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Norman Hingley was quickly nicknamed “Taffy” by many generations of boys at 

Moseley Grammar School, Birmingham and latterly girls too at the Moseley 

School which followed amalgamation. 

He was a kind, dedicated and sincere man – nothing was too much trouble for 

him and he always went the extra mile until he was sure that you were sure. 

He was open, caring and quiet but once roused he enjoyed vigorous debate and 

discussion. He thrived on logical and intensive ideas and thoughts and their 

presentation- he thrived on fiery discussions, particularly on religion, politics and 

everyday concerns. 

He was born on 24 July 1920 in Ebbw Vale and died on 10 November 1998, in 

his beloved South Wales. It is difficult to acquire in detail a full picture of his 

many skills and interests. We do know that he was intensely proud of other 

famous names from his home town – Michael Foot and Aneurin Bevan.  He 

shared their intense love of the concept of the National Health Service and 

socialist principles. He defended the underdog and was strong and determined in 

his passionate approval of fair play, justice and truth. He enjoyed practical and 

creative work, he worked long hours each evening and into the early hours 

preparing lessons and marking books – I well remember the depth and 

succinctness of his own notes augmenting my own “A” Physics notes. 

He had considerable debating skills as a scientist and as an agnostic / atheist- it 

was a privilege to witness him in many debates with the Moseleian Society when 

famous names as Father Trevor Huddleston and David Shepherd ( the English 

Cricket Captain and latterly Bishop of Liverpool) visited us in the beautiful Spring 

Hill College Library. 

Norman joined MGS in September 1951 – he ran many science clubs, debating 

societies, continental holidays and camping trips. The letters which follow hint at 

the unbelievable happenings at the clubs! He was famous for his wild shirt 

collars, chalky sleeves and speech problems involving “parallelograms”. He 

found and helped to develop the School Cottage near Gilwern, Abergavenny 

where eventually he found his retirement home.  

These snapshots of the man and his school give reflections of life in the 1960’s 

besides intriguing snippets of schooldays in long–gone Grammar Schools – as 

you will read it is “warts and all” and uncensored. 

The letters show how proud he was of his students and they, of course, echo 

their great respect and affection for him. 

On behalf of his students and colleagues, I hope that this project enables his 

family and friends to enjoy and smile at the great contributions which Norman 

made to all our lives and in so many ways. 



THE NORMAN “TAFFY” HINGLEY PROJECT 

A chance remark at the Royal Lodge at Symonds Yat during a 

Christmas Holiday in 2009 quickly established that I was talking 

to Sue Hingley – well, there’s a lot more to it than that but that 

will suffice! 

I realised that Norman Hingley had had a profound effect on 

the lives and careers of the many Moseleians whom he had 

taught. I resolved to make a very special tribute for Sue and 

her family to share and treasure. I was able to contact a wide 

range of former students and colleagues via e-mail, letter, 

Friends Reunited, flyers at Open Days etc. With the support of 

the Moseleians Association, I plan to lodge this project in the 

Moseleian Archive at Spring Hill College and the Birmingham 

Local History Archive, the brain child of another old Moseleian – 

Professor Carl Chinn. 

The results from my letter can be read in due course – it was 

difficult to acquire photographs of Norman but thanks to the 

wonders of the internet and digital photography, I have been 

able to include some in the following pages. 

My letter read as follows: 

Dr Colin Harris ( former Chairman of The Moselians Association ) has recently met with Norman 

Hingley’s daughter Sue – he was known as “Taffy” to many generations of Moseleians from both 

MGS and Moseley School in the 60’s, 70’s and 80’s as their science, physics teacher, friend and 

mentor. 

For those Moseleians who have worked or still work as scientists, physicists, technologists and IT 

experts- we all have a huge debt of gratitude to this talented, dedicated, kind and gentle man. 

His family know very little about his days at Moseley and I am compiling a “memorabilia” book for 

them. They will donate whatever items from his days at Moseley to our Archives and would value 

whatever memories YOU can provide in return. As his student or as a colleague then if you have 

photographs, stories, incidents and memories then please send them to me.  

 

Dr Colin N Harris (MGS 1953-1960) 



 

Taffy and Neddy 

Hank F and Taffy H London 1955 
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Taffy and staff 1951 



Taffy photo MGS staff 1954 psinger 

Taffy with Hank and Neddy 1957 



Hi Colin 
 
Nice to hear from you, and it looks like you had a grand time at the Palace, what an 
event and very memorable. 
  
You were asking if I had any memories of Taffy Hingley, well, to be honest much of 
what I remember you will remember also, but I'll say it anyway. 
  
I particularly remember him as the sort of teacher you were rather nervous of when 
first he taught you but with time you realised he was a person who was anxious to 
help, he was good teacher, and he didn't stand for any nonsense. 
  
A particular event was an outing, when science based 6th formers were offered to 
the chance to visit a company, I cannot remember who it was. We all travelled in a 
coach and Taffy Hingley was one of the teachers in charge. The day was a good day 
and we all enjoyed ourselves and by the time we were travelling back everyone was 
in high spirits and some singing broke out. I especially remember one of the songs 
was a fairly bawdy version of "Roll Me Over in the Clover and Do It Again" 
  
The next day I think Taffy said, I think to you, "What were the words of that song you 
were singing on the coach, can you write me out a copy". This caused a great deal of 
amusement in the 6th form and the words were written down in a fairly demure form 
as I remember. 
  
