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THE PAVIOR - August 2013

COMMENT
Our distinguished President,
Arnold Brown,and Barbara, his wife
have recently moved their abode
the Devonshire Court care home
Oadby, Leicester. Unfortunately the move has aderaffected his laptop and heat
present digitally incommunica. For this reason he has asked me to wriis column in
his place. We hope he will be able to send contribution to our November iss

The main item in this issue is (in my humble opmidhe latest news about t
restoration of the former school building in Stgnfoad. This project is dear to the he
of all those (very) Old Paviors from the 1's and1940s, including myself, whod not
want to see the premises fall into disrepair arsligh. A splendid building (when y
think about it) like that deserved to be put to doose, preferabl educational
accommodation as in the past.

Suddenly it is all happening! The huge sum of £tlion has been prised out of t
nation’s coffersand a most ambitious scheme of redevelopment isafoat, embracin
all the educational sites in the Forest Fields demevoted to the children of infant a
junior school age, it is moving fast withme parts readyor occupation in Septemb
and the full scheme by Christn this year We are now enjoying a period of the keel
anticipation! Colin Salsbury

REMEMBERING FRANK HUDSON
We have received news via our mem
Alan Stevenson that Frank Hudson diec
May 11", aged 82. Although Frank was n
a member of this Society many of us w
were at school in the 1940s can remen
him as a dynamic School Cajn and keen
sportsman with great powers of leaders
Frank was bold enough to grow a vigorous moustadhite still in the sixth forn
and continued to cherish the adornment in later life playedugby for the Old Pavior
group and appeared a phot« of their Over 30s team showm these pages in Novemkt
2011. His funeral took place on Mayl16th when Alan Stewen®presented the Socie

DON HATHAWAY
Geoffrey Donald (Don) Hathaway, a loyand enthusiasticnembe of the Society for
several years, pasd away on June " aged 81We send our sincere condolence
Lesley, his wife. The Society was represented at funeral by our member Edc
Jackson.




READER’' LETTERS
[Another good collection. Keep sending them in!]

FROM JOHN LONSBROUGH

Hello Colin,

| am prompted to write by seeing Geoff Morris’'s qgaein the latest Pavior which
triggers a few memories, additional to my previofferings, from our overlapping years
at HP. The wartime lady teachers were indeed déligh was once very embarrassed by
colliding with one of the young ones on a blind esmat the junction of stairs and top
corridor , my rst experience of an embrace witgaung lady! The only one who taught
me was Miss Westmorland for upper school mathsiaanasing and very ef cient middle-
aged lady .

Like Geoff, | was inspired by Mr (? Bill) Morris tmake chemistry my main subject
and | got university entrance on a ‘chemistry titdeut | was then obliged by government
direction actually to study engineering sciencehwnly mediocre results. Mr Morris was
once a parliamentary candidate for the short-l@dmmonwealth Party’, a socialist
outt, and | was one of several pupils who suppdrtem at his election meetings which
were, | think, at the Quaker Meeting House on Hreame.

Mr (Sammy) Thrasher was also my main school phyteiasher and, like Geoff, the
only time | got into real trouble with him was whkalso had fun with the bench electrics.
In my case it was the low voltage terminals, betwedich | connected a short length of
resistance wire which duly became red hot. Thearved up a rubber pencil eraser by
pushing it against the wire to give very satisfyolguds of smoke and a nauseating smell
which caused temporary evacuation of the lab. Samasynot amused then but eventually
in my sixth form years he became a good friend.

I’'m sad to see the picture of the old laboratoigycklbeing demolished, it's another
bit of my little world gone, but largely offset lihe renovation and re-use of the main
building. In those days things were built strondgist long!

Keep the Paviors coming, they are wonderful!

With every good wish to you all, John L

FROM JOHN WESTWOOD
Metheringham Memories

In 1944 the school decided to support the war effigrallowing boys to go potato
picking in late August or early September, whichrwany was their first time away from
the comforts of home.

The holiday (!!!) started by travelling to Lincoby train and then by bus to a large
house in the middle of nowhere, which | think walexl Methringham Hall. The first job
was to get your palliasse and then fill it withasty if there was any left. If none was
obtainable you had to go round ‘cadging’ straw frothers. We were issued with two
rough blankets and there were about ten boys pen,raith your pals hopefully.

