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REUNION 2005 
 I would like to thank all those who took the time and trouble to answer their invitations to the 2005 reunion. I 

guess the response rate of 50% is pretty good, but in these days of quick and easy communication via E-mail, 

text messaging, telephones both mobile and fixed, and the faithful old snail mail, it is disappointing for me that 

so many of you chose to ignore my communications. However that is your choice, and I have no right to expect 

a reply from everyone. The event went very well, and the new more-structured format seemed popular. Each 

person had a programme, and we kept to the timetable. Doors open 11am; a talk by Dr A A Burrows in the 

Everard Room 11.45-12.30; Lunch 12.30- 2.00; AGM 2.00-2.15; a talk by Horace and Harold Coates 2.15-3.00; 

socialising and raffle 3.00-3.45. The memorabilia collection was on show. The bar broke even, and Age 

Concern supplied an excellent lunch. This was accompanied by wine, courtesy of Wyvernians. Dr Burrows also 

arranged a visit to the old laboratories. We think between 90 - 100 people attended, but it is difficult to give 

precise figures. My thanks to Brian Screaton, Frank Smith, Mike Ratcliff, Geoff Cort and Paul Williamson for 

their help and support, and not forgetting my wife Stephanie who happily mucks in on the day. Thanks also to 

all those who brought a raffle prize and/or made a donation to our funds. 

WELSHPOOL EVENTS 
 This item is nothing to do with Wyvernians, but some of you might find the information of interest. The 

Welshpool Festival Of Transport (of which I am secretary and a director) is taking place on June 18th and 19th 

at Powis Castle Showground, just outside Welshpool. It's a good day out for all the family, so if you have a 

vehicle you would like to exhibit or are simply looking for somewhere to go why not make the trip? Stephanie 

and I will be exhibiting our 1959 Ford Popular 103E, and a Holdsworth Tricycle Conversion. I am also on the 

committee of The Heulwen Trust, a charity operating two narrowboats for disabled children. Our major fund 

raising event is a Country & Western Festival, and over 18 years this has grown to be one of the biggest of its 

kind in the UK. It takes place on July 17th, again at Powis Castle Showground. Most of the visitors dress in 

western costume, and Welshpool becomes a frontier town for the weekend. It is great fun, and if you are a C & 

W fan I cannot recommend the festival too highly. If anyone requires further details of either festival please get 

in touch with me. Powis Castle is a famous tourist attraction, and the gardens alone are worthy of a visit. 

FROM CHRIS JINKS 1967-74  
(The final batch of humorous character sketches - Ed) 

Wardle, John E Good old Wally taught me Geography and Scripture in 1A. He always insisted the left-hand 

side of the exercise book be used for text, and the right-hand side for sketch maps and diagrams. One of his 

more famous statements in Geography lessons (with his eyes firmly closed) was, 'The tiltttt of the axis causes 

various lengths of day and night.' Wally always wore his gown for morning lessons, but usually discarded it 

during the afternoon. Wally was the perfect man to teach Geography - even his facial skin resembled a map of 

the world! He didn't need to tell a form to shut up - he would merely click his fingers twice and follow it up by 

motioning his index finger up and down towards his thumb. He thoroughly enjoyed taking junior assembly in 

the gym, where he liked to start the singing himself without any piano accompaniment. He often chose hymn 

number 515 (He who would valiant be, 'gainst all disaster) or 128 (O sacred head sore wounded, defiled and put 

to scorn) Although Wally appeared to be living on another planet he was not without a sense of humour. I 

remember an April Fool joke he played on a pupil, who was sent to the secretary's office for some rubber 

drawing pins. Needless to say, the unsuspecting pupil returned empty-handed. In his leaving speech, Wally 

reluctantly agreed with the view he was probably the only master who could control a form whilst fast asleep. 

Webster, John Henry He arrived in 1971 to take over as head of German, and taught me for three years 

through 'O' and 'A' levels. He was quite a character, bespectacled with black hair combed forwards and a bushy 

beard to match. His diction was extremely clear, and he always bemoaned the fact our vocabulary was weak, but 

I don't think it was really. He became a good friend to all we sixth formers and supervised many outings to plays 

- not forgetting the trips to Krefeld. I went there in October 1972, which entailed taking the ferry from Dover to 
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Ostend - a trip of some 4.5 hours duration. Soon after we left Dover we ran into a bit of a swell, but within an 

hour a gale was blowing and the view alternated between sea and sky as the ferry ploughed on. About half the 

people on board were physically sick, and by the time we docked everyone was feeling very sorry for 

themselves. As soon as we boarded the train at Ostend John decided to open his sandwich box, which did not go 

down to well with his fellow travellers. I shall never forget the smell of those egg sandwiches so soon after the 

bumpy crossing. As John liked to think of himself as a German he naturally drove a Volkswagen van; it was 

green and white. When he parked at the school he always exited using the side door, presumably because his 

briefcase was deposited in the centre of the van. 

Whitbread, Don Grit was another very senior master who everyone assumed was standby Deputy Head. He 

was tall, with an exceptionally receding forehead, black hair and a thin moustache. Grit took us for Latin in the 

6th form and I, along with five others, managed to pass 'O' level. I have to say I found the subject boring, 

although Grit tried to be enthusiastic. He had obviously been forced to teach Latin for many years by using the 

same two textbooks throughout. His favourite phrases were, 'But by and large...' and 'The Romans didn't have ---

-- as we know them,' and 'To continue....' He drove a two-tone blue Wolseley 1500 MK II (I did not know there 

was a MK II version - how did it differ from the MK I - Ed) Who would have guessed that once upon a time Grit 

played Hawaiian guitar in a band while his sister performed a hula hula dance? 

Wilkowski, Bernard Bernie arrived to teach French and Russian. He was Polish, and had an accent to match. If 

I passed a comment to the boy next to me, usually Pete Brooks, Bernie would often say 'Yes' in agreement, 

though he had plainly not heard what we were talking about. When he spoke about communism he always 

pronounces it communisma 

Willan, Flo Flo took us for biology in 3 and 4 alpha. Whenever he gave a test he always preceded it with 'There 

will be fifteen questions, each with two parts.' He often emphasised the wrong word or syllable, so one question 

sounded something like 'There is within the body a small filament-like substance called thirteen part two' Flo 

was of small stature, and pupils took great delight in watching him leap up for the cord to bring down the screen 

for a slide show. He did not appreciate this hilarity, and once issued the warning, 'I don't want any oohs and aahs 

when I jump up for the screen.' To some extent Flo whistled through his teeth when speaking, though this was 

greatly exaggerated by the mimics. There is a wonderful story, though I cannot vouch for its authenticity. 

Apparently Flo was teaching reproduction in humans, and drew the relevant diagram of male genitalia on the 

blackboard. Flo requested pupils to reproduce this (pun intended) in their exercise books and is alleged to have 

said, 'My penisss goes to the top of the blackboard - yours should go to the top of the page.' If only it were true! 

Witts, Ken Bearing a vague resemblance to Frankie Howerd, Ken breezed into Room A for Geography lessons 

like a man possessed. There was absolute quiet at the start as we all knew the first few minutes would be 

unpleasant. Ken would typically begin by saying, 'Right, I'm going to tell you what I think about your 

homework and (pointing) if you insult me with work like that again...' Minutes later his eyes would be fixed on 

a point on the back wall whilst physically turning a pupil's head with his left hand. 'Ne'er mind about 'im. You 

get on with your work.' I can remember carting a ruddy great atlas about for years. We never referred to the 

atlas, it was only used during tests to stop a neighbour seeing your answers. Ken used to say, 'Get your barriers 

up.' The lessons were entertaining, and Ken tried to make us understand how produce was transported. 'If this be 

true, then how the Dickens is he gonna get that from A to B?' The last fifteen minutes often involved written 

work, and I can hear Ken saying, 'Now, you've nice time, you've quart' of an hour.' Whenever he talked about 

coking coal it made me smile, because I always wanted to say, 'was a merry old soul.' The last five minutes 

often found Ken putting on an American cowboy-type accent as the proceedings became totally relaxed and 

hilarious. For many years he drove a maroon Ford Anglia (YNR 944) followed by a gold Austin Allegro (OKV 

???) On arrival Ken collected his briefcase from the boot, apparently the only item in there. He was also in 

charge of the library, and didn't everyone know it! I wonder if he became miffed each time one of the rooms was 

commandeered for French/German orals or as a surgery for BCG jabs. I always regret not being allowed to 

continue Geography beyond the fourth year, but because of problems with time-tabling we had to choose 

between that and German. 

FROM PETER JACKSON 1944-49 
 Regarding your question "what you do with your 0WT? '' Since receiving my first copy in October 2001 I have 

always printed it off and kept the copies in a folder, which is now getting rather full . I'm afraid I haven't 

anything to offer at present, the post-war years 45 to 49 appear less eventful than those which followed. Or 

perhaps it was due to change of HM. I always eagerly read through all the material and picture in my mind's eye 

the events described. Thank you for your continued enthusiasm. Keep up the good work! 

FROM CLIFF DUNKLEY 1949-57 
 I am keen to acquire a copy of the song book used by Bill Sykes during the 1950's. He used it for first and 

second year pupils. I recall Drake's Drum, Camptown Races, Boney Was A Warrior etc. I am happy to purchase 
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a copy, but if someone could let me know the correct title, and the publisher, I could try to obtain one via a 

second-hand book shop. I think it had a blue cover, but might be wrong, and think it could have been titled The 

National Song Book. But that might be an illusion. (If you can help, either with selling a copy or providing 

information, contact Cliff direct at 19 Wyngate Drive, Western Park, Leicester. LE3 0UU. Tel 0116 291 8323 - 

Ed) 

FROM KEN KELHAM 1953-58 
 I found Jock Gilman to have been quite palatable. He was always calm and did not throw his weight around in 

the gym. One day he asked us to lean over near the bars and to hook our arms onto the bars and kick up, thus 

hanging upside down. This was fine until we had to get down. I was all disoriented and let go of the bars before 

kicking down. Even that short distance was no fun. Another time we were to run up to the "horse", jump on the 

spring and vault like Superman to be safely halted by himself - assuming you had your arms open, which I 

forgot to do. Fortunately his arms were a couple of inches longer than mine. I don't think he was too impressed. 

Whilst we were still at Grace road we did innumerable cross country races . One day I was jogging along 

chatting with my friends and we crossed the stream, ankle deep this time, when we suddenly came across two 

masters making notes. I immediately thought they were selecting for the School cross country team and I had 

blown it. Anyway I took off in a cloud of dust and managed to finish well and never did I dog it again. Cycling 

was a way of life to a lot of us boys, and we were always competitive going to the grounds and sometimes we 

took up more room on the road than we should. One time two of us were moving well when we heard a beep to 

warn us of impending traffic. As the car passed I said an uncomplimentary word into his window, only to see a 

blue-uniformed police officer driving what turned out to be an Inspector. He turned to the driver and said 'stop 

him', and he literally drove me into the curb and gave me the dressing down of my life. Another lesson learned, 

fortunately no repercussions. 

OBITUARY 
 Raymond Coalville Smith (1940's) passed away November 7th 2004. 

FROM PAUL HEALEY 1960-65 
 To give you a fuller history. I came to CBS from Montrose Junior School, along with Peter Jeffcoate and one or 

two others whose names I cannot remember. Played football and cricket for the various years at school. David 

Needham went on to play for Notts County and Nottingham Forest and, I think, England on the odd occasion. 

Was also in the same year and house (De Montfort) as Michael Kitchen, who started in 1960 but went on to A 

levels, whereas I left after O levels. I then went on to do OND in Building at Leicester College of Art and 

Design, together with Chris Allen who is also an old boy. Following which I carried on to Brighton Poly to do a 

Surveying Degree, and later returned to Leicester Poly to do an external LL.B from London. For the whole of 

my career I worked for the John Laing Group, spending time overseas in Venezuela, Spain and Portugal. I ended 

my career with Laing Homes, where I was M.D. and a member of the George Wimpey Board after they bought 

Laing in 2002. I retired in March 2004 to spend time with my wife Fiona travelling the world. Since September 

I now work 80 days a year developing Laing O'Rourkes Residential business. I am in touch with Ed 

Featherstone and Chris Allen. Memories of school days are patchy but have been revived by reading O.W. Jock 

Gilman: when it was unfit for games at Grace Road Jock made us walk to the ground and all the way back, 

which was infuriating when you lived in Aylestone near to the ground. Needless to say we rarely made the 

return journey. Grit, who took us on a school trip to France... I remember getting reprimanded for going to the 

local bar, Louis Le Batard! Bunny Hutchinson: I did keep the only thing I ever made, a pencil box, until very 

recently. Chris ? (Lowe? -Ed) English teacher who went as head to a school in Lincolnshire ( I think ). Saw him 

a few years ago at the Royal Opera House, but he didn't remember me! I am sure other teachers were there, but I 

cannot recall their names which is probably why I left after 'O' Levels. 

FROM DAVID PARKIN 1964-70 
 Michael Kitchen was in the same year as my brother, who was born in 1948, so he must have joined CBS in 

1959. 

FROM ROGER SMITH 1944-49 
 Thank you for OWT. Reading about our past keeps us old codgers happy. I am currently writing my memoirs 

of my career in X-Ray form the LRI in 1949 to Vancouver in 1995. Great fun getting the old grey cells fired up. 
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FROM JOHN BLAIKIE 1955-62 
 In answer to your questions in OWT 37. I print OWT because then I can read it at work or on the bus. I don't 

usually keep it on the PC. I do tend to scan for entries from people I know, but I do also browse some of the 

others (at least sufficiently to know if I want to read it all) I guess it would be no surprise to find that entries 

where individuals are talking about their peers (students and teachers) from one era would not necessarily be of 

equal interest to those from another. Now for material for entry to OWT 40. Firstly let me apologise for causing 

Dr Burrows painful memories of students lost to the chemical cause. He would certainly be happy that the likes 

of David Atton, Robert Neill and Jim Taylor did not stray to OFTR's Double Maths fold. Let me also add my 

voice to that of Alan Mercer in support of OWT continuation, even allowing for a gradual decline in material. 

Let's face it, there are a finite number of experiences, and a greying contributor list means fading memories. The 

subject of cars was covered in OWT 37. Whilst we did not purchase the following car from Jock Gilman, it may 

be remembered by some of our era - 'It' being a 1934 Standard (12 I seem to remember) and was purchased for 

15 pounds from a barman at the Bond St Working men's club (Chief Steward Mr. R Neill. Father of Robert, Ian, 

and Alex). It was initially black, but transformed into "supercar" of many colours. I distinctly remember joining 

Ray James (and John Worth perhaps) in adjusting its cable brakes whilst sneaking out from the annual 

swimming event at Spence St Baths. Unfortunately on a subsequent trip to Oxford it decided to disgorge its big 

end. The occupants pushed it into a farmer's yard, and thought we had convinced said yokel to keep it for spares. 

Alas he was not the simple farmer we hoped, and a subsequent letter saw us required to tow it back to Leicester. 

Now for one newly - dredged memory. Some budding literary genius decided to ply his trade using a knife on 

one or more of the toilet doors (the ones on the way out to the back yard on the ground floor). The composition 

was of such profanity that EJW Bell had the doors removed and placed in the store shed near the front bike 

racks. To make sure that we appreciated the serious nature of the crime he arranged that all prefects view said 

work of art. I joined a group and went to view the offending objects. Being somewhat cramped in that shed it 

was a little difficult to get a clear view unless at the front of the queue. Whilst we were shuffling about and 

trying not to snigger a voice from the back (Turner, I'm sure it was you) expressed his need to be suitably 

appalled with a hearty "move down the bus please"! PS. For the sportingly inclined, Melbourne will host the 

2006 Commonwealth Games. We currently have 2 large empty bedrooms and would be happy to see some of 

our old friends. Thanks for OWT 38. Chris Jinks's description of John Mawby is hauntingly accurate (John 

being a contemporary of mine) I did not know he returned as a teacher. Referring to Brian Mcauliffe's used 

condom reminiscence, I believe the offending "Sewer Rat" was young Master Buckley. Brian will surely 

remember our times playing soccer and cricket for Bradgate at Grace Rd. Along with Rocky O'Grady, Brian 

Cope, and John Rudge? He will of course remember my splendid one handed catch in the covers to dismiss Fred 

Emburey of Abbey. Brian Cope may remember me stopping a certain 4 from Davenport by flinging myself 

close to the boundary. He commented "why didn't you catch it!" 

IMPORTANT MESSAGE FROM YOUR EDITOR 
 At the suggestion of a senior Wyvernian I would like to canvas your frank and honest opinion 
of the 2005 reunion. The gentleman in question thought he sensed a certain lack of 
enthusiasm, with fewer attendees than usual and not so many from far away. If you were there, 
were you happy with the event? If not, why not? Approximately half of you did not reply to 
your invitation - are you prepared to say why not? Quite a few RSVP'd to decline; the main 
reasons included living abroad, too old, too far away, illness or on holiday - but would you 
have attended if you could? The fact is the annual reunions require a tremendous amount of 
time and effort to organise, most of which is shouldered by Brian Screaton and myself. Now, 
we are quite happy to undertake the task and from my point of view it is certainly not a chore. 
But we have completed eight reunions to date, and if they are running out of steam it might be 
time for a break. I have to say that Stephanie and myself thought the event was a great 
success, and we received many favourable comments on the day and by E-mail over the past 
week. Brian also expressed himself happy, but perhaps we are too close to things and cannot 
see the wood for the trees. Have we got it wrong? I don't think so. BUT PLEASE, PLEASE LET 
ME KNOW YOUR VIEWS, GOOD OR BAD. Do you want a repeat for 2006? The new, more 
structured format this year seemed very popular, especially the talks, and I intended to repeat 
the formula next year - BUT WHAT DID YOU THINK? Please take a few moments to answer the 
following questions. 1) Should we hold the reunion annually or bi-annually (once every two 
years) 2) If you have not attended all the eight reunions so far, what new features might attract 
you. 3) What did you think of the choice of date (March 19th) Would a later date be more 
attractive. 4) Were you happy with the lunch menu. Would a cold buffet be preferable to the hot 
meal provided this year. 5) If you did not reply to your invitation, are you prepared to say why 
not. 
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FROM HAROLD COATES 1944-51  
I send further random jottings, some in response to items in OWT, others from memories jogged by same. I 

have copies of OWT from No 17, and usually read them all the way through. However, my period is somewhat 

sparsely represented. (Back copies of OWT can be downloaded from our web site - Ed) I occasionally browse 

through them, perhaps to find something worthy of comment. I find it interesting to note the changes through 

the years, and the different attitudes towards masters shown by later pupils compared to my era. You began one 

item by saying that most of us went to school on the bus. My brother Horace and myself went on the trams, at 

least until I had a bicycle fit for the journey. Another item referred to teachers who seldom receive a mention. 

The sports master prior to Mr Curtis was Mr A Farthing. He was so convinced of the efficacy of his method of 

teaching swimming that at the end of term (might have been the first or second, can't remember now) he took 

the non-swimmers to the deep end and threw them in! His only concession to safety was to station three or four 

swimmers as rescuers, even if they were still at the struggling stage themselves. I have mentioned Mr J D 

Hackley, the art master, concerning our paintings which were reproduced in the school magazine, but seen no 

reference to his immediate successor, Mr M Ginnett. Mr H O F Chapman was a more forceful character, tall and 

bearded, and I found his teaching - particularly in the sixth form - very inspiring. Ray Cayless and I were the 

first CBS pupils to take Art, and the History of Art, at Higher School Certificate level. Mr Crocker, woodwork 

and metalwork, is also unmentioned - though his workshop, a combined wood and metalwork room, has been 

referred to. Personally I enjoyed crafts and have always been keen on woodwork. I remain grateful to Mr 

Crocker for his teaching, and his insistence on producing work of the highest quality. Another unmentioned 

teacher is Mr W Rhydderch, a quiet bespectacled Welshman who taught English and was our form master in 3B 

(1946-47) I don't recall a great deal, but despite his quiet demeanour he stood no nonsense from a class not 

noted for its good behaviour. In one OWT someone said he felt the prefects were selected for the sadistic 

tendencies of the individuals concerned. It had not struck me as a criteria, and in fact I have always been 

puzzled about the selection process. I became a prefect in the second year sixth (September 1950) even though I 

had always been in the 'B' stream and did not possess a particularly good academic or disciplinary record. There 

are now only vague memories of the duties, but my fellows were certainly a lively bunch and didn't take 

themselves too seriously. People like Ray Cayless, Ivor Bufton, Alan Suffolk, Sam Ratnett and Mick Haddon 

were certainly too busy to be over-zealous in their roles. My thanks and appreciation to those who keep 

Wyvernians running. 

FROM PETER MARKHAM 1946-51 
 Unlike most contributors to OWT I have to admit my five years at CBS were certainly not the happiest of my 

life. In later years I appreciated the standard of education, but more importantly I now feel the discipline and 

sense of honour instilled into pupils proved of great value to me. That certainly helped during my two years of 

National Service. Born and bred in Belgrave, I spent my pre-marital life off Abbey Lane. I attended Belgrave 

National School, on the corner of Loughborough Road and Thurcaston Road, following in the footsteps of my 

mother and brother. I was one of seven pupils, three boys and four girls, to pass the 11 plus, much to the delight 

of my parents. I was Head Boy at Belgrave National, so went from being a big fish in a small pond to a very 

small fish in an extremely large sea. There were three streams in 1946; Alpha, A and B. It was particularly 

difficult for those in the Alpha stream as they had to do three years work in two, as there was no 2 Alpha. So 

after the first year they became third year students. I was in the B stream, and remained there for my five years 

at CBS. Some names I remember are Bill Wigston, Tich Radford, John Buswell, Nev Wilson, John Ward, Jake 

Warne, Jim Walker and Chuck Saddington. Thanks to Wyvernians I recently regained contact with Chuck 

Saddington. I also see Jim Walker at the Walker's stadium when City are at home. It would be great to find the 

others, or anyone who was in the 1946-51 B stream. Our first form master was Basher Brewin, followed by Bill 

(sic) Howard. We also had Bud Fisher and Bill Sykes. At fifth form level I believe we were the first to come up 

against the new exam system. Previously, to gain the old School Certificate, I seem to recall it was necessary to 

pass in five subjects with the pass mark being 33%. In the new system it was possible to pass in one subject, but 

with a score of 40%. Looking at the exam results in the school magazine it was obvious the grading over the 

past five years had been spot on. Those in the Alpha and A streams had passed in far more subjects than we in 

the B stream. In fact many of us, myself included, had passed in only one subject. Whilst I will be forever 

grateful for the education and discipline I received at CBS, I believe most of the teachers were very much of the 

old brigade who had escaped serving in the war. They were brilliant at teaching their subjects and most, not all, 

were good disciplinarians - something sadly lacking in these days of political correctness. Yet they seemed to 

lack the ability to establish what might be the best career path for us. For instance we often read in OWT that 

some boys disliked sport. Many of us loved it, but those who struggled were not encouraged. I loved football 

and cricket, but never made the school teams. However I did play the occasional house cricket match for 

Charnwood, by far the weakest house in my early days. I could not take to swimming, so tried to persuade my 

mother to write a note whenever possible. I enjoyed sports days and ran in the sprints, once again unable to 
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make the finals. There was no cross-country, which was a disappointment because I honestly believe I would 

have been reasonably successful in that field - bearing in mind the 50 plus athletic career which followed. Sport 

has always played a very important part in my life, not only in competition but also coaching, administration 

and reporting. If only those teachers had recognised that during my schooldays who knows what might have 

happened. 

FROM ALUN FISHER 1964-71 
 Regarding Alan Pykett's list of masters, I also have a query. I did not know that Ken Witts took maths; he was 

my geography teacher in the fifth form. Am I mixing up my teachers? Mr Witts was very understanding as he 

excused me part (or all) of his Wednesday lesson so I could play for the 1st XI football team. This concession 

was necessary because the sixth form had Wednesday afternoons dedicated to sport, a reflection of what was - 

and still is - the situation at universities. With regard to the ex-pupil who sadly passed away in South Africa I 

think it could be Ian Ross, but cannot be 100% certain. Malcolm Davies mentioned the Atticus Society. When I 

was in the sixth form the Atticus Society was still being held on Friday afternoons; venue was the balcony of the 

main hall. I recall only two speakers. One was a Jehovah's Witness, who tried to convince us the world was due 

to end very soon. It looks as if our views were correct and he was wrong. The second was John Cleese, who I 

believe was Honorary President at the time. Again I cannot be 100% certain. Jeff Chapman raised the subject of 

school plays. I enjoyed appearing in several. They were directed by Tony Baxter, a maths teacher I think, and 

were extremely well-staged and very professional. One I remember was Sergeant Musgrave's Dance, and the 

production was considered extremely daring. It was done 'in the round' on the floor of the main hall, with the 

audience seated round the informal stage. I also took part in The Tempest, Beckett and one of the Henrys. I 

usually had a walk-on part, or was a scene-shifter. Mr Baxter preferred to use those rather than opening and 

shutting curtains. I loved the experiences, especially when girls from Evington Convent took part. That made the 

last-night parties very enjoyable. A big thank you to Chris Jinks for his teacher sketches; certainly brings back 

memories. Mention of Bob Hancock brought back memories of the nearly very successful year for the 1st XI 

football team in 1970-71. In the space of a week we lost twice to Longslade in two cup finals - one after a 

replay!! One of the main disappointments of my time at CBS. Bob, who always wore his purple Loughborough 

track suit, was also a good local footballer in his own right, but I forget who he played for. Also Jed Holden is 

fondly remembered, especially as a drinking partner for several of us at the big pub in Evington village. Also 

had a few sessions round at his flat, which I believe was off London Road, outside of which he parked his 

Velocette motor bike. He was also a local football referee, and as such refereed house matches. In one of these 

he took exception to me questioning his parentage and sent me off, and to rub salt in the wound he also placed 

me in detention. This event was noted on my school report, where both Bill Mann - head of Charnwood - and 

the headmaster noted their disapproval of my behaviour, Bill Mann even saying that I had brought disgrace to 

the house. However I never held any grudges, especially as Jed let me sometimes be as many as three history 

essays behind and enabled me to obtain my A level. Mention of the book cupboard also brought back memories 

of having lessons in that room, in particular with Richard Gill who taught me scripture in my last year. I still 

have one of the only two things I ever made in Fred Hutchinson's woodwork classes. We had to make pencil 

cases with sliding lids, and also a small-shelf book case, as our first efforts. It is the latter I still have; they were 

the total sums of my wood work as the rest of the time was spent playing shove halfpenny, which some of my 

more talented classmates had made. Finally with regards to your comments about bus passes, I certainly needed 

those with the move to Evington in my second year in 1965. This involved getting a bus from home, which was 

near the old speedway stadium, at around 7.30 am into town then at first waiting outside the old Baptist church 

on Charles Street and then in later years from around the corner, catching an allocated bus up to Evington in 

time for our relatively early starts (in comparison with other schools) As I usually stayed behind, either for 

sporting reasons or detentions, I was thankful for the issue of late bus pass notices which I believed had written 

on them, by the master issuing, the date and latest valid time. Mind you this was easily circumnavigated as they 

were only photo copies, and a ready supply was always in circulation. One definite advantage of this cross city 

travel was definitely the chance to meet girls from other schools !! 

FROM ALAN LANCASHIRE 1938-45 
 (Alan has sent photographs of some masters he mentions, but I am unable to print them here. The photos were 

taken from Mike Ratcliff's excellent CD, which is available on request - Ed) 

R W Crammer, Headmaster Always known as The Beak on account of his very prominent nose. He was 

rather strict and aloof, and not terribly popular with the staff. In some ways he had an enlightened attitude for 

the time. For example, starting the Sixth Form Club to encourage fraternising between the sexes. I doubt it 

prospered - there were better ways of finding girlfriends. Eg, the Palais or the Tech. He taught Latin to those 

sixth-formers going to Oxford or Cambridge, and who therefore needed to pass a Latin exam - even to read 

Engineering! 
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J Carter, Deputy Headmaster Jos, or Josh Carter was a very tall, thin man and very imposing in his gown. 

Excellent at keeping order, he was very pleasant and kind beneath his apparently harsh exterior. Head of 

Geography, and a very good teacher of Maths to first-formers. 

A G Carpenter Known to all, including his wife, as Carp. Head of Maths and form master to the sixth form. 

Another good disciplinarian who rarely needed to hand out punishment. An excellent teacher, he taught me for 

five years beginning in the fourth form - he would not teach in the lower school! He was known for one or two 

sayings: 'You'll get your eye in a sling' and 'Two and two are four and one are six.' (I don't get the second one - 

Ed) He retired when I left. Carp had rather a sad life. His wife died when his son, Jack, was born who in turn 

died in a drowning accident in 1947. He lived with his sister, and when she died Carp married Betty, an old 

friend. They were very happy together for 25 years. Carp and his second wife were personal friends of mine. 

C O Smith Chemistry teacher known to all as The Bull. Lugubrious and fairly popular he had lots of sayings but 

I recall only one. His standard reply to a boy who asked 'to leave the room was: 'I will consider the matter.' 

Mr Bufton Taught me history throughout my time at CBS. He had lived opposite me until I was about ten. A 

very pleasant and committed teacher. Both his sons, Ivor and Tudor, attended CBS. Eric Hancock A good 

English teacher who was called up during the war. His trousers were held up by a tie rather than a belt! 

Mr Sibson A first-class maths teacher, remembered for his ability to draw a perfect freehand circle on the 

blackboard. Also noted for his end-of-term proofs of mathematical impossibilities (e.g. all angles are right 

angles) Called up into the army and became a HMI for maths. 

Bud Fisher Tried to instil Christian religion into us, but interestingly we also covered Islam, Hindu, Buddhism 

and Shinto. Quite enlightened for the time. 

Mr Kearsey Taught Physics before leaving for a better job at a public school. Replaced by G Fawcett-Butler, 

who taught me Physics (not very effectively) in the sixth. 

Mr Hill (Rabbit) Taught me French and German very competently. Several other teachers of German came and 

went, including Mr Waidson and Mrs Wynn.  

Quite a number of masters were called up during the war, to be replaced either by older men or by women. 

Some disappeared at the onset of war, including Messrs Trump (Geography) and Bunce (English) Later we lost 

Mr Pedley, Head of English; Mr McHardy, Biology; Morgan, Maths and Physics (lower school) After the war 

he became head of Maths at Sandhurst. Mr Clarke taught music (singing) to first and second formers and I can 

still remember the words of 'Dashing Away With The Smoothing Iron'. He also introduced Musical 

Appreciation, in which the whole school was introduced to a piece of music after Thursday assembly - often a 

solo effort by a pupil. On retirement he was replaced by Bill Sykes, who performed on the organ with gusto 

during assembly. Mr Hackett taught Art and Architecture, the latter being one of three papers making up the 

School Certificate are paper, and Mr Jefferson taught metalwork. Mr Markham did PT, and retired around 1942. 

Mr Jeeves taught French, but our paths never crossed. Cecil Howard, for some reason known as Charley, taught 

English and, I believe, History; he also coached the school cricket team. Dr Majut was a lovely man who had 

escaped the Nazis. He taught German and, I think, other subjects. 

Women teachers: Miss Mercer and Miss Mearns - both taught English and were said to be strict. Miss 

Richardson - Biology. Young and attractive, but I had already given up the subject when she arrived. Miss 

Matthews - Maths. I believe she was a Cambridge graduate, but was quite hopeless as a teacher in a boys' school 

(or probably anywhere else) She seemed extremely ancient, and her hair style was plaited earphones. She tried 

to teach me co-coordinated and solid geometry, but I never quite mastered either. Mrs Wynne was solidly 

competent, and taught me German in the fourth form. 

AND FINALLY... 
 Homework! My memories are hazy now, but I think we had three subjects every night (or was it two?) 

including Fridays. It required, on average, approximately an hour of one's time but even that small sacrifice was 

too much for me. Sometimes I did not bother to do it at all, falling back on a well-worn litany of excuses which 

included: forgot to take the books home, forgot to bring the books to school, left my books on the bus, was taken 

violently ill before I had time to do it. . The LCT lost-property department would have needed a full-time 

employee just to deal with my misplaced possessions had the stories been true. It's a wonder I didn't claim to 

have been mugged and my satchel stolen. Or I might have made a half-hearted attempt to produce something on 

the bus, or even in the playground if that was possible. None of which did me any favours with the relevant 

teachers. As always, I stress my parents were innocent dupes in my convoluted schemes. With hindsight the 

question has to be: why didn't I simply do the homework? Turning in sub-standard work would surely have been 

preferable to my option of often producing nothing. Was it because I COULD NOT understand the work 

involved? That might have been true of maths, but surely not in other subjects as the necessary information was 

available in the text books. The honest answer, over forty years later, is 'I don't know.' 

End. Dennis J Duggan 1959-64) 
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WELSHPOOL, MONTGOMERYSHIRE. SY21 7NA 
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WEBMASTER: TOM HORTON tomhorton@sarnia16.freeserve.co.uk 

EDITORIAL Whilst clearing some old files I came across a few items which, at the time, I did not feel were 

relevant 

to OWT. On reading them again I think they are of interest, and some are in this issue. 

REUNION 2005  
Relatively few people responded to the reunion questionnaire in OWT 40, and I have thanked the people 

concerned individually. If you have not replied please consider doing so, even if your comments might be 

negative. The replies received so far are 99% positive, and the more structured format with a programme was 

well received. Holding the reunion in March was felt to be satisfactory (though we will never please everyone!) 

Some people would have preferred a buffet, but it is Age Concern who requested we have hot OR cold. Again, 

if we had plumped for the buffet no doubt some would have preferred a hot meal. An annual reunion is 

favourite. The memorabilia and the two talks were particularly popular. We drew the raffle late as we thought it 

would persuade people to stay, but that was not the case and many had gone by the time we did the draw. Prizes 

have been posted if details were on the back of the ticket. Suggestions included a guided tour of Clarence 

House, talks by 'famous' Old Boys, a concert performed by expupils and staff with musical abilities, a sporting 

event, attract more from the Downing Drive era, more talks by exteachers. One person felt I should 'chill out' 

and stop being upset when so many people ignore their reunion invitations! There is no doubt in my mind the 

Clarence House venue is a huge incentive for people to come, and if we ever lose it the number attending will 

drop considerably. Does anyone disagree with that statement? There was a scare last year, when it was 

rumoured that Age Concern might relocate to Charles Street, and I have a nasty feeling we are on borrowed 

time. I believe the building, and its site, has a lot of potential, commercial or otherwise, and is currently wasted 

(perhaps not quite the word I am looking for) in its present use. 

FROM JIM TAYLOR 1955-62 
 (Received August 2001 - Ed) I don't remember you personally as I was a few years behind, but I enjoy reading 

about the masters I remember - Wally Wardle and Doc Burrows etc. I have met a few of them since. Manny 

Mercer, who taught Maths for a while before leaving for a girls' school, had an allotment in Loughborough close 

to me. I met Ken Witts and Larry Lawson whilst playing bridge. I also remember Sadie Thompson, who taught 

RI and was smaller than many of his pupils. Not forgetting Flo Willan, who taught biology; his lessons included 

the only official references to sex, in the form of a rabbit's reproductive system. 

FROM JOHN HARRIS 1962 -1968 
 (Received August 2001 - Ed) I was in Elbow Lane for its final three years of CBS use, so it was a once a week 

visit to Humberstone Gate before transferring to Downing Drive. But I knew the building quite well, as I was in 

the cadets and orchestra so visited it out of school hours. I'm pleased Doc Burrows is mentioned so often; he is 

one of my few bright memories, and one of the few teachers whose lessons I looked forward to. I worked hard 

on his subject. I'm not surprised that Adrian Pilgrim dredged up the school song from memory. He was a great 

influence on me, and one of the cleverest people I met at CBS. At some stage he dragged me off to learn 

Esperanto, though I have no idea now why that came about. I understand the music was by Mr Sykes, and the 

words by Mr Gimson. I got on well with both. Mr Bell may have been Ding Dong at some point, but he was 

Boaz during my time. Larry Lawson was quite fun, and Physics in the sixth was interesting. For many years 

after I left school, whenever I returned to Leicester I always seemed to bump into Bill Mann at some point. He 

was always civil and amusing. Who on earth did the school plays, and who taught me maths? Can't believe I'd 

forget something like that. 

FROM BILL DRAYCOTT 1960-63 
 (Received July 2001 - Ed) My school memories are dim, but I recall one amusing incident during a German 

lesson. It happened c1963 during an 'O' level German lesson in 5S, the teacher being Mr Gimson.. His method 

was to speak only German throughout the lesson. One poor chap began to feel quite ill. He managed to last for 
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about twenty minutes, but was then obliged to put up his hand. 'Ja?' said Mr Gimson. 'Please, sir, I feel sick. 

May I leave the room?' 'Nein,' said Mr Gimson. 'Bitte Herr, ich muss mich erbrechen, du must sagen, kann ich 

hinauf gehen?' The poor chap was obliged to sit for another few minutes whilst others were asked questions, 

before he was asked to speak again. He repeated the question, in German, and was allowed to rush off. 

Hopefully he reached the toilets in time! 

FROM PETER SMITH 1958-63 
 (Received July 2001 - Ed) I was interested to read about the pupil who absconded in 1960 and cycled to 

Norfolk. I think it might have been Colin Barnes, but I don't think bullying was the reason. I understood he'd 

had an argument with his parents. Secretly I envied his nerve and stamina. Norfolk is a long way from Leicester, 

and he was only 13 or so. A well-known catchphrase from Bob Roberts to unruly pupils: Stop that b****y noise. 

And from Wally Wardle, whilst writing on the blackboard: I've got eyes in the back of my head, boy, before 

throwing the wooden board rubber, with great accuracy, at some unfortunate's head. 

FROM MEL KNIGHT 1958-65 
 (Received August 2001 - Ed) The cycling boy was, I am sure, Keith Barnes. Wally Wardle had his favourite 

villains in every year, and his voice would boom, 'Baxter, Barnes, Keenan, Healey, Dunmore' when rounding up 

the usual subjects. Peter Healey died a couple of years ago, and a feature in the Leicester Mercury praised his 

police work. He lived near us, and was a smashing bloke. 

FROM DR HOWARD COHEN 1972-79 
 (Received August 2001 - Ed) I attended Downing Drive. Mr Bell died during one summer holiday fairly early in 

my school career. The school went comprehensive, and admitted girls, during my time in the sixth form. I was 

in the same year as Gary Lineker. Other claims to fame: I was double bassist in the orchestra, and served as 

school captain and head of De Montfort House. Left CBS for medical school, Bristol. Now a GP in Surrey and 

part-time academic at Kings College, London. CBS was OK, but had ideas above its station; perhaps harking 

back to a more glorious time? I found it to be a fairly violent and intolerant place, with too much bullying. 

FROM LAURIE FORD 1962-66 
 The 3B classroom was just behind the Elbow Lane assembly hall, overlooking the dinner block. Our form 

master, who was also our English teacher, was a new master called Bill Gates. He was a Yorkshireman from 

Leeds and a fan of Leeds United. As the club had just re-emerged as a force under Don Revie, the class was 

always able to have some friendly banter with him on a Monday morning about Saturday's football results - not 

least because this was one of City's most successful periods in the league. Other masters included Sadie 

Thompson, Chemistry; Dicky Diack, Physics; Mr McFayden, History; Wally (I'm waiting...) Wardle, Scripture; 

John Lawson, Maths; Flo Willan, Biology. My reports show no record of woodwork with Bunny Hutchinson in 

the third year. Perhaps Bunny had given me up as incompetent. No record of music either, so perhaps Bill Sykes 

gave up. As for geography I can't remember, nor can I decipher the squiggle on the report. Despite his 

diminutive stature, I think Flo was the most terrifying of the masters. I dreaded the biology tests, whereby you 

sat at the back of the lab or the front, depending on marks received. Lowest sat at the front, highest at the back. 

That gave the latter the opportunity to use crib sheets relatively unnoticed, thus continuing their tenure at the 

rear. Unfortunately I was usually on the front row, and never progressed further than the one behind. I 

particularly recall one lesson when I wasn't paying attention. I had failed to keep my arms folded while Flo was 

talking to us and, on being prompted to rectify the situation, failed to twig what Flo's problem was despite 

others trying to tell my with gestures. Consequently I received an unexpected whack, delivered with 

considerable force to the back of my head. He wouldn't get away with it these days! Obviously his lessons were 

not the ones in which to daydream. Dicky Diack was a mild-mannered man who did not deserve the treatment he 

received. He had some difficult lessons to deal with, but I always felt he tried to help his pupils. Unfortunately 

some did not want this, and failed to co-operate. Bill Gates came up with the idea of producing a magazine in 

our English lessons, and we all believed this was a serious rival to The Wyvernian. It was a class project, called 

The Desk, and we produced several editions during the year. Not sure about circulation, but I think quite a few 

people managed to see it. It was a worthwhile project, and many of us submitted reports on school sports, 

crosswords, items of general interest and progress with Downing Drive - including drawings (usually from those 

living in Evington) The magazine was such a success that next year, under the tutelage of Geoff Elliott, we 

produced a French version. By this third year I had long since given up hope of making an impact in the area of 

football. Keen, but no talent. My sporting highlight that year was being picked to play for the badminton team in 

a match against the masters. As described in a much earlier OWT, to my intense disappointment that did not 

work out. It did seem to be enough for Jock Gilman to upgrade my report from fair to satisfactory - did he have 

any other categories? This year was the last at Humberstone Gate, so apart from Friday mornings I never spent 
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much time there. It was quite sad to leave Elbow Lane, and to realise its day as part of CBS was done. But there 

was a new building, with a playing field, to look forward to, though I did not relish the fact I would need to 

catch two buses as that meant getting up far too early. 

FROM JIM HENDERSON 1953-60 
 I read Cliff Dunkley's appreciation of Gordon Franey (OWT 36) and found myself in complete agreement with 

every word of it. It is indeed strange that certain masters receive little comment, while others appear again and 

again in the reminiscences of Old Wyvernians. George, as he was always known, was one of my heroes too. I 

had enormous respect for him and for his humanity, his breadth of knowledge, his scholarship and his wry, 

ironic sense of humour. He was always a gentleman, who treated schoolboys with respect - an attitude that was 

by no means typical of the times. He would smile at the more outrageous of our inanities, and show patience in 

the face of considerable provocation. His lessons were always inspiring and I well remember an inspector's 

comment to him after observing a lesson in which we'd been reading Milton's Lycidas. As he left the classroom 

he whispered, 'A very good lesson, Mr Franey.' And it was! (Nowadays the lesson would probably have been 

slated for being too academic!) George produced the school's plays, and I can well remember rehearsals in the 

Hall. George would sit in the middle of the room, drawing on his cigarette, while we did our best on the stage. I 

played medium-sized parts; the stars were Tom Williams and Tony Baxter. The plays gave us a dramatic insight 

into the genius of Shakespeare's plays, as well as a lot of fun. We took Henry 1V, Part 2, to Krefeld, 

accompanied by George and Mr Newton. Great memories! I still find myself remembering George and his 

teaching to this day. He was able to inspire a love of great literature, and to offer us himself as an example of a 

civilised and cultivated man. 

OBITUARIES 
 Victor Irons (1939 - ?) passed away January 12th 2005 Dave Mitchell (1953 - 58) passed away March 

2005 

FROM EDDIE BLOUNT 1950-58) 
 Does anyone know of other Wyvernians who spent eight years at CBS? I arrived aged just 10 and was put in 

the Alpha stream. I did four years in the sixth form waiting to be old enough to go to university, and would be 

interested to hear if anyone else had the same experience. (I seem to recall something similar a few issues back - 

Ed) 

FROM LES OSWIN 1935-39 
No one seems to have mentioned Mr Morrell, a fairly small Maths teacher from the late thirties. Ed was an 

excellent mathematician, and a very pleasant person, but not much of a disciplinarian. I once played a somewhat 

unsavoury trick on him. It would have been 1938 or 39, and my desk was on the front row in such a position 

that when the classroom door was opened the edge banged into it near the dip-in inkwell. Some of us did not 

think much of Mr Morrell, mainly because of his lack of discipline, and I decided to put some ink 'which had 

jumped out of my inkwell' on the inside door knob. When he entered the classroom all was quiet until he closed 

the door, when we all burst into raucous guffaws at the sight of his ink-covered palm. There was no argument. I 

was marched straight before The Beak, Mr Crammer, and received six of the best. which were entirely deserved. 