Then I think you went to see him with the words and that's when you received a 
enormous telling off for using such language. Taffy said that the songs were sung 
when he was a young man (in the air force??) and were intended to express feelings 
against the war and Hitler and the Germans in particular. It was not right that these 
songs should be sung just for amusement by a group of 6th formers. 
  
My memories were rather of amusement and a feeling that perhaps Taffy was a bit 
of a prude but we still liked him. 
  
I hope this helps you with your book it's not much but the best I can do for things that 
happened 50 years ago 
  
Keep in touch Colin, if ever you visit North West Italy we would love to see you 
  
Best Wishes to you both 
  
Roy 



Dear Mr Harris 
  
Hey, what about the fifties? 
  
I was at MGS from 1950-55 and Taffy Hingley came 
some time during that period.  He was a very friendly 
and attentive teacher and made Physics thoroughly 
interesting.  There was, at that time, a Science Society 
run by the Head of Science, a chemist named Lambert, 
which was open to 5th and 6th formers only.  When we 
were in 3A, four of us asked Taffy whether we could 
have a junior version and he set up the Science Club, 
which certainly ran for a couple of years, if not more.  
We did all sort of weird things with wires and batteries, 
bits of metal, water, etc., and hired or borrowed from 
somewhere relevant films. 
  
We also belonged to a Photography Club, run by Beefy 
Bullock, I think, and so we did a lot of optical 
experiments and investigations. 
  
The other main progenitors were Roy Whitworth, Pete 
Homer and Bob Leaske.  The only one I have had any 
contact with subsequently is Roy.  He got a Geology and 
Geophysics degree (I can't remember where from) and 
migrated to Australia in the early 1960s.  He finished up 
as chief scientist in charge of a ship carrying out 
research in the the Antarctic and retired a few years 
ago, although he still writes technical articles and things. 
  
Regards 
David Spilsbury 



Dear Colin, 

 

I saw your article about Taffy Hingley and I thought I would send you my 

reminiscences about him; I have also attached these as a Word document.  Feel free to 

use these however you see fit. 

 
Reminiscences of Norman “Taffy” Hingley 

Taffy Hingley was my Physics teacher throughout most of my time at Moseley 
Grammar School (1967-1974), and I was scared stiff of him.  He was a “full-on” 

teacher, brimming with enthusiasm for his subject, always trying to drag classes 
of reluctant boys along in his zeal.  He was confident and robust, and stood no 
nonsense in his classes – he rarely experienced discipline problems.  He used to 

wear a thick leather belt to hold up his trousers, and I always dreaded that he 
would use it to discipline boys – I never saw him do this. 

I don’t think that I was a natural physicist (I am now a biochemist), but despite 
this, Taffy cajoled me into getting a Grade 1 GCE and an ‘A’ at A-level, for which 

I am very grateful.  One lesson he taught me was that it was important to have 
some other passion in life, apart from science.  He apparently used to enjoy 
walking the Welsh hills as a diversion when he was studying physics; mine has 

become music. 
Among the incidents I recall was one where he was nearly seriously injured.  He 

had a lab assistant in those days called Mr. Robinson, who I think Taffy found to 
be exasperating (he did not suffer fools gladly!).  This particular experiment 
involved beakers of strong acid and alkali, and, at a crucial moment, Taffy asked 

Mr. Robinson, which beaker was which in order that he could pour some excess 
acid back into the right beaker.  Mr. Robinson got it wrong with the result that 

acid sprayed up into Taffy’s face, and he had to rush from the classroom.  He 
was taken to hospital but returned the same day sporting dark sunglasses (he 
had injured his eyes).  As far as I know he did not suffer any long-term 

consequences from this incident. 
Taffy of course had a very strong Welsh accent and his nickname was obvious; 

in this sense he was lucky compared to others on the staff whose nicknames 
were less charitable.  He had trouble pronouncing certain words, one of which 
was parallel, which was pronounced ‘palarell’ by Taffy; hence we all spoke of 

‘palarell lines’ thereafter. 
Despite his somewhat fearsome demeanour I think that Taffy loved his subject 

and the boys at the school, and it was only in the sixth form did we realise was a 
great teacher he was, and latterly what a huge debt of gratitude we owe him. 

 

Regards, 

 

Tony Maxwell 

 

Prof. Anthony Maxwell 

Head, Dept. Biological Chemistry 

John Innes Centre 

Colney 

Norwich NR4 7UH 



Dear Colin, 

Thank you for your letter and personal 'ps'. Walking to MGS 

seems to be only yesterday but your letter was written on my 

73rd birthday !! I hope you are well and as you say 'fine and 

dandy'. I am, as they say in Brum, fair to middlin, which, at my 

age, is blinkin marvellous ! 

I  suspect that I am one of a very small number who was both 

a pupil and colleague of Norman. You will note that, as a fellow 

Welshman, I refrain from using his well-remembered nickname. 