On the first day after a substantial breakfast wesvallocated to the different farms
which picked us up by lorry. The job was to folldlve ‘plough’ or ‘spinner which
unearthed the potatoes and pick them out of thangtoAs you can imagine our bodies
were not used to this type of manual labour but goan got used to it. It was boring
work; you had to complete your allocated slot beftre plough came around again but
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the days were sometimes enlivened by land girls jeimed the party. They were quite an
eye opener to us young teenage boys.

We had a quota to achieve during the day but ieweeeded the quota we usually
were paid a bonus. | think we were paid about $kidings per day. The lorry returned us
to the house after the day’s work where after ¢legpaop we had dinner

The teachers in charge were ‘Chick’ Farr and MrIQdsough | cannot remember
his nickname. They organised ‘wide games’ in thenawg usually ‘hare and hounds’ in
which everybody took part and this continued thtamg the week until some farmer
complained that we were frightening his cattle¢lty enjoyed these games as it was not
often that a suburban boy was under a brilliantinsiy with a full moon. Happy days !

Chick Farr had taken his car to the Hall and onehsahad a request for help from a
farmer who was not on the list so he decided tleatvbuld take three large teenagers in
his Austin 7, or was it a (vintage) Morris MinorerRaps someone can remember. | was
one of the chosen and we started off in brilliamshine but then we dropped down into a
valley full of fog. Chick Farr continued driving fasome time until he decided that we
were lost and could not go any further so we retdno the house where | ended up in the
kitchen cleaning pans. So ended my day

We returned to school to the start of the autuenmta little richer and raring to go.
Needless to say most of us volunteered for the yesaat! John Westwood

FROM ROY TAYLOR
| was at High Pavement from 1937 to 1944 ot(bhat anyone would recognise the
forename because at High Pavement | was alwaysrkbguny nickname : ‘Flash’ !)

| discovered the Paviors website only régeiout despite the time gap it brought
back some wonderful memories. However it was thetrdmution by John Lonsbrough
(see also letter aboyavhich prompted me to write and ask whether heerabers the
calamity which befell the two of us. This happenddlst fire-watching one night during
the 1943-44 winter. It was not, | hasten to addytling to do with the Luftwaffe’'s
incendiary bombs; it concerned Mr Nolan’s piano.

All who attended the HP Stanley Road schablremember the type of piano used
for the assemblies in the hall, but perhaps fewse it could be balanced on two wheels
for ease of movement. We discovered this easesah@noeuvrability and indeed, with
myself sitting on top, John found he could puslatitquite a speed around the hall.
Unfortunately he went in circles of ever-decreasiagjus. As those with a scientific bent
will immediately recognise, this increases the dtmal force. My increasing shrieks of
alarm were interpreted by John as whoops of del@htcourse the inevitable happened:
over it went. Piano keys scattered far and wide...

It took several hours for us (with our ¢ firewatchers Norman Parr and John
Bacon) to put it back together again and when bagosition it looked none the worse
for its experience. The trouble was that none ataidd be certain that the keys had been
replaced in the correct order.

| am not sure whether we confessed (tdHad, Mr Potter) before or after Mr Nolan
tried to play it for the assembly hymn the folloggimorning. It transpired that the keys
were OK. However, one of the iron frames had treexd and rendered one half of the




piano useless. Mr Nolan was not ased. It was a costly advent. our parents were
required to pay £7 each (a princely sum in thogs)d@wards a new piar

However, there are also many good mem: of those times with ne cricketing
occason | remember in particul. Playing for Newsteadn The Forest in 1938 we bowl
Basford out for 6 (!)and won by 10 wickets. Does anyone remember that?oivn
bowling figures were 4 for 0. (I can only assume Inayling deteriorated after that fo
cannot recall being invited to bowl again in suhset years.)

Enclosed is a photogra of the school rugby team in 1943- It includes Dere
Dunn (who went on to great achievements in the yugbrld) and Ray Caulton (a ve
fine all-round sportsman and captain). | have just notitiere are 16 ¢ us—perhaps
that’s why we won most of our matcl Roy Taylor (Cheshire)

[ Editor's Note: Derek Dunn is of course a member of the Societig. dibture was take
during my first year at High Pavement and | can rememberltdrdly figures of Pete
Walker (House Captain of my house: Newstc and Ray Caulton (School Captain).
also remember well the slightly less lordly TonytMg (a former member of the Soci
and fellov committee membe Ray ‘Tubby’ Shaw, Roy ‘Scroggbhornhill, Roy ‘Flash’
Taylor, Pete Durnan (also a powerful swimmer) John Burton( a talented violinis]

High Pavement Schoc Rugby ' XV 1942-43
Burton Durna Bolton Harrison Nutting Thornhill  Taylor
Casajuana [nn  Walker Caulton Shaw Willia
Padgett Garratt Brett




FROM GERALD TAYLOR
Afternoon Colin, The Pavior's May issue, which | received today,taors a contribution
from an old classmate Phil Cotterill, including ackey team photograph with partial
identi cation of those appearing in it. | may bealko help if | add a few remarks.

