
Below is an extract from my memoirs which I hope will jog some memories for you. In turn 
they may prompt some of you to send me your memories of me (good or bad) that may help 
to make this section more complete.  Pictures have been taken from the Mayfield School web 
site – I would be delighted with others. 

Malcolm Bell 
malcolm@belltech.co.uk 

Mayfield Secondary Modern School for Boys
 

On 9th September 1958, kitted out in a brand new white shirt, dark trousers and pristine green 
blazer with a shiny gold badge of a tree on the breast pocket I made my way through the 
streets on the mile long walk to my new school.  I was to do this walk both ways every school 
day for the next 5 years.  I met many of my friends and we were lined up in the playground 
and waited to be processed.  I was streamed in the top class and we were taken to our 
classroom on the far side of the quadrangle. We filed in and selected our desks – I sat with 
Tony Eaton.  Our teacher was Mr R E Fry (later to be known as Dick) – he was to be our 
Form Master and his subject was Religious Education.  At least I thought I had an ally here, a 
misguided notion that would not take long to prove. 

We were issued with our exercise books on which we had to write our name and our class 
number.  You would have thought that this was easy enough (unless of course you are faced 
with a form and take two or three goes to get it right).  I was lucky – I wrote my name 
correctly in the right place, it was neat and I didn’t manage to blot the cover with the black 
ink pens that were provided for use with the ‘ink pots’ in the desks.  Those not lucky enough 
to get it right found out very quickly what Mr R E Fry kept in his bottom draw.  It seemed 
that Mr Fry’s religious knowledge didn’t extend beyond the Old Testament with its fixation 
on retribution.  There weren’t many who didn’t experience the ferocity of his left hand 
swiftly winging his floppy slipper in the direction of some poor unsuspecting backside 
stretched over teachers table.  By the standards of today he would be classed as a child-
beater, charged with multiple ‘assaults by beating’, and probably paedophilia.   He would be 
hauled before the Education Department and stripped of his excellent record of teaching and 
become a ruined man.  In reality, it was just another day in the life of a 1950’s boy’s school.  
We learned a lot that day without making any academic progress. 

I survived the playground with the bigger boys picking on some of the smaller ones and 
treating them to a free hair wash in the toilets.  Bullying…….modern kids don’t know the 
meaning of the word and I never knew of one boy who was traumatised by it.  That was life 
as we knew it and you learnt to live with it.  It seemed strange at first not having any girls 
around and moving from a medium size Junior School to a school with nearly a thousand 
boys was quite a culture shock. 

In the next few weeks we realised that Mr Fry was not all that bad, Mr Browne (another RE 
teacher) was much worse and Mr Cutting the science master and ‘Jacko’ Jackson were even 
worse still.  The PE master Mr Franklin rarely used corporal punishment, he would just make 



you run round the extensive school field a few times…….  Mr Hicks, the Headmaster1, gave 
the impression of being an earthly incarnation of God.  You wouldn’t even dare to speak 
when he was present and you certainly would not have spoken to him had he not opened the 
conversation first.  There was a religious assembly every morning with the lower floor 
classes in the gymnasium and the upper floors in the library.  Mr Hicks would alternate 
between the floors on a day-to-day basis – when he took assembly there wasn’t a sound.  The 

junior classes sung more lustily then the senior boys 
who only seemed to manage a growl from the back.  
There was a bible reading from one of the RE 
teachers or prefects and then any notices for the day.  
It took 15 minutes and we filed back to our form 
rooms to pick up our books and file to the location of 
the first lesson on our timetables. 

Mr Hicks was, I recall, a much respected headmaster 
of the old school.  He was fair and just and clearly 
good at his job.  You didn’t see very much of him but 

you knew he was always there in the background. 