Not long afterwards Mr Morrell left the school, by which time my opinion of him had changed entirely. This 

was primarily because I discovered he was an excellent gymnast, something in which I took a keen interest 

throughout my time at CBS. In fact I was quite a good gymnast. Reference to Miss Kate Hutchens in OWT37 

reminded me of an incident involving my elder brother, Jim (1932-37) The Christmas concert was being 

planned and Miss Hutchens, the Art mistress, decided to include a somewhat revolutionary item: a tableau 

depicting Greek athletes in the early Olympics. Her intention was to select wellbuilt senior boys and portray 

each one in a specific athletic pose (Eg, discus thrower, javelin thrower, wrestler, runner, putting the shot) with 

each boy painted gold. That was fine, except Miss H proposed they appear nude! Jim, being wellbuilt  and a 

promising gymnast, was one of those selected (or did they volunteer?) As soon as the boys heard of the nudity 

clause they rebelled, probably without exception, and I believe parents were brought into the debate. To avoid 

cancellation of this unusual and spectacular concert item Miss Hutchens backed down, and the participants 

adorned themselves in briefs - such as they were in the 1930's - and these were also painted gold. The concert, 

especially the tableau, was considered most successful and Miss H received well-deserved high praise. Are there 

any Old Boys who took part in the tableau, or remember it? (This is the first reference to it in OWT - Ed) 
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FROM IAN CRICHTON 1962-69 
 Just read reference to Simon Tong and the account of being attacked on his theatre trip (probably more exciting 

than 12th Night if I remember the play well) The game was at White Hart Lane, not Wembley, but probably of 

more interest to the writer the date was 17th May 1972. As a life long Spurs fan I remember it well. Also 

concerning Stuart Smith's comment that his collection only starts at no 19 it might be time to mention the web 

site address once again ,and make the point that the early editions can be downloaded from it. The gentleman 

may not have internet access, but there are probably other readers who do that are unaware of this facility. Many 

thanks for OWT 39. I was heartened to see so many kind comments from your readers. I know you don't do it 

for the kudos, but as I do a lot of voluntary work myself organising schools' football (which unfortunately will 

keep me once more from the reunion) I know it is nice to feel that your work is appreciated. Concerning 

Michael Daly's comments about Brian Scott, he already was a Reverend but left City Boys about 1970 to 

become superintendent of Launde Abbey, which was a retreat of Christians, not of the Dunkirk variety (for our 

older readers) or from Mons ( for the very older readers) I did visit him there once, and it was a super place. 

Brian was a character (the like of which we took for granted, but are unfortunately non-existent today) I should 

know because I have been in the profession (not the oldest!!) for over 30 years, and can count on one hand men 

of the calibre of those who trod the Humberstone Gate boards for so many years. Today we are breeding 

Ofstedobsessed robots, and there is no place for the eccentrics we all remember with affection. Brian was 

certainly one of those, and I remember him fondly as indeed I do my other A level Religious Studies teacher (or 

RI or RK as it used to be known) Brian Sadie Thompson. Were all Religious Studies teachers called Brian in 

those days? They might not have inspired the film The life of Brian, but they certainly inspired me to follow 

their subject and for many years I was head of an RE department before I bacame sick of the Government's 

obsession with paper work and became a Supply teacher. Wouldn't it be nice if Brian Thompson might put some 

of his thoughts to paper? I remember you said you met him a few years back on one of your annual cruises, and 

I believe he is on your mailing list (Brian does not have an E-mail address, nor does he send SAE's for a printed 

copy - Ed) We are always reading about the views of ex-pupils. Surely the masters can give their version of 

things from the other side of the blackboard, or from the staff (or should it be smoking?) room. They must 

surely be too old now to be struck off for scurrilous behaviour (Bill Mann has just sent me some fascinating stuff 

on that very subject, and it will be serialised in future OWT's - Ed) 

REUNION – AGAIN 
 People who declined their invitation to the 2005 reunion gave various reasons. These included: on holiday, poor 

health, attended previously but failed to meet any contemporaries, too old, distance (Obviously we did not 

expect people living abroad to make a special trip!) But if you did not reply, are you prepared to say why not? 

We want to make future reunions bigger and better than ever and need your opinions. Please be frank with us! 

We are also considering holding the events at 18 month intervals. How would you feel about that? 

FROM JOHN WARDEN 1953-59 
 Lunchtimes at City Boys! After two penn'oth of stales from Baylis's we still had surplus dinner money to spend, 

and one way of passing a lunch time was to stroll down Humberstone Road to Buckby's Wholesale 

Tobacconists. Inside was a wonderful range of cigarettes from all over the world, and it was our mission to 

sample as many as we could. Using someone tall, like Dave Grimshaw, as the buyer, we would purchase 10 ( 

yes, you could buy 10's in 1958 ) of a different brand every time we went in - and boy, did we have some weird 

and wonderful fags; I seem to remember going for about a year without having the same brand twice. The one 

that had the biggest impact on me was called Blue Book Mixed, and had two Turkish, two Egyptian, two 

Virginia, two French and two Havana. Having spun a coin to see who got what, I ended up with the Havana! A 

bad move. They must have swept the floor in the cigar factory to make those fags, and I went back to school a 

fine shade of green and definitely nauseous. 

FROM JOHN RATNETT 1941-46 
It was interesting to read in OWT 39 the continuing correspondence on the subject of female teachers employed 

during the war. It would appear that Geoff Williams (1943-1948) has no better memory than I have. But I am 

indebted to Ray Taylor (1938-1944) for refreshing my memory on the subject. He appears very knowledgeable 

about female teachers, and I can't help wondering whether he paid more attention to them than to what they 

were teaching ? He also asks whether the Ratnett who printed the school magazine was connected to me. 

Anybody north of the Home Counties with that name is related to me, and Harry Ratnett, who founded H T 

Ratnett & Co (Printers) in Waterloo street in the 1920's, was my grandfather's brother. I had no connection with 

the business, which folded up many years ago. Some of your correspondents may remember my brother, David, 

who was at the school around 1944 to 1949. He was probably best remembered as a cellist in the orchestra under 
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Bill Sykes' baton. Unfortunately his life was short as he was sent to Korea during his National Service, caught 

an incurable kidney infection, and died at the age of 22. 

FROM GEOFF PHILLIPS 1940-44 
 As regards school dinners, I had a few in the school but mainly went to the British Restaurant at the back of the 

school on Lee Street car park (Famous for its green custard and red gravy) If I was feeling rich I might go to 

Arcaris (spelling!) near the Clock Tower. 

FROM STEVE MELLOR 1960-66 
 There seems to be some minor controversy about Michael Kitchen. I was in the same classes as him in the 

alpha stream, and was born in 1949, joining CBS in 1960, confirming what Adrian Pilgrim says (I have asked 

Michael Kitchen, via his agent, to clear up the debate but he has not responded - Ed) 

FROM JEFF PARKER 1938-44 
 (Better known as Jeffrey John Albert Witham-Parker) If any of my old classmates would care to contact me I 

would be pleased to reminisce. Please write or phone. 34 Lutterworth Road, Arnesby, Leics. LE8 5UT. Tel 0116 

247 8796 

FROM ANDREW TEAR 1960-67 
 I started school in September 1960, and was born in 1948 (all September to December birthdates would have 

started in 1960). So Michael Kitchen was in my year, and like myself went from the 1st year to 3 alpha, 'O' 

levels in 1964 and 'A' levels in 1966. Some of us who had been in the express stream then did Oxbridge 

scholarships (some did not) but stayed on until summer doing ''good works'' and looking after the minions, as 

we were usually prefects by then. Michael Kitchen might have left for drama school in summer 1966, though I 

left in summer 67. Paul Warburton had become headboy in September 1966 and should have stayed till summer 

1967, but he took off and got a job (after Christmas or Easter?) to earn some cash before going to university. 

Clanger bell did not like it, as it was a break with tradition. I find these newsletters immensely interesting. Like 

Adrian Pilgrim I read them in a similar order;people I knew from my era, then if I have time a bit further afield. 

FROM STEWART SMITH 1936-41 
 The tales of mischievous escapades grow with every issue of OWT. Many people seem to have derived various 

degrees of satisfaction from what can only be described as 'behaviour prejudicial to the good order and 

discipline of City Boys', even though of the pranks achieved somewhat variable degrees of success! A spirit of 

rebelliousness, almost completely inoffensive by today's standards, seems to have been bred into most of us. 

Quote: 'Think, boy think! ... you will henceforth be good for nothing but to be trodden under the feet of man - 

detention.' The master was known as Six Feet Of Misery. Leaving school during wartime, many of us 

volunteered for aircrew. I was stationed not too far from Leicester, in peace-time buildings with comfortable 

basic facilities. One friendly soul, quiet by nature, always retired early in the evenings - especially at weekends. 

But there was one small group who, particularly at weekends, came in late, and very noisily. They put on the 

lights and woke up our friend, who would sit up and quietly deliver a well-articulated rebuke before going back 

to sleep. He suffered much ribald banter, common currency in HM forces. One Saturday evening, following the 

usual disturbance, our friend produced a .22 rifle and shot through the wires from which the light fittings were 

suspended. These crashed to the floor, resulting in complete darkness and silence. There was apprehension next 

morning as the culprit went before the CO, and everyone was agog when he later appeared at the NAAFI 

brandishing a 48 hour pass. It seemed he had offered to re-decorate the Flt Lt's and CO's offices at no charge if 

he could go and obtain the materials, and return the rifle borrowed from his father. Later he called us all together 

and demanded silence. He briefly explained his actions had benefited everyone in the group. He went on to say 

the thinking behind his decision to use the rifle was entirely due to his grammar school education; the school, as 

well as his father, had prompted him to think for himself and to use initiative and enterprise. 'After all, if we are 

to fly bloody aeroplanes we need to do things properly at all times.' During training this man became something 

of a leader to us, and we held him in awe for his confidence and ability. His father was director of an 

engineering firm producing aircraft parts. His example (I cannot remember his name) has reminded my many 

times how grateful I have been to Mr Crammer, and CBS, for teaching me to think for myself and for my 

general education. 

EDITOR'S NOTE  

At least two Wyvernians have a classic car. Stewart Smith has a J reg Morris Minor Traveller, and I have a 1959 

Ford Popular 103E. Does anyone else have a vintage vehicle of any sort? If so perhaps we could get together. 
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Stewart suggests a Wyvernians Classic Car Diners Club. A picture of our Ford Pop (Bluebelle) will be 

supplied as an attachment on request to those interested. 

FROM JOHN LAWSON 1940-46 
 After reading the item from Geoff Williams (1940-46) I was reminded of several lady teachers. I agree with 

Ray Taylor (1938-44) the young Biologist was Miss Richardson, who was indeed rather dishy. It was very clear 

my Maths teacher, Pecker Reece, thought so too. Who remembers the Harvest Camps of 1943 and 1944? (I 

think the subject has been mentioned in OWT - Ed) Bill Sykes took his golf clubs. Miss Mercer and, I think, 

Miss Mearns, were also on the site along with other male members of staff. We were under canvas at Knipton, 

not far from Belvoir. The camp had been set up by seniors, under the supervision of Charley Howard. They had 

travelled by lorry with the tents, cooking gear, tables, bedding (a palliase to be filled with straw from the farm) 

and spades etc. The rest of us rode our bikes. Many of the boys sent their kit bags on the lorry, but mine was on 

the rear carrier. The 1946 1st XI cricket team will recall the same method was used to take the team bag to and 

from some away matches. One year it rained sufficiently to require trenches to be dug around each tent, but the 

spades were initially used for digging the latrines. These consisted of a long deep trench and a plank to sit on, 

and of course they were open to the stars. Stooking, carting and stacking wheat and barley was very enjoyable in 

the sunshine, but I don't recommend stooking barley in shorts! Carting was great, particularly driving the tractor. 

Where are you now Dave Lovatt, John Longland, Brian Finney and all? I am sure Dave would remember his 

trips to Redmile - I am told there was a girls' Harvest Camp there! (Dave Lovatt will see this via E-mail Be glad 

to put you both in touch.. Incidentally, Dave, what years did you attend CBS? - Ed) 

AND FINALLY... 
 It's funny how little memories are retained in a corner of the brain . One morning, it must have been 1960 

because we were still in the Lee Circle annexe, I had been allowed time off to visit the dentist. The surgery was 

on Welford Road, on the other side of Leicester. I don't recall what happened in the chair, but I distinctly 

remember arriving back at school rather too early for my liking. You see, if I had gone straight into the 

classroom I would have arrived while one of Larry Lawson's maths lessons was in progress, and that was the 

last thing I wanted. Unfortunately I only realised the problem at the last minute, otherwise I would have idled 

the time away in town. But there I was, already almost at the door of the room, and it was too risky to leave the 

premises again. I peeked through the keyhole and observed Larry in full flow. No way was I going in there! 

Fortunately there was not all that long to wait before the end of the period, and following further Peeping Tom 

activities I was able to delay my entrance until the coast was well and truly clear. This apparent happy 

coincidence was not lost on some of my more perceptive classmates! 

End Of OWT41. Dennis J Duggan 1959-64 
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EDITORIAL 
 The number of Wyvernians remains static at just under 500, with newcomers balanced by 

resignations and deaths. Harold Coates' (1944-49) watercolours were featured on the Mr 

Leicester Page of the Mercury dated May 10th. Harold exhibited some of his work at the 

2004 reunion. 

FROM LES OSWIN 1935-39 
 I became a pupil of CBS in September 1935, having been one of only four who passed the 11 

plus at Shaftsbury Road school, off Narborough Road. Selection of CBS could have been 

influenced by the fact my elder brother, Jim (1932-37) was already at the school, having been 

transferred there from Market Harborough Grammar School in 1932 when the family moved 

to Leicester. I had been to four schools prior to Shaftsbury Road, the first in Greenock, 

Scotland, and this early experience helped me qualify for entry in 1A. It was no easy task 

getting to CBS from Harrow Road (off Narborough Road) There were trams running direct to 

the Clock Tower, but because my father was unemployed funds were very short. He had left 

the Navy as Chief Petty Officer (Gunner) four years before. We could not afford tram fares 

for two people four times per day, so went on Shank's Pony - unlike so many pupils who in 

later years were able to use the many bus routes available. Jim and I didn't travel to school 

together; after all, he was becoming a Senior Boy! But we used to run and walk to school 

along Narborough Road, Braunstone Gate and West Bridge, then a short cut by the side of 

The Mitre & Keys at the bottom of Applegate Street. Then past The Guildhall to Silver Street 

and the Clock Tower - a major road junction in those days - past the Stag & Pheasant, 

Humberstone Gate, across Charles Street and so to the school. We did the return journey at 

midday for dinner, then back to school for the afternoon and finally home for tea and 
homework. In his later years Jim had a bicycle, but I usually went on foot except when a few 

pennies could be spared for the trams. I made specific use of the trams as pacemakers for part 

of my route, overtaking them when they stopped for passengers before they caught up and 

passed me again. When the war began, the CBS air raid shelters were considered inadequate, 

so we temporarily transferred to Wyggeston. Long mornings alternated with long afternoons, 

the Wyggy boys working in tandem. I sometimes managed to borrow a bicycle, so the 

substitute school was not too difficult to reach. During this period I occupied the spare 

mornings and afternoons by moonlighting at a local grocery shop. I delivered groceries via a 

bicycle with a small front wheel with a basket above, or worked in the shop. I was not 

allowed to serve customers, so weighed up sugar into blue bags, stoned raisins or stacked the 

shelves etc. I was paid the princely sum of 14/- per week, most of which I gave to my mum 

for my board. Her income came from running our home as a lodging house with a small sum 

from my dad, who had rejoined the Navy as a Reservist and was by that time serving in the 

Far East. I still have a Christmas card from him, dated December 1939, with a handpainted 

picture of Mount Fuji Yama (sic) on the front. My memory was nudged by a recent OWT 

reference to Lewis's, Humberstone Gate. This opened while I attended CBS, and I have a 

vivid recollection of rushing across after school to see Sir Malcolm Campbell's Bluebird, 

which was on display for a week or two. We also spent a lot of time queuing to go up and 

down the moving stairs (escalator) the first in Leicester. Ah, happy days. 
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FROM DEREK M BAILEY 1945-50 
 As you know, I did a lot of research into the history of CBS some years ago which I still 

have to complete, when time permits. In the process I compiled a list of teaching staff. There 

have been references, in several recent issues of OWT, to the wartime temporary women 

teachers, so I give below a full list, their periods of service and the subjects taught. 

Miss Eden, 9/40-4/41, English; Miss D Read, 9/40 to an unrecorded date, subjects not 

recorded; Miss J. Wynne, 9/40-8/41, German; Miss I.M. Mearns, 5/41-12/43, English; Miss 

G.M. Matthews, 5/41-12/43, Maths; Miss M Tetley, 9/41-10/41, German; Mrs M Wilkinson, 

10/41-12/41 & 3/42-6/42, English; Miss E M Richardson, 9/41-7/44, Biology; Miss N K 

Mercer, 9/42-3/46, English; Miss E J Smith, 1/44- 12/45, English; Miss E Jones, 9/44-7/46, 

Biology. I only have recollections of Miss Smith, who taught me English during my first term 

in 1 alpha, and Miss Jones, who taught me Biology for the whole of my first year - but with 

the passage of time these recollections are now very hazy. No doubt the above list will stir the 

memories of other old boys, and produce their recollections for inclusion in future issues of 

OWT! For the record there were only three women teachers pre-World War II: Miss J I Wale, 

6/21-7/29, jointly with Newarke Girls School for Drawing. Her departure was no doubt in 

anticipation of her becoming the future Mrs. G.A. Fisher. Miss K.Hutchins, 9/29-8/35, Art - 

she also left to get married. Miss O'Driscoll , 9/33 to an unrecorded date, subject taught also 

not recorded (on loan from Collegiate Girls School for one day per week) 

FROM REX D OSWIN 1941-45 
 It was wartime when I attended CBS, so trips had been put on hold except for the Harvest 

Camp. This was held annually at Knipton, Vale Of Belvoir. Most of us had never been on a 

farm, so it was a great adventure to ride horses, build haystacks and flush out rabbits for the 

farmer to shoot. Potato picking was fun, though backbreaking. We lived under canvas, and 

cooked on open fires. It certainly toughened us up, and taught us how to look after ourselves. 

I was interested to see references to the Green Wyvern Yachting Club in OWT35. The 

Broads were closed to the public during the war, reopening in 1945. Charlie Howard and his 

brother, Bert (who taught at Alderman Newtons) took a combined party to Horning, and we 

were some of the first people to use the Broads again. We were nearly all novices, and it 

showed! At least two anchors were lost after being thrown over the side without being 

attached to the yachts, and our race on the River Bure ended in disaster when six yachts tried 

to turn at the same time and ended up ramming each other. Our moment of glory came at 

Acle Bridge; you needed to lower the sails and drop the mast, which was usually done at 

anchor, but as the current was in our favour the skipper decided we would do it on the move 

and let our momentum take us through. The sails came down nicely, but to our horror the pin 

securing the mast was stuck! Only at the last moment did it come out, and we managed to 

lower the mast sufficiently to give us a couple of inches leeway. We made the passage to 

great applause, and a couple of locals congratulated on our high standards of sailing. If only 

they knew! The following year I sailed again, this time with a much smaller fleet of three 

yachts and all manned by CBS. This was an incident-free cruise until the last day when our 

'cabin boy' fell overboard three times and had to go home in borrowed clothing as all his was 

wet. My next cruise was in 1954, the reason for the gap being I was sailing larger ships in the 

Royal Navy in bigger waters. For the first time I was able to appreciate the watering holes, of 

which there were many, more than the water. It was nice to be able to pass on my knowledge 

to younger members, and see them using it when a nearby cabin cruiser burst into flames and 

we had to rescue a couple of young men from the river. Besides the trips to Norfolk, Charlie 

Howard used to take a party of boys to St Neots, on the Great Ouse. We used a houseboat as 

a base, and explored the waterways by Canadian canoes. These holidays always ended with 

the annual canoe race round the island. One year Charlie and five of us boys decided to stay 
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for a further week and take three canoes to Bedford and back. This meant taking everything 

with us, so the canoes were heavily laden. On the second day we came to a stretch of river 

which was being dredged from bank to bank, resulting in depths ranging from one foot to 

three feet. All we could do was wade along, dragging the canoes, but when we reached deep 

water again it was found that one of them had been holed. Someone had the idea of covering 

the hole with a tin lid, held in place by candle wax. This was covered with a piece of ground 

sheet, secured by drawing pins and covered in candle wax. The repair took us to Bedford, 

where a proper repair was carried out. The people concerned had never seen a repair like ours 

and were very impressed by our ingenuity. We always obtained permission before pitching 

our tents for the night, and one evening Charlie went to a big house to arrange our stay. He 

returned with an invitation for everyone to visit the house for baths and dinner. It belonged to 

the Colonel-In-Chief of the Bedfordshire And Hertfordshire regiment, who was on leave. It 

was a wonderful evening, and very much appreciated by all of us. 

FROM PAUL WILLIAMSON 1957-62 
 I feel John Offord might have been insulted when I said he had red hair (OWT38) but I was 

really referring to another runner who was taller and might have been called Bedford. John 

mentioned Ian Hastings' trial for Arsenal FC. Alas that was unsuccessful, and he now has a 

responsible position in Tasmania dealing with Sport and Leisure. He was skipper of the 

Under-15 England Schoolboys side, and also Leicester Boys where he played centre half. Joe 

Gould, English teacher, sent one of the class to Ernie Bell's office for some retribution he 

said was due. The lad soon returned looking very perplexed, and Joe pointed out the date was 

April 1st! Peter Seller was dangled over Hill Street, by his ankles, from a second-floor 

window. Terry Pym, who was later expelled, was responsible for this incident. One hot day 

David Bunny Warren and I went to fetch ice creams and lollies. Near the classroom, on the 
way back, before I could stop him David shouted, 'Anyone for orange?' My backside was 

treated to the cane on behalf of us both. Mr Richardson, an amateur jump jockey often 

mentioned in the Mercury, gave me the stick on my hand 'for blowing wood shavings on to 

David's lacquered wood.' He had a very strong hand. 

FROM MICK STOKES 1957-62 
 My reasons for choosing CBS are in line with others - CBS followed by Gateway because of 

football, then Alderman Newton's, with the snobs of Wyggeston last. The information was 

handed down to me by friends, and I have no idea what information the schools provided to 

help us with the decision. My mother completed a form, and answered the question 'why is 

CBS first choice?' by saying it was because of football, and also my friends hoped to go 

there. I wonder how the schools made their decisions; no doubt CBS was over-subscribed, so 

what criteria did they use to prune the numbers? The apparent lack of information affected 

me on day one. At junior school we had inkwells, and pens with nibs; I did not expect any 

difference at CBS. When we were handed exercise books and told to write our names and 

form number I informed the teacher (I think it was Chas Howard) I did not have a pen. 'How 

do you expect to write, then?' was his reply. I recall that when Wally Wardle asked a question 

in class, if you put your hand up and answered he would say, 'Cum 'ere.' On walking to the 

front he grabbed you by the ear, gave it a twist and asked you to repeat the answer. He did 

this whether the answer was right or wrong, so you soon learned never to put your hand up in 

his class. 

FROM BRIAN WELLS 1940-45 
 Memories of school in wartime. We had a little man called, I believe, Mr Jepson who took us 

for Metalwork. Apart from pokers the main thing to make was cigarette lighters; nobody 
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seemed to mind, even if we were not old enough to smoke. A favourite was to use an old .303 

bullet case. Flints and wheels could be bought from a large man of European extraction who 

had a stall on the market. I was quite good at wood work and rubbish at French, so was asked 

to drop French and do extra woodwork. Result: failed woodwork for School Cert. There 

seems to be a difference of opinion over the name of the biology teacher; was it Miss Jones, 

Miss Smith or Miss Richardson? I favour Miss Jones, but one thing we all agree on - she was 

very well endowed and quite gorgeous, and must have stirred many a young boy's heart. I 

saw the death in the Mercury a few weeks ago of one of my class who made a name for 

himself as a comedy script - writer, Bryan Blackburn. He even wrote for Bob Hope. Being 

wartime we had some odd teachers. One I remember took us for music (before Bill Sykes) 

who looked like a corpse, and I think we called him Creeping something or other. Perhaps 

Ray Bolton can remember. Mostly happy days though. 

FROM BILL MANN 1960-65 
 (The first instalment of Bill's CBS memoirs - Ed) During the summer of 1960 it was time for 

me to look forward to employment as a qualified teacher at The City Of Leicester Boys' 

Grammar School, known to many with great affection simply as City Boys. I would be 

joining David Lawrence and John Lawson in the Physics department. An additional teacher 

in the subject was required, as the number of boys undertaking sixth-form studies had 

increased considerably and there was an extra class of third-year pupils as a result of the 

increase in births following the Second World War. Roger Bourne (French) and Barry 

Thornton (History) joined the staff at the same time. One day in August Charlie Banham, a 

good family-friend and my bell-ringing master, very generously hired a taxi and we visited 

Leicester - a city well-known to him as he had been stationed on the Race Course during the 

war - with the sole purpose of finding me suitable accommodation. A list of possible 
addresses was obtained from the Leicester Mercury and we visited a few. A bed-sit in 

Gotham Street was selected. It was not the best we had seen, but it was available and at 30 

shillings a week also cheap. The room was clearly half of a much larger room which had been 

divided to provide accommodation for two single people. There was also a communal 

kitchen, which led to the bathroom. These would be used by the four tenants one of whom, a 

retired nurse called Miss Manson, would wash up my breakfast dishes and introduce me to 

worship at St Margaret's church. The owners of the property ran a dancing school in 

Nuneaton, and occupied the ground floor and one of the upstairs rooms. It would be my home 

for the next year, after which I moved to far better accommodation at Laurel Road, where 

Bob Roberts and Fred Hutchinson already lived, and where Niall Kearney would shortly join 

us. In early September I packed my trunk and sent it in advance by British Rail, and with 

some trepidation I made the same rail journey two days later. I cycled to Stow Bedon station, 

again with Charlie, with cases on the carriers of our cycles. It was the same journey I had 

made with mother on he first morning of my secondary schooling. It brought back memories, 

as did the first leg of the journey to Thetford, as it was the same journey I had made every 

day for seven years during my schooling there. Further changes of train were necessary at 

Ely, Peterborough and Market Harborough before reaching Leicester station, which was but a 

short walk from Gotham Street. My trunk had already arrived so I unpacked, did some 

shopping and prepared for the tasks ahead. The next day I walked to the school along Granby 

Street, on the way passing one cinema which had closed since my first visit to the city, then 

up Humberstone Gate, where signs of tramways were still just evident. I then took a gentle 

walk round the school and from a distance viewed the Lee Circle site which had 

accommodated the junior school and would soon be demolished to make way for a multi-

storey car park, bowling alley and shops. The juniors would now be housed in former school 

buildings at Elbow Lane, and I made my way there on the first morning of term. The facilities 
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were quite good, considering the age of the building. There was a large hall, gym, a well-

equipped laboratory and sufficient classrooms to house the eight forms of boys and space for 

the teaching of sixth-form pupils. The juniors would still walk to Humberstone Gate for art, 

woodwork and some PE. The staff room was comfortable, and a shove-halfpenny board was 

well-positioned. My name was soon added to the bottom of the league table. As it was the 

first day of term the Headmaster visited for Morning Assembly. This always followed the 

same pattern: a hymn, bible reading and prayers. (Four years later there was an occasion 

when no boy had been chosen to read, which was of great concern to Mr Bell. He saw a 'new' 

junior prefect at the back of the hall and ordered him to the stage. Mr Bell then opened the 

bible, which fell open at a well-used page. 'Read this,' he said to David M with a flourish of 

his finger across the page. David did so. The children listened intently, whilst the teachers 

present were extremely puzzled. There were many references to wars which did not, in the 

context of the passage, seem relevant. The extract concerned the elimination of whores! 

FROM KEITH WRIGHT 1948-54 
 (This item was written July 2001 - Ed) One of the highlights of the year was - or supposed to 

be - Speech Day. In my day this was held at The De Mont, and of course the staff were 

arrayed in full academic dress which I hope continues to be the case. Jerusalem got a good 

pounding, probably with certain vowels substituted, and most will have sat patiently through 

the proceedings, possibly listening to an homily from a guest who's name was forgotten 

within a week. But one I have not forgotten was Noel Annan, a youthful Cambridge Don. His 

speech was impressive, but in all probability his distinctive name was responsible for my 

difficulty. Forty years later I heard him again, when he was interviewed on Desert Island 

Discs. In the meantime I occasionally saw his name crop up in the news; he became Lord 

Annan, and at one time was Vice-Chancellor of London University. By that time I was 
working as a physician in North Wales. Does anyone recall a Director of Education called 

Elfed Thomas? His Christian name was consistently pronounced to rhyme with 'well fed', but 

having been married to a Welsh speaker for 38 years (in 2001) and lived in Wales for 32 (in 

2001) I can assure you it rhymed with 'shel-ved', as in Welsh f substitutes for v. ff is the 

equivalent of f. I was interested to learn that Bill Sykes had written a school song. In my day 

the song was Jerusalem, and he used to get very angry when, thanks to the Leicester accent 

used by most of his pupils, 'Chariots Of Fire' was rendered as 'Chariuts Of Fire.' 

FROM ALAN LANCASHIRE 1938 45 
 (This item was written July 2001 - Ed) I read your note about Bud Fisher in OWT9 with 

interest, but also with surprise. Although he never taught me the subject I was aware he took 

Geography, but during my seven years at CBS he was best-known as a teacher of what was 

then known as scripture but now as RI or RE. Indeed, I still remember with pleasure the 

course he gave on comparative religion. It was Mr Fisher who chose the readings for the 

lesson to be read by a prefect at morning assembly. It was the Head Boy's job to collect the 

list and delegate the readings amongst the prefects. Mr Fisher was well-known not only for 

his scripture lessons but also for his old car, which I seem to recall he managed to keep going 

all through the war. 

FROM HAROLD D HUBBARD 1940-45 
 (This item was written July 2001 - Ed) The piece about Bud Fisher set what remains of my 

memory working. I seem to remember that in 1940 one of the masters had a car which was 

occasionally parked in the yard. In my memory it was a Morris Cowley, and since it was war 

time it was only seen a couple of times. I feel the owner might have been Bud simply because 

I recall a certain amount of school boy banter being directed at the driver, who accepted it 
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with cherubic good humour. Not so many masters at that time would have been so easy 

going. He took us for scripture, later known as Religious Instruction and he was one of the 

masters we knew would not give us a hard time. 

FROM TONY MATTHEWS 1959-66 
 I am glad the reunion went well for most folk attending. I hope the critic you mention in your 

highlighted paragraph turned out to be reflecting more of his own feelings than other peoples 

- it does happen. Dare I say that I liked some homework ,and my mother was soon aware that 

there would be 3 subjects most nights so that was the first thing I had to do on getting home. 

By 6th form I was left to organise my schedule in my own way but I was then doing 2 

subjects I liked, English and German and one I didn't - French. Although I got a good A level 

French result, I still ( 40 years on ) have an occasional recurring nightmare about the A level 

French oral exam! There might be Wyvernians who would be interested in the Welshpool and 

Llanfair Light Railway Gala weekend in September. Always worthwhile with extra trains, 

traction engine and fairground attractions at Llanfair and a display of large scale model trains 

- some steam powered -at Llanfair Community college. There is a minibus up to this from the 

station for those like me who cannot make steep ascents. There might also be a chance to 

meet our esteemed editor and his lovely wife at Welshpool station running their magazine 

and book stall. (Stephanie and I had the pleasure of meeting Tony at the 2004 Gala - Ed) 

Thanks again for the newsletter and all you both do for us all. 

FROM RAY BIRLEY 1950-55 
 I think the reunion was very successful as far as I was concerned. I look forward to 2006. 

One observation that I made, and this may have been the reason for any adverse comments 

that you received, was the density of bodies in the hall. I realise this was due to other rooms 

being occupied for separate talks, but it may be the reason for some people thinking it was 

not a success. No one I spoke to made any adverse comments. On the contrary Ray Machin, 

who travelled from Kent, has since sent me an email stating what a successful weekend he 

had. Keep it up Dennis, you will always get my support. (Thank you for these encouraging 

words - Ed) 

FROM ALAN PYKETT 1959-66 
 In my previous articles I described my very early days in 1B. We had experienced morning 

assembly (in the general science lab) led by Wally Wardle, head of the junior school. We had 

received our timetable, our exercise and text books were covered and we were ready to go - 

except I don't think I was. I got off to a very slow start, and at the end of the first term was 

27/29. I am sure we all remember the Head, Ernie Bell, bursting into the classroom during a 

lesson and giving the half-term and full-term positions. He always started at the bottom and 

finished at the top. I was rather concerned when I presented the first report to my parents, but 

they did not seem too worried so long as I was doing my best. My report was summarised by 

Bob Dennis, the form master as ' a slow start, but he is beginning to show some progress in 

most subjects.' My position improved to 14th in the second term, and by the end of the final 

term I was in 6th place, with an overall exam position of 12th. There had been some good 

progress throughout the year, which had been spent at the Lee Circle annexe, the last year of 

its existence before its demolition to make way for the car park. We now looked forward to 

the summer break before continuing our education at Elbow Lane, which was being vacated 

by Gateway Girls (I thought it was Collegiate - Ed) who were amalgamating with Alderman 

Newtons. During that first year most lessons had been taken in the annexe, apart from those 

requiring special areas such as art, woodwork and PE - not to mention the odious swimming 

lessons at Vestry Street. I promise to make no further reference to that particulat subject! 
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FROM ANDREW RADFORD 1954-59 
 (This was written July 2001 - Ed) It is interesting to read about catch phrases. Brian 

Thompson joined CBS in 1954/55; it was his first teaching post. He always wore black pin-

striped trousers and black blazer and had a heavy Yorkshire accent. Brian always looked very 

nervous, and often had problems keeping order. His catch phrase was, 'Stop that noise.' which 

he said about twenty times per lesson but it was always ignored! Once he swiped a game of 

Solitaire off a desk when he spotted an insolent pupil playing the game during a lesson. The 

boy stood up and told Brian Thompson to pick up the pieces. I don't think he did, but there 

was very nearly serious trouble. (My own recollections of Brian Thompson do not include any 

problems of keeping control in class - Ed) 

FROM RAY MACHIN 1950-55 
 I thoroughly enjoyed the 2005 reunion, especially as two further members of my year were 

present. I am unable to attend annually, so I have previously suggested a bi-annual event 

might help kindle more interest and also give the organisers a break. The food and drink were 

very good, but a cold buffet would not be unfavourable. March suits me fine. 

FROM JOHN PASIECZNIK 1971-76 
 I prefer an annual reunion, but bi-annual would be OK. I would like to hear former masters 

talking about their experiences - would John Lawson, Bill Mann, Tony Baxter etc be 

prepared to do a talk? I am happy with March, and I always hope the date coincides with a 

Leicester City home game (I live 100 miles away) so I can attend both! I do not have lunch, 

as I know so few people there. 

FROM JIM JOYCE 1951-59 
 (Jim lives in Australia - Ed) I would prefer an annual reunion, and would normally visit the 

UK between May - Sept. So March is less attractive for me. Given a choice I would opt for a 

cold buffet. Your latest masterpiece carried the comments of one Peter Markham, who was 5 

years in the B stream and who stated that his schooldays were "not the happiest of my life". 

This is probably the first completely honest reflection on the City Boys' experience. After all 

you had to pass the 11+ to get to a grammar school, and could be forgiven for expecting it to 

be the real deal. Lets face it, only those who kicked-off in 1-alpha had any chance of glory. 

Certainly in the B stream there was no pot of gold at the end of the school years. Perhaps 

occasionally one or two in the A stream were given the chance to move up in the first year. 

Once 1- alpha moved to 3-alpha there was no chance for promotion. Perhaps 10% of the first 

year group went on to university and some sort of glory. Not brilliant odds, and all decided 

by the 11+. I do remember 3 subjects for homework, but certainly it took me much longer 

than 1 hour, and I wasn't that conscientious! 

FROM JIM HENDERSON 1953-60 
 I continue to thoroughly enjoy reading Old Wyves' Tales and particularly relished Chris 

Jinks's reminiscences of old masters. In my time, Flo Willan always used to preface his 

weekly biology test with the words, 'There will be fifteen double-barrelled questions'. One 

particular event I remember with amusement happened when the dustbin men were collecting 

and emptying the bins one morning. They were making so much noise that Flo finally 

snapped and stormed out from the back of the Biology laboratory into the small yard and 

yelled, 'I'd make a bit more noise if I were you!' The dustbin men were so taken aback they 

didn't reply, but just carried on as Flo returned to his lab. On another occasion, he illustrated 

to us how a release of adrenaline could increase your strength by recalling that he'd been able 

to yank his motorcycle back up from the ground after being knocked off it by a car. 
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SuperFlo! Keep up the good work, and thanks for your efforts. They're appreciated, and make 

for a highly entertaining newsletter. 

FROM GEOFF CORT 1954-61 
 I think an annual reunion is fine. Can't think of any new features off-hand. Those of us who 

attend regularly probably do so to keep up old acquaintances, and perhaps meet 'new' chums 

from the past. This year's talks were a good idea. It might be an idea to ring the changes on 

dates, but the weather is usually not too bad mid-March, and a later date could mean more 

people would be on holiday. I did not have lunch this year, but at previous reunions have 

found the food to be excellent and good value. 

FROM ALAN LANCASHIRE 1938-45 
 The 2005 reunion was the first I had attended and I thoroughly enjoyed it, as did my wife 

and sister. I met one or two people I knew - Jinks, who had been in my form, and John 

Lawson, who was cricket captain when I was scorer - a sinecure of being Head Boy! I 

particularly enjoyed looking at the memorabilia. I have not lived in Leicester since 1948, and 

not visited the centre for many years. I hardly recognised it, particularly the Clock Tower (no 

tramlines!) I am sure I would never have found my way had I not brought my sister along; 

she lives in Glenfield. 

FROM FRANK SMITH 1959-66 
 I went to my barbers - sorry, hairdressers - recently for a pre 2005- reunion haircut. I 

explained the purpose of my visit to him and casually dropped into the conversation that I 

went to school with Michael Kitchen, the famous actor. The hairdresser replied that MK was 

one of his mates from Scouts. Not to be out-done, I went on to say that I invited MK to a 

school reunion a couple of years ago, but he declined the invitation because he was too busy. 

The hairdresser then said he went to a Scouts reunion some 30 years ago and MK was there 

in the company of Joanna Lumley – who was lovely. Out-done big time!! Incidentally, 

according to info on the internet, MK was born on 31/10/48, so that would make him one of 

the 1960 intake. It therefore looks as if Adrian Pilgrim's recollections in OWT 39 are correct 

(wish my memory was as good!) 

FROM ROBERT LEAKE 1959-66 
 The item from Alun Fisher (1964 - 71) was of interest. He wrote, 'I did not know that Ken 

Witts took maths; he was my geography teacher in the fifth form." Well, my first experience 

of Ken was as a maths teacher. I have looked at my Autumn Term report for 1959, when I 

was in 1B, and my Mathematics comment was Satisfactory, standard 3 [5 was very good, 1 

was very weak] 14th out of 29 in the class, and it was signed by KW. In the Spring he gave 

me a Very satisfactory work and progress, and I was 13th in the group. By the summer, He 

finds some of the work difficult but he tries hard, coming 17th in the exam and 22nd in the 

form order. I felt that I was actually getting somewhere in Maths but sadly, by moving up to 

2A, I was no longer taught by KW and I lost the enjoyment of the subject. I was pleased that 

in 3A KW reappeared on the timetable to teach Geography, and in the fifth year, in 5F, he 

taught Maths again to rescue me to achieve a decent O level pass. It was probably Ken 

[although I was also taught by Wally Wardle in 1B and WAG Pace later in the sixth form] 

who inspired me with a love of Geography. I went on to read that subject at University, 

before going into teaching Geography, which I continued until retirement in 2003. I am still 

much involved in the work of the Geographical Association nationally and locally. Ken 

himself was for several years on the committee of the Leicester Branch of the Geographical 
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Association, but that was before I became involved. I much appreciate the part Ken Witts 

played in influencing my life. 

FROM ROY HUTCHINGS 1949-56 
 Thank you for OWT 40, and I note your item - Important message from your editor. As one 

who travelled a fair distance from North Yorkshire I have to say that I did enjoy the event, 

albeit that I only met one person I knew, Dr Keith Wright. That did not matter, as I was with 

my brother Michael (1943-48) and we thoroughly enjoyed the memorabilia and the pint of 

North Yorkshire John Smiths Tadcaster ale. I have spent my whole life in education, and I 

considered the school dinner to be something of a pre- Jamie Oliver challenge. Yes, I would 

prefer a cold buffet. It is 49 years since I last entered that building, and it was so nostalgic. I 

was looking forward to going up the stone steps, but of course they have been covered up - 

no doubt for health and safety reasons. They were indeed very well worn even in 1956. The 

hall is much smaller than I recall , but the corridor past the art room and the geography room 

is just the same. I thought the pace of events was just about right. I enjoyed the Coate's 

brothers talk. One of the audience remembered that year on year the same thing was taught. 

This simple statement brought out a confession from me to my brother. He left in 1948 and I 

started in 1949. In the first year I was hopeless at sums, and as luck would have it even then 

my brother did not throw things away, and I found his first year maths book with the 

corrected homework. Yes, I copied them out for my own homework but was far too stupid to 

ignore all the corrections. Indeed I became top in maths, and although I can't be sure I think 

Mr Wardle was my teacher. In the summer term a new teacher started at the school - a Mr 

Nobby Clarke. He terrified me. He was huge and very physical. I would say that he was a 

bully, as I remember being lifted off the floor by the window pole hooked under my blazer 

collar. Of course he soon exposed my genius for mathematics, and I catapulted from top to 
bottom of the class. Whoever designs timetables (I did in another life) needs to be so careful 

with staffing. I had Nobby for the rest of my school life up to the end of the fifth year. I was 

so bad at maths I wasn't even entered for the new GCE. All of my present mathematical skills 

started in the sixth form and beyond. I also note from the Harold Coates article that he refers 

to Oscar Chapman. He was my art teacher too, and was followed by Alan Kaye. I recall the 

name Ray Carless, and there was also a pupil called Newton who took art at A level. So did I, 

and landed up at Bath Academy of Art (Corsham). In the late 1960's, when I was teaching in 

FE, I was delegated by my college to become involved in the then-new CSE Art examination, 

and went on a course where I met Mr Chapman then teaching in Hertfordshire. Assessments 

in art has been, for me, a basis of my work and I even read a post-graduate diploma in 

Assessment and Curriculum Design. In 1995 Cleveland County was deleted from the map, 

and I was offered redundancy. I was very happy, as part of the package was to enhance my 

service to the full 40 years. In retirement I have continued to work for AQA, an examinations 

board, and am still part of their national team of Coursework Advisers and a Principal 

Moderator for GCSE Art and Design. So you see, thanks to you and your work with OWT, 

strings were pulled and bells were rung. Speaking of which I have a school bell at home, just 

like the one rung by Mr Grundy, the City Boys' janitor who, standing on the school steps, 

quite frequently added my name in his so-called late book. If I am able, I will attend future 

events. 

AND FINALLY... 
 Traditionally this spot is reserved for one of my own light-hearted and nostalgic items, but 

something more serious for this issue. Every schoolboy knows that in 1965 CBS left 

Humberstone Gate for Downing Drive. In 1976 the school became a comprehensive, and it is 

generally felt the original establishment we knew and (in some cases) loved then ceased to 
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exist. That is why membership of Wyvernians is restricted to pre-1976 pupils. We have 

relatively few members from Downing Drive, though of course some boys attended both 

premises depending when they first entered CBS. So we are in three groups. One is 

Humberstone Gate only, and these form the vast majority of our little association; another is 

Humberstone Gate and Downing Drive; the third is Downing Drive Only. It is my belief that, 

generally speaking, groups one and three have little or no interest in each-others' buildings. I 

am of the Humberstone Gate era, and Downing Drive means little or nothing to me. We need 

to ask ourselves 'how important is the building in relation to a reunion?' Would we have such 

a good attendance if we held our annual get-togethers in a pub, for instance? The answer is 

simple: Clarence House is a huge attraction, even in its altered form. Enough is still 

recognisable to allow us to relive a few of our memories, good and bad. Some of the original 

atmosphere has somehow managed to survive the building's transformation to its current use, 

and I am convinced that if we went somewhere else - even Downing Drive -we would lose a 

lot of support. We can only pray that Clarence House remains available to us. But that does 

not help the Downing Drive segment; they have little incentive to come to Humberstone 

Gate, though to be fair a few have given it a try. The question has to be: is there scope for 

Downing Drive pupils to form their own off-shoot of Wyvernians? If anyone is interested 

in going down that road I am sure there would be no objection to me supplying the relevant e-

mail addresses. Where these are not available I could contact the relevant people and put 

them in touch with the organiser. Have I got it completely wrong? Comments please... 

