be immediately useful, so he did not 
continue to work on the necessary PhD thesis. Instead he 
looked elsewhere to contribute more directly to the 
impending war against Hitler’s Germany. At that time 
Professor Appleton wrote of Harry ‘He has a mathematical 
technique considerably higher than that of the average 
Physics Honours student, in addition to a deep knowledge 
of theoretical Physics. He has made considerable addition to our knowledge of the theory of wave 
propagation in the ionosphere. On the practical side he has shown himself to be a very competent 
technician and an accurate observer, with sound judgement in interpreting his results.’  

In January 1939 Harry began his career as a Scientific officer for the Air Ministry as the expert on 
the Ionosphere in the Radio Department at the Royal Aircraft Establishment, RAE Farnborough. 
Harry and Mariel moved south to Farnborough, from where Mary was born later the same year on 
November 16th. During that year Harry was co-opted for a special job under Patrick Blackett at 
the RAE in the Anti-aircraft Command Research. The group was concerned with improving the 
efficiency of anti-aircraft fire by various methods including use of radar. From their work modern 
operational research techniques developed, and anti-aircraft efficiency was increased by at least 
fivefold. By mid1940 Harry was no longer working as an expert on the ionosphere and radio wave 
propagation but more generally as a specialist in operational research. 

In 1940 Harry and Mariel spent some time at living at Swanage on the Dorset coast, while Harry 
was working at the nearby Telecommunications Research Establishment. 

Then in 1942 the family moved North of London again when Harry transferred to the HQ of 
Coastal Command at RAF Northwood in Hertfordshire as a Scientific Officer in CC-ORS, the 
Coastal Command Operational Research Section, once again under Patrick Blackett. This time he 
was concerned with anti-submarine warfare, and once again operational research increased very 
significantly the survival rate of merchant ships and the kill-rate of offensive methods.  The 
family moved to Carpenders Park, Watford where I, Ursula was born on 17 September 1943. 

In early 1944 the family moved back to Farnborough, where Harry was to be stationed, awaiting a 
posting to Ceylon (Sri Lanka).  
 
 
 
1944-45          CEYLON    INDIA    SINGAPORE    AUSTRALIA  for Harry         12000 miles 

                             ENGLAND    Combe Martin in Devon for Mariel and the girls              

From March 1944 to the Spring of 1946 Harry was involved in Operational Research in Ceylon 
(Sri Lanka), India and Singapore as a uniformed RAF officer, initially as a Squadron Leader 
attached to RAF 222 Group in Ceylon. His job was to study the movements of German and 
Japanese submarines in the Indian Ocean and to advise aircrew on the best tactical and technical 
means of finding and sinking them. 
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In Summer 1945, as the war came to an end, he was promoted to Wing Commander and attached 
to 229 Group SE Asia in Delhi. Later he worked in Singapore and Australia managing to spent 
some time with his family in Western Australia before returning to England.  

The contemporary accounts in Harry’s letters home refer to his social 
life, including an hour and a half cycle race with his arm in plaster, and 
his observation of the local peoples, but of course they say nothing of 
his work. What I do recall is a lighthearted anecdote he shared years 
later, memorable, no doubt, because it did not reflect his customary 
fairly sober self. With a smile, he reminisced about a scarily precarious 
bicycle ride he’d once had to make in Ceylon after drinking something 
much more strongly alcoholic than he had realized. He also mentioned 
a second incident from that era which occurred when he was travelling 
by train across Ceylon. Unexpectedly, he was told that because he was 
the senior uniformed officer on the train, he was to be in charge. 
Despite protesting that he was not a “real” officer Harry was given a 
loaded gun to carry along with dispatches to protect: a position of 
armed responsibility which he experienced as profoundly uncomfortable.  

In June 1944, a week after D-Day, the German V-1 “doodlebug” offensive began, threatening the 
south-east of England. Mariel, who had no reason to stay in Farnborough, evacuated to Boasley 
Cross, Devon, with her two small daughters. However, the lodgings there proved to be sadly 
inhospitable and soon she found a much more friendly farming family in Combe Martin on the 
North Devon coast. The village has a very long main street, running down to a small bay with 
sandy beach and a 300 metre long concrete walkway at water-level, hugging the headland and 
providing a path round towards the adjacent bay. My very earliest memory is of Mariel taking me 
along this walkway in a pushchair. I can still recall the water level being very close alongside our 
path, but soon I also became aware of a sense of mounting alarm in my mother. I did not at the 
time understand what was going wrong, but the experience left an indelible impression.  I imagine 
that Mariel, who had not long arrived in Combe Martin, probably had absolutely no concept of the 
enormous difference between North Devon’s tidal range (of about 10 metres) with water level 
often rising at 2m per hour) compared with others she’d experienced. Years later Mariel told me 
that on my first birthday in September I amused myself by eating sand on Combe Martin beach. 

Meanwhile Mary, who was apparently an over-
bumptious five year old, was boarded at the convent 
school just up the road, which had also been evacuated 
to Devon. When the school returned to London in 1945 
Mary went with it. There was no place for Mary in the 
farmhouse, hospitable as the family was (and indeed 
their daughter Enid remained a lifelong family friend 
of ours and it was in her home in Combe Martin that 
my fiancé Richard first met my family at Christmas 
1966). Fortunately, Mariel’s cousin Dorothy Wood was 
in London at the time and was able to keep an eye on 
Mary, and soon reported that she was becoming ill and 
depressed. I imagine this hastened Mariel’s return to 
our sublet flat in Farnborough, as the war ended. 
 
 
 
1946-49       ENGLAND    Farnborough again           13000 miles      

After Harry returned from the war in 1946 he resumed civilian life, but continued working in 
association with the RAF as a Chief Research Officer, first at Coastal Command and then at 
Bomber Command at their headquarters at RAF High Wycombe. The family continued to live in 
36 Southampton Street Farnborough throughout, with Mary going daily to Elmhurst School in 
nearby Camberley, where I joined her a couple of years later. 
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I do remember the celebratory four-person hug in the doorway of our “nursery” when he first 
arrived, though of course I didn’t really know this man, who I had last seen two years ago at six 
months old. In fact, some years later Harry told me that – possibly the following morning – I’d 
walked into their bedroom and solemnly stared at this new arrival in my mother’s life. Shortly 
afterwards a tradition was established that on Sunday mornings Mary and I would wake up to 
find “Sunday S’prise” (our weekly ration of sweets) under our pillows. We would of course 
excitedly inspect and begin consuming these treats at once in our bedroom, possibly having been 
instructed not to disturb our parents next door. Clearly an excellent win-win strategy! 