You may have noted in a recent edition of the Moseleian that I 

was one of a band of five OBs on the staff at MGS between 

1961-65, all of whom got on very well with Norman - this was 

especially true if you were non-conformist [not in the 

theological sense] and a bit anti-establishment and rebellious; 

a category into which I fit very well, hence such a good 

relationship with Norman. 

As a pupil, I remember him as a hard task master - you always 

remembered to do his homework ! He was, however, always 

kindly and was always anxious for his pupils to achieve, which 

as a fellow educationist is the most important attribute of a 

teacher. On a lighter note, we always had some difficulty in 

reading his handwriting on the blackboard. Being left-handed it 

tended to start at bottom left and finish top right. However, his 

most well remembered phrase which was good advice and 

known to all his pupils, was 'you must know your 

'deffffinitionnnns'. You must recall that expression? 

I know he returned home when he retired. From your letter I 

take it that he is no longer with us. If I am mistaken I should 

like a contact address if you have it. 

Best regards, 

Graham Bate. 



Dear Colin 
  
Thank you for your letter, Colin. I was on the staff at MGS from 
1956 to 1969 when, with Bruce Gaskin's encouragement, I left 
to join the Birmingham Schools Inspectorate. I entirely agree 
with your description of Norman. You may be surprised to 
know that we spent many a lunch time (when not on duty, of 
course) with George Fletcher in the store room behind the 
woodwork shop. George taught us both to make things in 
wood, usually on the lathe, and I still have some of my efforts. 
Before getting down to that, we three often chatted over a cup 
of coffee during which we went over a lot of different topics - 
poetry, Shakespeare, cricket, you name it. As a result, I had to 
admit that Norman was far better educated than me as I could 
contribute nothing on the scientific front - a credit in Physics in 
what was then called the School Certificate was as far as I ever 
reached.  
When I left, Norman presented me with a book as a leaving 
gift. Later, when I heard he was about to retire, I slipped into 
Moseley School to wish him well when he invited me to call in 
to see him if I found myself in his part of Wales. Sadly for me, 
that never happened but my time with the staff at MGS (of 
which Norman was part) was one of the happiest spells of my 
career. 
  
  

John Sheppard 
 



Dear Colin, 
  

    Yes, I'm fine: busy still - the week before half-
term 8 of the little causes in which I hold office 
had meetings, involving two trips to London - plus 
my two Sunday services. 
  

    Taffy I remember well.  His way of saying "The 
co-efficient of Linear Expansion" was 
unforgettable!  In those days we still used sensible 
Imperial measurements instead of this metric 
nonsense - I recall Charlie Hill saying that duo-
decimal made so much more sense than decimal, 
too: divisible by more dividers......When I did my 
own photography I used drams and gills &c, and 
fluid ounces.  In fact the only use for metric I have 
is for car engines' cubic capacity; and that's just 
because it is what we are familiar with! 
  

    Taffy had a delightful enthusiasm, even if 
sometimes some of us had less. 
    That was very true in the cold weather.  You 
recall, ironically for a Physics lab., that the heating 
pipes were on the ceiling, owing to the lie of the 
land at MGS from the boilers downwards - 
although there were a few pipes on the walls, all 
contained within (added, one suppose) cupboards!  
I remember when we could not write a thing 
because the ink had frozen solid in the ink-wells! 
  

Best wishes, 
John 



Dear Colin, - an afterthought RE: NDG 

 

I happened to speak yesterday on the 

phone to a former colleague at MGS, 

Adrian Cholmondeley, who used to 

play badminton in the school hall with 

Norman. His main recollection was that 

he must have got his badminton shorts 

from the same supplier as Gunner 

'Lofty' Sugden in 'It ain't half hot Mum' 

- I'm sure you must remember the 

character! 

Cheers, 

Graham Bate 

 

 



Dear Colin 
 
I remember best an incident during which we 
were being taught how an electric current 
works. 6 of us were lined up in a row and then 
the end one was pushed by our master so 
that he fell against the next and in this domino 
effect illustration so we learned of the 
conduction of electric current. I of course was 
a dunce at this and indeed all science but that 
display remains with me to this day 
Regards David 
  



 
Dear Colin 

 

I was interested to receive your letter and yes I remember Norman Hingley 

well enough though only for a short time and as a very junior colleague. 

I went to Moseley in the very late 60s as a woodwork teacher along side 

George Fletcher, later becoming head of dept and then year head through into 

the days when we joined with Mosely modern sch. 

 

I remember Norman as a conscientious colleague who as a result of his 

interest in practical work was often to be found working on some project 

during his lunch hour. 

Also at the back of the woodwork room there were two tunnels running under 

the length of the main corridor and under the entrance hall to a secret 

staircase to the tower. It was here that a group of staff hid themselves 

away during the dinner hour and debated and put the world to right and I 

felt very privileged to be allowed to be part of this body of 'Wise Men' 

which often included Mr Gaskin the HM , Beefy Bullock and 'Toad' geography I 

think! 

I remember that Norman was instrumental in finding the school cottage nr the 

top of Gilwern hill overlooking Abergavenny which was near to where he went 

to live after retirement and a place I was to get to know well as a result 

of the many field trips I was to make there. The cottage, which had been an 

ale house on the old, now unused tram road to the mines and held stories of 

'Old Tam' the ale house owner with the 'mad son' who 'did him in' and buried 

him under the floor of the ale house and still haunts the place! 

