
                                  

 

                                                               Speaker Finder  Grace & Thanks 
 

 
November     

 
Monday 7th Normal Meeting   David Walton  Susan Ensor-Keen 
 

Thursday 10th Council   
 

Monday 14th Business Meeting   
 

Monday 21st  Normal Meeting   Ruth Tallis            David Toone     
 

Monday 28th Normal Meeting   John Wells      Anne Baker  

 
December     

 
Monday 5th Normal Meeting  Robin Weatherall     Elaine Turner 
 

Thursday 8th Council   
 

Monday 12th Business Meeting   
 

Monday 19th Christmas Lunch 
 

Monday 26th No Meeting    
     
     

 

Driving the wheel of fellowship 
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If you are unable to carry out your ‘duty’ please find a substitute 

and tell David Haynes Tel: 01455  209285  
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www.lutterworthrotary.org.uk 



Members Profiles 
 

Over the past few years it has been a tradition for new members to give a talk on 

their life and career.   

I have listed the date of your talk and the month it will appear in the COG. 
 

Would you please give me a copy of your talk by Mid Month prior to Publi-

cation. 

Date of Talk                           Name                           Date of COG Publication 
 

21st November Ruth Tallis January 2012 
 

5th December Robert Weatherall February 
 

9th January 2012 Raymond Steingold March 
 

Places I have visited 
 

Thought has been made that outside Rotary Visits members may have been to 

places that our “Travel Agent”  Bridget may like to think about as suitable for 

the Club to enjoy. 

Malcolm Richardson has given us details of somewhere suitable for next year.   

May I ask for others please. 
 

Broughton House – Northants 
 

When watching a wonderful television programme on English Heritage I discov-

ered a gem of a house and to my great surprise it’s only just over half an hour 

away on the A14 in Northamptonshire.  

This is one of the great treasure houses of Europe and I am sure unknown to so 

many quite local people.   

The original building started in 1528 and was much added to in the following 150 

years until the 1st Duke of Montague brought the style of Versailles to Northamp-

tonshire in 1690’s.   

In the 1770’s the regular use of Broughton House was no longer required and it 

was mothballed for 150 years.  Unbelievably it was maintained but not lived in 

until 1920. One part of the house – the unfinished wing  - is complete on the out-

side but totally untouched inside – just stone walls un-plastered, no floor and sup-

ported by ceiling beams but no upper floor boards.  Quite unique and an example 

of the building process of that long gone period.   

Further into the house is the beautiful drawing room with carpets from 1584, but 

the magic of 40 paintings by Van Dyke in one room must be record breaking.  

From room to room more real treasures are revealed but the overall feeling of a 

home of beauty and serenity is maintained.  The work of conservation and resto-

ration continues and the nation is so lucky that this is in the hands of the 9th Duke 

of Buccleuch – one of the largest land owners in Europe with land and homes in 

Scotland and Warwickshire.   



This most interesting visit culminated in a leisurely walk in the grounds – large rectan-

gular lakes inspired by Versailles with re-boarded sides restored to their original 

beauty  in 2006.   

A most unusual feature of this landscape is the Mount created in 1723 in the form of a 

grass pyramid making a superb viewing point.  The present Duke commissioned a 

further grass pyramid adjacent to the Mount but it is inverted and sinks •8 metres into 

the ground with a calm pool, a place to visit, and enjoy the space and beauty of the 

grounds and the House being a time warp of wonder. 
 

The House is now closed until next Spring.  
 

This surely is a place to put in our diary for a visit next year. 
 

A talk to the Club about Moles by David Toone 
 

I am a mole 

I live in a hole 

I am a workaholic 

I don’t use soap which is carbolic 
 

Have you heard the story about “The Gentleman in black velvet and the King” 

The gentleman in black velvet killed King William 3rd .  His horse stumbled on a mole 

hill.  The King fell and seriously  injured himself dying 2 months later. 
 

Why is it called a mole? 

In early modern English the mole was also known as Mouldywarp.  Which echoes 

similar variations across Northern European Countries. 

The “mould” part of the word means soil and the “warp” part is a descendant of the 

old Nordic word for throw.   Hence one who throws soil. 

Male moles are called Boars 

Female moles are called Sows 

A group of moles are called a Labour 
 

Labour :- Dictionary explanation - 

Toilsome exertion of either body or mind especially in one’s calling or occupation.  

That sums up the mole perfectly he really is a workaholic, looking for food for himself 

and his family. 