On the left was the groundsman, Mr. Collins, anctmght is Mr Lawrence
Whitehouse (‘Lew’). Player 1, identied as Andy Kilrensmay be Jules Teeman, the
goalkeeper was Henrik Jegarow (?), number 5 wa& Nanton and number 6 Nick
Henson, though that gives us a lot of Nicks. Pl&/aras Steve Caunt and 13 was Mervin
Morrell.

Phil is right about our having a successful tinmemly two years in the sixth, we lost
no matches. In part this was because we chandeav®several able sportsmen. Of those
in the photograph Nick Aske and Steve Kettlewedlypld cricket for the city schools, and
Adie Woodward played for Notts Under 19s at hocle=yl| did. But also we had a capable
coach in Mr Ray (‘Rip’) Graves. Phil's memory dher details surpasses mine: | have no
recollection of playing Loughborough University, @rany of our results, other than that
we did not lose any matches. Gerald Taylor

FROM DEREK ROBINSON

Dear Colin

| was very pleased to be able to join you and othembers of the High Pavement Society
for lunch at “The Countryman’ recently. It made haoge from the ham and salad
sandwiches on which | usually exist at lunchtimdisTtogether with the number of
welcoming kisses | received from several ladies erthé trip very worthwhile, although the
kisses were, | believe, in friendship rather thapgstasy!

The article in “The Pavior’ regarding Tim Hamer's@an Odyssey brought back
many memories of the rst house that Pauline apdrthased when permission was granted
to build on the Bramcote Hills. We were the secoodple to move into a nished house but
we were quickly followed by another couple who blaiuthe house next door to us. There
was a delay in nishing this house and when themwedo check progress we were always
delighted to welcome them with a cup of tea ant fletunate that we would have such a
nice couple for neighbours.

It was of course Tim Hamer and his wife Grace. Waeaneighbours for more years
than | care to remember and it was when he wasingeaut his garage of various things that
could well have included those originally in théaahe case mentioned in your article.
Another one of the items was the leather headdestr gilots wore when ying and |
discovered that he had been trained as a Spitlot guring the war.

He was a charming intelligent person who never teoshabout his achievements. If
my memory serves me correctly, | think he was eggaan the Civil Service as an auditor.
During the summer months we both enjoyed gardeaintha chat over the garden fence and
although | found out about the things | have alyeadntioned, no other details were ever
forthcoming. When he died, the funeral took plat&ramcote Church and was attended by
a number of former members of the RAF.

| lost trace of Grace after the funeral but a feeels ago | received a lovely letter
from her stating that she had moved into a homesliderly people at Bognor Regis to be
near her daughter who, | believe, has a teachisgthere.  Yours sincerely Derek
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Notices will be sent beforehand by post in the usual way

PUB LUNCH NEWS
The Countryman Inn, in the wilds of Kirkby-in-
Ashfield, was the venue for our pub lunch on May
20", organised by our Secretary Noel Gubbins. It was
our first Society visit to this establishment arad f
some of us the
journey was
both baffling
and exciting.

On arrival
we found the
place to be very

Inside the

friendly staff who provided us wi Countryman Inn

excellent and satisfying fare.
numbered some 34 bodies, including Alan and CaudlirBore over from North Wales plus
all the local yokels, who had no difficulty traclimown this fine hostelry. It was generally
agreed that a good time was had by all. There efaspurse much exchanging of news and
gossip and one day it would be pleasant to regeaiekperience. Our thanks go to Enid
Gubbins for this recommendation.

As we go to press there has been no proposal puaid for the next pub lunch or its
equivalent but we hope to be together quite s@onolunteer Pub Lunch organiser is
rather desperately needed by the Society. We knowhich pubs are suitable. All that's
needed is a little time and wisdom. How about youContact Noel Gubbins now!

