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Editorial
The close of the summer term brought a
number of staff changes. Miss Allison, Mrs.
Johnson and Miss Charlton left us and we
were joined at the beginning of the Christmas
term by Mrs. Hassan who is teaching English
and by Miss Halkier who took Miss Charlton's
place as cookery mistress. The problem of
finding a new teacher for Religious Knowledge found us apprehensively diligent in
that branch of study, but the timely arrival
of Miss Storey saved us from the awe-inspiring
prospect of having our exercises marked by
the Headmaster. May we offer our congratulations to Cynthia Stoker and Frederick
Smailes on their appointment as Head Girl
and Head Boy respectively, and also to
Margaret Iceton and William Armstrong who
have been chosen as D eputy Head Girl and
Boy.
Congratulations to Brian Logan who was
Head Boy last year, on his success in the
Advanced Level examination where he was
awarded a State Scholarship.
We were very pleased to have Mr. Metcalfe
to present the prizes on Speech Day and his
speech concerning financial assistance in
further education was of great interest to
parents and pupils alike. This year the
. Speech Day Entertainment consisted of a
dancing display given by the girls, singing by
the Sixth Form four-part choir and solo
items by Joan Cornell, Anne Davidson and
Ross Gilhohne. Of the special prizes, the
salvers presented by Stanley Rotary Club
were won by Cynthia Stoker and Leslie
Strong after very keen competition. Isobel
Harrison was awarded the J. C. Forster

No. 21
History Memorial prize. The Past Students'
prizes, awarded for extra-classroom activities,
were won by Sheila Ellis, Peter Herdman and
Alan Westwater.
New furnishings have attracted the eye
on several occasions since the beginning of
.Tanuary. There were new chairs on the
platform in the Assembly Hall. Thes.e gradually began to appear in classrooms, followed
by new d esks, first of one shape, and then of
another. The burning question of the
moment is what will be the new shape of
teachers' desks and chairs! It is to be
hoped that the Assembly Hall will be very
much warmer in the winter now that the
red velvet curtains are hanging : we should
like to offer our thanks to the Dramatic
Society for the financial backing which made
this possible.
An account of current sporting activities
will be found in various articles, but we feel
that special mention should be made of the
Tennis team who reached the semi-final in
the Northumberland and Durham County
Championship in their first attempt. The
Netball team has found the new rules very
amusing, particularly in the effect they have
on shooting.
Last term ended rather abruptly for some
of us owing to the bus strike, but the stalwarts
in the shape of energetic walkers from Catchgate, Greencroft, Annfield Plain and Beamish,
and cyclists defeated the strikers and brought
the term to a proper close. Some of the pupils
would like to offer their thanks to Mr.
Robertson who generously extended his
services to them.
In this, my last editorial, I should like to
thank all those who have h elped to make my
work one of the most rewarding experiences
of my school career.
ANNE R. MIDDLEMAST .
Owing to an oversight by the printer, the
Magazine has not got the "new look " which
we intended. Next time we hope it will be
8}" x 5f' and ask you to submit designs for
a new front cover. A book token will be
awarded for the winning design. Entries
should be submitted as soon as possible.
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The Sixth Form Reception
at Durham
Everything on the day of the reception
of Sixth Form pupils at Durham seemed to
be organised to persuade us that we need
look no further than Durham for a. college
or uniyersity. The ancient buildings around
the Palace Green, as well as our undergraduate
guides, seemed to be welcoming us.
When we were all assembled, some of our
party took the bus to Neville's Cross College
while the rest of us made our way to the
Castle. "\Ve were conducted through the
Castle by a guide who told us the most
fascinating facts about the buildiug and the
objects in it with a voice as m easured and a
face as expressionless as an Orwellian
automaton. Nevertheless we we1·e so impressed and delighted by the chapel, staircases
and architecture that, forgetting all about
draughts and the inconveniences, we considered the undergraduates who lived there
very lucky.
From the Castle, we had a long, beautiful
walk to the new Science Laboratories.
There the Geology and Biology laboratories
were thrown open to us and in the former we
were shown ordinary minerals such as chalk
and soap becoming b1ightly coloured under
the effect of Gamma rays. The Biology
laboratory was full of dead insects and
strong-smelling fish-as Biology laboratories
tend to be-but we found it most interesting.
Until then, our undergraduate guides had
shown u s nothing but beautiful new laboratories in which, however, there were no signs
of work. In order to correct what we were
assured was a mistaken impression we were
conducted into a small room crammed from
ceiling to floor with electrical apparatus and
forests of wires. The centre of int,e rest of this
complicated place was a tiny cockroach,
whose even tinier muscles were somehow
connected to all this apparatus so that its
twitchings (which we learned are called
" muscle reflexes " in scientific circles) -could
be measured by means of a wavy line on a
dial. We all watched these twitchings with
intense interest, although v ery few of us
really understood what it was all about.
Then, leaving the professor who was conducting the experiment to his cockroach
and wavy lines we made our way to the
Appleby Theatre.
This building, because it is so up to date,
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and the Castle, because of its antiquity,
are equally impressive. Here we were given
talks on the social, academic and religious
side of life at Durham and it was also h<::r l'
that it was impressed upon us that Oxford
and Cambridge were a ll very well, but
Durham was the place for university life
at its best.
After a delicious tea we made our way
home through Durham, still t,hinking about
cockroaches, ancient buildings, modern buildings, collegiate systems and honours degrees.
We found it difficult to shake off tho impression that the noun "university" is almost
synonymous with "Durham."
IsoBEL HARR1soN, 6u.
Another group of pupils visited Neville's
Cross Training College. On our arrival at th e
college we were m et by some of the students
who conducted us around the college. We
were shown the lecture rooms, needlework
r oom, biology laboratory, assembly hall
(including a grand piano) and the art room
where some pottery made by the students
was displayed. Then we were shown the
dining room. The staff sit at one end on a
platform. Students who arrive late for a
meal must stand in the middle of the hall
and bow to the principal.
One of the students took us upstairs and
showed us some of the study-bedrooms which
are equipped with wardrobe, bureau and bed.
In addition to this furniture the rooms are
littered with books and adorned with various
treasures from home. The windows of the
east wing overlook the tennis and netball
courts while those of the west wing give a view
of the Castle and Cathedral.
Befot'e leaving, we visited the library and
common room and then we went to join the
other group at the Appleby Theatre. It wa.s
an interesting day especially to those of us
who are planning our own future university
or college lives.
PAT MITCHELL, 6U.