Moles can dig a tunnel a ‘chain’ in length every day (22 yds) and some say 30 metres. 

Their diet consists mainly of earthworms but they will also eat other invertebrates such 

as leatherjackets, wireworm, slugs etc.  But I am told earthworms are their favourite 

food. Before eating the worms moles pull them between their squeezed paws to force 

the earth and dirt out of the worms gut.  Eating as much as 67% of their bodyweight 

each day. 
 

The mole has a highly developed sense that allows it to remember the exact layout in 

precise detail of it’s tunnel system.  They will soon detect any intruder and will fight to 



the death to defend their territory.  After all that work digging the tunnels, they are not 

going to let anyone else have their food.  Moles saliva has a toxin in it which they can 

stun or paralyse the worms to keep them alive.  They then store them in underground 

larders.  Researchers have found over 1,000 worms in some of these larders. 
 

How big are moles? 

Usually about 6” long (15 – 16cm) in modern GB  The largest one I have caught was 

8” long (20cm). 
 

Moles are called pests by some people.  No-

body likes killing them, but they do so much 

damage to lawns, vegetable patches and bur-

rowing under root crops like sugar beet etc.  

The soil from mole hills in grassland when 

mown can ferment the silage and ruin it.  So 

they have to be controlled.  But contrary to 

popular belief they do not eat plant roots. 
 

To control them you can:- 

(1) Poison them    -   (2) catch them alive and release them in a field somewhere    -     

(3) buy little windmills and put them on the mole hills. The noise they make is sup-

posed to move them on to another territory    -    (4) you can gas them which is a hor-

rible way to die    -    or (5) trap them, which is the surest and safest most humane way 

of controlling them. 

Living underground the mole can survive in air containing about 6% oxygen (about ½ 

the minimum level required by humans). 
 

Mole catching was big business – mole catchers were paid £50 a year which was at 

the time more than school teachers earned.  One mole catcher in Northumberland 

Walter Rutherford once caught 10,000 moles in 30 months. 

In the 1700’s and early 1800’s America imported 1,000,000 mole skins a year and at 

the height of the skin trade as many as 4,000,000 a year from England. 
 

Did you know there are no moles in Ireland, Isle of Man and New Zealand and after a 

trip to Jersey this year I discovered there were none in Guernsey. 

The gestation period of the mole is 28 days and have between 2 to 7 young  (on aver-

age 3•4 babies between February and April. 
 

Moles do not generally get good press. As the bane of many a gardener’s life, they are 

cursed as plant-killing, lawn-ruining pests.  How they operate under the earth where 

there’s so little oxygen has long been a mystery.  The answer lies in the mole’s unique 

red blood cells, which are apparently super-efficient carriers of carbon dioxide.  This 

means that the creatures are tolerant to high-levels of CO² and can re-breath their own 

expired air.  Hopes are high that the special mole gene can be identified and harnessed 

leading to its use in artificial human blood. 

So, perhaps moles shouldn’t be treated as vermin, but revered as potential life-savers.  

Despite what they do to our turf. 



 83rd Annual District Conference 
  

This year our District Conference was held in Southport headed by our District Gov-

ernor Linda May from Lutterworth Wycliffe.  Seven members from our club at-

tended. 
 

There were two “stand-out” presentations on the opening day from Joe Keir and Ben 

McBean.  Still only about to take his “A” Levels, Joe has already opened a Youth 

Café in his home town of Sandy, been elected a Member of the Youth Parliament, 

and includes numerous voluntary work in organisations such as Beavers and Cubs.  

A worthy winner of the 2011 RIBI Young Citizen Award, Joe is clearly a man to 

watch as a political career (which Party?!)  calls. 
 

Ben, a double amputee from the Afghanistan conflict, gave an inspiring talk on his 

life and experience with the Royal Marines.  With humour, and not a trace of self-

pity, he demonstrated how he has risen above injuries that all of us can only dread.  

A promising future in broadcasting beckons. 
 

Other slots were given over to Rotary officials who updated members on develop-

ments within RIBI and International, including a most encouraging report on Ro-

tary’s co-ordinated efforts to eradicate Polio worldwide. 
 

The conference ended with a seemingly impromptu 45 minute talk by Ann Widde-

combe, trenchant and pithy, fluent and delivered entirely without notes.  You may or 

may not like her politics, but you had to be impressed by the person. 
 

Telford beckons as the venue for District’s 2012 Conference.   

Early bookings recommended! 
 