All good fun for kids about to go to sleep in such a dark and lonely place. 

 

I also remember a prize night in the town hall when Norman and others led 

the staff onto the stage with the audience standing in respect, only to find 

that he had led us onto the wrong row and then we had to turn and clamber 

through the chairs, much to the amusement and applause of the audience. 

 

I don't know if any of this is of interest or relevant but I will be 

interested to receive a copy of end product. 

 

best wishes 

 

 

Tony Stokes 

 



Hi Colin 

  

I agree entirely that Taffy was a talented, dedicated, kind and gentle man.   

  

I still have all my school reports from the Summer Term 1956 (form 2A) until Summer 1961 

(Up VIA Science).  I will quote Taffy's comments about me just to illustrate his care for we 

pupils. 

My first science teachers (in 1st and 2nd forms were "Beefy" Bullock (Biology) and "Hank 

Freeman" (General Science). Both nice men and good teachers.  Hank was nicknamed after 

his resemblance to a cartoon cowboy character on children's TV - it may have been in the 

"Mexican Pete the Bandit" programme.  Beefy taught me Biology right up to "O" Level. 

  

In the 3rd form, General science was split into Chemistry and Physics.  Hank taught 

Chemistry and really inspired me, and Taffy taught Physics.  I was top of the form in Physics 

in the first term but on the second term my father died and my work understandably suffered 

so I was 26th out of 32.  Taffy wrote "Has real ability in this subject. Absence has pulled him 

down. Should recover next term" and indeed I was then 12th ("Quite good progress".)  

Physics was a much more difficult subject than Chemistry and Biology which I found 

relatively easy, and had several different parts to it (Mechanics, Heat & Light, Electricity and 

Magnetism etc) and so Taffy had to teach a wide spectrum of subjects which many people 

found difficult.  I remember him having infinite patience as we struggled with parts of the 

course.  I don't ever remember him losing his patience or getting bad tempered or slippering 

anyone.  

  

However, that certainly does not mean he was weak.  Even intelligent and normally well 

behaved boys are quick to detect weakness in a teacher and exploit it (as with a certain 

unfortunate Scripture master about whom some of us still feel guilty).  I don't think anyone 

would have dreamt of playing up Taffy because he had that "je ne sais quoi" (you can see that 

the efforts of Messrs Jones and Constable were not wasted on me!) by which he inspired 

respect in us all.   

  

With physics, I sometimes got confused because I could answer the questions but did not 

always feel I had really grasped the topic.  Taffy used to work hard to overcome my 

blockages and largely succeeded.   

  

In the 4th and 5th year, David Spikins replaced Taffy and Hank as our Physics and Chemistry 

teacher.  He was not a bad teacher, I did well under him, with good GCE marks in both 

subjects, but let me just say, diplomatically (not one of my usual talents!), that I would have 

preferred Taffy and Hank.   

  

In the 6th form I was taught Biology by Mr Bush (no nickname that I remember).  Another 

kind gentle patient man and a good teacher, who incidentally introduced me to biochemistry, 

my future subject.  Chemistry was taught by "Neddy" Bacon, named after his supposed 

resemblance to Neddy Seagoon (Harry Secombe) in the Goons.  I think he was a Goon Show 

fan himself, so quite liked his nickname.  Neddy was famous for giving us reams of notes to 

copy (I still have mine) which enabled us to really take in what he was teaching in lessons 

(instead of scribbling rather than really listening) and which made very useful GCE swotting 

notes.   As a result, many of us did well at A Level so his methods obviously worked. 



  

 In the Lower 6th, we were taught Physics by Harry Lambert whom I liked and found to be a 

good teacher, with an amusing sarcastic humour which we took in good part. His favourite 

expression was "When I was a boy...."  I am pleased to say that Taffy reappeared in my 

school life in the Upper 6th preparing us for A Level Physics, when he said on my last report 

"worked very well and should be very successful". 

  

My A and S Levels results gave me a State Scholarship which is a testament to the teaching 

and patience of Taffy in that final year (as well as Neddy and Mr Bush) because I still found 

Physics more difficult than Chemistry and Biology 

  

Although I did well in Physics, there were one or two other boys in my year who were 

Physics (and Maths) genii in a different league to the rest of us (e.g. Austin Hughes).   

Another friend was a radio genius who set up an illegal radio transmitter in his bedroom and 

one evening drowned out the 6 o'clock news throughout Moseley with the "Ying Tong Song" 

(I hope Neddy heard it)!  We watched the radio detector vans cruising round Moseley for 

many days afterwards, but he had more sense than to try it again even for a second, as they 

would then have been able to get a fix on his house! 

  

He was also the one who made and set off a chlorate bomb in a pressure cooker buried in the 

roots of a large tree - the huge explosion rocked Moseley and resulted in a visit from the 

police!  Taffy and Neddy did not realise how well they had taught him, as at school you 

would not have thought butter would melt in his mouth!  Only his closest chums knew what 

he was up to. 

