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About the Book

HUMPHREY LYTTELTON’S Family boasts a long line of land-owning, political, military, clerical, scholastic and literary forebears – not a musician among them. He always claimed to have most in common with a former Humphrey Lyttelton who was executed for complicity in the Gunpowder Plot. Humph formed his first jazz band in 1948 and it soon became the leading exponent of traditional jazz in Britain. In 1956 his tune ‘Bad Penny Blues’ became the first jazz record to get into the Top Twenty. In a long and vigorous musical career Humph played with a vast array of musical talent, from Louis Armstrong to Radiohead. In 1971 Humph was invited to chair the pilot series of I’m Sorry I Haven’t A Clue, a spin-off from the hit radio series I’m Sorry I’ll Read That Again. Over the fifty series of Clue Humph hosted, the programme became one of the most successful comedy series in the history of BBC Radio, winning every award for radio comedy going, selling over 700,000 cassettes and CDs, and mounting two sellout tours of the UK in 2007 and 2008. Humph died in April 2008, after celebrating forty years as host of Radio 2’s Best of Jazz and sixty years as a bandleader.


About the Author

IAIN PATTINSON wrote Humphrey Lyttelton’s scripts for I’m Sorry I Haven’t A Clue for the thick end of fifteen years. He didn’t bother with the clever end. Before writing for Humph, Iain supplied the chairman’s script for the News Quiz and many opening monologues for Loose Ends, also on BBC Radio 4. He was plucked from obscurity to write his first series of Clue in 1992 and subsequently went on to be plucked from obscurity twice a year thereafter to repeat the process. Since then he has contributed to countless television and radio comedy shows. A list of performers of his scripts now reads like a ‘Y to Z’ of British comedy. Projects to which he has contributed have amassed four Sony Gold awards, a Bronze Rose of Montreux, a Viewers’ and Listeners’ award, a TRIC award and a Cycling Proficiency Badge.
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Mr Lyttelton’s personal Winnebago, generously funded by the BBC


INTRODUCTION

It was 1991. I’d only completed a few months as a trainee producer at the BBC when I was summoned to the office of HLER (that’s BBC acronym for Head of Light Entertainment Radio). ‘The producer of I’m Sorry I Haven’t A Clue will be moving on to other things,’ said HLER. ‘We think you’d make a good replacement’. Up till then I’d barely produced any programmes at all and must have looked a little shaken. ‘Don’t worry, you’ll be fine,’ said HLER. ‘Just remember to laugh at all their jokes’.

The standard procedure in BBC Radio Entertainment at the time was for new producers to serve an apprenticeship on a show before attempting to operate it themselves. Since the next series of Clue wasn’t due to start for a couple of weeks, I just sat in my office and awaited instruction. After a week or so had passed, I paid a visit to Janet Staplehurst (the programme’s long-serving production assistant) to ask for news of the producer’s imminent return from the Edinburgh Fringe. ‘His show’s going down rather better than expected,’ said Janet. ‘He’s decided to stay up there. You’ll have to produce the series yourself.’ My mind raced and I felt slightly sick. The ever-efficient Janet was reassuring: ‘Don’t worry. The studio’s booked – and the team.’ I felt heartened. ‘And who writes the links for Humphrey Lyttelton?’ I asked. ‘You do,’ she replied.

Even less impressive than my track record as a producer then were my credits as a broadcast scriptwriter. Up till 1991 – nothing. Not a scrap. When the day of my first recording as producer of I’m Sorry I Haven’t A Clue arrived, and I finally introduced myself to its seventy-year-old chairman Humphrey Lyttelton, my face was still aching from an afternoon of sycophantic forced merriment in the company of the rest of the Clue team. It was with not a little trepidation that I handed Humph the script for the show. I was expecting at the very least a critical eye to be cast over my efforts, before various jokes were cut out or hastily re-written. Instead, he thanked me politely and didn’t give the script a second glance. When the recording started my heart was in my mouth. Then, as the show’s opening signature tune faded into audience applause, suddenly and quite palpably, I began to understand the genius of the man. With effortless timing, natural ease and unforced charm he took my fledgling script and made it fly. Not only was he able to elicit gales of laughter where the best I’d hoped for was the occasional flurry, but, most remarkably, he was able to conjure audience hilarity from a simple pause, an inflection, a sigh, a shift of tone, even from silence. It was a complete and towering tour de force and in minutes my mood changed from near hyperventilating panic to the most indescribable joy. That night I was seized with one single-minded determination: to ensure Humphrey Lyttelton’s scripts were as good as they could possibly be.

