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READERS ARE INVITED TO
grossly misinterpret this
picture (taken at this year's
Festival) by supplying an
obviously misleading caption,
e.g.
"Thank God it wasn't his
trousers!"
OR
"Knocking off a police
officeró s jacket . . . thatóll be
at least six monthsó suspended! "
OR
"I may be smiling now sonny,
but wait till we get back to the
station] "
Entries by 8th August. Prize:
one year's supply of Nottingham
Voice (yes, reallyl).
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PRIVATE
PARTY

THERE ARE TIMES when local government seems like
an exclusive birthday party for the very special
entertainment of those lucky enough to be on the inside.
The official opening of this year's Nottingham
Festival in the Market Square was a good example.
The large crowd spreading good humouredly over the
slabs (and eyed suspiciously by the usual clusters of
nervous policemen) was treated to what looked for all
the world like a brief interruption to a civic booze-up.
A motley bunch, including Robin Hoodó s band and a
slightly bemused delegation from Minsk, emerged from
the Council House for about ten minutes then returned
whence they came looking enormously pleased with
themselves and leaving the puzzled-looking populace
to the contemplation of each otheró s navels until the
Band of the Royal Marines showed up a good while
later to give the occasion the oompah it deserved.

The proceedings were enlivened by the presence
in the crowd of Jack Dunnett, Labour MP for East
Nottingham, dressed down in socialist T-shirt
(revealing very bloated capitalist þesh), and Michael
English, Labour MP for West Nottingham, dressed up
as usual in heat-wave-defying pin-stripe suit. They
were accompanied by plump, jolly Polly Dinwoodie,
Labour Councillor for Trent Ward, with husband Bill,
Chairman of East Nottingham Labour Party. All four
seemed to be part of the same huge private joke as the
platform party, Jack convulsively clutching Pollyó s
shoulders from behind, while Bill and Michael
discreetly guffawed in the background. Or perhaps
they were laughing at their friend John Carroll
(leader of the City Council and sometime election
agent to Jack Dunnett) , who was up on the platform
tastefully dressed in orange leather jacket, matching
black tie and purple shirt, and dark glasses (but,
surprisingly, no violin case).

Packed up
Fortunately, the jokes were not all private. After

a. few words from the Chairman of the Leisure
Services Committee (purple-trousered Len Maynard),
the microphone promptly packed up (w as the
excitement too much for it?), leaving the Lord Mayor,
Councillor Ivy Matthews, mouthing noiselessly like a
goldfish. Much knob-twiddling behind the scenes
produced only an ear-splitting blast of pop music, but
Mrs Matthews was finally able to declare the 1975
Festival officially open, and the Sheriff of Nottingham
Councillor Gerry Elliott (a picturesque figure with
pink bald head fringed by white cotton-wool wisps of
hair and pretty corporation lace), issued an official
pardon to Robin Hood for the duration of the Festival.

The platform party then straggled back to the
Council House to resume whatever jollities civic duty
had so rudely interrupted, delayed only by the
unexpected appearance of the Gay Street Theatre
(reported on another page). Masquerading as an
"alternative" Robin Hood and his band, this in as
momentarily given a warm welcome until it was
discovered that it wasn ót good clean fun after all.
Then Messrs Dunnett, English & Co. faded quietly
away too, leaving the people who were actually paying
for it all to make what they could of their brief
glimpse of the mtmicipal jet-set. Perhaps next year
everybody will be invited to the partyl
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SILLITOE2 HERO
WITH FEET

OF CLAY  
IT IS STRANGE THAT NOTTINGHAM'S MOST SUCCESSFUL LIVING WRITER SHOULD
ALWAYS BE TERMED A "WORKING-CLASS WRITER" FOR THAT IN ITSELF IS A CON-
TRADICTION. WRITERS ARE NOT WORKING-CLASS,E\/EN IF THEY WERE BORN IN
RADFORD OR EASTWOOD. ALAN SILLITOE HAS LIVED WITH THE WORKING-CLASS
LABEL SINCE THE PUBLICATION OFó HIS FIRST BEST-SELLER "SATURDAY NIGHT
IAHND SUNDAY MORNING" , AND IT'S NOT A DESCRIPTION THAT RESTS LIGHTLY ON

