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Extract from 
‘1 out of 10 – From Downing Street Vision to Classroom Reality’ by Peter Hyman
“The first time I meet him he is standing like a new father next to his pride and joy- his Fender Stratocaster guitar. There is a Beatles calendar on the wall. He is over six feet tall and broad shouldered, mid-forties, in a blue suit, a pale blue shirt and a purple tie. He is middle class yet has a classless feel to him. He radiates dynamism and impatience. This guy wants to get things done. His name? Trevor Averre-Beeson. His job? Headteacher of Islington Green School.

‘Welcome,’ he says. ‘Water or coffee?’ I later discover that anyone who asks for tea instantly annoys Trevor. He has coffee on the boil constantly and water is easy. He doesn’t want to waste his or anyone else’s time making tea.

‘Water, thank you.’

He takes me on a quick tour of the school. Standing in the playground and looking up at a monstrous tower block, he says: ‘They thought it was cool in the Sixties, clever design, all that, but of course it’s hopeless to teach in. The corridors are too long and narrow. They invite people to charge down them.’

In the fifteen minutes since Trevor arrives, the school has passed its Ofsted, having failed the one before, and has seen its GCSE results steadily improve- though even now only 28 percent get five good GCSEs, well below the national average. Money is coming into the school and he proudly shows me the newly opened dance and music studios that have taken over the top floor of the other decrepit buildings.
Behaviour and attendance are getting better, Trevor says. The year before he arrived 349 children out of a school then of 1,150 had been excluded from lessons; an extraordinary statistic. Now it’s only five.

Behaviour may be better but cheekiness is not yet banned as one of my classroom visits shows. ‘Is this the new headteacher?’ says an impish twelve-year-old, looking up from a maths lesson and pointing at me. ‘Taking over from you is he?’

‘No, you’re stuck with me,’ Trevor says with more amusement than irritation. We walk on through lilac corridors. Trevor has spruced up the insides of the old buildings. ‘I decided to feminise the place up a bit,’ he says, ‘to calm down the teenage boys.’ I’ve seen no evidence yet whether pastel shades have hobbled the raging hormones, but as if to prove his point, Trevor leads me into a classroom with twenty-five children glued to computer screens. The teacher, dishevelled and bearded, beams at his headteacher: ‘See- they’re all wearing their new uniforms and all working away quietly.’

Trevor likes school uniforms. ‘The teachers told me introducing school uniforms would be a disaster, no one would wear them, but we decided to have a go. I wanted them purple, the school colours. Again the teachers said no one would wear purple, but I decided to give them away to those already at the school, and I tell you, they went like hot cakes. Children were queuing at break time to get their new blazers, and parents insisted their children wore them properly because they had got them free.’ Trevor, I soon realise, is deeply committed to purple. It is his clearest signal that the school is changing. He’s even bought a purple car.”
Extract from 

‘1 out of 10 – From Downing Street Vision to Classroom Reality’ by Peter Hyman


Monday 5th January 2004. First day of term. I get up early, put on a suit and tie and leave home for my new life.


It is an early start. Trevor has already dispelled a fantasy I might have that my day might become less hectic. Senior management team meetings- where the head and the deputies meet- are at 8.20 every morning.  Trevor himself gets in at just after 7.30 most mornings, often commuting from Chelmsford.  He welcomes me and shows me to my room. ‘You’re sharing with Grace, the education welfare officer,’ he says. ‘You’ll like her. Someone’s fixed you up with a computer.’ There is a strong smell of chemicals, either from the photocopier next door, or fresh paint. The room is poky but light. It has two desks, two computers, one telephone between the two of us and a metallic bookshelf. The walls are bare but white and clean. It is quite a contrast to my office at Number 10, which I had shared with Godric Smith and Tom Kelly, the PM’s official spokesmen- a grand high ceilinged room, with wooden panelled walls, and views out on to the Number 10 garden, and Leo Blair’s trampoline- but given the lack of space at the school, I am grateful just to have a desk.

At 8.20 I enter Trevor’s office where three women are already sitting in black leather armchairs. This is the equivalent to my Monday 9a.m. meetings with Tony in his den. These are the most powerful women at Islington Green School. I had met them briefly before arriving but now they look even more competent and tough. Angela has a bundle of papers and a huge bunch of keys on her lap. Emma, slim, with shoulder length strawberry-blonde hair, is in charge of pastoral support. Eileen, short black hair, smartly dressed, is the curriculum and time-table supremo. Paul, the final member of the team, is absent. I am greeted with indifference. I feel like an intruder. This management team is clearly a tightly knit group around Trevor. I can understand why they don’t relish an outsider, particularly one who isn’t a teacher and who comes from government.


The main issue is how to improve assemblies. Trevor thinks these are noisy and not given enough attention. He believes they should be a symbol of the schools improved behaviour and that they should be done properly. He has tried to cajole staff into improving them, but now feels he needs to get heavier and introduce a new system, with kids lining up outside and then coming in and sitting quietly.


At 8.35 we go up to the staff room where Trevor and the senior management team give announcements to staff and staff respond with questions and notices of their own. The staff room, I am told, had just been redone. I enter the room. It has a modern, Ikea look to it: purple armchairs and wooden tables. Eighty teachers look at us as we enter, their slightly blurry faces signalling the beginning of term. There is a kitchen area. A bank of pigeon holes line one of the walls and a coffee machine whirs in the corner. I look round trying to guess which one is John, the NUT rep.

Trevor begins: ‘Hope everyone’s had a good holiday. Let me start by introducing Peter Hyman, who, as you know, will be working with us for a couple of terms. I am sure you will make him feel welcome.


‘Let me talk about assemblies and the new procedures. Teachers should bring down the students five minutes early at 10.35. They should line up outside then file into the hall when they are called.’


Trevor then takes questions. One teacher asks all teachers to look at the cover rotas for absent staff. Another asks staff to keep an eye on a new child who needs extra help because of some ghastly incident at home. This is my first taste of the frontline; a brief but essential operational meeting to ensure the smooth running of the school. There is a real urgency and practicality to it. It is very different to the Number 10 Monday morning meeting on sofas in Tony’s study.”
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