Some months later, during a brief stint producing The News Quiz, I found myself working with a writer called Iain Pattinson. Iain was unlike most of the young, faintly unkempt, university-educated writers who filtered their way into the Radio Entertainment department in the hope of a commission. After a short and unexceptional education in Sidcup, Iain had worked as a market stall holder, insurance broker and marketing executive in the oil industry, before taking early retirement to pursue a dream of writing comedy. Despite his relatively advanced years, a fizzing resentment at the apparent preferment of his Oxbridge-educated peers seemed to lend him a certain youthful vigour. Unlike the department’s other writers, Iain was not only ‘life educated’, he was also financially secure. Quite early in his new career as a writer, he was offered a job on Channel 4’s all-new Clive Anderson Talks Back, a job offer that any of his colleagues would have jumped at without hesitation. Iain took one look at the fee and declined, with the words: ‘That’s less than I pay my gardener’. I liked that. And I realised also that the wonderful material he was writing for The News Quiz could be done infinitely more justice were it delivered by Humphrey Lyttelton.

So it was that I bequeathed to Iain the role of Humphrey’s link writer, in turn heralding the most significant writer/performer relationship in Radio Comedy since Galton & Simpson began writing for Tony Hancock. For sixteen years Iain has written for Humphrey some of the most unfalteringly brilliant and enduring comic lines ever heard on a British wireless, lines which have in turn been delivered with an incomparable skill, style and charm.

Having attempted the job myself, I was well placed to appreciate the difficulty Iain faced, week after week, trying to come up with an amusing introduction to each edition of the programme. Writers on panel shows that draw their material from specific areas such as news, sport or music, immediately have a peg on which to hang their opening material. The problem Iain faced was that I’m Sorry I Haven’t A Clue draws its inspiration from no single theme. However, we swiftly discovered that by taking the show on the road, not only did we lose our London audience of elderly bag ladies, foreign tourists and assorted oddballs seeking shelter from the cold, but most significantly, we gained a location around which to frame Iain’s introductory lines. At first these introductions were no more than a couple of paragraphs, but they soon developed into extended comic histories of the place visited, hugely appreciated by the local theatre audience and one of the most popular elements of the programme as a whole.

Iain’s great skill was not only to write wonderfully funny material, it was also his complete understanding of the character of ‘Chairman Humph’, the unwilling, aristocratic, sometimes irritable, frequently baffled, occasionally louche, often semicomatose chairman of Britain’s most popular radio panel game. Over the years Iain’s opening material for I’m Sorry I Haven’t A Clue has evolved into the almost comprehensive UK gazetteer you have in your hands today. Every page of it seems to resonate with the character and personality of Chairman Humph. It serves as both a reminder of, and tribute to, one of the most brilliant, unique and best-loved broadcasting talents I ever expect to see in my lifetime.

Jon Naismith
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GREENWICH

GREENWICH IS A London borough which rightly prides itself in a rich history spanning many centuries of Royal association. In 1415, Henry V landed in Greenwich after his return from the Battle of Agincourt, when the vastly superior French horsemen were comprehensively routed by our English archers. But then ten minutes of Linda Snell is enough to terrify anyone.

Henry’s military success thus secured France as a market for fine British meat products, and to teach them a lesson, he decreed that export cattle should be fed on diseased sheep carcasses, in the certain knowledge the French would never notice.

Elizabeth I came to Greenwich in 1580 to knight Francis Drake in reward for his round the world voyage. Townsfolk flocked to witness the sight of Good Queen Bess taking up a large sword to perform his circumnavigation ceremony. This was before English spellings were standardised, and as the result of a slight but painful misunderstanding, the words ‘Arise, Sir Francis’ were entirely wasted on him.

In the 17th Century, architect Christopher Wren did much to set the style of Greenwich when his colonnaded, Neo-Renaissance Royal Naval College was commissioned. However, this was only after his original design, of a huge, upside-down Tupperware bowl held up by string attached to big sticks, was rejected on the grounds the town wanted something visitors might bother to come and see.
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Royal Naval College, Greenwich, 1948.