  

Soon after I left school, I and a fellow Moseleian Mike Brookes, were discussing Taffy and 

rang him to thank him for all his help.  He invited us round to his house.  He was so very 

interested in what we were doing and how we were getting on with our university courses.  

That was the last time I met him and will have been in late 1961. 

  

I enjoyed my time at Moseley.  It was a good school with many good teachers, and an 

excellent headmaster in D B Gaskin (I don't remember very much about Ernie Robinson 

except the frightening day when the whole school had to witness him caning a couple of 

miscreants before formally expelling them from the school). 

  

The other special assembly was the famous dynamite episode, recounted by Old Moseleian 

Jasper Carrott, which I am sure you remember! 

  

Ralph Atherton 

 

  

  

  

  

 



Sorry Colin, I can be of little help. We certainly 

had Hingley for physics in 3B. He taught in the 

end room of the bottom corridor. He was a fair 

minded teacher who never needed to punish pupils 

with the pump , detentions or lines. 

I remember him doing the ball and ring experiment 

in front of the class to show that the metal ball 

would not drop though the ring because it 

expanded when heated. 

At the end of the year he took me on one side and 

suggested that I took physics in the fourth year-----

- but in the absence of clear guidance, I took 

Biology because Beefy Bullock was more popular 

Cheers Barrie 

PS I see you are in contact with Margaret Bishop -

---- whilst doing my family tree , I found that my 

friend, John Bishop, and his sister Margaret were 

second cousins. Margaret and myself traced the 

Stokes back to 1714. Its a small world!!! 



Hi Colin.   
 
What a nice gesture by you to do all 
that for Taffy's family.  I have a photo 
of form 5b, 1957 and I will try and get a 
copy of it done (you seem to be able to 
get things like that in this technology 
age).  Next week I am meeting up with 
an old form mate from the 50's in his 
adopted home of Lanzarote and I will 
see what, if anything, he has from 
those days. 
  
Best regards 
  
Pete Haden 



Contribution to the Norman “Taffy” Hingley Project. 

 

‘Taffy’ was my physics teacher from 3rd year to sixth 

form. We got on well. He was a dedicated teacher and 

for most of that time I was a fairly good student. In the 

lower sixth, he was my Form Teacher, when I was 

struggling with too many unfamiliar topics, loads of 

activities and I could not see the wood for the trees. 

One day, he took me to task for a Physics assignment 

not completed on time. After learning that I had so 

many things to do all at once, he told me I must work 

harder. I explained to him I was already spending 4+ 

hours every night on homework and could not get on 

top of it all. When he heard that he immediately 

changed his approach and became sympathetic. He 

said “I had no idea. You shouldn’t be working all those 

hours”. Then he told me not to work so hard and 

suggested ways to economise on my time and how to 

relax.  I always remembered that encounter. It made a 

difference and helped me. Taffy always strived to get 

our best shot. 

 

 A few years later, after leaving school and going to 

Edinburgh University, I came back to The School just 

for a fond visit. I was sauntering around the grounds 

alone, during school hours. There were no pupils to be 

seen, all in lessons and I was remembering my years in 

those hallowed classrooms. Suddenly, coming round 

the Senior Science Block to the Biology Lab Entrance, I 



saw Mr Hingley.  So I shouted out to him “Hello Sir!” To 

which he replied: “Williams, Hurry up, you are late for 

lessons!  What are you doing out of uniform?”…………… I 

just laughed. Then realisation dawned and his face 

broke into a grin. I was still one of his boys!  

 

                                                                                           

John Alister Williams 

(MGS 1954-61) 



Hi Colin, 
  
Thanks for your email and earlier letter. 
  
Unfortunately my memory of my school days 
is now very vague and I am uncertain if 
Norman Hingley taught me or not.  (I do 
remember that Mr Lambert did take me for A 
level physics classes.) 
  
I'm forwarding this message to my younger 
brother Roy, who lives in Canberra, Australia.  
He has a much better memory and, when I 
visit him, regales me with stories of what 
(allegedly) happened back at MGS.  Hopefully 
he will be able to supply some interesting 
anecdotes from the late 1950s. 
  
Regards 
Peter Whitworth (D Phil etc. etc.) 

 



Dear Colin, 

 

Although I knew him, Taffy never really taught 

me as I was not in his pre matric class [‘Hank’ 

Freeman was my teacher], and in the 6
th

, I did not 

take physics. 

 

I seldom aspired to sporting greatness either, and 

imagine he was a rugby coach [If Max Boyce’s 

stories of Welshmen are to be believed]. 

 

However, I do remember him as a smoker of 

‘Players meejum’ and that he rode to and from 

school on a ‘push’ bike.... Similar to the one Arty 

Lincoln rode. 

 

He fell under Harry Lambert, the inveterate 

smoker of straight briar pipes [‘When I wuz a boy 

at school....’] and who drove a black, angular, 

shiny Triumph Mayflower, parked in the main 

driveway – by the shallow steps leading down to 

the playing field, under the plane trees, and  below 

Paddy Breedon’s window which was the 

classroom home of my year in 5b. 

 

Bob Hadley of Capetown SA 



Hello Colin, 
  
As usual my big brother has passed the buck (delegated he would call it) when there is work to do!  I 
may have missed something here, but is Taffy still with us?  He would be well into his 80s at least by 
now. 
  
