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YORK HOUSE YORK STREET NOTTINGHAM NG13JB

TEL. NOTTINGHAM (0602) 47643

197 METRES MEDIUM WAVE 95.4 V H F

AND REDIFFUSION CHANNEL C

out and about in the City and County
through Summer ô7B

at Newark and Notts. Show, 5th & 6th May
Live programmes on both days including Roundabout,

Orange Blossom Special and Dennis McCarthy
Come and see us on Avenue G, Stand 41 8

During Nottingham Festival, 2nd-18th June weôlI be
óliveô every day (except Sunday) with Dennis McCarthy

from The Old Market Square. Jaye C will be there
too on Saturdays 1 0th & 1 7th with his Juke Box.

Weôll also be broadcasting Monday-Friday from the
Theatre Royal Dress Circle Lounge, 6.30-7.30 p.m.,
featuring such names as Misty Mountain, the English
Sinfonia Chorale, the John Marshall Quartet and many
other national and local artists and weô|l be broad-
casting and recording other concerts too, including
Harry Mortimerôs Brass & Voices Concert and

óThe Spinnersô.
Throughout the Festival we will also be running the

SECOND GREAT SKITTLES KNOCK-OUT ð
Final on 16th June.

Full details of these and our other programmes in
RADIO TIMES
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WHATS SO SPECIAL
about our Bargain Book Basement?
Attractive, Spacious, Packed with book

bargains all year round
A variety ofsubjects mostly at half the original

pnce
Pop in soon ð see for yourself
SISSON & PARKER

Wheeler Gate, Nottingham
Tel: 43531

Three þoors of books including: Educational, Scientific,
Medical, Childrenôs and the latest paperbacks.
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RAY GOSLING

WHEN I CAME MY ENTRANCE WAS DIRTY and at night in clouds of steam
and grit in the eye on trains that ran from Oxford to York, Marylebone to
Manchester. I slept so many times I missed Nottingham asleep through the
canyons of Victoria to be woken at Sheffield Victoria and have to find
another draughty, rattling train back. Steam trains romanticô? Tell that
to the handkerchiefs in the dawn and stopping train, in the fog through the
coalmines and ashfields to the pit heaps of Hucknall. Arguing with the
guard. Refusing to pay the excess.

"I'm making an involuntary journey."
"All you have sunshine is a platform ticket. Name. Address?"
"7 Stratford Square, Shakespeare Street."
It was a little room. Bare boards. Sheets as thick as a split sheet of

Kleenex, Cold water tap and concierge below Ma Marriott banging with
her poker on the ceiling.

"I know you got somebody in that room. I can hear you. I can have
you out in the morning. I'll see Mr Carter."

Never let her in. Never tell and her legs were bad. Mr Carter the
agent at Dickens and Berry liked me. I was young-looking but versed in
the arts of charming people off perches. If they couldn't fly and fell
on to a banana skin or into a nettlebed that made a colourful day.

"Pay the rent next week." It was less than a pound: 12/6d I think
when I left. "Promise Mr Carter when I get this cheque tomorrow . . ."
Smile. No Social. Never had the Social. Smile at Mrs Marriott a box
of chocolates in the afternoon. "I seen Mr Carter." Chocolates before
rent. Flaunt and dare. It was easy to get by, if you gave it your
attention, with charm and wit, and the lust of a country boy for life in a
foreign town with no parents to be seen fretting: no relations to bump
into - no life but what you make it.
I came to Nottingham to escape my family: with no shame: a hippy in need
of a bolt-hole before the word hippy was used on the streets.

On the corner of Stratford Square was a small hotel with rooms to let
and a lounge of horse hair sofas that stayed open late.
Floosies and American servicemen: the last vestige smooching to Nat
King Cole.
The trade union movement made a great gesture of solidarity with
revolutionary art and was helping Arnold Wesker promote Centre 42.
They played the Nottingham Captain at the Co-op Hall. It was the first
time I'd heard of the Pentrich Revolt
and the minersó union donated a big lump of coal which stood in the foyer
at Broad Street.
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I once went to that most famous of Nottingham ancient working-class
venerations - the Cosmopolitan Debating Society - as an invited,
advertised speaker. A

Trades Council man George Cutts rang the bell:
"Silence, order, speaker will speak for twenty minutes. Then will

there be another bell. Tea. Biscuit. Questions through the chair - if
you please through the chair. A third bell then will ring for the
speaker's right to reply for four minutes. No longer: is that clear Ray."