00000

well appointed with remarkal\a/lj'e
t

MICK CRAVEN
John Elliott has had a call from an old school mak® is trying to contadWlick Craven
(53-58) On the website he found a photograph of the 58580l cricket team and Mick had
sent in information regarding the names on the qraph and details about himself but
there is no contact address. Apparently he is netived and living in Botswana but if
anyone has a contact address for him it would beoneed and passed on by John Elliott
(johnj.elliott@btinternet.com).
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AWARDS EVENING OF THE HIGH PAVEMENT SIXTH FORM ACADEMY
The former Sixth Form College has-invented itself under the above title and has
become an Academy, a chamgleich principally affects its administration. Cogsently the
Society is still enjoying cordial relations withetim in joint activities which this ye:
involved sponsoring theentire Awards Evenir. This occasion is
devoted to the presentatioof a series of modest prizes wi
accompanying certificatesvhich ar¢ devised as rewards f
endeavouduring the preceding academic y.

For some time we have askthe then College to suggest
way in which the Society could offer its fincial help to encourag
the students in their acadenpiogress and it was suggested tha:
could best achieve this ®ponsaing the prize awards themselv
These would be in the form of vouct to the value of £15, to b
spent at Waterstones’ shops egucational materials. A total of 5
awards were financed, totallify 95 from the Societg’ Educational Fun

The committee were invited to attend the cerem A message from the
which was held on Wednesday™ June in the lecture theatfeSociety was projected on to

. . . . . the backd togeth
of the aljacent Nottingham Trent University in Goldsm | it the HpS logo

Street. The Society ChairmaKen Kirk, led the delegatior

T lf (I
LI Ui | LUl 'I':% |
L Akl afl AL A

The Harmony
Choir from the
Nottingham Girls
Academy who
provided the
introductory music
recital.

Robin Taylor 4 A 3 ’:‘*\\
of the HPS : }’ AR
presents a : 3\_@
certificate to Nikki | [FE— \
Charlesworth . -

consisting of Noel GubbinsRobinTaylor, John Elliott and Coll
Salsbury The Awarg were presented to the recipients by var
members of the academy staff and also by membersuc
delegation

The evening began with ligl
refreshments as the participants
supporting parents arrived, followed la
short cincert from the choir withlater
guitar solos by Carly Mas. An
introductory addre: was given byKathryn
Goldacri (right), the Head of the Academy
who welcomed the contributiocf the Society to the evening.

The presentationthen followed. To warm applause,aeh
proud recipient ame forward to recei' their certificate and thengelope containing the
reward. It wasan uplifting experienc to witness this parade of achievement. The So
representatives felt that the joint occasion hashleegreat succe

~
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LIKE THE PHOENIX RISING FROM ITS ASHES...

We have become aware of the intense interest arttumdSociety’s membership in the
restoration of our old school’'s former home in $gnRoad (at a cost of £6 million) and
earlier articles have described the proposals mesdetail. The last issue of the Pavior
announced that work had started on the converdidimeocbuildings to provide room for the
Forest Fields Primary School to make substantitdrestons to its capacity and showed the
scaffolded Berridge building (as it had become kmpwn one of the accompanying
photographs.

Noel Gubbins and Colin Salsbury made contact wititd4 Construction, the principal
contractors and were invited to undertake a sig& 10 see how things were progressing. On
Wednesday August T4we were received by the Site Manager, Matt Coopn showed
great interest in our Society and kindly arrangedive us a conducted tour of the working
areas. Fully clad in the customary protective chgimeeded by the safety regulations, we
set off past the former site of the laboratory kjawow fully demolished, noting the Sturton
Street boundary being reconstructed with open aspi#ngs instead of the former tall brick
walls. We crossed the lower yard, now unpaved amgrgoing development and called in at
a small site building where the former junior ttslence stood. Here we met one of the site
crew who presented us with a small text book (Moig@rigonometry primer) which he
had recovered from a corner where it had lain calecksince 1952. We had looked at the
label inside and read the first name (from 1948) ‘ldslmut Hammler’ who Colin
remembered well as a German boy brought to HP naptzie his education after the war.
We were pleased to receive the book for the Sdsietflection of memorabilia.

We entered the main building, via the basementrog (to the swimming pool/ air
raid shelter/ PE changing room/ reception suitepedeing on the era to which you
belonged). Here new partition walls had been cantd to create various specialist rooms
and we climbed the stairs to the old maix
entrance door (still labelled ‘BOYS’ in soli
stone). A diversion then took place while we
explores the flues of the old hot air heating
system—Typical of those in Victoria
prisons!” according to Matt Cooper.

