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Guest Editorial 

I would like to welcome 
everyone to the 20th issue of 
our group Newsletter. You 
may notice one or two 
changes in appearance in this 
issue. This is due to Jean Moss 
having handed over the 
compilation of the newsletter 
to the group. Jean has done a 
fantastic job on compiling and 
producing every issue from 
the very first in Summer of 
2006. Along with the 
community team at West Park 
School Spondon, Jean has 
helped our group in all 
manner of ways over the last 
4 years. Not only with 
designing and producing our 
newsletters but also by 
lending a laptop computer to 
us to enable the newly formed 
archives team to start their 
work and research.  Without 
the help of Jean and her team 
our group would not have 
progressed to its current size 
and level in such a short time.  

To enable a wider viewpoint 
to be included we hope to 
introduce a guest writer to 
pen the editorial column for 
each issue. The Archives group 
are starting to make 
Chaddesden  our priority and 
in so doing we will fulfil the 
ideas set out in our 
constitution. The deadline for 
issue 21 is the September 
meeting. 

Andrew J Bailey 

  

Visits to the Magistrates Court. 
Some 40 members, in two separate groups, enjoyed a visit to the Magistrates 
Court in St.Marys Gate recently.  This building dating back to 1659 is without 
doubt one of Derbys hidden treasures.  Our guide Glyn Plant covered not only 
the history of the building but also that of the legal system from its murky past 
up to the present day.  From its completion in 2003,  and going back many 
years,  this building was used as a Police Station, County Library, Hotel, 
Residence of the Dukes of Devonshire, Residence for visiting Judiciary,  Assize 
Courts and Shire Hall. AJB 
On this occasion the designers and planners of Derby got it right. AJB 
   

 

 
Whilst every attempt has been made to trace ownership of photographs and pictures used in this Newsletter we apologise for any acknowledgement that we have 

failed to make. 

For more information on our Group please contact Linda Crosby on 01332  676425 or at linda.crosby2@ntlworld.com 
or other committee members at  chaddesdenhistory@live.co.uk 

The Committee wish to thank West Park School for their continued support in the production of this newsletter. 

 

 

Scouts Marching to St.Mary’s Church 

. 

The photograph and accompanying description of those taking part in the 

parade were given to the group by Audrey Bennet of Chaddesden Lane on 

the 14
th
 of April 2010.  The 27

th
 Scouts marching to Church up Chaddesden 

Lane in about 1939.  They are led by Scout Master Ted Bennett, now aged 

90, and living with his daughter at  Lydiate, Merseyside.  I think it is Gordon 

Nadine carrying the flag.  John Bennett is playing the big drum with Gordon 

Hatton on the pavement side carrying a trumpet.  Ken Sewell is on the left 

with a small drum in front of a trumpet player. Thanks to Deryck Morley for 

additional text.  

****************** 
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ADOLF’S BOMBS AND CHERRY TREE HILL SCHOOL. 

 

By Don Shaw 

I was five years old when war broke out in 1939. I remember it well. I sat in an armchair opposite my parents listening to the 

Sunday morning broadcast by the Prime Minister, Neville Chamberlain. In his thin reedy voice he declared war on Germany. My 

father, having once served as a regular soldier in the Royal Marines, shrugged his shoulders and said, 'Well, I shall have to go. 

I'm in the first reserve.' Later having served a year in France fighting the Germans, he came to be rescued from the Dunkirk 

beaches, one of 330,000 men. Shortly before this I was one of the first 50 children to be admitted to the new Cherry Tree Hill 

Junior school in Chaddesden. On that day I had my gas mask in the cardboard box that we all had to carry. The police turned up 

on that very first day. A child had been suspected of robbing The Toy Shop in Nottingham Road Chaddesden. He was taken 

away for questioning.  

Later on my father was posted to Belfast. On his first leave he came home carrying his army rifle which I was allowed to carry 

on the trolley bus home to Chaddesden. Looking back, I recall this and the rest of his leave as one of the few happy times I 

spent with him during the rest of his life.  