(The law was later changed, making it illegal to keep women in large aquariums)

Greenwich is also famous for its long associations with literature. Christopher Marlowe frequented local taverns and was supposedly killed in one during a brawl with friends over the bill for dinner. The theory that Marlowe didn’t actually die but assumed a new identity as William Shakespeare is supported by the line from Twelfth Night: ‘If music be the food of love, play on, but there’s no way I had a prawn cocktail starter.’

Local residents have included the intellectual and pioneering landscape gardener John Evelyn, who is mentioned by his neighbour Samuel Pepys in the diaries which he wrote in Greenwich in his own special code. As a result, Evelyn has a local pub named after him: ‘The Dot, Dot, Dash, Dash, and Bucket’.

The same century saw the founding of the Royal Observatory in Greenwich Park. The finely crafted lenses of its Newtonian telescope gave an unprecedented view of the Northern skies right up until the 1980s, when it had to be moved after someone built a bloody great office block in the way at Canary Wharf.


CROYDON

THE SOUTH LONDON suburb of Croydon boasts a rich and varied history. Croydon was first noted as the London residence of the Archbishops of Canterbury, who lived at Addington Palace. When the palace needed to be refurbished in 1807, the Archbishop asked for Capability Brown, but the General Synod decreed he should have Dulux Satin El Paso Beige.

In 1953 Addington Palace became the home of the Royal College of Music, where they pioneered the use of hypnosis for the treatment of those performers who suffered stage fright. At their first concert, the conductor proudly counted his orchestra in, and the entire string section fell into a deep sleep.

Still preserved in the centre of Croydon are its famous Elizabethan Whitgift almshouses. When they were opened in 1599, the mayor proclaimed there was free food and shelter and invited the town’s poor, needy and impotent. Well, the poor and the needy arrived, but the impotent couldn’t come.

Croydon’s ancient parish church was rebuilt by the architect Giles Gilbert-Scott, who famously also designed our traditional red telephone boxes. Sadly Gilbert-Scott died before completion, but as a mark of respect at his funeral, male mourners patiently waited their turn to urinate in his tomb.

In the early 19th Century, Croydon was established as a suburb for middle-class commuters working in the city. And when the East Croydon Railway opened in May 1839, its service reached London Bridge Station in 15 minutes. Just the once.

London’s first international aerodrome opened nearby soon after the First World War. However, by the 1950s it was realised that Croydon Airport was too small. A study was undertaken which proved the airport to be hopelessly unable to cope with either London’s modern air traffic or passenger numbers, and was therefore judged: ‘perfect’.

Long before Charles Darwin’s studies, a noted local biologist named Alfred Russell Wallace came up with an early theory of evolution. It was Wallace who coined the phrases ‘natural selection’ and ‘survival of the fittest’, to which, when Darwin’s book was published, he added ‘thieving bastard’.

Other famous names associated with Croydon include that of Matthew Fisher, the former keyboard player with Procul Harem. In a landmark court case in 2007, Fisher was judged to have been co-writer of their record ‘A Whiter Shade of Pale’, and so immediately sought leave to appeal.

The cricketer Mark Butcher is from Croydon. Having played county cricket for Surrey for several seasons, in 1997 Butcher was selected to play test matches for England. After a few games, he became plagued by injury, his form declined badly and he was promoted to captain.

The international basketball player Luol Deng lives in Croydon. He arrived in South Norwood in 1998 as a young boy with his family, refugees fleeing civil war in Sudan. The family spent an uncertain six months applying for asylum before the Home Office agreed the situation there was so bad, they should be allowed to leave South Norwood.

Croydon’s Fairfield Halls found national fame as the home of professional wrestling. When ITV decided to stop broadcasting wrestling, the Fairfield Halls claimed they were badly hurt by the loss of revenue, but they weren’t really. More recently the Fairfield Halls appeared briefly in the movie of the Da Vinci Code. The halls and surrounding area were used to depict Notre Dame Cathedral and the Isle de la Cité in Paris, making that scene amongst the most convincing in the whole film.

Croydon is noted as home to the first ever self-service Sainsbury’s in England. When its doors opened in February 1958, thousands of Croydon’s eager residents rushed in to clear the shelves of an unimagined range of goods, thus heralding the golden age of shoplifting.

[image: img]

The winner of ‘Weight Watcher of the Year’, 1967, leaving Croydon Town Hall


WIMBLEDON

WIMBLEDON IS A vibrant borough located at the very heart of London’s glitzy outskirts. It also has a rich and vibrant history.

