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St. Bede’s Grammar School, Bradford. 
 

The recollections of two pupils; father and son. 
 
 
The following is an account of the experiences of two members of the Peyton family, my father Maurice and 
myself, during the years we spent at St. Bede’s. My father had been a pupil there between 1936 and 1942 and I 
was to follow in his footsteps in 1960, leaving in 1966. 
 
St. Bede’s Catholic Grammar School opened in June 1900, then located in Drewton Street, Bradford. Its 35 pupils 
had been collected by its first headmaster, Mgr. A. Hinsley, by convassing nearby parishes on a bicycle. He later 
became Rector of the English College, Rome (1917-1928) as was Cardinal Archbishop of Westminster between 
1935-1943. In 1919 the school moved to Heaton Hall. As numbers expanded to about 400 in 1936 it became 
apparent that a larger building was required. The “Catholic Herald” of 15th May, 1936 records:- 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The new school was to open in 1939, an occasion marked by a souvenir booklet within which there is an article 
entitled “Catholic Education”. Some extracts indicate what those who had striven to create the new school 
hoped that it would achieve. It was “the realization of a dream…..an event of first-rate importance for the 
development of education in Bradford, but more particularly for the Catholic section of our city.” One of the main 
objectives of the work of St. Bede’s was “to provide a sound intellectual education” but since “a sound mind 
operates best through a healthy body” the gymnasium and extensive grounds would provide opportunities for 
physical development. “But above and beyond these aims, a Catholic school keeps constantly before the mind of 
the young student the supreme importance of working out his own spiritual destiny. He is taught first of all that 
his duties to God, his Creator are paramount….His duty to God implies further the love and service of his 
neighbour.” 
 
The official record of the school in achieving its intellectual and spiritual objectives is set out in the somewhat 
sanitised booklet “St. Bede’s Grammar School 1900-2000 Celebrating 100 Years of Catholic Education”. What is 
attempted here, however, is to recall aspects of daily life from the pupils’ perspective. My father saw the 
building of the new school and the challenges brought about the outbreak of the Second World War. My time 
was spent in a much more stable environment. The organisation of any large community of intelligent, high 

Auspicious Start to Building Fund, Mr. Fattorini’s £10,000 

 

Mr. J. E. Fattorini, Chairman of the Board of Governors of St. Bede’s Grammar School, Bradford, 

has headed the subscription list for the new building with a gift of £10,000. Mr. Fattorini is 

principal of Gratton Warehouses Ltd., Bradford. He took an active part recently in the successful 

effort to raise £50,000 for the new Bradford Royal Infirmary….. 

In addition to Mr. Fattorini’s gift, the firm of Messrs. Fattorini and Sons, Ltd, jewellers, have given 

£1,000 to the fund. 

Bradford City Council recently decided to advance a loan of thirty-eight per cent of the new 

school’s total cost, subject to the remainder being raised “within a reasonable period, by 

subscriptions or otherwise.” 

Mgr. C. Tindall, M.A., headmaster of the school, in expressing gratification at the response to the 

appeal for the building fund, said: “It is a wonderful start and we hope it will prove an incentive to 

other friends of the school. We can then build a new St. Bede’s which will maintain the traditions 

of the city of Bradford….. 
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spirited and mischievous boys and young men was, and remains, a challenge. Amongst the staff who had us in 
their charge were teachers of ability, commitment and strong character. Some, on the other hand, appeared to 
me to be distinctly “odd”. The interaction between staff and pupils was, for the most part, a pleasant and fruitful 
experience but some behaviour, should it occur in our less robust age, would lead to outrage, national news 
headlines and even imprisonment. 
 

