A short Biography of Brian  Cave the organiser of the Blog.
Observing that quite a few of the readers of this blog look at the abbreviated profile, it occurs to me that readers might be seeking reassurance that I am a serious person seeking justice and common sense.

A person’s current view of life is built on past experiences.  The most early experiences are often the most formative  so I begin at the beginning.

My mother’s father was killed in a train accident in Sierra Leone  in 1905.  He was driving the train!  The family was left fatherless and poor.  My mother left home at the age of 14 to become a servant maid in middle class houses.  She was very intelligent, read avidly, loved poetry.  She became fond of Rudyard Kipling’s works after meeting him as a maid in Brown’s Hotel London.  She recounted the story of the encounter.  Kipling asked her if she would like to see his birdie.  She says she did not know what he meant.  But she says, he did show her his caged bird in his hotel suite.  
In 1914 she was 19 years old.  All young men soon had gone to the war.  After the war few marriageable men survived.   She married my father.  His father was a photographer and my father had the intention of following this trade.  Unfortunately my father had a poor education.  In later years, it was painful to hear him read.  He never adequately mastered the art.  He opened a photographer’s shop in Eltham, London.  At almost the same time as my birth in 1932 he was bankrupted.  My mother had three young sons.  Fortunately my grandfather owned a small terraced house  which was vacant and our family was able to move into it in 1934.  My mother turned to the Roman Catholic Church for aid. They helped.  She thereby converted to Catholicism.  The next five years saw the  rise of Nazism.  In 1939 the children of London were evacuated and I with one of my brothers were sent to Deal in Kent in full view of the French coast.  Our eldest brother was sent elsewhere.  Imagine the heartache and trauma of our mother, left alone, without any knowledge on that day in late August 1939, where her sons would lay their heads that same night, or whether she might see them again.
The war threat grew and we were brought back from Deal.  My mother insisted that I would not go away again.  So I lived in London through the Blitz.  Many a night I lay with my mother under the stairs on blankets, listening to the shells exploding and the bombs falling.  In the morning I would go out and pick up shrapnel in the streets.  I remember seeing the towering clouds of smoke rising over the London Docks in September 1940.   For months I went to no school; no schools were open.  Then when I did go, the retired and ancient schoolteacher was to me so unpleasant that when an air raid caused the class to be abandoned I ran home and never returned to that school.  Another school, Henwick Road opened and that school I came to love and also the headmistress, Miss McDonald. Our family was poor.  On one occasion I dirtied my short trousers and I could not go to school that day, because I had no other clothes.  I possessed no underclothes either. In March 1944 I was to sit for the London County Council Junior County scholarship, which if I passed would enable me to go a grammar school.  Three days before the exam our house was destroyed by a stick of bombs.  Miss McDonald put me to lie down in her office.  I passed the exam and eventually went to the St Olave’s and St Saviour’s Grammar School within sight of Tower Bridge.  The doodlebug bombs and later the V2 rockets fell around.  I travelled by train to school and I saw  more than one V2 explosion from the train windows.  Eltham station which stood intact as I went to school one day was blasted when I returned. 

So one lived through the austerity of the post war years.  In the late 40’s and early 1950’s London was a polluted foggy city.  The sky was frequently yellow with fog.  Motor traffic in 1945 was scarce.  Horses were commonplace and the sparrows fed on the seed from the horse’s nose bags and were so numerous that they crowded on the small trees along Tooley Street.  We schoolboys dragged magnets in the gutters to pick up the numerous iron filings which came from the horseshoes and the wheels of the trams which plied the street.  After the war a younger generation of teachers returned from the war and the standard of teaching was noticeably better.  Through that I gained knowledge and understanding and eventually won a State Scholarship to Oxford University.  I was the first student of my school year to win a place, indeed before I had taken my first ‘A’ level (equivalent) exams.  The Head Master felt I was too young to enter Oxford and he persuaded me and my mother that I should stay on for a third year in the VIth form.   So I went to one of the grandest colleges in Oxford and for four years my education was totally supported by the State.
At the end of that, like so many others, I had to spend two years in National Service.  I gained the rank of 2nd. Lieutenant and played an insignificant part in sending messages to Cyprus and Egypt during  the Suez War. At the end I had almost no money and I felt somewhat adrift.  I was offered a chance to return to Oxford to study for a Ph.D. but the subject offered on the growth of  mosses seemed futile.  I needed to earn money.  The chap in charge of helping students to find jobs at Oxford encouraged me to teach.  He said you could earn £1000 a year by the time you are thirty.  It appealed and the job of starting up the biology department at Norwich School was offered.  I was indeed the first Biology teacher at that school for 700 years.  The laboratory was new.  The headmaster Andrew Stephenson was kind and generous.

After a few years I took the opportunity to teach on exchange in Philadelphia at a Quaker School.  It was a thrilling and stretching experience.   At the end of the year I took the chance to tour the whole of the States and chunks also of  Mexico and Canada. I still possess the diary of that year. It fills a large suitcase.
On returning to England I was offered the job of running the middle boarding house at Norwich School but it was short lived – two years. I married my wife, who met me through hearing me lecture on my travels.  She had also taught in a Quaker School, The Mount, in York.

Then I took on the post of Head of Science at the Blyth Grammar School for Girls in Norwich.  That school was in a few years destined to become a comprehensive.  That did not appeal to me.  I applied for the post of  the founder Head of  a Field Centre in the Forest of Dean.  There I stayed and I sometimes think rotted for the next 20 years.  I became much involved in conservation movements both in the CPRE and the Wildlife trust.  I learned to distrust bureaucracy and bureaucrats.  I learned to distrust the doubtful habits of work of the ‘system’. 

My wife, who had taught French, wished to move to France.  I could see little hope in a future in the Dean.  The daily phone calls on some latest conservation issue nagged  at me.  

It is the attitude of bureaucracy which bugs me, and drives me to protest in this blog site. 
We could not move until my mother passed on. She it was who had given me so much in my youth and encouraged me to think for myself.  She died at the age of 103 in a home very close to where we lived on the edge of the Forest of Dean.  It was then time to move on.

It must be a surprise to a number of bureaucrats to discover that a 80 year old can think.  Even more surprising that the 80 year old should suggest to them that they think.

