FLYPAPER : 30 APRIL 1988

NOTTINGHAM REVISITED (1)

Demilitarised zone

THIS WAS A FOREIGN military
base. Today, the peace movement
would be threading flowers
between the stakes of the outer
stockade (though the Normans
had a short way with dissi-
dents). So what did the towns-
people of medieval Nottingham
think of their royal castle?
Were they as proud of Iits
battlemented pomp as their
modern descendants would like
to have been? Or did they see
it as Geotfrey Trease had them
seeing it in Bows against the
Barons, as the alien stronghold
of the Norman tyrant, dark
against the sky like a vampire
sucking their blood?

Nor, in the three and a half
centuries since it was converted
to peaceful uses, has the Castle
entirely thrown otf its military
character.

Thé strategic point of the
site is still stunningly obvious
from the windy terrace over-
leoking . hundreds  of — square
miles of the Trent Vailey. Up
there on the rock, the modern
castle stands on precisely the
same spot as its medieval
predecessor, above the deep
wooded clett, which was once a
vast detensive ditch, and the
great sunken coachyard, which,
like the moat it once was, still
separates the site ot the
‘ancient keep, the heart ot the
military complex, from the
castle green which used to be a
courtyard. The massive outer
walls are still tormidable
looking up trom below, the drop
still dizzying looking down from
above.

And dotted around the
grounds are epitaphs of more
recent conflicts: plaque, bust,
obelisk and statue. The most
dramatic, in bronze  luridly
coated with verdigris, shows a
temale tigure, symbolising the
air, whispering into  Albert
Ball's ear, pointing him upward
to forty-three enemy kills, the
Victoria Cross and death at the
age ot twenty.

In the tranquillity ot the
gardens or the placid aristo-
municipal grandeur otf the build-

ing, how many remember that
this has been a place of war
and bitter social contlict? g
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The history. Stands on spectac-

ular 130-foot sandstone rock.
Principle royal fortress 1in
Midlands in Middle Ages. Built
by William the Conqueror in
1068, extended over next 400
years. Fell into disrepair after
end of Wars of the Roses in
1485. Re-fortified for Parli-
ament in 1643 by Colonel John
Hutchinson. Demolished in 1651
by order of the Council of
State. Site cleared and present
building erected by 1st and 2nd
Dukes of Newcastle, 1674-9.
Burned out by Reform Bill

rioters, 10th October 1831.
Leased by Nottingham Corporat-
ion, renovated and interior
reconstructed as a municipal
museum and art gallery, 1876-8
(architect, T.C. Hine). Purchased
by city in 1952 for £16,000.
Medieval survivals include outer
walls and gatehouse mid cl13,
much renovated); bases of Black
Tower (cl12) and King Richard's
Tower (late ¢id9) tunnels
through rock, including Morti-
mer's Hole (supposed route when
Edward III captured Mortimer
and Queen Isabella in 1330). &
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Fellow travellers

AS A NON-DRIVER, I often travel on buses. Mostly I
; enjoy it - 1it's a relaxed, communal experience.

Travelling on the same bus regularly, you soon
recognise, nod to, smile at, occasionally even talk
to some of the other regulars. Thus eighteen
months ago, I found myself on the receiving end
of some caustic comments by one of the City
Council's female employees, a no—-nonsense Geordie
of about sixty. She was upset by the then ruling
Labour group's anti-sexist code of conduct for
council workers, which she thought was "stupid".
I'm sorry to say I didn't conspicuously defend it
- good manners, cowardice, something like that. A
bus isn't the place for heated political argument
with near strangers. It struck me also that some-
one somewhere hadn't done a very good PR job
before the new code of conduct was introduced.

Many mornings and some evenings I find myself
sitting next to a Daily Mail reader. I sit reading
the New Statesman, 7ribune cr Marxism for Begin-
ners, he sits reading the Daily Mail. I wonder if
he sneaks a look at the rubbish I'm reading, just
as I sneak a look at the rubbish he's reading. We
are conspicuously pleasant and polite as we make
way for each other getting on and off.

Better acquainted

Bus travelling has also better acquainted me
with one ot my neighbours, a former Conservative
city councillor <(committee chairman and ADC
representative, moreover - a thinking Tory, not
just one of your backbench lobby fodder) who isn't
allowed to drive tor medical reasons. We don't
exactly agree politically, but we rub along
pleasantly enough, and I've learned some interest-
ing things about the drinking habits of prominent
local politicians (which I couldn't possibly
repeat).

The liveliest bus, of course, 1is the one
immediately after closing time, a cheerful, boist-
erous cargo ot the half-drunk and the completely
legless. Oddly, the most awesomely legless usually
try to stay standing (I suppose they know that
once down they'd stay down). They 1like to jam
themselves across the bottom of the stairs or
have the same sort of love affair with the pole
between the exit doors that cartoon drunks have
with lampposts. Boringly enough, I have never seen
a fight or, I'm delighted to say, an assault on the
driver.

The two most revolting incidents I've seen
involved drink but not violence. In the second
most revolting, an utterly zonked student curled
up in foetal position under the stairs on the
raised luggage shelf with his bum outwards, and
for the rest ot the journey delivered a stream of

Tolpuddle Martyr John Stanfield: from a
contemporary engraving (see page 2)

soft, poisonous farts into the packed lower deck.
Most people pretended not to notice, though there
was more coughing than usual.

The most revolting incident also involved a
drunk, at the wunusually early hour of three
o'clock in the atternoon. I was on an otherwise
empty upper deck when a young bloke of about
nineteen plonked himself down on the front seat,
put his head between his knees and began ridding
himself enthusiastically of what must have been
about two gallons of beer. Soon the upper deck
was latticed with fast flowing rivulets. I escaped
downstairs, but the relief was only temporary.
After the bus had lurched round a few corners and
up and down a tew slopes, first a tew trickles
then a waterfall began to cascade down the steps.
By the time the bus reached the 0Old Market
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