
Recollections of Brian Shaw 
Having been absent from the area for many years living as far away as Ross-shire in Northern Scotland 

and recently returned, I found myself at a local timber-yard commiserating with a gentleman named 

Buxton who had locked himself out of his car. He said my face was familiar to him and somehow the 

conversation got around to Porthill Scouts and it transpired we were both former members, we are 

both septuagenarians. He mentioned the existence of the website and lo and behold I discovered that 

I am on three of the larger group photographs of the 1949 to 1952 era.  

My knowledge is somewhat sketchy, but a few familiar faces leapt out at me notably: Noel Bevan, Bob 

Hadley, Johnny Caudwell and George Birks all of whom were amongst the exalted of the troop and 

were of god like eminence to a skinny lad aged between nine and twelve (give or take a year or so). 

Thanks to their wonderful leadership and despite my ineptitude, I briefly reached the dizzying heights 

of a patrol leader with a white stripe each side of my breast pocket before retiring from scouting for 

the good of all at about thirteen in favour of delivering newspapers from Luffs Newsagents in Watlands 

View. 

I went on to become a Police Officer. This was a natural progression from scouting as the ability to 

shamble in columns of three behind a discordant band was useful during my initial training and the 

maxim ‘Be Prepared’ stood me in good stead in dodgy situations thereafter. 

Among my fond memories of being a ’Cub’ and ‘Boy Scout’ is appearing in an evening of what could 

loosely be described as entertainment as Robin Hood in a production of the same name at St Andrews 

Hall. However, the highlight of the evening was undoubtedly the girl guides who admirably supported 

our efforts and cheered everybody up by putting on a south sea island musical sketch dressed in grass 

skirts and garlands.  

Going camping was the pinnacle of all expectations, easily surpassing being allowed to ding the church 

bell at St Andrews for Sunday morning service. I was privileged to go to Rowen in the Conway valley 

which I see is mentioned in the website, from the campsite we ascended Tal Y Fan at 2000ft, and went 

on a route march to Dolgarrog and back after which I had my feet bound to placate my blisters. On 

the culinary scene, being taught self-sufficiency by making dampers out of flour and water was an 

instantaneous flop but to this day the experience of being semi starving and served apricot jam 

turnover baked in something resembling a biscuit tin over a camp fire makes me salivate. (The Chef 

may have been Johnny Wardle). I too recall visiting a café, this was at Llandudno Junction just over the 

bridge from the castle at Conway, it was there that I had the unforgettable experience of eating 

spaghetti hoops in tomato sauce on toast.  

Another wonderful camp was near Dinas Cross in Pembrokeshire. It was close to the top of a cliff 

with a path leading down to a secluded sandy cove where there was a solitary cow sunning itself. 

There were fantastic rock formations immediately offshore in a crystal clear sea and we spent hours 

swimming around them. One day we went to a regatta nearby where we took part in the activities 

one of which included shuffling along a pole suspended between two boats anchored in the bay and 

having a pillow fight in the middle until you fell off. To earn our keep we went potato picking for a 

local farmer and were paid in Irish pennies which were in circulation locally no doubt due to the 

proximity of the Irish Ferry from Fishguard to Rosslare.  

I don’t recall any problem spending it at the village shop, but there was no such thing as money 

laundering etc. in those days and thankfully the time limitation on proceedings has long gone for us to 

be concerned by the prospect of a knock on the door from the cold case squad. 

 

At that time, I lived in Westwood Road, Wolstanton and the Birks family lived opposite. George was 

the Scouter and he had a younger brother who was older than me named Peter. Kenny Johnson whoes 

father became the Cub Leader, sometime after I left, lived behind me in Wade Avenue. Kenny was 

probably four years younger than me. I then moved to Porthill and lived four doors away from Noel 

Bevan, Mr Bevan senior? or it may have been Noel himself, became the Superintendent in charge of 



the main Stoke-on-Trent mail sorting office and I believe he was awarded the DFC in the war. Johnny 

Caudwell of course had the shoe repair business in Watlands View 