S SHOULDERS OR HIS CONSCIENCE.
ALAN SILLITOE CONSIDERS HIMSELF FIRST AND FOREMOST AN ARTIST, AND

THAT, HE SAYS, "MEANS IóM CLASSLESS" - ALTHOUGH SUCCESS IN THIS CLASS-



lessness has enabled him to enjoy the fruits of living that are normally available only to the middle
classes: that is, a great deal of foreign travel, two homes, children at private schools, and the
ability to fit snugly into t,he surroundings of the lounge at one of Nottinghamós leading hotels with-
out feeling uncomfortable.

Sillitoe was born in Radford, Nottingham, forty-seven years ago, and grew up in what can only
be termed a slum area. On leaving school at fourteen, still hardly being able to read and write,
he followed his father into the Raleigh, staying there for fifteen months before embarking on a
series of dead end jobs imtil he was called up to serve his King and country in the Royal Air Force.

In spite of his abhorrence of service life (and it was here, incidentally, that he had for the
first time worn underwear), it was to some extent the watershed of his life. He became a wireless
operator after his initial square bashing and was posted to Malaya - where, among other things, he
misdirected our bombers away from the communist camps and where he contracted T.B.

Hunger
This latter event represented mixed fortunes, for although he was seriously ill, for the ýrst

time in his life he had time to read, which in turn stimulated him to write - which in turn set the
pattern for his future life. On being discharged from the RAF he was given a small disability
pension which provided him with some element of security while he continued to read and to steer
what he terms his congenital talent, his ability to write. This was not easy, and between the ages
of twenty and thirty he wrote eight books, many of them he admits influenced by D.H. Lawrence,
Aldous Huxley, Dostoievsky and a score of other writers whom he had devoured in his literary
hunger. ñThe problem was to write about what I really knew and to get my thoughts down on paper
as I really thought them and that was, and still is, God's own awful job. "

"Saturday Night and Sunday Morning" brought for him, after ten years of writing, critical
acclaim and some ýnancial reward. He himself scripted the ýlm, although this was fraught with
censorship battles. The censors at the time would not allow the screening of a successful abortion
scene. This is , of course, a noticeable discrepancy between the novel and the ýlm and Sillitoe
had to compromise. Two other ýlms of his work have been made, both from short stories. "The
Loneliness of the Long Distance Rtmner" , which he also scripted, for a mere Ã500, and "The
Ragman' s Daughter", which he refuses to talk about for reasons which are obvious to anyone who
has seen the ýlm.

All of Alan Sil1itoe's books and short stories are in some ways political statements without the
thump of the sledgehammer, and he still considers himself a socialist. "I am a paid-up member of
the Labour Party, although I think I'm left of the centre. " I-lis socialism is not of the Soviet brand
and he often refers to Russia in a scathing way. When discussing the censorship of "Saturday
Night and Sunday Morning" , for example, he likened the incident to what happens in the Soviet
Union.

When pressed about his politics, he claims to be a republican or, more precisely, an egalitarian
He reconciles this with sending his children to private school in the following way: "While I can
afford to give my children the best education possible, with every bit of money that I can scrape
together, I will, and I will get the best I can get for them. When the whole class and school system
is abolished then I will change my attitudeñ. He continues, "If I can get my children into a class
of fifteen instead of forty I'm going to do it. Another factor is, I don't want my kids when they
grow up to say why didn't you send us to a better school than Radford Boulevard Boys School when
you could have afforded it". Naturally, he is often criticized by Hampstead intellectuals for
holding these views. "Why do you of all people send your kids to private school?ñ they ask.
Sillitoe's response is to ask them what school they went to themselves and if it turns out to be
Eton or Bedales he tells them to shut up because they don't know what they're talking about.