Profile Roger Rose  

 
I was born in 1946 in a nursing home in Faversham, Kent, the result of five years in 

North Africa fighting Rommel.  This makes me a man of Kent, that is to say born 

east of the River Medway.  I was an only child and spent my formative years at the 

family home in Sittingbourne, a town dependent for employment in those days on 

the two paper mills owned by a company called Bowaters.  The relevance of this 

will become apparent later. 

I enjoyed my school days, failed my eleven plus and ended up at the local secondary 

modern school.  In those days there was no opportunity to take ‘O’ levels at that 

school and you were left looking for a job at fifteen.  I decided to move on to the 

Maidstone College of Commerce and spent three years taking ‘O’ and ‘A’ levels 

mainly in commercial subjects plus the statutory maths and English.  I finally se-

cured a place at Bristol University to read Commerce with the intention of going on 

to a teaching career, but this was not to happen. 

During the three years at Maidstone I spent my summer holidays in the Accounts 

Department at Sittingbourne Mill.  A job secured for me by my father who worked 

at the mill as had my grandfather.  As a family we completed 141 years service in 



the paper industry.  This was no silver spoon job, my grandfather had been what I 

call an old fashion papermaker adding a bit of this and a drop of that to the 

pulper.  My father was a production shift worker, an ardent socialist and trade 

union worker.  A few years on this provided loud and colourful conversation 

around the family meal table. 

Each summer I was offered permanent employment which I refused, hell bent on 

my teaching career until the summer between Maidstone and Bristol when Bowa-

ters suggested I join them as a management trainee.  I had always had to work 

very hard to pass exams and I suddenly saw another three years of study ahead of 

me, so I succumbed and accepted the job.  My father was furious, he had never 

wanted me to follow him and grandfather into the paper industry.  In later years I 

think he was quite proud of my achievements and I have never regretted the deci-

sion. 

I spent less than two years at the mill before moving to Bowater House in London 

to become part of the London sales office.  Long enough though to meet my wife, 

Jackie, although we did not marry until my first move to Manchester which came 

some four years later.  Jackie was a shorthand typist at the mill sitting in a typing 

pool that was laid out like a classroom with a dragon of a woman sitting at the 

teacher’s desk.  I was always in trouble with her as I tried to spend as much time 

as possible chatting up this slim young blonde that later became my wife.  I learnt 

some years later that my then boss had questioned Jackie about our relationship 

and suggested that we would have a good future together as he saw me having a 

successful career in the industry. 

Back to the move to Manchester from London, this was 1968 and it took me 

away from my parent’s home for the first time, some compensations though, I 

took a flat in a large house in the Didsbury suburb of Manchester.  I was the only 

male all the other residents being girls form the School of Music! 

Bowater had decided that my future was on the selling side of the business and 

during the time there I was let loose on customers for the first time as a junior 

sales representative. Company car and expenses, how I thought I had arrived!  

Jackie and I were engaged by then and we decided it was stupid to be stuck at 

opposite ends of the country and decided to marry as quickly as possible.  As a 

result of this decision we were married on the 1st of March, 1969 and bought our 

first house in the Cheshire suburbs of south Manchester. 

We were not there for very long when the company offered me the position of 

Bristol Office Sales Manager.  We settled in the village of Winterbourne, our 

eldest son, David, was born and I joined Downend Round Table.  These were the 

days when most major companies had sales offices in all the important provincial 

cities and it was mid 1972 when we were on the move again back to Sitting-

bourne where our other two sons were born and I transferred to Sittingbourne 

Round Table.  Once more I was commuting to London as General Manager of all 

our UK sales offices.  My claim to fame whilst I had that job was to close down 

all the offices having decided to administer all sales from the mill in Sitting-

bourne.  I had not done myself out of a job as my future had already been mapped 



out to me.  I was to get the mill sales office up and running and then we would make 

our second move back to Manchester.  This was 1980 and as part of the sales reorgani-

sation we introduced specialist sales teams.  Up until then individuals had sold the 

complete range of papers produced by Bowaters.  I returned to Manchester as Northern 

Sales Manager for recycled corrugated case materials.  We moved back to the Cheshire 

suburbs and another Round Table transfer to Cheadle and Gatley where I was Chair-

man in 1983/4. 

My big 40 came in 1986 and we were on the move again back to Kent, to a small vil-

lage between Canterbury and Sandwich and we remained there until our move to Lut-

terworth two years ago.  I took over the role of UK Sales Manager for case materials.  

