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Foreword 
 
From 15th to 20th February 2008 my partner, Bernie Ashmore, and I, and the friends 
that were with us at hospital during this time, learnt that he had cancer. The 
diagnosis took five days - a roller-coaster journey. From investigative blood tests 
taken the week before, through to admittance at A and E, an initial diagnosis of 
gallstones, scans, the less positive news that it was a tumour, then probably bowel 
cancer. Then the worst we could have imagined, probably pancreatic cancer. In fact, 
we were to learn later after the histology report that he had ampullary cancer, a less 
common cancer of the ampulla, near the sphincter of vater, a kind of major 
crossroads in the body.  
 

Our son, Joe, had his 13th birthday on 18th February and his party and sleepover 
were planned for the weekend following, which thanks to friends and family, and a 
supportive consultant who let Bernie come home for the afternoon, duly took place 
with the correct amount of sleeplessness and refined sugar. It was also half-term, 
and we had had to cancel a much-planned trip to Southern Spain with friends, Mike 
and Sue. So that holiday week we were still able to spend a lot of time together as a 
family. Driving to visit Bernie in hospital Joe asked me the question, “Do llamas 
have two toes?”  I did not know the answer to this question. What I was struck with 
very forcibly at that time, and since, is that Bernie would know the answer and that 
Joe would probably have many other such questions in the future that I would not be 
able to answer. The potential loss for Joe, the inadequacy of my general knowledge 
and reflection on Bernie’s polymath nature seemed to be summed up in that 
question, which also encapsulated for me the hope of life, its brilliance and its 
bizarreness. It resonated with me then, and has done so since. (Llamas do have two 
toes, and they have three eyelids).  

 
On 17th March after 21 years together, Bernie and I got married. Two days later 

he had major surgery, the Whipple operation, to remove the tumour. He made a 
good recovery and much against the odds his prognosis was initially very good. We 
celebrated our wedding in September in Devon with all our friends and family. 
Unfortunately, by then we knew that he already had microscopic secondaries in his 
liver. He died in January 2009, having lived those last few months very fully and 
with some joy.  

 
This is a short collection of poems that Joe and I have written about Bernie, his 

death and the loss we experienced, and still do. The first three poems are by Joe, and 
the rest of the collection are by myself. The second section is a slightly edited 
version of the tributes to Bernie read at his funeral. 
 
Helen Scadding 4/11/17
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Wanderer 
 
 

From my crawlspace 

under the bow, 

surrounded by crusted rope and metal, 

I imagine monsters below. 

 

Outside 

the storm rips the air. 

Sea and sky merge 

into a watercolour. 

 

At the tiller 

cheekbones turned against the world, 

white foam spots on a white-speckled beard 

flint eyes map the waves. 

 

Closer to me, 

hands soft and strong 

clasp line and sheet, 

and stay the course. 

 

“Jibe-ho!” 

Swinging boom, 

whistling mainsheet, 

and the daredevil lurch. 
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We buffet and bounce,  

cold salt touches my brow. 

I am nearly shaken from my station, 

but I hunker down. 

 

We are a crew, us few three. 

He: Captain for now, 

Her: First mate, second-in-command, 

Me: Lowly cabin boy. 

 

Now the calm tack 

out of the wind’s gaze. 

Only the creak of the mast  

tells me we are homeward-bound. 
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Bath Talk 
 
 

I remember 

our bath talks. 

 

You sitting on the floor. 

Me in the steam. 

 

The shower curtain is between us 

blue with tropical fish. 

 

Why are pebbles round? 

The wind and sea make them round. 

 

Why does the dog pant? 

Because she cannot sweat. 

 

Where will you be when you die? 

In the ground and the worms will eat me. 

 

The heat of the water hurts my feet. 

I make a beard from soap bubbles. 

 

Mine is white like Father Christmas. 

Yours is black wire. 

 

Have you gone? 

I’m still here. 

 

The curtain is between us 

The water is cold now.  
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Pictures of a Holiday 
 
 

Gentlest strokes 
like whispers on paper. 
 