Dennis J Duggan (1959-64) 
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OWT 43 OLD WYVES' TALES 43 – JULY 2005 
EDITED BY DENNIS J DUGGAN, ROCK COTTAGE, BROOK STREET, 

WELSHPOOL, MONTGOMERYSHIRE SY21 7NA 

TEL 01938 555574 07985 405365 www.wyvernians.org.uk djduggan@supanet.com 

EDITORIAL 
 Nothing much to report since OWT 42. The July edition of Leicestershire & Rutland Life 

carries an excellent item about the 2005 reunion, and it is worth obtaining a copy. It is a quiet 

time for Wyvernians, as preparations for the 2006 reunion will not begin until November. We 

hope to repeat this year's format, so need a couple of people prepared to give talks in the 

Everard Room. I think it would be nice if we had one ex-pupil(s) and one ex-member of staff. 

Remember that contributions to OWT are printed as I receive them, apart from grammatical 

and spelling errors, which are corrected. 

FROM LES OSWIN 1935-39 
 After leaving CBS at the end of December 1939 I 

started work as a junior clerk at the Leicester Royal Infirmary. It was a regular 

arrangement for the infirmary's clerk vacancies to be filled by CBS, and with 

conscription and volunteering for the forces this happened frequently. In 1941 

another ex-pupil joined the general office staff, and we worked together amicably 

until June 1942 when I was called up. This newcomer was Peter Mallett (1937-41) 

and during the time we worked together he expressed his intention to take Holy 

Orders as soon as the situation permitted. It was therefore natural we nicknamed him 

The Bishop (or Bish) and also Canon Mallett. During one of my leaves I gathered 

that Bish had been conscripted into the mines, and had become a Bevin Boy. 52 years 

later, in June 1994, a service was to be held in the chapel of the LRI to 

commemorated the 50th anniversary of D Day, and to pay tribute to a number of 

infirmary staff who had lost their lives during the war. Their names were on a 

memorial plaque in the chapel. After the service, whilst chatting with a few old faces, 

the conversation turned inevitably to 'I wonder what happened to old so and so...' and 

for no apparent reason I brought up the name of Peter Mallett/Bish/Canon Mallett. 

Chaplain and RAF were words which reached my ears that morning. On returning to 

my home in Shropshire my wife, Micky, and I decided to try to trace my old friend 

and colleague. A telephone call to the local RAF station directed me to Crockford's, 

the authoritative record of past and present church officials - including chaplains in 

the armed forces. I visited my library and turned to M in Crockford's; immediately I 

found Mallett, Peter, but it could not possibly be my friend Bish because there were 

more than a dozen lines in the entry. These included Honorary Chaplain To The 

Queen; Appointed CB, 1978; Chaplain-General To The Forces. No, that could not 

possibly be the small, quiet, inoffensive, most pleasant young man who filed the 

waiting list cards, cut coupons from ration books and dealt with the relatives of 

deceased patients with such compassion. No! It couldn't possibly be him. But born 

in Leicester, 1925? It had to be. A telephone call that evening gave the confirmation, 

and we reintroduced ourselves as Bish and Ozz. After a long and emotive 

conversation, and introductions to our wives - who were so thrilled at our excitement - 

we decided to write and outline our lives during the 52-year gap and to include 

photographs etc. Peter's subsequent letters and photos are most valuable mementos of 

that emotional reunion. My own letters over the first year reflected my long service in 

the NHS, my war time and post-war service in the reserves, and my home life and 
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family. Canon Mallett's covered his family, and added flesh to the bare bones of his 

early years in the church and those dozen or so lines in Crockford's, culminating in six 

years as the Chaplain-General To The Forces and being appointed CB by the Queen 

in 1978. It was obvious he was still a busy man, and still attended many church and 

forces functions. Included in our correspondence was the obvious intention to meet 

face-to-face after all those years, and we all looked forward to my wife and I visiting 

Peter and Joan at their home in Kent. A very busy 1995 for both sides did not allow 

us to finalise a date, but at last we settled on mid-September. But we never made the 

visit. My wife, Micky, died suddenly of a heart attack on September 8th, leaving so 

much to do including the visit to Peter and Joan (To be continued - Ed) 

FROM DAVID LINNELL 1955-62 
 The items on woodwork reminded me of my lack of prowess in this area, so the best bits of 

wood went to other pupils. I was given four narrow offcuts to make the top of a footstool, 

these needing to be glued side to side. I can't remember the master's name, but he obviously 

thought it not worthwhile to waste materials on me! It would therefore give me great pleasure 

to show him that after almost 50 years use (and a few repairs) the stool is still in one piece 

and capable of taking my weight. 

FROM DR ARNOLD BURROWS 1957-68 
 (This is part of an e-mail sent to me in March in connection with the reunion arrangements, 

but it will be of interest to others - Ed) Finding myself in the Humberstone Gate area I 

decided to poke my nose into the old laboratory block. This has seen many uses since we left, 

but is now the Leicester College (Charles Keene plus Southfields) Dept of Hairdressing and 

Beauty (what a contrast!) I managed a little look round, and can say the two labs etc are just 

recognisable. The lower one has been divided and is now the entrance foyer and two offices. 

The upper lab has a long corridor on the nearside (I imagine it serves a toilet) but is otherwise 

relatively unscathed. 

FROM KEITH WRIGHT 1948-54 
 I attended the 2005 reunion, the first one I had 

been to, and my first visit to Leicester for several years. I had no great expectations, 

but I enjoyed the occasion and would certainly consider coming again. It was wellorganised, 

and I particularly liked looking at the memorabilia and listening to Dr 

Burrows' talk. Although I spotted only one exact contemporary several people from 

just behind my year remembered me, which was a surprise! To be honest, in part I 

travelled from North Wales with a view to also visit a plant nursery in the area to 

obtain a rareish specimen for a collection. So for those like myself ,who have to come 

from a distance, it might be worth noting whether the visitor could attend/do 

something additional over the reunion weekend that would make the trip even more 

worthwhile (I think several long-distance Wyvernians do take the opportunity to visit 

family and friends whilst in Leicester - Ed) 

FROM NORMAN JELLEY 1945-50 
 The last year of the School Certificate exam 

was 1950. To obtain the certificate it was necessary to pass English Language, 

Maths, another language plus two other subjects. It is perhaps an indication of the 

standard of education we received that class 5A (1950) consisted of 29 boys, 28 of 

which passed the Certificate. The one boy who failed joined BR and was an engine 

driver for 44 years - he probably did the job most of us would have preferred! It may 
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be of interest to learn that your initiative in 2000 in arranging the first reunion (the 

first reunion was actually in 1998 - Ed) has resulted in a twice-yearly lunch which is 

usually attended by at least six classmates, all of which are now three score years and 

ten; it is pure nostalgia. During these lunchtime discussions we have been able to 

discover what happened to half the class. Two obtained Doctorates, three became 

chartered accountants, one is a local well-known artist, one is an art teacher. Two are 

MD's of local companies, one an engineer, one a headmaster in Cornwall, one 

emigrated to Canada. Sadly two have died. Whilst I was not at the reunion, please 

continue with these newsletters. They are so full of interest, and if any member of 

Class 5A (1950) would like to contact me I am on 0116 239 4034. 

FROM JOHN OFFORD 1958-63 
 Thanks for more Old Wyves Tales (40 and 41) - 

as usual they were very interesting. I need to think about another piece for you soon. 

Once again I really enjoyed the annual reunion, and was pleased to meet former 

pupils I had not seen before. Also it was good to meet Alan Mercer again after 42 

years - I must have missed him last time he attended or I wasn't there. If you decide 

to hold them every 18 months then I will still attend. I have enjoyed the annual 

reunion, but as you say it can only go on in that format if people attend. Every two 

years is a bit too long a gap, as we are all getting older! I didn't go to the two talks 

because I was too busy talking! Had the speaker been someone closer to me then I 

would have probably gone. You are right to say that if we lost Clarence House then it 

would not be the same. I do like the venue because of the nostalgia, and it brings 

back many memories. The food is always acceptable, and I do enjoy a hot meal. 

However a cold buffet wouldn't worry me. I cannot really think of any new things 
you could try - I just hope more old pupils and teachers turn up. Even if only one 

came who I hadn't seen before would be good enough for me. I also enjoy the 

memorabilia tables, and look forward to additions. Perhaps people who don't want to 

add their items to your collection could be encouraged to bring new (old) stuff so that 

it can be viewed on the day and they can take it home again. Thanks again for the 

time and effort you put in, and also to Stephanie and your committee. 

FROM BILL MANN 1960-65 
 (Continuing Bill's memoirs - Ed) As I had not been 

allocated a form that year, I had time to visit the laboratory and give the assistants 

details of my requirements for a lesson later in the week. At the end of morning 

school all boys and staff made their way to the canteen, so that tables could be 

allocated. A master sat at the head of each 'family' table and dished out the meat, 

whilst the vegetables were passed round. (Elbow Lane - Ed) This was also the case at 

Humberstone Gate, though the number of teachers wishing to eat was greater than the 

number of tables. Thus several staff sat at the same table, just inside the door, to 

enjoy the fare typical of the time. A favourite was chocolate pudding, always served 

with a rich sauce which Ken Witts was quick to liken to globigerina ooze. On one 

occasion, when the school was visited by HM's Inspectors of Schools, heart was 

served. Mr Bell, who usually ate at home, sat at the head of one table with the guests, 

one of whom remarked, when told what he was eating, he was surprised a school 

would eat deer for lunch. Was he confused, or was he joking? It certainly wasn't 

hart. So after my first school meal it was time to try my teaching skills with a small 

group of 6 Sc2 biologists, who required some tuition in maths to assist with their 

understanding of physics. One of the four students was keen to give details of the 
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pubs within walking distance of my bed-sit and, as a senior academic at Leicester 

University many years later, he was happy to supply me with dead rats for dissection. 

As a new teacher I had been given a favourable timetable. 3 Alpha proved very keen, 

and were expected to complete their 'O' level studies in four years. They could then 

spend three years in the sixth form thus, the Headmaster hoped, increasing their 

chances of gaining state scholarships and Oxbridge places. For this reason my four 6 

Sc3 students had already completed an 'A' level course in physics, and would remain 

at the school for a further year before going up to university. They taught me a lot! 

The members of 6S1B class seemed to accept me. Some, mainly biologists, were the 

product of the express stream whilst others had taken five years to complete their 'O' 

level studies. In those distant days class lists for sixth formers were not produced 

until a few weeks into the year, so on my first meeting with the group I asked for their 

names. Some were easy to recognise and spell while other were not so. 'How do you 

spell your name? Is it N E A L or N E I L?' 'Neither , sir' was the response. 'It is N E 

A I L.' Monday mornings proved very difficult. 5L specialised in the arts, and 

showed little interest in the physics of general science. They tested my patience, and I 

must admit my fuse blew on more than one occasion. At least by morning break I 

could forget this class for another week, and rejoice in the fact there were fewer 

Mondays in the academic year than, say, Wednesdays! However all was not lost, as 

to my surprise a number of them asked if I would give them extra tuition after school 

so they could sit the General Science 2 paper. Monday mornings ended with 4R. 

This was one of four third-year classes, the usual number being three. Essentially this 

was the extra class necessary to accommodate the increased birth-rate of fourteen 

years earlier. It was hoped they would reach a satisfactory 'O' level standard in four 

years, just like their pals in 4 Alpha. In my view this was not a good decision, and as 

the boys' examination results in many subjects two years later proved disappointing 

many had to complete an extra year of study before embarking on their 'A' level 

courses. The staff room at Humberstone Gate was a particularly friendly place, 

though somewhat cloudy thanks to the many pipe smokers. I was a little surprised to 

note that some colleagues were addressed by their surnames whilst others were 

addressed by their first names. I was asked if I played bridge, and having said I did 

was soon asked to join one of the two schools which played each lunchtime. I was 

part of the team which entered the Leicester Evening Mail Knockout Bridge 

Tournament for several years. I usually partnered John Lawson, with Ron Smith and 

Les Brewin (affectionately known as Basher to the boys) being the other pair. The 

opposition was usually very strong, and we rarely got past Round 1! 

FROM MALCOLM R DAVIES 1959-66 
 The 2005 reunion was enjoyable, and 

there was even more memorabilia on show. I went to Doc Burrows' talk, and at one 

point he stated he knew most of where and what was happening in his lessons but was 

open to further information. So... As you know, we had to arm ourselves with a 

fountain pen for lessons. These operate on ink, which runs out. Hence a bottle was a 

necessary item in satchel or briefcase. Two brands which spring to mind are Stephens 

and Quink. You can imagine the problems caused to later lessons when I, and another 

boy, tried to fill our pens after a double-chemistry period. My bottle of ink had been 

doctored (no pun intended) by the addition of a solution of caustic soda, the result 

being clear liquid floating on green sediment. The contents of the other bottle had 

turned into a brownish sludge, following a dose of some sort of acid. The resultant 

cocktail of chemicals released hydrogen sulphide into the room when the bottle was 
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opened, which coincided with one of H H Bill Sykes' French lessons. Bill failed to 

see the funny side and immediately embarked on a search and battery mission to find 

the culprit, naturally assuming someone had let off a stink bomb. The final period of 

the morning was a little fraught as I had to pretend to be writing with a pen whilst 

actually using a pencil to avoid being given 100 lines. A sneak lunchtime visit into 

town was called for to purchase more ink. Another tale involved the back 

playground, which housed the entrance to the laboratories and the rear door of the 

biology lab - a place filled with bottles of formaldehyde, pickled rats and mice etc. It 

was noticed during break that a little brown mouse had tried to gain entry via an air 

brick, but had perished in the attempt. A sixth form biology student spotted said 

mouse and spent five minutes extricating it. 'Fresh mouse is much better then the 

pickled product,' he announced before disappearing into Flo Willan's domain. The 

deceased rodent was not seen again. Another subject - food. And not school dinners. 

During the 1960's a Chinese restaurant opened on Charles Street, which in those days 

was a novelty. From Clarence Street we could see into the kitchen through the open 

door, and we noticed all sorts of delights being prepared and cooked. Many of us 

looked longingly, and prayed that one day the establishment might be contracted to 

supply our school dinners as a change from the normal offerings. Some months later 

this school of thought revised its opinions when Environmental Health Officers 

descended on the premises and closed it down, following an examination of the 

contents of the freezer and storeroom. The doors were sealed, and the owners denied 

entry. The resulting court case resulted in large fines, and ownership changed. 

Rumours abounded as to what might have been in the meals served to unsuspecting 

diners, and over the next few years the business went through several more court 

cases and changes of ownership. One of our ex-pupils became a Health Inspector, 

and one Saturday I accompanied him and some other people to a fish and chip shop 

(no names) Our friend spotted something and told us to leave. He went to a nearby 

phone box (no mobiles then) and called his boss before fetching a brief case from his 

car and closing the place down. He had spotted the owner shovelling coal before 

shooing three cats from the tubs holding chips and fish fillets. That man also paid 

dearly for his sins. 

FROM STEWART SMITH 1936-41 
 It has occurred to me to ask how many Wyvernians have a classic car. Would there be any 

interest in forming a Wyvernians Classic Car Drivers' Club? (Responses to me please - Ed) 

FROM MICHAEL BROUGHTON 1941-46 
 Many thanks for OWT40, read and enjoyed. You ask for reactions to the 2005 reunion. I 

thought it went very well. It is worth going just to look round the building and relive a few of 

the times one spent there. I enjoyed Dr Burrows' reminiscences from the chemistry lab - I had 

a few from the days of Bull Smith, including one about the nameless student who dropped the 

rubber bottle of hydrofluoric acid! The lunch was excellent, and from my point of view the 

only disappointment was I had only one contemporary present (Fred Barkby) Unfortunately I 

had to leave a little early, just after lunch, but it was very enjoyable. I think an annual event is 

the best idea, and you might try asking for people to attempt to lasso an otherwise absent ex-

pupil to join them. Finally I was saddened to read the obituary to Ray Smith, who was one of 

my contemporaries. There were two Smiths in the form, both known by their initials of RC 

and RDF. 
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FROM NEVILLE JACKSON 1942-47 
 I was a little disturbed to read your IMPORTANT MESSAGE in Old Wyves` Tales 40. I feel 
the 2005 reunion was the most enjoyable I have attended; not that I didn`t enjoy the others. I 

suppose my view is somewhat affected by the fact that, finally, I met someone from my old 

form. I felt that at lunch time the attendance seemed to be well up to normal, although many 

had left by the time the raffle was drawn at the end of the day. I will try to answer your 

questions: 1) I think that an annual event is right. 2) I have not attended all 8, but I would 

have if I had known about them. Just to visit the School Building is enough attraction for me, 

although I thought the introduction of the talks was a good feature this year. Meeting others 

of a like-mind is also an incentive to attend. 3) I think the choice of date is about right; it 

avoids the summer holiday period, although retired people tend to holiday at any time of the 

year. Of course, this year the date was near to the early Easter: I don`t know if this affected 

attendance. 4) I was very happy with the lunch menu. I hope my comments are helpful. 

FROM GEOFF WILLIAMS 1943-48 
 First let me say that this year was the first time I have attended a reunion, and I had a very 

enjoyable and absorbing day. Everything seemed to run very smoothly without being in any 

way regimented, and the very large amount of memorabilia was fascinating. At this point let 

me express my personal thanks to yourself, Stephanie and all the other good folks who give 

their time and hard work to organising the reunion, it is greatly appreciated. As to your 

questions on future reunions:- My view is that annually is better than bi-annually (basically 

due to age) The timing is probably right, March/April shouldn't interfere with too many 

holidays. I didn't take lunch so cannot comment on this. Once again many thanks for all your 

hard work, and "Here's to the next one." 

FROM CLIFF DUNKLEY 1949-57 
 Congratulations on another very successful reunion for 2005. In my case it was 

supplemented by a highly enjoyable evening at The Cheney Arms, Gaddesby, with Keith 

Hill, Brian Cope, Ted Dougherty, Frank Whitelam and others, including John Page and 

Richard Thompson. The structured format of the programme was an improvement. It just so 

happened I wasn't particularly interested in the subjects of the two talks, but that's just me. I 

can see the logic of bi-annual gatherings to make things seem fresher, but the present annual 

arrangement is easier to focus on, without wondering if it is year A or year B. You may get 

people falling through the gap if the reunions are held at two-yearly intervals. The third 

Saturday in March is a good time to hold the reunion, before people get embroiled in summer 

Saturday activities. And it has now become predictable, so one can keep this day free prior to 

official announcements. 

FROM PAUL BOND 1950-55 
 I really did mean to contact you immediately after the do, but of course other things pushed 

it out of my mind. So the latest OWT has pricked my conscience. Firstly, thank you for all 

your hard work and enthusiasm. These events take an incredible amount of time and energy, 

whilst of course appearing to the outside world they run themselves. And I fear it is the way 

of the world just to take it all for granted. You clearly enjoy what you do though....which is 

great. But as I'm sure you know, that has to be its own reward pretty well. Sad but true. You'll 

die waiting for any applause! As regards the event itself, I for one thoroughly enjoyed it. But 

at the same time I can see why others may not have done. It all so depends on who you meet. 

I never had many friends at school, and I've forgotten most of those I did have, but this year 

there was one new face. And that was enough to justify the whole thing. Other folks possibly 

demand, or at least expect, hoards and are then disgruntled if they don't appear. It is all a huge 
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gamble. It is possibly true to say though that after eight such events most far-flung people 

who are interested will have by now made the effort to attend, although having said that I do 

know of one person who intends to attend the next event for the first time. None of which is 

perhaps too helpful really I thought the whole day was good and well organised, and I would 

come again to the next whether it be next year or the year after. Or in 18 months... would 

there be any virtue in having a March and then October set up? These things are all a bit 

debatable and guesswork. I do not think that details like the food, drink,or "features" 

generally are too important in the scheme of things. They can add to the pleasure of the day 

once you are there, but I doubt whether they are critical in making anyone decide for or 

against attending. It's the people that are the key, and there is no control over that aspect. 

Hope some of that is useful. Thanks again. Oh just one practical point, which has no doubt 

already registered with you. Hold the raffle very much earlier .Most folks had left by the time 

it was done. (We have already noted that point. We hoped that by doing the raffle at the end 

people would be encouraged to stay, but that was not the case - Ed) On a different note, the 

name of Bill Sykes the music teacher crops up fairly regularly in OWT and usually 

affectionately, if with the acknowledgement that he was a bit of a "character" Just to put the 

record straight. You may not wish to publish this or deem it suitable (After due consideration 

I feel it proper to publish what follows. It is not nasty, merely one person's opinion. Some 

of you will agree, others I know saw a different side of H H Sykes to the one shown here - 

Ed) As far as I was concerned he wasn't a charming eccentric, he was an utter waste of space. 

Perhaps my memory, increasingly unreliable in many ways, is playing me false and has 

obliterated all the wonderful things he did. But I somewhat doubt it. The fact is he taught me 

nothing - which OK might have been my fault - but more importantly he didn't seem to want 

to. At the time I was just beginning to discover classical music in a big way - something 

which developed into a life-long passion. There could not have been many of my ilk, but was 

he interested? On the one occasion I particularly recall, when I'd been bowled over by a 

particular thing he'd played on some record, when I approached him afterwards to try to 

express my reaction and to talk to him about it I was brushed aside. And that dismissive 

attitude is my memory of him. I sound like a bloke with a chip, and perhaps I am, but it galls 

me somewhat. With some help and encouragement what might I have achieved? Perhaps 

nothing.But it would have been nice to think that at least someone tried to open the door for 

me. What are teachers for,after all? I'm beginning to rant. Enough. As I said,all this is really 

to put the other side,which up till now seems to have been lacking. 

FROM KEN KELHAM 1953-58 
 One of my hobbies was trainspotting, and having found an ideal spot to view passing trains a 

bunch of us played soccer whilst awaiting them. Well, one of the lads kicked the ball over the 

fence onto railway property. I was closest to the gate, which was ajar. I looked inside and the 

ball was no more than five feet away, so I went in and picked it up. I turned around and there 

was a plainclothes "dick" looking at me. He took me home, and I had to go to court which 

just happened to be near the swimming pool CLB used. Naturally I had to inform the school 

of my situation, and the Master I told was Larry Lawson. He did not know all the facts, but 

he was not impressed with me going to court and made sure I had some homework to do 

whilst I was waiting. My time eventually arrived and the magistrate was informed of the 

charge. Immediately she said, "Who brought this boy here", and the "dick" sheepishly got to 

his feet. She gave him the most contemptuous sniff I've ever heard and said "Fined half a 

crown" and off I went. Another time, and I believe it was in Lee Circle, we had Heat Light 

and Sound, and I believe it was Mr Lawson instructing; he was talking about the refraction of 

light. It was a bright sunny day and we had the curtains almost closed. Some light was 

filtering in between the folds, and Mr Lawson made a comment. Immediately there was 
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chuckles from some of the lads. Mr Lawson asked them what was so funny and they said, 

"Well, you said there was a Chink in the curtains," (meaning of course that a chink of light 

was filtering through). There was a roar of laughter, and the whole discussion was of a lighter 

tone from then on. Back to sports. I had been doing quite well at bowling in the scraps and 

seconds, managing four for nine runs over three of four overs, and I was invited to bowl 

against the better batsmen who I closed down with some accurate full length bowling of 

medium pace. This carried on further, with Mr Lawson having me at the practice for the 

school team. After some practice he asked if I would like to be part of the team. I refused, 

saying I would rather be on the cross country team. His disappointment was obvious, but I 

couldn't tell him the truth. I wanted very much to be part of the team, but could not afford the 

gear required to be part of it. Hey -ho, such is life. 

FROM TOM WILLIAMS 1949-57 
 One thing that particularly interests me is how our schoolmates fared, and what careers they 

pursued after leaving CBS. It is always nice to read reminiscences about the school, but we 

must have some fascinating stories of individual achievements and interesting experiences 

which we could share. Could this form a section of Old Wyves' Tales? It might encourage 

people to send in copy, which you obviously always need. Just a thought! 

FROM ALLEN CORNFIELD 1944-52 
 In reply to Eddie Blount's enquiry about people who spent 8 years at CBS, I too have that 

distinction(?) - I arrived in 1944 as a very naive boy of 10, took the old School Certificate at 

14 and then had to take Higher School Certificate at 16 and the first GCE "A" level at 17. I 

then had to spend a further year in the sixth form before being old enough to enter Christ's 

College Cambridge as an Exhibitioner in Modern Languages. I know Eddie well, having 

played cricket with him in the 60's when I still lived in Leicester - I was delighted to meet 

him again at the last two reunions ,which I found most enjoyable - don't change a thing! The 

Coates brothers talks were most interesting, as they were contemporaries mine - I was 

specially interested to hear what they had to say about Mr. Wheater, whose physical 

eccentricities caused him discipline problems in the Lower School - I was taught by him in 

the Sixth Form for "A" Level English and found him to be most entertaining and informative: 

he brought the seemingly dry works of Alexander Pope to life, and it is thanks to him I still 

have an abiding love of Shakespeare. I was in fact a linguist like Eddie, and benefited greatly 

from the expert teaching of Mr. Goddard and Mr. Nockels - does anybody know if they are 

still with us? 

FROM NORMAN BARNETT 1931-34 
 Many thanks for arranging the 2005 reunion. I was the only Old Boy from the early thirties, 

but I enjoyed the atmosphere, and talking with others about school activities during the 

different eras and exchanging memories of the staff. Some of them I met in different 

circumstances, when I became a lecturer at the Polytechnic. There is one former member of 

staff whose name I have not seen mentioned - R T Cooper MA, known as Bobby. He taught 

Latin when I was in 3A and 4A, some of which I still remember. His other claim to fame was 

being involved in an accident with a cyclist whilst driving his car near the Aylestone playing 

fields. His excuse was, 'I was driving along, when out of the blue, a cyclist there flew.' He 

was still fined in court! So far as this year's reunion was concerned, I was completely happy 

with the arrangements and look forward to 2006 (and the hot meal) Again, many thanks. 
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FROM IAN CRICHTON 1962-69 
 I was reading about Michael Kitchen, and the article gave his date of birth as October 31st 

1948. That should clear up the dispute over when he started at CBS. He was three years 

ahead of me, but I do remember seeing him in school plays. The first time was in Cymbeline 

at the Little Theatre, Dover Street, c1963. He wasn't old enough to play the main lead, but 

was already building a reputation. 

FROM JOHN LARRAD 1942-47 
 I must thank all concerned for the excellent organisation of the 2005 reunion. It was 

enjoyable to meet up with an old form mate, Neville Jackson, now of Hinckley. We were in 

touch for a while after leaving school through engineering studies at the then Colleges Of Art 

And Technology. I had hoped to have a word with you, but you seemed very busy and I was 

distracted by the talks in the Everard Room and the tour of the old chemistry lab (Just tap me 

on the shoulder next year - Ed) I have paid the occasional visit to the building in the past, and 

it is heartening to find it is being put to good use and has not suffered the fate of so many 

buildings in Leicester. 

FROM BERNARD CAPP 1955-62 
 It was good to come to the reunion in March - the first time I'd been back in the building for 

43 years, and an enjoyable experience. I was amazed that Doc Burrows remembered me, 

given that my chemistry skills were about nil. There were several familiar faces, though I was 

disappointed that several others of my vintage who'd attended in 2004 did not come this year, 

and most of those who did disappeared at lunchtime to have a meal in town rather than stay 

for the one provided, and did not return. Will I come again? Probably yes, though probably 

not on an annual basis. My own gut feeling is that a biennial reunion would be more effective 

in drawing people, but that appears to be a minority view. Thanks for all the work you have 

put into organizing these events and newsletters. Looking at OWT 41 I'm glad someone 

recalled George Franey, who I likewise found to be a humane and civilised teacher. I haven't 

seen any references to Ron Smith, the head history teacher until he left to teach in a Teacher 

Training College in 1962 or 3, and someone we all respected. I agree with Laurie Ford's 

comments on Flo Willan (Biology), who inspired universal terror. I don't recall him being 

physically violent, but he was unparalleled for (real or synthetic) rages and withering 

sarcasm, and had some foibles that were positively Dickensian. Mr Bufton (history and 

deputy head) was another respected figure, and a WW1 veteran, like Percy Jeeves (French), 

who was in charge of the Lee Circle annexe. I remember Basher Brewin there too, though 

fortunately never learned whether or not he deserved his nickname (Interesting that people 

left before lunch , either for a meal or other reasons, and did not return. Can anyone 

elucidate - Ed) 

FROM ALAN PYKETT 1959-66 
 I am ever-present at the reunions, and have enjoyed every one. I think the choice of date in 

March is ideal; winter has gone, and it is before Easter and the main holiday periods. I was 

very happy with the lunch. I do not mind if it is a hot or cold meal so long as I know in 

advance. There was perhaps a more subdued atmosphere this year, but I would find it 

difficult to say why. However I would say it had nothing to do with the superb organisation 

(It might be because people were at the talks and lab tours, thus leaving relatively few people 

in the main hall for some of the time - Ed) I am quite happy for the reunions to take place 

annually, and will continue to attend. Going bi-annual could have two quite different effects: 

we could lose momentum and enthusiasm, but on the other hand some attendees might be 

more enthusiastic, not having seen each other for two years. Keep it annual to be on the safe 
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side. Could a feedback sheet be issued at the 2006 reunion, based on the questions in 

OWT40? 

FROM ANDY HOWES 1956-60 
 In response to your request for observations on the 2005 reunion, I have to say that whilst I 

have only attended a couple that is because I was not available to come to the others. 

Nevertheless I think that your preferred dates in early spring are as good as any. We all have 

commitments throughout the year. My own thoughts are that an annual event is too frequent. 

It should be borne in mind that if the attendance is in the order of 100 or so then those are 

likely to be spread over a thirty year period. Therefore most attendees will only know a few 

of those present. For that reason I don't think I would attend on an annual basis. I cannot 

comment on the new format, as I was not there. Having started my grammar school life in 

Hinckley, transferring to CBS in 1956, mine was only a comparatively short stay. Your 

contributors have nevertheless brought back a host of memories, and I am grateful for the 

hard work involved in keeping the subject alive. I was originally accompanied to my new 

school by one of the Casemore brothers, who lived near the then-new Beaumont Leys public 

house on Beaumont Leys Lane, and of which my father was the original licencee. I think I 

started my CBS life in 3A, eventually ending up in 5G. This classroom was on the front 

corner of the building, directly overlooking the pub beside the adjacent alley leading to the 

playground and Lee Circle. My academic achievements were not great, but I did enjoy sport 

and regularly played football for the school team. I seldom finished out of the top three in 

cross-country (Rushey Fields and all that) One thing I cannot recall being mentioned much in 

the newsletters are the annual summer holidays taken on the Norfolk Broads under the 

direction of Chas Howard, who I think had a brother called Cecil who taught at Alderman 

Newtons. I went on several of these holidays, and remember arriving at Brundall or Reedham 
to join our respective yachts. Now I cannot recall one person from those holidays, or how I 

got there and back. It was presumably by train, as I do remember the railway line and swing 

bridge at Reedham. (The subject has in fact been mentioned several times in OWT - Ed) 

When I left CBS I joined Cascelloid's, Abbey Lane (long since gone) as an apprentice 

toolmaker, but on attaining 19 I opted for a career in the then City Police. I have often 

wondered how many other CBS boys joined up, as I have encountered very few since and 

probably confused some with ex-Hinckley Grammar school pupils. Perhaps someone could 

enlighten me? There has recently been mention of spotters, both buses and trains. I was a 

train spotter, and following the end of school each day would hurry to the Bird Cage, off 

Swain Street, with others. I have long since lost touch with them. Does anyone remember 

Antliffe and Hickson? I was an Inspector when I retired almost fifteen years ago, and I now 

do a twenty hour week teaching young people to drive. For many years I have organised and 

led bird watching tours for a group of acquired friends worldwide, but again have not bumped 

into any Wyvernians. As an organiser I have to sympathise with our secretary/editor. It 

simply is not possible to get everyone to jump in response to requests - infuriating I know, 

but a fact of life. Keep up the good work. 

FROM PETER J KIRK 1953-60 
 I was at CBS in the Trevor Cross era, with Tony Rumble, John Geary, Dave Williams (now 

retired and living in Huddersfield) Ivor Holyoake, Chris Alexander (retired and living in 

Glastonbury) I seem to be the only one still working, and teach English in the Black Forest, 

Germany, where teachers have to work until 64/65. I would love to hear from some of the 

above (Peter's e-mail address is peterjohnkirk@aol.com Trevor Cross and Dave Williams 

will read this - Ed) 
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AND FINALLY... 
 Malcolm Davies mentions fountain pens, and this reminded me how important this item was 

to us. As part of our kit we carried a fountain pen, pencil, coloured pencils, ink, eraser, ruler, 

bottle of ink, blotting paper,pencil sharpener, compasses and a protractor. Perhaps the most 

important was the fountain pen, and the names Conway Stewart, Platignum and Parker spring 

to mind. I am not sure if ink cartridges were available in my time (1959-64) but they might 

have just been introduced. They greatly simplified the replenishment of ink, and avoided the 

need to carry a potentially breakable glass bottle. Otherwise it was open a lever on the side of 

the pen, dip the nib in the ink, close the lever. This allowed the rubber reservoir to suck up a 

quantity of ink, but the nib then required the removal of excess fluid. For me a new pen was a 

major event, and I well remember leaving school one Friday afternoon and heading for the 

stationers in St Martins (opposite the old Natwest Bank) where I agonised for ages over the 

trays of fountain pens before making my choice. For once I was keen to do my homework! 

End of OWT 43 
DJD July 5th 2005 
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OWT 44 OLD WYVES' TALES 44 – August 2005 
Dennis J Duggan, Rock Cottage, Brook Street, 

Welshpool, Montgomeryshire. SY21 7NA 

The Newsletter For Wyvernians 

www.wyvernians.org.uk 

EDITORIAL 
 After this issue material will be running short again, so do please send a contribution. Items from exteachers 

would be specially welcome. OWT is (naturally) biased towards the pupils' points of view, and it would be 

excellent if we had more tales from behind the staff room door. New members usually come via the Wyvernians 

web site, so the only information I have is the name, years attended CBS and an e-mail address. I always 

message back and ask for the postal address and telephone number, but sometimes do not receive a reply. If 

there is a problem with e-mail then contact is lost, as I have no way of getting in touch. So please consider 

letting me have the information. It will not be passed on to anyone without your permission. Remember that 

back issues of OWT can be read or downloaded from our web site. 

FROM LES OSWIN 1935-39 
 (Part two, continued from OWT43. Please note Les's wife was called Nicky, not Micky as shown in the last 

newsletter. I apologise for this error - Ed) It took some time before I was able to continue my correspondence 

with The Bish, and I need hardly say how much I valued his words of sympathy and support during those early 

years. As time passed the desire to fulfil the postponed visit to his home strengthened, and once the winter of 

1995/6 was over we both put some pencil marks in our diaries for July/August 1996. In early June, on a lovely 

summer day, I was mowing the front lawn of my Shropshire bungalow when I heard the telephone. I picked up 

the receiver and heard, 'This is Joan Mallett...' I froze, and knew instinctively my proposed visit to Kent would 

not be taking place. Peter had already suffered two heart attacks, and been taking it easy for some years. But he 

was still inclined to accept invitations to many church and army functions. On June 5th, 1996, whilst preparing 

to drive to London for one of these functions, Canon Mallett suffered his third and final heart attack whilst his 

wife returned indoors to collect her gloves. The long-awaited face-to-face reunion never took place, but the 

reunion through letters, photographs and telephone calls will always stay in my memory. A few years later a 

friend and I visited Joan at her home in Kent, and we spent a wonderful day in Peter's lovely old home in Joan's 

company. This visit was the start of a sincere friendship which exists to this day. Shortly after our visit Joan left 

Kent to live in London. 

FROM BILL MANN 1960-65 
 (Continuing Bill's memoirs - Ed) Each week I spent two afternoons on the games field. The school had the use 

of two. The one at Melton Road had football, cricket and tennis facilities and was the starting point for cross-

country runs round the district. The changing facilities, housed in wartime huts, were somewhat sparse. There 

were much better facilities at Grace Road, which was also the home of Leicestershire County Cricket Club. At 

that time the ground was owned by the council. There were three football pitches and a very large cricket 

square; this could accommodate two school matches at the same time. It was also the venue for the annual 

athletics day, and provided a perfect setting for the staff XI's home cricket matches. The physics department 

provided the nucleus of the team, captained by Dave Lawrence. The team could also depend on the head-

groundsman's crafty spin. The boys were transported to the fields by double-decker buses, with each year group 

spending one afternoon per week at games. As most of the boys in 5S and 5L were in their fourth year at the 

school they had games with 4A and 4B. 5F and 5G competed with sixth-formers. The school had a strict dress 

code, so all the boys were expected to travel in blazer, grey flannel trousers and cap. The cap was not popular, 

particularly with senior pupils, but any boy disobeying the rules would have his name added to the detention list. 

Once at the ground, the boys playing for the school's representative sides would be involved in a practice match 

against a team of reserves, whilst from the remainder two boys would be selected to pick their teams. These 

were often happier playing without a referee or umpire. At Melton Road volunteers were often needed to paddle 

across the stream, which bordered one side of the ground, to retrieve the ball. In the early 1960's the 1st XI 

football team would play at least twenty matches against grammar schools in Leicestershire and the 

neighbouring counties, local representative sides - and Cambridge colleges if the school had connections there. 

On many occasions the 2nd XI and Junior XI - for boys under fourteen - would travel on the same bus to away 

fixtures and compete at home at the same time as the 1st XI. However it would only be possible to maintain this 

fixture list for the Junior XI for the next few years as the reorganisation of secondary schools in the county was 

then complete, with upper schools catering only for pupils in the final two years of their compulsory education 
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and those in the 6th form. The 1st and 2nd XI's would continue to play against upper schools. The Junior XI 

would then play in the appropriate Leicester and District Schools League, joining the U12, U13 and U15 teams 

who already played their football in local leagues. Not all football programmes went according to plan. I have 

particularly strong memories of the 1962/63 winter. On New Year's Eve I had driven my mother from her home 

in Caston to see her sister, who then lived in Hillborough some twelve miles away. When it was time to return 

home I was shocked to discover my car was under a thick carpet of snow. We made a very slow, but safe, 

journey back to Caston, and the snow continued to fall for the next day or so. The heavy snow reminded me of 

the hardships endured during the very severe winter of 1947. Roads were blocked, and travelling back to 

Leicester for the spring term proved difficult. At Uppingham I was bold enough to offer a lift to a young hitch 

hiker, but soon began to wonder if that had been a wise move. His face was covered in scars, which suggested to 

me he had been slashed by a knife. I need not have worried. He proved to be a pleasant and helpful passenger, 

and was keen to get to Leicester. He had been listening to the radio that morning, and advised me that a very 

large transporter was moving slowly along the A47 from Leicester towards Uppingham. As we approached 

Wardley Hill, which with the snow banked either side was essentially a single-track road, it came into view. I 

left the clear section of road and allowed it to pass, and having dropped my passenger off arrived at a very cold 

Laurel Road flat. No further snow fell, but the temperature remained around freezing point for several weeks 

with the snow very slow to clear, with that on the roofs slowly slipping down before crashing into gardens or 

streets below. The football season was badly affected, with no play possible for several weeks. Jock Gilman 

thought it advisable to give the boys exercise, so buses still transported them to Grace Road so they could walk 

back to the city centre. All was well the first week, but not the second! Boys got off the buses and ran in all 

directions, some to their homes if nearby and others to the nearest bus stop. As I remember it even the teachers 

only walked for a couple of weeks, then travelled back in Jock's car. During the summer term the main game 

was cricket. The 1st and 2nd XI's played against county schools on both Wednesday and Saturday afternoons 

almost on a weekly basis, with the occasional evening game against representative sides. That against E M 

Wright's XI usually occupied two evenings. Dave Lawrence, ably assisted by Barry Thornton, would coach and 

umpire the midweek matches and other willing members of staff officiated on Saturdays when Dave was 

playing for the Leicester Banks Club. I was involved with the Junior XI, which played many of the same schools 

as the 1st and 2nd XI's; other year group teams played midweek in local leagues. The fact that Grace Road was 

also used for football usually meant the outfield was a little rough for cricket, particularly at the start of the 

season. I recall watching Leicestershire play one evening, when their fast-bowler Brian Boshier went to field the 

ball on the deep third-man boundary and failed to gather the ball, which went for four. He turned to the few 

spectators nearby, of which I was one, and exclaimed, 'Bloody ploughed field!' I suppose the County rejoiced 

when the school no longer used their ground. The outfield was then much smoother, but during the hot summers 

of the 1970's the outlines of four football pitches could still be seen by people looking down from the pavilion. 

One of these, in front of the pavilion, had not even been used in the 1960's. 

FROM PETER JACKSON 1944-49 
 Your comment in OWT 41 that not many people had responded to the questionnaire in OWT 40 made me 

realise that I hadn't thanked you and yours, and the others involved in organising this year's meet, for the 

enjoyment I gained there. Your thoughts that Clarence House is a big draw for people to come cannot be 

doubted. This years addition of The Terrible Twins (as I think was one the Bull's titles for them), Harold and 

Horace Coates' recall of their times was very amusing, especially that Horace had so diligently maintained 

entries in a daily diary. Even the record of the weather on a particular day was entertaining. I relished the meal, 

and I'm sure that was not only due to the remembrance, while eating it, of school dinners of the late 40's! Again, 

well done Dennis, and many thanks. 

FROM HARRY NEWMAN 1945-50 
 I would like to thank you and all the other people involved, including the Age Concern kitchen staff, for the 

marvellous 2005 reunion. If Clarence House is lost to us perhaps the Downing Drive building could be used, 

maybe forming a link between the old and new. My one regret about the reunion was the lack of people from the 

45-51 era. Surely they are not all too old and infirm to make it? 

FROM COLIN BEEBY 1951-56 
 Once again I read OWT 41 with great interest, and at last observed two names which seemed familiar to me - 

Eddie Blount & Jim Henderson. If memory serves me right (and nowadays that's a worry) I recall Eddie Blount 

as a member of Abbey House. If I have the right Jim Henderson I seem to recall we were Boy Scouts together at 

the 91st Leicester St Barnabus Troop, with John Close & Mick Wade. Reading the names it brings back 

memories of those years, with the morning assembly announcements ringing in my ears. 'Cooper, Beeby, 

Leaman, Fahey,' almost a chant, 'report to the headmasters room after assembly.' It never ceases to amaze me 
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when I think of the diverse spectrum of lives & professions that evolved from the class of approx 28 students I 

attended at OWT. Pupils' names are flooding back; Mick Elliot, Bud Farrant, Brian Love, Daisy Penrose, Des 

Kershaw, John Oliver Cadman, Tony Pike and the morning assembly quartet above. Tony Pike, what a gifted 

athlete when driven to it. One time Jock Gilman personally escorted Tony to the sports day at Grace Road 

because Tony usually disappeared off the bus on the way to the ground. He was not really interested in energetic 

activities, but I think he won most of his races on the day. His love was jazz & playing his clarinet. The last I 

heard of Tony he was playing in a jazz band (I wonder where he is now ) Des Kershaw I believe is still in 

Leicester and married Babe Mc Reynolds. Rob Cooper, living in Cape Town when not following his son around 

Europe Moto Cross racing. Brian Love disappeared to New Zealand, teaching I believe. Bert Leaman, who 

knows? Dave Bolton, how I could I forget him? We had words and he punched me on the nose outside the 

canteen at lunchtime. Bloody nose, hurt pride. 'Problem resolved, lets have lunch.' I have fond memories of 

prefects, especially Joe Melia. With me being a member of the swimming team he would regularly let me off 

detention (most likely not deserved in the first place) to attend training at Vestry Street baths (I wonder if they 

still exist). McNally (crawl) and Hunt (backstroke ) were my school swimming heroes. The most endearing 

memories of teachers would be regarding Basher Bruin (sic) Mr Bufton and Bill Sykes (To witness Bill Sykes 

on the organ at De Montfort Hall was to see a man in absolute rapture) Addressing your enquiry regarding 

classic cars, I have an Austin Sprite 1963 Series 2. (the one after the Bugeye) It has been nearly three years in 

renovation, all original (almost there) It is Sunday evening here in sunny Perth and I have just returned from the 

small country town of Northam, which is about 100 kms from home, to be a spectator at The Northam Flying 

Fifty. The town centre is closed to traffic, and a race track formed round the streets. The object is to recreate the 

atmosphere of the round-the-houses racing which was popular in the past. Some 180 cars of all vintages were 

entered, lots of pommie Minis, Escorts, MG's ,Triumphs, Jags etc, but some exotic Alfa Romeos, Porsches and 

some real old Buggatti-style machines. This is an annual event and attracted around 7000 people for a fun & 

family day out. My intention is to complete my Sprite and enter next year's events. I must explain it is not 

competitive racing against other cars (too dangerous nowadays on the street circuit) you nominate your own lap 

times & try to get as close as you can to your nominated time. I am sorry I am waffling on now, but as I said 

previously, seeing familiar names brings back fond memories of the good old days at CBS. 