More stairs of familiar appearande
brought us to the Ground Floor level where
a group of electricians were busy installing
the sophisticated new wiring in its own
swish trunking. The Hall was revealed next,
in all its original elegance with all th
partitions of recent years removed. The
tles had been restored to their fornier Noel Gubbins inspects the newly restored Hall
sparkling glory after complete eradication of
the paint which had been laid over them in moreemédimes. All the ground floor
classrooms were now approaching completion withngs lowered by about 4 or 5 feet but
the interconnecting doors were now in differentijpa@ss from those we remembered. The
old door into Room 2, halfway down the hall, ha@ieetained but purely for show and did
not lead anywhere. The mind reeled with stirred aes!
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We climbed to the First Floor (top corridor) whe&mewv rooms had been constructes
place of formerooms 9 to 11 (merged to form a sir open ara in recent times). Tt
window sashes had beeemovedfor renovation and rgtazing and were being replacec
the original frames, nowmewly renovate. This was to comply with the Listed Buildi
status which required the outward appearance tairesubstantially unchanged. That
condition of thewoodwork allowed this was a testimonythe quality of the original 1"
century constructionindeed the finish was so good that at first we ¢imucomplee
replacement had been underte.

We were immenselympressed with the high standards of interior desigd finist
guality which must be superior to even the ori¢ work when the school was first erectec
the 1890s. It was heartening to find that the &ecks had included so many of the origi
features like tiling and wooden panelling carryihg tarvec
names of old <holars from the last century. his will be
featured in the next issue The Pavio). Out on the roof, on
new steel staging installed as part of the projeet,viewec
the ‘cupola’, the buildings pinnacle. The structure, once
reputed to be in a shaky state, had been fullpredtand r-
leaded and gleamed proudly in the morning

Following the exploration of the main buildi we
explored the WorkshoBlock, after crossing the rema of
Stanley Roac
whose pink cobbl
stones were beir
removed bit by bit. The staircases and rooms \
much as weremembered them but the gr
workshop itself was now subdivided and alre
in use as a computer centre. Your represente
were almost overcome with nostalgia in the rc
we knew as # where we assembled for our fi

This was Stanley Road, believe it or not.

The phoenix rising, as seen from the other
side of the (former) Stanlev road.
lessons back in the mists of tir
Lastly we entered the buildings of t
old Infants School ‘hich was having
new entrances and extensi as part of
the overall schem

As we took our leave of Mr Cooper and left the siith its squads of busy worki

we pondered on the renewed Inow being given to our former home. How splendid
accommodation would be, compared to the spartamipes we had known. We only hog
that the leg muscles of the juniors would be etmall those stair:
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‘THERE'S NO BUSINESS LIKE SHOW BUSINESS!
Browsing through some back numbersTdéfe Pavior I occasionally came across reports
about the annual School Play. This product of @lesl Dramatic Society was always a
serious effort before a public audience, even @sdhoccasions when the play itself was a
comedy. Some fine performances were given as \@rkaviors have described when
writing to this newsletter in the past. | can wadtall several School Plays includifigne
Rivals (twice), Pygmalion, The Amazing Dr Clittemee,andThe Late Christopher Bedut
one performance which has stuck in my mind wasdhaty contemporary Malcolm Benson
with his moving portrayal inThe Duke in DarknesBy Patrick Hamilton as the Duke of
Laterraine, imprisoned in a forbidding castle férykars but still desperate to escape.

In the Stanley Road building it was necessaryréatea temporary stage for the Play,
complete with blue velvet (?) proscenium curtaimsl astage lighting operated by an
enthusiastic crew of amateur electricians, nonalodm was ever electrocuted. Often the
stage was left in position for some weeks, in spitahe effect this had on an already
congested assembly hall. Phew! The aroma of hiaanei perspiration that developed during
morning assembly was quite palpable. Having thgesta place allowed other productions
to be presented to the school community, espediaisards the end of term when real work
was completed and we wanted to share the lighderdilife before the hols.

There might be a blithe little play by the fleag)ithespians of the Junior Dramatic
Society likeCaptain Scuttleboom’s Treasuyrar occasionally one from a group based on the
members of a single form. Typical was the fafee Old Geyseput on with great aplomb
by Classical V (led by that talented performer GdFsmiViddowson). Another was a broad
comedyMoney Makes a Differencelhich featured many of my friends in the cast.date
the spirited lead by Geoff Forbes as a curmudgefamiyper whose sister was being courted
by a rather prissy gent (?) (Neil Tansley). We &idbut when the resentful brother uttered a
cry of frustration: ‘Blast!’ caused by a broken slaxe, as the other was in the midst of
saying grace before a meal. Such things easily athaschool boy audience.

