
Memories from James Morritt, who visited Nethercott House twice with Holy Trinity School from 
Forest Hill, in South London, 81-82 or 82-83. 
 
“I had my first kiss at Nethercott, at the bottom of the field in front of the main house, and I 
remember my first – and only – feeling of homesickness and having to be comforted in the quiet 
room by my teacher. 
 
My best friend Sean, who lived opposite me, suffered from Cystic Fibrosis, and had to have twice 
daily physiotherapy administered by his extremely scary mum, Beverley. This involved him laying 
over her knees whilst she thumped his back HARD, to literally beat the mucous out of his lungs. It 
looked aggressive even to me as a 7 year old but it was done by his mum who loved him to bits. 
She used to scream “Sean,…………….physio!!!!” from the front door, usually in curlers when it was 
time for his workout (I think Beverley was born in curlers) in an extremely loud, cockney accent 
that could strip paint, and which you could hear from about a mile away, and we’d have to run to 
his house and wait for him to have it done so we could carry on playing football as he was mostly 
always in goal as he wasn’t that mobile. 
 
Sean’s condition prevented him from coming to Nethercott, as he needed daily care, and everyone 
was really sad. But then one of the teachers, Mr Fawcett, volunteered to be taught how to do the 
physio by Beverley, so Sean could go on the trip (which is still to this day one of the kindest things 
I’ve seen anyone do) I remember the other kids being fascinated watching Sean receive his physio 
in the quiet room, and me being very protective of him as he was my friend, and telling Mr. Fawcett 
if he was going wrong as I’d seen it 100s of times (and him taking notice of my advice). Sean died 
at 21 and I still think of him every time Nethercott comes to mind.  
 
I remember his laugh on that trip, for someone so sick, he never complained (kids are tough) and 
he was always laughing. I remember the absolute riotous, loud, mischievous, dirty, mucky, tiring, 
hilariously funny, fascinating, transcendental, transformative, educational, fresh air filled week 
of fun and mayhem we had as 8 year old best friends on a massive adventure together. I’ll never 
forget Sean, and as I’m writing this I can remember the feelings of those trips with tears in my eyes 
at my desk remembering Sean. 
 
It’s fair to say that we could’ve been a better behaved bunch of lads though. We were made to 
stand against the wall in the hallway of the big house for mucking about during the night in our 
PJ’s, we were made to muck out a cow shed for throwing stones, and we were caught having a 
midnight feast, and reading The Hobbit aloud by torchlight in the boys dorm.  
 
I can remember the farmer holding his apron open to stop us being sprayed by the cows pee as 
they were being milked. I can recall standing in a line holding hands whilst the farmer held his hand 
onto an electric fence (that’s a law suit now days) and my mate Jamie bottling out by letting go at 
the last moment. Feeding the pigs (very very scary) and visiting Hatherleigh, and our teacher, Mr 
Ball, blagging us into the abattoir in Hatherleigh to see how it all worked. Wading into The River 
Torridge, and falling in love with Hebe the horse. And the huge breakfasts with 3 courses.” 
 
Best regards, 
 
James 