FROM AGE CONCERN 
 Age Concern, Leicester, are organising a celebration of the anniversary of VJ day on August 12th. This will 

take place at Clarence House, Humberstone Gate. It starts at 7.30pm and finishes at 11.30pm. There will be 

dancing to The Danny Rogers Band as well as a bar and buffet. Tickets are only £3 each, including the buffet, 

and are available from Pam Taylor at Age Concern, 0116 2220555. 

FROM RAY TAYLOR 1938-44 
 The obituary column in OWT41 mentions Victor Irons. Victor was in my class, the B stream, from 1938-43. I 

have checked my list of School Certificate passes and a V W Irons is listed, so I am sure it is the same person. 

He would have left school in July 1943; I stayed on in the 6th Science until I was 16, leaving in March 1944. I 

recollect that Victor could draw people very well. In the mock School Cert art exam one of the choice questions 

was to draw a woman cleaning a window. Miss Richardson was the invigilator and Irons drew her back view 

cleaning a window. The art teacher, Mr Hackley, thought it was very good. That is my recollection of Victor 

Irons. He would have been 78 when he passed away. 

FROM BRIAN C WELLS 1940-45 
 A short follow on to my previous item. I now bow to the general consensus of opinion that it was Miss 

Richardson who was our biology teacher. John Lawson asks where certain of his class mates are, and I wonder 

how so many were never seen again after leaving school. Sadly Brian Finney, who he mentioned, died very 

young in a motorbike accident in Germany. He was a pal of mine at junior school and a first-class model maker. 

His planes flew, but mine always came to grief. I remember the harvest camp at Knipton, especially the 

primitive latrines. Other names John may remember: Ken Finlinson, died 12 years ago; the Green twins Geoff 

and Gordon. Geoff died a few years ago and was, I think, a teacher. Gordon was in insurance man. He lived near 

me in Kirby but moved away; Bryan Blackburn who was mentioned in the obituaries at the BAFTAS on TV the 

other night. Regarding the Green twins, Bull Smith always asked 'are you the good twin or the bad'. Happy days. 

FROM MALCOLM R DAVIES 1959-66 
 Seeing Andy Tear's name in a recent OWT reminded me of something that might not be completely true, but 

here goes anyway. In the 6th form, mention was often made about some sort of sport called squash. A weird 

name if ever there was one. This 'sport' was played by both 6th-formers and staff. Two adversaries were said to 

be one Doc Burrows and Andy Tear. The games were played either at the university or YMCA, I forget which. 
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After one such event Doc was heard muttering that Andy Tear must be adept at sleight of hand. It seems that 

when serving Andy had a ball which, in Doc's terminology 'returned from the wall fast and far.' He therefore 

took to standing well back in order to return the shot. All went well until said underhand tactic was employed. 

The ball was served, hit the far wall and came back very sluggishly, dropping suddenly well short of Doc's 

position. Point lost. So next serve move forward, only to find the ball passing at high velocity. There was a 

suspicion that two balls were in use, but not having played the game myself I cannot be certain of this. The ball 

is definitely in Andy's court to deny such tactics (Editor's note to Doc and Andy- please don't blame me for this 

slur on your good names!! I just print what I am sent...) Other sports were also practiced, notably fencing, but 

an activity where you are facing a man armed with something long and sharp did not appeal to me. That did not 

stop some from participating and going on to great things. The name Eames springs to mind. Badminton (of the 

shuttlecock kind, not equestrian) was also played by some. In my opinion this was simply a ploy to play mixed 

doubles with young ladies dressed in little white shorts. I must be getting cynical in my old age. 

FROM BRYAN ALEXANDER 1947-54 
 I was sorry to miss the last reunion, but having read with interest recent OWT contributions thought it was time 

I offered another contribution. Unless I am mistaken I do not recall any previous mention of the Army Cadets. 

Having tired of a poor scout troop I was one of the original recruits of the School ACF Company - fieldcraft was 

much more fun when rifles and Bren guns were involved! It was one of R R Pedley's initiatives, and he very 

occasionally took part in parades having dusted off his R A Major's Sam Browne. The two regular officers were 

Capt Evans, who was ex Lancs Fusiliers, taught modern languages and had an almost permanent inane grin, and 

Lt. Sweet, who was an ex-RAEC sergeant I believe. Bob Roberts always took an interest, and I wonder how 

many of the yobs who used to regularly play him up knew that during his war service,he had been awarded a 

Military Cross! A notable recollection for me was being lucky enough to be selected as one of four cadets to 

represent the Royal Leicesters at the 1953 Coronation. We had a prime spot on the Victoria memorial in front of 

the palace and it was all very exciting - and wet! Later that same year we had a brilliant week's camp at 

Skegness in bell tents, sleeping on straw palliases and enjoying uninterrupted sunshine. I recall a memorable 

ride in a Comet tank across the sand dunes, winning an incredibly gaudy tie for the 100 yds in the sports and 

enjoying the company of two lovely girls from Sheffield at the funfair (the uniform did seem to have a degree of 

pulling power, but it was all very innocent by today's standards!) There was a big parade through the town on 

the last day, which I missed, having been designated Camp Orderly Sergeant, but it was incredibly hot and 

spending the afternoon drinking pints of weak pink cordial in the mess tent with the Orderly Officer, and posing 

in the red sash, was much preferable to marching around Skegness! Previous mention of Peter Harrison in OWT 

(and his younger brother) reminds me that Peter, aka Buggy - was also an original cadet recruit and it was he 

(who else) who usually led the way to one of the many pokey back street pubs after the weekly evening parade. 

We were under the illusion that the uniforms hid our tender years, but we seemed to get away with it. Looking 

back I suppose it was there I got a taste for Best Bitter! I particularly remember one hilarious session when 

Buggy was worrying about how to tell Spud Nockels that he had managed to lose a valuable German literary 

tome which he had loaned - the name Fieser springs to mind - or am I mixing it up with the Organic Chemistry 

textbook? Anyway, it had somehow fallen out of Buggy's bicycle saddlebag somewhere en route and everyone 

was busy imagining the outcome and doing appropriate Nockels impressions (not difficult) I never did hear the 

actual outcome. I would like to know how long the cadet company lasted after Pedley moved on, and also any 

other recollections - especially about that Skegness camp. 

OBITUARY 
 Julian Pawley advises me that Alan Steward, 77 (c1938-43) passed away earlier this year. Alan was not 

on my list. 

FROM JULIAN PAWLEY 1944-49 
 Thank you for the reunion organisation. I enjoyed the talks; although I knew Dr. Burrows from scouting days I 

was never taught by him, and only took chemistry to 'O' level. I found his talk informative and entertaining. As I 

was a contemporary of the Coates brothers I did manage to contribute a little as I left. I recalled that Mr Wardle 

was the first person I saw with the then-marvellous new invention The Ball-point Pen. It was very expensive 

then and quite a status symbol, but within a few months became the Biro-minor which was cheap as chips. I also 

recalled the occasion when Bull Smith asked us what gas we were likely to smell as we passed Challis & Allen's 

bottling plant opposite the school. (They still used equine power for their local deliveries, and the stables did 

pong a bit) When asked for an answer both I and Thornhill , who was sitting next to me, put our hands up and 

said 'Ammonia.' The Bull looked quizzically at us and said, 'Oh yes, which one thought of it first?' Being a 

county boy, and having been brought up next door to a farm, I knew the answer from practical experience. I 

assume Thornhill knew from his chemical knowledge. To suggest that one of us was cribbing, indeed! 
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FROM GEOFF MANCHESTER 1961-66 
 I always read each OWT fully. and keep them with the intention of rereading them. That way something might 

jog my memory and encourage me to make a contribution. I am quite happy with an annual reunion, and thought 

this year's more structured format was an improvement. I particularly enjoyed the talks, and would certainly like 

to hear more in the future. Mid-March seems as good a date as any. I would prefer a cold buffet, but would take 

hot food if necessary. My recollection of homework is that we received three subjects on Tuesdays and Fridays 

and two on the other days. Brian Scott always referred to it as prep. I can still hear the end of his English and 

History lessons. 'Gentlemen, your prep tonight is...' At Elbow Lane we were not allowed to leave school 

premises during the dinner break, but at Humberstone Gate we could go out if our parents had provided a note 

giving permission. A group of us often went to the reference library, Bishop Street, to do our homework. Mainly 

it was to give us a free evening, but it might have been something that needed to be handed in that afternoon. I 

too enjoyed Chris Jinks' character sketches. I think Ken Witts was my form master in 4A, and also took us for 

Maths and Geography during that year. I can picture him striding purposefully into the room, approaching the 

blackboard and chalking a margin down the left-hand side. Without speaking, or glancing round the room, he 

would then write CLASSWORK and the date, always pausing the chalk at the top of the 'C' in CLASSWORK. 

As Chris recalls, Ken was good for catchphrases. If he was not too impressed with the response to a question he 

might say, 'Don't insult my intelligence.' A pupil might be summoned to Ken's desk, complete with exercise 

book, and errors pointed out. The pupil was sent back to his seat, accompanied by the riposte 'Now sit down and 

get organised.' Thank you for all the work you do on OWT and for Wyvernians. 

FROM PAUL WILLIAMSON 1957-62 
 I have taken to having coffee at Clarence House on Saturday mornings. In the cafeteria you can see traces of the 

former gym, including fixings for the ropes etc, in the ceiling. Fred Winter, school captain c1959, went for a trip 

on a Grimsby trawler, possibly to Iceland. He wrote about his experiences for the school magazine. A friend of 

mine, Paul Manser, was an apprentice trawlerman. The crew asked him if he could swim. When he said he 

couldn't they threw him over the side and fished him out later. In OWT42 I referred to Bob Hastings - it should 

have been Ian. I believe that c1961 he received the offer of a contract with Arsenal, but chose to pursue a degree 

in Sport at Loughborough University. He is now well up the Tasmanian ladder. I knew Mick Stokes and Gez 

Fitzpatrick very well; we lived on the New Parks estate. I was in 1A, but was relegated to the 'B' stream. Rex D 

Oswin recollects trips on the Broads with Chas (that was our name for him) Howard. My daughter Michelle has 

just returned from Horning Mill, on the River Bure, and thought it was beautiful. We enjoyed visits to the 

Humberstone Lido, travelling by corporation bus. The driver was unsure if the double-decker would pass under 

the sign at the entrance, so asked a boy to watch. The boy said it was OK but it wasn't. The sign was wrecked 

and the bus dented. Ron Hutchinson, not Richardson, was the woodwork teacher/amateur jump jockey. I would 

like to hear from any Wyvernians in Australia. My e-mail address is retrobuys@hotmail.com (Paul's writing is 

difficult to read, so I hope this extract from his letters is correct - Ed) 

FROM IAN CRICHTON 1962-69 
 Concerning the proposed Downing Drive Association (a suggested offshoot from the main Humberstone Gate 

members - Ed) I doubt anything will come of it. It's a generation thing, and we were brought up in a different 

culture. The school identity is, to me, far more than the building and I feel the grammar school ethos is 

embedded in us (whether or not we appreciated it at the time) When that went the school went. I feel far more 

affinity with the pre-war contributors than I do towards the Downing Drive scholars, although I spent the last 

four years of my CBS career at the new premises. I visited Humberstone Gate only sporadically during my 

Elbow Lane period, but it is still a symbol of everything the school stood for in the same way a Jew thinks of 

Jerusalem or a Muslim looks towards Mecca. I really enjoyed the item by Bill Mann, when he described how his 

humble origins saw him reduced to finding digs with Bob Roberts and Fred Hutchinson. I can honestly say I 

never gave a thought as to where the masters came from, nor was I privy to any conversations concerning their 

family circumstances or lives beyond the school gates. How very different from today, when young people 

(Heaven forbid we call them children) are on far more intimate terms with those attempting to teach them. 

FROM BRIAN PAPWORTH 1959-66 
 In response to your query regarding feelings on venues for future reunions I am one of the group who spent 

time at both Humberstone Gate and Downing Drive. Indeed, I have memories of helping to load a lorry and 

travelling to the new school on the back of it. I agree that Humberstone Gate is the best option, but if it became 

unavailable (or just for a change) it would be good if we could use Downing Drive. I am sure that even those 

who did not attend would find a visit of interest (Editor's note - of course we are all assuming that Downing 

Drive would in fact be made available to us if necessary, but perhaps we should not take that for granted) 
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FROM LAURIE FORD 1962-66 
 I have been unable to attend any reunions so far because of family commitments, but hope to be able to come at 

some point. Therefore I cannot pass comment, except to say that an annual event is probably better than every 

two years as it keeps up the momentum. Now for some memories of Downing Drive (1965- 66) Details of my 

first three years at CBS have appeared in previous OWT's, but in May 1966 my Dad, who was a congregational 

minister, moved from Westcotes church to Northampton. The new school year began with a degree of 

trepidation. Not just one bus journey, but two. One into the city then another to Evington, so an earlier start than 

previously was called for. Special buses were laid on, but it was all a bit chaotic to start with. Eventually we 

were issued with passes, and these specified a particular time we had to catch the bus. I may still have mine. It 

was light blue, and allowed me to get the 8.05 from town. Then I had to find my way round the new buildings, 

and for the first time the whole school was together under one roof. Bit of a culture shock. I was now in 4B, and 

two years to 'O' levels. My teachers included the usual suspects. Sadie Thompson for scripture and chemistry; 

Bill Gates for English; a new teacher from Sheffield, Geoff Elliott for French; Scotty for history; Tony Baxter for 

maths; WAG Pace (I think) for geography; Flo Willan, biology. Not sure who did physics. Do the names 

Lawrence or Lowe ring bells to anyone? (one Mr Lowe taught English when I was there - Ed) Everyone seemed 

to settle down well. The building was very different. A lot of glass, large windows, ponds, a smart gym and our 

own playing fields. These had more civilised changing rooms than Grace Road. There was also a refectory and 

an assembly hall. A major plus for me was the opportunity to play badminton after school, and I progressed into 

the school team. We played against such schools as Gateway, Humphrey Perkins and Guthlaxton. It was after an 

away match that I visited a pub for the first time. We had been to Barrow, which meant an unsupervised train 

journey there and back. I was dragged in by my older team mates. Representing the school at Badminton 

resulted in me finally obtaining a school-colours tie, something I had coveted for a long time (see OWT19) 

because of the real, or imagined, prestige it bestowed on me. To my disgust I was only able to wear it for a few 

weeks before leaving CBS for good. That year there was a craze for a sort of table football/shove halfpenny 

game, using coins on a hardboard pitch. This involved quite a number in our form, including Paul Wheatley. We 

painted halfpennies in our chosen colours, and gave the teams names. Mine was Inter-Vic. There were lengthy 

tournaments over a number of weeks. No idea who won, but it was a good form of amusement and very 

competitive. In my last article I mentioned a magazine called The Desk, which our class continued to produce. 

Due to the enthusiasm of our new French master, Geoff Elliott, we did a French version called, I think, Le 

Copain. Geoff was quite an innovator, and introduced rugby to CBS. Fortunately though it was only for those 

who wanted it. Things progressed well on the academic side. Maths was one of my weakest subjects, but thanks 

to Tony Baxter some things finally began to stick during the two terms before I left. To this day I am convinced 

I only passed maths 'O' level at Northampton grammar because of Tony's teaching. Also, having looked at my 

old school reports, to my amazement I was doing OK in the sciences. I obviously regressed badly when I left. 

My two worst memories of the year were losing to Bill Gates in the school badminton tournament, then leaving 

on the last day of the spring term. I was sure I could beat Bill, but unaccountably lost. In the case of the latter it 

was purely the fact of leaving. That involved an obligatory meeting with Ding Dong Bell. I am sure it was my 

first and only one. It was clear I had not previously come to his attention, and he seemed to be under the 

impression I was moving to Portsmouth. Strange to remember something like that. Leaving was sad, as my time 

at CBS - and in Leicester - had been so enjoyable. It was a top school, and it should be a source of regret that 

this school, and similar ones, were turned into comprehensives. What a waste. My final couple of weeks in 

Leicester gave me the opportunity to see City finish their home season in style. A 2-1 victory over Forest, with 

Graham Cross scoring all three goals, a friendly against a Scottish XI and a fine 3-0 win over Everton who were 

that year's FA cup winners. Then it was to Northampton, whose football team was on a rapid descent to the 4th 

division from the heights it had attained. 

FROM YOUR EDITOR 
 Back in August 2001 I had an E-mail from one Valerie Fairbrass. She wondered if I had information about the 

CBS career of her uncle, John Eric Satchell, who was born in 1923. I looked through the collection of 

Wyvernian magazines and was pleasantly surprised to find several references to that gentleman. He won the 

1936 Headley prize for public speaking (on compulsory games) and again in 1938 and 1939. Also in 1939 he 

received a favourable review for his playing of Jack Absolute in The Rivals. By 1940 John was a Prefect and 

reported on the Senior Dramatic Society. He was by then a talented chess player. In 1941 he won a Bennett 

scholarship, the Headley prize for senior essays, the Bond biology prize and the Percy Wykes prize for diction. 

In 2001 John Satchell was in hospital, and his niece hoped he might be cheered up by some schooldays 

memories. She replied: my uncle was delighted with the snippets, and remembered his father giving him a quote 

from Wellington when he prepared for his debate on compulsory games. It was about the battle of Waterloo 

being played on the playing fields of Eton. He also recalled giving a talk on parasites to the Biological Society. 

His maths teacher inferred this would be about my uncle and one of his pals, the school's only ultra-pink pinkos, 
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if not exactly communists! He also remembered cobbling a bike together from old bits he found on a scrap heap 

and riding it proudly to school, only to have the School Institute Of Bicycle Safety fail it after an inspection. 

FROM PAUL WHEATLEY 1962-67  
Looking back 40 years I really can't believe how desperate I was to obtain a school sports tie. As I recall, all my 

friends had one - even my good friend (and regular OWT contributor) Laurie Ford annoyingly possessed an 

example. I was driven to despair, but the problem was I wasn't much good at sports. Having tried just about 

everything and failed it was the house cross-country that saved me. I represented Abbey who that year, for some 

reason I cannot imagine, were short of volunteers for the annual slog through mud, brooks and bracken. It would 

have been about 1965, but I am not entirely sure. Where on earth did it take place? I think our house master at 

the time was Larry Lawson, and as we didn't really get on I was a natural 'volunteer' for him! I had never run 

above 200 yards before so feel sure I tried to feign illness, but to no avail. It seemed like hundreds of us set off. 

The weather was foul, and the mud thicker than you can imagine. Some enthusiasts actually said these were 

great conditions for a crosscountry. I was at the back with a bunch of non-athletes for what seemed like forever, 

then by some miracle found myself passing lots of tired runners. Then, just like Red Rum in the Grand National 

eight years later, I only had one person ahead of me as we entered the finishing straight. Sadly the similarity 

ended there as I never caught the winner, and had to settle for a gallant second. I was, though, Abbey's leading 

runner and my reward was to be entered for the 800 yards on sports day (again second) and the sports tie. I kept 

it for twenty odd years before it finally became lost, or perhaps it disintegrated. If you were that race winner 

then well done. Why not let OWT record it for you? 

FROM ALUN FISHER 1964-71 
 I am always delighted to receive OWT, and really enjoy reading about those who attended CBS long before me. 

Their memories of bygone days bring old Leicester to life. I was unaware the school had only been at Elbow 

Lane for a brief period before I started there. I look forward to reading more of Bill Mann's memoirs, and found 

it fascinating that teachers had to share their digs in those days. The article from Robert Leake (1959-66) 

confirming that Ken Witts did indeed teach geography was welcomed, as I thought my memory was going! I 

would be against a Downing Drive offshoot of Wyvernians, despite having spent only one year at Elbow Lane 

before transferring there. To me OWT is about CBS, the pupils and staff. I get much pleasure from reading 

about events and people from way before my time; it is these memories of school life which are so interesting, 

and it is important to record and preserve them. Having said that, with Elbow Lane no longer in existence (that 

nondescript car park always annoys me whenever I go past) it is imperative the Humberstone Gate building is 

not lost. Does any of this material find its way to the LRO in Wigston? (I have not sent any CBS material to 

them, but they do have many documents relating to our old school. Derek Bailey is the expert on that - Ed) 

FROM HAROLD COATES 1944-51 
 I think the reunions should continue on an annual basis. Every two years would surely reduce the numbers 

through the greater time lapse between meetings. The present format is, I think, about right. The talks seemed 

popular, and both Horace and myself were pleasantly surprised our jaunt down memory lane was so well 

received. Neither of us were convinced our personal memories would be of interest to anyone else, but when we 

asked our listeners they all seemed in favour. What did seem of value was the informal approach, with listeners 

being free to interject with comments and reminiscences of their own. The main problem in continuing with the 

talks would seem to be finding people willing to speak. In general I feel that most people just welcome the 

chance to return to the old school and renew boyhood acquaintances. Mid March seems the right time for the 

reunions. I would have preferred a cold buffet, but since I was suffering from an upset stomach and recovering 

from a heavy cold I don't think my preference counts for much. I think the reunions are worthwhile and well-

organised. I can appreciate your frustration at the lack of response, but feel you should console yourself by 

recognising how much has been achieved with very little help. Considering how along ago the original Old 

Wyvernians folded it is remarkable you have a mailing list of over 500 names and that about one hundred attend 

the reunions. As you have said, the number of Old Wyves decreases each year, and I know from speaking to 

some contemporaries that school nostalgia does not appeal to some. Keep up the good work, and please don't 

become discouraged. (I appreciate Harold's kind sentiments. We must not forget Brian Screaton, without whom 

Wyvernians would not exist - at least in its present form. Thanks also to Mike Ratcliff, Paul Williamson, Frank 

Smith and Geoff Cort for their help on the day - Ed) 

FROM CLIFF DUNKLEY 1949-57 
 I agree the Downing Drive people be given a chance to try a separate meeting, but not at the expense of 

Clarence House. The usual March reunions must continue there. 
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AND FINALLY... 
 Bill Mann's mention of the harsh winter of 1962/63 will no doubt rekindle some memories for many of you. I 

rather enjoyed it, because such was my loathing of games the weather could have stayed way below freezing all 

year if it liked. If the cold snap put an end to football then long may it continue. That was my view at the time. 

In any case it meant a temporary halt to the tedious - not to say potentially risky - business of forging an excuse 

note, which ostensibly came from my innocent mother. Bill's recollections pretty much agree with my own, and 

at one of the earlier reunions he told me the teachers were certainly aware that some boys who lived that side of 

Leicester simply went straight home. The first time we did the walk back to town from Grace Road I might have 

done the decent thing and dutifully returned to the school - or was it permissible to break away from the 

crocodile when passing one's homeward bus stop in the centre? The second time I am sure I lagged behind as we 

neared Granby Halls, and waited for my bus there. After that I had things sussed. The crocodile turned right 

onto Aylestone Road and, making sure I was at the back, I would nip into a convenient front garden and re-

emerge when I thought everyone was out of sight. I don't know if it was laziness or a challenge. It was probably 

worth it from a time point of view, as usually I caught the 4.15 No 87 from outside The Phoenix Theatre, which 

got me to The Exchange, Eyres Monsell, by about 4.40. From there I had an eight minute stroll to the Fairfield 

Estate, South Wigston, so I must have arrived home around 4.50. I can't remember what time we used to arrive 

at Grace Road for games, but I must have got home relatively early on games days. Two things strike me after 

42 years. Why didn't the teachers keep tighter control of us? If there had been a roll call on the buses, then a 

master stationed at the rear of the crocodile to act as a security guard, and another roll call on the return to 

school we could not have got away with it. And we must have been allowed to take our satchels with us, 

whereas if they had been left at school we would have been obliged to return there to collect them. It doesn't 

matter now. As Bill says, even the teachers travelled back in Jock's car after a while, so presumably they were 

none too keen on the business and were happy for the boys to make their own arrangements. 

End Of OWT 44 

Dennis J Duggan, August 2nd 2005 
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THE NEWSLETTER FOR PRE-1976 WYVERNIANS 

EDITORIAL 
 It has been quiet on the Wyvernians front since OWT 44. We have three new members, otherwise there is little 

to report. My request for more material met with a disappointing response, so please consider submitting 

something. Our ex-teachers - with the glorious exception of Bill Mann - remain reticent about what went on 

behind the staffroom door, despite several strong hints they reveal all, so I shall not mention the matter again. 

This edition will just about use all my stock (there are only five small items left, plus we are almost halfway 

through Bill Mann's memoirs) so if I don't get more then OWT will vanish. I leave it up to you. 

FROM LES OSWIN 1935-39 
 From September to December 1939 I was completing my education at CBS, though with no possibility of 

academic advancement. The war was not going well for us. Until the end of December I was in the 6th form, 

and my family expected me to find a job and begin earning some money. The annual Christmas concert was on 

the horizon, and I was somehow persuaded to spend some of my spare time working on a contribution. Pupils, 

staff and parents would be at the concert. In those pre-television days virtually everyone listened to the wireless, 

particularly to ITMA (It's That Man Again) with the wonderful Tommy Handley. A group of 6th formers 

collaborated to produce a pantomime called Aladdin And His Wonderful Gamp - the gamp being linked to 

Neville Chamberlain's attempt to secure 'peace in our time.' 65 years later I recall nothing of the plot, but we 

included a number of characters from ITMA: Tommy Handley, Mrs Mopp, Funf and Colonel Chinstrap, along 

with some of their sayings. 'Can I do you now, sir? This is Funf speaking. I don't mind if I do.' As self-appointed 

producer I decided to skip a few lessons to polish the script prior to the first performance. I settled down in the 

peace and quiet of the Prefects' room and was making good progress, but then I heard measured footsteps 

approach the door. I grabbed the papers and dived under the table, and saw a pair of brown boots about twelve 

inches from my nose. After a few moments I heard the gruff voice of Mr Carpenter (Carps) who was the owner 

of said boots. 'You'd better come out and get on with it, or you'll never be ready in time for the concert.' The 

pantomime was very well-received, and was a morale booster in those dark days. 

FROM BILL MANN 1960-65 
 (Continuing Bill's memoirs - Ed) When I look back at the 1960's I am still amazed at the out-of-class activities 

on offer, both sporting and general. The school had a strong swimming tradition. Vestry Street baths were just 

across Humberstone Gate, and this enabled swimming to be time-tabled. Following the departure of Mr Brushe, 

Doc Burrows arranged training sessions for the school team - which he ran so ably - and matches were arranged 

not only against local schools but with others a considerable distance away. Leamington and Wycliffe Colleges 

spring to mind. Mr E J W Bell, the head, had strong connections with Wycliffe, having once taught there. In 

addition boys played badminton, squash, tennis, table tennis and chess. The staff were expected to produce a 

team to play against the boys. This gave (dare I say it?) older members the opportunity to show their skills at 

table tennis and chess. As a younger member of staff I never won a game at either sport (Is chess a sport? - Ed) 

and finished last in one of the staff vs boys cross-countries. I found this a stiff challenge, over a testing course 

the boys knew so well. My lasting memory of that race is seeing the art master rushing off at the start, so after a 

few hundred yards he led the race only to retire as the runners reached Melton Road. The school had a strong 

reputation for fencing, and was the only state school to take part in the Modern Tetrathlon Championships for 

the Iniskilling Cup. The event was usually held at Sandhurst Military Academy, and the four boys involved had 

to be capable of swimming five lengths (166 yards) shoot a .22 rifle at 25 yards, fence with the epee and run a 

2.5 mile cross country course in about fifteen minutes. R Cray was the overall winner for two consecutive years. 

Obviously the boys selected were excellent swimmers who could run well. Shooting training was available via 

the ACF, and would-be competitors always joined the fencing club. My first out-of-class involvement was with 

the ACF, even though I had no experience whatsoever with the armed services. As a civilian I supervised, from 

a distance, the NCO's putting cadets through their paces on the parade ground and attended the ACF dinner. 

This took place in the school hall, attended by some forty cadets. The head insisted I hire a dinner jacket, and I 

performed a very silly sketch with him and Captain Newton to entertain the company. These responsibilities 

lasted only until Christmas. At the end of the autumn term the master responsible for the Junior XI left to further 
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his career elsewhere. Sadly I had forgotten his name, but Doc thinks it was Steve White. I volunteered to run the 

team provided I could sever my ACF connections, and as I was already involved in third year games that was 

agreed. However my first Saturday match did not go according to plan. Dave Lawrence, then responsible for the 

First XI, visited me at home early that morning to say he was unwell so could not referee the game. He insisted I 

did so, the match being against Market Harborough Grammar School, adding he had already arranged for a 

pupil to referee my original game. I agreed to this. It was my first match 'in the middle' and would be the first of 

many. I remember it particularly well, not because of the weather conditions (described in The Wyvernian as 

atrocious) but for the score of 19 - 1 in favour of CBS. I blew the final whistle well before time, and recall the 

visitors' goal was scored by our centre-half! It was then back to junior football for me. One member of my first 

team, Dave Needham, went on to play professionally for two Nottingham teams for many years. At the end of 

the summer term of 1961 Mr R B Alexander left the school. He had been one of the founders of the Fencing 

Club, which had considerable support from the headmaster. I was approached by the Captainelect, Czeslaw G 

Wrzesien, who was always known as George. Perhaps he didn't like the headmaster's nominee, but whatever the 

reason he requested in the strongest possible terms that I take responsibility for running the club. Although I 

knew nothing about the sport I agreed, and so began an association with fencing that would last for the next 

sixteen years. The club met on Friday evenings, under the supervision of professional coach Mr R A Waterfield. 

The earlyevening sessions involved class instruction and individual lessons, and while they were in progress I 

would slip out to Lewis's for tea. With the weekly training complete the boys would be arranged in pools, when 

each foilist would compete against another. Foils and masks for beginners were supplied by the school, with 

white canvas and patterns available so mothers could make the necessary protective clothing. I learned the basic 

rules quite quickly, and as the electric foil had not been introduced into the school I could act as a judge, in 

addition to marking out the pistes in the gym. We used chalk or sticky tape for this, and remarking was needed 

frequently. One evening I bent down to complete this task, and the back seam of my rather tight trousers split 

from waistband to crotch just as Mrs Morris was making her way through the gym. She was on her way to the 

canteen to prepare refreshments for members of The City Literary Evening Institute, which then had the use of 

the buildings every evening. 'Take them off,' she said, 'and I'll mend them.' She did so; luckily I had my tracksuit 

with me! Institute members made good use of Mrs Morris' refreshments, which were very reasonably priced. I 

entered the canteen one Friday evening and Mrs Morris asked if I had heard the news. With tears welling up she 

told me that President Kennedy had been shot. Yes, I know where I was when the President was shot. On a 

lighter note, I was made to appreciate a Norfolkman's use of English was not quite the same as that used by 

Leicester folk. I arranged a meeting for younger boys who might be interested in joining the club, and handed a 

notice to Wally Wardle to read out at morning assembly. It clearly stated 'the meeting will be held next Friday at 

4pm.' I was the only one to turn up, so the next week I asked a boy (he is now a priest on the Welsh coast) why 

no one had gone to the meeting. 'Well, Sir, you said the meeting was for next Friday. You should have said this 

Friday. We'll all be there then.' I remember too visiting badminton players in the hall, and was encouraged to 

have a game. I showed very little skill, and was told by a quiet 14-year-old, 'Sir, your game is crap.' I bit my 

tongue. It was the first time I had heard the word used in that context. 

FROM STAN GREET 1958-63 
 I can answer Colin Beeby's question in OWT44. Tony Pyke (not Pike) is my wife's uncle and David 
Pyke is her father. Tony lives in London and yes, he still plays jazz. A few weeks ago we went to see 
David and Tony play in Derby. David attended CBS. 

FROM MALCOLM R DAVIES 1959-66 
 You express confusion about Elbow Lane. Elbow lane was formerly used by Gateway Girls, who amalgamated 

with Alderman Newton's. Collegiate Girls was in Prebend Street, off London Road. My youngest sister attended 

this school during the 1970's, until it amalgamated with Wyggeston Girls. Unlike Elbow Lane, which was 

demolished, the Collegiate building survives and - like our Humberstone Gate building - is currently put to other 

uses. It seems criminal that old-established schools were wiped out for political purposes. Alderman Newton's 

was purchased, and survives as a fee-paying grammar school. Does anyone remember the visits by HM School 

Inspectors? When we were at Elbow Lane we had about three per year. Some inspectors (ex-teachers who 

certainly added to the theory 'can't teach? Make them a headmaster. Don't do too well as head? Encourage them 

to become an inspector') insisted on taking over some lessons (Editor's note - the opinions expressed in OWT do 

not necessarily reflect those of the editor) One particularly nasty piece of work invited Frank Bourne to leave 

the class and let him take over. Frank promptly shot off in search of a coffee. During the next forty minutes 

several of us received 100 lines in French. To make things difficult the sentence actually covered two lines! 

Next day the b*****d actually counted every single one. Their departure was heartily welcomed by both pupils 

and staff. Those of us in Year 4 (1962) who liked trains were a little peeved to move to Humberstone Gate, as 

we lost the opportunity to witness the winding down of the Great Central Railway. During that time all sorts of 
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waifs and strays from other regions made an appearance; it was only six years before steam vanished. That said, 

I have made more trips behind a steam locomotive in the last ten years than ever before, so all is not lost. 

Talking of transport reminds me of the collection of mopeds, motor scooters and motor bikes at Downing Drive. 

They appeared because a lack of public transport made the journey to school difficult for some pupils. There 

was Steve Mellor and his 200cc Tiger Cub, which sported L plates. Because of his great height Steve was 

obliged to sit on the pillion whilst riding. When he passed his test he bought a Velocette, which was a more 

suitable size. Phil Bagshaw's dad owned several motor bikes, including a BMW with a sidecar mounted on the 

off-side. I had a 150cc Moby scooter, manufactured by Moto. They became better-known for Mobylette 

mopeds. Several Lambrettas and Vespas were in evidence, along with BSA 500's and 650's. Brian Thompson's 

Capri scooter has already been mentioned. Two lucky souls owned bubble cars, an Isetta and a BMW, the latter 

being left-hand drive. These small vehicles were powered by two-stroke motor cycle engines of smallish 

capacity. They could be driven on a motor cycle licence, so the driver did not need to be accompanied by 

someone who had passed his test. They were cheap to run, and kept you dry. Ah, the good old days... Mention in 

past OWT's of sailing. History man Howard was actually Cecil, not Charles. The mistake, and subsequent 

nickname of Chas stuck. He owned a beautiful Jaguar, PS 1986, and I believe his brother Bert, who taught at 

Alderman Newton's, also ran an exotic beast. I believe that Mr Miller, the art teacher, ran a collection of Rolls 

Royces and Bentleys. He devoted considerable time, money and effort restoring them. I wasn't into art, but felt 

he was a man after my own heart. I thought his cars were wonderful, and would have liked one myself. 

Nowadays I have to settle for radiocontrolled models. 

FROM MICHAEL E BROUGHTON 1941-46 
 I enjoyed OWT 42, and the mention of Campbell's Bluebird in Lewis' jogged my memory. I recall the 

appearance of Amy Johnson's aeroplane; there were ladies walking amongst the onlookers offering 'souvenir 

aeroplanes - 6d each.' The occasional offer of donkey rides on the roof sometimes receives a mention in the 

Leicester Mercury. I enjoyed the 2005 reunion, and feel that annual is probably right. The location has to be 

Clarence House. Meeting old friends is what it's all about, but this year's talks seemed to go down very well. I 

would like to find out when the custom of giving bibles to school leavers, who obtained teachers' signatures in 

them, ceased. 

FROM DON MANSER 1938-43 
 The comments by Alan Lancashire, one of my contemporaries, were very interesting and brought back some 

pleasant memories. However I thought I might offer a couple of corrections on matters of unimportant detail, 

and some supplementary information. 

Mr Crammer (The Beak) This headmaster did indeed have a prominent nose, but I always felt the nickname 

arose from his rather magisterial manner when dispensing justice to small boys in his study . I have read in 

OWT pre-war accounts of 'six of the best', but by the time I joined the school Mr Crammer had become a 

dedicated opponent of corporal punishment. The only punishment he meted out in my time was to make the 

offender write out one of the psalms. I can't remember which - perhaps there were several? 

Josh Carter (Deputy Head) As Alan says, Josh was an imposing figure. Tall and gaunt, I recall he had a face 

reminiscent of Raymond Massey in one of his more sinister roles. He kept order very well, but even his 

authorative appearance was not always sufficient to quell a rowdy mob. I recall one occasion when two large 

streams of boys were using the main staircase, one ascending and the other descending. A wonderful 

opportunity for mayhem, with much shoving, pushing and elbowing. Bearing an immense Oxford World Atlas 

Josh strode into the melee. He wielded it like a battleaxe, smiting boys across the head and shoulders until they 

formed two more-or-less orderly lines. It would not surprise me to learn that some boys were so stunned they 

discovered themselves to be going the wrong way! 

C V The Bull Smith (Chemistry Master) Note his initials were C V, not C O. The Bull was somewhat 

lugubrious. He must have had a prodigious memory, because he had two names for every boy. One was used 

when a question was answered correctly. In my case the soubriquet was Sir Humphrey Davey. When I didn't 

display genius it was Joe Manser, the 'Joe' being delivered in a long, drawn-our fashion as if he doubted my 

sanity. Most other boys' nicknames I can't remember. There was Tony Hurd, who had a Mediterranean 

complexion; The Bull invariably addressed him as Antonio Spagoni. Another, I think Roy Bingham, was The 

Thirst For Knowledge. An entertaining ritual was how The Bull greeted a boy called Aldwinkle, who came from 

Houghton-On-The-Hill. He always arrived at the chemistry lab with his satchel suspended from his neck, thus 

resting on his chest. The Bull, who I think was a friend of the family, would greet him in his most sonorous 

voice. 'Joseph George Vivian Aldwinkle, remove the albatross.' (No prizes for guessing the poem that inspired 

the remark) 

Nobby Clarke (Music Master) Nobby is chiefly remembered as the composer of a dismal dirge called 'Oh 

Brother Man'. This was the school song, which from time to time we were compelled to sing in assembly. 
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Nobby was also noted for a very long nail file, which he would withdraw from his pocket with a swashbuckling 

flourish worthy of Errol Flynn. Holding it by the very end of its handle he would engage in a demonstration of 

long-range manicure. 

J Denys (sic) Hackley (Art Master) Note, his name was not Hackett. Hackley also taught History Of 

Architecture. It was said he had once been, amongst other things, a Hollywood make-up artist. He was a good 

teacher, and very likeable. I do not recall any unruly behaviour in his classes. 

Mr Jephcott (Metalwork Master) It might have been Jeffcote, but definitely not Jefferson. He taught 

metalwork quite effectively. He also taught us how to make a refreshing drink from a tiny drop of acid, used in 

the soldering process, diluted in a large glass of water. 

Olly Arnold (Woodwork Master) Olly taught us elements of woodwork, though most of us never succeeded in 

making a haunched mortise and tenon joint. More importantly he taught us how to use, sharpen and look after 

tools. Years later hundreds of DIY Wyvernians must have blessed him for that. 

Tommy Markham (PT Master) Tommy Markham was small and neat with a thin moustache. He had the 

appearance of the stereotype army PT instructor. Tommy wore immaculate cream flannels with elastic under the 

instep after the fashion of a circus gymnast. He was indeed a fine gymnast, and managed to get even the least 

athletic boys to clear the horse with ease. His method of teaching swimming left something to be desired. We 

learned the breast stroke by laying on our stomachs on chairs, going through the motions in thin air. Once we 

had mastered the mime we went to Vestry Street baths where we were strapped into a canvas harness and towed 

through the water whilst snorting, splashing and gasping for breath. I don't think anyone drowned, but equally I 

doubt many learned to swim. 

Pluto Lewin (French Master) I don't think Pluto has been mentioned in OWT. He taught me French in 1A, but 

then left to join the army. I was very impressed when he returned to the school in a uniform with green shoulder 

flashes which said 'Intelligence Corps'. At the age of 11 I was not sure what that meant, but clearly it denoted a 

person of exceptional intellect. 

OBITUARIES 
 Julian Pawley (1944-49) writes on July 14th: The following appeared in a recent copy of the Leicester 

Mercury. Majut, Hermine Gusstav Kathe, wife of the late Professor Rudolf Majut (German Studies, Leicester 

University) peacefully on July 5th aged 100 years. Dr Majut is remembered with affection by many 

Wyvernians. A 

recent item in the Leicester Mercury suggested that pupils would be better at foreign languages if they were 

taught by 

speakers of that language. That's nothing new. We were! 

Paul Williamson (1957-62) 
 writes on September 9th: It is my sad duty to inform you of the death of Peter Seller a week ago, aged 59 years. 

We were in the 'A' stream for three years. Some Wyvernians might recall an item concerning a boy being 

dangled by his ankles from a first-floor window - Peter was that boy. He was blond-haired, six feet tall and a 

kind person. I occasionally bumped into him in the town centre. 

Cliff Dunkley (1949-57) 
 writes on August 6th: I am writing to convey the sad news of the death of Bernard Harrison (1949-56) He was 

struck down in late autumn with an inoperable brain tumour. He seemingly rallied in the spring, but deteriorated 

again and died on August 3rd. He was one of the brightest stars in the firmament of my classmates, and so far as 

I know the only one to hold a Professorship. A brief history follows. National service in the Royal Navy aboard 

HMS Ark Royal; Downing College, Cambridge, as a pupil of the redoubtable F R Leavis; school teaching; a 

PhD from Exeter University; academic post, University of Sheffield, as Head of the Division of Education and 

latterly Professor; Professor and Dean of Education at Edith Cowan University, Perth, Western Australia. In 

retirement he found a second vocation as a published poet, and won a national prize for his compositions. In 

1990 I met up with him by chance at a conference in Sheffield, and subsequently when he was External 

Examiner for some courses at Leicester University School of Education. Bob Gregory and I attended Bernard's 

inaugural professorial lecture in Sheffield. In the autumn of 2003 Bernard visited the UK, and four of us - 

myself, Bob Gregory, Richard Thompson and Paul Bond - had a jolly reunion dinner at The Grand Hotel, 

Leicester (Isn't The Grand now called the Ramada Jarvis or similar. No doubt it will always be The Grand to 

old Leicesterians - Ed) Paul Bond (1950-55) writes on August 9th: Bernard Harrison, who was at CBS from 

1949-56, died a week ago in Australia, where he had lived for many years. His career included Dean and 

Professor of Education at Sheffield and Edith Cowan universities. 
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FROM IAN CRICHTON 1962-69 
 Your mention of ink certainly brought back memories. I was a Quink man myself. What do the younger 

generation, in today's computer and text-orientated world, think of this strange practice of conveying one's 

thoughts by scribbling words on a piece of paper by means of a metallic nib dipped in a blue or black liquid that, 

once spilled, could never be eradicated from your clothes?(Anyone remember those magic drops that would at 

least disperse the ink from paper when applied from something resembling a Tippex bottle?) Re Norman 

Barnett's comments concerning R T Cooper MA. Capt R T Cooper MA Oxon, to give him his correct title, was 

one of those names that always seemed to crop up annually in Prize Day programmes during my time in the 

"swinging sixties." (although the only thing that swung as far as most of us were concerned was Ernie Bell's 

gown as he swept imperiously up to the stage each morning to conduct assembly) I digress. The Captain 

endowed the Latin and Scripture prizes. I was fortunate to win the latter for the final two years of my spell at 

CBS (1968 and 1969) and he was already the late by that time. Had he perished heroically in the War? I've 

always wondered. Certainly the Rowland Smith prize for music was a memorial to a gentleman who had fallen 

at Arnhem in 1944. The benefactors invariably had names which distinguished them from mere mortals like us. 