Alan Sillitoe is nota rich man - few writers are. He occasionally gives poetry readings,
although only about four a year, and he acts as an editorial adviser for his publishers. He also
continues to write one book a year. The book that he's almost ýnished is called "A Soldieró s Life"
and itó s about a Lieutenant Colonel in the Royal Artillery who is from Nottingham and has worked
his way up through the ranks.

Paradon:
In recent years, Sillitoe has been placed on GCE syllabuses, where quite often he's compared

with some of his literary heroes including Conrad, Orwell and Fielding. He is quite disturbed by
this phenomenon. "It gives me a very funny feeling inside that children are going to read these
stories and be told how to interpret them . . . it makes my blood run cold."

He has come a long way from the noise of the lathes at the Raleigh. The advice he accepted
from Robert Graves, to concentrate on writing about things that he knew , has stood him in good
stead for nearly twenty years. Perhaps he will continue to write about Nottingham, its slums and
its people, for the next twenty years and this won't be "a bad thing. Alan Sillitoe does, however,
remain a paradox, and for many, with his rationalized socialism and the romanticizing and
sentimentalizing of the working classes, he is sometimes a hero with feet of clay.

STEPHEN MORRIS



Interested parties
1

I

READERS MAY BE INTERESTED TO I-IEAR of the progress of the register of business and other
interests of City Council members and officials. A couple of years ago, amid much publicity, the
Council decided to keep a register where both councillors and officers could declare their
interests. This voluntary register is available for public inspection at the enquiry desk in the
Guildhall (Town Clerk's entrance). However, despite having had two years, neither councillors
nor officials are exactly falling over themselves to declare their interests. When we looked at the
register recently only eleven Council members (out of a total of ýfty-four) and only one officer had
bothered to register. And the last entry was made over a year ago.

Of those who have registered, Mr and Mrs Dennett have no interests, while Steve Evans
declares a membership of the Union of Shops Distributive O, and Allied Workers and employment at the
Co-op (which has long since ceased). Cllr W.J. Bradbury variously describes himself as either
working in, or owning, a factory in Beeston (it's not clear which) and being a director and share-
holder of both E. Kingston Ltd and Kingstons (Daybrook) Ltd. David Jenkin is City Architect
(well actually he isn't any more) and has three building society accounts. Len Maynard is employ-
ed by the Metropolitan Housing Trust and is a member of the Co-op, and Alderman Foster is
employed by the Co-op. Alderman Foster, in fact, is now an honorary alderman only (the ofýce
was abolished in May last year) and is no longer a member of the City Council. The Carroll family
are there in force (as indeed they are on the Council) - John Carroll declares himself a director of
Carroll Agencies and the owner of two houses; Mrs Carroll declares her part-time clerical work
for Jack Dunnett MP; and son Dennis. his employment with the Social Services Department (actually
he left last December). Cllr J.A. Green says heó s employed by the Post Office but is also a
partner with his wife in J.R. & H.M. Green Retail traders (a sub-Post Office) and is a director
and shareholder in both Jack Green Agricultural Merchants Ltd and General Plating Co. Ltd.

It's nice to know that such accurate, up to date, and comprehensive information is available on
our local councillors and officials.

llruinaryehaps  
THE LAW SOCIETY HAS NOW APPOINTED members of the public to sit on its Disciplinary
Committee, and the average cross section of the public that has been appointed consists of Group
Captain Gordon H. Perry, Sir Richard Haywood, CBE, Doctor R.C. Trace, CBE, Colonel G.M.
Singleton, CBE, MC, TD, TL. Isn't it refreshing to know that the spirit of Parliamentary Acts
has been complied with and now ordinary members of the public are represented on the
Disciplinary Committee!