My descent into a disturbed childhood began one night in 1940 when the air raid siren was heard  

and I was dragged out of bed by my anxious mother and taken into the pantry under the staircase. First came the sound of distant 

explosions. Then came the heavy drone of the enemy bomber fleet approaching. I knew the sound well, a contrapuntal ebb and 

flow of engine noise. So far they had not dropped bombs where I lived in Arridge Road, their targets usually Manchester or 

Liverpool. My mother read aloud from the 23
rd

 Psalm: "Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear 

no evil: for thou art with me; thy rod and thy staff they comfort me."  

As the bomb came whistling down I thought I was going to die. My mother continued to read. The whistle grew louder. Then 

came the explosion, followed by the blast which shook the kitchen door as though it was about to burst open. Then the raid 

ceased. My mother finished reading the psalm and, on hearing the "All Clear" siren, ushered me back to bed  

The next morning I set off for school from my house, 12, Arridge Rd, and joined up with other children crossing Chaddesden 

Park. We crossed the brook by the playground and came across a bomb crater, gently steaming in the cold air.  

We boys jumped into it, landing on top of the camouflet, the domed covering of soil, under which lay an airless cavern. It 

would be many years before I wrote the ITV drama series "DANGER UXB," which featured a bomb disposal unit during 

World War 2. In the research I learnt how to defuse unexploded bombs by steaming out the German explosive. I learnt also that 

the typical camouflet always covered a deadly pocket of gas. If we boys had been heavier we would have died quickly, falling 

through the thin top into the lethal vapours.  

Clutching our booty of hot shrapnel, dug out from the sides of the crater, we arrived at school five minutes late. Mr Heath, the 

fiery headmaster, stood there with his cane. Behind him the school windows facing the park were damaged by the blast. Our 

punishment was painful, as intended. And, of course, we did not tell our parents we had been 'assaulted.' That would have 

been undignified in the extreme. It was legal and effective. I was never late for school again.  

That day my mother wrote to my father telling him of our escape from death. With this letter he managed to persuade the 

authorities to get my mother and I evacuated to Northern Ireland where he served. The dangerous part of the journey was the sea 

crossing, my mother and I on a troop ship passing from Stranraer to Belfast. Shortly after our departure there was a submarine 

alert and I sat on deck with my mother wearing life jackets.  

I waited for the torpedo to strike, but curiously unafraid because the soldier sitting next to me gave me a Cadburys bar of 

chocolate. It was so normal and so generous a gesture that proved he was not scared, so nor should I be. We all survived the 

crossing.  

A month later, living on a farm in County Down, my mother received a telegram to say that my father was dangerously ill, 

having been blown up by a bomb intended for the Belfast shipyards. He was hanging on to life - just. I was not allowed to see 

him for six months, such were his terrible injuries.  

 

He was given up for dead twice and each time he came through. In 'dying' he had 'gone down a tunnel with a light shining ahead.' 

Coming out of the tunnel he had met the deceased members of his own family and then my mother and I. He knew he was dying, 

he said, because the pain was always replaced by a sense of peace and well being. He knew what he had to do to survive. He had 

to force his spirit back into its body, back to life - and the awful pain.  
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His agonies were always treated with morphine. Months later, now an addict, he had to be weaned on to methadone and 

eventually lost his craving. He returned home after convalescing in Etwall at what is now a Buddhist retreat at Ashe Hall in 

Sutton Lane.  

I returned to Cherry Tree Hill school not 'knowing long division'. In the village school in Northern Ireland I had only learnt to knit 

and use a slate for multiplication and spelling.  

In consequence I spent the rest of my school days (including Bemrose Grammar School) fearing and hating mathematics. I also 

suffered from the handicap of not being understood when I spoke, my thick County Down accent defeating both teacher and 

children. It scared me and I dare not ask a teacher for help. That stayed with me for a few months.  

After the war began we started to plant our own school garden to help in the 'DIG FOR VICTORY' Campaign. We also had a 

'SAVE PAPER' campaign. You received an army rank, the highest of which being Field Marshall, all depending on how much 

waste paper you could collect and bring to school. I complained to the headmaster, Mr Heath, that I was robbed of becoming a 

'General' because another boy stole my paper! On victory being declared we assembled for afternoon school in the playground 

(under monitor supervision of senior children) to be told that we had the rest of the day off in celebration. That night we had a 

bonfire in the middle of Arridge Rd and all the people came out to celebrate. Someone had a violin and played 'Knees up Mother 

Brown.'  