I never recall things like the Alf Stubbins Cup, or the Fred Bassett Shield. The Champion House Gymnastics 

cup for instance was donated by Mrs E.Franklin -Rudd, and the Chess Prize by Lt Colonel J B Potter. You 

couldn't make them up, could you! 

FROM JOHN 'JAKE' BLAIKIE 1955-62 
 Two things, one for Andy Howes. Andy, Guin Chub Chambers definitely joined the police force. I chanced 

upon a book The Blooding by Joseph Wambaugh many years ago (he also wrote The New Centurions) It relates 

to the use of mass DNA testing in relation to the murders of 2 girls, in Narborough I think. Guin got mentioned 

as a detective on the case. The guilty party, one Colin Pitchfork, is tucked away in Welford Rd and is served tea 

by my 75 year old sister who does voluntary work there. Getting OWT prompted me to take a look at the 

website and peek into the Rogues' Gallery. I had not seen the notes from Arnold Burrows before. I note he spent 

a lot of time in various parts of Birmingham after leaving CLBS, specifically Bournville. I went to University in 

Birmingham and spent my 3 years (1962-65) in digs in Bournville, just around the corner from the Cadbury 

factory he mentions. It did have a wonderful swimming pool and sports grounds. It was also very generous with 

its chocolates when visited by groups of Mechanical Engineers from the University. (and so was the Guinness 

factory!) Looking forward to the Commonwealth Games in Melbourne 2006, the Olympics in Beijing 2008, and 

now 2012 in London. 

FROM MIKE WALKER 1949-56 
 Bill Sykes took us for music in my first year at CBS. I came to believe he might have made an entertaining 

lightweight prize fighter in his younger days, for he had lightning-fast hands and remarkable agility for his age. 

He could cuff up to three boys, providing they were within range, before the first knew what had hit him. If out 

of range he could plough through any number of chairs, desks and boys to reach his quarry before the latter 

could cover up. I could picture him sitting on his corner stool, cursing and muttering to himself, awaiting the 

bell. Basher Brewin, pipe in mouth, would be fanning him with a towel. Flo Willan, with adrenaline pads and 

grease jar neatly laid out, would be his cutman. At the opening bell Basher would put down his pipe and croak 

some motivating words such as "goo an gerrim," but these words would be wasted, for even as he uttered that 

first syllable Bill would have already taken a giant leap across the ring, and with a cry of "blithering idiot, " 

smacked his opponent across the ear. Whether Bill could sustain such an attack is unknown, but the altercation 

would have been exciting while it lasted. I remember it as if it were yesterday. I had only been at CBS for two or 

three days when I first saw Bill Sykes in action. It was raining hard at noon, and those of us who took school 

dinner were afterwards herded into various classrooms for shelter. Bill Sykes was supervising, and I sat next to a 

rather abrasive gentleman from 4B who was busy devouring half a Bayliss's doughnut. "Stop that!" snapped 

Bill. The 4B gentleman responded by ramming the other half into his ample mouth "Take a detention!" shouted 

Bill. The 4B gentleman protested. "Take a double! " yelled Bill. This time the 4B gentleman stood up, leaned 

well forward, and shouted at Bill in a language that sounded like a mix of Arabic and German, while spraying 

chunks of doughnut over the head of the boy in front. "Take a sixer you bloody idiot!" screamed an apoplectic 

Bill. At this the 4B gentleman sat down, buried his head beneath his collar, and muttered some choice words 

which were now clearly recognisable as a Leicester version of the English language. I well remember being not 

only aghast at the sheer fearlessness of this young man, who had dared to confront that highly professorial 

musical icon, but equally at the retaliatory power of Bill Sykes, who had fine- tuned his disciplinary skills to the 

point where he could dish out detentions by the half dozen, as if they were mere farm eggs or doughnuts. I had 

witnessed what had truly been a battle of the giants. 



Old Wyves Tales – Volume 5 (Issues 40-49)                                                         45-6 
 

©2012 Wyvernians – www.wyvernians.org.uk  

FROM NORMAN BARNETT 1931-34 
 I find OWT most interesting, and it is surprising how many names I recognise considering the age 
gap. Some I know from my contacts with the scouts, some from when I was a soccer referee, some 
from the Polytechnic and De Montfort University and others I knew their fathers. 

FROM PETER MARKHAM 1946-51 
 Obviously the major part of OWT content is of pupils' exploits whilst at CBS - what we now call schoolboy 

pranks. It's ironic that some of the pranks we got up to and laugh, even brag, about now we would perhaps 

chastise our own children for if they were to get up to such tricks. Another large section is taken up by Old Boys 

recalling what happened in their life since leaving school. It is interesting to read what a success many people 

have made of their lives, either as schoolteachers, lecturers, civil servants, actors or captains of industry etc. 

Perhaps you only hear from the successful ones? What must be remembered is that even after a very good 

grounding at CBS many thousands went on to lead very ordinary lives. Although times may have changed from 

our days, mainly due to this political correctness nonsense, one thing has remained the same; the pursuit of 

qualifications, and the need of such qualifications in order to make your way in life. It was the same with my 

first Headmaster, Mr Crammer, as I am sure it is with all Heads today. Something that seems to escape their 

attention is the fact that being successful at school, and passing examinations, is certainly no guarantee of 

making your way in life and becoming successful (however success is measured) Just to prove this point I know 

of two other ex-pupils (I will not name them to save embarrassment) who left CBS.on exactly the same day as I 

did in 1951, and between the three of us we had just TWO 'O' levels, or whatever they were called. One went on 

to become a Director of a very large, well-known local company, another a Chief Executive of a locally based 

National company and the other went into senior management of a large National company. I am sure there are 

many instances the other way where very successful pupils just did not make it in the big wide world outside 

CBS. While many of us look back with affection at our CBS days, I think Jim Joyce (1951-1959) has it about 

right when he quotes me as saying 'my time at CBS was not the happiest part of my life'. Perhaps that was the 

lot of most schoolboys in those days, whether they be at Grammer, Intermediate or Secondary Modern schools. 

Life became much better after leaving than while attending school. Finally, on the subject of the frequency of 

the reunions, I am probably the last person to ask as I have not attended any of the reunions at all so far due to 

prior commitments. I think the best thing is to continue on an annual basis until the number of attendees reaches 

too low a level (whatever number that may be) for it to be viable. If you made it less frequent (every 2 years) 

then I am sure you would lose contact with many members. Recruitment and increasing membership is to my 

mind a big issue, but more of that another time. 

FROM TOM WILLIAMSON 1946-51 
 Many thanks for OWT43, which I enjoyed. I refer to the comments by Paul Bond about Bill Sykes. Personally I 

believe that individual gripes about former teachers and/or ex-pupils should not be encouraged, especially if 

those concerned are no longer around to give their side of the story. Surviving relatives might also find such 

comments hurtful. I am in no way being critical of Paul; he has every right to feel as he does. I know of one 

promising musician to whom Bill Sykes was of enormous help, and for what it is worth when taking my 

morning shower I still sing the songs he taught me! (Editor's note - I have discussed this matter with Tom via E-

mail. My view is it would be wrong of me to act as OWT censor, though I confess to burying some comments of 

a sensitive and controversial nature. I'm sure I don't have to spell out what I mean. Otherwise, as Tom says, we 

are all entitled to our opinions, be they good or bad) 

FROM PAUL WILLIAMSON 1957-62 
 (Editor's note - Paul's writing is very difficult to decipher, so my apologies to him if my transcription is not 

100% correct) Is it worth pursuing enquiries with the local TA Cadet Force? I was there 1960-62. The 'new' 

Leicestershire Regiment (finished 1964, now The Royal Anglian Regiment) is not open at The Newarke. Is it 

worth asking if they have any records of ex-CBS pupils' participation? My thoughts are they should be at the old 

Glen Parva Barracks, which was Training Battalion HQ until 1964. What about having an Overseas Department 

of Wyvernians, especially Australia. I am still trying to trace Clifford Bowles, who re-emigrated to Sidney 

NSW. Does anyone have any information please? I last saw him about 1976, when he lived on Monmouth 

Drive, Eyres Monsell, and I was a milkman. I was recently in touch with Keith Duguid (1958-63) We lived on 

Birds Nest Avenue, New Parks quite near to each other. Jez Fitzpatrick and John Brown were round the corner 

on Caledine Road. Tony Tillson lived on Bonney Road. I last saw him about twenty years ago in The Good 

Neighbour, where a regular fight was almost guaranteed! 
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FROM ALAN 'JASPER' MERCER 1959-63 
 I am afraid my memories are rather hazy, but here are two more. My first teaching job was at the City of 

Leicester School (sic) and there was such a shortage of maths teachers I was allowed to start before I had 

finished the teacher training course ( that probably explains a lot!). When it came to games lessons we were not 

given any choice; if you were under 35 you had to play your part. I started at the same time as Bob Dennis, and 

having gone to Ald Newton's and Wyggeston we hadn't a clue about soccer. I am still in touch with Bob, who 

took on the cross-country team while I muddled on with the 1st year football and cricket teams. My most vivid 

memory is the skiing trip to Hoch Solden in 1963. The brightest lad in the year never managed to execute a turn, 

so it was a great leveller in more than one way. The staff gave us the names of three lads we were to lose 

without trace! They did get lost down the mountain on our way home, but we had to report to the rest of the staff 

that the snow was not deep enough to bury them completely. In the end it made our journey easier, for although 

we missed the local train we were able to stop the Arlberg express for the grand sum of 17 schillings, so we got 

on our main train at 6pm rather than midnight if we had caught the first train. I will try to dig up some memories 

for the next time. 

FROM DR A A 'DOC' BURROWS 1957-68 
Some observations regarding OWT44. 

Bryan Alexander: The Army Cadet Force certainly continued beyond my time (1968). I was sufficiently 

impressed by it to inaugurate a C.C.F. (Army and Air sections) at Bournville, which both flourished. It was an 

unfortunate coincidence that reference to "a poor Scout Troop" was made alongside mention of the 91st 

Leicester Group. I have no idea which Troop was referred to, but as leader of the 91st I have to say that such a 

description would be very wide of the mark! 

Colin Beeby: It was Colin who referred to the 91st (forgive his spelling of 'Barnabas') and he is quite right about 

J Henderson - who can speak for himself! The implication that John Close and Michael Wade (two more 

outstanding members of the 91st) were Wyvernians is not true; John Close went to Moat and Michael Wade is 

one of the most famous Old Wyggestonians, having gained a triple blue for Rugby at Cambridge and also 

played for England. But what about other well-known 91st Wyvernians, such as John Sykes and John English? I 

disregarded these errors when I read his remarks about Bill Sykes - the first recognition I recall about his 

outstanding talent and commitment. Mr Sykes should have been a Cathedral Organist, or a Conductor of the 

Proms. Sitting alongside him at the Leicester Cathedral console (at the annual school service) was an education 

in itself. Finally - my memory is at last letting me down - I do not recall Colin Beeby as a swimmer, but no 

doubt he will supply the missing details! 

Malcolm Davies: I am preparing my weapons! The squash sessions took place at the Leicester Squash Club on 

London Road on Wednesday afternoons, and Andrew Tear was one of the outstanding players. I refute the 

statement that I was "muttering" - those who know me will understand why. I do not recognise the story, but 

have no doubt the best player won. When I became Headmaster at Bournville I arranged for the Sixth Form to 

have the use of the Cadbury Squash Courts and played there with them. I rather foolishly arranged an early 

match v CLBS ; I don't think Andrew Tear was present, but CLBS won handsomely ! 

Ian Crichton: I do not understand his remarks which suggest that the Grammar School ethos was not present at 

Downing Drive; remember that the Grammar School status continued - and flourished - until 1976. 

Laurie Ford describes the changeover in 1965 rather well; I will enlarge on this if members want it! (Yes, 

please do - Ed) 

Brian Papworth: I strongly support his remarks "...just for a change ... it would be good if we could use 

Downing Drive". There is still a large reservoir of Wyvernians waiting to be enlisted. 

FROM TONY WAKEFIELD 1951-56 
 I was interested to see the item from Colin Beeby in OWT44, as I was at CBS the same years as 
Colin. I don't recognise the name, but would no doubt recognise the face. Most pupils from a given 
year would know each other by sight. Colin, I live just across the ditch (as Aussies/Kiwis call the 
Tasman Sea) in Tauranga, New Zealand. 

FROM GEOFF MAISEY 1958-65 
 A post card from the ACF. The first parade I attended was a strange combination of raw recruits in 
school uniform, and old hands from the 6th in smart military gear. As a new recruit I was soon 
despatched to the Drill Hall, Ulverscroft Road, to be kitted out. 'Cor, you're a long streak,' said the 
Quartermaster. 'I'm not sure I can do much - how tall are you?' I replied I was 6ft 1". Unfortunately I 
only weighed seven stone, and even secretly aspired to be one of those eight-stone weaklings who 
had sand kicked in their faces in the Charles Atlas ads. But I needed to put weight on first. 'Try these, 
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lad, it's the best I can do,' he said as he handed me a pair of khaki trousers. I moved on to collect the 
rest of my kit. Boots were not provided, and had to be purchased from the Army & Navy Stores in 
town. I arrived home, and was naturally keen to try on the uniform. The jacket was the old type, as 
favoured by Corporal Jones in Dad's Army, and buttoned at the neck. I put on the trousers, and found 
that the pair closest to my narrow waist size had necessitated a compromise on the length of leg. The 
result was a small gap between the trouser bottoms and gaiter tops, and there was a pronounced 
flapping noise as I walked over to the mirror. It was one of the vagaries of the Cadet Force that when 
there was an evening parade we had to wear the uniform during that school day; in my case that 
meant going to school on the No 35 in full uniform, complete with bright-red face, whilst carrying a 
satchel . We all had uniforms for the second parade, which was taken by Isaac Newton. I had joined 
the cadets primarily in the hopes of getting on his good side, as he was taking 5L for German. Isaac 
approached to take the inspection. 'Never mind , Maisey,' he said as he moved along the ranks to 
where I stood with my trousers flapping gently in the evening breeze, 'You can probably get those 
changed at the next kitting-out session in a couple of weeks.' He moved on, epaulettes bobbing up 
and down as he tried to contain his mirth. After parade I took the No 35 home. The conductor was a 
man we had nicknamed Beryl, in recognition of his pronunciation of the word road as reed when he 
called out the name of the next stop. I clattered my way upstairs and sat down near the front of the 
bus. The driver banged on the inside of his roof to tell me to keep the noise down, and we pulled 
away. 'St Saviour's Reed,' came the call, and I clattered my way to the stairs. As the bus began to 
slow down before making the turn into Green Lane Road I stopped and grabbed the rail by the top 
step. Unfortunately I noticed my boots had continued on their way. In those days the soles of army 
boots were fitted with ships rivets, each with a round head the size of an old halfpenny, and there was 
no stopping them. I touched the stairs once or twice on the way down before landing on the platform 
next to Beryl. 'You should join the paras after a drop like that, lad,' he chortled. 'Green Lane Reed.' 
The bus moved off from the stop with Beryl laughing his head off, and I resolved to go to the next ACF 
meeting by bicycle. We were to go to Glen Parva Barracks, and use live ammo on the firing range; I 
didn't want to have the day spoiled by further embarrassment. As I cycled along Charles Street, 
resplendent in full uniform and in good time for the trip, the lights turned red and I pulled up. I noticed 
a big six-wheel army truck parked outside the school with a few cadets already on board. The lights 
changed to green, and I stood on the pedals to pull away. The chain chose that moment to snap, and 
I landed astride the cross-bar. Crippled, and trying to grin, I wheeled my bike to the shed and hobbled 
aboard the truck to loud cheers from its occupants. I must say that, on balance, the ACF provided 
some great fun. For instance, at Glen Parva we had a live ammo session on the Bren. I took up the 
required position on the ground and began to fire. The noise was terrifying, and the target remained 
untouched. 'Listen, son, think of the target as one of your teachers,' the corporal in charge suggested 
helpfully. It worked! I stood up with a satisfied grin, safe in the certain knowledge there would be no 
more Latin periods for me. 

AND FINALLY... 
 I suppose the pupils at any school, at least in my time, could be divided into three groups when it came to sport. 

Those who loved and excelled at one or more forms of it; the majority, who were not too bad and mostly 

enjoyed or tolerated it; and the few who were complete and utter duffers. Unfortunately I came into the third 

category, so three days out of each week had to endure periods of PT, swimming or games. Previous OWT's 

have detailed my efforts to avoid becoming involved in the wretched business, though sometimes there was no 

choice. Swimming was the worst, but I eventually solved that problem by permanently excusing myself, 

courtesy of a forged note ostensibly from my mother. This claimed that exposure to chlorinated water brought 

on my asthma, and Jock Gilman did not query the matter. So when we crossed Humberstone Gate, en route to 

Vestry Street baths, I was able to look forward to a pleasant 45 minutes of inactivity. On entering the pool area 

there was that distinctive aroma of chlorine, and even fortyplus years later the smell of Domestos brings it all 

back. The eager awimmers peeled off to the right and found an empty cubicle, where they ripped off their 

uniforms and donned trunks before leaping delightedly into the water. Their cries of happiness echoed off the 

glass roof as they splashed, swam and dived. Meanwhile those excused turned left along the side of the pool to a 

flight of stairs leading up to the balcony, where we settled on wooden benches. There were normally half a 

dozen of us; three or four like me there on false pretences, plus a couple of others who had genuine excuses. 

Those boys looked longingly over the rail at their classmates gambolling in the pool, envious looks on their 

faces. Genuine excuses included verucas, bad colds, recent TB injections and physical injuries. After a while 

Jock would appear, pipe in mouth. If I remember correctly excuse notes for swimming were handed to Jock at 

the baths, whereas those for games had to be presented to him at the staff room before or after assembly. He 

glanced briefly at the notes as he worked his way down the line. 'Permanently excused, sir,' I would say, to 

which Jock nodded agreement before moving on, and I had got away with it for another week. I think one of my 
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problems was my poor eyesight. Without spectacles everything was (and still is) a blur. The rough and tumble 

of PT and ball games made it risky to wear glasses, yet without them I could not see much. And of course they 

had to be removed for swimming. I wonder if prescription goggles had been invented in the 1950/60's? Other 

readers must have had the same problem. And to this day I still cannot swim! 

End Of OWT45 

Dennis J Duggan (1959-64) 

September 17th 2005
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EDITORIAL 
 There has been enough new material received to make OWT 46 viable, but after its 

release stock will be at rock-bottom again so please consider contributing something. This particularly 

applies to those who have not yet sent anything - don't always leave it to the regular scribes! It is 

particularly easy to take part via E-mail, and whilst you will not be paid you are virtually guaranteed to 

see your work in print. Brian and I are already thinking about the 2006 reunion, and hope to book 

Clarence House for the third Saturday in March. Further details to follow. I looked at the 

LeicesterandLeicestershire web site, which lists some ex-pupils of several Leicester schools, and am 

attempting to make contact with some potential new Wyvernians. Mind you, if I have as much success 

as I did with friendsreunited it will be a complete waste of time.** Otherwise little to report. **(As I 

suspected, the exercise was a waste of time - Ed) 

FROM BILL MANN 1960-65 
 (Continuing Bill's memoirs - Ed) Fencing was a popular sport in the 

1960's. There were three strong clubs in Greater Leicester, and many of the school's older fencers 

attended the YMCA club. Many schools, particularly in the private sector, had strong clubs. The 

major event of the year was the East Midlands Schoolboys' Championships, which were held at City 

Boys. The event attracted competitors from neighbouring counties and from Lincolnshire which was, 

for administrative purposes, considered part of the East Midlands. This meant that boys would travel 

from as far as Grimsby. Junior, Intermediate and Senior events were held, with well over 100 boys 

overall taking part. Fencing usually began around 1.30pm, with the finals contested in late evening. In 

1962 all the Senior finalists were from the school, with D Widdowson the overall winner. The top 

fencers in each event qualified for the National Finals, at which CBS was usually well represented. 

These finals often involved long journeys, and overnight stays in approved accommodation were 

necessary. For example, the visits to Cardiff and Broadstairs. One of my passengers on the 

Broadstairs trip was Graham Stretton, a Gateway pupil; I believe he is now a Professor of Fencing. 

Other memories return. On the trip back from Millfield School in Street, Somerset, all my passengers 

fell asleep and I became lost in Coventry. Before a trip to Stratford-On-Avon Kevin Eames warned me 

that his brother, Andrew, did not travel well and was prone to car sickness. He said it would be best if 

Andrew sat in the front seat for the fairly lengthy journey. All was well until I stopped the car in 

Stratford, when Andrew was promptly sick! Kevin cleaned up the mess. In fact Andrew was not a 

City Boys' pupil, as his parents felt the daily commute to Downing Drive would be too long for him, 

but he became a 'guest' member of the fencing club for some time after the school moved. It is a pity 

all the CBS fencing successes cannot be listed - let alone remembered - but few would disagree that J G 

W Tomlinson was the best fencer the school produced during this time. He captained the school club 

and fenced for the county. By winning many competitions he was considered as an Olympic prospect, 

and undertook advanced training at Aldershot. With the school offering so much there were hidden 

benefits for the club. R H Turner asked for lessons so he could compete in the Schools Tetrathlon, and 

later became a very proficient competitor and Captain of Fencing. Bharat Patel was also a member of 

the club, and is now a well-known presenter on regional television. Whether I should thank Wrzesien 

(or not) for introducing me to the sport is an open question. Within a year or so I was elected Honorary 

Secretary of the Leicester and Rutland County Fencing Union, and the following year Hon Sec of the 

East Midlands section of the Amateur Fencing Association. I held the latter post until 1978, when I 

was taken for granted once too often and resigned, but by that time my involvement with fencing at 

school was no longer required. 

On arrival at CBS all boys and new teachers were allocated to one of four houses - Abbey, Bradgate, 

Charnwood, De Montfort. I was placed in Charnwood, and much to my surprise Ron Smith 

recommended me to become its leader when he left the school to take up a college appointment. Each 

half term the houses would be listed in order of merit for work - this being based on marks obtained in 

all subjects - and work and conduct. No doubt the number of detentions was a major factor in 

considering the relative positions in work and conduct. Each week one House held an assembly. For 
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seniors this was in the gym at Humberstone Gate, and for juniors at Elbow Lane. These were designed 

to foster house-spirit, and to ensure all the boys did their best in both work and conduct, plus 

encouragement to take part in the inter-house sporting events. Relatively few could be involved in 

football and cricket, but far more were expected to compete in the year's sporting highlights. These 

were sports day, the big cross-country and the swimming gala as Spence Street baths. Grace Road was 

used for sports day. All boys were obliged to attend, either as competitors or spectators. It was an 

ideal setting. Those watching from the permanent seating had an excellent view of everything except 

the long-jump, this taking place in a pit adjacent to Milligan Road. Boys had a free afternoon prior to 

the evening swimming gala, and made their own way to Spence Street. Parents were invited to both 

occasions, which concluded with a distinguished guest presenting certificates and trophies. All pupils 

were expected to take an active part in the cross-country races, which began from Rushey Fields, 

Melton Road, and followed a course along residential streets and what was then farmland or open 

countryside. 

FROM DR A A BURROWS 1957-68 
 My earlier reference to the school is as Oxford Street Board 

School, 1882 (and it had clearly been in existence for many years then) We could find a starting date 

fairly easily (I think!) The School Boards came into existence in 1870, and Cumberland Street (Elbow 

Lane) was the first in Leicester. I believe a little research would demonstrate that, following the 

elevation of Oxford Street to 'Pupil Teacher' status, it became The Newarke School (I wonder why it 

was not the Oxford School - only a side entrance was from Newarke Street) after the 1902 Act created 

the municipal grammar schools. The segregation into separate boys' and girls' establishments certainly 

followed the Great War; I was under the impression that City Boys' was named - as were others, eg 

Norwich - along with several other Central Grammar Schools (eg Birmingham) - to signify they were 

created by the municipal authority after the Acts which provided for establishment of Secondary 

schools. I have not read the Acts, but suspect the titles 'City' and 'Central' were suggested therein. 

I know nothing about the Vestry of the Great Meeting Chapel; the chapel certainly had schoolrooms, 

and they were used by City Boys (They still exist) I believe there is a published history of the Great 

Meeting Chapel and its associated school in Victorian times. 

FROM MALCOLM R DAVIES 1959-66 
 Someone was reminiscing about the hated school cap. 

True it was hateful, and until I began to wear a (bush-ranger) hat to keep dust and debris out of my hair 

at stock-car meetings I did not like them - even hats from Christmas crackers gave me the creeps. But 

old-age creeps up, and I have a bush hat to wear at steam rallies and steam railways. I also have a 

Tyrolean hat, purchased some years ago in Salzburg to prevent snow settling on my head, and a furry 

Russian hat with ear flaps. This was acquired at Checkpoint Charlie, Berlin. Back to school caps. 

Hated yes, but for all sorts of reasons. 1) It identified you on the bus home, and if it wasn't on the head 

then someone was sure to report the matter. As there were limited numbers of CBS pupils on any one 

bus one was sure to be identified. 2) If the blazer was worn at the weekend then the cap had to be worn 

also. 3) There were some illegal uses for the beastly things. Wrapped round the hand it made a useful 

striker for ball games - though not very often in my case! When returning to one's bicycle after rain it 

made a good job of drying the saddle and handlebars. On one occasion, when Wally Wardle was on the 

prowl, I noticed my shoes were unpolished, and my cap made an excellent job of smartening them up. 

Those boys with an aggressive streak could fold their caps in such a way that the peak could be used to 

inflict pain by striking others on the shoulders and upper arms. 

One person asked how long the Cadet Force survived after Mr Pedley. It was still operating at 

Downing Drive in 1966, and Captain Ras Berry was in charge. After that, who knows? These days 

Political Correctness probably makes such an organisation impossible. You can't have impressionable 

young lads learning how to kill each other, can you? 

I remember the winter of 1962-3. I tried the walk from Grace Road once, and you know the rest. Drop 

out of line to tie a shoe lace, zip across the road and catch a bus into town, then idle the afternoon away 

in Lewis's until it was time to catch the bus home to Braunstone Frith. Or pop up to Swain Street to 

watch the trains for a while, despite the cold. That was certainly better entertainment than walking 

back the centre from Grace Road. 

Whilst in the first year in the Lee Circle huts two budding tycoons spotted an advert for chewing gum 

and other confectionery. The low prices for bulk quantities meant the goods could be resold at about 

75% mark-up. The sweets came from abroad, and cards - not unlike cigarette cards - were inserted in 

the packaging. Most were innocuous, such as cars and trains, but others were of a racier nature (at least 
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racy for the early 1960's) and showed scantily-clad ladies in artistic poses - or sometimes ladies not 

clad at all. To say that sales were good would be an understatement, but eventually the authorities - in 

the shape of Wally Wardle - stumbled onto the enterprise. He put an immediate stop to trading, and as 

many cards as possible were confiscated and destroyed along with the unsold stock of goodies. This 

led to a serious confrontation between Mr E J W Bell, Mr Wardle and the parents of the boys 

concerned. I understand the profits were diverted to good causes. I often wonder how those trainee 

businessmen fared in later life (Does anyone know? I have no recollection of the incident - Ed) 

FROM ALUN FISHER 1964-71 
 With reference to Malcolm Davies' memories of squash I seem to 

recall that in my time at CBS it was viewed as rather elitist, and not the popular sport it is today. I also 

think the few pupils who did take part did so at Leicester Squash Club, which is still in existence. It is 

close to the London Road/Victoria Park roundabout. Fencing - I think Bill Mann had something to do 

with the Fencing Club, which I joined whilst at Elbow Lane. I continued on Friday evenings at 

Downing Drive. Eames was indeed a well-known fencer, and I believe he went on to achieve 

international honours. Laurie Ford brought back long-forgotten memories of table football using 

painted coins. That's what I like about OWT, it rekindles those memories. We spent many lunchtimes 

playing Subbuteo at Downing Drive in one of the junior-block classrooms. A memory of that block 

was its flat roof. In the early days a rainy day meant lessons were accompanied by buckets to collect 

the drips, but the problem was solved eventually. 

I am really enjoying Bill Mann's recollections. He is correct to say there were many types of sport 

offered out of hours, something which is sadly lacking today (Though knowing our editor's dislike of 

sport that might not trouble him too much - only joking!) Bill's involvement with the fencing club 

brought back vivid memories of my participation. 

There was certainly a collection of mopeds in use at Downing Drive. To Malcolm Davies' list I would 

like to add my Zundapp 50cc moped. It had only two gears, but was certainly a fun way of getting 

from my home (near the sadly long-gone speedway stadium) to Downing Drive. A good, cheap 

method of travel and no helmet required. Michael Broughton's mention of displays in Lewis's 

reminded me of another one - a Dalek from Dr Who. I wonder if there were others in this, again, sadly 

long-gone store? 

FROM TONY PYKE 1951-56 
 Thanks to a friend of my brother, eight years my senior and also an 

old boy of CBS, I managed to lay my hands on the piece by Colin Beeby in OWT44. Talk about 

turning the clock back. I just about remember the names listed. I am sure some years ago I was 

informed that Mick Elliot had tragically died in a road accident. Another name I recall is Paul 

Munden, his forte was cricket. The sports day story was probably almost true, but my memory tends to 

become hazy after some fifty odd years. One thing is certain - I couldn't even run for a bus now, 

having had a hip replacement seven years ago. To answer your query, (I wonder where he is now) I 

have resided in Twickenham, Middlesex, for forty years, married, have two sons and yes, I was 

fortunate enough to carve out a career playing jazz on clarinet and alto saxophone. Remembering Bill 

Sykes' narrow-minded bigotry on music I have a feeling he would not have approved. I was with the 

Ken Colyer Jazzmen for ten years, amongst others en route. Travelled extensively and enjoyed every 

minute of it. We made many recordings with the Colyer Band, that was in the days of vinyl L.P.'s. 

Now, with the advent of advance technology, we have compact discs and in recent years I have 

recorded with various size bands, five to seven or eight piece, for an American label, Jazz Crusade, 

available by mail order, website: jazzcrusade.com. Nowadays the playing side has slowed down 

somewhat, but I find it difficult to shake off the travelling bug. My wife and I do enjoy our holidays. 

My days of sprinting are but a distant memory; we now enjoy playing the gentle game of Flat Green 

Bowls and even Jock Gilman just might have been proud of me. 

FROM DAVID GORDON 1951-56 
 Remember dinners in the canteen and those jugs of thick 

custard? The goings-on at the pub on the corner, viewed from across the alley? Wally, the geography 

teacher who delighted in pinching thighs and wielding his black plimsoll? Mr Bufton, history and 

Deputy Head, was firm but fair? I now live in Central France, which is ironic really as I failed French 

'O' level twice. That was when they were real exams. Joe Melia and his version of Sanctuary, 

Sanctuary, thank you very much? Roy Townsend and his magician father; Dave Welsh and many 

others. I still have a panoramic photo somewhere, which is notable because I appear at both ends! 
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Always the rebel, I wore a sports jacket instead of a blazer. Anyone is free to e-mail me at 

david.gordon@wanadoo.fr 

FROM ALAN PYKETT 1959-66 
 Following on from my previous articles it is now the summer of 

1960, and I am preparing to start my second year at CBS. This coincides with the junior part of the 

school moving from Lee Circle to Elbow Lane, the latter having been vacated by Gateway Girls who 

were to amalgamate with Alderman Newton Girls. The autumn term commenced on 13th September, 

and having spent the first year in the 'B' stream I found myself promoted to 2A with Chalkie White as 

form master for the first term. Following Chalkie's departure Spike Thornton took over for the 

following two terms. Elbow Lane housed the first three years of the school, whereas Lee Circle had 

accommodated only the first two. Presumably this freed up more space at what is now Clarence 

House. I have very few specific memories of Elbow Lane, but do recall getting a very good view of 

the Great Central line going over the Soar Lane bridge; that was a delight for we trainspotters of the 

day. I am still incredulous I managed to get home for lunch. The morning session finished at twelve 

noon, and several of us ran all the way to the Humberstone Gate area to catch our buses home. In my 

case it was the No 66. I would arrive home around 12.30, and mother had the dinner all ready as I 

walked in. Having eaten dinner and pudding I set off back to school at approximately 1pm. However 

the return journey saw me walking back to Elbow Lane! I think I am correct in saying that, in my 52 

years' of going to school and work, Matlock Street to Elbow Lane was the longest I have ever 

encountered in terms of time. We were taught exactly the same subjects in 2A as 1B, with the addition 

of German with Isaac Newton. I finished 10th, 11th and 7th in the term orders, but had a very poor 

mark for most subjects in the end-of-term exams. This was disappointing for all concerned, but things 

were to change dramatically in the following school year. 

FROM RAY MACHIN 1950-55 
 How many of us remember the 'Playground Buzz' circa 1954-55? 

I and several colleagues used to arrive back at school around 1.20, then we were involved in the most 

frenetic and wild game of soccer! The 'ball' could be anything from a small block of wood to a 

squashed drinks can, but nothing or no one could deter the violent up and down crazy turmoil that 

ensued. I would be the first to say this activity helped make my day. Perhaps I should have taken a 

keener interest in sport! 

FROM STEVE MELLOR 1960-66 
 I refer to the entry from Malcolm Davies in OWT 45. I must 

admire him for his remembering my motor bike, but he did get the marque and model of my first bike 

wrong. It was in fact a BSA C12, 250cc capacity, not a Tiger Cub. Apart from that, spot on with the 

Velo. At that time the laws on noise pollution were more lax than now and, as I was a bit (?) of a 

show-off, I fitted the Velo with a straight-through 'Brooklands Can' exhaust, which was so loud my 

mother could track me riding home. Ding Dong 'persuaded' me to revert to the standard exhaust 

following numerous complaints - all unquantified, as was the punishment for non-compliance. I took 

the hint, for once. I went on to ride (and fall off!) several others until sense prevailed, and I changed to 

cars. Dave Mark was another motorcyclist, with a 650cc Triumph. The motorbikes were quite handy 

to park up, during lunch times, out on the cross-country course to avoid excessive legwork - of course 

one had to be a little circumspect as, if one finished too high up the rankings, there was the risk of 

protest from the serious runners and, heaven forbid, being selected for the school team! The 

motorisation came after some early sporting aspirations, but not in any of the CBS sporting activities. 

For quite a long time, I recall, I was the longest-distance cyclist (pedal type) at Humberstone Gate, 

riding from Garden City, East of Humberstone village, and back, every day. Reason for this was 

partially that I fancied myself as the first Leicester-born winner of the Tour de France as well as, more 

practically, the aforementioned reason of incompatibility for long legs to fit in with regular vehicles, in 

this case - corporation buses (I still use this as justification for business-class flights!) After a 

potentially serious accident, when I hit a car head-on near Mundella school (my fault, ogling the girls), 

I reverted to buses for a while, until my dad bought me a hand built P J Stallard racer, with which I 

resumed commuting by cycle. A spin off from this accident was that one of the pretty Mundella girls 

took a shine to me and I later dated her for a while, and she is still married to one of my mates back in 

the UK. 
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FROM ROD KING 1955-62 
 Memories are unreliable at the best of times. It seems to me the 

proverbial rose-tinted spectacles were handed out in abundance when pupils left the alma mater, 

judging by the selective nature of the incidents recalled from our adolescence. I hated the place and, in 

retrospect, I can't say it did a great deal for me. Despite its relative infancy compared with other 

Leicester grammars, it assumed a culture and history which would not have been out of place in 

a public school with several hundred years of education behind it. The place was good to those who 

were perceived to be bright and have potential. The 'B' stream boys were left under no illusion by 

many staff that they were there under sufferance. Frequent references to 'mugs' alley' didn't do a lot for 

our self esteem and motivation! If CBS taught me anything, it was survival in the face of adversity! 

The drop out rate of the B-streamers after GCE's was high, considering that the 11+ selection system 

put all the boys in the school in the top 10% of the general attainment potential of the population at 

large. Sixth form often became the preserve of the perceived brighter Alpha and 'A' stream boys rather 

than an entitlement for us all. What a waste of potential! It took me some years to realise that my five 

GCE's were no barrier to personal and professional development. Self belief and motivation has 

brought me a first-class honours degree through part-time study, a distinction in leadership, two 

headships, chief inspector (sorry to disabuse you Malcolm R Davies, but we all don't fit your 

stereotype!) and the director of a successful business. Sorry to be a party-pooper; you said that you 

were getting short of articles! I'll be glad to receive any robust rebuttals from alumni through OWT, or 

even the occasional article of empathy. 

FROM DAVID LINNELL 1955-62 
 Some more scrapings from the barrel. I should state that I am a 

shareholder in the GCR line (but this is a way a raising funds to support them, rather than anything 

from which anyone expects any financial returns!) 

Mention of the 91st Leicester scout troop reminds me of my own (inglorious) part in their affairs. For 

some reason I was completely unable to tell one sort of tree from another, and only obtained my tree 

badge by memorising the type of each tree by its position in the wood being used for the test! I do 

recall the hard work put in by the scouters, particularly Doc Burrows. I also recall a riveting evening 

with the troop, spent listening to tales of exploration and adventure told by a young man called David 

Attenborough – does any-one know what became of him in later life? (Seriously, I turned up outside 

Leicester Museum a few years ago and found a band awaiting the arrival of David and Richard 

Attenborough, who proceeded to entertain the crowd with tales of their early years in Leicester). 

Mention of the old Great Central line reminds me that, from my bedroom in the house on Uppingham 

Road where we lived during my schooldays, I could see the GCR trains running along an embankment 

behind the houses across the road, at roof-top level – a surreal sight! (For present-day train enthusiasts, 

and others, I can recommend the current GCR steam trains, which run between Leicester and 

Loughborough. As well as a “steam experience” they offer excellent dining-car meals) 

FROM HAROLD COATES 1944-51 
 An issue of OWT made reference to Mr Nockels. Although I 

didn't have any lessons with him I did have contact through his interest in swimming and lifesaving. 

He took on responsibility for teaching lifesaving, aided by Mr Whillan (sic) entering boys for the Royal 

Life Saving Society awards and in local lifesaving competitions. I have recently made contact with 

him through the auspices of Mr C H Curtis, and can offer the following information. On leaving 

Leicester he lectured at a London Polytechnic, and was head of Modern Languages in various schools 

before becoming Head of Chipping Norton Comprehensive, from where he retired in 1984. In a recent 

letter he reminds me he introduced Rugby to CBS and ran a 'not very successful' team during his time 

at the school. He is now 83, and still lives in Chipping Norton. I recently visited Mr C H Curtis again. 

At 89 he is still active in local church affairs, and with the Friends Of Cathedral Music. Although he 

has hearing and mobility difficulties Mr Curtis retains interest and involvement with his old school, 

Shoreham Grammar. During my visit we reminisced about his time at CBS. We talked about the 

camps he organised at Black Rock, Brighton, in August 1945 and Great Yarmouth in 1949. What I 

found interesting was the contrast between the unregulated aspects of those camps compared with my 

own experiences, as a teacher, of organising camping and youth hostelling activities. Apparently no 

permission for the Brighton camp was sought from the Head or Governors. A small group of us, about 

ten, travelled by train from Leicester to Brighton completely unsupervised. At 17 Harold (Archie) 

Evans, a Prefect and 6th former, was the eldest. Mr Curtis was the only teacher present at the camp, 

helped by a personal friend who had no other connection with CBS. The Yarmouth camp, which ran 
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for three weeks, also only had Mr Curtis and his friend as supervisors, though for one week Mr & Mrs 

Woods, parents of one of the boys, were present. Once again travel was largely unsupervised, with 

different groups arriving over the three-week period. How things have changed. That staff-pupil ratio 

and the travel arrangements would never do in today's schools. Since this discussion I have wondered 

how much official sanction there was for Mr Howard's long sailing holidays on the Norfolk Broads. 

Perhaps someone out there can enlighten me. (The Green Wyvern Yacht Club still exists. Type in the 

name under Google and you will find their site - Ed) 

FROM PAUL WILLIAMSON 1957-62 
 (Paul's writing is very difficult to decipher. I have done my 

best, but some parts are unreadable- Ed) Thanks to everyone for all the memories. The poor fellow 

who died of a brain tumour did well to get a Professorship at Perth, Australia. I would like to give my 

memories of the ACF 1960-62. We were picked up by a large army truck from outside the school at 

about 4pm on Mondays, and taken to Blackbird Road. I believe the buildings are still there, used later 

as a police station. There is (or was) a .22 calibre rifle range. Now --- ------ we took our exams at the 

former Glen Parva Barracks on a Sunday (the food was like pig swill) and did the ceremonials at 

Founders Day, Leicester Cathedral. The Royal Leics Regiment chapel is there. We were also at Prize 

Day, De- Montfort Hall. I believe Keith Duguid (1958-63) was a member of the ACF. One year we 

travelled to Earls Court by train. The Profumo affair was unfolding at the time. I liked RAF 

Cottesmore, and saw Vulcans, Victors and Blue Streak. Of course it was ---- to do ---- on those 

Mondays. 

FROM CLIFF DUNKLEY 1949-57 
 In OWT 45 you refer once again to the scarcity of material. I 

think that, having got this far, we should - if humanly possible - try to reach a milestone 50th 

edition (This issue will use up all the material I have in stock. I am more than happy to produce 

OWT up to 1,000 editions and beyond, but if people don't send in material that cannot happen. I see 

only two options. One is to let OWT die, the other is to begin copying articles from the old school 

mags. Everyone, please let me know how you want to proceed - Ed) Mr Crocker, Wood and 

Metalwork master during the early 1950's, was an intriguing figure. He did his teacher training at 

Loughborough College, but also had a BA London degree in (I think) History. Perhaps this latter 

qualification was an external degree, pursued out of interest in the subject. I seem to recall he also had 

some association with the school History Society, then under the able supervision of Don Whitbread. 

During the summer holidays, when I was in the Lower VI, I remember taking part in an excavation of 

the site of the former St John's church at Enderby (situated somewhere to the rear of the former Clark's 

garage , Narborough Road, half a mile or so before the Foxhunter roundabout) under the direction of 

Mr Crocker. The name of St John's is perpetuated in the address of the Leicestershire Police HQ. We 

didn't discover much during the fairly brief time I spent at the excavation, except for a tile with the 

trigram IHS, which Mr Crocker alleged stood for IESUS HOMINORUM SALVATOR (Saviour of 

Mankind) but which I subsequently discovered signified Iona, Eta, Sigma ie the first three Greek 

letters of the Holy Name. I must say I was somewhat disappointed to find that Mr Crocker's 

interpretation may have been incorrect. Mr Crocker also played the violin in the school orchestra - 

clearly a man of many parts. Can anyone throw any further light on this enigmatic person? 

I still await replies to the question posed in an earlier edition of OWT - which masters used to sing in 

assembly, and which remained silent, during the 1950's. 

With the advent of Mr Pedley the wearing of gowns, which had hitherto been somewhat casual, 

became de rigeur. Bill Sykes had to invest in a new gown, his existing one being a mass of tatters, 

additional tearing occasionally arranged by boys surreptitiously hooking part of said garment over 

some conveniently placed obstruction. I remember Johnny Jeeves and Bob Roberts acquiring new 

gowns, as did Mr Wardle (He was never Wally in my day) Bill Sykes appeared to be overcome by 

some perverse form of modesty on Prize Day - or was it Speech Day - by wearing his MA Oxon hood 

folded in such a way as to almost completely conceal its crimson silk lining. 