Sadly, I have very little memory of any personal interaction with Harry during this period in 
Farnborough, though I do remember occasional family visits to swim in Mychett Lake near 
Farnborough. Harry enjoyed being in the water (though I was surprised to learn from his 
Occasional Memories that he was noticeably late in mastering surface swimming). I also 
remember digging a hole in the garden in a quest to reach the water-table, so I assume he and I 
had had a recent discussion about water-tables which I’d found very  interesting. Another sudden 
memory, which almost certainly belongs to some later point in my life, but was triggered by my 
comment above is the quote:  “Smith, where Jones had had ‘had’, had had ‘had had’. ‘Had had’ 
had had the examiner’s approval.” Harry very much enjoyed sharing this sentence, and I fell in 
love with it too. 

During the years from 1948 to 1952 Harry rekindled his interest in his family history and 
relationships. He researched in local records, corresponded widely and built up a considerable 
knowledge and hand transcribed documentation of both his and Mariel’s ancestry and 
relationships. This work laid the foundation for an extensive period of genealogical research from 
1976 to his death. 

In April 1949 Harry and Mariel, as a result of the new 1948 British Nationality Act chose to 
become British citizens, having to give up their Australian citizenship. 
 
 
 
1949-51      AUSTRALIA     Perth in WA and Ipswich in Queensland                    13000 miles 

In mid 1949 Harry took a two year posting home to Australia. He was to be the scientific and 
report-writing member of a joint UK and Australian operational research section, conducting 
long-range navigation trials based at RAAF Amberley near Ipswich in Queensland.     

We sailed from England for Australia in August 1949 on the SS Ceramic, a Passenger/Cargo liner 
which carried fewer than 100 passengers. One particular steward had the responsibility of keeping an 
eye on the small group of children on board; a New Zealander we were invited to call  Kiwi. He was a 
very likeable young man, whom we all soon learned to trust as a friend. After a week or two of sailing, 
the boat docked at Port Said and the passengers were allowed to disembark for a few hours to explore 
the city. A welcome opportunity for Harry and Mariel, and doubtless for nine year old Mary also. For 
me, however, the Ceramic had become my new home and I had no wish to be parted from it. I was 
worried that the boat might sail away without us. My parents pointed out 
that if that did indeed happen, with me still on board, I would be all by 
myself. To which I apparently replied “Oh that’s alright. Kiwi would look 
after me and Grandma and Grandpa would meet me in Australia.” 
Needless to say, I disembarked with the family.  

When our family reached WA in June 1949, we were met at Fremantle by 
Mariel’s parents, William Whitford and his wife Mary. Along with others, 
they came on board to greet us, and I remember that they had brought 
with them a magnificent apple and orange each for their Mary and me. 
Much to Mariel’s indignation, this fruit was later confiscated as our family 
was processed through Customs.  Mariel then stayed with her parents in 
Perth for a few months, while Harry soon went East to begin work in 
Queensland. I remained with my mother at 24 Alvan Street and Mary went 
to stay with Grandma Cara in Mount Lawley.  
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While in Perth we attended Inglewood School and I can recall the 1950 Australia Day assembly, held in 
the playground outdoors. As far as I remember, we children were all sitting on the ground in our class 
groups, when I noticed that across the yard a boy had his head bent down into his lap. A teacher was 
beside him, reaching down to hold his head in this position. I was troubled; it looked rather unkind 
and uncomfortable, but I believe someone told me later that the boy was feeling faint. It occurs to me 
that my six-year-old concern for an unknown schoolmate may testify to the fact that, although Mary 
and I were never pampered (thank goodness) we were certainly taken care of adequately well.  
Soon after this the three of us crossed the Nullabor Plain by train on our way to join Harry in 
Queensland. I have no memory of our reunion, and in fact Harry was, from an offspring’s perspective, 
a rather remote and opaque personality. However, there is one early memory I cherish, because of the 
preciously rare experience of closely sharing an important project with him. Our first home in 
Queensland was a small hillside dwelling in Eastern Heights, Ipswich. It was partially supported on 
stilts. Harry and I were huddled outside under the house, jointly absorbed in the process of preparing a 
chicken carcass for the kitchen – not a task my mother would have fancied. What I specifically 
remember is a deeply interesting discussion about windpipes which, as Harry carefully explained to 
me, was how the bird had been able to breath. Aged six at the time, I had possibly already decided that 
I wanted to be a doctor (which never happened – psychotherapy was certainly a better fit for me).  

By November 1950 we had moved from Eastern Heights to a house on RAAF Amberley, where Harry 
and Mariel hosted a Guy Fawkes fireworks party for friends on the base. I soon fled from all the bangs, 
having a lifelong phobia of loud explosive noises. (I believe this probably began in the womb, when we 
lived in Watford, close to anti-aircraft guns. A frightened mother’s body almost certainly transmits 
anxiety signals to the foetus.) Among the trees I came across a baby bird which had fallen from its nest 
and I carried it back to my parents. It was a frogmouth mopoke, we called Guy. Mariel tenderly fed him 
tiny morsels of meat with tweezers and water delivered by an eye-dropper. Guy grew and flourished, 
but we now became his nest and home; he didn’t bother to experiment with flying, simply waddled 
around in our tiny lawn and perched on the veranda. It became clear that he must soon be transferred 
to a more suitable habitat. A few weeks later we took him on holiday with us to the Green Mountains, 
staying at a small guest-house up in the hills. Fairly quickly Guy accepted his new world, flying freely, 
though periodically returning to pick up edible morsels at the guest-house kitchen. 
When we set out down the rough mountain track to return home from Green Mountains, we came 
across a stationary bus which had become grounded at the edge of the track carrying passengers on 
their way up to the guest house. Harry stopped our car and offered to help by ferrying small groups to 
their destination. We three remaining Pooles waited on the bus and as it gradually emptied a woman 
asked me “Is that your Brother?” NO! I exclaimed indignantly He’s my FATHER! “Alright, alright, 
keep your hair on.”  Looking back, I can imagine that Harry’s hair, which remained unusually fair, well 
beyond middle age, was not unlike my own. The interchange illustrates how very young Harry always 
looked. Eventually all of us were back at the guesthouse, and eventually too, with Harry assisting, the 
bus was heaved fully back onto the track. All this obviously delayed our journey greatly, and I 
remember my parents’ late-night anxiety that we might well be cut off from reaching Amberley by a 
rapidly rising river. Mariel made it her job to try and keep Harry awake by talking to him continuously. 
We were all extremely glad to arrive home safely at last.  