S.C.M.
The Student Christian Movement in the
scho~ls organised a conference which was
held at the Stanley Grammar School last
April, for senior pupils of the Grammar
Schools at Blaydon, Consett, Gateshead,
H0.okergate, Jarrow and Stanley. This
movement is a fellowship in secondary
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schools of those who wish to understand
the Christian faith and live the Christian life.
It is interdenominational and seeks the
extension, unity and renewal of the Church
throughout the world.
The host was Dr. L. E. Sharp, the chairman, T. W. Nightingale, Esq., County
Inspector of Schools, and the speaker was
the R everend H. T emple-Bone, M.A. The
conference began in the afternoon and after
the Rev. H. Temple-Bone had given his talk,
' Book of Faith and Destiny,' the Conference
divided into groups, each with a leader to
discuss certain suggested topics. Questions
were then given to the speaker. The closing
Act of Worship was followed by a social.
The whole programme was thoroughly
enjoyed by all.
RosEMARY BRABBAN, 6u.

Visite au Theatre
Samedi le dix-neuf octobre quelques
etudiants de la sixieme annee se sont rendus
a Gateshead ou la Troupe Frarn;aise a
presente une piece celebre de Moliere int,itulee "Le Bourgeois Gentilhomme." C'est
l'histoire d'un homme stupide et ambitieux
qui veut etre comme " les gens de qua.lite."
Il fait n'importe quoi pour gagner son but.
II emploie done, un maitre a danser, d es
maitres de musique, d'armes et de philosophie et un tailleur. Ceux,ci, p ense-t-il,
l'aideront a devenir membre de la haute
societe. En effet ils se moquent de lui. A
cause de sa folle ambition tout le monde le
trouve bete. En ecrivant cette piece Moliere
a bien reussi a produire une oeuvre a la
fois philosophique et amusante. Certainement, tous les spectateurs l'ont trouvee
fort amusante, particulierement parce que
les ·acteurs ont joue avec tant d'adresse
leurs roles.
CYNTHIA STOKER, 6u.
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wir doch viel Spass daran und wir lernten
viel, weil all die Schauspieler und Schauspkielerinnen so gut spielten.
CYNTHIA STOKER, 6u.