 
From the 1939 Souvenir Booklet  
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My father arrived at St. Bede’s before the rebuilding had commenced. It was one of a several grammar schools 
in the city with 398 pupils in 1940. He soon showed himself to be an able pupil, as may be seen from his end of 
first year report in summer 1936. From the standpoint of a reader in the early twenty first century some aspects 
of the report seem strange. Three different branches of Mathematics (Algebra, Arithmetic and Geometry) 
receive a comment. He was awarded a Grade A for Elocution but this had fallen to a Grade B in 1939. Within 
Bradford there were distinct accents and some were seen as being less desirable than others. The centenary 
booklet on St. Bede’s explains that the accents of the inhabitants of Manchester Road, Canal Road, Barkerend 
Road, for example, were in the less desirable category. The speech of those dwelling in the Heaton area, where 
St. Bede’s was located, was certainly preferred and it was a model which pupils should emulate. There is 
provision in the Art section for a remark on Manual Work; to what could this refer? 
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Staff resorted to corporal punishment to encourage learning. In Chemistry, formulae had to be memorised and 
boys who did not know them were given a blow with the strap for each incorrect answer. Occasionally pupils 
were strapped in the hall before the entire school, an event referred to by the boys as “public floggings”. I do 
not recall my father explaining the misbehaviour which would lead to such dire punishment. 

 
He recalled with amusement an end of year ritual. Each form in turn would 
take its place on the hall stage near the Headmaster, Monsignor Charles 
Tindall M.A.. The pupils would then leave the stage in rank order as 
assessed by the summer examinations. The descent of the top of the form 
was greeted with polite applause from the assembled staff and pupils but 
the reception increased in fervour as class position diminished. Some of 
those at the bottom of class departed in the manner of a victorious boxer 
greeting his adoring fans, to rapturous applause from his fellow students, 
much to the annoyance of some staff. His initial report also shows that he 
had not been late at all during the year. This was fortunate in that a painful 
greeting awaited latecomers. The ringing of the school bell signalled the 

duty master and his team of prefects to close the basement doors. Those arriving late had to queue up outside, 
being corralled by the prefects. They were admitted in batches to receive blows with a strap from the master. 
Journeys home by bus were lively affairs, especially on the upper deck. Caps, books and even satchels could be 
propelled through the windows on to the road below. Downstairs the leather hanging straps provided for 
standing passengers acted as rudimentary gymnastic equipment. All this behaviour often proved too much for 
the hapless conductor to control and miscreants were often evicted from the bus, leaving them to walk home. 
Unfortunately the friends of the evicted knew the bell signals used to tell the driver to start or stop the bus. 
While the conductor was off the bus sorting out the naughty boys, sometimes the bus would move off, leaving 
him to chase behind, much to the amusement of its juvenile passengers. 

 
 
The photograph of “Seniors” in the 1939 Souvenir 
Booklet shows my father in the centre of the second 
row from the top. 

 
The growing tensions in Europe and the threat of war 
led to the construction of air raid shelters in the school 
grounds, a fortunate precaution since Bradford 
suffered bombing in August 1940. Air raid warnings 
were common and the school could be evacuated 
speedily. The pupils and staff would while away the 
time until the “all clear” sounded by telling stories and 
singing. 
 
My father remained an able student throughout his 
career but his performance was not to regain its first 
year heights. By Easter 1939, aged fifteen, his science 
was becoming weaker and he was becoming 
“wayward”. 
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When he was sixteen he abandoned sciences and form master, the Rev. J. Maloney, (who was described as 
“second in command”) was obviously concerned that he was straying from Catholic doctrine.  

 
Concerns were again evident at Easter 1941.  
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In the sixth form, he studied for the Higher School Certificate, taking English, History, Latin and French. At Easter 
1942 his History teacher wrote “I cannot speak too highly of the care, effort and studies put in.” His form 
teacher, however, commented that “school life does not begin and end in the classroom” and clearly expected 
him to have greater involvement in the life of the school. This was despite his being a prefect and “Recorder of 
St. Albans” (probably minute taker at House meetings).   
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His certificate, dated December 1941, from the 
Catholic Social Guild, is of interest. This body, 
founded in 1909, was an offshoot of The Catholic 
Truth Society. It promoted the study of social 
questions among Catholics and assisted in the 
application of Catholic principles to the solution of 
social problems. 
 
In 1939 there had only been 145 candidates for this 
examination, taken by young people in twelve 
schooIs. My father does not seem to have 
distinguished himself in the examination. 
 