Not many weeks later the time came for us all to leave Amberley.  Harry 
was to spend a few weeks working in Malaysia.  He was based in a tented 
camp on Bidan Island, north of Penang, observing the results of 
bombing exercises on uninhabited Song Song Island.  The team travelled 
between the islands by pinnace and dinghy and had to negotiate the hilly 
jungle on Song Song to see the results of the bombing etc. He was due to 
rejoin us in Singapore on our journey home. 

Mariel, Mary and I travelled West, once again crossing the Nullabor 
Plain. We visited relatives in Melbourne and stopped for a few days in 
Kalgoorlie, with Harry’s younger brother Cedric, his wife Maidie and our 
cousins, Max, Bev and Peter. From there we travelled to Perth, where 
the three of us stayed once more with the grandparents for a few weeks. 
Mary and I went back to Inglewood school.  

Clearing brush on Song Song  
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Our eventual voyage home turned out to last much longer than the expected month or so; it took a 

total of ten weeks. The Napoli of the Flotta Lauro line had brought emigrants to Fremantle and was 

now due to travel to Marseille with cargo and some passengers. The voyage began by travelling anti-

clockwise round southern Australia and up to Cairns, but on arriving there, no cargo was ready to be 

collected. Consequently, the vessel turned round so that a month or so after setting out we were back 

at Fremantle, loading cargo. Once again, we set out for Europe, stopping at Singapore, where Harry 

joined us. From there the whole family sailed on via the Suez Canal to Marseilles and completed the 

journey by train up through France. For our first French meal, the parents eagerly ordered the local 

speciality, bouillabaisse, not anticipating just how unpalatable a seafood stew complete with shells and 

fish heads might be for their children, who, much to their frustration, refused to eat it.  

 
1951-53         ENGLAND     Farnborough yet again                                             13000 miles 

In mid 1951 Harry and the family returned to England for another eighteen months, with the family in 
Farnborough and Harry spending some of the time at least at Bomber Command in High Wycombe. 

On arriving back in the UK we returned to our Farnborough flat, which had been 
sublet. Many of our personal possessions had been packed away while we were in 
Australia. I remember opening up and investigating a large upholstered box which sat 
under the ‘nursery’ window. Digging down, I came across a beautifully clothed 
antique wax doll with a damaged face. When I drew Harry’s attention to it he was 
visibly shocked and assumed I was the culprit. I protested my innocence and after 
Harry retired became it’s owner. The doll had belonged to Sarah Amelia Watts who 
became Harry’s paternal grandmother. The doll, can be seen in a photo taken in about 
1870, showing Sarah with her younger sister Evelyn; it is now safely repaired by 
Richard and is shown on his family website. (URL at end). My family did lose several 
prized possessions in our many moves, but most went with us or were left safely 
behind, to be reclaimed eventually. 

Mary now started at Aldershot High school, having passed the Eleven-plus exam, while I returned to 
Elmhurst in Camberley with, to the school’s dismay, a woefully coarse Ozzie accent! I gather that it 
faded fairly quickly. Life in Farnborough continued much as it had before our excursion to Australia 
with Harry working away a lot of the time and Mary and I given considerable freedom to explore the 
area around our home. 

 
1953-54       CANADA     Ottawa                              3500 miles 

In 1953 Harry was seconded to the Canadian Forces’ Defence  Research Board Ottawa (DREO) to 
help restart Operational Research there. 

For those two years our family lived in Ottawa, Canada, which in fact I greatly enjoyed. I learned to 
skate when in early Winter the school field across the road was hosed down to create an ice hockey 
rink encircled by a skating track. We did several family camping trips in the Appalachian Mountains 
and on one occasion encountered a black bear while the family were portaging a hired canoe through 
the woods back from one river to another. I remember that we held the canoe on its side to form a 
shield between us and our possible attacker (who stayed motionless) and that when we got back to the 
picnic basket we’d earlier parked at the start of the portage, we discovered that our peaceable friend 
had tucked into quite a meal! 

In Ottawa I was still in primary school and Mary, four years older, in secondary. It was the McCarthy 
era of fairly widespread anti-communism. I have no personal recollection of the following incident, but 
Mary recounted it to me some good many years later. She had come home from school with her head 
full of some kind of powerful McCarthy-type indoctrination from one of the teachers. While Mary’s 
life-long inclination was most certainly always to have a strongly liberal perspective, I can well 
understand that in early teens the words of a respected adult inevitably carried considerable weight.  
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What she told me was that she had spoken to Harry, echoing this teacher’s views and presumably 
implying that she felt they must be reasonably justified. Harry burst out: DON’T YOU REALISE IT’S 
ONLY THE BALANCE OF POWER THAT KEEPS THE WORLD SAFE!!  Such passionate outbursts 
from our father were utterly unknown to us, and as we grew older we increasingly developed the belief 
that the core of Harry’s commitment to his work was fuelled by a deep desire to assist a state of peace 
in the world.  

We returned from Ottawa to England by liner from New York, via Mexico City!                 5000 miles 
Harry had saved up several weeks’ leave and we drove down through the USA, visiting sites of 
geological and historical interest and sleeping in motels on the way. Harry attempted to stay in towns 
starting with a different letter of the alphabet each night so as to build up a set. Sometimes this 
required us to take a small diversion. On one occasion, when it was clearly more than time to stop for 
the night, we pulled in at a motel which declared that it was intended only for black customers. The 
owners attempted to refuse us, but Harry was insistent and, reluctantly, we were permitted to spend 
the night there. I am proud of my father’s attitude, and sad that this accommodation turned out to be 
disgracefully below the hygiene standards that any “white” motel would certainly need to maintain.  