Sport
Rosemary Brabban, Captain of the Netball
and Tennis teams, reports a successful year.
We congratulate the Tennis t eam on being
fourth of thirty-two schools in the Northumb erland and Durham Tennis Championships.
The progress and success of the newly-formed
Senior Rounders team is reported by its
captain, Jennie Batty.
J ean M. Patrick gives a pleasing account
of the success of the Athletic team who,
in spite of an injury which caused them to
retire from t wo events, finished fifth out of the
nineteen schools which competed.
D. Hinds reports a year of varied success
for the Senior Soccer XI. He also reports
that the recently formed Badminton Club
continues to flourish. The practice nights
are well attended and much enjoyed by all.
B ecause of the bad state of the cricket
square, cricket has not had a very happy
season. No home fixtures were played. The
square, however, has b een relaid o.nd the
team is looking forward hopefully t0 next
year, reports D. Hinds.

House Reports
Neville

Goethes U rfaust
Ein Besuch ins Theater

The Junior and Intermediate Netball
teams won all their games, but unfortunately
the Senior team was n ot so su ccessful, so the
shield went to Wat ling, who beat N eville by
one point. The T ennis team won all th0ir
matches. On Sport.s Day N eville girls once
more did credit to their house. They won the
Senior and Junior Championship shields.
We must also congratulate Cynthia Stoker
on winning the Senior Individual Championship. I hope that the girls, r,timulated by these
victories, will be e qually successful this y ear.
ROSEMARY BRABBAN, Captain.

Am Donnerstag, dem vierundzwanzigsten
Oktober begleitete Herr Bell einer Gruppe
Schulerinnen nach Durham um ein Theater,
stuck zu sehen. Es war Goethes Urfaust.
Naturlich kannten wir ~uhor, die Geschich te
von Doktor Faustus, d er d em Teufel seine
Seele verkaufte. Faust war mit Philosophie
und Theologie nicht ganz zufrieden. Dieser
verzweifelte Mann ruft dem T eufel auf und
verpfandet ihm den seine Seele. Obgleich wir
j~des Wort . nicht verstehen konnten, h atten

In football the Seniors had quite a good
season, defeating Watling, drawing with
Dunelm and losing to Tanfield. The Juniors,
however, only won one match. In the crick et
competition luck was not on our side, and
we could only muster one win against Tanfiold.
W atling only won by a few runs when thC'y
played us. The J uniors fared v ery badly and
we could not brin g home any trophy. On
Sports Day Neville was v ery unsuccessful
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n.nd did not bring home any of the six
trophies awarded to t he boys for their efforts.
'rhe Senior boys did best, being runners-up to
Dunelm who produced a very strong team.
On the whole it was not an exceptionally
good season for Neville boys, but better
things are hoped for this season.
JOHN MARCH, Captain.

Watling
Owing to a lack of enthusiasm among the
girls, Watling did badly on Sports Day.
The Juniors and the Intermediates had competitors in every event, but they did not
excel. A representative from Watling was
missing from several events in the Senior
competitions, even for the r elay. We were,
however, successful in Netball, winning the
shield. This poor representation of Watling
on Sports Day has never happened before
n,nd we sincerely hope it will n ever happen
n,gain.
JENNIE BATTY, Captain.
A Strong Junior team won full points from
both cricket and soccer encounters. This
enabled Watling to win the cricket shield.
A play-off was needed to decide the winners
of the soccer shield, after w·atling and
Dunelm had gained the same number of
points. Unfortunately the Senior side lost
this vital match. This term the Senior
XI has won its only encounter, whilst the
Juniors lost their match. On Sports Day the
Intermediate t eam won their athletics
division, but the Senior and Junior teams
were not so successful. It is hoped to do
better this year when the Senior t eam should
be strengthened by some of last year's
Intermediates.
D. HINDS, Captain.