Stains and blotches 
mixed on a warm slate pallet. 
 
Droplets of sunlight fall 
warming faces and smiles. 
 
The shock of the sea grasps 
but baked rocks seep warmth. 
 
Hidden treasures lie in cool pools, 
crab legs and starfish. 
 
In the dappled quiet of the forest 
the bluebells’ musk is a spell cast. 
 
An old bunker hunkers down in the grass, 
ghosts chase us away. 
 
Soft pebbles on the beach 
glow like hard candies in glass jars. 
 
The sun sets in vermillion red 
and then comes the night sky, 
 
ivory black as shining jet-stone. 
Far away, storms broil. 
 
Creased skin like leather splits in mirth. 
Glasses clink and cutlery chatters. 
 
Gentlest strokes 
like whispers. 
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Caravan 65 
 
 

When we wake 

the windowed oak tree 

opens our eyes. 

The breeze takes 

an orange curtain corner 

outside to the field. 

And under the carpet 

there are stars on the grass. 
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Southwold 
 
 

They caught our eye and it only took a minute  

to buy the two pictures. 

 

We must have had some cash to spare  

and somehow they seemed familiar. 

 

A pair in simple frames, a yellow wash  

with a thin far line of sea. 

 

In one, a smudge of red holds a tugging kite,  

in the other, a black brushstroke man with dog.  

 

The still emptiness of those pastel beaches  

always draws me in to that damp sand,  

 

so cool in the early morning 

when we kicked up the waves like colts 

 

and watched our son run naked in wide zig zags  

across that openness.  

 

Later, looking back, I saw you standing there  

perpendicular — alone on all that sand. 
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Under Autumn Beeches 
 
 

The windscreen filled with copper 

a vein red blaze across the blue of sky: 

we spiral up with the leaves, 

blinking in their clean, gold gleam, 

 

drive on across the bridge 

a car behind, our walk to do, a day to live. 

We cannot hold this moment 

or the next. Although we know 

 

that like a playground’s chalked divide, 

I have other autumns yet to come, 

for you this is the only time  

you cried. 
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Crossing 
 
 

A broad reach in a sail-white sun 

we crossed four furlongs of the Stour 

to find another shore. 

Warmed with wine, with bones of wood 

with pebbles smooth as cream 

we came back creased with salt and smiles,  

and ran our fingers deep in green. 

 

Still beating, hauling, tacking home 

from there to here to now 

I steer you softly to our room 

and fold you in my arms. 

I breathe a tiny wordless breeze  

so you can cross alone. 
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After  

 
 
I’d like to talk to you about the dying. 

Your breath coming,  

going  

with the blackbird’s song. 

The utterliness of it. 

To lie with you. 

To look up at the unchanged ceiling. 

To ask,  

“How was it for you?” 
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Terra Incognita 
 
 

So this is the journey I am on 

whether it is a hundred 

or twelve or six 

or just the one 

that leaves me 

to carry on. 

 

I thought I was well prepared. 

I had made a list 

but I lost it  

when I needed it most 

although I wasn’t in a hurry. 

 

Maybe I had too much time 

to lay things out 

to empty the vases 

to wake and walk  

not knowing  

that I had already arrived. 

 

Now I pace myself 

quietly counting steps 

holding my breath 

so that I can  

blow out all the candles. 
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The Chinese Cat 
 
 

The Chinese cat is on the mantelpiece, 

its stone back softened with touch.  

A souvenir or a totem  

buried in a grave. 

 

It holds the cat’s elusive comfort  

scratching at the door 

to find a soft stroked lap,  

only to slip half seen  

behind the angle of a wall. 

 

These worn things will survive us 

and comfort as we turn them over in our palm. 

The rings in their boxes, 

the much read book,  

the cat on the mantelpiece. 

 

But you are not within my reach. 

Away, in your own place,  

where I will never stroke  

the blue vein of your forearm. 