The original village first became known in Tudor times, when, in 1587, the Earl of Exeter established the Royal College of Tennis in Wimbledon in an attempt to fulfil Queen Elizabeth I’s wish to see an English player compete in a singles final. It is obviously far too soon to say whether his efforts will be rewarded. The Earl himself, however, did go on to achieve his ambition of entering Queens.

Wimbledon village and 400 acres of prime land were under the ownership of the Cecil family until 1638, when King Charles I bought the property as a birthday present for his wife, Henrietta Maria. Sadly, it was not only the wrong size and colour, but it also made her bum look big.

In Regency times, the village became a fashionable haunt for the likes of Lady Hamilton, who scandalised polite society with her many suitors. This held dire consequences for Lord Nelson when he wagered drunkenly at the gaming table: ‘If Lady Hamilton isn’t completely faithful to me, and me alone, you can pull my arm off and poke me in the eye with it.’

In Victorian times, both Liberty and William Morris produced fabrics in Wimbledon, while Lord Cardigan fought a duel on the common to promote his range of popular knitwear. Subsequently he went on to manufacture the cosy woollen headgear developed during the Crimean War which he named in memory of the Battle of Bobble Hat.

One of the most infamous duels to be fought on Wimbledon Common was in 1803 when the town’s MP, Sir Francis Burdett, was challenged by the Duke of York. Burdett was offered the choice of rapier or pistol, and, as an accomplished swordsman, chose the rapier. It didn’t do him much good. The Duke chose the pistol.
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May Sutton, the first foreign player to win at Wimbledon

By the 1890s, Wimbledon was well established as a commuter town, with regular horse buses running to the city. However, when the electric tramline arrived in 1907, the horses went to London on that instead.

Wimbledon is probably most famous for its tennis tournament, which began in 1877. Until 1905, players were exclusively English, but then a 14-year-old American girl, May Sutton, was allowed an entry and, at her first attempt, won the Ladies’ Singles, the Men’s Singles, the Men’s Doubles, the Ladies’ Doubles, the Mixed Doubles and the Meat Raffle.

During the war, Wimbledon’s Centre Court was dug over as part of the ‘dig for victory’ campaign, and groundsmen report that vegetables occasionally pop up even to this day. A small turnip which appeared on the baseline in 1998 was blamed for putting Tim Henman out of the quarter finals, when it beat him three sets to love.

In 1985 Boris Becker created a record when he became the first unseeded player to win the men’s title. Becker’s last match was in 1999, when he was again unseeded, this time by a Russian model in a broom cupboard.

The inventor of the milk carton, Arthur Reynolds, had a small mill in Wimbledon producing cardboard. After devising the new carton, Reynold’s business expanded rapidly and he built a large, new factory and warehouse. Sadly, he died at the grand opening, when half the contents spilled out on top of him.

During the 1960s, the French philosopher and dramatist Jean-Paul Sartre came to live and work in Wimbledon. An exponent of atheistic existentialism, it was during his time in the borough that Sartre wrote Les Chemins de la Liberté and Les Wombles de la Commonne de Wimbledon. He left England shortly after, complaining he’d been plagiarised by a TV series, called Les Chemins de la Liberté de Noddy et Big Ears.

Wimbledon was also the birthplace of Samuel Cunard, of shipping line fame. Cunard left school at the age of 12 but could find no work. Finding an abandoned rowing boat on the Thames at Mortlake, he repaired it and began ferrying passengers across for a penny a time. With the cash he bought more old rowing boats and patched them up, until after twenty years of tirelessly repairing and rowing, working sixteen-hour days, seven days a week, Cunard’s rich uncle died and left him a shipping line.
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Network South East put the final touches to the Kent section of the Eurostar rail link
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Gloucestershire, summer 2007.

The government’s emergency flood defence measures prove every bit as successful as expected
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On 6 June 1963, US President John F Kennedy visited West Berlin and delivered his seminal ‘Ich bin ein Berliner’ speech, condemning Soviet oppression of the Eastern Bloc and their positioning of offensive missiles in Cuba, in a clear attempt to stave off the potential nuclear destruction of the planet (having previously cancelled an invitation to open the new Co-op Dairy in Northampton)
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Peterborough Town Hall, 1940. (Photo by kind permission of the German Navy)
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SCOTLAND
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Lost Property Office, St Andrews


WALES
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BBC engineers prepare to receive Marconi’s first broadcast with equipment powered by sheep farts
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