Apart from plays there might be@oncert usually with a varied bill of performers,
depending on the talent available. Even membegadf might deliver a comic song (e.g.
Bill Benner) or a monologue. That august body, Pmefects, were often the producers of
the concert and there would be many in-jokes amdpdens in sketches about clearly
identifiable events in the school calendar, alldyilapplauded. The first such Prefects’
Concert | witnessed during my first year at HP dieadl an amusing ‘Shadowgraph’ using a
back projection screen on which wildly improbabégiaties of a quite preposterous nature
were created (favourite was a surgical operatiod)cing general hilarity in the audience.

Several years later | became a Prefect myselfvameh a concert was called for,
someone suggested we repeat the ‘Shadowgraphvefygars earlier. We responded with
enthusiasm but, alas, 30 minutes before curtairthg projection flood-lamp bulb burned
out and no replacement was available. Catastropffedt were we to do? A cyclist was
dispatched post haste to Heathcote’s Camera Shdilyson Green with instructions (and
funds) to purchase a 2.5 kilowatt photo-flood bulbich, though of extremely short life,
would deliver the necessary intense illuminatioreadwhile one of the aforementioned
electricians called Eddie Orme showed masterly pswé improvisation by stripping out
the ceramic bulb holder and inserting a temporamohbet fitting. The bulb duly arrived with
minutes to spare. The system tested OK (to univezBaf) and the show could go on!

The ‘Shadowgraph’ was the hit of the concert. Colin Salsbury
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NAT'S NATTER
Scouting For Boys

Some of my happiest days at High Pavement weresthpent as a
member of the 1Z1High Pavement Scout Troop.

The 12%" were recognised as one of the best in the couwvttich
could be expected, as the troop was supervisedrashised by masters at
the school. The Troop always took part in the wuasicevents and
competitions organised by The Nottinghamshire Bopuss Association,
including Athletics and Cross Country in which theyariably came top.

The troop was split into four sections: Eyrie andidr Troops, Sea
Scouts and Senior Scouts. On joining | was intragte learn that the some of the scout
leaders were called by unusual names. Mr Farr (Aletnally but neveever uttered) who
was the Senior Scouts leader and overall leadek,ttee name ‘Raven’, Fred Tippett was the
leader of Eyrie Troop and was called ‘Cormoranoi@ for short). Mr (lvan James) O’Dell
was the leader of the Junior Troop and had the rifedin’. These names allowed them to
be addressed directly without using ‘sir’. | reeall nothing of the Sea Scouts as they
seemed to do their own thing. | was a member otr€kepatrol in the Eyrie Troop.

Friday evenings were the regular meeting times wirermvould engage in learning the
various scouting skills, but for me the most enjdgaand last event of the evening was the
game of ‘Plate Hockey'. The game was played witinglate used as a puck and a bench
turned on its side at each end of the school badict as goals. There didn’t seem to be any
rules, the object being to score a goal by skimntinggplate into the bench. The game could
become dangerous when the spinning plate becarberadé and could cause cuts and
bruises to various parts of the anatomy and onsiaes a broken window would ensue.
“elf ‘n safety’ would never allow this game nowada Cormorant enjoyed taking part and
was very competitive. He was a very popular masted Old Pavior to boot), well liked by
everyone. One of his treats was to take us dovinet&oose Fair after the scout meeting and
pay for us to have rides there.

Many weekends were spent at ‘The Friary’ locatethenfields outside Calverton. The
Friary was a log cabin fitted with three bunk badble and chairs and a cooking stove and
used by small groups for scouting weekends. ‘Thedd&eck’ ran close to the cabin and on
warm days it was common for us to swim in the béekmember on one occasion a few of
us decided to ‘skinny dip’ in the brook but | wast oo pleased when my ‘mates’ ran off
with my clothes leaving me with just my neckerchaeid plimsolls. There just happened to
be a Girl Guide Camp a couple of fields away ahdd to face the prospect of getting back
to the Friary without having to display my attribst | improvised but must have looked
pretty foolish with my neckerchief protecting mygdity at the front and the plimsolls tied
with the laces to the corners of my neckerchieingiany derriere.

In the spring holidays the troop would travel to léghy for a week under canvas. |
have many pleasant memories and some not so ptedHdhese camps, singing ‘Ging Gang
Goolie’ around the camp fire at night and engagm¢he various scouting activities there.
There were also many summer camps in various péitsee country lasting for two weeks
and | also have pleasant memories of these.

| could go on...and on...However, | feel | have rambteda little too long and so
must draw to a close. Maybe | can continue my segutecollections (of which | have
many) in a future edition of ‘Nat’s Natter’. Nat Gubbins.
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AN APPRENTICE’S INDENTURES
[This interesting document was sent to ugdlyn Westwoodand it relates to an early ancestor in his family
who was apprenticed to a blacksmith for five yebvg)g with the family in the Sneinton or St Arsateas
of Nottingham. It was a tough commitment, esplgcilaé instruction not to damage his master!]