FROM JIM HENDERSON 1953-60 
 The list of 1958 CBS leavers on the friendsreunited web site 

includes Mavis Crichton and Margaret Hewitt. Can anyone explain this? I was at the school that year, 

and am sure I would have noticed. 
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FROM KEITH WRIGHT 1948-54 
 I enjoyed OWT 45. Thank you. Peter Markham was concerned 

to point out that success in school need not be followed by success in life, and equally that those who 

do poorly at school may often shine later. There can be no gainsaying this, but maybe he is in danger 

of arguing from the particular to the general when he cites examples. In any event how is one to 

measure success? Paying higher rate tax at (say) 25, or fulfilling an ambition to be an officer in the 

Salvation Army might both be considered success stories. This all puts me in mind of a 6th form 

contemporary, Patrick Gedney (incidentally a fellow member of the 90th Scout Troop, great rivals of 

Doc Burrows' 91st) of whom R R Pedley asked, 'What persuades you to study hard?' - or words to that 

effect. Pat, who went on to study engineering at Cambridge, replied something like, 'The prospect of a 

good job.' This flabbergasted RRP, who was presumably expecting a less pragmatic response! Surely 

though, as RRP felt, education must be directed at more than equipping a pupil with the means to earn 

a living. An enthusiasm for literature, engendered by Hoppy Wheater, may not for many be of use in 

ensuring success, but as sure as eggs are eggs it improves the quality of life. 

Bill Sykes has caused controversy in recent issues. His skill as an organist is indisputable; he was after 

all an FRCO, no mean qualification. He also had music published. A seem to recall a song, Go Lovely 

Rose, which we boys thought was a bit wet. He gave me the only (well-deserved) clip I experienced at 

CBS, the first and last time I saw stars. Maybe he was a square peg in a round hole? I think the 

problem was he lacked gravitas. In contrast white-haired Johnny Jeeves, who rarely features in 

OWT, had plenty of gravitas. He lived on Hinckley Road, just beyond the Gimson Road junction. He 

cycled to school, despite having a tram stop close at hand, and was, I think, Bradgate's house master 

and taught French. In the early fifties, thanks to socialist-inspired egalite and/or anti-elitism, it was not 

possible to take 'O' Levels until reaching 16. This meant the alpha stream had to 'carry' their non-sixth 

form subjects in the 1st year 6th. JJ kept us quiet by taking us through Guy De Maupassant's Boile De 

Suiff. He left us with one heartfelt request; that having attained a reasonable competence in the 

language we should, by reading, aim to maintain it. Holding JJ in great respect I have intermittently 

tried to follow his recommendation. Unfortunately I share the same problem with French books as Mrs 

Beckham has with English ones, in being unable to complete them. Recently though I got hold of a 

second-hand copy of Charlie et la Chocalaterie par Roald Dahl, so I am having another go. It's slow 

going, but great fun so far! 

FROM DEREK COLE 1950-58 
 I left CBS to study SOAS at the University of London. My first 

form master was Basher Brewin and the second WAG (Dad) Pace. When I was taking 'O' Levels the 

Corporation was digging up the tram lines in Humberstone Gate, practically under the windows of the 

hall. I remember taking 'A' level Latin with two others - Dave Snutch, and a lad who joined CBS from 

St Philip's School, Edgbaston, when his father was posted to Leicester Prison. We obtained 40% 

between the three of us! During my time E J W Bell succeeded R R Pedley as Head. Since leaving the 

school I have taught, mainly in the Black Country. Ron Smith would be surprised to know my subject 

was History. I'm now retired and have gone back to my first love; running a charity which links the 

small Shropshire town of Bridgnorth with a village in Tanzania. 

FROM CHRIS JINKS 1967-74 
 It occurs to me, from having read scores of articles from 

contributors, that the hours operated at Downing Drive were very different from those which you had at 

Humberstone Gate - probably on account of the fact that two buses were needed by some to get to 

Downing Drive. I'm not sure how interested people will be in this subject, but here goes anyway !! 

When I started at Downing Drive in August 1967, the first bell sounded at 9.05. That was the signal to 

wander to form rooms to enable the attendance monitor to count the number of absentees for inserting 

on to a pre-printed paper slip (approximately 4 inches square) which then had to be delivered to the 

secretary's office. The next bell sounded at 9.15 for assembly. The bell for the start of the first period 

sounded at 9.30 followed at 10.10 by the bell for the start of the second period. The bell for break 

sounded at 10.50, followed at 11 o'clock by the bell to signify the end of break and the start of the third 

period. At 11.40 another bell sounded for the start of the fourth period. The 12.20 bell announced the 

start of the lunchtime break. Our lunchtime lasted for 1 hour and 5 minutes, and was terminated by the 

sound of the first afternoon bell at 1.25 A further attendance slip was required to be delivered to the 

secretary's office at this time. However the start of the fifth period was indicated by yet another bell 

just 5 minutes later. All afternoon periods were of 45 minutes duration (5 minutes longer than in the 

mornings) so the bell to start the sixth and penultimate period sounded at 2.15. The start of the seventh 
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and final period of the day was signalled by a bell at 3 o'clock, with the final bell being sounded at 3.45 

when it was time to go fight our way on to one of the many "31 Centre" buses which had just arrived 

outside the school. As far as I can remember, only two changes were made during my seven years at 

school. During my very first Autumn term break was extended to 15 minutes, which had a knock-on 

effect so that departure time was 3.50. However, during my last couple of years at school it was 

decided to discontinue the first afternoon bell. The afternoon period therefore started immediately after 

the 1 hour 5 minutes lunch break which, in turn, meant that the final departure time reverted to 3.45. 

From the fifth form onwards however, you were likely to have many five-period mornings and twoperiod 

afternoons to avoid congestion in the dining hall. The fifth morning period was of 45 minutes 

duration, so there was no advantage (time wise) for being on either of the sittings! I shall be interested 

to learn whether starting times at Humberstone Gate were much earlier, and lunchtime breaks longer as 

a result 

AND FINALLY... 
 Well, gentlemen, that is your lot. There is no more material left. I am happy to 

continue with OWT, but cannot do so if there is nothing to print. The answer lies in YOUR hands. 

End of OWT 45. Dennis J Duggan. November 1st 2005. 
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OWT 47 OLD WYVES' TALES 47 - DECEMBER 2005 
THE NEWSLETTER FOR PRE-1976 WYVERNIANS 

DENNIS J DUGGAN, ROCK COTTAGE, BROOK STREET, WELSHPOOL, 

MONTGOMERYSHIRE. SY21 7NA 

TEL 01938 555574 07985 405365 

WEBMASTER: TOM HORTON www.wyvernians.org.uk 

EDITORIAL 
 Welcome to OWT 47. Not much to report since the last newsletter. 

Our numbers remain pretty constant, with the passing of one member balanced by 

another one joining. There was sufficient response to OWT 46 to enable me to 

compile this issue, but thereafter we will be back to square one. The answer lies in 

YOUR hands - don't always assume the other fellow will contribute! 

Two dates for your diary. Welshpool Festival Of Transport, June 17th and 18th 2006, 

Powis Castle Showground, Welshpool (I am secretary) 

Welshpool Country & Western Festival, July 16th 2006, Powis Castle Showground. 

This is one of the largest C & W festivals in the UK, and is organised by The 

Heulwen Trust, a charity running two special narrowboats for disabled people (I am 

on the committee) Both these events are great fun and a super day out. Welshpool is 

100 miles from Leicester, and the trip takes between 2 - 2.5 hours. Contact me for 

more details. 

FROM BILL MANN 1960-65 
 (Continuing Bill's memoirs - Ed) There were, too, 

formal events attended by all the school. During the autumn term the annual 

Commemoration Service was held at Leicester Cathedral, by kind permission of the 

Provost. Boys met in the playground of the nearby Alderman Newton's Boys School, 

where teachers in full academic dress checked the registers. The school choir led the 

singing and a well-known cleric, often from the cathedral staff, preached. These 

services were attended by large numbers of parents. Late in the summer term came 

Speech Day at De Montfort Hall, with distribution of prizes. A rehearsal was held 

during the morning, followed by a brief staff meeting. Staff then made their was to 

Banner's restaurant for coffee. The boys had a free afternoon, but were expected to 

attend the formal evening. All would be in their seats ready for the Chairman of the 

Governors, and the headmaster, to lead the honoured guests to the platform beneath 

the large organ. Musical items arranged by Mr H H Sykes were played by the school 

orchestra and sung by the choir. Everyone performed the school song, and this was 

followed by the headmaster's lengthy report on the school's successes in work and 

games. The chairman gave a speech, then came the distribution of prizes. After the 

votes of thanks and the national anthem, boys and parents made their way home. The 

staff enjoyed light refreshments with the guests, followed in some cases by a pint at a 

nearby pub. 

For many the highlight of the year was the school play. As the hall was not 

considered appropriate, for several years the plays were staged at the Little Theatre, 

Dover Street. When that establishment closed for refurbishment, including, I 

understand, the building of a bar, the play transferred to the Co-op Theatre, Belgrave 

Gate, which was much nearer the school. Rehearsals began early in the academic 

year, usually on Friday evenings. Girls were recruited for the female parts from 

nearby schools. Tony Baxter, a former pupil, returned to the school in 1961 and was 

usually involved in the productions. We enjoyed tea together at Lewis's store before 
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our separate activities. There were occasions when two plays were produced during 

the same week. Ron Smith was involved in one, and 'insisted' I help in the make-up 

department, despite my colour-blindness. So began my own involvement in the 

school's dramatic productions, which many recall with great pleasure. Perhaps those 

who saw him could have anticipated that Michael Kitchen would go on to star in 

films, stage and television. 

Throughout the year pupils under the direction of Ken Witts used silent film to record 

school life. This film was then shown in the hall, with a commentary by Ken, on 

three successive evenings in the autumn term. These evenings proved popular, as a 

blockbuster from the silver screen was also shown (The only one I remember is Carry 

On Nurse - Ed) A written account of school life could be found in The Wyvernian, 

and this too was produced by the boys under staff supervision. These make 

fascinating reading today, and provide an excellent record of CBS life. The magazine 

not only gave news of sporting activities and societies; it included short pieces of 

fiction as well. It was good for boys to see their contributions in print. 

The films and magazine clearly show it would be quite wrong to suggest out-of-class 

activities were confined to sport. The school boasted a proficient orchestra, and 

choirs with soloists of a high standard. The annual music concert always received 

high praise. The Music Society met regularly, as did the History, Debating and 

Science Societies, though these tended to attract older boys. Mathematicians often 

attended lectures at the university, scientists had the opportunity to attend the annual 

Faraday Lecture. On one such occasion the majority of boys from a well-known city 

school seemed to find the talk boring, and many left before the end. Perhaps they had 

permission to do so, as their teacher said nothing. But he did stop the only CBS pupil 

to do so, and enquired why he was leaving early. In fact the boy had a dental 

appointment. The SCM was available to boys of all ages, and often met with pupils 

from other schools. There was a wide programme of talks and visits, and walking 

holidays were arranged for the energetic. For many there was an opportunity to travel 

abroad, and I thoroughly enjoyed my trip to Paris. One young member of the party 

took one look at the aircraft and refused to board. He was eventually persuaded to do 

so, and within minutes was in the cockpit. He also climbed to the top of the Eiffel 

Tower, though earlier had said he would not! I did not go up as I was confined to 

my room with a stomach problem. Was it the wine? Many locals enjoying a drink in 

the local cafe were pleased to see us because they were given cigarettes confiscated 

from the boys. The return flight proved to be my second and last. There was only 

one non-CBS passenger on board, and he was happily chatting up the stewardess. As 

we approached the destination she said to him, 'This is it,' just as the pilot cut the 

engines preparatory to landing. Hearing that I thought we were doomed, but we 

landed safely, thank goodness. 

FROM PETER JACKSON 1944-49 
 I'm afraid I do not have any new 

reminiscences but thought I would be a clever clogs. In Cliff Dunkley's very 

interesting item (OWT46) where he refers to the Greek letter Iona, should this not 

read Iota? I hope I'm correct. If so, not bad for a B stream boy! No embarrassment 

intended (You are correct. I could not make out Cliff's writing, which is so tiny he 

could get the Lord's Prayer on the back of a stamp!! I thought it was incorrect when I 

transcribed the item, but was too idle to get up and check - Ed) 
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EDITOR'S NOTES 
 Dr Arnold Burrows, in conjunction with Horace and Harold 

Coates, volunteered to give talks in the Everard Room at the 2005 reunion. This was 

a new initiative which proved very popular, and it would be nice if we could do the 

same again for 2006. If anyone is prepared to do one of these talks - which can be on 

any CBS-related subject - please let me know as soon as possible. Remember you 

will be talking to friends so there is nothing to fear. 

Stephanie and I always appreciate the Christmas cards you send to us, and hope you 

will understand it is not possible for us to fully reciprocate - there are simply too 

many! So please accept our sincere greetings, and we wish you a merry 

Christmas and a happy new year. 

Occasionally a Wyvernian is kind enough to e-mail me a CBS photograph. Of course 

these are welcome, but they usually take an age to download - half an hour is not 

uncommon. That means I am reluctant to forward them to the Webmaster so they can 

be put on the website. Normally it is not practical to print them, as they come out as 

several pages of A4. I realise many of you are reluctant to part with originals, so the 

best thing to do (from my point of view) is for you to have them photocopied and 

send the copy to me. If and when we have a Broadband connection it will be a 

different matter. Small pictures are not a problem, so long as they are saved and sent 

as a JPG file. 

Brian Screaton wonders if there is any interest in a Wyvernians social evening; maybe 

a film show of old Leicester with Rob Foxon, or a guided walk. Anyone keen please 

let me know, but I need to say that similar initiatives have fallen on stony ground. 

FROM DEREK COLE 1950 58 
 I too entered CBS in the Alpha Stream in 1950 

aged 10, and did 4 years in the lower school and four years in the Sixth waiting to be 

old enough to go to University. I remember Eddie - in fact I have a photograph, 

published in the Leicester Mercury in December 1956, which shows Eddie Blount, 

Tony Baxter, ? Jordan and me carrying a Christmas tree for the Sixth form Christmas 

dance. It had come from Newtown Linford and, following the Suez crisis, there was 

no fuel to have it delivered. We four took over the carriage of the tree from the edge 

of town (can't remember exactly where) and were photographed by the Mercury near 

the Clock Tower, having just crossed the High Street and nearly put the tree through 

Dean & Dawson's shop window. If I can work out how to scan the picture and then 

email it, I'll send it. (Can't send the original; one of my granddaughters likes to look at 

it when she comes to visit, and I have to tell her the tale all over again) I also 

remember the tram lines being taken up in Humberstone Gate as we were sitting 'O' 

levels in the Hall, but that's another story.....Finally, why was the Rendez-Vous Cafe 

out of bounds ? The ladies in there seemed very friendly. And is it the same Roy 

Hutchings who was christened Ubiquitous Hutchings by Danny Kaye in the art room 

one day, and whose nickname quickly became contracted to Ube? 

FROM BRIAN COPE 1954-62 
 Rod King's contribution - a damning indictment of 

CBS - seems churlish,but raises important issues. My memories of CBS are mostly 

good, but I was always near the top of the alpha stream and enjoyed the sport and 

clubs on offer. The lower stream boys might well have achieved much more in the 

modern comprehensive school, and all the 'golden' memories should not obscure the 

fact that these bright kids were largely overlooked and consequently may have 
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underachieved at CBS. Sometimes this strange elitism had a deleterious effect even 

on its beneficiaries. I recall listening to one of the brightest and best at a Cambridge 

OW's Dinner tell a member of CBS staff that he ' had only been to Bangor'. I still 

shudder at the idea that such a remark could have been made to a man who had done 

so much to help us all - and made by someone who, if he were to recall this, would 

shudder, too. I mention all this because selective education is back on the agenda and 

put there by an allegedly progressive governmentt. Many of us loved our time at 

CBS, whilst recognising that as a system of education it belongs to the past. 

FROM JOHN 'JAKE' BLAIKIE 1955-62 
 In relation to the so called hated cap? 

It was at least mentioned.... how could one play cap cricket without a cap!! As to 

more material I think I did mention earlier (and at least one person has indicated 

faulty memory) we each only had a finite number of experiences. As one of the socalled 

pampered alpha stream I was interested to see some of the comments of 

disenchanted B streamers. I was very happy in my lot, and completely oblivious to 

others less fortunate. As additional material could I suggest potted resumes since 

departing said school? (I would really like to know just where some of my close 

friends of those years meandered through the subsequent decades). As follows: John 

"Jake" Blaikie 1955-62; 1962-65 Mech Eng Birmingham University; 1965-68 

British United Shoe Machinery Co; 1969 - 92 IBM Australia, Sydney (1969-80), 

Newcastle (1980-85) , Melbourne. 1986-92 (until made redundant) Programmer, 

Mainframe Systems Technical Support, Telecommunications; 1992- 93 Esso 

Thailand, Telecommunications Support; 1994 - ongoing, EDS Australia, Nortel 

Australia, NEC Australia (current) Telecommunications. Spent time in India and 
China. Married 35 years, two grown up daughters. Keen LCFC supporter and golf 

nut. PS, Visitors to Melbourne welcome. 

FROM BRIAN SCREATON 1959-65 
 Hope the following helps. I think the 

problem is we are all reaching the limits of our memories. I would like to see OWT 

reach 50 and beyond, but as you say it relies on contributions from its readership. 

Anyway, here's mine. I've racked my brains to try and produce something in 

response to our Hon. Editor's plea for more material, but as I have said in the past my 

days at CBS seemed to pass by in a blur and I really remember very little. It's still a 

source of wonder to me that some Wyvernians appear to be able to recall detailed 

conversations from those far-off days, whilst I struggle to even put names to faces. 

However, one event that I can recall with some clarity, perhaps because I still have 

quite a few mementoes, is the school trip to Switzerland in August 1962. One of the 

mementoes is a dog-eared black and white photograph of the entire party, taken by the 

Leicester Evening Mail, in the concourse of London Road Station, prior to our 11.20 

am departure, on Wednesday the 8th August. I can count 32 fresh and eager faces on 

that photo, plus the slightly more care-worn countenances of Arthur Sweet and the 

late Don Whitbread. Other faces I can actually still put names to include Keith 

Duguid, John Marney, Geoff Elliott, John Neal and Peter Shepherd. All of us were 

in full school uniform ('for all-round smartness' according to the official instructions, 

although we were allowed to go 'with or without cap') and sporting rather livid yellow 

and purple STS badges (for Student Travel Service, I believe). We changed trains in 

London, heading from Victoria Station to Folkestone, where we caught the British 

Rail Ferry to Boulogne, for what I recall was a fairly rough crossing. It was my first 
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ferry crossing, or indeed boat trip of any kind (apart from the rowing boats on Abbey 

Park Lake) and I was relieved to find that I was (and still am) quite a good sailor, 

scoffing fruit cake from the buffet whilst other were throwing up over the side. From 

Boulogne we caught another train, but from here my memory of the journey becomes 

a bit hazy. We certainly changed trains again at least once, but whether it was in Paris 

or Basle, or elsewhere, I can't remember - perhaps others can. The itinerary mentions 

having a 'light breakfast' in Basle, so maybe it was there we changed. I can certainly 

recall waking from a fitful sleep on the train to glimpse the sun coming up over the 

French countryside. We were due to arrive at our Hotel at 12.30 pm on the Thursday, 

this being the Hotel Pension Beau-Reveil at Courseaux-sur-Vevey on the shores of 

Lake Geneva. From now on the official instructions declared that 'Informal dress will 

be worn' Hurray! The hotel was at an altitude of about 1300ft, and I recall my bed 

being in a bay-window at the front where I could lay and enjoy views over the 

rooftops of Vevey, to the Lake and the Dents du Midi mountains beyond. As well as 

being 'Ouvert tout l'annee', the Hotel had a 'Jardin Ombrage' and a 'Salle pour 

Banquets'. It also served 'Specialites a la Broche' at least according to a postcard 

which I still have. The photograph on the postcard, however, makes it look rather like 

Herman Munster's Holiday Cottage. Several excursions had been arranged, including 

a visit to the Great St. Bernard Monastery (8,100ft) where we saw the famous dogs, as 

well as glimpsing Mont Blanc in the distance. We also went up the Rochers de Naye 

(6,700ft) by mountain railway, and enjoyed a tour of Lake Geneva by Steamer. I also 

remember visiting the beautiful Chateau de Chillon, on the very edge of Lake 

Geneva, where the poet Byron was incarcerated for a while. We also spent many 

happy (and unsupervised) hours just looking around Vevey and nearby Montreaux 

(now of TV Festival fame). Evenings were usually spent sipping Coca Colas 

(honestly!) at a little bar just down the road from the Hotel, called 'La Terrasse'. 

Feeling very grown-up as we ordered drinks, and trying to chat up the pretty 

waitresses, it was probably there we realised that knowing another language did have 

its advantages - which was of course probably one of the reasons for the trip from the 

school's point of view. Incidentally in 1962 there were about twelve Swiss francs to 

the Pound. Now there are little more than two. It must have been, as the late Ronnie 

Barker would have said, 'A Packed Programme' because our return journey began a 

little over a week after our arrival, at 5.33pm on Thursday 16th, with dinner being 

taken at Basle, en route. We arrived back in Leicester just after 6pm on the following 

day, Friday. I wonder how many people, apart from the most avid railway buff, 

would these days even consider two 24 hour train journeys to spend a week away? 

Let alone with 32 Schoolboys! I have to express my very belated gratitude to Messrs 

Sweet and Whitbread for a memorable trip. 

FROM THE REV BRIAN SCOTT VIA BILL MANN 
 I am looking forward to 

marking the 40th anniversary of my Ordination to the Priesthood on Monday 19th 

December 2005. I hope to preside at a Eucharist at 10.30am in the Parish Church of 

St Peter & St Paul, Uppingham (By kind invitation of the Rector, Canon Stephen 

Evans) Wine and nibbles will be served after the service. James Muggleton will be 

coming from his six villages in Norfolk to preach, and hopefully Richard Gill will be 

doing the Intercessions, so it will be something of a Wyvernians do! (I am happy to 

publicise this, but disappointed the Rev Scott has apparently chosen to ignore my 

message to him. Bill tells me the Reverend taught at CBS in the early sixties, but I do 

not recall him - Ed) 



Old Wyves Tales – Volume 5 (Issues 40-49)                                                         47-6 
 

©2012 Wyvernians – www.wyvernians.org.uk  

FROM GERALD RIMMINGTON 1941-48 
 To clarify some of the things Dr. 

Burrows says, the first board school to open was actually the Syston Street School in 

January 1874, followed quickly by Slater Street. Later in the same year were King 

Richard's Road, Oxford Street and Elbow Lane. (See G. T. Rimmington, 'Education, 

Politics and Society in Leicester 1833-1903' (1978), p. 92.) My essay on the origins 

of CBS (from which you have already republished extracts) will answer questions 

about the beginnings of the school but, to put it briefly, after the disappearance of the 

school boards in 1903, and the setting up of Local Education Authorities, the borough 

intended to advance the Pupil Teacher Centre in Newarke Street to the status of a 

Teacher Training College. The Education Department in London would not approve, 

but would approve the opening of a secondary school. So in 1908 the Newarke School 

appeared, in the same building, with the same pupils (the sexes kept entirely separate) 

under the headship of Thomas Ryder B.A. 

A further thought prompted by Dr. Burrows contribution to Old Wyves Tales. When 

the Elbow Lane Board School opened it was at the expense of the Old Meeting 

School, which had to close as it lost its pupils. It was precisely this building, which 

had stood empty for a couple of decades, which was the first home of CBS. It was 

where my uncle, John L. Rimmington, went to school before winning a state 

scholarship to Nottingham University College, from which he gained a B.Sc. with 

second class honours in Geography in 1929. His name was on the first honours board 

in the hall. 

FROM GEOFF WILLIAMS 1943-48 
 In reply to your plea for items for OWT, 

herewith a small piece of grist for the mill. In the latest OWT Bill Mann (1960- 

65) mentions swimming galas at Spence Street baths. This brings vividly to mind the 

gala of 1947. I just qualified age wise for the under-fifteens 50 yards backstroke, 

which I won. The point to this tale is that my Mother and youngest Sister, who was 

seven years old at the time, were on the terraced seating directly behind the 

headmaster and party. During the race my sister got very excited, and when I 

actually came first her excitement was at fever pitch, shouting "He's won, he's won" 

and jumping about, almost knocking R Crammer's block off, to the utter 

embarrassment of my Mother. Apparently RWC was, as always, the perfect 

gentleman. 

FROM DAVE WINTER 1959-66 
 Re Prefects. The prefect system is something 

which nowadays, in retrospect, seems quite bizarre. As a sixth former being a prefect 

oneself was a fairly unremarkable rite of passage, more of a chore than anything else. 

However as a first year pupil in 1959 the then prefects appeared like demi gods. 

There was one prefect called Percy Packer. He was very small, with wiry hair and 

immense energy and spoke with a pronounced lisp. He was the prefect in charge of 

the library, and he bustled round his empire with great zest and good humour. I 

remember he stood as the communist (!) party candidate in a mock election, which 

lent him an air of added mystery and eccentricity. I – and I think a lot of other young 

pupils - regarded him with a mixture of amusement, awe and affection. Every 

lunchtime all the pupils who stayed for school dinner gathered in the hall for roll call. 

This could either be a very brief orderly affair or a shambles, depending on which 

master took it. One lunch time it was particularly awful. The master – tact forbids I 
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should name him – could not do a thing. There was shouting, boys charging around 

everywhere, chairs being knocked over: sustained general mayhem…… and the 

master stood, looking on, red-faced, unable to exercise any kind of control. Suddenly 

the door at the back of the hall was flung open and Percy Packer entered liked a 

miniature whirlwind. “Thtop it! Can’t you thee the man’th nervouth?” he yelled. 

Instant and total silence. Unforgettable.! Imagine that in a modern school! 

FROM LES OSWIN 1935-39 
 To counter the scarcity of OWT material I would 

support the insertion of items from The Wyvernian, especially if you chose articles 

originally written by OWT readers. References in previous OWT's to school holidays 

at Mundsley-On-Sea awakened a memory of participation in one such, probably in 

1935. I have little recollection, but believe it was made possible because my family 

was financially under-privileged. My father had left the Royal Navy in 1930, and was 

virtually unemployed until he rejoined in 1938. I was one of the boys selected for a 

free holiday. I'm pretty certain I didn't enjoy it very much, it being the first time I had 

been away from home on my own. I recall it rained a lot, and I didn't like the 

somewhat Spartan arrangements for eating and sleeping. In later years I joined days 

out, but because of lack of funds had to be satisfied with the cheapest option to 

Charnwood Forest. These were always led by Bull Smith, our chemistry master, who 

lived in that area. I think it cost 6d (old money) for the train, which dropped us at 

Quorn - or it might have been Newtown Linford. We had our supply of cake, 

sandwiches and pop to sustain us. I was always jealous of the boys who could afford 

to go on the outing to London, and it was not until after the war I was able to visit the 

capital for the first time. In my last two years at CBS I was able to participate in day 
trips to the Boots factory, Nottingham, and the Rolls Royce works at Derby. I have 

little memory of either, but Boots gave us all a presentation set of toilet products. I 

never got round to using them, and took the toilet soap and shaving soap with me 

when I was called up in June 1942 and joined the Royal Signals. There were no free 

samples at Rolls Royce, and I forget whether we saw cars or aeroplane engines being 

assembled. Given the rumours of war it was probably the latter. We all enjoyed these 

visits, which gave us a small insight into life after school. 

FROM MALCOLM R DAVIES 1959-66 
 Re OWT 46, David Linnell's geography 

is somewhat faulty! From Uppingham Road it would not be easy to see the Great 

Central railway as there are several hills in the way. He could, of course, see the line 

from Belgrave Road Station, the former Great Northern Line. This was better known 

as The Seaside Line because it was very busy at holiday times, with many trains to 

Skegness and Mablethorpe etc. It was indeed a surreal sight when trains crossed at 

Humberstone Station bridge, opposite the Provincial Garage (the site is now occupied 

by the Health Centre) because almost immediately it ran behind the houses towards 

the back of Humberstone Park. It was heading for Thurnby Station, from where it 

continued to Tilton. Most of the track is now built over, but part of the embankment 

is now a nature reserve in the park. The line of the track still shows in the alignment 

of the houses on Coleman Road. Like David I have shares in the GCR. I moved to 

Thurnby Lodge in 1964 and trains still ran, but one was engaged in lifting track and 

making it single line. Eventually it removed the remaining track from behind it as it 

went along, thus signalling the route's demise. Belgrave Station survived for some 

years, being used for assorted purposes, until it too was eventually demolished. 
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Sainsburys and the flyover occupy the site now. Steve Mellor and his bikes. My 

father became a rep for Redex, and his first manager was Stevens's dad, Stan. Steve 

mentions his falls from grace when on two wheels. I remember hearing about the 

purchase of an ex-police machine - a Triumph Trident or Norton Commando, both 

three cylinder 750cc machines and very rapid. One of the serious accidents involved 

this bike, and there was little left of it. But Steve survived to write to OWT. 

Doc Burrows and his references to the school and buildings. I remember that many 

years ago my grandmother, born 1897ish, mentioning going for medical treatment at 

'the big building in Clarence Street.' There was only one, our old school. Further 

research is needed on the period around the first world war. Was the building used 

for other purposes? 

David Gordon mentions thick custard in jugs 1951-56. They were obviously still 

using it in 1959-66, as it appeared regularly. What the present-day 'food police' 

would make of lumpy mash, greasy stew, full-fat cheese (albeit with salad) fried fish 

in dripping and tooth-rotting mudpie flans will have to remain a mystery. And there 

were NO CHIPS. 

Alan Piglet Pykett mentions Chalkie White. One story revolves round a poor soul 

with the surname White, who should have been a gibbering wreck. His form master 

was a Mr White, his church choirmaster was a Mr White and at home his father was a 

Mr White. All three were, of course, one and the same person and that particular boy 

had no possible excuse for not doing his homework. I must say that Chalkie was an 

excellent teacher and form master, who took great pains to explain things. Don 

Whitbread was also a very good teacher who, knowing my fondness for reading, 

encouraged my involvement in the school library. Good people to remember. 

Transport. The pedal cycle had several variants. The basic model had a single gear 

and an upright riding position, with the handlebars facing backwards and rod-operated 

brakes. Those with straight bars were considered better; they had the luxury of cable 

brakes and a 3-speed Sturmey Archer hub, plus dynamo lighting. Dynamos are no 

longer allowed as the lights go out when the bike stops - obvious when you think 

about it. The best ones had five gears, changed by the chain 'derailing' itself as a lever 

was operated. This could only be done whilst pedalling. These bikes had dropped 

bars and a narrow, painful-looking saddle. One character purchased an adaptor set for 

his Sturmey Archer-equipped rear wheel. This gave him five derailleur gears plus the 

three originals - a total of fifteen.This must beat the latest 15-21 gear bikes by 33 

years. One pair of older pupils invested in a tandem, as they lived near to each other. 

Like Steve Mellor they could often be seen trying to keep pace with buses. Wonder 

where all those bikes are now. 

OBITUARY 
 Walter Osborn (1933-38) passed away November 25th 2005 after a 

long illness. 

FROM PETER MARKHAM 1946-51 
 Thank you for OWT46. I appreciate the 

problems of acquiring new material all-too-well; I have similar trouble as editor of the 

Leicester Walking Club newsletter. Of course one of the problems is a dwindling 

readership. With a restriction on having to attend CBS prior to Downing Drive the 

potential is decreasing, so perhaps you should consider opening Wyvernians to those 

attending the new premises. Of course most experiences of Downing Drive would 

mean nothing to those of us who were not there. This happens to me when I read 
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about Elbow Lane, and cross-country at Rushey Fields. During my time everyone 

was taught at Humberstone Gate and nowhere else, except of course Grace Road, 

Vestry Street and De Montfort Hall. Maybe you need to open up OWT to include 

articles other than CBS memories? After all, these are now distant, and to my mind 

there is a limit to how much can be said about the school. I tried to do this in 

OWT45, when I explained my feelings about my five years at CBS. In fact Rod King 

sums it up extremely well in OWT46: 'I hated the place, and in retrospect I can't say it 

did a great deal for me.' His comments are pretty much in line with mine, though I do 

appreciate the opportunity of a grammar school education. Perhaps I could be 

accused of hedging my bets? I was disappointed to read that Keith Wright seemed to 

object to my opinion. I was taught never to make a comment if it could not be backed 

up with facts, and this is what I did. I have re-read my article, and confirm that when 

I spoke of success I added: However that can be measured. My point was that 

success at school is always measured by exam results, but they are no guarantee of 

anything in life after school. Just read Rod King - he says it all. Perhaps contributors 

should be encouraged to write about life after school. As a life-long lover of sport I 

would like to read about the sporting achievements of Old Boys, particularly if they 

became professional sportsman (Editor's note: Wyvernians is open to those who 

attended CBS prior to 1976, which allows eleven years at Downing Drive. After that 

date the school as we knew it ceased to exist. I am happy to print potted biographies, 

but would like to restrict the content of OWT to the school and her pupils) 

FROM CLIFF DUNKLEY 1949-57 
 Herewith a few scrapings of the barrel. By 

the way in my last piece, about the IHS tile, it was IOTA, not IONA. I know, I 
know... handwriting! A few notes on what one might call tangential premises in the 

1950's. 

Vestry Street Baths The thought of the Monday morning visit cast a blight on the 

whole of the preceding weekend; enough to make one wish one's life away to 

eventually leaving school and no longer being subjected to that most detestable form 

of compulsion. Following Sunday closure the water was often insufficiently heated, 

which had allowed scum to form on the tiles at the waterline, and the cubicles stank. 

If one had forgotten one's kit it could be hired - grossly oversized coarse blue trunks 

stiffened by over-frequent washing, and wafer-thin, non-absorbent towels. Does 

anyone recall members of the public swimming before or after school sessions? I 

remember a one-armed (or one and a half-armed) amputee ploughing through the 

water, pausing occasionally to anoint himself with a curious orange-coloured liquid 

from a superannuated milk bottle. Was it some sort of go-faster streamlining ungent? 

I have often wondered what it was. 

Vestry Hall/Offices One of the rooms was hired for 6th form lessons. The main part 

of the building was used as a juvenile court, and I remember a French Literature 

Appreciation lesson with Billy Brushe when the door was flung open and an anxiouslooking 

woman, accompanied by a similarly agitated youth, asked, 'Where's the 

Beak?' The Vestry in both these examples was St Margaret's Vestry, a now-archaic 

unit of local government based on a parish; such units were referred to as vestries, 

these being the part of a church where parish meetings were once held. 

The Secular Hall Two rooms were used by the school; the upper one, on the second 

floor, was set out like a normal classroom with desks and chairs. The lower one, on 

the ground floor, had padded railway carriage type seats fixed to the walls. For some 

strange reason this room seemed to smell of stale vinegar. 
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When the 6th form was reached it was possible to elect for PT as an alternative to 

swimming. In due course I suffered a heaven-sent affliction in the form of an 

ingrowing toe nail, and this gave me a valid exemption for a very satisfactory period 

of time. An approved alternative activity was page turning for (?AN?) Wibberley or 

Barclay Best when they practiced playing the school organ. I remember discussion of 

a possible end-of-term jape which involved placing ping pong balls on top of selected 

organ pipes, but nothing came of it. A pity really, as it would have been great to 

watch balls flying everywhere as Bill Sykes struck up the intro to the day's hymn. In 

my era the headmaster was referred to as Tinkle Bell, rather rather than Ding Dong. 

His mother owned a row of houses on St Saviours Road facing Spinney Hill Park, 

designated by some at Tinkle Terrace. 

FROM DONALD L HARMER 1936-41 
 My first recollection of CBS was being 

interviewed by Mr Crammer, accompanied by my father. Fortunately for me, if not 

the school, I was accepted. Wearing the uniform gave me a feeling of pride which 

was unbelievable, and I still remember it today. When I arrived for my first term 

Lewis's store had just been opened, and a few of us discovered pets Corner, presided 

over by an attractive young lady. We thus took our first steps in chatting up the other 

sex, but were unsuccessful. But how could we have been? The subject was not on 

the CBS agenda, as the school concentrated on the academic side of things. Many 

teachers come to mind: Bud Fisher, Jos Carter, Pedley, Ormond, Markham, 

MacHardy, Carpenter, Lewin, Smith - and many others, whose names (but not faces) 

escape me. There were also some well-endowed, middle-aged ladies who came out of 

retirement to supplement the wartime staff. I will always be grateful for the academic 
training, which stood me in good stead with further education. Personally I felt I 

missed out on the cultural side, but I imagine that was my fault. The standard of 

teaching can be understood when I tell you we were expected to take (and pass) the 

NUJMB School Certificate in nine or more subjects. In my year, 5A, 17 of us 

achieved a Distinction in Maths, and I feel sure that was because of Mr Carpenter's 

teaching. Mr Smith's unique teaching style was shown when he explained ammonia: 

'We took a piece of William Everitt's hair...' etc. I failed to reach a reasonable 

standard in carpentry. The coffee table I made so lovingly was used by the teacher as 

an example of the worst piece of workmanship he had ever seen. Fortunately, in my 

later career I merely had to supervise such work, not produce it. I recall one 

innovation from, I believe R W Crammer (what did the initials stand for?) which was 

the taking of psychological tests to ascertain what career one was best suited for. That 

was over 60 years ago - ahead of his time? War broke out in 1939, and in our 

stupidity most of us hoped it would last long enough for us to join up. Of course, it 

did. We evacuated Humberstone Gate while the school was sandbagged, and 

continued our teaching at Wyggeston Boys. I believe that had already been 

protected. We alternated with the rightful owners, with CBS using the building until 

lunchtime, followed by the dispossessed pupils in the afternoon, on a weekly basis. 

There was a confidential (?) system whereby each term certain pupils reported to the 

secretary for some form of grant payment. I am delighted this was available, but 

regret we were all aware of what was happening. However, no one was ragged about 

the system. Sitting here in the Spanish sunshine - I have lived in Spain for almost ten 

years - I mused over some of my contemporaries. Russ Clarke, Derek George, the 

late Howard Ingall, William Everitt, Stewart Smith, Jack Hunt, Alan Moore, David 

Haddow, Ken Day, Nigel Ruffle, Harold Swann (Messrs Smith and Swann are known 
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to me - Ed) My apologies to those not named. We are all in our eighties now, and 

hopefully others will be written down before we fall off our respective perches. I 

have one small regret. Stewart Smith tells me the honours boards are not displayed at 

Downing Drive, but are piled up. Can pressure be brought to bear on those in 

authority? Having exerted myself to write this I now feel distinctly self-righteous. I 

hope others will do the same, so OWT may continue. 

REUNION 2006 
 I can confirm the date of the 2006 reunion. March 18th 2006. 

Official invitations will be despatched during January. 

CLARENCE HOUSE 
 Age Concern want to raise £1.2 million pounds to purchase 

Clarence House from Leicester City Council. The lease ends in 2007, but apparently 

AC have the right to another 14-year lease. If the council won't sell then AC want a 

125-year lease. 30,000 people per month pass through the doors. LRC Development 

Officer Dominic Brown said the area around Clarence House was proposed for 

shopping and leisure, and there was a possibility the building might be converted. 

However it is unlikely anything will happen during the next year (Leicester Mercury, 

December 1st 2006) 

FROM ALUN FISHER 1964-71 
I did not realise that CBS only moved to Elbow 

Lane in 1960, as related by Alan Pykett in OWT 46, and had always assumed the 

school had been there a lot longer. So that part of the history was very short indeed. 

Thank you for your efforts with OWT. 

FROM BOB DICKENS 1945-51 
 Sorry I am unable to make a contribution. My 

time at CBS seemed to pass in a blur. 

AND FINALLY...  
There has been mention of the less-bright pupils maybe having 

had a rough ride during their time at CBS. Of course the fact we were there at all 

meant we had above-average intelligence (that is a fact, even though it sounds 

conceited) so I suppose the term 'bright' is relative, and inevitably even amongst this 

academic elite some were brighter than others. My own fall from grace has been 

well-documented in previous OWT's. I wasn't dim, or I wouldn't have been at the 

school, but I had problems keeping up with most of the others and that led to my 

downfall. I was also hampered by an inherently slapdash and disorganised approach 

to my work, but that was part of my personality and to a certain extent has dogged me 

all my life. With hindsight it would be interesting to know what the teachers 

thought about pupils like me. Did they ask themselves why we were struggling, or 

did they simply assume we were lazy? If I have one regret it is that I did not confide 

my problems to parents or teachers, but even now I have no idea why I kept quiet. 

Maybe it was pride, or shame, or embarrassment but I suspect that at the time I did 

not know what the problem was myself. So I went from 1 Alpha to 1A, and down to 

2B, 3B, 4B and 5F. I suppose the teachers had so many academically excellent boys 

to deal with they could afford to lose a few casualties along the way, but maybe that is 

being unkind to them. We need to get into their mindset, as current jargon has it. 
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Some of those teachers read OWT, and I would value their version of events. 

End Of OWT 47. 

Dennis J Duggan, December 11th 2005 
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CITY OF LEICESTER BOYS' GRAMMAR SCHOOL 

EDITED BY DENNIS J DUGGAN, ROCK COTTAGE, BROOK STREET, 

WELSHPOOL, MONTGOMERYSHIRE. SY21 7NA 

TEL 01938 555574 07985 405365 

WEB SITE www.wyvernians.org.uk 

EDITORIAL 
 My recent letter in the Leicester Mercury concerning the 2006 

reunion has resulted in several new members. I have also sent details to Radio 

Leicester. We are still looking for people to give a short talk.** Preparations for the 

reunion are well in hand, thanks to Brian Screaton, and we are confident the event 

will be another success. **One person has now come forward. Another volunteer 

needed please. 

Now that many of you have Broadband it is quick and easy to e-mail pictures. 

However please bear in mind the recipient (me, in this case)might not have the same 

facility! I love to receive CBS photos, but please send them in J-Peg format at a small 

size (3" x 2" for instance) Better still post me the original, or a copy if you don't want 

to part with it. That way your picture can be added to the collection for everyone to 

see. It is not unknown for an e-mailed photo to take almost 45 minutes to download, 

and then it is impractical to print because of the sheer size. 

Mick Stokes has e-mailed details of a web site which apparently lists masses of school 

photographs. I say 'apparently' because I attempted to have a look and got absolutely 

nowhere! If you want to have a go it is http://www.worldschoolphotographs.com 

We have panoramic photographs for 1920, 1923, 1927, 1938, 1948, 1954, 1955, 1958, 

1963. A couple were given ready-framed, and we have paid to have the others done. 

A 1935 photo has just come in, and I hope to have this framed in time for the 

reunion. If you have a CBS panoramic sitting around please consider donating it to 

the collection. Remember - it might well end up in the skip after you have gone to 

that big class room in the sky. 

FROM BILL MANN 1960-65 
 (The final instalment of Bill's memoirs - Ed) 

During the 1964-65 academic year the staff's thoughts were concentrated on the 

move to Downing Drive. The new school's construction had been carefully 

monitored, and progress recorded by the film club. The move involved major 

changes. Many boys would have a longer journey, needing to travel into the city 

before transferring to special buses. No more weekly trips to Grace Road or Rushey 

Fields, as there was a large playing field available. This was large enough to 

accommodate four football pitches, a large cricket square, cricket nets and permanent 

facilities for field events. Unfortunately the field did not drain well after heavy rain. 

The new school was impressive. There was a large assembly hall, gym, six 

laboratories and - for the first time in many years - sufficient classroom space to 

accommodate everyone on the same site. The dining area was at the rear of the hall, 

separated by moveable screens. It was originally envisaged the hall too would be 

used for meals, but Mr Bell did not like the idea. The family service would stop, and 

boys queued at hatches to be served by dinner-ladies. Grace was no longer said, and 

there was less chance of seconds and left-overs. That would not have suited the 

previous year's 4 Alpha. I had them on my table, and they ate everything on offer 

before being the last ones out of the canteen. The boys were obliged to stay in the 
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school grounds at lunchtime, which came as a shock to some. At Humberstone Gate 

they had been accustomed to visit the city centre, subject of course to the necessary 

parental permission. As the Downing Drive pool was not built for some years, 

swimming was one of the few things to suffer as a result of the move. 

