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ó\IOTTINCBAMfCITY'COUNCIL|maynhave
unwillingly surrendered many of

its powers and functions during the
Town Hall revolution, but its flair
for political controversy remains
unimpaired.

The controlling Labour group's
efforts to get to effective grips
with the disastrous housing short-
ages - by buying up unsold houses on
private developments - has prompted
the apathetic middle classes to
assume the mantles of militants.

Young snobs lucky or over-paid
enough to secure a house on any of
the Nottingham area's new private
estates are forming their own activ-
ist groups or political cells -
though they call them, respectably
enough, "residents associations".

They have been holding meeting
after meeting, a protest march,
demonstrations, and undertaking a
wide range of lobbying.

The outcome is evidenced in right-
eous howls of anguish about plumet-
ing property values, degenerating
neighbourhoods and the horror of
council house neighbours.

And they add to this their claims
that the Council, which after all is
pursuing its mandated policy of
modern homes for as many as soon as
possible, is acting immorally, even
illegally.

msmsmsmsmmmmmmm
And a Labour councillor has fall-

en the unfortunate, politically
naive victim of their ploys.

Councillor Stanley Baker, who
represents an area including one of
the trouble-spots, Hollydene Park,
Bulwell, has put himself in jeopardy
of being sacked by the Labour group.

An outburst at a meeting on
Heronridge Estate led him to public-
ly criticise the way the inner
caucus of political leaders on the
Council comprehensively dictates
group policy.

And he has publicly supported
residentsó and Toriesó proposals
that the new homes should be offered
for sale to families from clearance
areas or on the house waiting lists
before they are rented out.

But this tack is hardly Cricket
when the city's waiting lists are
running at over 10,000 and hundreds
of new privately-built homes remain
unsold to anyone, month after month,
and the building industry faces
financial chaos.

EEEEGGEEEGEEEGE
The young estate whizz-kids, with

their new Vivas, 2.4 children and
coffee-party wives, are at last
beginning to realise the Council's
leader John Carroll sometimes means
what he says.

It took them long enough to
appreciate the implications of his
pledge to buy up houses to boost the
city's housing stock and ailing
redevelopment programmes.

His "open cheque book" could
apparently run to Ã10m,

The city has already bought 159
homes at Heronridge, Top Valley, and
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108 across the Gedling frontier at
Hempshill Vale, the latter on land
which the old Carlton Council incid-
entally sold to developers. They are
also buying about 134 houses at
Hollydene Park, Bulwell.

And others are in the pipeline.
The house-rustling may yet take

them outside the city limits again,
possibly this time into Rushcliffe
or Broxtowe districts.

Could it be a wicked Machiavell-
ian plot to force the city boundar-
ies wider and thus enhance the
chances of becoming a top tier
authority? After all, only Bristol,
of the districts, has a bigger pop-
ulation.

Or could it be an equally sinist-
er form of imperialism - to pack the
electoral rolls of Tory areas around
the city with new Labour ranks?

EEEGEEEGEEEEEEE
Whatever the eventual answer, the

house-owners are taking to the barri-
cades to quell this 1974 version of
the "yellow peril".

Many families living in desperate
Victorian conditions in clearance
areas will have modern homes sooner
than they had dared hope. And they
may even get a perverse satisfaction
from paying Ã7 or Ã8 a week rent for
a home with extras while the man-
next door who is buying his home is
struggling to pay Ã15 to Ã20 a week
mortgage on the basic model.

The city's policy is rightly
being strongly defended by Housing
Director Malcolm Campbell Lee and
Housing Chairman Bert Littlewood.

The home-owners face a long
uphill struggle for effective public
support, which will not be helped by
the streams of abusive óphone calls
to which Bert Littlewood is current-
ly being subjected.

Even those bastions of capitalism
the building societies have refused
to "black" the affected developments.

The humanitarian philosophy of
mixed public and private development
may be with us at last!

EGEGGEGEGEGGEEGO
IT HAS SAD INDEED to see one of
Nottinghamó: most conscientious and

efficient councillors up before the

Shire Hall beaks last month to pay
penance for a momentary indescretion.

The unsavoury nature of his crime,
indecent exposure, will not be
denied, least of all by Eric Pate
himself.