In Mexico City itself Harry was keen to visit various 
museums and to explore ancient sites showing evidence of 
earlier local cultures. Mary like Harry was keen to see and 
learn about everything, I was less interested. On one 
occasion I chose to remain in the car while the rest of the 
family went to a nearby museum; I was contented to pass the 
time observing the world around me. After a while there 
appeared a man who settled himself on the sidewalk nearby 
and began weaving tiny sombreros with colourful threads. I 
was fascinated, and soon got out of the car to watch him 
working. He mutely offered me some sheets of newspaper to 
kneel on, and I remained absorbed until the family returned. 
In retrospect, I wonder whether this silent Mexican was 
thoughtfully protecting me from the possible danger of some 
more sinister attention. On returning, my parents bought 
one of the little sombreros for me.  

 
 
1955-58        ENGLAND   Farnborough       NETHERLANDS   The Hague              3700 miles 
 
After our family’s return from Canada at the end of 1955 we had just nine months back at Farnborough, 
before Harry was due to start a job in The Netherlands. He was to be seconded to the Dutch Defence 
Research Board to help with the setting up of operational research groups at the Air Defence Technical 
Centre at SHAPE in The Hague, where he and Mariel would live. 
 
The intention was that Mary and I would both board in England and spend the holidays in The Hague. 
Mary went straight to Winchester County High School because it had a small boarding section. At that 
time, passing the Eleven-plus exam was necessary for entry to any High School; joining Mary would be 
impossible were I fail. My Primary school classmates had all taken the exam a month or so before we 
reached England, but a Spring sitting was available for remaining latecomers. I understood that the 
exam was important, but Mariel wisely played down just how huge was the significance of my result. If 
I passed, I would attend Winchester High, where, unlike a private school, only the boarding fee would 
be charged. If I failed, I could not join Mary and life would become much more problematical and 
expensive. But, of course, I had learned nothing of pounds, shillings and pence in Canada and the 
exam was due in a few weeks. My parents arranged for me to have some useful coaching from my local 
Primary School teacher and one day, after the exam, he told me that I’d passed. I remember that when 
I got home I was chatting to Mariel, and after a while I casually commented: “Oh, I passed the exam.” 
“What! What exam?” “Oh, you know, the eleven-plus.” In that moment, registering the startled look on 
my mother’s face I realised just how very important was this news. 
 

                              Mary in Mexico 
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I believe it must have been after Canada, during our brief stay back in Farnborough, that Harry, who 

NEVER brought home any reference or documentation concerning his work, placed on the living room 

table a printed account with photographs of post-Hiroshima events, and specifically drew both Mary’s 

and my attention to it. All I can recall (aged eleven) is the picture of a Japanese child fleeing towards 

the camera, clearly in very great distress. I imagine our father was showing us the horrors of warfare.  

In September 1956 I joined Mary at boarding school and Harry and Mariel moved to The Hague, 
renting a flat in Anna Paulownastraat, where we stayed in the school holidays. Interestingly we now 
have Edward, one of own sons, living in Utrecht, less than an hour from The Hague, with two small 
daughters born in The Netherlands.  

 
 
1958-62     ENGLAND    Epping                                          250 miles 

In 1958 Harry and Mariel returned from The Hague when he took a 
job in London with the Director General of Atomic Weapons, with 
responsibility for coordination of plans for target response trials. 

They decided it was time to give up the lease of their house in 
Farnborough and purchase a property with a more convenient 
commute to central London. They moved to Epping in Essex at 
the end of the Central Line, giving Harry an easy journey. I left 
boarding school in Winchester and started my final four years of 
secondary education at Loughton High School a few miles away.  
It was at this time that we started listening to records together. The 
most significant was Dylan Thomas’s Under Milkwood, narrated by 
Richard Burton, which became a Christmas tradition. 

Mary by now had started a degree course at Bedford College, University of London in September 
1957. However, she had met Bob Hine whilst still at school in Winchester and in late 1958 she 
dropped out of her course to marry him and start a family. 

In October 1959 Harry, who was working at this time in central London, dived fully clothed except for 
his shoes into the Thames at King’s Reach to rescue a woman who had jumped into the water in a 
suicide attempt. Harry had to swim some fifty yards in the cold water at considerable risk to himself 
before getting her to the bank and he needed treatment for cold and shock. He was awarded The Royal 
Humane Society’s Honorary Testimonial. 

In 1961 Grandma Cara visited us in Epping, staying for about a year, including her 80th birthday. While 
she was there in July 1961 Grandpa (William Whitford) came to England to live with us, Grandma 
Mary having died in Perth two years earlier. Grandpa remained a member of the household until his 
death in March the following year.  

After marriage to Mary, Bob Hine with Harry’s help improved his 
qualifications with an HND in Physics and got a job in late 1961 
teaching in a Manchester technical college. Soon she had three 
small sons (Nicholas, born June 1959 and the twins Adam and 
Dominic, born September 1961). Her fourth son Toby arrived in 
January 1963 after my parents and I went to Washington.  

During the Easter holiday period of 1962 I was in my final year at 
school and Mary was now with her family in Hale Barnes outside 
Manchester. We decided to go on the CND (Campaign for 
Nuclear Disarmament) march from Aldermaston to London. On 
hearing of this plan, Mariel said to us “Don’t you think you are 
being disloyal to your father?” to which Harry replied something 
along the lines of “Well, it’s always good to have the other side 
represented.” So, we duly went on our Aldermaston march. 

Nix           Bob            Adam   Mary   Dominic         

Just before we left for Washington  
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1962-65       USA        Washington                                 3500 miles 

I had enjoyed Loughton High School and was looking forward to taking up my County Major 
scholarship to read Psychology at Bristol University when in July 1962 Harry was told he was being 
posted to Washington in September. In his words: “In the face of a certain amount of opposition from 
Ursula who, in contrast to the other three members of her family, has always been strongly in favour of 
sticking where she is, I decided to try to get her a place at an American college. I found with the advice 
of a young woman in the US embassy whose job it was to give such advice, that certain universities 
kept a few places free for late entry students from foreign parts and Ursula was accepted by 
Swarthmore. Her age and qualifications admitted her to the sophomore year which meant she would 
finish not long before we would return to England.”   