I think I benefited from Cherry Tree Hill, despite the fierce discipline. I did flourish as a writer and played TOAD in TOAD OF 

TOAD HALL' on the school stage. I went on to act in radio and at Derby Playhouse and after a teaching career I became a writer 

with 2 BAFTAS to my credit and 189 series, serials, single plays for BBC and ITV. I am now writing a major film for Helen 

Mirren set in Greece.  

I have two books being published this May - CLOUGH'S WAR in paperback and - with my daughter - TALKING TO ZEUS set 

in Greece, the basis for my film.  

 

 

A friend of the group, Mrs Janet Buxton, recently sent us an email in which she mentioned going to her doctor in the 
1950’s and she and her sister being given penicillin chewing gum. Having never heard of such a wonderful idea we 
did some research and came across the advertisement shown below. The things you find out when you are having a 
quiet day. Thanks must go to the British Medical Journal.  AJB. 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Newsletter  4 

 

 

Notices and Info Page 

Notices and Information 
 

 

Visits List for the remainder of 2010. 

12
th

 August.  Melbourne Hall incl Upstairs Rooms.  1300 Hrs 

Once the visits list for next year has been finalised it will be shown on 

this page. 

 

Speakers List. 

5
th

 August 2010.  Tony Bowler.  Derby Quiz. 

2nd September 2010.  Clive Tower.  WW1 Nursing 

7
th

 October 2010.  The Osnabrook Envoy. 

4
th

 November 2010.  Derek Palmer.  St.Alkmunds Church. 

2
nd

 December 2010.  Christmas Party. 

 

General Notice and Call for Help. 

 

The membership of the Chaddesden Historical Group now stands at 

approximately 54 including the committee.  Many of the members 

have some very special skills that will help in the formation and 

running of what I hope will become a very effective and authoritative 

organisation with regard to the history of Chaddesden.  To achieve 

this, the Archives Team, especially, will need your help.  This can be 

in the form of submitting articles and photographs for inclusion in this 

Newsletter.  If you have taken the photographs yourself and would 

give us permission to use them that would certainly help with 

copyright issues, and as well as getting your photos back after 

scanning you would be given credit in the newsletter for them.  I think 

every single one of our membership has a story or anecdote to tell 

about life and living in Chaddesden and if you feel that you don’t 

want to write the article yourself we can supply a ghost writer to help. 

(Or at least someone who can put the wind up you!)  The reason 

behind this plea is that the committee don’t have all the answers, we 

need your support.  You all saw just what can happen when we helped 

Cherry Tree Hill School with their birthday party.  Everyone involved 

really enjoyed themselves and the enthusiasm that Deryck and I saw 

by speaking to the children was fantastic. They went home and told mums and dads, as well as grandparents, 

about our group and the stories that were told at the birthday party were fantastic to say the least.  These 

stories and many more like them must not be lost.  We need to record them for those children to read and 

thus keep our history alive. This group belongs to its members and I hope it will grow into something we can 

all be proud of.  

  Best Wishes Andrew Bailey.  

 

Late News. The Chaddesden Historical Group now have their own email address. This will enable members 

to contact the committee by email at any time and should any members wish to be included on the groups 

contact list we will be able to send out information messages and updates as required. 

Email Chaddesden History at.    chaddesdenhistory@live.co.uk  We hope to hear from you soon.         

Committee Members 

Tony Bowler 

Chairman 

John Crosby 

Treasurer 

Linda Crosby 

Secretary 

Deryck Morley 

Asst Treasurer 

Ken Garner 

Photo Archivist 

Marie Garner 

Asst Photo Archivist 

Sid Marson 

Speakers Booking Secretary 

Pam Bowler 

Raffle Prizes 

Sandra Rainsford 

 Raffle Organiser 

Andrew Bailey 

Archivist and Newsletter 
Editor 
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