As a first step, I found my school report book with all the term-by-term reports, which had been tucked 
away in a box in the shed for about thirty years.  Quite sobering reading! I wonder how I ever made 
anything beyond shoe shine boy from some of the sarcastic comments. 
  
The first entry that I am confident is by Taffy was in the Autumn Term of 1953 at the start of Fourth 
Form.  However, I have just re-read the few school magazines I have and found to my surprise that 
Taffy actually joined the school in September 1951.  I well remember the nicotine stains on his 
fingers, and the chalk dust all over his jacket as he frequently cleaned the board using his sleeve. 
  
The main thing I recollect was his energy and enthusiasm.  It certainly revved my engine  Everything 
was interesting when Taffy went through it.   As you probably recall, the school science equipment 
was antique, but he cobbled together things to demonstrate some esoteric point.  One I remember 
was a flour tin full of water with a light in it and an outlet down low.  With a smooth flow of water out, 
the light was totally internally reflected by the surface of the water, so one seemed to have a bending 
beam of light pouring down into the sink.  All good stuff about being beyond the critical angle of 
incidence. 
  
To my recollection, he was the driving force behind the Science Society.  I found my membership card 
for the Society for 1955/56 and to my surprise Harry Lambert was the chairman - senior science 
teacher prerogative I would guess.  But I am sure Taffy was the man behind the scenes, and he was 
certainly the teacher who got us staying after school to do special experiments.  I gather there were 
over 70 kids in the society while I was there. 
  
The highlight of the Society was the visits organised to various industries in the Birmingham region to 
give us a feel of what really went on in science and industry.  Mind you, the results could be 
unpredicable.  The visit to British Timkins (roller bearings) included a session in the research lab 
where two physicists in white coats were measuring the viscosity of grease by repeatedly dropping a 
conical plunger into a tin of grease and measuring its penetration.  That put me off a career as a 
physicist!  The trip down Mid-Cannock Colliery was mind boggling stuff.  Crawling along a narrow coal 
seam where men were lying on their sides working at the coal face was a real experience.  The visit 
to Austins car factory at Longbridge was pretty exciting too.  Seeing a crankshaft being forged out of a 
red-hot iron bar still sticks in my memory. 
  
All these things strengthened my desire to be a scientist, which meant further study and then 
university at a time when money was in short supply.  Three teachers at MGS basically helped shape 
the adult I became; Wuffy Waugh who sparked my interest in physical geography, Charlie Hill who 
introduced me to statistics, and Taffy Hingley who spurred my pursuit of the physical sciences.  I 
cannot thank them enough.  They led me into studying geology and geophysics at university, and a 
life-long career in geophysics in Australia.  But that's another story! 
  
======================== 
  
Well, that's all I can offer you.  I am afraid I have no photographs or other artifacts.  Feel free to use 
this as you see fit. 
  
I would certainly be interested in seeing the results of your endeavours. 
  
Best wishes, 
  
Roy Whitworth 



Hi Colin, 

 

Apologies not replying till now.  

 

I have been racking my brain – and that of my brother, 

but have not yet come up with any worthy anecdotes – 

for some reason my brother recollects Taffy drove an 

Austin Cambridge – but this falls rather short of what 

you are looking for.  

 

Taffy was a very dedicated teacher who helped me get 

to university to study Chemical Physics – which then a 

lead to doctorate in Microwave Spectroscopy. I had the 

good fortune to not only have Taffy Hingley as my 

teacher at school (along with Neddy Bacon for 

Chemistry), but my D Phil supervisor at Sussex 

university was a young guy called Harry Kroto who was 

awarded the Nobel Prize and was knighted in 1996 for 

the discovery of carbon 60. So  one thing leads to 

another........ 

 

Will continue to rack my brain for good anecdotes 

......... 

 

Best Regards, 

 

Allen Careless 

 



Colin, 

                I hope I’m not too late to contribute? I think I may have an 

amusing story for you. 

 

I was at Moseley Grammar from 67 to 74. My recollection is that the 

Science Block was opened early on in that time, and inspired by 

Tomorrow’s World, I took to most science subjects. ‘Taffy’ was a 

great teacher of Physics, ably supported by ‘Bernie the’ Bolton 

(Inspired by the Golden Shot, no idea of his real first name, lost in the 

mists of time). I enjoyed his lessons so much that I went on to study 

Physics at Sheffield University. I found out that it was slightly more 

difficult than it appeared when Taffy and Bernie were teaching me, 

perhaps they were better teachers? Taffy’s most memorable foible 

was his inability to say ‘parallel’ and it’s close associate 

‘parallelogram’. It always came out as ‘palerel’ and ‘palerelogram’. 

We used to try to get him to say this as often as possible. I was not a 

particularly quiet pupil and would often give a running commentary 

on the lessons. One day this obviously got too much for Taffy. He 

walked slowly in front of me and suddenly leaned over, grabbing my 

lapels and dragged me across the desk. It was a shock and I think my 

‘commentary’ stopped for a lesson or two. I never felt aggrieved by 

his action; I only really wondered why he had stood for it for so long. 

I remember him with affection and would have loved to have shared 

a beer or three, and discussed our little incident. 