In September 1962 Harry took up his post of 
Scientific Officer at the British Embassy in 
Washington D.C.  He was part of the DRDS 
(Defence Research and Development Staff)  and 
arranged most of the scientific liaison between 
RARDE (Royal Armament Research and Development 
Establishment) in England and the corresponding 
establishments in the USA. In addition, Harry 
worked for the TTCP, The Technical Cooperation 
Program between USA, UK and Canada. 

Harry and Mariel rented an apartment in 
Kensington, Maryland. She was an excellent cook 
and their apartment became a location for entertaining visitors, many of whom were from the 
RARDE in England, making their visits both efficient and enjoyable. 

Swarthmore is a small liberal arts university in Pennsylvania, located 
in a rural area not far from Philadelphia. The campus was pleasantly 
open, with a substantial wooded area adjoining it. I settled in easily, 
enjoying the US norm of having a wide range of course subjects on 
offer in the first and second years. In my second semester, however, 
I made the mistake of opting for Political Science; the alternatives 
were History (my mind doesn’t cope with multiple facts) or 
Economics (boring!). It was a foolish choice for someone who could 
scarcely name any British politician other than the Prime Minister, 
let alone any US equivalents. I soon flunked out of PoliSci and 
needed to make up the gap at summer school in Washington.  
No problem: Economics all hung together very sensibly! A year later, 
in 1965, I graduated from Swarthmore, majoring in Psychology. 

The previous summer I had had a job at the University of Maryland as a research assistant in the 
animal psychology department. Interestingly, I was testing the ability of pigeons to keep a spot of 
light in the centre of a screen by pecking at buttons; it was part of a research project to help in the 
design of pigeon-guided missiles, though I had no idea of that at the time. It turned out that my 
supervisor, a UK Cambridge graduate, had contacts in the equivalent department in England, and 
in fact when we returned to England I went straight to Cambridge from the boat to start running 
rats in mazes in the Cambridge Psychology lab.  

Harry’s new post was to be a Principal Scientific Officer at RARDE  Fort Halstead near Sevenoaks 
in Kent, with responsibility first for Counter-Insurgency Studies and later for Anti-Aircraft 
Assessment. He would now be working alongside many of the people he and Mariel had hosted so 
well in the USA.  

We all returned to England on The Queen Mary in the summer of 1965, even taking our big 
American car with us. This was to be the last long ocean voyage the family made. After that flying 
became more usual. By then Harry and Mariel had spent at least four months of their lives at sea. 

Harry with a colleague from England at Fort Ord California 
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1965-72      ENGLAND     Sevenoaks                               3500 miles 

On returning to England, Harry and Mariel sold their house in Epping and moved to Granville 
Road in Sevenoaks; meanwhile I started my job as a research assistant in the Psychology 
department in Cambridge. The following year I met Richard, who was an engineering 
undergraduate at Peterhouse, Cambridge. We married in July 1967 in the church opposite my 
parents’ Sevenoaks house. Harry’s only potential objection to our wedding plans evaporated when 
he discovered that he would not be expected to wear a morning suit. The reception took place in 
my parents’ house and I recall Harry’s speech mainly using a context of the passage of the 
generations, and in particular making reference to the very recent passing of both Richard’s 
paternal grandmother, Ivy and Harry’s own mother, Cara. He quoted Walter De La Mare “Your 
mother had a mother too, and that mother herself had another, and into the distance smalling 
and dimming, an unimaginable crowd of women.” Perhaps this presaged his future total 
absorption in Family History, which at that stage was ‘only’ a hobby.  

One of Harry’s duties at RARDE was that of British representative on one of the TTCP committees  
(the first T now changed to Tetrapartite as Australia had now joined the USA UK and Canada; it 
would change to The Technical Co-operation Programme when NZ was included.) This took him 
very opportunely to Australia on two occasions, both around Easter, in 1966 and 1967.  Each time  
he broke journey in Singapore and then, after several weeks in Victoria, was able to spend a 
couple of weeks in Perth with his mother and his brother’s family . Happily, he was thus able to 
have what turned to be a final visit to his mother, who died just a week before our wedding. 

While Harry and Mariel were in Sevenoaks Richard graduated, spent a year 
doing a Diploma in Education in Bath and started teaching Physics in 
Hemel Hempstead, a few miles north of Watford. Wakefield was born in 
Cambridge; both Duncan and Edward in Hemel Hempstead. When in 
maternity hospital, expecting Edward, I was asked to complete a survey 
which required me to put on record, without amplification, that I was a 
local girl, now living just 10 miles from my birth place! 

Politics were never openly discussed in the house and right into young 
adulthood I had no sense or understanding of left-wing or right-wing 
perspectives in the world.  However, I remember that I once casually 
commented to Harry that I thought Ted Heath looked rather like him. The 
immediate expression of disgust on my father’s face clearly communicated 
that he found this statement very disagreeable. Gradually, as such aspects 
of the world became more meaningful to me, I realised that Harry would 
never wish to be regarded as a Conservative. 

In Harry’s words: “Our elder daughter, Mary, dropped out of a university course to be married. Ten 
years later in 1968 she separated from her husband and arrived in Sevenoaks with her four young sons. 
We supported Mary and the boys in a variety of ways, both when they initially lived with us and when 
Mary moved into a house in the town. This included taking the children on the continent for some of 
the summer holidays. To do so, staying in hotels did not seem on, so we hired a caravan, with the 
children sleeping in a tent. It was a decision that changed the course of our lives. Until we had 
experience of it, we had never realised how much we appreciated the benefits of travelling with our 
own accommodation. The very next Spring we were in the South of France with our own caravan. We 
found that the Var had a climate and air quality very similar to our home area in WA. Mariel had for 
some time assumed that, when I retired, we would move back to Perth. I agreed with her that Perth 
was certainly the pleasantest city in the world to live in, but I reminded her that if you are in Perth and 
want to go to a town as big as Tonbridge (7 miles south of Sevenoaks with a population then of 25000) 
then you have to travel as far as Tunisia to get there (in Australia it was Perth to Adelaide).  Mariel’s 
reply was ‘But I don’t want to go to Tonbridge’, but she took the point. Before we had returned to 
England we had decided it was to the Var in France that we wanted to come to live, and returned later 
in the year (1970) to buy three plots on The Domaine des Canebieres. In 1972 we drove a much-
overloaded Range Rover plus caravan from the house we’d just sold in Sevenoaks to supervise the 
siting of a prefabricated chalet, two mobile homes and a storage unit arriving from England.”  