His “waywardness” came to the fore with his refusal to wear the gas mask with which he had been issued. After 
futile attempts by his form teacher to deal with the matter it was referred to the Headmaster. During one 
assembly he was called on the stage and asked why he refused to wear a gas mask. He asserted they were only 
being produced to benefit the local business community. The Headmaster was incensed and my father was 
dismissed from the stage. 
 
Even though St. Bede’s was a boys’ school some regulated contact with the opposite sex in the sixth form was 
encouraged in the form of ballroom dancing lessons. Occasionally the hall was rearranged and girls invited from 
St. Joseph’s College in Cunliffe Road. They would sit on one side of the hall, the young men on the other until 
somewhat clumsy invitations to dance were made. Ballroom dancing did remain one of my father’s interests but 
he was unable to pass on his skills to me, even after putting cut-out paper feet on the floor for me to follow. 
 
My father’s final report in 1942, shown above, was a highly creditable one, with the exception of School 
Activities. Under normal circumstances he would have continued into higher education by reading for a degree 
in History, probably at Leeds University. Circumstances were, however, far from normal because of the War. 
Strangely his career took him into the study of science which had been an area of relative weakness. 
 
Although I was born in Dublin, I spent my earliest years in Bradford, living with my parents at the home of my 
grandparents who owned a general store and greengrocery in Little Horton Lane. My family moved to a small 
village in Oxfordshire, Ascott under Wychwood, then to nearby Chipping Norton where my father worked as a 
dispensing assistant at Boots. After attending the Holy Trinity Roman Catholic Primary School and passing a 
selection examination I attended the Chipping Norton Grammar School, a state school with both male and 
female pupils. My family decided to return to Bradford in 1960, after a mysterious fire which consumed the 
municipal dustcart, and it was taken for granted that I would attend St. Bede’s Grammar School. Its pupil 
population peaked in 1961 at about 1,100 pupils, all boys, of whom about 150 were in the sixth form. Green 
blazers were worn; the caps and short trousers of my father’s time had generally disappeared, and sixth formers 
could wear a suit or sports jacket. There was a staff of about sixty, including only three or four women. There 
were four priests, one being the Headmaster, Monsignor Morgan Vincent Sweeney. Some of the staff recalled 
teaching my father and others had been his contemporaries. There were many boys of Polish origin, children of 
wartime refugees. They were fiercely proud of their own culture and they had taken over and refurbished a 
church in Edmund Street, Bradford to make it their own.  Here, during the services, the hymns and sermon were 
in Polish, the mass being in Latin. Periodically I went there instead of my own church. I loved the loud, vibrant 
sermons with much gesticulation, although I did not understand them. This was in marked contrast to the 
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restrained delivery of the priest in my own parish. There were large numbers with an Irish heritage; almost all 
pupils, however, were white.  
 
The Report of Her Majesty’s Inspectors in 1956 gives some indication of what I was to experience a few years 
later. It noted the methodical recording of progress which was encouraged by prize giving. The progressive 
Headmaster had acquired a projector with a sound system to allow films to be shown such as “The Vatican of 
Pius XII” and “Life in a Medieval Monastery”. Industrial visits and cultural trips were provided alongside effective 
careers advice. The Report did point out that large classes and overcrowding had an adverse effect on academic 
progress with five classes in the first three years having over thirty eight pupils. Sixth form classes, on the other 
hand, rarely exceeded ten. Despite its supposed strengths, to me the school came as a considerable culture 
shock. This was the first time that I had experienced an all boys’ school, or been taught in a city environment. I 
had, of course, heard some of my father’s stories about his school days. Little had changed, at least as regards 
the fabric of the building. 
  