Secondary school had much better subjects than those in the Primary school and I quickly got 
absorbed in those that I liked.  I liked maths, general science, woodwork, metalwork, music, 
technical drawing and PE.  I never understood the rules of the English language, was 
hopeless at grammar and parsing sentences - I couldn’t see the point and I still can’t so its just 
as well I didn’t go to grammar school.  I agreed totally with Henry Ford when he proclaimed 
‘History is bunk’ although I am getting more interested now.  Geography also seemed 
pointless because it was technical stuff and not what I wanted to know about.  I am now very 
interested in geography and wish that I had been able to relate to it earlier.  Geography was 
taught by Mr ‘Jacko’ Jackson – I guess he did his best but didn’t connect with me.  He had 
one wooden leg which made him walk with a limp, and as he did so on the concrete floors 
there was a loud thud when it connected with the ground.  This was quite fortunate to us first 
years – let me explain.  The school had one main staircase on the west side of the quadrangle 
which was available for all to use.  For some reason the smaller staircase on the east side was 
reserved for staff and prefects. To go from the lower floor on the east side to the upper floor 
on the east side meant a long walk (you weren’t allowed to run either) – so naturally when no 
one was looking you would take the shortcut, if you got caught it was invariably another sore 
backside so one would proceed with caution!  Are yes, Jacko – well when you were starting 
you ascent of the prohibited staircase you were in luck if Jacko was coming down as he 
wooden leg made such a thump on each stair you could be well away before he turned the 
bend.  Mr Cutting on the other hand was a sly little man and he wore soft sole shoes so he 
could creep silently upon any poor unsuspecting felon.  On one occasion in Jacko’s lesson 
one of the boys threw a dart and it stuck in the back of Jacko’s wooden leg – he didn’t feel a 
thing and wondered why a sudden giggling went round the classroom.  I guess one of the 
teachers would have told him eventually but I wouldn’t have bet on it! 
                                                 
1 Courtesy of Mayfield School Website 

Picture 1 Mr Hicks (Headmaster), Mr Ivey 
(Deputy Head) and the notorious Mr Browne 



The library was open lunchtimes but the lower years were barred by prefects from being in 
school at lunchtimes so we didn’t get to borrow many books in the early stages, not that many 
of us either knew how or wanted to.  The library didn’t stock the books and comics that we 
were interested in viz trains, buses etc. 

Although we had a large school playing field for athletics we weren’t allowed to use it very 
often for football and rugby.  Instead we would have to walk some half a mile down 
Goodmayes Avenue to the playing fields.  There was a large wooden shed that they called 
‘changing rooms’.  It would not meet modern standards as it was quite literally just a shed.  
We boys would be piled in to get changed into our football kit and there was no privacy, let 
alone useful facilities like showers and toilets. The toilet was against the back of the hut and 
the best shower you got was when it was raining. The smell of 20 or so hot steamy young 
men was just awful and if anyone farted they were set upon big time.  

I was quite good at athletics – could win the 100 and 200 yard races but would be near the 
back for the long distance one (stamina again), but this made me good at long jump and ‘hop 
step and jump’ and I would regularly win points for my ‘house’ so when it came to getting 
volunteers for an interschool athletics meeting – in school time – my hand was one of the first 
to go up.  I was selected and put in a lot of time training.  When the lists came out I found my 
name under the ‘High Jump’.  I had been for the ‘high jump’ before many times but not often 
in athletics.  I was a tall lad, slim but not slender, rather more ‘solid’.  It still meant time off 
school so I was game for anything.  We assembled at the Cricklefield Sports Ground near the 
swimming pool and the Athletics Meet got underway.  Our take-off was from a prepared 
surface and not the grass I was used to and the landing was on a mat not a sand pit.  I took a 
keen interest in the girls doing their high jumps before the boys.  They were tall and slim, 
wearing tight T-shirts and knickers. I watched how the limbered up, ran to the bar, took off, 
rolled over the top and landed on their backs with the legs failing above them.  I followed 
every move of the walk back to their seats.  I was learning a lot and got a few tips about how 
to high jump.  When the boys turn came I acquitted myself unexpectedly well and came 
second in the jump off.  This proved to be good enough for met to be called onto the stage at 
assembly then next morning, congratulated by Mr Hicks and got a clap from the rest of the 
school – my name was now known for the right reasons and I could afford to smile when I 
next passed him in the corridor.  I was labelled a sportsman and for a while walked a couple 
of inches taller until everyone forgot and things returned to normal.  Nothing much became of 
my sporting prowess until I got to the 4th year. 