True to the man's character he
saw fit to resign as a city JP a few
days before his appearance in front
of a county bench.

It is understood he is still
undecided about his political future.
It's a truly sad irony that the
pressure of his council and other
public service work probably contrib-
uted greatly to the depressive ill-
ness from which the court was told
he was suffering.
* I hope by the time you read this

Eric Pate has decided against resign- p
ing from the political arena. And
hopefully his colleagues, on both
sides of the House, will give him
the support he deserves to carry on.

On a council notable for its
family circles, its unimaginative
part-timers and party hacks who make
up the numbers, Councillor Pate's
flair makes him one of the leading
policy-makers.

His contribution, both to public
debate and to organisation within
the Labour group, is a valuable one,
and should if possible be retained.

GGEEEEEGEGGEEEE
JOIN NOTTINGHAM CORPORATION for the

high life. Approved apparently ,
without a murmur from the Labour or
Tory members of the city's Leisure
Services Committee, a Ã72.17 bill
run up by Entertainment Manager Joe
Nuttridge staying at the Albany
Hotel during the Festival.

He must have had some late nights
during what many people agreed was a
highly successful fortnight. Rumour
has it he may even have been tired
and emotional at times.

But surely a taxi home to
Cropwell Bishop each night would
have been cheaper. And Ã50 could
have meant all the difference to
another Festival event.

Perhaps he has still to learn
fully what an explosive combination
money and the Festival have proved
in the past.

EGEEEEEEEEGEEEE
THE SALE OF three Persian carpets

from four bought when the Council
House was built raises a mysterious
question.

They are being sold for Ã1400,
and average Ã466 each. Total valu-
ation of all four was Ã1600.

The fourth and only one being
used is in the Lord Mayor's parlour.

So why is the city's civic head
fobbed off with a cheap Ã200 carpet?

And just to pile (sic) on the
agony: Why at a time when those who
can afford to are rushing to buy
inflation-proof assets like Persian
carpets has the Policy and Resources
Committee, in its Oriental wisdom,
decided to dispose of these rapidly-
appreciating investments?

Barker

1
1

Number 10 Nottingham, September, 1974 Price 4p

\

PAGE TEN

NOTTINGHAM
ROCK

COLUMN

ea ch'n fo snp
at ne 'nt0n Story on page 2



I2

Stall story 11
SNEINTON MARKET IS OPEN on Mondays
and Saturdays and is, certainly in
the eyes of the hundreds of people
who flock there every week, the best
market in Nottingham. "It's great";
"There's always something happening";
"You never know what you'll find -
there's always something new" are
some of the reactions.
It's an open market - stalls are
hastily erected in the early morning,
or barrows pushed onto the market
place. Many traders simply lay their
wares on the ground. There are no
posh.name signs or smartly striped
canopies - it's a very makeshift
affair - and so it's been since 1856
when the market was first established.

Permissible

In 1855 Edwin Patchitt, Secretary to
the Enclosures Comissioners, told
the City Council that they must not
build on the land but that an open
market would be permissibleè- and
that still holds good today. In 1875,
it was mentioned in the Nottingham
Red Book: "Sneinton Market, so called
is held on an open space of ground on
the eastern side of the Borough, near
to the baths and wash-houses, and
more or less of a market is held
daily, but the principal one is Satur-
day." (The baths.are still there.)
In the old days it was as much a fair
as a market, with conjuring shows,
side shows, travelling teeth extract-
ors, a weight lifter called Tommy
Strong ("By name and by nature") and
well-known characters like Mr Brumma-
jum, the toff who sold "priceless"
gold and jewels, and Polly Potter,
"Watercress Polly", whose ample pro-
portions were well known - "as big as
Polly Potter" was an often-used ex-
pression.

'Nowadays, the sideshows have gone but
the characters are there - Pot Emma
and Pot Jack with their second-hand

stalls, an old lady of 79 who has
been coming with her barrow of second-
hand clothes to the market every Mon-
day and Saturday for 54 years - and
her mother before her. "I never miss,
she says. "It keeps me fit."