All the younger boys were referred to by their surname; only towards the end of my school years was I referred 
to as Michael by the priests and staff who really knew me. Near the school were the abandoned wartime air raid 
shelters which were gradually being filled in with rubbish. It was still possible to enter these buildings, rumoured 
to be rat infested, and they were used to initiate new first year boys who were flung into their depths. When we 
entered school in the morning we went into the basement. This housed changing areas and toilets, the latter 
giving the area an overwhelming stench of urine. Each form had a cloakroom area, a sort of pen, where the class 
was herded together before the start of the school day. Late comers had to negotiate a long line of boys to get 
in, accompanied by shouting and roaring. When main bell went, the entire school was unpenned and disgorged 
into the corridors. The thrusting mob was supposed to be controlled by prefects as it moved up steps but they 
were sometimes carried away in the throng. The 1939 souvenir booklet had said “Lessons of self-control and 
responsibility are valuable ones. The boy who rises to the dignity of a prefect has the opportunity to learn such 
lessons as he carries out his useful tasks that do so much towards the smooth running of the school.” Prefects 
were often more feared than the staff and they had the power to give “lines”. Besides stair duties they were a 
key element in the system for getting pupils away from the site at the end of the day. They would regulate 
access to the buses, throwing pupils off the regular services to ensure that they travelled only on the special 
school transport. To travel to St. Bede’s, I had to catch a trolley bus to the city centre then continue my journey 
by bus. Using my “Scholar’s Pass” the trolley bus fare was a mere 1d, something which I found increasingly 
embarrassing as I became older. When on the lower deck of a bus, should all seats be occupied and a lady be 
standing, any scholar was expected to stand and offer her his seat. Prefects were also responsible for 
maintaining order in the corridors and classrooms, particularly trying when pupils were allowed inside in 
inclement weather or when lunchtime staff meetings overran. Out on the fields or in the playground fights 
would sometimes break out. The cry of “Fight” would be the signal for perhaps fifty lads to form a circle around 
the combatants as they knocked hell out of each other. The duty master would run to break up the fracas but 
sometimes had difficulty in breaking through the ring of onlookers. The prefects would also wade in, chucking 
lads aside to make way for the master. 
 
The basement was the lair of the caretaker, Fred, but he was frequently encountered carrying out his duties in 
various parts of the building. He was quite prepared to criticise the decisions of the Head and the behaviour of 
both staff and pupils in very blunt terms. He had a key supervisory role in the distribution of the daily school milk 
ration. Within each form, at the start of the week, two “milk monitors” were appointed whose duty it was to 
descend into the basement, collect a crate of milk, take it to the classroom, hand out the milk and return the 
empties. The School had an indoor swimming pool, particularly attractive since it was always warm. 
Unfortunately it contained large amounts of chlorine and we pupils were often red-eyed when we went back to 
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class after the weekly swimming session. Fred also had duties here. Each day he would use a long-handled net to 
remove any detritus on the surface. 
 
Upstairs were long corridors of classrooms. We would line up outside a classroom and be let in by the teacher 
on arrival and remain standing until told to sit down. The teacher would also ensure that departure from the 
room was orderly. Behaviour in general was good but sometimes blotting paper would be chewed and flicked by 
a ruler to stick on the ceiling. Most of the classrooms were devoid of any form of display. In Chemistry, a large 
Periodic Table adorned the wall and maps would be unrolled as required in Geography. In the same room there 
were glass cases with displays of geological specimens. Being shown a film, for example on the production of 
iron before an industrial visit, was intended as a treat. The key teaching aid was a blackboard, with chalk and 
certainly no radio, television, video-recorder, overhead projector or computerised equipment was to be found. 
Each boy had his own desk in the form room with a wooden folding seat and storage space for textbooks. The 
teachers were nomadic, moving around to different forms’ rooms except when specialist rooms were needed.  
 

Many of the staff wore gowns when teaching and they would normally carry a strap to maintain discipline and 
ensure that young minds concentrated on the tasks assigned. Homework was set each night which normally 
involved a lot of writing or learning - chemical terms, Spanish vocabulary, spelling, maths formulae and proofs of 
theorems, for example. It would be collected by a monitor who took the exercise books to the staffroom and 
then deposited them on a shelf outside with the teacher’s name on it. Anyone completing homework late would 
have to attempt to sneak it into the appropriate pile. Pupils who had not completed homework or who simply 
did not know it well enough were punished, sometimes physically or on other occasions by lines or detention. 
The main staffroom was shielded from the view of pupils but, when its doors opened, waves of smoke would 
escape. When I had occasion to peer in, at one end of the room a table could be seen, near to which on the wall 
was a rack which contained a number of tankards. The female staff had an extra small room next to the Sacristy. 
 