Nor you  

lightly touch my back. 
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The Invisible Blanket 
(Title from A Grief Observed, CS Lewis) 

 
 
Without a pact one of us had to go first.  

I tried to hold you back with prayers.  

But you left anyway. And I believed you  

when you said it was your time.   

 

I come home now to the things just  

as they were and as they may always be. 

I open windows wide onto the cold night.  

I talk nonsense to the dog. 

   

I feel the invisible blanket between  

the world and me and in the silence  

I sometimes catch myself leaning  

slightly to the right —  exactly where 

your shoulder used to be.  
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Opening the Gate 
 
 

Out to the far reaches of the Central Line 

Gants Hill, Wanstead, Newbury Park. 

Past the late night orange red  

of cars that stop at cash machines and pick up  

girls and takeaways. 

 

The sky appears. 

It rushes at us from the East 

a lemon grey 

hitting land 

spread flat with grass.  

 

There opening wide the gate 

I leap into a river wind 

ribboning from the Stour. 

 

Now here among the kept things 

in a curtained room of lists 

I find old promises, stones, 

a silver key. 

 

Oh! to open that gate again,  

to walk down towards the river  

and sail across together.  
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Blackberries 
 
 

This year was filled  

with the promise 

of green tea, 

of linen drying 

on a taut line, 

of days filled with more 

than just your gaze. 

 

But I still find 

I cannot leave 

without a glance. 

You follow me 

after the sun settles 

across the lawn,  

walking by the lanes 

where the blackberries are back, 

still out of reach, 

but bigger. 
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Tributes to Bernie read at his funeral on 9th February 2009 
 
 
Family — Madeline Spencer (Bernie’s cousin) 
 
I’d like to recall Bernie’s early years. Eric and Kath Ashmore together with baby 
Mark had moved from Sheffield into the top floor of the Hardy family home in 
Chorlton, South Manchester. Born a few months before Bernie, I lived downstairs 
with my mother Berta. The house-share didn’t last very long, soon Eric and Kath 
moved to a house in nearby Stretford. There Bernie was born at the Memorial 
Hospital in September 1951. Bernie was very shy and hid behind his mother when 
faced with the prospect of his first day at school. A Catholic education had already 
impressed his brother Mark, who clutched his St Christopher’s medal and stomped 
into the road and held it up against the oncoming traffic. ‘The medal will protect 
me,’ he declared. Bernie clutched my hand tightly as we stood mesmerized. 
Thankfully Mark’s faith faltered, although to be fair he’d kept his options open by 
choosing an ambling milk float. 
 

By the end of the decade his father Eric had gained a new job which meant the 
Ashmore family left us for far-away Coventry. Here the boys attended All Souls 
School on Abercorn Road. It was two bus rides from home and in turns the older 
boys looked after the younger. Here lifelong friendships were forged. Bernie was 
able to keep his unused bus fare if he opted for the long walk home and the bounty 
in aniseed balls was generously spread amongst his friends such as Mike Blood. 
There were plenty of holidays when I was able to join my cousins, Mark and 
Bernie and their young brothers Chris and Michael, in the Midlands, although 
recovering from polio and in callipers I wasn’t their ideal team-mate. 

 
The lads were mad on sports, Mark was a superb swimmer, Bernie a great all-

rounder, and they all shared a passion for cricket. One day the stumps were lost but 
ever-thoughtful the boys suggested I stand behind the wicket, my callipers would 
do instead. Frustrated with my slowness Bernie and Mark were enjoying playing 
on the common. Simon the family retriever was tied to a tree, in the branches 
above they’d propped me up out of the way. Lunch beckoned, Bernie and Mark 
scampered home where their worried mother questioned my whereabouts. It was a 
Saturday, so Uncle Eric was able to come to the rescue. For my suffering I was 
given sole charge of the boys’ favourites, a garage, complete with ramp and 
flashing lights, plus their fort.   
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With a younger brother came responsibilities. At dinner, baby Chris took his 

plate and emptied his dinner on his head. ‘Why did you let him do that?’ 
demanded their mother, ‘Well we didn’t know he was going to do it,’ retorted 
Bernie and Mark.  