You never know exactly what to expect
at the market - some stalls are there
every week, others come and go. Parts
of scrapped cars, piles of furry
teddy bears, books, bric-a-brac,
heaps of factory-reject knitwear for
Ã1 a piece, formica off-cuts, carpet
pieces, cones of fine knitting wool,
and barrow loads of fruit and veg.,
"Home-grown tomatoes - 21b for 15p -
money back if you're not satisfied."

You can ick over 'unk and second-P J
hand books, prettily painted cups and Money to burn
saucers. Sneinton Market is famous
for its bargains - you might find a
priceless antique for a couple of bob. HAPPY CUSTOMERS of Nottingham's very
At the lower end is the wholesale wonderful, refuse-fuelled District

fruit and vegetable market which was
moved there from Nottingham's Old
Market Square at the turn of the
century because of the construction
of electric tramways around the city
centre.

Friendly place

Why not go early (and it's a good
idea to do so - the market is packed
by 10 a.m.) and have breakfast of
bacon, egg and beans for 26p, washed
down with a half pint mug of tea, at
the busy cafe at the wholesale market
end. And if, after your morning's
exertions, you feel like something
stronger, pop into the Sir Robert
Clifton, more often called the Market
Side because of its proximity to the
Market - it's a friendly place, the
beer's good, and you can have your
lighter filled for 5p.

You can get to the market by walking
down Bath Street or by catching the
number 77 free bus to Hockley. It's,
well worth a visit.
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Heating Scheme may like to be remind-
ed that the recent troubles were not
unpredicted. Way back in March '71,
when Derbyshire was still boss in
Nottingham, Private Eye did one of
its exposure jobs on the scheme, then
only at the planning stage. Unfortun-
ately, the warnings were unheeded,
but readers may still care to refresh
their memories with a few salient
points.
(1) The Corporation accepted the
second highest of the four tenders
for building the grates and boilers.
Submitted by Head Wrightson Process
Engineering Ltd, at Ã726,000 this was
nearly Ã% million more than the low-
est tender.
(2) This choice was made on the
advice of consulting engineers Pell,
Morch and Partners, who then, wearing
slightly different hats as consulting
engineers to both the Corporation and
the National Coal Board, were employ-
ed to design and supervise the con-
struction of the whole scheme. For
their advice, so expensive in its
consequences, Pell, Morch charged the
Corporation Ã155,000.
(5) The reasoning behind Pell,
Morch's choice was never adequately
explained. The firms making the low-
est tenders were not allowed to see,
let alone contest, the "evidence"
against them, and the Council meeting
which made the final decision was
held in secret. A press release
announced blandly that the Head
Wrightson tender was "the best buy
for Nottingham". The minority Labour
group strongly opposed all this, but
was powerless to do anything about it.
(4) As if all this were not disturb-
ing enough, it turns out that it was
already known at this early date that
the Martin-type grate (a German
design) which was part of the Head
Wrightson scheme (though not of the
others) would cost over six times as
much in annual maintenance as British-
designed incinerators, and that not
only was it likely to be shut down
one week in four for boiler repairs,
but the whole grate would probably
last no more than four years, compar-
ed to the 15-year life of a British
grate.
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It is interesting to read in the
Evening Post over three years later
that the "teething troubles" of the
"Ã5.2 million incinerator complex"
have been caused by "failures in
electric motors, grates and fire
brick materials ... Some are due to
poor workmanship and others needed
changes in materials and design"; and
that "fitting of modified parts -
aimed at beating the deposit which
fouls up tubes in the boiler" is
being carried out.
Jonsumers may care to reflect on all
this when confronted by the Coal
Board's insistence that the ineffic-
iencies of the scheme should be pass-
ed on in the form of increased
charges (refuse is now burning at Ã7
per ton instead of Ã5 per ton if the
scheme worked properly).

Harassed tenants
IT IS ENCOURAGING to see that the
ostriches of King Street have finally
taken their heads out of the sand and
admitted that harassment of tenants
is a problem that the Council ought
to be doing something about. No doubt
ostrich-in-chief Malcolm Campbell Lee
will have learned during his discuss-
ions (reported in the Evening Post,
Saturday, August 17th) that many
local authorities have been active in
the field of tenancy relations for
some years, preventing illegal evict-
ions, prosecuting landlords who
narass tenants, and referring furnish-
ed contracts to rent tribunals. If Mr
Lee hadn't needed recent rent legis-
lation to prod him into action, he
could have taken a leaf from the book
of Leicester, our neighbouring city,
where "law and order" merchant, Mr
Adlington, has been bringing evil
landlords to book for the past 1%
years.