Matrimony he shall not contract—At Cards, Dies, Taldes or any other unlawful games
he shall not play—[The] said apprentice will faithully serve his said master—his
secrets keep—his lawful commands everywhere gladtio—he shall do no damage to
his said master nor see it done by others—Goods lois said master he shall not waste
nor give or lend them unlawfully to any—he shall ngher buy or sell without his
masters leave; Taverns and alehouses he shall matunt—nor from the service of his
said master day and night absent himself,—in all tings as a faithful apprentice he
shall behave himself towards his master and all hiamily during the said term

00000

ARNY’S BOOK
Arny goes to High Pavement

For some mysterious reason | was admitted to thastigious school blessed by the
local education authority with a scholarship orngraf £26 per annum. As father had
inherited considerable wealth from his beer-offdieg ancestors | doubt if the award was in
the cause of poverty, neither can | see any reagon| would have been considered a
suitable candidate on academic grounds. Neverthébegshe first two years at the school |
was ordered during morning assembly to report éosttcretary’s office and there received a
cheque for half the annual sum - namely £13.

High Pavement School, as is well known in Nottinghariginated to serve the needs
of the children of the members of the congregaticharch situated at High Pavement in
the centre of the city. It served the centre of¢hg. It served the needs of both boys and
girls and was apparently highly successful fronbgginnings. In the late nineteenth century
a new building was erected in Stanley Road, Foféstds but the most important
development came during the 1920s.

One particular Headmaster introduced principles ctwvhwere previously mainly
confined to public schools, and of which he presbhisndhad personal experience. Dr.
Spenser developed the house system, originally batitater expanded to eight. Every boy
was allocated a house named as follows - Schoadhdumest, Basford, Trent, Sherwood,
Woodthorpe, Wollaton, and Newstead - each houseallatted a senior master, designated
House Master, whose job it was to look after thetgal needs of the boys in his care.
Sporting activities were arranged according totltbase system giving all pupils a loyalty
that was quite separate from that demanded obhis 6r class.

The prefect system was introduced whereby senigs beere, in theory at any rate,
given authority over those in the lower forms. Iswaever sure of the soundness of this
system which encouraged those designated preteetsett undue authority with a tendency
to bullying. Those in the first class, dubbed ‘fagwere certainly in awe of those
unimaginably old boys with the distinguishing badge‘the lapel of their blazers. Arny was
terrified from day one.
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Detention tickets played a prominent part in schbf@d. These were regularly
introduced by masters and in theory by prefectsa gminishment for minor disciplinary
offences or failure to produce homework when callpdn to do so. To receive one of these
documents (about the size of a cheque and frormaasiperforated book) involved being
detained for three quarters of an hour on Fridagnawg in a special room together with all
the other miscreants and, although it never hamgpéoeme, completing some work the
nature of which | never ascertained. | was of smidervous disposition - | think that was it -
that | never placed myself in danger of receiving of the dreaded ‘D’ tickets!

This was the new and renowned school | was abouwgnter. The first morning
entailed allocation to house and classes. Memoaylittle hazy concerning the procedure on
that day, but | believe we were designated ‘a’, ‘b’, and ‘d’ groups initially with the
brightest boys in ‘a’, and those not so cleveroasas ‘d’.

At the culmination of this first ten years of lifereally held a very low opinion of
myself and my capabilities, mainly for two reasomdost of my companions, and
particularly at Stanley Road Junior School whickas now leaving behind, were keen on,
and clever at, cricket and football. | was keen tmd couldn’t do it. So | became one of the
keenest supporters, even travelling to away ganfenewver possible to cheer the school
team. In my imagination | was, in the eyes of tleyipng team members, a slightly eccentric
mascot, for them, but not quite of them.