 
Bernie was out with his friends trainspotting when news of his eleven plus 

success came through. Bishop Ullathorne Roman Catholic School on Leasowes 
Avenue was still run by priests and there was tight discipline, but Bernie excelled 
both academically and at sport. He survived relatively unscathed until he took up 
chess and broke his foot at a tournament. It was a heady time for adolescence set 
amidst the political and cultural furore of the sixties.  

 
At school with friends Pete, Mick, John and Chris, Bernie enjoyed esoteric 

board games, folk music and what was becoming known as the alternative society. 
A big influence on Bernie at this time was a teacher, Dave Prescod – the first 
Bernie had encountered outside holy orders, a professed Buddhist. ‘Call me Dave,’ 
the new master declared. Although a science teacher his new mentor opened 
unforeseen intellectual avenues and saw Bernie on the path to political 
radicalisation. Amongst his early achievements was helping to establish the 
National Association of School Students. The very opposite to Dave Prescod was 
Jock Nicholson whom Bernie loathed. Years later whilst travelling in rural India 
Bernie discovered Jock dishing out his firebrand Catholic wisdom at a remote 
village school. 

 
It was inevitable that Bernie would go on to university although we all hurried 

to his bedside as glandular fever looked like taking its toll. Thankfully he went on 
to read Physics and Philosophy at Guildford before eventually moving on for 
postgraduate teacher training at Reading although he still found time for his 
younger brothers - taking a teenage Chris to his first rock festival at Huddersfield.  

    
Bernie - educated, sporting, aficionado of good ale, free-thinking, life-loving 

and a much-missed dear cousin. 
 

**** 
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Friendship — Mike Godfrey (Bernie’s friend)  
 
I met Bernie at Willesden High School in South Brent in 1974. I was still in my 
first year of teaching and I was finding it very challenging. A new teacher arrived 
to teach Religious Education and Physics. He had no teacher training, was a 
professed atheist and had recently completed a degree in Physics and Philosophy. 
He loved to argue and was interested in introducing the study of comparative 
religions. 

 
Bernie had very long wavy fair hair, long bushy sideburns and an effervescent 

bouncy personality. He argued in a way that made you feel good. He enjoyed 
holding viewpoints which took you by surprise and made you think, like saying he 
supported the Young Liberals, a very unfashionable view but Bernie relished the 
ensuing debates.  

 
Bernie and I looked more like hippies than teachers: so as new teachers we 

didn’t make it easy for ourselves! Away from work, we spent hours talking about 
the meaning of the world and what we wanted to do in it. Willesden High School 
was not what either of us wanted. Both of us wanted something different. I 
completed two years at Willesden and then disappeared to Mexico for four years. 
Bernie decided enough is enough and left mid-year to become a milkman! 

 
When I returned to England, I lived in Leamington.  Bernie had now trained 

and was working as a primary teacher in nearby Coventry. I saw a lot of him. He 
was always animated about the exciting ideas he shared with the children. Talking 
with him it was easy to see how much they must have loved him. When Bernie 
talked about his work it was always inspiring. And I was always after his top tips. 
He told me that if he followed the traditional career path it would lead to him being 
a deputy and then headteacher. But he didn’t want to do that. He loved the work 
with children but was not interested in management. I guess Bernie was the 
original ‘Advanced Skills teacher’. 

