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OK. [Rustling sound.]
Well at the age of sixteen, one had to leave Whiteness Manor, without any real academic qualifications, because they didn’t teach [background noise drowns out David] like GCEs or anything like that. But at the last year they did manage to have one exam board section and that was the Royal Institute of Art, the RSA [RIA?], and I took one subject, which was Elementary English. I had to have English Language, and to take that, because there was no way that I could write legible answers to questions... So I took that and I passed that one, but that was the only academic qualification that I gained from bein’ in the school. [Break in recording.  Someone says something inaudible.] So I believe it was ’59, p’raps ’58, I left Whiteness Manor. All the boys that were leaving had a tradition of throwing their caps, because we all used to have to wear caps. All the boys that were leaving used to throw their caps out of the train as we crossed over the Medway Bridge, which is a tradition that I had grown up with all these years. Well I always had this, I s’pose lookin’ back on it, naïve ambition to follow in my father’s footsteps and be a farmer, and specifically to keep poultry as my father used to. And I kind of insisted that I wanted to do this, and I can’t remember bein’ persuaded not to by the education authorities. The education authorities in Dorset recommended that I went to the North College near Alton. So, in the September of that year, I went in autumn to the college, which was the start of a far more congenial, and bein’ out of boarding school, ’cos I’d only been, but it was still like in an institutional-type atmosphere, it was far more freedom than the [?]. There was only like two houses, one for the senior boys and one for the junior ones, and because I was already senior I was in the senior house in the old part of the buildin’, that was a manor house. It had a very nice, friendly house master, what he was called I can’t remember. I was actually introduced to him by Sandy my friend, because he knew him quite well, and so I went to the Treloar College with the hope and the intention of doing a training course in pig and poultry keeping, which at that time they did there because they had a small farm. It lasted about two or three months, and of course I found it hopeless. There was no way that I could cope with that kind of heavy work, and in the end I became quite ill. I developed (I think it was [when] I cut myself a bit of bread) a septic finger, and had to go to hospital again, and so that dashed all my hopes and dreams. Anyway, so they decided that they had a tailoring course there and they thought p’raps I could operate [talking together] a sewing machine.
Wow.

But, you know, that again was hopeless. The instructor of the training course, he could see straight away that that was, and I just spent time in the workshop just playin’ about with bits of cloth. But it was almost like half a day; the other half of the day I spent in academic work. So really I continued on my education at the Royal College, [engine noise in background] but I suppose in a way, you know, it was a good thing, you know ‘cos I really learned more, and especially in my basic subjects – maths and science – which I hadn’t really done a great deal of in the previous school.  We used to have to (durin’ the college) do prep, both in the evenings and on Saturday mornings, so it was quite a strict education. But I certainly enjoyed my time at the Royal College. We were, well we were supposed to, run about outside the school. I used to be walkin’ in the lanes, ’cos the situation in the open countryside, Saturday afternoons, we used to go into the town, and we used to go to a matinee at the cinema, and we used to stay in the town ’til about seven o’clock and do what we liked. And we had most of Sunday free as well, after attending the church service (which we had in the chapel connected to the college). But after the first term I started goin’ further afield. I used to get the bus into Farnham and I used to go to the shops, and on one occasion I even went as far as Winchester, 

Mm.

on the bus and the train. So this was at the age of sixteen, and through that I gained a lot of independence and confidence, and it was very helpful and instructive, you know, but at the end of that academic year the Dorset education authority said that [because] I wasn’t undertaking a training course, they could no longer fund me. So I had to leave. So I was only at college for one year, I think it was from’58 to ’59, and that was the start of my long struggle to obtain some kind of gainful employment. So I think... [we] will leave it there, and continue next time. 
[End of recording.]
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