It was necessary to transfer equipment from both Humberstone Gate and Elbow Lane 

prior to the start of the new school year. During free periods, particularly when 

exams had been completed, members of staff with cars were encouraged to transport 

books and laboratory equipment (for example) so everything would be in place by 

September. I remember one such trip. On the return journey I stopped at a zebra 

crossing on Humberstone Road to allow an old lady to cross. She was making her 

way slowly across the road when I heard the ominous sound of screeching brakes. A 

glance in the mirror showed a Mini approaching the rear of my car. It failed to stop in 

time, and a collision resulted. The old lady speeded up and promptly disappeared! I 

climbed out of my Standard Ensign and surveyed the damage, which was minimal. 

The driver of the Mini was full of apologies, and as he looked at the small dent just 

above the rear bumper of my car admitted it was his fault. He then looked at the front 

of his car, which had sustained considerable damage. He would have to travel to 

Wolverhampton by other means, and in fact his companion was already in a public 

telephone box making the necessary arrangements. I was in some shock when I 

reached Elbow Lane; I lit my pipe, as no one would give me a cigarette! By the end 

of term the move was almost complete. The war memorial had a new home, as did 

the honours boards. Parents and boys would be able to see the new school, and the 

better facilities it offered. Everyone appreciated the move was necessary. A chapter 

in the history of City Boys had been closed. 

Forty years on I remember far-off events better than things that happened last week! I 

have many happy memories from the period 1960-65, when the school was situated in 

the heart of Leicester. I still have some of The Wyvernian magazines to jog my 

memory, and can watch the video tapes of the school films at my leisure. These tapes 

must, however, be viewed with caution. Some years later extracts were taken from 

many to make a composite film of school life, and whilst a valiant effort has been 

made to restore these extracts to their original positions this was not always achieved. 

Both magazines and films record in detail the opportunities offered by the school, not 

only in the academic field but also in the many out-of-class activities; it was hoped 

these would play an important part in the boys' adult lives. The school tried to ensure 

that all the boys, whatever their background, did their best. The staff were dedicated, 

and parents supportive - clearly demonstrated by high attendance figures at Parents' 

Evenings and other events. A Parents' Association was formed. Yes, the family unit 

was much stronger than it is today. The Head expected all staff to play their part, and 

only rarely had to ask for a volunteer more than once. There were short-comings, but 

no school is perfect. Things would change further after the move, with new 

challenges, as discussions to end the system of selective education were 

already underway. These would be adopted ten years later, and marked the end of 

state grammar schools (in Leicester) and the selection of pupils by 'age, ability and 

aptitude.' That ethos was at the centre of the 1944 Education Act, and speaking as a 

product of that system I feel it had a lot to offer. For one thing it meant that schools 

were much smaller than they are today, and everyone could come together as one unit 

when things mattered. The panoramic photos of the time reflect this, showing some 

600 boys with the staff, including ladies from the office. The boys could expect 

much, and many achieved their visions. Now, like me, they can dream of their time at 

City Boys. I hope I have not blown my own trumpet too loudly; it was not my 
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trumpet I wanted to blow. Rather, I wanted to blow that of the City Of Leicester Boys 

School. That trumpet might be old, but it still plays a jolly fine tune. 

FROM GREG MANGER 1959-64 
 I found the CBS web site by accident. I was 

looking The Haymarket up and the Wyvernians site appeared in the search. I was 

engrossed. Other than my mum using Age Concern, and taking me on a 'tour' once, I 

lost touch with the school and my fellow pupils almost as soon as I left. I remember 

you well, also Malcolm Davies and Brian Screaton. I doubt I will be able to attend 

the reunion (Greg lives in America - Ed) 

FROM HORACE L COATES 1944-49 
 Just a quick response as I read through 

OWT. Your mention of the C & W Festival made my mind jump to my time with 

British Railways; then C & W meant Carriage and Wagon. I presume you mean 

Country and Western (as in Music?) [Yes - Ed] We cannot control our thought 

processes, especially with these advancing years. It is so easy to presume that 

everyone understands whichever abbreviation we use. Bill Mann quotes SCM. I 

recall this as Student Christian Movement - I don't know why, as I never attended any 

of their meetings. Les Oswin mentioned holidays at Mundesley, which rather 

surprised me as we've had good family holidays at this Norfolk village with our 

children and latterly with grandchildren. There's not much there now (a good safe 

beach and fresh air) so what it was like in the 30's? Peter Markham causes me to get 

on my high horse - why particularly professional sportsmen? I find very little to 

admire in professional sportsmen these days. What about the hundreds who give their 

time and effort to support young enthusiasts in the amateur world? Your closing 

comment about your school grading going from Alpha to A to B to F! I had not heard 

of this category before - what did/does it stand for? (I don't know. Does anyone? - 

Ed) I've been thinking what I could put into these pages and it struck me that, 

showing my age, in our days there were very few cars or motorbikes in the 

schoolyard. Our means of transport was the tram or bike. Great detail of these 

registered vehicles has been quoted, but what about bikes? Mine was an A.S.P. but I 

well remember BSA, Raleigh, Rudge, Hercules and special light-weight racing bikes 

by specialist makers such as Claude Butler - there was another shop on the corner of 

Belgrave road and Argyle Street who used to market their own make - what was the 

name? I well remember Mr. Wardle strolling nonchalantly through the front 

playground wheeling his Raleigh 3-speed bike to the sheds under the Headmaster's 

windows. Mr Bufton also came by this means of transport, as did Mr Jeeves. Has 

anyone else memories along these lines? Finally the entry from Rob Dickens - he was 

a close neighbour of my brother and I, and we were pleased to chat with him when he 

came to the Reunion in 2004 (or was it 2003?) 

FROM JIM HENDERSON 1953-60 
 Cliff Dunkley (1949-57) asks if anyone can 

shed light on Mr Crocker, whom he describes as this enigmatic person. Unfortunately 

I can't add anything of great moment, but I do remember one characteristic habit of 

his. Whenever he addressed us he would suck what appeared to be bits of biscuit - 

consumed, no doubt, with his cup of tea during break - from between his teeth. This 

sticks in my mind, much as the biscuits must have stuck in Mr Crocker's teeth. The 

other thing I remember is that he banished a very good friend of mine, who will 
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remain nameless, from the workshop, on the grounds that he had two left hands and 

would be better off spending the woodwork lessons in the library. Oh yes, one more 

thing: I made a wooden tea tray which my mother still had in her garage (not in her 

house, note) when I was clearing the place out this summer. Mr Crocker did seem a 

very nice man, however, even though my memories of him remain sketchy and trivial. 

FROM DAVID GORDON 1951-56 
 What a pleasant surprise when I opened my emails 

the other day! There was a message from my old classmate Roy Townsend, 

who I haven't heard from for nearly fifty years! He saw my previous offering in 

OWT. Perhaps a potted history might shake others out of the tree? Anyway, here 

goes! Where does one start after all this time? The beginning, obviously. I left the 

old school in late July 1956, after completing one year in the 6th form. In total I 

managed to pass 6 'O' levels. As I recall we left school on the Thursday and on the 

following Monday I started work at BB Chemical Company (Bostik) in Ulverscroft 

Road as a Laboratory assistant working in the Quality Control Dept. My job for the 

next two and a half years was testing the shoe finishes and colourings they produced 

then. After that I spent two years in the Leicester City police as a not-very-effective or 

motivated constable patrolling the traffic-packed streets of the city centre doling out 

parking tickets. This was just before Traffic Wardens were introduced. I tried for a 

commission in the RAF, but was only offered the position of navigator on a V bomber 

and not as a fighter pilot, which I wanted, so turned it down and joined the army for 

nine years instead. I was in the Intelligence Corps and worked in counterintelligence 

for 3 years in Cyprus (1963-5) around the time of the first Turkish 

invasion and just at the end of the EOKA campaign. General Grivas and Makarios 
and all that lot. I had married my childhood sweetheart in September 1961 and we 

had two daughters born in Cyprus. After that I was posted to HQ BAOR in Munchen 

Gladback in Germany, where I was virtually in control of Security. Nominally we 

had a major as OC, but when he wasn't in Italy translating he was drunk (allegedly) 

Whilst there I applied for and was accepted for pilot training, and spent a year at 

Middle Wallop in Hampshire flying Chipmunks and later helicopters. I didn't pass 

the course, not because of lack of flying skills but because of a total lack of 

knowledge of the British Army in the field. We had to act as spotters for the artillery 

and tanks, but I didn't know skwit about tactics etc and there wasn't enough time to 

learn. Paradoxically I knew virtually every nut and bolt of the Red Army. After that I 

spent two years as Recruiting Sergeant in Grangemouth, Scotland (between 

Edinburgh and Glasgow) That wasn't so bad as I had my own office and Land Rover, 

and was left more or less on my own. I took early redundancy in the 1970 defence 

cuts programme and after a few months in a council house at Braunstone Park ,where 

our third daughter was born, we bought an old and virtually derelict farmhouse in 

Lincolnshire (for the princely sum of GBP 2,800) to which, after hasty improvements 

such as new floors, windows and doors we moved into during 1972. Progressing 

naturally from that I went self-employed as a builder and did that, on and off, for the 

next 15 years. In 1976 we bought a second, bigger farmhouse on the coast near 

Sutton on Sea and renovated that. We then bought a franchise business which went 

belly-up through fraud by the directors and cost us our savings of GBP25,000. We 

thought, 'to hell with all this hassle' and took a position in Surrey as a Domestic 

Couple. We worked at that for various rich and noble bosses for several years, and 

took a couple of camping holidays in France. We liked the countryside, we liked the 

prices of houses in those early days, and we bought a three-storey village house in 
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southern Vienne for the sum of GBP11,000. Over the next 10 years during holidays, 

and eventually moving here, we renovated this house and sold it, four years ago for 

GBP 65,000. Plus in the meantime I had bought a ruin in the next village for GBP 

800 yes GBP800, renovated and sold within the year for GBP 20,000. (I have to write 

GBP for pounds because my keyboard is in French) We bought our present house 3 

years ago next month for GBP 13,000 and today, after the work I've done, it is worth 

in the region of GBP 175,000! Not bad, eh? and I've done all the work myself. At 

present the house consists of a large open living room/lounge, a dining room, fitted 

kitchen, bathroom and two bedrooms. Around our courtyard we have a further 

house, (awaiting renovation) a large barn and several stone outbuildings plus a large 

garden of 3,300 m² with two wells (free water for gardening) a pergola and a wooden 

chalet which we have used as overflow bedroom. We live in a tiny rural village of 

about 200 inhabitants who are very friendly and welcoming. Now we speak the 

language a little better we are becoming integrated into village life. We've joined the 

local 'troisieme age club' which meets once a month for a repas. Lunch in English, 

but not as we know it! It usually consist of four courses with aperitifs, locally 

made wine and local moonshine (eau de vie about 65% proof) ad lib. It is a noisy 

and friendly affair that generally lasts three hours or more, and we are normally the 

only English there out of 75-80 people. Driving home can be a bit iffy because the 

gendarmes occasionally set up checkpoints. Well, hope that's enough for you to be 

getting on with. Keep up the good work. E-mail from anybody from our class of 

1951 will be very welcome. david.gordon@wanadoo.fr Basher Brewin was the 

form master. 

FROM PAUL WILLIAMSON 1957-62 
 ( I have done my best to decipher Paul's 

handwriting, and apologise for any errors - Ed) I vaguely remember the Tuck Shop. 

In August 1968 I qualified from the Postal Training School, Strathfield, New South 

Wales, including Teleprinter skills. We had to write telegrams at 40 wpm at 90% 

accuracy. As a Postal Clerk (the best job I ever had) it was a hard decision to leave 

Australia, though I had no family there. With my friend Jim Roche I worked at 

Maramba Post Office, a southern suburb of Sidney. 

FROM IAN CRICHTON 1962-69 
 Thanks for your latest offering. Like one of 

your contributors I hope we can make OWT50. Indeed 100 not out would be great. It 

was nice to see a mention of Brian Scott. He probably came towards the end of your 

time at CBS. He appears rather fresh-faced on my Schooldays Souvenir Panoramic 

photograph for 1963, and that may have been his first year. Does anyone else 

remember those photos stuffed in cardboard holders so like toilet rolls. The one for 

1963 cost 4/6d. By 1966 it was 5/- and by 1968 it had reached an astronomical 6/- - 

and people moan about inflation nowadays. Did anyone really stand on one end and 

then leg it like the blazes so they could be on the other end as well? Brian appears in 

all three, and I think he left the school around 1970 or 1971 to be the superintendent 

of the retreat at Launde Abbey. He was my A level History and RE teacher ,and I 

think he also dabbled in English and Latin. He was a great character, as so many of 

the masters were in those days, unlike the faceless wonders that move in academic(?) 

circles today. Not particularly tall of stature, he was rather chubby with a jolly rotund 

face. Rarely seen in a gown he generally wore a jacket, and invariably a jumper 

underneath. Certainly not a fashion icon by any means, and I think Trini and Suzanna 
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would have a field day with him today. 

FROM RICHARD KNOWLES 1963-70 
 Great to know Doc Burrows is alive and 

well. He was always a very special man, and because I was a member of the 

swimming team never gave up on me. However he has remained a spiritual mentor, 

and would probably find it entirely unlikely I should have run a successful 

architectural practice in London, and for 13 years taught at the Architectural 

Association, London. 

FROM CLIFF DUNKLEY 1949-57 
 A footnote to Don Harmer's reminiscences: 

Mr Crammer's initials stood for Ralph Wolfe. And, for them as* wants to know, R R 

- as in R R Pedley - stood for Richard Rodman. *Leicester dialect usage of as for a 

relative pronoun. I always thought Crammer was an excellent name for a 

Headmaster, so apposite that non-Wyvernians have on occasion questioned my 

credibility when told this was my Headmaster's name. Another footnote, this time to 

Derek Cole. The fourth member of the quartet carrying the 1956 Christmas tree was 

Anthony/Tony Jordan. I'm glad that Bill Mann decreed the school orchestra 

proficient, a suitable epithet in the light of my having left the school three years 

previously. I remember the strain of trying to get one's violin bow going in the same 

direction as the others in the section; also feigning playing by means of soundless 

gestures during difficult parts, for fear of sounding false notes. So far as Prize Days 

were concerned a large consignment of books, selected by Mr Franey, was stacked in 

the Secretary's office. Boys would be summoned to make their choice, except there 

wasn't much to choose from - especially for the juniors, who came last in the queue. 

The rules changed a few years later, or perhaps it was because sixth formers were 

allowed to request particular titles. My good friend the late Bernard Harrison (1949- 

56) took the bold step of ordering James Joyce's Ulysses and was somewhat miffed 

when the book shop sent a copy of the wartime thriller HMS Ulysses. A dummy 

volume had to be used for the formal presentation on the platform. 

FROM ROBERT LEAKE 1959-66 
 Many thanks for the latest newsletter. There 

were some unusual articles in this one. Regarding the School Film you mentioned, I 

recall watching Operation Amsterdam in Humberstone Gate. I still get a thrill from 

hearing Dutch street-organ music, which I put down to the music sound track of that 

film. I was surprised you did not remember Brian Scott. I can picture him clearly in 

my mind, but can't recall him teaching. It was interesting to read about the service at 

Uppingham. There was a mention of Richard Gill being involved as though he was an 

old boy. I know Richard well, but I have never asked him about his schooling. I will 

ask next time I see him. Sorry I can't make March 18th for the reunion. I will be in 

Belem at the mouth of the River Amazon on that day. Please pass on my best wishes 

to everyone. 

FROM ALAN MERCER 1959-63 
 Some of you might have wondered why a 

knock on the staffroom door at Elbow Lane did not get a prompt reply. There was 

nothing sinister going on, most likely we were at a tense moment in a shove-ha'penny 

game. Being a pupil at Alderman Newton's I thought the game was played with one 
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coin, two protractors and makeshift goals on the staff desk. However my education 

was completed by Chas Howard and Co introducing me into real shove 

ha'penny. There was always the debate whether the slate or wooden board was better. 

I was getting near the top of the ladder when two usurpers muscled in. Roger Bourne 

(subject French? Editor to correct if necessary) explained his 4th-class Oxford degree 

was a result of hours wasted at the game. The other was Bill Mann, who soon 

overtook me on the ladder. I probably regretted teaching him at the time (I think Mr 

Bourne [Luigi] taught French - Ed) Note: Oxford was the only University giving 

4ths as they did not use 2i and 2ii. 

FROM HAROLD COATES 1944-51 
 It does seem odd to me, given the size of the 

mailing list, that so many seem unwilling to contribute to OWT (OWT currently goes 

to 317 E-mail recipients plus 17 by post - Ed) Perhaps, as I did, they think their 

memories are of no interest, but as Horace and I found when giving our talk at the 

2005 reunion that is not so. I urge you to pick up your pens, or perhaps roll out your 

keyboards, and make the effort to add to this interesting and worthwhile newsletter. 

On to some random memories of my own... As Bull Smith would have said, 'The 

prisoner made a rambling statement.' I've been interested to see how perceptions of 

teachers have differed. Let us start with Basher Brewin, with whom our editor could 

not get on. He taught my class Arithmetic, Algebra, Geometry and Physics and had 

complete disdain for his academic gown. He often used its sleeve to clean the 

blackboard, unless that is he had deposited it in the wastepaper basket first. But what 

I recall most clearly was his penchant for giving nicknames to boys. During our third 

year there was a popular nonsense song which contained the line, 'Does eat oats and 
mares eat oats and little lambs eat ivy.' From this gem, and the way the words were 

slurred into each other, Mr Brewin extracted Mazey Coates and Dozy Coates to refer 

to Horace and myself. We graduated later to Chef and Chel from the way our names 

and initials were written in the register and class lists. I have already quoted Bull 

Smiths 'The prisoner made a rambling statement.' This was his comment when a 

pupil, asked to describe a process or the outcome of an experiment, hadn't a clue and 

answered accordingly. On similar occasions Mr Smith might offer the helpful 

suggestion it might be Beeswax and Turpentine! With experience the phrase we did 

not want to hear, after being summoned to the front for inattention or tomfoolery was, 

'Stand on that nail, boy.' The floor of the Chemistry lab was, at that time, 

floorboards. If the pupil looked down he received a sharp clip round the ear. Pupils 

thus attempted not to look down, or at least anticipate when the clout was coming. 

A battle of wits ensued, with Mr Smith saying, 'Stand on that nail. No, not that one, 

that one - that one there.' The longer the struggle the harder the clout. But I must add 

that such instances were rare, Mr Smith being a teacher one hesitated to tangle with 

(To be continued - Ed) 

FROM BRIAN COPE 1954-62 
 Following last year's post-reunion dinner at 

Gaddesby, which was attended by Dave Atton, Ted Dougherty, Brian Cope, Keith 

Hill, Frank Whitelam, John Page, Richard Thompson, 'Dagger' Clarke, Cliff Dunkley 

et al, we wonder if it is worthwhile arranging a similar event this year. Dave Atton is 

unlikely to jet in from Cleveland, and Keith Hill may be too busy with his Lord and 

Master, but would anyone interested please let me know and I will try to arrange 

something. Hellocopes@aol.com is the E-mail address. 
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OBITUARIES 
 Derek Butt (1945-50) passed away Autumn 2005. Peter L Clark 

(1936-40) Harold Swann (1936-41) John Simmons (1944-49) passed away 

November 2005. Bernard Hutchings (1943-50) 

The following is a transcript of a letter from Mrs Marian Allin: I regret to inform you 

that my husband, Kenneth Edgar Allin (born June 1st 1919) passed away peacefully 

but suddenly in the Leicester Royal Infirmary on September 3rd 2005 - an auspicious 

date for those who were called up in 1939! My husband joined the RAF VR in 1938, 

and served in the Far East. He ended his career as a Flight Sergeant, and returned to 

this country on November 11th 1945. I am pleased to tell you, out of interest, that his 

last conversation was with an Old Wyvernian, Mr Don Letts, who was in the same 

ward. They spoke about old times at City Boys. 

FROM GERALD RIMMINGTON 1941-48 
 I noted Bill Mann's comments on the 

school plays. I think it is true to say that until 1946/7 they were enacted in the Hall. I 

recall taking part in one that year. The following year we put on Bernard Shaw's 

Arms And The Man at the YMCA. I was Major Petkoff. The following year, after I 

had left and doing my National Service in the RAF, the play was Oscar Wilde's The 

Importance Of Being Earnest, and that too was in the YMCA theatre. 

FROM DR ARNOLD BURROWS 1957-68 
 I was dismayed, but not surprised, by 

the recent outburst from Mr Cope - and before him by Mr King . I greatly regret the 

introduction of such left-wing politics into Wyvernian affairs and this was one reason 

why I did not support the evening dinner after the last reunion; like all such distorted 

observations they do not bear reasonable analysis. 

Let me take the various points one by one : 

(i) What is the connection between Bangor and the criticism of selective education? 

Presumably there was a Bangor graduate on the Staff , but what is the relevance? 

(ii) "These bright kids were largely overlooked . . . . . . " . This fails to recognise that 

(generally) the under-achievement was due to the personal qualities of the pupils 

involved (I recall that Dennis Duggan has written on this subject) I also recall that 

many of the 'B' streamers went on to achieve considerable later success; the 

foundations they acquired at CBS must have been reasonably sound. Mr King 

illustrates this very well when he draws attention to his First Class Honours degree, 

and I can say something similar but with a very different emphasis; from 11 to 15 in 

the 'B' stream at Wyggeston Grammar School to Higher School Certificate in the 

Sixth Form and a University award (further details of progress on application!) and I 

was not alone - my closest friend in the 'B' stream became a Professor in the 

University of London. Dennis has recently pleaded for more contributions to OWT; 

here is a good opportunity for the 'B' streamers to record their subsequent 

successes in various walks of life - do you need to be prodded by name? I notice 

that Dr John Mander (Assistant Director of Education) in his book about the Leicester 

Schools says 'in 1944 the grammar schools continued to work towards their pre-1939 

purpose - to produce large numbers of School Certificate-qualified pupils for the 

industry and commerce of Leicester, together with a few Higher Certificate-qualified 

pupils for admission to higher education. The purpose remained but its emphasis 

shifted. By 1974 the grammar school task was to produce large numbers of 'A' levelqualified 

pupils for admission to higher education, with a small number of 'O' level 
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qualified pupils for immediate employment in industry and commerce. The new job 

was well done'. I am in no doubt that given the debased examination standards which 

have become the norm since the spread of comprehensive schools nearly all of the 'B' 

streamers would have achieved great results . Dennis wants to know whether the 

teachers asked themselves why certain pupils were struggling; I can say they did - and 

discussed them frequently with others. Clearly there was no single reason which 

applied to all, but three can be readily identified : lack of support at home (not to be 

confused with lack of interest) and lack of confidence arising from the change of 

schools; from the primary school where they had been on 'top of the pile' to the 

secondary school where it was usually obvious they were no longer in that position. 

The greater size of the secondary school also proved daunting to many. 

(iii) It has been argued that the 'B' streamers would have been better off in the top sets 

in the Secondary Modern Schools - but this assumes they would have stayed at the top 

, which I doubt (see reference to personal qualities - above) In both types of school 

the onset of puberty opened many eyes; we should not overlook the admirable 

arrangements for transfers from the Secondary Moderns into the Fourth Forms (when 

the leaving age was 14) and into the Sixth Forms of the Grammar Schools (when the 

leaving age was raised) I know two future PhD's who transferred to CBS at 14+. It 

is relevant to point out that the percentage offtake into the Grammar Schools at 11+ 

varied considerably but I do not recall the figure dropping below 16%. 

Attention has been drawn recently to the large number of Old Wyvernians who 

attended at Downing Drive (1965 - 1976) There seems to be an idea they were tainted 

because they did not attend Humberstone Gate, and now appear to have 

been associated with the present comprehensive school. We must make an effort to 

bring them in where they belong! I know many Old Wyggestonians and Old 

Wyvernians who have sent their sons to Independent Schools rather than take a 

chance in the jungle which is the average comprehensive school - and Independent 

Schools are very expensive! I cannot name a Leicester comprehensive school which 

would have served my children well. (Doc's regret about references to politics in the 

affairs of Wyvernians raises the old question of censorship. I have previously 

mentioned my regular dilemma - should I not publish an item because I (or perhaps 

others) might not agree with it? I honestly feel that everyone is entitled to his 

opinion, and unless the item is libellous or, as is sometimes the case, downright 

unkind, it would be wrong of me not to include it. Readers' views on this subject will 

be welcomed - Ed) 

FROM GRAHAM CORNELIA 1960-62 
 I was intrigued to read our editor's 

closing item in OWT47, in which he details his downward progression through the 

school. I can beat it, slightly. Having passed the 11+ I was placed into 1 Alpha, but 

was demoted to 2B the following year. At the end of the autumn term Mr Ding Dong 

Bell asked me to find another educational establishment. One endearing memory is 

the Trainspotting Club. I believe this was run by Mr Bourne, who taught French. 

Where today would you be given a day off - in school time - to go trainspotting? 

(Does anyone else remember this club - Ed) Finally, can anyone help me trace Colin 

Hall, who attended Downing Drive in the late sixties. We worked together at 

Grattans, and was my best man in 1973. We lost touch when he moved to Rotherham 

with the firm (If you can help please reply to me - Ed) 
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FROM BRIAN HARRINGTON 1950-58 
 Just stumbled across some of the 

Wyvernian internet entries (The Centres for Disease Control - CDC - here in the US 

had a link that turned out to be the Leicester Mercury web site. The story was about 

Leicester launching a site to help the general public in case of emergencies) and 

wandering around that site I came across yours) I didn't know that there was an active 

Old Wyvernians. I was at CBS 1950-58 and went to U of Brum for a BSc and PhD 

in Bacteriology and then came over here. Haven't kept in touch with anyone except 

Garth Haines (50-57) who was also a contemporary at Brum - in dentistry - but 

reading some of the postings certainly brought back many memories of teachers and 

fellow pupils. One posting, by Ray Birley, mentioned some familiar names - Mike 

Ross, Eddie Blount, Kev Hall, Mike Elliot I do remember, but can't place Ray unless 

he was the avid racing cyclist. Others in the same year I remember include Dale 

Green, Clem Allen, Cecil Heighington, David Woodcock, Bryan Mann, Dave Embury 

(I heard he was killed in a traffic accident while at university) Tony Baxter - I think 

he and I were in the same 1 and 3 alpha class, but a 6 month absence due to rheumatic 

fever dropped me down to 2A when I returned. Garth, Dale, Clem and I were in the 

6th form biology together. I heard that Mr Willan died some time ago - a great 

teacher. I owe him for my interest in biology, which led to my interest in 

microbiology and to where I am today. Amateur radio is one of my hobbies, and I 

owe Sid Phillips for stimulating my interest in physics. My wife and I get over to 

Leicester almost every year, and it so happens that we'll will be there in early March 

2006, but leave the UK March 15 - too soon to make it the 2006 reunion; I think the 

last posting I could find (earlier this year) mentioned Dr Burrows as being active in 
the reunions - I realize he was a young guy in the mid fifties when he same to CBS - 

but he must be close to 80 now. He has no reason to remember me, but if/when you 

see him next, pass on my regards and thanks. Maybe while we're in Leicester next 

Spring we'll wander around the old school buildings and bring back more memories. 

FROM MARTYN LESTER 1968-75 
 Reference has been made to the Rev Brian 

Scott. I don't know if he was at CBS in the early 1960's, as Bill Mann believes, but I 

was taught by him in 1969/70 and possibly 1970/71. I guess it was after that date he 

was succeeded by the Rev Norman Atty. Wally Wardle taught we first years in 

1968/69. 

FROM ARTHUR TURNER 1954-61 
 I am going to make a real effort to 

contribute to the next OWT. Brian Cope's remarks re the lower-stream boys stirred 

up many memories. I was one such student, and recall several teachers making me 

feel inadequate. They seemed to forget we in the lower stream had once been bright 

students. I might be able to write something about a school trip to the Rome 

Olympics, and a small piece about the cross countries at Rushey Fields. 

FROM DEREK COLE 1950-58 
 Bill Mann writes in OWT47 of the 

Commemoration Service (I think we called it Founder's Day Service) at the 

Cathedral. This started in my day (1950 - 1958) I can remember the boredom of the 

address being alleviated by 'Sermon Cricket', where the gestures of the speaker were 

equated as closely as possible to the signals given by an umpire. One scored for 
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oneself for the first ten minutes or so, and then for whatever opposition one was 

'playing' for the balance of the talk. Close-run things were the subject of fierce postmortems 

afterwards. Also in my day (my granddaughters' eyes glaze when I use that 

phrase) cross-country running took place in Aylestone. We were led across 

Aylestone Road and then set to run round the fields and round the municipal rubbish 

tip. A stream had to be crossed: although there were stepping stones, the later runners 

ran the gauntlet of a barrage of stones lobbed into the water near the stepping stones, 

the barrage coming from those who had set off at a great rate from the start in order to 

get there first. One could avoid this by ascending the embankment of the Great 

Central line and crossing the stream by the railway bridge; but there was the risk of 

pursuit by the Marylebone stopping train, with curses hurled by the train crew as they 

passed. It may not have improved our fitness, but many boys' vocabulary was 

broadened by such encounters - and there was always the enticing prospect of the 

cold-water shower in the dressing room at Grace Road on return. One needed to time 

one's arrival at the cricket ground so as to be too late for a shower, and just in time for 

the bus back to school. 

FROM STEVE MELLOR 1960-66 
 (This item is addressed to Malcolm Davies - 

Ed) I must confess that I cannot place your face but, at 56 and well-addled with 

frequent applications of Scotch, my brain is certainly not what it used to be. Yours is a 

little off track too; my bike was ex police Norton Atlas - like the Commando, this was 

twin cylinder, not 3, as Trident was. Yes I had a mega pile up just south of 

Mountsorrel, and owe my life to wearing a crash helmet, which was not common 

headgear amongst 'real' men at that time. Bike got pretty mangled, and I got fairly 
well busted up - strangest thing was that the impact actually dented aluminium petrol 

tank in my genital area, and I was black and blue for some time around there - known 

as 'hardballs' for a while. All healed OK, rebuilt bike, customised as was the vogue 

then. I have a photo of me sitting on it, with my flowing locks and flared purple 

corduroy trousers with frills - I can scan photo to send you, if you want? No, I didn't 

think so. I never knew your dad worked for my dad at Redex. Quite a coincidence. 

Stan was the driving force in motorbikes. He and I started to rebuild a 1924 Douglas 

2 3/4 HP motorbike, which had been in the family since new (my half uncle did 2 

years in Cardiff nick for ABH, recovering it from A E Milnes' mechanic who had 

stolen it!) soon after we finished the Norton. I lost interest, he dabbled with it from 

time to time until his death 10 years ago. My brother was going to take it on, but 

unfortunately he died also so we got a friend to finish it and I gather it won a prize at 

the Abbey Park Show some time back. Technically NR4342 still belongs to me, but I 

have no idea as to its whereabouts now. As to where my P J Stallard racer went (10 

Campagnolo gears, I recall), I sold it for a fiver! Water under the bridge. I still keep 

up contact with Richard McMorran, and hear occasionally from one or two others, 

including Phil Curtis, otherwise zilch, unless you count Andy Howes, who is also my 

cousin. I do get back to the UK once a year or so - was there for 3 weeks in 

thesummer last year, and ready to come back after a week. Intend to stay here in 

SIngapore for another year max; am having house built in Thailand - on a golf course. 

No interest in golf, but has large 'lawn' I don't have to mow, as well as security for my 

wife when I am away (about 30% of the year). Just thought I'd put you straight on the 

Norton, and comment about the Redex contact. 

End Of OWT48. Dennis J Duggan, January 29th 2006 
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REUNION 2006 
 First let me thank those of you who replied to their reunion 

invitations, whether it was to accept or decline. As always I was disappointed that so 

many people did not have the courtesy to click on 'reply', telephone or write to let me 

know their intentions. I am pleased to report the 2006 reunion was a great 

success, and we estimate between 90 - 100 people, including half a dozen ladies, 

enjoyed a day of nostalgia at Clarence House. Dr Arnold Burrows and John Stevens 

gave a talk, the memorabilia was on display, Geoff Cort had Wyvernians merchandise 

on sale, a video tape of the school film was shown and Age Concern provided a 

splendid lunch for 75 people. Every person was given a special Wyvernians key ring 

as a momento of the occasion. Tom Horton, our Webmaster, was in attendance and 

was made an Honorary Wyvernian as a gesture of thanks for his work on the web 

site. Thanks were also given to Stephanie Duggan (the only known female 

Wyvernian) Brian Screaton, Frank Smith (for his work as doorman) and Geoff Cort. 

The reunion finished at 3.45, but twenty people took advantage of the 1965 ex- 

Leicester Corporation AEC Renown which left Clarence House at 3pm for a tour of 

Leicester via Grace Road and Downing Drive. Two or three people used the bus to 

go home! Brian organised the trip, so more thanks are due to him. We can only hope 

that Clarence House will be available to us for 2007. It is a constant worry that one 

day we might lose the use of that building, as it is a very important part of the 

reunions. Meeting elsewhere would not have the same appeal for many of us. 

FROM ALAN BOTTERILL 1954-59 
 I am looking forward to the 2006 reunion, 

and hope to bump into some old mates as I have done in previous years. I enjoyed the 

visit to the old laboratories in 2005, and the talks. I always read all of OWT, and it is 

good to see contributions from my era. My time at CBS seems somewhat dull, but I 

enjoyed the experience. 

FROM ALAN PYKETT 1959-66 
 (Continuing Alan's memoirs - Ed) It is now the 

summer of 1961, and at the end of my second year I am reeling from a disappointing 

exam result. The start of my third year saw me take up residence in 3A, with Neil 

(sic) Kearney as form master. The syllabus now changes slightly. Handicraft, better 

known as woodwork, thankfully disappears and biology, chemistry and physics are 

taught as separate subjects instead of coming under the umbrella of general science. 

To my great surprise the start of this third year saw my appointment as a junior 

prefect. The first half of the autumn term passed normally, and I was 18th in the halfterm 

order. Then something quite remarkable happened. I was possibly the only lad 

in the class without a television at home. This had not troubled me before, but it was 

now beginning to get to me and that must have filtered through to my parents. 

Imagine, then, my surprise when arriving home for lunch on the day prior to half-term 
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break to find a TV in what we called the living room (In our house we called it the 

living room as well. We also had dinner at lunchtime and tea at dinner time. Supper 

was a light snack before bed - Ed) You might recall that Founder's Day was held just 

before that half-term, and I was desperate for the ceremony to finish so I could get 

home and watch TV there for the first time. But before that pleasure my father issued 

a stern warning. ' If it affects your school work it's going straight back.' 'Yes, Dad,' I 

replied. He need not have worried. My half-term positions for the rest of the year 

were 3rd, 1st, 2nd and 1st, with an exam position of 2nd compared to 20th the 

previous year. A huge turning point in my academic career - and was it down to 

television? I don't know, but if not it was a remarkable coincidence! So my third 

year ended very successfully, and we now prepare to move back to Humberstone Gate 

for the fourth year - a year which is to have even greater success for me, and a much 

shorter journey to school and comparable to my first year in Lee Circle (To be 

continued - Ed) 

OBITUARY 
 Albert Ecob 1937-39 

FROM GERALD RIMMINGTON 1941-48 
 (This item was written in response to 

a query from a researcher in [I think] Cambridge - Ed) The school was officially 

opened in 1919, and named The City Boys School to celebrate Leicester's gaining of 

city status. It had its antecedents, however. Since 1880 there had been a Pupil 

Teacher Centre in Leicester, and there were hopes its status could be raised to that of 

Teacher Training College. Robert Morant, at the Education Department in London, 

would not agree with that, but did agree that Leicester needed another secondary 

school. So the Newarke Secondary School appeared in 1908. It was a mixed local 

authority school, with boys and girls kept separate. The boys were taken from there 

in 1919 to form the City Boys School, which initially was located in the premises of 

the defunct Great Meeting (Unitarian) School but there was no religious affiliation. 

However the first headmaster, Francis Gater, was an Anglican clergyman. 

FROM JEFF CHAPMAN 1953-59 
 This item is in response to an item from 

Malcolm Davies (1959-66) in OWT45. Malcolm writes he was somewhat peeved the 

move to Humberstone Gate prevented him from witnessing the winding down of 

activities at the station in Great Central Street. I wonder how many CBS pupils in the 

fifties and sixties were trainspotters. In those days the label was a neutral one, used 

mainly for juveniles with an interest in railways. Today, however, it has a somewhat 

negative connotation. It conjures up a vision of an 'anorak' on a station platform with 

notebook and pen in hand. As I still have a keen interest in railways, though my 

activities are now mainly photographic, I prefer to call them 'rail enthusiasts' - much 

kinder, I feel! On occasions, during the latter half of the fifties, I remember pupils 

returning from lunch with news that the Carlisle-Leicester goods had been hauled by a 

rare Jubilee-class locomotive from Carlisle (Kingmoor) depot. This news spread 

rapidly, and on the way home I would visit Beal Street, Highfields, in order to bunk 

the roundhouse - dodging the foreman and workers in the process - in order to cop 

another rare addition to my collection. Even after all these years examples of such 

Jubilee locomotives still come to mind: 45691 Orion; 45716 Swiftsure; 45728 

Defiance; 45730 Ocean. Many pupils will have fond memories of the Ian Allen ABC 
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Of British Locomotive books. These were essential for enthusiasts, but how many 

remember the ABC Of British Road Services, by the same publisher? The BRS 

vehicles were an interesting collection, and the livery colours denoted their uses. For 

example, general-purpose vans were green, and those used for meat were blue. They 

all carried the BRS crest inside a golden circle, and the disc within this circle was 

coloured to indicate the division to which the vehicle belonged. On vehicles in the 

Leicester/Leics area this was nut brown, the Midland division colour. The 

decorations on the side of the cabs were works of art in themselves. How many CBS 

pupils living in the north of the city recall seeing these vehicles at the Leicester 

Parcels Depot? This was at the side of the Great Northern station on Belgrave Road. 

FROM CLIFF DUNKLEY 1949-57 
 Peter Harrison, brother of Bernard (1949-56) 

has advised me that some kind of event to commemorate Bernard is planned for 

Saturday May 6th. This will probably take place in the Bristol/South Wales area. No 

further details at present. Bernard passed away in August 2005 (The letter from Cliff 

is dated January 23rd 2006 - Ed) 

FROM HAROLD COATES 1944-51 
 (Continuing Harold's contribution to 

OWT48 - Ed) Not so Mr Wheater, when he arrived at the school with one arm and 

one leg in plaster. At that time I was in 3B, and our form room doubled as the 

detention room. Quite appropriate really, as we had become quite a rowdy and illdisciplined 

class. Mr Wheater was to prove a popular and effective teacher, but his 

injuries - the result of a motorcycle accident - made him appear ludicrous and fair 

game. On one occasion a form member produced a coil of very fine black wire, and 

during the lunch hour several of us used it to wire up the classroom. From our desks 

we could make the waste paper basket rotate, the cupboard doors open and close, and 

the window cords stand at an angle to the wall. Poor old Mr Wheater, taking his first 

lesson after lunch, took some time to work out what was going on. Perhaps he 

thought he had imbibed one too many at lunchtime! But advancing down the aisles 

he discovered the wires and, of course, the culprits on the end of them. One 

observation on the matter. This trick was typical of many during my schooldays. It 

was well thought out, non-malicious and did not damage person or property. When I 

began teaching in a boys' Secondary Modern this sort of thing never happened. There 

was bad behaviour, both in and out of class, but it was never clever - usually only 

bloody-minded. One common 'trick' at the end of term was to go through the boys' 

cycle rack to remove the valves and throw them away. I couldn't understand that. It 

would have made more sense if they had let down the tyres in the staff car park. One 

memory concerning Mr Beaumont, who at that time had not acquired a nickname. 

When I was in the sixth form Mr Beaumont was our History tutor and required us to 

produce an essay every week, alternating between English and European history. One 

of our group was notorious for not having them ready on time, and he developed a 

remarkable technique to stave off retribution. Mr Beaumont was of Irish descent, and 

had very strong feelings about that nation's ill-treatment by the English. Frost (can't 

recall his first name) always managed to raise the Irish question. Whatever topic Mr 

Beaumont was discussing Frost, by judicious questioning, diverted him onto that 

subject then used verbal prodding to rouse him so much he sometimes climbed onto 

the master's desk to harangue us about the iniquities of the English. Frost thus usually 

managed to reach the end of the lesson with Mr Beaumont so emotional he usually 
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forgot to collect the homework. 

FROM LAURIE FORD 1962-66 
 I felt moved to write in response to Rod King's 

contribution in OWT 46, where he clearly showed that City Boys was not to his 

taste. I accept his view that it is easy to remember the past through rose-tinted glasses. 

But I have to say that having experienced a different grammar school (Northampton 

Town & County Boys Grammar) from the end of the 4th form onwards there was no 

comparison. I was a 'B' streamer throughout my time at City Boys, though in the first 

year I should have been in the 'A' stream; a mix up caused by there being two Fords. 

However in that first year in the 'B' stream there were still many brighter than me, 

and after that first year I'm sure there was further streaming for some. Possibly 

promotion to the Alpha stream ,or maybe relegation to the 'B' stream. Moving on 

through the school years in the 'B' stream I found to be actually helpful. I was able to 

improve and do quite well without being disheartened by the really bright lads. Nor 

did I ever feel the staff looked down on us in the 'B' stream. There were undoubtedly 

some staff who were not over-impressed with us, but I think they adopted that 

approach fairly even-handedly. It also seems to be somewhat paradoxical that Rod 

King still feels sufficiently indignant to write and express such negative views, but 

nevertheless addresses them to the Old Boys newsletter (which presumably he 

subscribes to) when he feels the school did little for him. 

FROM WILLIAM SNOW 1935-39 
 Ken Callis and I left CBS in August 1939, and 

found a representative of Reid and Seigrist asking us to begin work next day! We had 

both signed up as apprentice instrument makers. Ken did so, but as I had booked a 

week at the school camp at Aber, Wales, I started a week later. We received 16/8d 

per week, and worked from 8am to 6pm Monday to Saturday. Within three months 

we were working from 8am to 8pm seven days per week. Ken served his full term, 

with a degree in Engineering. After nine months on permanent nights, 8pm to 8am, I 

managed to obtain a release from my apprenticeship and spent the next five years 

seeing a lot of the world - and getting paid for it - courtesy of the Royal Navy. At the 

age of 82 I purchased a computer, and after a crash course in word processing my 

wife and I are almost computer literate. 

FROM HOWARD TOON 1951-58 
 I have left an entry in the Visitors' book on 

the CBS web site. This was motivated by my friend of the past 60 years - Eddie 

Blount. My days at the school were not happy ones, and I cannot help but feel my 

life could have turned out very differently. However it can hardly have turned out 

any better and I am proud of both my sons, who went to Oxford, and now have cause 

for great satisfaction. I have no grounds for whingeing. My own end-of-school 

career guidance from Major E J W Bell (R'td) must be amongst the shortest on 

record. It went something like this: 'Next! Name?' 'Toon, Sir. ' 'Ah, yes, well you 

have just done 2 years in the Science VIth, you had better go to Leeds University and 

do Engineering. Next!' I have often wondered whether any contemporary members 

of staff attend the re-unions, as I may well benefit from hearing an alternative slant 

to the one I recall. I shall always be grateful to Mr Willan, who recognized my 

potential and successfully put me forward for the Mrs J Pick prize for Diligence. 

May he rest in peace. 
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I was at the school from September 1951 to June 1958 before moving on to Leeds 

University. Don Whitbread seemed to be known as Aunty Gritty in my year but I 

think that was based on Integrity, which he held in high esteem. My teachers as I 

recall were Bill Bruin - Maths, (who had previously taught my own father), George 

Franey - English, Nelly Witts - ?, Scott and Herr Hantusch - German, Mr Willan - 

Biology, Percy Sid Phillips - Physics, Mr Guy - Chemistry, Jock Gilman - P.E., 

Bill Bufton - Deputy Head, Messrs Pedley and Major E J W Bell Ret'd ('Never 

worry about the Arabs, lads - they are always fighting amongst themselves') - 

successive Headmasters, Mr Wardle and WAG Pace - Geography, Herr Baum - 

German, who incidentally said that my gutteral Belgrave accent was the closest he 

had heard to natural German since his arrival in the U.K, Mr Brushe and Mr Sweet - 

had heard to natural German since his arrival in the U.K, Mr Brushe and Mr Sweet - 

French, one of whom screamed at me for 'deliberately winding him up' when I was 

doing my honest best to pronounce French the way he was trying to teach 

me, Nobby Clarke - Maths, Spiv Beaumont, Horse Remington and Owen Bob 

Ferrous Roberts - Applied and Pure Maths respectively, Ron Smith - Current 

Affairs, Bill Sykes - Music, after which I remember no others. 