 
Bernie would talk about his 48K Sinclair Spectrum and how personal 

computers would revolutionise the world. He’d write little interactive programmes 
in BBC Basic that would start a conversation with you. Over the years he’d argue 
for Sinclair rather than Acorn and later Acorn rather than Microsoft. He was 
always the independent thinker arguing the minority viewpoint.  He left the 
classroom at this time to become an advisory teacher for ICT. I loved seeing him 
demonstrate the best primary programmes of the time, he would become really 
excited and his enthusiasm was infectious. Dread Dragon Droom and its sequel 
Dust, which had little cartoon characters in spaceships undertaking mathematical 
adventures to save the princess — these and many more gems went into my 
teaching. 
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When Bernie moved to manage Oxfam’s Development Education Centre in 

London he drew all his talents and interests together. In 1993 he produced 
Mapping Our World which literally turned the world upside down — map D was 
the Peter’s projection upside down with the Pacific Ocean in the centre. This 
beautiful project has been developed further as an interactive web resource with 
cartoon characters and Holey Moley whose tunnels are so long that they go all the 
way through the earth and out the other side. She asks you to guess where she’ll 
pop out if she starts digging in Britain! Bernie combined his unique intelligent 
thinking around the subject matter with his wonderful sense of fun. 

 
When you spent time with Bernie he brought the best out in you and you’d feel 

you had had your batteries recharged and were ready to get back to the fray.  When 
you were with him he had clearly got something that was worth having. He made 
everything exciting. Bernie and I shared a liking for games and puzzles. If we 
played chess, Bernie sometimes played without a queen!  Fortunately, we 
discovered we both liked playing Go. Once we started a game there was no mercy 
on either side. For a leading proponent of non-competitive sports days for children 
in schools Bernie could be surprisingly competitive himself! In badminton he’d 
duck under the net to deliver impossible return shots and have you in stitches and 
we had great games of table tennis where he’d come up with impossible spin shots. 

 

He enjoyed the good life, good food, good music and good company. On a 
couple of walks Bernie brought a mysterious rucksack. At the appropriate moment 
out came tablecloth, very fancy picnic and bottle of wine with glasses. On another 
visit we were taken on a magical mystery tour ending up at Riverford for an 
exceptional meal in their Field Kitchen. We often met at Womad where Bernie 
assembled family and friends. We’d intermittently meet up over the weekend in 
the Chai tent to hear that we had just missed one of the best acts ever. 

 

In younger years many women really liked Bernie – he was a real catch!  How 
lucky he met Helen. He told me at the time that he had met this amazing woman 
who was out in Ghana. It was sometime before we met and then we all went on 
several enjoyable holidays together. One Spanish holiday was miraculous. Bernie 
was so good with young people that it was obvious he would make a great dad. He 
was so proud of Joe as he grew up and his many talents: he loved sailing with Joe 
and was really happy when Joe learned to sail his own Topper. 

 
I have been really lucky to have enjoyed such a long friendship with Bernie. He 

has been there through hard times and good. I am sure I am not alone in treasuring 
my memories of wonderful times spent with him - an absolutely brilliant best 
friend. 
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***** 

 
Work — Kate Moorse (Bernie’s colleague) 
 
I want to do justice to someone who has touched so many lives and who was 
unique and special in so many ways. I am talking about Bernie’s professional life 
yet this cannot be divorced from Bernie, the warm and generous friend. As an ex-
colleague has said you first noticed and respected Bernie for his professionalism 
but you very quickly realized that what made him so good professionally were his 
human qualities and if you were lucky enough in that work context, he 
subsequently became your valued friend. Well, very many of us became his friends 
and the journey from professional respect to valued friendship was a very short 
one. 
 

Bernie came to work with me in Enfield in 1997. We were the Humanities 
Advisory Team and we plied our trade from a hut in the playground of a primary 
school which also housed the Teachers’ Centre. Bernie was the sitting tenant and 
Hut A was stuffed to the gunnels with teaching and learning resources which 
Bernie promptly added to. He brought with him a hugely valuable dowry and set 
of experiences and training strategies that we had already sampled over the years 
when he had previously been the Primary Adviser for Oxfam’s Education Service. 
Very quickly Hut A came to be described as a refuge, an oasis from the maelstrom 
that was the Local Authority, primary strategies and Ofsted. Someone has drawn 
the analogy that you tied up your camel outside, pulled up the drawbridge and 
entered into, “the clear waters of reason” – always with tea and biscuits to hand! 