Ursula and Richard   Nov 1968 

  Mariel with Wake 
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1972-97              FRANCE        Le Muy in The Var             800 miles 

Canebieres consists of some 750  
terraced plots with individual access 
and services spread over two miles 
of hills in the Maures  just North of 
the French Riviera. 
The plots were bulldozed to produce 
individual terraces with access roads 
and mains services. Creating a 
flower garden was a labour of love 
for Mariel. The ground required a 
helper  with a pickaxe and sieve; the soil needed humus and constant watering. However, the climate 
suited Australian flowers and trees, including mimosa/wattle and eucalyptus, which grew rapidly but 
unfortunately quite soon became a fire hazard. Harry had brought from England a large selection of 
tools and set up a workshop in the storeroom doing most of his own car and home maintenance. 

In retirement, Mariel would often sit reading or playing patience while Harry would lie prone on the 
floor reading or doing cryptic crosswords, but always ready to jump up and find the relevant reference 
book, of which he had many, as a conversation required. His other hobbies included photography, 
mainly shown in slide shows; besides his family, his subjects were varied, from flowers to gravestones. 
But gradually genealogy took over and Harry was more often working at a table, with a PC after 1986. 

For some 15 years Harry and Mariel spent the three winter months with their caravan in the South of 
Spain and across the straits to the Atlantic coast of Morocco, often meeting friends from Canebieres, 
who were also seeking the sun. They also spent time in Foix in France while Harry researched Mariel’s 
Durieu ancestry.  (See Appendix B) 

When Harry and Mariel moved to France they bought three 
plots on the Domaine. The second, with two mobile homes, was 
intended to provide guest accommodation for their two 
daughters and their families in the summers. The third 
provided space for a large storage unit and towing caravan. As 
Richard was teaching, we came out every summer with our 4 
sons and eventually bought the second plot when Mary’s family 
were no longer interested. In the spring and autumn Harry and 
Mariel had many other visitors, including friends from England 
and relatives from Australia.  

They had bought the property at Canebieres on a 99 year lease. 
However, in 1980 the managing company declared bankruptcy 
and tried to break the leases and sell the whole site by auction.  
The affair went through the French courts with the owners 
winning and the Domaine became, at considerable expense, an 
owner’s cooperative. At the time, 110 of the 750 plots were 
owned by the British, who chose Harry to represent them. In a 
history of the Domaine it is written that “Harry was an excellent 
choice, he did of course, have a fantastic brain and would lie on 
the floor translating some legal document until he was satisfied 
he had got it right and was able to explain, and even challenge, 
the French lawyers’ statements. Soon Harry was elected with a 
huge majority to become President of the Management Board. 
This involved significant work and entertaining over several years while the whole site was put into a 
better shape. I think that both he and Mariel enjoyed that position.” 

Mariel was seriously ill in 1995 and spent some months in a nursing home in Le Luc, which Harry 
visited every day. She returned to Canebieres for a final year before dying in November 1996 aged 89. 
Harry lived on at the Domaine for just under a year until, after having a stroke at the end of Summer 
1997, we brought him to live with us in England. 

            1986 Visit of Cedric and Madie Poole  

     Harry as British Representative in 1981  
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1997 - 2002      ENGLAND         Barnstaple           900 miles 

After Harry’s stroke, which affected his language 
significantly, Richard and I drove down to Canebieres 
to bring him back to Greenclose, our home, in 
Barnstaple, where he lived for the last five years of his 
life. Happily he was able to return to Canebieres, with 
us, several times in the summers. We had bought 
their second plot in 1982, and still use it every year. 

In England, Harry was able to meet three great 
grandchildren and to attend two of his grandsons’ 
weddings  In 2000 his brother Cedric visited from 
Perth, taking him on a coach trip to The Isle of Bute, 
the ancestral home of the Duncans. 

Though his stroke hampered his communication, Harry 
continued to spend most of his time working in his room with a 
PC on genealogical research through correspondence and 
documentation.  (See Appendix B) 

In June 2002 he celebrated his 90th birthday, in good health, 
with much of his family. Shortly afterwards he was diagnosed 
with cancer and died just before Christmas 2002. 

By then Harry had travelled some 90,000 miles mainly by sea 
when relocating and probably the same again on business flights 
mainly to Australia via Singapore and to, and across, the USA. 

  
2002 ENGLAND and WALES 

There was a final twist at the conclusion to Harry’s international travels; because Harry and Mariel had 
had shares in their home country we found we needed to get probate in several Australian states.  
South Australia returned our application for us to correct our fundamental error. We had stated that 
Harry had died in England. This was wrong; he was required to have died in “England AND Wales.”   

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………….. 

I had considerable assistance from my husband Richard with this work.    Family trees, other 
documents and photos may be found on his Family Website:   https://moryscarter.com/lovelace/ 

Appendix A           Acronyms and locations relevant to Harry’s career 

OR Operational Research: using scientific method to provide executive departments with 
      a quantitative basis for decisions regarding the operations under their control. 
RAE Farnborough - Royal Aircraft Establishment   research station in Hampshire 
CC-ORS Coastal Command Operational Research Section 
RAF Northwood - HQ Coastal Command   near Watford Hertfordshire    
TRE Swanage - Telecommunications Research Establishment on the Dorset coast.  
   the Central research group for RAF applications of radar  
ADRDE Air Defence Research and Development Establishment near Swanage     
RAF High Wycombe - HQ Bomber Command in Buckinghamshire 
RAAF Base Amberley - RAAF Heavy Bomber base near Ipswich Queensland Australia     
DREO - Defence Research Establishment Ottawa Canada 
SHAPE ADTC - Supreme HQ Allied Powers Europe, Air Defence Technical Centre in The Hague NL 
Director General of Atomic Weapons in London 
TTCP – Tripartite Technical Cooperation Program (USA UK Canada) for collective defence. 
DRDS – Defence Research and Development Staff at the British Embassy Washington DC 
RARDE Fort Halstead - Royal Armament Research and Development Establishment nr Sevenoaks  

   Niamh w dad Duncan            GMa Ursula           GGPa Harry 

 Harry on his 90th birthday  with grandson Adam Hine 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Royal_Air_Force
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Radar
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Appendix B   Harry’s Family History Research 