FROM BRIAN C WELLS 1940-45 
 I think a lot of us wonder where most of 

our class mates went to, having been such a big part of our lives for 5 or six years. I 

have only spoken to four or five in the last sixty years. Harold Coates wondered 

what happened to his prefect contemporaries. Well I passed this on to Alan 

Suffolk, who he mentioned, and he rang to say he spent some time teaching in Bull 

Smith's old lab, but not chemistry. Charles Keene college took it over after the 
move to Downing Drive. He said it was later condemned as a fire hazard, as it only 

had one exit. All those years we used it without a care in the world. Hey ho. 

Getting back to chemistry lessons... In the first year my pal and I learned how to 

make gunpowder, which we would set off in various ways - one being wrapping it 

in silver foil and placing on the tram track. Quite good in the dark! I remember 

hitting it with a hammer in the back yard... how the hammer missed me and the 

bedroom window I do not know. My bedroom ceiling still had the stain from an 

experiment that went wrong on the day I left to get married. A little learning can be 

a dangerous thing. Fun though!! 

FROM TOM WILLIAMSON 1946-51 
 I take this opportunity to express a few 

thoughts on Wyvernians. I would be particularly interested to know what ex-pupils 

did with their lives after leaving school - what careers did they pursue, and where 

did they live? Of my classmates I know that Joe Melia became an actor, Frank 

Hutchings a padre, Peter Harrison a headmaster and Jack Chaplin a teacher, but the 

rest? Could members be encouraged to write about their lives after CBS? I'm sure 

this would spark some interest. I belong to another Old Comrades organisation, the 

Northern Rhodesia Police Association, which was formed when Zambia became 

independent in 1964. The youngest member is now in his early 60's, and several 

are in their 80's. Despite this, membership around the world has actually increased 

in the last couple of years. Existing members were urged to contact any excolleagues 

they knew who had never joined the association, and to encourage them 

to join. Many did so. Like Wyvernians annual reunions are held, both in the UK 

and South Africa, and these take place at a hotel over the weekend of the AGM, and 
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various sporting and social functions and a semi-formal dinner are organised. In 

addition informal gatherings are held on a regular basis in regional centres such as 

the north of England and the West Country, New Zealand, Perth WA, Natal and the 

Cape in South Africa. This ensures that close contact is maintained , especially 

between those who cannot travel to the AGM's for one reason or another. In 

addition if any member visits a foreign country the locals lay on a lunch or drinks 

party where he or she can meet old friends. We also produce twice-yearly 

newsletters in the UK and South Africa. Is there any scope for this kind of thing in 

Wyvernians? There must be numbers of our members living in such cities as 

Sydney or Cape Town, and in various parts of the UK. If so, do they know of the 

existence of their former schoolmates in that place and would they like to meet up 

them with occasionally? Just an idea. (There have been several suggestions that 

Wyvernians activities be expanded in the way Tom suggests, but none have ever 

come to fruition - Ed) 

FROM ALUN FISHER 1964 71 
 As a middle-of-the-road 'A' stream pupil my 

CBS memories are happy ones, despite a vast number of detentions. These were 

reflected by Bill Mann in one of my reports; as head of Charnwood House he 

expressed his supreme displeasure at my record. I mostly enjoyed the sporting 

opportunities and the large school dinners rather than my academic achievements, 

which were very limited. In one OWT there is an item reviewing members of the 

football team, and this mentions my best friend was Ma Randall, the cook at 

Downing Drive. I would like to have attended Brian Scott's 40th anniversary. Mr 

Scott taught me RE, as did Richard Gill in my 'A' level years. I spent many happy 
hours being taught by the latter in the small book-room at the back of a classroom. 

I wonder if Brian Scott still has the framed picture of Tom Graveney executing one 

of his divine cover drives. It was presented to him when he left Downing Drive. 

FROM TREVOR HILL 1953-57 
 One of the last acts in the 1957 Christmas 

concert was a vocal/instrumental group in which I played guitar. I've forgotten the 

other members, and can't remember if we had a name. I also appeared solo and 

sang two Elvis songs, Teddy Bear and Paralysed, after which my pop career went 

rapidly downhill. 

FROM DAVID JINKS 1938-1943 
 After being constantly chided by my son, 

Chris, I have at last put pen to paper with a few reminiscences which may jog the 

memories of some of my generation. My first day at CBS was unfortunate, as I 

decided in a stupid moment to ignore the last flight of stairs into the entrance hall 

and slide down the banister. As I reached the bottom, a certain gentleman named 

Mr Crammer (the headmaster) was waiting. He asked me if that was my usual way 

of descending the stairs. After he warned me about school discipline I slunk off 

with a face like a beetroot! The article from Donald Harmer regarding our 

Chemistry master Bull Smith brought back immediate memories of the day he 

plucked three hairs from my head and proceeded to heat them in a test tube. He 

then dictated for us to write in our exercise books as follows : 'We heated a piece of 

Jinks in a test tube. An obnoxious gas was given off.' Woe betide any boy who 

laughed. Each week I looked forward to the so-called swimming instruction at 
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Vestry Street baths. The instruction to non-swimmers was to jump in, do some arm 

movements and hopefully keep afloat. Quite a few of us could already swim, so we 

had great fun using the diving boards at the deep end. After drying ourselves we 

were supposed to return immediately to school for the next period. However a few 

of us ran to the hot dog stall which was opposite The Three Cranes public house 

and bought our twopenny offering. In retrospect I shudder to think what concoction 

of 'meat' went into those sausages, bearing in mind there was only a meagre ration 

of fresh meat per week. I think I will leave the answer to your imagination! We 

then called at a nearby shop which sometimes sold broken biscuits. That was a real 

treat, as biscuits were also in short supply. My first form master was Mr. Hancock, 

nicknamed Eric the Scruff, a very genial teacher with a good sense of humour. We 

thought him very amusing, as he used a tie to hold up his trousers. I'm sure there 

wasn't a shortage of leather during the war! I was sorry when he was called up for 

the Armed Forces. Mr. Sibson took me for Maths in the third form. I have never 

seen such neat writing on a blackboard, with straight and beautifully-formed letters 

and figures. In 1942/3 we had an influx of lady teachers - one of two were quite 

pretty, and we all had ideas above our station. The older ladies were obviously not 

used to dealing with young boys, and the detention book told its own story. Dr. 

Majut, who had a very guttural accent, taught us German. Without fail, his first 

words on entering the classroom were 'Get out your veak werbs.' He never 

managed his V's and W's correctly. He had a long scar down one cheek which 

made him look very fierce, but he was a real gentleman. Many boys cycled to 

school each day and used the cycle racks at the front of the main entrance. Each 

term it was the duty of certain prefects to give each cycle an MOT safety check. 

This comprised examining front and rear lamps, brake functioning and tyre tread. 

This latter item was often ignored as it was very difficult to obtain new tyres, 

because the priority for rubber was given to army vehicles. One boy, a year older 

than me who was called the mad inventor, rode to school with a car steering wheel 

fitted to his bike instead of his handlebars. This innovation eventually passed the 

test after a somewhat heated debate! The CBS was the first school to carry out 

these inspections, and also ruled that you must not carry a passenger on your 

crossbar even though the police turned a blind eye. Finally, I was very pleased to 

meet Alan Lancashire at the 2005 reunion - not having seen him since 1943. I 

hope that some more of my generation will turn up this year. 

FROM DR ARNOLD BURROWS 1957-68 
 I notice the reference to the Bell 

family properties in St.Saviour's Road. I have no idea how many houses they 

owned there, but I do know that EJWB spent his boyhood in one of them. He went 

to Kings College, London from there and after graduation in Modern Languages 

decided to study Law and was eventually called to the Bar. It has always puzzled 

me that he did not stick to that profession , but instead became a member of staff at 

The Trinity School of John Whitgift (Croydon) I recall he had a photograph of the 

old building on his desk at Humberstone Gate, but you probably know the site was 

later leased for commercial purposes and the proceeds were used to build the two 

new Whitgift Schools. The new Trinity School has a wonderful swimming pool, 

and it was Mr Bell's connection that brought about the visits to Croydon (and viceversa) 

by the CLBS swimming teams. I recall that he was particularly friendly with 

the master who ran the swimming teams, but his name escapes me! 
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FROM GEOFF MANCHESTER 1961-66 
 I recall Wally Wardle reading out the 

first detention list following my arrival at Elbow Lane; it was during assembly. 

'Halls, Needham, Needham again.' At this point Wally stopped and whipped off his 

reading glasses. He scanned the hall, presumably looking for Needham. I believe 

this was the Dave Needham who went on to become a professional footballer. 

Some masters issued many detentions, others very few or none at all. They used 

other punishments; perhaps impositions or a slap round the head. Bill Sykes issued 

detentions on a regular basis. As I recall he would take a bundle of papers from the 

inside pocket of his jacket, these being held together by an elastic band. He wrote 

the offender's name on one of these papers, which were returned to his pocket. I 

noticed that many of these detentions never found their way onto the official list, 

and wondered whether Bill forgot about them or if it was a bluff to keep the culprits 

in line. 

FROM PAUL BOND 1950-55 
 A few issues back I expressed less-thanenthusiastic 

feelings towards Bill Sykes. This was picked up by (I think) Tom 

Williamson (I haven't checked - Ed) Whoever it was did not think my sort of 

contribution should be encouraged, whatever that means. Fortunately our editor 

does not believe in censoring OWT, for which many thanks. School - any school - 

is not all jolly hockey sticks and japes. Often it is quite the opposite. Any 

collection of memories has a duty, if it is to be of any value, to report on the full 

range of experiences of its contributors. Just occasionally the rose-coloured 

cosiness needs a drop of vinegar (to mix metaphors) to redress the balance. Be that 

as it may, I have shot my bolt and will not make a habit of being negative. 

However, I do feel the principle is worth stating (The matter of censoring OWT has 

been discussed more than once. The only items I will not publish are those which 

are libellous or hurtful. Otherwise I feel that everyone is entitled to his opinion, 

though I might or might not agree with the views expressed - Ed) 

FROM TONY WAKEFIELD 1951-56 
 David Gordon's letter in OWT46 

brought back a few memories. I was at CBS from 1951-1956, the same as David 

and alsoTony Pike. The names are unfamiliar, but I would probably recognise them 

in school photos. I remember Dave Welch, and I was a good friend of Roy 

Townsend. I even shared a cell with him! In the summer of 1955 I was invited to 

go on holiday with Roy and family to Pevensey Bay. As the family car couldn't 

take all of us and the luggage, Roy and I decided to cycle there.We started out very 

early in the morning and got to Eastbourne late that night. As we were too tired to 

carry on we settled down in one of the prom shelters, only to be woken up in the 

early hours by a policeman shining a torch in our faces. After assuring him we 

were not vagrants (was vagrancy a crime in those days?) we were told to follow the 

police car to the local nick and were given a cell to sleep in for what was left of the 

night and kicked out in the morning without even a cup of tea. We eventually 

found Roy's family, who were wondering where we had got to. On the way back 

home we broke our journey, staying in London overnight at a relative's house. The 

thing I remember most about that trip was that I had a sore rear for some time! I 

never cycled that far again (The cycling feats undertaken by boys in the fifties and 

prior never cease to amaze me. It is difficult to imagine today's generation tackling 
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such long trips. Last month I cycled 30 miles in one day and was absolutely 

shattered. Mind you, I am 58 and out of training! - Ed) 

FROM DEREK COLE 1950-58 
 I have a photo showing four young stalwarts 

carrying a Christmas tree for the staff/sixth form dance in December 1956. This 

was the year of the Suez crisis, and there was insufficient fuel to collect the tree 

from Newtown Linford. One group carried it from there to somewhere near Gilroes 

cemetery, then the four in the photo took over. They are Tony Baxter, Eddie 

Blount, Derek Cole and ? Jordan. The picture was taken by the Leicester Mercury 

just after we had almost put the tree through the window of Dean & Dawson, near 

the Clock Tower. I seem to remember the dance was quite a success for me, as my 

then-girlfriend was quite a looker. 

About nicknames. Reference to Wally Wardle seems quite wrong. He was always 

The Count; his billowing gown as he sped through the school reminded us of 

Dracula. R R Pedley was Chief Grease (I think from his slicked-down hair) and 

Mr Remington was Seedy or Horse. Anyone remember Spiv Beaumont, who taught 

History? He was my form master in 3 Alpha. Lee Circle came into the possession 

of CBS during my time, though I can't recall having lessons there. I do remember 

the playground was surrounded by six feet high chestnut palings; I think we knew 

what it felt like to be a POW in Stalag X1 or whatever. I believe it had been a 

British Restaurant during the war. Elbow Lane was after my time - it belonged to 

Gateway Girls then (From whence came the looker I mentioned earlier) 

Mention may have been made of Mr Grundy, the porter, who strode through the 

school ringing a brass handbell to mark the end of lessons. He lived in the porter's 
lodge, by the main entrance in Clarence Street. His wife dished up the potatoes in 

the canteen ('One lump or two?') He it was who supplied the key so four of us 

could enter the school on the night of speech day. From under the stage we 

screwed the Head's chair to the floor, with the arms jammed against the table. Next 

morning at assembly the chair was immovable, and he was unable to sit down. The 

Head strode out, and his place was taken by Gruff Bufton, who gave the school a 

memorable dressing down. I don't know what he did to the Germans on the western 

front, but he scared me rigid! On a more serious note I remember the whole school 

being called to the hall in February 1952 where Mr R R Pedley, the Head, announce 

the death of King George VI. On November 11th we used to have a special 

assembly, facing the school war memorial and roll of honour. We had two days off 

for the coronation. I spent the first watching TV, and on the second went to the 

Picture House to watch The Cruel Sea. The attraction was that someone said 

bloody on the screen. 

The prefects' room was on the left of the entrance hall, and had a gas fire. I 

remember Roger Peberdy and Paul Bond attempting to cook skinless sausages 

against it. They were impaled on a fork, purloined from the canteen, and held 

against the fireclay for about twenty seconds. Any longer and there was a danger of 

skin being seared from the fingers. The culinary masterpiece was offered to the 

nearest unwary prefect, who ate something akin to hot, scorched, raw sausage 

meat. Our digestions must have been stronger in those days, or maybe 1950's Ecoli 

wasn't as potent as today's version. The gas fire was set into an old fireplace, 

so the dog ends of surreptitiously-smoked cigarettes were lobbed into the space 

behind it. That was alright until the space was eventually filled, then the heat from 

the fire set the contraband alight and the authorities were alerted by the smoke from 
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the chimney. Gruff conducted an investigation. No one was named, but it was 

understood that in future anyone wishing to smoke should do so off the premises - 

or at least behind the air-raid shelter, where a blind eye could be turned. 

Those taking 'A' level history were allowed free periods at the Central Library, 

Bishop Street, where there was a complete edition of the Cambridge Modern 

History Of Europe. We were supposed to use it for research and essay writing, but 

the chief attraction was the light-operated counter by the door. If two people stood 

there casually, perhaps discussing the terms of the Treaty of Westphalia, or the role 

of the Pragmatic Sanction on History in the 1730's, a deft waving of a lowered hand 

would operate the counter. In a few minutes the number of people apparently 

visiting the library could be made to rival those at Filbert Street. 

Finally, I lived on the Saffron Lane estate (Which bit? - Ed) and caught the 25 bus 

to school. If I deviated from my direct route from the terminus in Welford Place 

(John Biggs) I could pass the Turkey Cafe just as they were roasting coffee. Not as 

good a place for ogling girls as Brucciani's, but the smell was enough to set me up 

for the day. 

FROM TREVOR LEWIN 1945-49 
 Horace Coates has shamed me into making 

a contribution, so I will add to his comments re cycles. I cannot remember the 

name of the shop at Belgrave/Argyle Street, but it was managed by Cedrick 

Clayson who was the 50 mile champion. The other specialist cycle shops during our 

school days were Bob Matthews, Upper Conduit Street, who sold his own make, 

and Geo Evans, Humberstone Road, who mainly sold Claud Butler and 

Holdsworth, and supplied me with my first track frame the year I left CBS. Sid 
Mottram, who was Belgrave/Checketts Road (but at some time he moved to 

Narborough Road, where he built a road bike for me in 1979. I still use it regularly 

for training) During the last two years of our school life we had an informal group 

who would meet on London Road and ride hell for leather to Market Harborough, 

sprinting to every 30mph sign, and finishing at Uncle Tom's cabin for tea and 

buns. Imagine it in today's traffic. One of the group was Nev Townsend, who 

sadly died at Christmas. Nev had a lovely white track iron made by Mercian which 

I drooled over ,and when I saw Nev in recent years and reminded him he said, 'I 

still have that bike and its just been resprayed.' 

FROM DAVID WIGNALL 1945-50 
 I started at City Boys School at the start 

of the Autumn Term in 1945 and left at the start of the Easter Holiday in 1950. 

From memory, after I left Granby Road Junior School in Leicester a rule was 

introduced so the Eleven Plus (as it later came to be called, for obvious reasons) 

could only be taken when you were ELEVEN!! I believe it was quashed again in a 

later year. Anyway I took it so as to be able to start at CBS when I was ten - not that 

I was the only one. I went into form 1 Alpha, there being no 2 Alpha, into 3 Alpha, 

4 Alpha and 5 Alpha. In 5 Alpha the School Certificate Exam was taken. If you had 

plans for further education, and passed, you moved into 6th Arts or 6th Science. If 

you were aiming to leave asap you went into 6th Special (we called it 6th Superior, 

but I suppose we were a little biased) until reaching the age of 16 as this then was 

the leaving age for CBS. There were about seventeen of us when the Autumn Term 

of 1944 started. By Christmas some had managed 16 and so left. After Christmas 

there remained eight of us. Once Easter arrived, five of those were due to leave, 
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leaving three. We went to see Mr Crammer, the then headmaster and put it to him 

that we would all like to leave at Easter as we would be 16 by then (in the case of 

my co-pupils) and 15 in my own case, which was the legal school-leaving age. By 

so doing not only would this let us out into the wider world but there would be no 

requirement for him to provide tuition/supervision for three lads for one further 

term, and for one only (me) for a further two. As with the eleven plus being only 

possible once eleven years of age was reached, so the School Certificate was also 

pegged so as to be taken by sixteen year olds; there would be no 'refilling' of 6th 

Special in the future. Anyway he agreed. I have a brother, Alan, who also went to 

CBS. 

FROM LES OSWIN 1935-39 
 I enjoyed Don Harmer's item in OWT47, though I 

don't remember him. I particularly like the thumb-nail sketches of the Head and 

masters, as these invariably include snippets we had forgotten or never knew. I had 

to smile at the reference to those unfortunate pupils who reported to the secretary 

each term for a hand-out. I was one, waiting with a sheepish look. It was a 

charitable donation from school funds for families experiencing problems in 

purchasing essential items of equipment not provided by the school. I have a vague 

recollection of one such hand-our, about 25/-, being used to buy a pair of PT 

slippers (as we called them) Don gave a good account of our short sojourn at 

Wyggy Boys in November and December 1939 on alternate mornings and 

afternoons. During those half-days I was not chained to a desk I earned a few bob 

by making deliveries for a local grocer. I used a bike with a small front wheel and a 

wicker basket. I have previously referred to the school Honours Board(s) Can 
anyone list the names in OWT? It is unlikely I shall be able to do so. I would have 

known one or two, and would expect Dave Neal, Doug Ford, Norman Yates and 

Ben Bingley to be included. I occupied Ben's chair at the LRI after he volunteered 

(Can anyone undertake to make a list of the names? I understand the boards are at 

Downing Drive - Ed) 
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Carter, 40-7, 45-3, 47-10 
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6, 47-9, 48-6, 49-3 
Clifford, 45-6 
Coalville, 40-3 
Coates, 40-1, 42-1, 42-9, 43-

8, 44-2, 44-4, 47-3, 48-7, 
49-5, 49-10 

COATES, 40-5, 44-7, 46-5, 
48-3, 48-7, 49-3 
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Cope, 40-4, 43-6, 48-7, 48-

8, 48-10 
COPE, 47-3, 48-7 
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49-3, 49-5 
Harrow, 42-1 
Harry, 41-4 
HARRY, 44-2 
Hart, 41-4 
Hastings, 42-3, 44-5 
Havana, 41-4 
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Hawaiian, 40-2 
Haymarket, 48-3 
Headley, 44-6 
Headmaster, 40-6, 40-7, 42-

5, 43-4, 45-6, 45-7, 48-3, 
48-6, 49-5 

Headmasters, 49-5 
Heads, 45-6 
Healey, 41-2 
HEALEY, 40-3 
Heighington, 48-10 
Henderson, 44-2, 45-7 
HENDERSON, 41-3, 42-7, 

46-6, 48-3 
Henry, 40-1, 41-3 
Henrys, 40-6 
Hercules, 48-3 
Herman, 47-5 
Hermine, 45-4 
Hertfordshire, 42-3, 42-9 
Heulwen, 40-1, 47-1 
Hewitt, 46-6 
Hickson, 43-10 
Highfields, 49-2 
Hill, 40-7, 42-3, 43-6, 44-2, 

47-10, 48-7 
HILL, 49-6 
Hillborough, 44-2 
Hinckley, 43-9, 43-10, 46-7 
Hoch, 45-7 
Holden, 40-6 
Holdsworth, 40-1, 49-10 
Hollywood, 45-4 
Holyoake, 43-10 
Homework, 40-7 
HOMINORUM, 46-6 
Hope, 42-4, 43-7, 47-4 
Horning, 42-2, 44-5 
Houghton-On-The-Hill, 45-3 
Howard, 40-5, 40-7, 41-6, 

42-2, 42-3, 43-10, 44-5, 
45-3, 46-6, 47-10, 48-7 

HOWARD, 41-2, 49-4 
Howerd, 40-2 
Howes, 45-5, 48-11 
HOWES, 43-10 
HUBBARD, 42-5 
Huddersfield, 43-10 
Humphrey, 44-6, 45-3 
Hunt, 44-3, 47-10 
Hurd, 45-3 

Hutchens, 41-3 
Hutchings, 47-3, 48-8, 49-5 
HUTCHINGS, 42-9 
Hutchinson, 40-3, 40-6, 41-

2, 42-4, 44-5 

~~~I~~~ 
Ingall, 47-10 
Iniskilling, 45-1 
Inter-Vic, 44-6 
Iona, 46-6, 47-2 
IONA, 47-9 
Iota, 47-2 
IOTA, 47-9 
Irish, 49-3 
Irons, 41-3, 44-3 
Isaac, 45-8, 46-4 
Isetta, 45-3 
Islam, 40-7 
Island, 42-5 
ITMA, 45-1 
Ivor, 40-5, 40-7, 43-10 

~~~J~~~ 
Jackson, 43-9 
JACKSON, 40-2, 43-6, 44-2, 

47-2 
Jags, 44-3 
Jaguar, 45-3 
Jake, 40-5, 47-4 
JAKE, 45-5, 47-4 
James, 40-4, 47-5, 48-6 
Jamie, 42-9 
Jardin, 47-5 
Jarvis, 45-4 
JASPER, 45-7 
Jeeves, 40-7, 43-9, 46-6, 46-

7, 48-3 
Jeff, 40-6 
JEFF, 41-5, 49-2 
Jeffcoate, 40-3 
Jeffcote, 45-4 
Jefferson, 40-7, 45-4 
Jeffrey, 41-5 
JELLEY, 43-2 
Jephcott, 45-4 
Jepson, 42-3 
Jinks, 40-4, 40-6, 42-7, 42-8, 

44-5, 49-6 
JINKS, 40-1, 46-7, 49-6 
Joan, 43-2, 44-1 

Joanna, 42-8 
Johnny, 46-6, 46-7 
Jones, 42-2, 42-4, 45-8 
Joseph, 45-3, 45-5 
Josh, 40-7, 45-3 
Joyce, 45-6, 48-6 
JOYCE, 42-7 
Jubilee-class, 49-2 
Julian, 44-4, 45-4 
JULIAN, 44-4 

~~~K~~~ 
K.Hutchins, 42-2 
Kate, 41-3 
Kathe, 45-4 
Kaye, 42-9, 47-3 
Kearney, 42-4, 49-1 
Kearsey, 40-7 
Keen, 41-2, 47-4 
Keenan, 41-2 
Keene, 43-2, 49-5 
Keith, 41-2, 42-9, 43-6, 45-

6, 46-6, 47-4, 47-9, 48-7 
KEITH, 42-5, 43-2, 46-7 
KELHAM, 40-3, 43-7 
Kennedy, 45-2 
Kenneth, 48-8 
Ken's, 44-5 
Kershaw, 44-3 
Kevin, 46-1 
King, 47-3, 47-6, 47-9, 48-8, 

49-4, 49-9 
KING, 46-5 
Kingmoor, 49-2 
Kings, 41-2, 49-7 
Kirby, 44-3 
KIRK, 43-10 
Kitchen, 40-3, 41-5, 42-8, 

43-9, 47-2 
KNIGHT, 41-2 
Knipton, 41-6, 42-2, 44-3 
KNOWLES, 48-6 
Korea, 41-5 
Krefeld, 40-1, 41-3 

~~~L~~~ 
L.P.'s, 46-3 
Laing, 40-3 
Lambrettas, 45-3 
Lancs, 44-4 
Launde, 41-4, 48-5 
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Laurel, 42-4, 44-2 
Leake, 44-7 
LEAKE, 42-8, 48-6 
Leaman, 44-2 
Leamington, 45-1 
Leavis, 45-4 
Leicester/Leics, 49-3 
Leicester-born, 46-4 
Leicesterians, 45-4 
Leicesters, 44-4 
LESTER, 48-10 
Letts, 48-8 
Lewin, 45-4, 47-10 
LEWIN, 49-10 
Lewis, 42-1, 45-2, 45-3, 46-

2, 46-3, 47-1, 47-10 
Leys, 43-10 
Lido, 44-5 
Lincolnshire, 40-3, 46-1, 48-

4 
Line, 47-7 
Lineker, 41-2 
Linford, 47-3, 47-7, 49-9 
LINNELL, 43-2, 46-5 
Little, 43-9, 47-1 
Llanfair, 42-6 
Locomotive, 49-3 
Lodge, 47-7 
Longland, 41-6 
Longslade, 40-6 
Lord, 42-5, 47-2, 48-7 
Loughborough, 40-5, 40-6, 

41-1, 44-5, 46-5, 46-6 
Louis, 40-3 
Lovatt, 41-6 
Lumley, 42-8 
Lutterworth, 41-5 
Lycidas, 41-3 

~~~M~~~ 
Mablethorpe, 47-7 
MacHardy, 47-10 
Machin, 42-6 
MACHIN, 42-7, 46-4 
Maisey, 45-8 
MAISEY, 45-7 
Major's, 44-4 
Majut, 40-7, 45-4, 49-7 
Makarios, 48-4 

Malcolm, 40-6, 42-1, 43-11, 
45-7, 46-3, 46-4, 46-5, 
48-3, 48-11, 49-2 

MALCOLM, 43-4, 44-3, 45-2, 
46-2, 47-7 

Mallett, 43-1, 43-2, 44-1 
Mallett/Bish/Canon, 43-1 
Mander, 48-8 
MANGER, 48-3 
Mann, 40-6, 41-1, 41-4, 42-

7, 44-5, 44-7, 44-8, 45-1, 
46-3, 47-6, 48-3, 48-6, 
48-7, 48-8, 48-10, 49-6 

MANN, 42-4, 43-3, 44-1, 45-
1, 46-1, 47-1, 47-5, 48-1 

Manny, 41-1 
Manser, 44-5, 45-3 
MANSER, 45-3 
Manson, 42-4 
Maramba, 48-5 
Margaret, 42-4, 46-6, 47-9 
Marian, 48-8 
Mark, 46-4 
Markham, 40-7, 42-7, 45-4, 

46-7, 47-10, 48-3 
MARKHAM, 40-5, 45-6, 47-8 
Marney, 47-4 
Martins, 43-11 
MARTYN, 48-10 
Marylebone, 48-11 
Massey, 45-3 
Mathematicians, 47-2 
Mathematics, 42-8 
Matlock, 46-4 
Matthews, 40-7, 42-2, 49-

10 
MATTHEWS, 42-6 
Mavis, 46-6 
Mawby, 40-4 
Mazey, 48-7 
McFayden, 41-2 
McHardy, 40-7 
McMorran, 48-11 
McNally, 44-3 
Mearns, 40-7, 41-6, 42-2 
Mecca, 44-5 
Mech, 47-4 
Melbourne, 40-4, 45-5, 47-4 
Melia, 44-3, 46-3, 49-5 
Mellor, 45-3, 47-8 
MELLOR, 41-5, 46-4, 48-11 

Melton, 44-1, 45-1, 46-2 
Mercer, 40-4, 40-7, 41-1, 

41-6, 42-2, 43-3 
MERCER, 45-7, 48-6 
Mercian, 49-10 
Michael, 40-3, 41-4, 41-5, 

42-8, 42-9, 43-9, 45-7, 
46-3, 47-2 

MICHAEL, 43-5, 45-3 
Michelle, 44-5 
Mick, 40-5, 44-2, 44-5, 46-3, 

48-1 
MICK, 42-3 
Micky, 43-1, 43-2, 44-1 
Middlesex, 46-3 
Mike, 40-1, 40-6, 44-7, 48-

10 
MIKE, 45-5 
Mill, 44-5 
Miller, 45-3 
Millfield, 46-1 
Milligan, 46-2 
Milnes, 48-11 
Mini, 48-2 
Minis, 44-3 
Minor, 41-5 
Mitchell, 41-3 
Mitre, 42-1 
Moby, 45-3 
Mobylette, 45-3 
Monmouth, 45-6 
Mons, 41-4 
Mont, 42-5, 47-5 
Montfort, 40-3, 41-2, 44-3, 

45-6, 46-1, 46-6, 47-1, 
47-9 

Montreaux, 47-5 
Montrose, 40-3 
Mopp, 45-1 
Morant, 49-2 
Morgan, 40-7 
Morrell, 41-3 
Morris, 41-5, 42-5, 45-2 
Moto, 44-3, 45-3 
Mottram, 49-10 
Mountsorrel, 48-11 
Muggleton, 47-5 
Munchen, 48-4 
Mundella, 46-4 
Mundesley, 48-3 
Mundsley-On-Sea, 47-7 
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Muslim, 44-5 

~~~N~~~ 
NAAFI, 41-5 
Natwest, 43-11 
Naye, 47-5 
Nazis, 40-7 
Neal, 47-4, 49-11 
Needham, 40-3, 45-2, 49-8 
Neil, 49-1 
Neill, 40-4 
Nein, 41-2 
Neots, 42-2 
Neville, 43-9, 45-1 
NEVILLE, 43-6 
Newarke, 42-2, 45-6, 46-2, 

47-6, 49-2 
Newcastle, 47-4 
NEWMAN, 44-2 
Newton, 41-3, 42-3, 42-9, 

45-1, 45-2, 45-7, 45-8, 
46-4, 47-1, 48-6 

Newtons, 42-2, 42-6, 43-10 
Newtown, 47-3, 47-7, 49-9 
Niall, 42-4 
Nicky, 44-1 
Nigel, 47-10 
Nobby, 42-9, 45-3, 49-5 
Nockels, 43-8, 44-4, 46-5 
Noel, 42-5 
Norman, 45-5, 48-10, 49-11 
NORMAN, 43-2, 43-8, 45-6 
Nortel, 47-4 
North, 42-5, 42-9, 43-2 
Northam, 44-3 
Norton, 46-5, 47-8, 48-11 
Norwich, 46-2 
Notts, 40-3 
NUJMB, 47-10 
Nuneaton, 42-4 

~~~O~~~ 
OBITUARIES, 41-3, 45-4, 48-

8 
OBITUARY, 40-3, 44-4, 47-8, 

49-2 
Offord, 42-3 
OFFORD, 43-3 
Ofstedobsessed, 41-4 
Oliver, 42-9, 44-3 
Olly, 45-4 

Ombrage, 47-5 
Organic, 44-4 
Orion, 49-2 
Ormond, 47-10 
Osborn, 47-8 
Oscar, 42-9, 48-8 
Ostend, 40-2 
Oswin, 44-5, 48-3 
OSWIN, 41-3, 42-1, 42-2, 

43-1, 44-1, 45-1, 47-7, 
49-11 

Ouse, 42-2 
Oxbridge, 41-5, 43-4 

~~~P~~~ 
Pace, 42-8, 44-6, 46-7, 49-5 
Packer, 47-6, 47-7 
Palais, 40-6 
Papworth, 45-7 
PAPWORTH, 44-5 
Paris, 47-2, 47-5 
Parish, 47-5 
PARKIN, 40-3 
Parva, 45-6, 45-8, 46-6 
PASIECZNIK, 42-7 
Patel, 46-1 
Patrick, 46-7 
Pawley, 44-4, 45-4 
PAWLEY, 44-4 
Peberdy, 49-9 
Pecker, 41-6 
Pedley, 40-7, 44-4, 46-2, 46-

6, 46-7, 47-10, 48-6, 49-5, 
49-9 

Penrose, 44-3 
Percy, 43-9, 44-6, 47-6, 47-

7, 49-5 
Perkins, 44-6 
Perth, 44-3, 45-4, 46-6, 49-6 
Pete, 40-2 
Peter, 40-3, 41-2, 42-3, 42-

7, 43-1, 43-2, 43-10, 44-1, 
44-4, 45-4, 46-7, 47-4, 
47-5, 48-3, 48-8, 49-3, 
49-5 

PETER, 40-2, 40-5, 41-2, 43-
10, 44-2, 45-6, 47-2, 47-8 

Peterborough, 42-4 
Petkoff, 48-8 
Pevensey, 49-8 
Phillips, 48-10, 49-5 

PHILLIPS, 41-5 
Phoenix, 44-8 
Physics, 40-7, 41-1, 41-2, 

42-4, 48-7, 49-5 
Pick, 49-4 
Piglet, 47-8 
Pike, 44-3, 45-2, 49-8 
Pilgrim, 41-1, 41-5, 42-8 
Pitchfork, 45-5 
Platignum, 43-11 
Playground, 46-4 
Poly, 40-3 
Pope, 43-8 
Porsches, 44-3 
Portsmouth, 44-6 
Potter, 45-5 
Powis, 40-1, 47-1 
Prebend, 45-2 
Prefect, 44-6, 46-5 
Prefects, 45-1, 47-6 
Profumo, 46-6 
Pyke, 45-2 
PYKE, 46-3 
Pykett, 40-6, 47-8, 47-11 
PYKETT, 42-6, 43-9, 46-4, 

49-1 

~~~Q~~~ 
Quink, 43-4, 45-5 

~~~R~~~ 
Radford, 40-5 
RADFORD, 42-7 
Raleigh, 48-3 
Ralph, 48-6 
Ramada, 45-4 
Randall, 49-6 
Ratcliff, 40-1, 40-6, 44-7 
Ratnett, 40-5, 41-4 
RATNETT, 41-4 
Raymond, 40-3, 45-3 
Read, 42-2, 42-5 
Redmile, 41-6 
Reece, 41-6 
Reed, 45-8 
Reedham, 43-10 
Reid, 49-4 
Remington, 49-5, 49-9 
Revie, 41-2 
Reynolds, 44-3 
Rhydderch, 40-5 
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Richard, 40-6, 43-6, 45-4, 
46-5, 47-5, 47-6, 48-6, 
48-7, 48-11, 49-6 

RICHARD, 48-6 
Richardson, 40-7, 41-6, 42-

2, 42-3, 42-4, 44-3, 44-5 
Rimmington, 47-6 
RIMMINGTON, 47-6, 48-8, 

49-2 
Roald, 46-7 
Robert, 40-4, 44-7, 49-2 
ROBERT, 42-8, 48-6 
Roberts, 41-2, 42-4, 44-4, 

44-5, 46-6, 49-5 
Roche, 48-5 
Rochers, 47-5 
Rock, 40-1, 44-1, 46-5 
ROCK, 41-1, 42-1, 43-1, 45-

1, 46-1, 47-1, 48-1, 49-1 
Rocky, 40-4 
Rodman, 48-6 
Roger, 42-4, 48-7, 49-9 
ROGER, 40-3 
Rogers, 44-3 
Rolls, 45-3, 47-7 
Rome, 48-10 
Romeos, 44-3 
Ronnie, 47-5 
Rose, 46-7 
Ross, 40-6, 48-10 
Rotherham, 48-9 
Rowland, 45-5 
Royce, 47-7 
Royces, 45-3 
Rudge, 40-4, 48-3 
Rudolf, 45-4 
Ruffle, 47-10 
Rugby, 45-7, 46-5 
Russ, 47-10 
Ryder, 47-6 

~~~S~~~ 
Saddington, 40-5 
Sadie, 41-1, 41-2, 41-4, 44-6 
Saffron, 49-10 
Salle, 47-5 
Salvation, 46-7 
SALVATOR, 46-6 
Sandhurst, 40-7, 45-1 
Satchell, 44-6 
Saviours, 47-10 

Science, 43-4, 44-3, 47-2, 
49-4, 49-10 

Scott, 41-4, 44-5, 47-5, 48-
5, 48-6, 48-10, 49-5, 49-6 

SCOTT, 47-5 
Scotty, 44-6 
Screaton, 40-1, 40-4, 44-7, 

47-3, 48-1, 48-3, 49-1 
SCREATON, 47-4 
Scripture, 40-1, 41-2, 45-5 
Seigrist, 49-4 
Shaftsbury, 42-1 
Shakespeare, 41-3, 43-8 
Sheffield, 44-4, 44-6, 45-4 
Shield, 45-5 
Shinto, 40-7 
Shoreham, 46-5 
Showground, 40-1, 47-1 
Sibson, 40-7, 49-7 
Sidney, 45-6, 48-5 
Sigma, 46-6 
Simmons, 48-8 
Simon, 41-4 
Sixth, 40-6, 43-8, 45-7, 46-5, 

47-3, 48-8, 48-9 
Skegness, 44-4, 47-7 
Slater, 47-6 
Small, 47-3 
Smith, 40-1, 40-3, 40-7, 41-

4, 41-5, 42-2, 42-4, 43-4, 
43-5, 43-9, 44-3, 44-4, 
44-7, 45-3, 45-5, 46-1, 
46-7, 47-2, 47-7, 47-10, 
47-11, 48-7, 49-1, 49-5, 
49-6 

SMITH, 40-3, 41-2, 41-5, 42-
8, 43-5 

SNOW, 49-4 
Snutch, 46-7 
Soar, 46-4 
SOAS, 46-7 
Societies, 47-2 
Solden, 45-7 
Solitaire, 42-7 
Southfields, 43-2 
Spagoni, 45-3 
Spartan, 47-7 
Spence, 40-4, 46-2, 47-6 
Spike, 46-4 
Spinney, 47-10 
Sport, 40-6, 42-3, 44-5 

Sprite, 44-3 
Spud, 44-4 
Squash, 45-7, 46-3 
St.Saviour's, 49-7 
Staff, 47-1, 48-8 
Stag, 42-1 
Stalag, 49-9 
Stallard, 46-4, 48-11 
Stan, 47-8, 48-11 
STAN, 45-2 
Steamer, 47-5 
Stephanie, 40-1, 40-4, 42-6, 

43-3, 43-6, 47-3, 49-1 
Stephen, 47-5 
Stephens, 43-4 
Steve, 45-2, 45-3, 47-8 
STEVE, 41-5, 46-4, 48-11 
Stevens, 47-8, 49-1 
Steward, 40-4, 44-4 
Stewart, 41-5, 43-11, 47-10, 

47-11 
STEWART, 41-5, 43-5 
Stokes, 44-5, 48-1 
STOKES, 42-3 
Stooking, 41-6 
Stow, 42-4 
Stratford-On-Avon, 46-1 
Strathfield, 48-5 
Stretton, 46-1 
Stuart, 41-4 
Stubbins, 45-5 
Sturmey, 47-8 
Subbuteo, 46-3 
Suez, 47-3, 49-9 
Suiff, 46-7 
SuperFlo, 42-8 
Superman, 40-3 
Sutton, 48-4 
Suzanna, 48-5 
Swain, 43-10, 46-2 
Swann, 47-10, 48-8 
Swiftsure, 49-2 
Swimming, 45-8 
Swiss, 47-5 
Sydney, 47-4, 49-6 
Sykes, 40-2, 40-5, 40-7, 41-

1, 41-2, 41-5, 41-6, 42-4, 
42-5, 43-5, 43-7, 44-3, 
45-5, 45-6, 45-7, 46-3, 
46-6, 46-7, 47-1, 47-10, 
49-5, 49-8 
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Syston, 47-6 

~~~T~~~ 
Tadcaster, 42-9 
Tasman, 45-7 
Tasmanian, 44-5 
Taylor, 40-4, 41-4, 41-6, 44-

3 
TAYLOR, 41-1, 44-3 
Tear, 44-3, 45-7 
TEAR, 41-5 
Teddy, 49-6 
Tempest, 40-6 
Terry, 42-3 
Tetley, 42-2 
Tetrathlon, 45-1, 46-1 
Theatre, 43-9, 44-8, 47-1 
Thetford, 42-4 
Thomas, 42-5, 47-6 
Thompson, 41-1, 41-2, 41-4, 

42-7, 43-6, 44-6, 45-3, 
45-4, 48-7 

Thornhill, 44-4 
Thornton, 42-4, 44-2, 46-4 
Thurcaston, 40-5 
Thurnby, 47-7 
Tich, 40-5 
Tiger, 45-3, 46-4 
Tillson, 45-6 
Tilton, 47-7 
Tinkle, 47-10 
Tomlinson, 46-1 
Tommy, 45-1, 45-4 
Tong, 41-4 
Toon, 49-4 
TOON, 49-4 
Townsend, 46-3, 48-4, 49-8, 

49-10 
Trainspotting, 48-9 
Trevor, 43-10 
TREVOR, 49-6, 49-10 
Tricycle, 40-1 
Trident, 47-8, 48-11 
Trini, 48-5 
Trinity, 49-7 
Triumph, 46-4, 47-8 
Triumphs, 44-3 
Troop, 44-2, 45-7, 46-7 
Tudor, 40-7 
Turkish, 41-4, 48-4 
Turner, 40-4, 46-1 

TURNER, 48-10 
Twickenham, 46-3 
Tyrolean, 46-2 

~~~U~~~ 
Ulverscroft, 45-7, 48-4 
Ulysses, 48-6 
Under-15, 42-3 
Uppingham, 44-2, 46-5, 47-

5, 47-7, 48-6 

~~~V~~~ 
Vale, 42-2 
Valerie, 44-6 
Vancouver, 40-3 
Velo, 46-4 
Velocette, 40-6, 45-3 
Vespas, 45-3 
Vevey, 47-5 
Vice-Chancellor, 42-5 
Victorian, 46-2 
Victors, 46-6 
Vienne, 48-5 
Vivian, 45-3 
Volkswagen, 40-2 
Vulcans, 46-6 

~~~W~~~ 
Wade, 44-2, 45-7 
Waidson, 40-7 
WAKEFIELD, 45-7, 49-8 
Wale, 42-2 
Wales, 42-5, 43-2, 48-5, 49-

3, 49-4 
Walker, 40-5 
WALKER, 45-5 
Wally, 40-1, 41-1, 41-2, 42-

3, 42-6, 42-8, 45-2, 46-2, 
46-3, 46-6, 48-10, 49-8, 
49-9 

Walter, 47-8 
Wambaugh, 45-5 
Warburton, 41-5 
Ward, 40-5 
Wardle, 40-1, 41-1, 41-2, 

42-3, 42-6, 42-8, 42-9, 
44-4, 45-2, 46-2, 46-3, 
46-6, 48-3, 48-10, 49-5, 
49-8, 49-9 

Wardley, 44-2 
Warne, 40-5 

Warren, 42-3 
Waterfield, 45-2 
Waterloo, 41-4, 44-6 
Webster, 40-1 
Welch, 49-8 
Wellington, 44-6 
WELLS, 42-3, 44-3, 49-5 
Welshman, 40-5 
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