Shortly after my arrival at the school there was a cross country race for each year to establish who should be in 
the school team. I ran well and came in the first ten so might have been chosen. Since I did not wish to 
participate I ensured that, in the next race, I was one of tailenders. The weekly P.E. lessons in the gym allowed 
us to run, use medicine balls, climb ropes, use the vaulting horse and walk along beams. As an end of term 
special “Pirates” was played, the aim being for someone to chase the others around the gym, people could be 
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caught if they were not off the ground. The gym was also utilised as an 
examination hall for the lower forms, not entirely suitably since it rarely 
lost its odour of sweaty boys. When I reached the sixth form there were 
many sporting options open including table tennis, golf and archery. I 
chose golf which involved going to Northcliffe Golf Club, Shipley on 
ladies’ day when the course would be less crowded. Our group of about 
eight had been instructed about shouting “Fore” when someone was in 
danger of being hit. We decided to line up all the golf balls and send 
them in a salvo, shouting “Fore” only once. This caused some 
consternation to the ladies who were the subject of this bombardment. 
 
Out of class the general atmosphere was rowdy and at lunchtimes I 
would generally go to the city centre to lunch with my parents so as to 
avoid school meals. Large stores offered various dining options. 
Collinsons’ had an ensemble on the ground floor playing popular classical 

works. The musicians would acknowledge regular customers with a slight bow and they would play “Happy 
Birthday” when so requested by favoured patrons. The store had three tiers of restaurants with prices 
decreasing as floors were ascended. Brown, Muff &Co., “The Harrods of the North”, had in its restaurant area a 
“smoking room” in which gentlemen could retreat to eat and smoke undisturbed by feminine chatter. How 
different from the fast-food outlets of the early twenty-first century! It was from this illustrious establishment 
that I obtained my Harris Tweed jackets with leather buttons which I wore instead of the standard school blazer, 
chiefly at my grandmother’s insistence. 
 
I had taken French at Chipping Norton but, on arrival, was put in a class doing Spanish and consequently had to 
catch up a term’s work. In General Science, the teacher, a Physicist, would force lads’ heads down to the gas 
taps and give them a quick burst if their answers to his questions were wrong. English was an agony; spelling 
and grammar tests were held weekly. Pupils marked each others’ work and we had to put our hands up to show 
scores. The ones with low scores were exposed to ridicule. Maths was taught by a lady , an Economist, Mrs 
Crowley who was a breath of fresh air but even she would wield “a pump” (a primitive form of trainer) against 
the backside of anyone staring out of the window. The History teacher gave out hundreds of Banda sheets – 
primitively duplicated sheets which were blue in colour and which gave off an odd smell which I particularly 
liked! Pupils were expected to listen and pick up key points to be inserted in the gaps left in these duplicated 
notes. I became very interested when I was set an essay on Alexander the Great and consequently produced an 
opus of between thirty and forty pages, earning me an unbelievable A++ grade, of which the other pupils did not 
approve. In Chemistry there was a set routine for learning each element. Practicals were rare and these could 
contribute to the final marks awarded. I would risk severe punishment by messing with other pupils’ chemicals 
so they would not get the right results. Biology included rat dissection during which some boys removed the 
alimentary canal and dropped it into the blazer pockets of their fellows. Biology was taught by a person who was 
highly intelligent but unqualified in the subject and quite unaware of the syllabus. I got a “U” (a fail grade) in the 
“O level” examination when I had been predicted a high grade because we had been taught chiefly human 
biology while the examination concentrated on plant biology. Sometimes the lads would bore a hole into chalk, 
insert a match head which they hoped would explode against the blackboard. We would sit eagerly awaiting the 
time when the teacher would start to write. Drawing pins were placed on teachers’ seats by the most naughty of 
the boys. I considered myself to be hopeless at woodwork, metalwork and art. In music lessons, the teacher 
seemed to play “all the right notes but in the wrong order” for indeterminate reasons.  There were occasional 
trips, for example to an ironworks for Chemistry and to Scarborough and Whitby for an end of fifth year trip. The 
concept of students having “special needs” on the grounds of dyslexia or “learning style” was unheard of. Being 
a Catholic grammar school, Religious Education was given a high priority. It was concerned essentially with 
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explaining Catholic orthodoxy rather than the far wider “world religions” courses which became common in 
most schools in the late twentieth century. All pupils in their fifth year took the “Conference of Catholic Colleges 
Religious Examination”. Anyone aware of the development of Catholicism will recognise that the paper 
encapsulates Catholic teaching before the changes following the Second Vatican Council. 
 