 
The adjective that is used to describe Bernie most, and his training sessions and 

workshops, is ‘inspiring’. So, it’s entirely appropriate that this is what he chose to 
use in his strapline when going it alone with ‘Inspiring Education’. His approach 
was always active, participative, fun, challenging and creative. As an adviser he 
worked very closely with teachers in their classrooms, frequently taking on a team 
teaching or mentoring role. He encouraged others to reach for the sky and enhance 
the experiences of the young people in their charge and celebrated with them when 
they did. Teachers and headteachers alike highly valued his work in their schools. 
Many young teachers who have passed through Bernie’s induction sessions say 
that he has been present throughout their careers to date, always supporting and 
inspiring them. One head teacher has said of Bernie: 
 
‘Some people are in education, and some people are educators.  Bernie was an 
educator.  The reason I say this is because he was engaged with children and 
young people not for himself; he worked the system for their benefit (I can still 
see the twinkle in his eye when we pulled off obtaining new resources and 
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funding).  The projects he engaged in were about believing that we could raise 
the bar, giving individuals opportunities they thought they never could have 
experienced.  His work with Ghana is a prime example, where in the end 
teachers and pupils were visiting each other from both countries.  The cultural 
experiences they had are embedded in their lives’. 
 

My own observation was that he was meticulous in planning what he would 
do but instinctively intuitive to the people he worked with and always ready to 
meet the needs of individuals. Another ex-colleague – one of many – describes 
Bernie as one of the most creative and talented teachers ever – never boring 
and always pushing boundaries. Children loved him – they said there were 
always surprises – he was quirky, off the wall. 

 
Bernie lived his values. In all things he was inclusive, implicitly challenging 

and kept the vision of a just world alive. Someone observed that he was totally 
lacking in male ego and I know what they mean. If a social or work situation 
looked as though it was moving into uncomfortable territory, Bernie was quick to 
make an intervention that sought to isolate the issue, calmly challenge and support 
people through to a resolution. As a headteacher colleague has said of Bernie when 
working as a teacher in Coventry, ‘he had a healthy disrespect for management, 
and he and his colleagues became known as the socialist republic of Edgewick’. 
He continued to be a terrier about the excesses of the National Curriculum and 
assessment regimes but set about making it work for the benefit of children and 
their teachers. 

 
Bernie was a collaborator par excellence — he had enormous respect for the 

expertise and experience of others and drew readily on them. He was equally quick 
to reciprocate with his ideas and his work was underpinned by collegiality with 
others. Partnerships were always genuine whether it was working to develop 
literacy and support pupils with English as an Additional Language, supporting 
boys in writing through history, working with special needs pupils, Local Agenda 
21, Citizenship, On the Line, working with Channel 4 on The Vikings, or 
developing the Middlesex MA programme (to name but a few examples). Through 
pooling expertise, outcomes were always of the highest quality, greater than the 
sum of their parts and they modelled for all, the benefits of collaborative planning, 
teaching and learning. 

 
Bernie was so often ahead of the field in championing developments and 

initiatives. In the 80s in Coventry, he was one of the first to bring computers into 
the curriculum. He was using pupil voice — asking young people for their 
opinions — way before it became a plank of government policy. He took to 
thinking skills like a duck to water and it was only a short hop to Philosophy for 
Children and the University of the First Age which he developed in Enfield 
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schools before leaving. He took very seriously the value of pupils’ and teachers’ 
views and the importance of evaluation of any significant development that he was 
part of. Action research was built into everything he did so not only did he have a 
go himself at what he was encouraging teachers to do, he would conduct structured 
interviews following a sequence of work and he is to be seen on Teachers’ TV 
evaluating with a colleague (Graham Hicks) a very powerful initiative to develop 
boys’ writing through history with the teacher acting in role.  

 
Bernie leaves a legacy to the world of education — in many tangible resources 

that are in daily use in schools and training contexts; in fun, thinking skill activities 
and collaborative learning tasks that have entered our repertoires; and in teachers 
and pupils themselves.   

