Memories of Rolle College

My memories fall into two categories. Firstly, I grew up in Exmouth during the fifties and sixties and as a child I was aware of the old house that was formerly Southlands School, standing on the site on the corner of Rolle Road and Douglas Avenue. As I lived in Freelands Close, off Drakes Avenue, I frequently took a number 40 bus which travelled up Salterton Road and from the top deck I could see the campus. In the early sixties I can remember the demolition and rebuilding that took place, in particular the large crane used in the construction of the lecture hall. It was fascinating to see the progress as the new, attractive buildings took shape. 
 
One incident that lodges in my mind as a child, must have been one Tuesday evening around 1960. I had been to choir practice at St. Andrew’s church and was cycling home. Going up Rolle Street, I had just reached the post office on the corner of Bicton Street, when I was aware of thick, acrid black smoke billowing down Rolle Road and getting denser the further I went. When I arrived at the Rolle Road and Salterton Road junction I saw the cause. On the corner of Rolle Road and Carlton Hill the old house that stood where the brick built flats now stand was well ablaze, fire engines in attendance. We were told it was a hall of residence and it was suspected that a discarded cigarette had caused the blaze. A few weeks later, some of us ventured inside and saw a scene of utter devastation, in particular I remember the panelled interior doors half burnt through. It wasn’t long before the old house was demolished and the present block of flats built on the site. 
 
In 1964, because of my father’s job, we left Exmouth and moved to Barnstaple. In 1965 I decided to become a teacher and started looking for a training college. At first I discounted Rolle College as I knew it was a ladies college, but I then heard that from September 1966 Rolle College was to become co-ed and so Rolle became my first choice. 
 
I think the lady principal Miss Spicer, found the arrival of hordes of young men rather a culture shock. She was nearing retirement anyway and she tended to keep in the background leaving her deputy to deal with us. 
 
My 3 years at Rolle College (September 1966 to July 1969) were very happy and of course I was able to meet up with old friends from the town.  Rolle itself had a beautiful campus and was small enough to be friendly rather than impersonal, as larger establishments tend to be. The males lived out in digs.  Rolle vetted them very carefully and they were very good. I spent 2 years in Morton Rd and the final year in Ashleigh Rd at the home of a lovely lady who was a mature student at Rolle. During my second year in Morton Rd one of the students owned a Jaguar XK140 and I was often given a lift in it. It was interesting to hear some of the comments made by the old colonels etc about students and student grants. Of course the owner of this car wasn’t on a grant. 
 
I was lucky with lecturers at Rolle College, especially my Education tutor who was Mr Pete Burnham was a lovely man and a good teacher with a marvellous sense of humour.  Other lecturers I remember were Keith Waddams, Peter King, A.J. Jones and Terry Jones. I also acted as a student librarian and the tutor librarian was another Jones, Mr James Owen Jones, knows as Jones the Book!
 
At first, there was no bar, this was established at Eldin in 1968 after much demand. 
I was surprised when my son went to Rolle College in 2002 how little the buildings I knew had changed, although I didn’t know the Spicer Building – that was being built during my last year in 1969. Pictures in the Exmouth Journal last year of the library and gym looked just as I remembered them. 
We were all highly amused by the following incident which happened in 1967. At our digs we had a student called John Smith. He was extremely quiet and studious and as honest as the day is long. One morning just before 8 he was walking from his digs along the seafront to go to breakfast at college.  As he passed the Deer Leap he was stopped by the police as there had been a break in and for some reason they thought he looked suspicious! They asked for his name and of course he answered “John Smith”. He didn’t have his driving licence or his student union card on him and they refused to believe him.  They ended up bundling him into a panda car and taking him up to college and asking a student “Do you know this man?” Fortunately, the first student they met did. The joys of being a small and friendly campus! 
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