I don’t remember much about the 2nd and 3rd years – I guess I had got into the pattern of 
school life and little proved to have life changing moments.  I know that I got the dreaded Mr 
Browne for a form master one year and another the music teacher but I cannot recall which 
way round it was.  I joined the School Christian Fellowship and as such got quite friendly 
with Mr Fry – out of school I knew him as ‘Dick’.  He planned a trip out for the Fellowship 
to visit Thaxted, Essex for a function that I cannot remember.  I recall enjoying the 
experience and most of all the organ in the Baptist Church where we were based had a pipe 
organ that was pumped by a large handle sticking out of the side.  The person doing the 
pumping was also hidden from view from the congregation so this looked a good 



laugh…….guess who got picked to pump during the service?  Well it was quite easy really 
you just had to pump this lever up and down quick enough to ensure that the brass bob-
weight was always below the marker line on the case.  It was a doddle at first when the 
organist was playing quietly but when he got carried away on the last verses of the hymn 
(given that his congregation had trebled) I had to pump like mad to keep the bellows satisfied 
with air.  It didn’t take long to realise that you didn’t actually have to keep the brass weight 
over the line but just provide enough to ensure the pipes sounded…….it was a fine line, if 
you got it wrong and went too slow the sound went from ‘musical’ to ‘groaning’…..this 
became a CHALLENGE!!!!! 

On another occasion the Fellowship went to camp at Danbury with a couple of other schools. 
It was under canvas.  It must have been in the 4th or 5th year because I was by then going out 
with a 6th form girl from South West Essex Tech and a member of Barking Baptist Church.  I 
was well outclassed but held my own.  Her name was Ruth and she was a pleasant enough 
girl but unfortunately suffered from stress a bit which caused her to be sick when she was 
uncomfortable with her surroundings.  Camp was one such occasion and she tended to be sick 
most mornings which left me the butt of some rather inappropriate jokes for a Christian 
Fellowship camp.  She came from a typical Baptist family who indulged themselves in their 
Church and were rather strict.  Her sister was an extremely large lady several years older than 
Ruth and had a small but not indistinct mental problem.  We were together for about 6 
months or so and then moved on.   

There was one boy on the camp who was a right cocky big-head and on the first day he had 
seven or eight girls flocking round him all the time, I couldn’t understand why and must have 
made some comment to ‘Dick’ as I remember him saying something like, “don’t worry, by 
the end of the week he will be on his own….”  What wisdom that man had because he was 
bang on target.  It was a good week and proved to be a good bonding session with both the 
teachers as well as the other students.  Dick and I were good mates after that and I didn’t need 
to take cushions to school with me any more. 

I was beginning to get a more hand-on role with the school Christian Fellowship and was 
asked to prepare a short talk on one occasion…….no mean feat because not only was I to 
prepare it but to deliver it to my peers at one of our meetings.  I spent a lot of time on it and 
tried to make it relevant by including some topical connections.  At this time the fascist 
movement was rife in Britain and Oswald Mosely was drawing large crowds…. I had no idea 
what the fascist movement was but was impressed by his pulling power so I likened the 
magnetism that Jesus had with the people of his day to that enjoyed by Oswald Mosley.  OK, 
I know NOW that that might not have been the best example but it wasn’t worth the 
humiliation that I was subjected to after the meeting had finished from my old enemy Mr 
Browne!  He reduced me to tears and I never prepared another talk.  I often wondered how 
this pious, Anglican chorister ever got to be an RE teacher let alone a teacher at all. 

I think it was in the 3rd year that I put forward the idea that the school should have a ‘Model 
Railway Club’ and build a nice layout that we could display and have fun with.  The matter 
was discussed by the teachers and it got approval.  To my horror and disappointment you can 



guess which teacher took it under his wing!  Correct, that b….ard Browne.  We got together a 
group of interested pupils and had our first meeting.  I cannot remember now all the details 
but it should come to no surprise who designed the layout and who insisted that instead of 
using pre-made Hornby, Triang or Peco track we had to make our own from wire and metal 
studs.  This required hours and hours of preparation and laborious soldering that only a 
couple of people could do at any one time and ‘you-know-who’ was always one of them.  I 
gradually got pushed out and left them to it.  I never did see a finished layout or even one that 
had a locomotive running on it. 