This move led to probably the most exciting and also the most frustrating time of my 

career.  During 1987 the management teams at the two mills in Sittingbourne and an-

other Bowater mill in Aberdeen put together a management buy out and we bought the 

three mills and a waste paper company and formed a company called UK Paper.  We 

moved o to public flotation and following this the company was taken over by Fletcher 

Challenge, a forest products company in New Zealand.  MBO’s were very fashionable 

at that time and we achieved an outstanding multiple on our investment.  No more 

mortgage and retirement at 60 assured. 

Then came the frustration, the case material mill I was selling for was not part of the 

Fletcher Challenge deal and was sold to David S. Smith St.Regis Paper, a group spe-

cialising in the production of recycled papers.  I was appointed Sales Director, their 

reward package was far better than anything we had enjoyed at Bowaters but the phi-

losophy was so different and perhaps I had been with the same company for too long so 

after three years I just walked away with Jackie’s agreement, no job to go to.   and 

three children at school.  I did not work for five months during which time we travelled 

and for the first time ever I could watch the boys play sport. 

Then a phone call came from an old Bowater colleague, ten years my senior.  He had 

left Bowater some years earlier to work for a Scandinavian company which was in turn 

taken over by another Scan. Company and he found himself redundant.  Following this 

he started a paper agency company importing newsprint into the UK.  When he con-

tacted me he was flat on his back after major back surgery and had just been offered the 

agency for two case material mills in Germany, this was not a product area he was fa-

miliar with and he asked me if I could do anything with it. I joined him initially as a 

consultant but was very quickly made the third member of their Board.  The other di-

rector being responsible for imports of pulp.  I became MD when my old colleague 

retired in 2000.  He had started in a small way after his Scan. skirmish but by the time I 

retired in 2006 the company had enjoyed substantial growth and today is the largest 

case materials agency in the UK. 

What came with retirement.  Many things, some I had been involved with before but 

new was voluntary work for the Pilgrim’s Hospice Group in East Kent and a decision 

to study for ordination into the Anglican Church.  Jackie was already a lay minister 

specialising in childrens’ ministry in the Canterbury Diocese.  Then just over two years 

ago we decided to move to Lutterworth.  We were left in a house that was far too large 

for us in a very isolated rural area, eldest son who is married to an Anglican Priest had 



moved to her new parish in London, middle son is here in Lutterworth married to a 

local lass, they both teach and youngest is in Northampton where he is the Librarian 

at the university.  They were encouraging us to move, lack of  baby sitters I think, so 

we decided to do it and here we are.  We are very settled, very happy and very busy 

doing what we want to do and with no one looking over our shoulders.  I have con-

tinued my hospice work with Loros, I am a governor at Bitteswell school represent-

ing the Diocese of Leicester, we worship at Bitteswell Church and I have started 

taking services there to give some relief to Ernie Stanford and in preparation   for 

Mervyn’s retirement next year.  Jackie works part time at Bitteswell School, she is a 

member of the W.I., Cooperative Womens’ Guild and a Trustee of. Age Concern.  

The rest of her time is spent keeping fit for both of us!  Finally I was privileged to 

join Rotary and I thank you all for the very warm welcome you extended to me. 
 

InterCare 
 

A third large box of unwanted prescription medicines has been sent off over the 

weekend to sub-Saharan countries in Africa.  Cameroon,  Ghana,  Malawi,  Sierra 

Leone,  Tanzania,  and Zambia. 

 

PROPOSED FUTURE EVENTS 

 

Thursday 3rd November - Coffee Morning at the Town Hall 

 

Wednesday 16th  November - A visit to the Olympic Site in London is being or-

ganised by Bridget Hunt.  Hopefully you have your name on her list, if not contact 

her quickly  

 

Saturday and Sunday 12th and 13th November  Disabled Sports National Cham-

pionship Coventry. 

 

Wednesday 23rd November    District Quiz at Wigston Stage,  

Wigston 7-30 for 8 p.m.     Cost £12 each 

 

Sunday 27th November - 3rd Santa Fun Run with Wycliffe Club 

 

December 15th - The Curve Theatre Outing   “42nd Street” 

 

December 19 - 22nd - Collection with Inner Wheel at Morrisons in Aid of Air Am-

bulance and Rotary Charities. 

 

Wednesday 22nd February 2012 - Skittles Evening at Wolvey in Aid of Polio 

 

 
 

Peter J Osborn—Rossett Green—Valley Lane -Bitteswell -Leics.  LE17 4SA 

Tel: 01455  553178 