Harry’s activities over a number of years had included Family History research. He writes “Part of the 
dowry Mariel brought to our marriage was unknown to either of us, a determinable French ancestry. I 
knew that a great-great-grandfather of hers who had emigrated with his family to South Australia in 
1838 had been a Henry Joseph Durieu – evidently a French name. Around 1952 I had located him in 
London as a notary public, but I had found little more. Then in 1976 my family history research 
became more all consuming when a second cousin of Mariel’s in Adelaide, Dalma Morgan, got in 
touch.” Dalma was interested in Henry Joseph Durieu, whose daughter Emma later married Daniel 
Crosby an emigrant on the same ship, The Planter. With the information Dalma had gleaned and the 
time Harry now had available, it was agreed that Harry would research the Durieu ancestors in 
London and France and the Crosbys in England, while Dalma would track and record their 
descendants in Australia. The book was published in 1978 as ‘Voyage of a Lifetime’ by Dalma Morgan 
& Harry Poole. In fact at the time of publishing I was hesitant about accepting the ancestry of Henry 
Joseph from Jean Paul Durieu de Madron as proposed by a Toulouse genealogist employed by Dalma. 
After the book was published, I began my first tentative searches in the French archives and was able 
to correct several errors in a New Zealand family’s records that much of our information was based on. 
Henry Joseph’s father Louis Durieu was born in 1754 not 1764 and his grandmother was Catherine 
Fortanier not Fontaine. This enabled me to start to rewrite that family’s story. This involved many 
visits to the Languedoc region of France, with Mariel reading in the caravan while I struggled to 
decipher ancient documents written in old French in the record offices.” (A second edition of the book 
was published in 2006 after Harry’s death.) 

“I have become a collector of distant cousins. For example, as a 
member of the Cercle Genealogique de Languedoc I found that 
Pierre Fortanier, a nephew of Catherine Fortanier, had 
emigrated to Holland in the 1760s and that two Dutch 
descendants had been researching him ten years earlier. I was 
able to get in touch with them, our common ancestor being 
Francois Fortanier (Foix 1675- Foix 1742) Mariel and I have 
become very friendly with Marianne Fortanier (who in fact 
extended Harry’s research for the 2006 publication). 
Great-great-grandparents of mine on my maternal 
grandmother’s side emigrated to Australia from England in 1843 
(he was Titus Toogood of Tooting Graveney, Surrey). I had 
traced their families back to the 1760s in Surrey. I knew from 
family ‘tradition’ that there must be descendants in Tasmania 
and New Zealand. Through Genealogical Societies I got in touch 
with three or four who had shown interest in family history.”   

Harry would advertise and search in various family history directories as to which relevant ancestor or 
family he was looking for. Responses from other family historians would often lead to an extended 
correspondence while they tried to pool their knowledge and confirm relationships. Often Harry would 
go off at a considerable tangent, researching families now known to be unrelated to him. 

Initially his research had largely to be done personally or by paid researchers in the relevant locality. 
Then The Latter Day Saints started compiling parish records for their required ancestral baptism; 
Harry would pore over reams of paper printouts purchased from their databases and when available, 
microfiches on his reader. By the time he moved to Barnstaple more records were becoming available 
over the internet, but by then correspondence with paid researchers and with his ever increasing 
cousinage was his main source of information.  

When Harry died he left notes, listings, correspondence, photocopies and printouts that would have 
created a stack of paper some 5m high. A significant proportion was correspondence and research 
concerning ‘families not related to ours’. Other material was obsolete as it had been painstakingly 
amended and updated or was correspondence with researchers which proved fruitless. Unfortunately, 
the data files for the word-processed material were in an old format which can no longer be read. The 
core material, which represents a monumental work on its own, now consists of some 1.5m of papers. 

Jan & Marianne Barens-Fortanier Harry & Mariel   

Canebieres  1995 
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Appendix C         Eulogies from two of Harry’s Grandchildren at his Funeral 

Adam Hine: 

It is very true to say that my world is a much better place through knowing him and having his guidance. 

At this point it would be natural to talk about how he was greatly respected and admired, to wonder at his towering 
intellect and enquiring mind. Magnanimous and generous of spirit, and to some of us an idyllic grandfather. We all 
know he was these and much much more, but in fact, I feel these clichés fail to convey the real depth of the 
remarkable and unclichéd man he was.  

My brothers and I spent some of our most formative years with him when he showed us, and lived by, standards and 
ideals I still hold very dear today.  

As a boy, I treasured his explorer cum outback-go-anywhere streak. I recall a time, I was about 11 years old, we were 
swimming in a river together. My brothers and I had been trying to dive down to the bed of the river in that slightly 
competitive way boys do... Grandpa then duck-dived and disappeared for an alarming amount of time. I could see a 
little stress and concern appearing on Grandma’s face, and after what seemed like hours, he casually resurfaced 
clutching a handful of pebbles and with the joyful glint of a 10 year old in his eyes. At the time I was awe-struck, as I 
had not even got close to the bottom. And now I realise just how deep the river was, and that he was in his mid 60's 
at the time, I am even more impressed. I'm sure every one of us has joyful memories like that, that we'd like to thank 
him for. 

In late 1996, just after Grandma died, he and I corresponded. There was something he said which I really feel shows 
the kind of person he was. I would like to read you a passage from a letter he wrote: “Not so many weeks ago she 
(grandma) said to me not to grieve for her when she died. I told her that I would remember that we had been 
married nearly 60 years and that it was more than 65 years ago that we had fallen in love: better fortune than most 
couples have.” It’s this insight and acceptance of the very nature of life and death that we should take forward from 
this rather sad occasion. 

I am a truly fortunate and enriched person from having known him.  

I thank you, Grandpa.  

Edward Carter: 

I’d like to say a few words about Harry as I and my brothers knew him during the quarter century he and Mariel 
spent together in the South of France. 

I wonder sometimes if Harry and Mariel could have known the profound influences on us of their decision to retire 
to Provence. As we returned summer after summer, Les Canebieres quickly became a second home; a magical 
kingdom where we had the freedom, independence and space to grow outside the constraints of everyday life.  We 
learned to swim and windsurf, and to value the relaxed pace without strict deadlines or itineraries. As we grew older, 
we were each caught up in the multicultural swirl of the area, drifting from pool to disco with companions from half-
a-dozen different European countries and outlooks. 