Being a Secondary Modern school we had lessons in practical subjects like woodwork and 
metalwork where we made things and learned skills that would come in useful in later life.  
There was also a chance to relax the brain and do something different.  In woodwork we 
learned about different woods and their uses and also the different carpentry tools.  We got to 
make joints in the early years and then onto more difficult lathe work like fruit bowls.  In 
metalwork it was similar pattern but with metals instead, and the tools were bigger, heavier 
and needed more muscle.  It was hard work sawing through a 1 inch steel rod with a hacksaw 
as we hadn’t developed the right muscles in our arms to keep at it for long.  So you sawed a 
bit and stopped to chat for a bit until you finally saw the end drop off onto the floor.  There 
was a power saw but they were a bit nervous of us using it without intense supervision 
because it was dangerous.  Not without cause – one of our class was busy watching it cut 
through his steel rod and got chatting with a mate when to his great surprise he saw his finger 
in the tray below.  He was fine about it when he first saw it and pointed it out to his mates, 
that is until he realised it was his and promptly fainted.   The most useful thing that I made 
was a steel plum-bob which was turned on the lathe and then milled with a holes drilled both 
through the top and partway down the length for the string.  I still have this tool and use it for 
both gardening and decorating.   

The other tool we liked was the forge.  This was at one end of the workshop and consisted of 
a large iron tray, about 6ft by 4ft full of ‘coke’ which was fed by gas and air.  When you lit it 
you would turn on the blower making the coke ‘super hot’ so that metal placed in it would 
glow bright red and then you can bend it or flatten it on an anvil with a heavy hammer.  It 
was hot, heavy and noisy work and we loved it.  In particular, four of us including me and 
Tony Eaton would gather round the forge, turn on the blower and then sing in four part 
harmony our favourite songs.  The metalwork teacher was, to us, very old – probably about 
50! – and was totally unaware of our sonorous melodies until on one occasion some idiot 
turned off the blower and our choral expertise was heard by all.  We were late home that 
night.   

Our metalwork department were quite forward thinking and some super-intelligent teacher 
worked that that he could motive the boys in the bottom classes of years 4 & 5 but teaching 
them to work on motor cars, thus teaching them motor engineering.  To this end a couple of 
old cars were obtained and the course began.  It was sheer brilliance for these boys as for the 
first time in their lives they learned something that interested them and would get them a 
living like the rest of the boys in the school.  Unfortunately for me I was in the top class of 
my year and didn’t get that opportunity. 



It was probably in the 3rd year that my leadership qualities were beginning to surface as I was 
appointed a Dinner Monitor.  You weren’t a prefect because they had to be in the 4th or 5th 
year but you had the same duties during the lunch break – keeping an eye on the younger 
boys in the playground, stopping fights, getting them lined up, counted and then escorting 
them to the dining hall to assist the duty teacher in supervising them whilst eating (or 
throwing) their dinner.  I enjoyed this and developed a good relationship with most of the 
younger boys and I gained the respect of most of the teachers. 

Once again I was called upon to represent the school in a Road Safety competition.  I had 
previously got my cycling proficiency certificate so thought this would be another good 
opportunity to get out of school.  Somehow something went a bit wrong because I ended up 
in the Redbridge Borough team for a competition to be held in the Ilford Town Hall.  That 
meant more tuition time out of school hours in the wooden hut near the swimming pool that 
was the offices of the Redbridge Road Safety team.  I got a little bit too enthusiastic and was 
answering too many questions and got picked as Team Captain……little did I know what that 
was going to mean.  On the evening of 9th November 1960 my team, made up of 4 students, 

boys and girls, from 
different schools in the 
Borough filed onto the 
stage at the Ilford Town 
Hall to be faced with a 
barrage of questions on all 
aspects of the Highway 
Code and road safety.  
Each team member was 
asked in turn a question 
which gave a point if it was 
right.  There were a number 
of rounds and at the end we 
tied with the team from 
Dagenham.  I then learned 