Stop watch, on your marks, bang - I didn't know what to say. My
subject was anarchy with a silly literary title I wished I hadn't chosen.
I stood there and smiled. I croaked my throat. It didn't work like it
worked in Dickens and Berry rent office. They don't appreciate smiling
at the Cosmopolitan Debating Society. They come on their Sundays to
shear a speaker speak, food for thought and a chance to argue back. A
working man's House of Commons. They tore me to shreds before I
began. I never began. Procedure was abandoned. I was so bad and I
ruined their day.

There was a society: a Nottingham Bohemia, upstairs in Yates's Carol
the seamstress helping Janet become the Mary Quant on town: Donald
Chaffin the painter; Day Parsons the Gene Vincent of Bulwell and not
only in the pubs. There was the Midland Group Art Gallery. The
Playhouse opened: I did a demonstration against its opening night: I have
forgotten why. And the centre point was the genteel Kardomah on a
Saturday morning upstairs on Market Street. You could look out a really
middle-class scene. Coffee and gateaux. People would be pointed at:
introductions made. Who to avoid. The last of the mulattoes: the first
prince of black power - Courtenay Tulloch, if I close my eyes, I can
hear you laughing at me, Courtenay the hustler, where did you go after
Michael X left youô?

Would you remember HH who had been famous since Forest won the cup
in 1959'? HH was partying Burns Street way and the police came and he
tipped the contents of his piss pot on the copper's nut singing We won, we
won the cup.

Since then he lived off the legend, his reputation for a decade was
assured.

Oh where are the piss potsô? Vonnie gave me one at a Satra dance,
and I have it tied with its ribbon. She called it a guzzunder. It has a
dead plant in it. The world has changed.
Who introduced me to these things? I cannot remember. It does not
matter.

I remember Miss Josie . . . Miss Josie would let us into the kitchen which
was hot and bubbled the most delicious crispy chicken, rice and beans I
have ever tasted in my life. I can remember its taste as I write. The
can of long life was exorbitantly expensive: a rip off: the entrance to the
cellar where you'd stand in a silent line mmnn mmnn unsmiling, being
cool, smoking grass to the music which thumped - when that Rastafarian
Emperor Haille Selassie was always going to visit Jamaica to take his
children home - any day. Oh Enoch - before you started Chalky smiled.
Was it Chalky who applied for a job with the National Trust at a stately
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home whose gardens he cultivated with cannabis. Maybe that wasn't
Chalky. Maybe I shouldn't tell too much. Those days are not so long
ago.

"It's a raid," trying to escape in the trees of The Chase. Rugby
tackled. Looking in the folds of your underpants down at the police
station. Never found nothing on me. Glad or sadô? Police move quickly.
Up, down, out of the force. It's a county force today - and where is Mr
Aston? People tell he runs some lush tourist hotel in one of the nicer
islands - Barbados? - with Miss Josie - ô? I'd like to think so.

And where am I - and meô? - -
Here is the winter - it's not so bronchitic as when trolley busesran.

I'd be dead if it was. I wouldn't bring back the old times but prohibition
tomorrow wouldn't worry me. Freedom is in people's courage, not in
laws.

I came to like Nottingham because there were enough people to believe
that. Not just drifting people, but poor people, working people, old,
young, and independent-minded people.

When I stood as a loony in a local election nice people wrote to me,
and said we'll help from The Park.
We painted public objects, after reading an article in Anarchy magazine,
things like electricity and telephone junction boxes that stand on
pavements we painted in pastel shades one night and wrote on the old
Union Road wall "Life without dead times".

I think that was the Parisian slogan - from Christian and Cordley and
Sue from the art college, and me egged on by Uncle Bob Gregory. Bob
was a merchant, who got thrown out of the Labour Party for being my
agent on a later adventure in which we attacked the High School whose
Trust owned land in St Ann's.

Bob was a trader. I went in the Thurland the other day at 11 o'clock
and there were some traders. They're a breed - Nottingham traders -
rascal minds and stupid pork pie faces. Very provincial and not at all
stupid. "I bought a warehouse full of clothes pegs . . ."

Good old Bob he ran away with a beautiful, long-legged rich revolutionary
girl from the upper echelons to foment in Latin America following the
wakes for Che Guevara, and eventually returned with world interests and
the lordship of a grange in Oxfordshire.

Good old capitalist-socialist Bob.
It is only my sour grapes I seem to have missed out on the rich

revolutionary bit. I'd have liked to have travelled the world. I done
what I could - when I got round to it. It is little more than get by - but it
wasn't a competition. If it was nobody told me.

There's companions to mourn who are dead:
for many the frustrations of freedom have tipped the balance of their

minds:
others are no longer easy to be with.
Failures, cop-outs, a few have become too successful.
I have regrets: aches I can't / won't express not yet / if ever. On the

dark side of the 1960s I remember as if I had been to war, but on sunny
days I remember what larks we had - they were my green apple days.
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