 
 
 



               Page 12 of 14 

 
My mother came into School for parents’ evenings to discuss my progress with my subject teachers. There was 
some discussion before pupils were allocated to subjects. There was a careers master and a careers room in the 
basement but I did not seek guidance since I thought that I had a good idea where my vocation lay. 
 
Even as a boy in Chipping Norton I had become involved in church services and I was fascinated by the ritual of 
the mass. At St. Bede’s this involvement became deeper. I was on good terms with the Headmaster and with the 
priests in the school. I eventually became Senior Sacristan, serving at the altar and having access to the keys to 
the safe in which the chalices and sacred vessels were kept. I could enter the the priests’ staff room and myself 
and a friend used the Sacristy for study in our free periods. I was spotted by a member of staff who had been 
there in my father’s time. He was somewhat put out and said “I have been here for thirty years and don’t have a 
room to myself!” This close link with the priests made other pupils somewhat wary of me. The Sacristy was an 
infinitely better option that the sixth form common room which had been created. Since sixth formers could 
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smoke it became a noisy smoky den. Every sixth former had to clean the dirty common room on a rota basis 
since the school cleaners refused to enter it. 
 
I was a member of the St. Vincent de Paul Society. Founded in 1833, it is an international Catholic voluntary 
organization dedicated to the sanctification of its members through serving the poor and disadvantaged. Our 
group of about a dozen, supervised by the teacher who had taught my father maths, would visit hospitals giving 
packets of five Woodbines (cheap cigarettes) and humbugs to old men who were often near death. Elderly 
people in flats were visited and we would lug the coal upstairs and have a chat. 
 
Full assemblies of a thousand boys were not always dignified since the bulk of the school had to kneel or sit on 
the floor with only the sixth form on stage. Occasionally when a lad deliberately moved to one side a whole line 
of boys keeled over, causing great amusement. My position as Sacristan gave me control of the sound system, 
and sometimes I would sabotage proceedings by making the loudspeakers whistle. 
  
After gaining my “O” levels I decided to take Geography, Geology and Chemistry at “A” level until it was 
suggested to me that if I was considering entering the priesthood I would be better served by taking History, 
English Literature and R.E. In the Lower Sixth I also took “O” level Latin, largely self-taught, supported by one 
lesson a week from the Classics master. During part of this lesson, I was often sent out across the road to 
purchase some parkin for the teacher. My success was lauded by my teacher, comparing me favourably to some 
other pupils who had taken several years to reach the same level. In fact, some of my work had been completed 
on the back row when the Head had been expounding on “The Oxford Movement” in R.E. lectures. It was then 
suggested that I should take up Greek, not with any great success. Like all the UVI students I took the recently 
introduced “Use of English” course, appropriately renamed “Useless English”. I performed well enough to be 
entered for a Special Paper in History, a more challenging three hour examination set upon the “A” level 
specification, useful for university application. 
 
St. Bede’s had provided me with “a sound intellectual education” and I had been able to “work out my own 
spiritual destiny”, two of the objectives of the school stated in the 1939 article on Catholic Education, in so far as 
I was accepted by the Venerable English College in Rome to train for the priesthood.  
 