that the ‘Tie Breaker’ was 
to be decided by a sudden 

death playoff between the two captains.  It went another 4 rounds without finality.  In the 
next round I was unable to give the answer to my question that was required.  I remember it 
to this day; the question was, “If a man was standing in front of a van parked on the left as 
you were approaching on a cycle how would you know he was there?”  Well I thought of 
almost everything……his hat over the roof of the van… his feet under the van…. if he was 
fat his stomach protruding…..if he was talking his voice…..and so it went on.  I forgot the 
sun and the shadow he would throw in the road.  Although we lost a benefactor in the 
audience was so impressed that he donated to money so that the prize could be awarded to 
both teams.  I received a nice letter from the Redbridge Road Safety office which I have 
included as it was the first of its kind that I had received. 

Picture 2 Road Safety Competition Winning Teams



 

Back at school the next day the news had filtered through and again I was called onto the 
stage to be congratulated by the Headmaster and applauded by my peers.  You know it does a 
lot for the self esteem to be congratulated occasionally. 

At the end of the third year you were able to drop those subjects that you didn’t want to 
continue to examination level and that pleased me greatly and wasn’t hard to choose.  In my 
final end of year examinations I managed to achieve on 10 marks out of 50 for geography and 



another 10 out of 50 for history.  I can now reveal that those 10 marks were very fortuitous 
and not entirely deserved as there was a severe thunderstorm during the examination and a 
great deal of creative, instantaneous learning based on the questions on the paper was 
achieved. Both were dropped and I was delighted to be rid of the torture of the previous three 
years.  

I my teacher was Mr Doug Shaw who was the music teacher and we got on well.  Although, 
despite playing the piano since I was 8 music was not a strong subject.  I preferred the 
practical approach rather to the theory and had difficulty recognising different instruments 
when played together, perceiving the time signature of a recording or the style of a composer.  
However he did recognise my musical ability and arranged for me to accompany the hymn 
during one assembly.  It wasn’t entirely successful as, although I had spent a lot of time 
practicing, and had played the piano for years at church, nerves got the better of me and I 
went wrong at one point.  I wasn’t asked to do it again but it was a start.  Mr Shaw (left) can 
be seen below in the photograph of the brass ensemble that he put together with Mr Hicks, 
the headmaster (right).2 

Doug, as well as being a 
good teacher and a good 
musician was a nice man and 
one that you could talk too.  
It was during this year that I 
started having piano-
accordion lessons with Mr 
Shaw at his home.  These 
lasted for about 18 months to 
two years and I got on quite 
well, although was never 

going to make a career out of 
it.  What was far more 
significant though was my desire to learn to play the church organ and here Doug came up 
trumps by introducing me to the organist of All Saints Parish Church, Goodmayes – about 
half a mile from the school and the one used for the Christmas Carol Services.  Mr Wilson 
agreed to start teaching me and a whole new ear of my life began.  This story will be 
continued in the Chapter devoted to Music.   

In the fourth year school dramatically seemed to change.  Suddenly instead of treating you as 
a schoolboy you had become a young adult overnight.  The teachers seemed to respect you 
more and spoke to you differently.  As a result you behaved differently and began to consider 
the example that you had to set to the younger boys.  There was more effort put into class and 
homework with a view of getting good results at the end of the year.   My form teacher was 

                                                 
2 Photo courtesy of the Mayfield school website. 

Picture 3  Mayfield Brass Ensemble with Mr Shaw (L), Mr Hicks (R)



Mr Bradley who taught English and for him therefore I was something of a disappointment.  I 
was still pretty poor at English but he would persevere and nicknamed me ‘Closh’. 