IBSIIWII !|3iBlil!S
THE FIRST EVENT ORGANIZED BY NOTTINGHAMó S new street theatre group took place on
Saturday, Jtme 14th in the city's Old Market Square. The group, appearing as ñRobina Hood and
her Gay Folkñ , zapped the opening of Nottinghamó s two week Festival and managed to get leaþets
into the hands of the Lord Mayor and her Lady Mayoress(1), members of the official Robin Hood
Society and delegates from Nottingham's twin city in Russia, Minsk. The pamphlet was evidently
translated -for the Russian delegates who, it seems, were not amused. Nor were the police. The
street theatre group, which had been well received by the public, was told "to go home and change
into something decentñ by the immaculately dressed police official who appeared to be upset and
confused by Robinaós fish-net stockings, Maid Marianó s beard and Friar Tuck's cleavage. Later
Radio Nottingham interviewed two members of the group who warned that they were considering
making an official complaint against the police. The interview was broadcast on Monday morning
and the gay street theatre group also got a mention in the Evening Post in the late edition, Monday.

BIPBII IWIIIIIBII
THERE HAS BEEN TROUBLE IN THE SOCIAL SERVICES DEPARTMENT recently following the
widely reported remarks made by Cllr Don Birch about social workers. As a result of his
remarks he was asked along to a meeting with social workers so they could put their point of view .
The meeting had to wait some time for Cllr Birch to turn up - he was spotted in the New castle
Arms at the time - but even so Cllr Birch said he didn't see why he should apologise for his
lateness. He had had a hard day apparently (unlike the fifty or so social workers who came to the
meeting, presumably). Perhaps he thought it was sufficient compensation to bring along Big Daddy
John Carroll (who hadn't been invited).

We hear that the meeting never did reach a high standard of discussion and things were
beginning to get out of hand when Cllr Carroll was lucky enough to spot Cllr Steve Evans in the
audience. He promptly used this as an excuse to leave, towing Cllr Birch behind him. Apparently
he objected to the fact that Cllr Evans was there , since he wasn't a social worker - despite the
offer from Cllr Evans to leave the meeting if necessary. When asked afterwards why he had left
the meeting, Cllr Birch replied: óHe (Carroll) left and I followed. What else do you do? ' Cllr
Birch then retired to a hostelry not a million miles away from the Voice office. It is understood
that the interview given to Radio Nottingham was not used because it was not up to the usual
standards of clarity.

IIBYIIIIIIII-llll
SINCE LAST MONTHó S ARTICLE ON .THE DIFFICULTIES facing the Ark Youth óClub a letter
from Wyndham Heycock, Director of the County Leisure Services Department, has come into our
possession. The letter was sent in response to the representations made by various people to
Cllr Michael Gallagher, Chairman of the Leisure Services Committee, in an attempt to persuade
the Committee to pay more to the leader of the Ark Youth Club. (The Management Committee of the
Club had decided to pay a higher salary come what may and this means that the Club will close
through lack of funds if the Committee doesn't authorise an increase.)

The second paragraph of Wyndham Heycockó s letter states: "I must tell you that I deprecate suc
an action which was calculated to influence an elected member to prejudge an issue on which he
would have to decide at a later committee meeting within the county council. Indeed, it suggests
that you and your committee members lack confidence in my impartiality and my being prepared to
present a balanced case for consideration by the county councillors. I realise you may have had
no such motive in writing as you did, but I'm sure you will agree that such an interpretation would
be entirely valid."

This is quite a startling statement about the nature of local government. Wyndham seems to be
suggesting that it is wrong for people to contact their representatives on matters which they have
an interest in. The letter seems to state quite categorically that the only people who may directly
approach councillors are department officials, who therefore have a right to vet any approach by
members of the public to councillors. This novel theory would lead us to the position where one
would not be allowed to approach a member of Parliament except through a Government department.
Well, Wyndham, you have quite a nerve. You are not elected by the people of Nottingham to
represent their interests. It is not your job to act as a barrier between people and their elected
representatives. You are employed by the people of Nottingham, through their councillors, and
those same people have every right to approach councillors on any matter for which they are
responsible. And you imply that some people have come to doubt your ability to present a balanced
case to the councillors. Well, if you are going to act in this way, is it surprising?
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