 

Hope this is helpful. I’d be surprised if someone else hasn’t written in 

with the spectator’s view of this event! 

 

Cheers,  

John Leaman  

Compass Management Consulting Ltd.  
 
Crown House, Beaufort Court, 123 Hagley Road, Edgbaston, 
Birmingham B16 8LD 



Hello Colin 
  
I am not sure when Norman (Taffy) Hingley 
started at MGS but my albeit brief experience 
of being taught by him was in the Autumn 
term of 1956 when I was briefly in the Lower 
VIth.  I particularly remember lectures from 
him in the banked lecture room in the science 
block. 
  
He was such a departure from Harry Lambert, 
who taught me physics to GCE 'O' level.  Very 
enthusiastic and focused.  He didn't go off at 
tangents like Harry! 
  
Unfortunately, having lost my father early the 
previous year, the family finances did not 
allow me to continue with my A level studies 
and I left towards the end of 1956. 
  
Regards 
  
David Richards 
  
1951 - 1956 

 



Some thoughts on Taffy. 
  
Richard 
  
Dr R.S.Shorter CPhys, MInstP 
Head of Science 
Winchester College 
 

By the time I joined Mr Bate’s 1C, at Moseley in September 1962, Norman 

Hingley had an awesome reputation as a disciplinarian and he was one of the 

teachers that we avoided getting to know unnecessarily. I later found that the 

reputation was undeserved; yes he did have standards and would occasionally 

fly off the handle with the unruly or cheeky but he rewarded interest and   

enthusiasm with fulsome praise. However, he did a good line in disappointment 

and frustration, particularly applied to my spelling. He was an interested 

teacher; his background in Physics was (it later transpired) not that strong, but 

he was happy to show us the path that he had trodden. At A level there’s no 

doubt that we challenged him; he didn’t bridle but helped us to find our own way 

through the puzzles of the subject.  We were a strong group, his class of 67/69, 

but he still had time for the weaker members and to make sure everything was 

properly done; he catered for the reluctant E grade candidates as well as for the 

several A1s that we and he earned that year. In the classroom he was a modest 

teacher, even I could recognise his regular misspelling of ‘parralel’, but he never 

resented it being pointed out, though we learned to be polite, not because of 

fear but we were aware of the fact that it annoyed him to make the mistake.    I 

had the impression that Norman had been appointed following Geoff Foxcroft, 

who was later Head of Science at Rugby and earned a reputation for his work on 

the Nuffield Sciences.  Whether by this connection or otherwise, Norman was 

one of the first Heads of Physics to take on the Nuffield Physics Syllabus in the 

late 1960s.  He had fun with it; its methods were vastly different from those 

he’d been familiar with and whenever I visited him at school in the years after 

I’d left for IC’s Physics Department there were many questions that he wanted 

answered about how the novel kit and the ideas worked.  He was annoyed to 

have to revert to a more prosaic syllabus when the school became 

comprehensive in the mid 70’s. 

In the classroom he always wore a heavy belt, into which he tucked his shirt 

regularly; belt and shirt parted round bulge which was a point of concern with 

him and dieting was mentioned several times.  A roll of ‘toilet tissue’ adorned his 

desk as he seemed to suffer endless colds, as did so many of the rather heavy 

smokers on the staff; he gave up in 68 or 69 so peppermint became another 

memorable attribute.  Where he found interests that overlapped his Norman was 

full of enthusiasm; in the world of the 60’s that was difficult for all but the 

youngest staff, nonetheless I remember his continued encouragement for music 

and above all physics. He was a gentle man who wanted us to learn but above 

all understand. 



Colin, 
  
My name is Stephen Williams. 
I was at MGS 1958-1965, and did A level Physics, etc in the two years 1963-1965, 
so I do remember Taffy Hingley and (was it) Sam Hardy ? 
  
Apart from remembering him as a very dedicated teacher of his subject I don't have 
a specific direct experience. 
But I do recall an incident which involved a colleague called Brian Clulee - and of 
course Brian - I lost touch with him a long time ago - would be able to tell you far 
more. 
Not sure which Master was "in charge" of the below incident, but Mr Hingley as the 
senior master would have been ultimately "responsible", I'm sure. 
  
My recollection was as follows : 
Brian was very keen on physics - especially "electricity" - and there was a sort of 
"science club" that the very keen 6th form science pupils could take part in. 
Not sure when they met , but some did occasionally meet at a lunch time in what 

was a sort of science store room, development room, which I think the science 
masters also used sometimes as a more convenient staff room for break times, etc. 
I am sure all the science club "experiments" were normally supervised, but Brian and 
possibly others seemed to have gained the confidence of the staff to do some 
"experiments" on their own at lunch times. These would be the making of circuits 
with controls to vary currents or voltages, etc. 
One lunch time Brian had been doing some circuit development and was short of a 
fuse which he knew - as a club rule - must be used for protection in any circuit he 
developed. 
Story has it that he could not find "a fuse", which would "fit", only something like a 
large steel nail and he tried to complete the circuit with that, but a circuit it was 
not, and the short circuit he had made blew the fuses in the local fuse box and in a 
main board  - not sure if circuit breakers were used in those days for this type of 
service - which was outside the staff room / head masters study, making quite loud 
bangs. 
He got a good dressing down, and I'm not sure whether anyone was allowed to do 
their own experiments unsupervised after that ? 
And of course I don't know how the conversations went afterwards between the 
science masters and the head master - Mr Gaskin ! 
  