Sport was also something that began to interest me again and whilst I had no interest in 
football I did get some satisfaction out of rugby.  It suited me as it required short burst of high 
energy with time to recover whenever there was a scrum or penalty.  Being a big boy I was 
often put into the scrum which I didn’t like too much.  The boy in front always seemed to fart 
when your head was closest to his backside so I tried to emphasize on my speed.  As I have 
said before it is stamina that is my weakness, but picking up the rugby ball, thundering down 
the field barging the opposition out of the way to make a try was right up my street and I 
loved it.  All went well and I was destined for the school team when disaster struck.  
Charging down the field with the ball under my an opponent tripped me up and at great speed 
I slid, face down, miles down the field headfirst into the concrete kerb that marked the edge 
of the field and the driveway.  The kerb didn’t move, collapse or soften the blow and the full 
impact was taken by my skull.  I was mildly concussed for at least a few seconds and my 
blood mixed with the moisture and mud on the grass.  That was the end of my games of 
rugby and my chances of joining the school team as it was deemed by my mother as being 
too dangerous. 

I was still very interested in the Christian Fellowship and we had some interesting moments 
and by then I was leading the prayers before school.  Mr Fry was able to get hold of some 
very interesting speakers two of which will always remain in my memory.  One was the 
Japanese fighter pilot who led the raid on Pearly Harbour, Hawaii in the Second World War 
and had been converted to Christianity; the other was the pilot who flew the plane that 
dropped the A-bomb on Hiroshima. 

At the end of the fourth year I was appointed a prefect and we started in the summer when the 
top year of prefects started their examinations.  This was good for me as I had my eyes set on 
being a prefect from the day I entered Mayfield.   

The fifth and final year in the school was very much focussed on study and it was drilled into 
us that our examinations were vitally important to us.  Not having a 6th form in the school it 
was not expected that many of us would go onto Beal or South East Essex Technical School 
sixth forms.  University was unheard of for a Mayfield Boy in those days.  I studied Maths, 
English, Technical Drawing, Metalwork, Religious Education and General Science.  I stood a 
good chance of getting some presentable results as I was in the top class with the Deputy 
Head as my form teacher, Mr ‘Bouncer’ Ivey.  He was fiercely strict when we were in the 
lower school but an excellent form master who cared about ‘his boys’.  He taught us maths 
with great enthusiasm and it was my best subject.  I enjoyed my time in the 5th form. 

Mr Bradley was still trying to get some sense of the English language into me by finally gave 
in and agreed to le me take English Literature for O’level and not English language.  The 
study books were Shakespeare’s Merchant of Venice, which we went to see at Stratford-
upon-Avon and a strange book called Elizabethan Journeys which bizarrely was written in 
Elizabethan English.  Whilst this was not the easiest book to read or understand it was a 



collection of adventure stories of Elizabethan sailors and I loved it.  No one was more 
surprised than Mr Bradley when the results came through and I had gained a pass mark.  It 
was for him a profound miracle which would mark out his teaching career for the rest of his 
life. 

Religious Education was in those days specifically studying the scriptures, both old and new 
testaments.  Also surprisingly there was always one question on the O’level paper for Greek 
Translation and I decided that I would study New Testament Greek for this purpose.  There 
weren’t many of us taking RE as O’level and no time was given to it in the school curriculum 
so we had to have lessons after school with guess who………………Mr Browne! 

Metalwork was to be the most challenging and for our examination we had to make a hinge.  
This was going well right up to the last task when we had to bend the teeth round the pin.  
One went fine the other disastrously broke off.  Understandably I failed. 

Technical Drawing with Mr Harris was still one of my best subjects and it was my preferred 
choice for a career.  During this year I conceived a design for a new style variable ventilation 
car sun roof for a Triumph Herald car.  I spent hours working on the design, the control 
mechanism, and the detailed specification and then I drew it all up in great detail along it the 
car and sent it off to the ‘Triumph’ factory for consideration.  They were kind enough to write 
back and thank me for my idea congratulating me on the skill and care that I had taken over 
the design and the drawing but expressed concern over how it could be water-proofed.  The 
next year they brought out a convertible but it was a useful and interesting exercise and I 

wish now that I had kept the 
drawings. 