 
These final quotations from other ex-colleagues speak volumes of the man we 

knew, loved and respected: 
 
Bernie was a truly wonderful man, a fantastic professional and a great friend and 
mentor.  He was also that thing that marks out those who are really great (and 
respected as such by teachers and heads) in advisory roles — he was passionate 
about education AND brilliant in the classroom.  
 
Bernie was such an active and inspiring man who could have filled several 
lifetimes with his enthusiasm and commitment.  
  
Bernie was one of the people who has been able to remind the rest of us why we do 
the job we do. 
 

***** 
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Partner and father — Helen  
 
I met Bernie in February 1987 at an NUT anti-racist committee meeting in 
Coventry. The thing I most remember was that even before I met Bernie in person 
(he had been travelling at the time) he was, so to speak, already in the room, well 
before he actually returned to Coventry, because his name cropped up so much in 
everybody’s conversation. I can remember thinking — he sounds interesting. We 
became very active politically together at that time and by April of that year at the 
national NUT conference had become partners. 
 

Bernie was a great polymath, with an answer for everything and was a source 
of information on practically everything. He had a great love of reading, of art and 
of words, playing Scrabble and agonising over cryptic crosswords. But he also 
enjoyed and conquered fiendish Sudoku and was a good chess player. He was a 
skilled artist and we have the pleasure of seeing some of his best work displayed at 
home. 

 
He loved a discussion and would argue his point like a dog with the bone, but I 

was a good match. He was left-handed — very annoying for me as he often 
referred to this as a potential and actual source of discrimination — a way to wind 
me up if the feminist spirit in me became too much. 

 
We learnt to sail, memorably before the children were born, with Rob and 

Debbie in Greece. Despite the night we stayed up until four in the morning by the 
sea singing every Beatles song we could remember, Bernie became an experienced 
helmsman. He was quiet, in control and able to play it safe. I trusted him 
completely and we sailed together and with Joe for fourteen years on the Stour and 
the Dart. 

 
But most of all what I hold of Bernie is his warm welcoming smile and his 

wonderful eyes — twinkling, loving, gentle and always, always there for me.   
 
Bernie’s and my life revolved (and mine still does) around maps and journeys. 

Together (and with Joe) we had the great privilege of travelling and living in many 
parts of the world-  Ghana, Australia, Burma, Thailand, France, Portugal, skiing in 
Zermatt and Ischgl, Egypt, Namibia, Iceland, New York — many lovely places. 
And, of course, Bernie had travelled to many countries with friends well before I 
met him. 
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However, the important thing for me about all the travelling and adventure — 

and some of our greatest adventures were here in the UK (at Southwold, at 
Wrabness, at Womad, on the Coast-to-Coast walk and at Forest School Camp) was 
that we came home. Home was our launching pad, it was where our books and pets 
were, and after I returned from Ghana we made our home in London and then in 
Devon.  

 
Our greatest adventure together of course was the birth of, and our relationship 

with, our beautiful son, Joe. Bernie gave Joe that great gift, he taught him how to 
be a young man in a challenging world. He instilled in us his important values: to 
seek out justice; to be able to stand apart from the crowd if need be; to be prepared 
at times to lead; to question and challenge; and how to have fun and be generous 
with our time and our love.  

 
Bernie faced the last challenging year of his life with courage, with dignity and 

with humour. Facing very serious and possibly life-threatening surgery in March 
2008 he wrote a spoof medical leaflet just before the operation, taking delight in 
reading it to his consultant. It captures something of Bernie’s spirit: his strength, 
his humour, his energy and his warmth. 

 
We still feel the deep pain of his loss. He knew in September 2008 that we 

would probably all be living our lives without him. There is much unfinished in his 
life and now ours. I hope we can complete some of that together.  



  

 25  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



  

 26  

 

 

 

 

Any additional proceeds from the sale of this booklet 

will be donated to the annual 

Bernie Ashmore Award 

for Student Achievement and Engagement 

in the Field of Globalization and International Development 

at Northampton University 

 

 



  

 

 
 
 
 

 
 