Sorry this is all, 
  
regards, 
  
Stephen Williams 
  

 



Hello Colin, 

I was a pupil of Norman Hingley back in the early 70’s at Moseley Grammar School. I have written a brief summary of what I remember about 
him. Please find WORD file attached. I hope this is suitable for what you are looking for. If not, I could modify it to be closer to what you prefer. 

I realize you are compiling something to pass to his family, which is wonderful. If appropriate and possible, I would enjoy seeing the finished work 
too. Of course, I am interested to know how Mr. Hingley continued his life after I departed him in 1974.  

Sincerely  

Colin Bill 

Norman 'Taffy' Hingley. My remembrances, Feb 2011 

 

Mr. Hingley was my Physics teacher for about two years back in 1973-4 at Moseley Grammar School 

when I was studying for ‘A’ Level. I remember him as a very talented and respected instructor. I know 

I have benefited a lot from his patient teaching and his care to pass on intuition and understanding. 

Looking back, I realize that the newly built physics labs we had the privilege of using back in the early 

70’s were probably some of the best in the country for school level pupils. Mr. Hingley was out to take 

full advantage of the latest teaching equipment. I really believe he had a lot of fun with the lasers, 

radioactive source, oscilloscopes, Van-de-Graff generator, inclined planes, cryostats and many other 

good pieces of well-built equipment. The lab was fantastic; for example, we each had our own 

precision galvanometer for Wheatstone bridge measurements. Mr. Hingley was very strict to be sure 

we all knew how to handle these sensitive items. He could not tolerate anything broken. He really 

taught us how to respect the equipment, which of course was necessary in a class of boisterous 

teenagers.  

His classes had a general air of formality, close attention to detail, no-messing, no sloppy work, ‘only 

your best will do’ which, of course is rightly so! He taught Physics with a true scientific approach 

through hypothesis, experimentation, observation and measurements, derivation of theory and 

conclusions, followed up by a full written report. It was great discipline. His equipment room was 

sacred territory. Few pupils ever got to even look inside there. 

Immediately after I left MSG, before starting out at University, Mr. Hingley once invited me over to his 

home (Brandwood Road?) for dinner with his family.  Realising that I was about to embark on a 

Physics degree at Nottingham, I really think he wanted to give me an insight into the ‘real world’ of 

Physics. We had a long technical discussion and he showed me many interesting optics items from 

current research. I distinctly remember him explaining to me how my technical activity would 

ultimately be controlled and driven by management and available resources. A new insight to me, at 

that time! 

Mr. Hingley definitely made a memorable impression on my scientific schooling. He and Mr. Boulton 

were a great team. I will always appreciate his work with me and I’m sure his family is truly proud of 

his positive influence and impression on so many young scientific minds. I continue to use this 

knowledge today in my scientific role in the semiconductor-electronics industry. 

Regards 

Colin Bill 

Moseley Grammar School 1967-1974 

 

 



Colin, 

Greetings from New York from a very Old Moseleian ('52-'57).   

I saw your entry on 'Taffy' Hingley on Friends Reunited and the 

memories of those days started rushing in. 

"Taffy" was my teacher for three years of A-stream physics, from 

third form to fifth form and I remember him--and his Welsh-ness"--

very well.  He was a combination of strictness and modified 

mismatched fun.  I don't think any of us ever knew his first name 

was Norman, though. 

In the first form at Moseley Grammar in those days we had all been 

taught 'general science.'  In the second form, we were then 

introduced to both physics and biology (with 'Beefy' Bullock).  For 

the third form, we had to choose one of the two subjects and also 

began chemistry (with 'Hank' Freeman).  I chose physics. 

I learned a great deal of physics and general science  from him.  

Although I didn't appreciate it, or him, at the time, I realize that my 

current interest in, and knowledge of, science has much to do with 

how much he taught us:  Light, magnetism, heat, electricity and 

everything that branches off those main areas . 

What I remember most about him was that it seemed that he 

always wore the same blue suit jacket with the same gray trousers 

from another suit.   He had a unique way of pronouncing certain 

words (such as 'parallel') and had a practice of wiping the 

blackboard with the sleeves of his blue jacket, which peeked out 

from his black gown.  We were often tempted to run up to him to 

beat the chalk dust off him with a ruler. 

I presume you have a picture of him, but if not, I still have a rolled-

up 1954 'panorama' shot of the entire school that includes him with 

the other teachers ('masters') in the front row, which I may be able 

to crop out. 

I hope this contribution will be of some help with your project.  I'd 

love to hear back from you. 

Best regards, 

Peter Singer (Max) 



 







 



 























Norman Hingley 

 

My thanks go to the 

many Old Moseleian 

students and colleagues 

who have helped me by 

sending messages and 

letters which pay tribute 

to a much loved and 

respected “unsung hero” 

of Moseley Grammar 

School. 



Moseley Grammar School by Richard 

Butterworth 



 

Taffy 