In the earlier years, Grandpa would lie on the floor with us and play rummy or find us the latest Punches as we 
quested for ‘freaky fables’, or he would hunt out books and artefacts from his vast storeroom.  He would discover 
new places for us to explore—a hidden river full of rockpools and waterfalls; an iron cross, standing on a hill top 
amidst Saracen ruins; a secret tunnel leading to a vaulting cathedral like cavern filtered with blue crystal light.   

Along the way our conversations with Harry became rarer and more focused: seeking tools and advice on clearing 
undergrowth; responding to requests for assistance with his Amstrad PCW. I enjoyed learning about his genealogy 
research and his earlier life, but I struggled to hold on to the close connection of my childhood. I felt guilty how 
often “Grandpa, I need a ---” was my reason for crossing the steps to their plot.    

Looking back, this time helps me to understand the profound, unconditional and undemanding service at the heart 
of my grandfather’s strength of character.  We did not know then that he had been awarded The Royal Humane 
Society’s medal for diving fully clothed into the Thames in October 1959 and swimming fifty yards to rescue a 
woman.  It does not surprise me that he was quoted as saying modestly ‘You must have been misinformed of the 
danger I was in.’ 

Reading Harry’s memoirs, I am struck by the description of his visit to his father’s grave in Flanders and by Harry’s 
words: “My father didn’t contribute much to the war effort—only a fortnight;  unless you count the year and a half, 
leading up to it, and the probable forty years during which his wife should have had a husband, but had none, and 
his sons should have had a father, but had none.” Perhaps we can find some compensation that Harry lived to see 
three of his great grandchildren help him celebrate his 90th birthday in June this year. 
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Appendix D  FAMILY of HARRY and MARIEL POOLE                            November 2020 
HARRY Duncan Poole        (2/6/1912PerthWA -18/12/2002Barnstaple) (Scientific Officer)        m(30/1/1937 Kilburn London)  

MARIEL Evelyn Whitford   (24/3/1907PerthWA -30/11/1996France)   

MARY Wheatland  ne Poole  (16/11/1939  Surrey – 31/08/1994  Barnstaple)                m 1959 div 1968   

Robert (BOB)James Hine       (17/05/1938 Winchester – 28/08/96 London) 

             NICHOLAS James Wheatland Hine    (15/06/1959 London -   ) London  m July 1985 London   

DENISE Ermintrude Lewis b ca 1965 Grenada WI  

                       DANIEL Nicholas (15/06/1985 London -    ) 

w UNA Bryce-McIntosh 

   VICTORIA Bryce-McIntosh (1987 London -   ) 

ADAM Angus Whitford Hine    (30/09/1961 Winchester -    )  London   

DOMINIC Duncan Soper Hine  (30/09/1961 Winchester  -  )  Bristol       

w MARIE Johnson         

 EMMA Hannah Nefertiti Hine   (28/11/1993  London -   )    

TOBY Robert Toogood Hine    (21/01/1963  Manchester -   ) London   m( 2/.04/1995 London) & div   

REBBECA Wheeler                      (02/09/1960 Bromley -  ) mother of   

                         LEE Hine (c 1985 -  )  m Hadrassa     Sidney Aus  3 children Adopted son 

          Mary 1994                              JAY Hine (c 1987 -  )  Huston  USA                   Adopted son 

                                  m2 Sept2017 ANNE Card    mother of one son  

       URSULA Whitford Carter ne Poole (17/9/1943 Watford_-   )    m(22/7/1967 Sevenoaks)  

       RICHARD Wakefield Lovelace Carter (18/5/1946 Exmouth -   )  Barnstaple 

           WAKEFIELD Lovelace Carter    (26/3/1968 Cambridge - ) Oxford  m1(2/5/1999Wantage) div2013 

EMMA Elizabeth Hanks           (28/10/1971 -  )    

   FINLAY Thomas Lovelace Carter     (22/1/2002 Oxford -  )     

   FREYA Gillian Lovelace Carter        (22/1/2004 Oxford -  ) 

 m2(24/5/2015Gregynog) MEGAN Morys (18/3/1983 Camarthen -  )   

BRANWEN Lovelace Morys               (2/6/2016 Oxford -  ) 

   AMROTH Lovelace Morys                 (22/4/2018Oxford -  ) 

DUNCAN Lovelace Carter      (22/7/1970 Hemel Hempstead-) Corsham 

w JAYNE Jenkins( 9/05/1975 – 29 /6/2012) of Fishguard  

   NIAMH Joanne Wilkes                      (28/10/1995 Fishguard - _)    

 w NATHAN Jenkins 

     ELIZABETH Elsie Jenkins (27/4/2018 Carmarthen -  )         

m (12/11/2005Abingdon) CLARE Melbourne  (19.01.1971 Solihull -  )  

                       MATILDA Hope Lovelace Carter         (22/10/2007 Bath -  ) 

                       JEMIMA Rose Lovelace Carter        (15/10/2010Bath -  ) 

EDWARD Lovelace Carter  (26/6/1971 Hemel Hempstead -  ) Utrecht NL        m2 (27/12/2014Coldstream)   

Xuan  (SHEMILL) Liang         (10/3/1984 Liuzhou China -  ) 

       Ursula 2020                   AIVY Lovelace Carter (23/9/2014 Utrecht NL -  )   (Chinese name  AiWei  ‘Love to smile’) 

                BAYE Melody Lovelace Carter (20/6/2020 Utrecht NL-  )  (Chinese name Beiling ) 

                           MATTHEW Lovelace Carter   (20/7/1974 Grimsby -  )   New York m.(2/4/05 Hazyview South Africa)  

           SAMANTHA Lee Pretorius      (19/6/1976 Zambia -  )   

                    JOSHUA Lee Lovelace Carter        (15/9/2008 HongKong -    ) 

                JACOB Lee Lovelace Carter          (22/9/2010 HongKong  
                      Nicholas                     Toby           Dominic          Adam  

 

  

          

 

 

         Wakefield                                                             Duncan     

                                       Edward 

                    Ursula 

 

                    Finlay       

                                                                                                             Matthew 

   

                              URSULA is 50             HARRY’S FUNERAL DECEMBER 2002 