However, workers at Nottingham
People's Centre will be pleased if
the City's application for an urban
aid grant to provide a tenancy relat-
ions officer is successful. It
appears that under the present regime
many of Nottingham's private tenants
who are being harassed are referred
by City Council staff to the People's
Centre for action.

Even |n the Post
THIS PASSAGE from the Post puzzled us.
Has our daily paper at last detected
elevated principles in the Labour
group? Or, as seems more likely, is
"ideals" merely a misprint for "deals"?

I

The second extract is from the mis-
print addictsó old favourite. It
seems especially suitable to Notting-
ham. Is this the answer to Coun.
Woodward ' s prayers?
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Almost the whole of the
Royal Borough of Kensmgton
and Chelsea may be declared
a conservative area to give the
council much stricter control
over the quality of future

"v

Catch-22?
AN UNMARRIED MUM placed a baby
voluntarily in the care of the local
authority because she didn't have
suitable accommodation for the baby.
The local authority said she must
have suitable accomodation before
she could take the baby out of care.
The Department of Health and Social
Security stopped her unemployment Y
benefit because (not having the baby)
she was available for work. She there-
fore had no money to pay for suitable
accommodation.

ii

E3
than studying the fauna at the Mans-
field Arms. Alas, these delights are
no more. After a long closure for
refitting, the pub has re-opened with
(a sure sign of changed times) a soli-
tary sunshade on its terraced roof in
the shadow of the old station clock,
a posh new bar (lounge only), a posh
new name (the Regent) and, it obvious-
ly hopes, posh new customers. Unfort-
unately, it may be that, despite the
pub's long neglect of them, the old
clientele haven't forgotten the pub.
How else explain the notices which
have appeared on the door (surely not
usually necessary in such an obvious-
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"According to this - we're six weeks ahead of schedule on the wrong site!"

Hostel reception
IT SEEMS AS IF NOTTINGHNM is moving
into the homelessness industry in a
big way. Word from the King Street
corridors of power has it that Peel
Street hostel, currently run by the
Salvation Army for the Housing Depart-
ment as "Part III" accommodation, is
to be replaced by a much larger
purpose-built complex in the Wood-
borough Road area.

Any move to replace the restrictive
and overcrowded Peel Street hostel
must be welcomed, but why spend
massive sums of money building and
staffing a hostel when the cash could
be used to rehabilitate some of Nott-
ingham's many empty houses for home-
less families to live in? However,
Nottingham's hard-line homeless-
families officer, Mr Chapman, is
unlikely to approve of any scheme for
giving homes to the homeless which
does not include as a preliminary a
suitably long period of "punishment"
in the morally upright, but stigma-
tising atmosphere of a hostel.

Pub snub
MANY RESIDENTS of Nottingham will
remember a particularly colourful pub
next to the Mansfield Road entrance
to the Victoria Station footbridge.
Logically enough, it was called the
Mansfield Arms. Those who plucked up
enough courage to go in (sometimes it
was an uphill struggle against those
being thrown out) will recall that
gazing into rock-pools at the seaside
was considerably less interesting
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ly tasteful place as this): "The
management reserves the right to re-
fuse service to anyone in dirty work-
ing clothes or untidy dress"; and
(ironic in view of the portraits on
the wall of the Mansfield Arms of
prize-winning pedigree dogs) "Sorry -
no dogs allowed - lounge bar only."

That's Dunnett
IS THERE A NOTE of resignation in
the way certain Labour Party members
refer to the "Dunnett Machine"? Gloom,
perhaps, at the sheer monolithic
efficiency of it all? Despair not -
things do not always go Uncle Jack's
way. One day he may even make the
fatal slip for which the vultures are
hovering. After all, Chairman Jack
didn't emerge too triumphantly from
the recent match against Bournemouth.

And, inconsistent perhaps with the
image of a conscientious, hard-
working constituency M, he has been

(continued overleaf, column 5)
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issues at current rates (incl.
postage). _
Bulk orders: 40p per month for 10
copies (incl. postage).