So how did my father and I view our experience of St. Bede’s? The reader should appreciate how quickly social 
attitudes change. From the standpoint of the early twenty-first century, one would say that the teaching régime 
to which we were subject enshrined the institutionalised physical abuse of young people. That is far too harsh 
an assessment. The physical punishment described as being meted out for failure to learn, or misconduct, was 
typical of what happened in many, if not most, schools until the 1970s, and pupils accepted it without much 
fuss. Education did not involve a partnership of equals. Pupils were in school to learn from teachers and their 
subordinate relationship was recognised by their parents. I was different from my father since I had experience 
of education in a rural, small, mixed grammar school. I would have been far more content to spend my early 
teens in such an environment rather than in the hectic, boyish world of St. Bede’s where straps were wielded 
frequently. It was only as I approached the sixth form that I regarded the school and its staff with more warmth. 
In terms of promoting academic attainment, the school was successful in the case of both my father and myself. 
However we were treated as vessels into which knowledge was crammed rather than being seen as young 
people who should be encouraged to think and challenge accepted wisdom. When my father did develop critical 
faculties he was seen as moving dangerously away from Catholic principles and had to be prodded to move back 
into “mainstream” thought. My own “waywardness” took longer to develop. 
Crudely, the school aimed to produce “good Catholics”. My father maintained his Catholic faith until the end of 
his life but he was more comfortable with the Latin Mass, the doctrine and practice of his youth rather than that 
which has evolved since the Second Vatican Council. In my case, had I remained in a state grammar school in 
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Oxfordshire I may not have made the decision to train as a priest. Perhaps my selection of this pathway owed a 
great deal to the active promotion of Catholicism and the daily contact with priests which I experienced in St. 
Bede’s. In short, for Peyton father and son, the school went a considerable way towards achieving what the 
founding fathers of 1939 set out to do. 
 
The St. Bede’s of today is an establishment profoundly different from what my father, or even I knew.  
The Report following an inspection in December 2012 indicates that it is an institution which requires 
improvement in many areas. Are the ambitions of 1939 still relevant? It now describes itself as a “Voluntary 
Aided secondary comprehensive school for boys between the ages of 11 and 16” yet also as a “Grammar 
School”. The Catholic nature of the school is stressed in its title and also on its website:- 
“As a Catholic school, we seek to co-operate with parents to promote the spiritual, moral, cultural, academic 
and physical development of our students….. To do this we: 

 pray with our students on a daily basis; 

 provide the opportunity for students to receive the sacrament of reconciliation and for the celebration 
of Mass; 

 provide our students with engaging and challenging lessons within a broad, balanced curriculum; 

 encourage our students to take part in a wide range of extra-curricular activities; 

 work as a team; 

 always remember that each child matters because of their intrinsic worth as beings made in the image 
and likeness of God; 

 encourage every member of our community to recognise Christ in every person regardless of race, 
colour or creed; 

 Our school is a family where we show God’s love by respecting the dignity of all.” 
The founders of the “new school” in 1939 would not take exception to these ambitions. It is interesting to 
examine the Final Report, produced in February 2011, by the Diocesan Board for Inspections of the Diocese of 
Leeds on “THE CATHOLIC LIFE OF THE SCHOOL AND RELIGIOUS EDUCATION”. Before reaching an overall 
inspection judgement of “Good” the Report provides information about the school. It states that “a higher than 
average proportion of pupils is from a minority-ethnic background, predominantly British Pakistani. Attainment 
on entry is broadly in line with the national average….The number of pupils with special educational needs 
(23.5%) is rising rapidly. The percentage of baptised Catholic children is declining from 80% in Year 11 to 59% in 
Year 7. Lower years have a larger proportion of Muslim children.” 
 
Is the education and preparation for life that St. Bede’s now provides better or worse than that of half a century 
ago? A person reading this document, perhaps fifty years from now, will be able to make a far more informed 
judgement than is possible at the present.  
 
                                                                                                                                   Michael P. Peyton 
                                                                                                                                   28th February 2013 
                     

 