My distinct tendency to overweight resulted in them ‘fatty Brown’ being added to
the old adage ‘Browny’. Incidentally ‘Browny’ sousidquite kindly, but in practice the
pronunciation was ‘Brerhnny’ - difficult phonetidal but giving a distinct note of derision.
My placement in the ‘a’ class gave an immediatesbéo my ego as | realised | was now
attending not only what was arguably the best danddottingham, but as an added bonus |
was, provided | reached my potential, in the togsslof the best school. When | strolled
home that lunch time down Berridge Road | was adytdull of the joys of spring, or late
summer, as it must have been. Eagerly | returnesthool in the knowledge that lessons
proper would commence with the afternoon session.

| was yet to meet our Geography master who wasy@amtively young man named
Mr Pearce. New to us was the flowing black gownmiy all our teachers giving them an
added look of authority. Pearce was no exceptitwe. ffont row was my designated place in
class and in this case right under the nose ohewrmaster. According to the dictates of Mr
Pearce all the basic principles of geography cand&monstrated by the points of the
compass. So, opening our spanking new books dirthigpage, we were asked to take our
bright new compasses and draw a large circle gnoadding the compass directions.
Estimating the centre of the page with a steadye dgzdanted the point of the compasses
firmly on the spot and proudly drew my circle.

‘What do you think that is, boy? I'll teach you meake holes in new books’. In one
movement Pearce picked up my book, closed it, amdight it across my head with
incredible force. Never have my illusions been sickly shattered. The humiliation was
much worse than the wallpaper situation under Miiskewells was a comparatively mild
and friendly character compared with this fiencerhained terrified of our geography master
throughout most of my time at High Pavement, bet shrprising outcome of this incident

! When at Stanley Road Boys Junior School in Mr Wellass Arny had earned credit by bringing to stteolarge book of
wallpaper samples but blotted his escutcheon lnain class and getting three strokes of thefstfrom the same Mr Wells.
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was that by the end of term, and subsequent tdrmas top of the class in this particular
subject. Who is to say that the fear of corporaligliment does not bring out the best in
boys? Perhaps the method seems ham handed, beflextion | am positive that the attack
on my person was merely a way of ensuring disaalimoughout the class during his period
of office as our form teacher.

Very soon the terms a, b, c and d were discardddalirboys were placed in classes
according to ability and aptitude for either sceioc classics. Science |A was the top science
class and the subjects taken were Maths, Englisglidh Literature, Physics, Chemistry,
German, History, Geography, Art and Scripture. lasGical 1 the emphasis was removed
from Science; French and Latin were taken as lagegiaScience IB was presumably of a
lower standard, and the final form General 1 clea#signed for the duffers, although
strictly speaking there were no duffers in the sth&ince all had passed the entrance
examination.

During my school days the authorities did not lasito separate the sheep from the
goats, in contrast to today’s philosophy which geates no losers. At that time the potential
winners, the ones who would assimilate knowledgstmuaickly and easily, were segregated
from those without that ability. No one seemeddatthat time to be any the worse for that.
| knew | was hopeless at sport. Others were goodvi@at? | accepted the situation and have
no reason to believe | was deprived in any way.ayoaithe clever and the not so clever are
mixed up, resulting in a failure of the best toatetheir potential coupled with a lack of time
to give proper tuition and coaching to the not 8ghi. As young people grow and begin to
progress through life they must of necessity coméetms with life’s ups and downs, to
know their limitations and constraints. It seems® the sooner they have demonstrated to
them that we are not all equal they will more glyiakome to terms with this. This is not to
say that all should not be given equal opportusiitiut that these can only be related to
each person’s ability.

In addition to the academic subjects one afternwas devoted to sport — broadly
speaking rugby in the winter, cricket during thenfdeer. During January and February,
months of possible snow and frost, the dreadedscomsintry running was used as an
alternative torture. During the early years ouryjlg fields were situated at Daybrook,
covering a large area where about eight pitches vad out with their distinctive ‘H’
shaped goal posts. Secondary or Grammar schoojedlaugger’. Other schools, then
designated Elementary Schools, played footbalsoccer’. Rugby Football was associated
with the exclusive world of the public school, atié feeling of a certain superiority was
transmitted to the new eleven year old High Pavidhe first lesson in the new art was to be
conducted by none other than Mr Pearce of slapihiadghead fame, but this time dressed in
slacks tied nonchalantly with an old necktie, destating that Pearce was in fact quite a
lad. The holding up of trousers by ties undoubtedhde quite a revolutionary statement!
Certainly rugger gave me a feeling of superioribyd a&xclusivity, but when | began to
appreciate the extreme discomfort of running roumdircles in the freezing cold, clad only
in skimpy cotton shirt and shorts in the bleak, dyinwinter weather, coupled with my
complete lack of skill and ability in using the dgldhaped rugger ball | began to appreciate
there were perhaps better ways to spend an afternoo Arnold
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