Mr Ivey’s class was always busy and 
interesting as being the Deputy Head3 
there was always something go on or 
some crisis that he had to see to while 
teaching.  The funniest moment in my 
whole school life came during this 
period when one of the boys for the 
bottom year who was lacking in the 
upstairs department was brought into 
the room for punishment.  “Look my 
lad” bellowed Bouncer, “you have got 
to pull your socks up!”  That was 
precisely what he did.  To everyone’s 
astonishment be bent down and 
pulled his socks up…….the whole 
class was stunned into silence and 

even Bouncer was lost for words temporarily then he sent the boy on his way and with door 

                                                 
3 Photo courtesy of the Mayfield school website. 
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shut we erupted into uncontrolled laughter.  It was the funniest thing ever. 

I was very proud to be a school prefect and took the role very seriously.  We were required to 
supervise the lower school when they arrived in the morning and again during the lunch 
break.  We would also be given jobs to do to assist teachers and in other supervisory roles.  
You were respected by both the younger pupils and most of the teachers and you had 
something to live up to.  I say most because there was one who didn’t have as much respect 
as the others and I found out to my cost one day when I was sent on an errand to pass a 
message to the teacher who had been relegated to having a class in the dining hall – as if it 
was my fault!  I delivered the message and was given a reply – I acknowledged the reply and 
then got humiliated and yelled at in front of a first year class.  My crime was to say ‘OK’ as 
the acknowledgement.  Apparently this was an Americanisation that was not acceptable to – 
guess who – Mr Browne!   

We were encouraged to work hard and the teachers were all very supportive.  Being in the top 
class we had something to prove and I think that we as conscious of not letting the teachers 
and school down as not letting ourselves down. 

The examinations were held in the gym and the library.  Depending on the subjects you were 
taking your received a timetable which sometime gave you just one exam a day but also 
scheduled two exams on the same day with just one hour break in between.  We took Royal 
Society of Arts examinations and Oxford University O’level papers.  Some subjects had as 
many as three papers as I recall – it was a very tiring and stressful time. 

Unfortunately ‘Careers Advice’ was pretty poor and I sat down with the Local Authority 
Careers Officer for an hour going through what I enjoyed doing and what I would like to do 
for a career and at the forefront was my desire to be a draftsman.  After all I really enjoyed 
technical drawing and was good at it.  My predicted grades were good too so he advised me 
to go for an apprenticeship with the General Post Office – Telephone Division.  I wrote out 
my application form and sent it off.  Nearly half the class had also been given the same 
information and I got an interview.  Next were the interviews and there was to be a general 
knowledge, eyesight with colour-blindness tests and a mathematics paper.  English, 
fortunately, was not required.  I was in luck because three boys went for the interview on 
Monday and I was due to go on the Friday.  Tuesday in our maths lesson, Bouncer went 
through each question on the maths paper in great detail.  All of us passed the interview with 
flying colours.  It became apparent in later years that the role of the ‘Careers Officer’ was 
compromised and he was filling the vacancies in the big expansion of telecommunications 
jobs without any great regard to our career choices.  After starting I asked about transferring 
to become a draftsman and was told that in order to become a draftsman in the GPO you had 
to be a trained draftsman already. 

  



When, in July we left school I had attained:- 

RSA Proficiency of Arithmetic Certificate 70%.

RSA Group Technical Certificate,

 English, Mathematics (Credit),
 Trade Calculations (Credit),
 Science (Credit),
 Technical Drawing (Credit)

GCE 'O' Level Oxford University,

 Mathematics Grade 2,
 General Science Grade 3,
 Technical Drawing Grade 3,
 Religious Knowledge Grade 3,
 English Literature �– Grade 5

 

I can safely say that I thoroughly enjoyed my time at Mayfields Secondary Boys School and 
that the school undoubtedly got the best out of me.  My parents were right – I was better off 
at the top of a Secondary Modern School than at the bottom of a Grammar school.  I 
sometimes wondered if things might have been different and I would have been better 
prepared for later life had the school be co-educational, but equally I might have been 
distracted and not reached my full potential.  We will never know. 

I am immensely proud of the School and of the teachers who gave so much of their time and 
effort to mould us boys into well educated, morally sound, members of the community to 
which we belonged. 

 

 

 

 