Dunelm
Under Alan Weatwater's captaincy, the
house had an extremely successful year. We
had an average year at cricket, with Brian
Boundy outstanding and won t he Football
Shield after a play-off against Watling, bu1
it was in Athletics that we had a field-day.
The Seniors had an overwhelming victory
in their division, and the Juniors were successful by a very narrow margin. In addition,
Alan Westwater was Victor Ludorum and
P eter Baggett was Intermediate Champion.
This season to date, the Football teams have
p layed only one game, losing to Watling
.-:ieniors, but we hope for an improvement
from a. rather young team.
HARRY BAXTF.R.

The utter defeat of the Senior team who
did not win one point, and the honour brought
t o the House by the Intermediate team who
won the Intermediate Championship are
the two outstanding features of Sports Day.
We must also congratulate Marian R eay who
was the individual Intermediate Champion.
The Jm1iors tried hard but failed to beat
Neville. It is to be hoped that the two Junior
teams will continue their good work, while
the Seniors are strongly advised to put some
effort into their sporting activities.
SHEENA ARMSTRONG, Captain.

Tanfield
Football. Last season the Seniors had a
very good record. They d efeated Neville and
drew with Dunelm, the eventual winners.
The Juniors , however, fared badly, winning
only one mat ch against Neville and losing to
Dunelm and W atling. In the current season,
Tanfield have made an excellent beginning.
Both Juniors and Seniors have inflicted
defeats on Watling and Neville respectively.
Cricket. Last season both Juniors and
Seniors gave little account of themselves. All
games were lost,, not because of lack of enthusiasm but because it was not possible to
field strong teams. Hopes are high and
prospects good for the coming season.
Athletics. On Sports Day Tanfield gave a
good performance. In most events a Tanfield
competitor either won or gained a place. A
notable event was the Mile Team Race in
which good team work gained Tanfield second
place.
In the current year good co-operation is
producing better results, and achievements so
far indicate a distinct improvement in
standards.
JOHN STEPHENS, Captain.
No branch of the House managed to win a
shield on Sports Day, but E. Arnold won the
Junior Cup.
This year, due to lack of enthusiasm among
the majority of the Seniors, the Hockey
m atches had to be cancelled. Netball met
with much more entlmsiasm, but unfortunately this is not enough to win matches.
JEAN M. PATRICK.

Dramatic Society
This year the School Dramatic Society
is producing the comedy" Life with Father,"
from the book by Clarence Day. The play is
set in New York in 1880 and great difficulties
have had to be overcome with regard to the
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period furniture required, However, we are
fortunate in that we no longer. have to " find
out moonshine " when we plan the date of
the play as we now have the long awaited
and most attractive curtains for windows and
stage. The Society is very grateful to the past
students who helped to raise the funds
which went towards buying the curtains.
After many weeks of preparation the play
is beginning to take shape. We have greatly
enjoyed preparing it; we hope that you will
enjoy seeing it.
M. PICKARD.

Geography Society
During the past year, the Geography
Society which has Dr. Sharp as its president,
enjoyed a full programme with a wide variety
of subjects. We began the year with a visit
from Mr. Wade of Annfield Plain who gave a
lecture entitled " A Walk down Shield Row
Lane," in which he gave us a short history
of this district. During October, 1956,
about twenty-five members went to look over
the glassworks at Lemington and spent there
a most instructive and enjoyable morning.
Other meetings of the autumn term included
a film show and a lecture by Mr. G. Evans
who talked about "Bonnie Scotland" and
described a journey along the West coast of
Scotland. His lecture was illustrated by a
selection of superb colour slides. Two film
shows were held in February and March
which were well attended and greatly enjoyed,
the second of which dealt mainly with the
production of oil. On April 1st Mr. Beaumont
from Catchgate presented a very interesting
talk on the Yorkshire Dales which he illustrated with colour slides. One of the most
beneficial lectures of the year was entitled
"Steel and Current Affairs" and was given
by Mr. Gibson-Martin, who covered many
aspects of the steel industry, including the
making of steel, its uses, its sources and
careers in the industry. The lecture was
followed by a short film which illustrated
certain parts of the talk. Some interesting
events including a lecture by Mr. N aess,
a Norwegian lecturer from King's College,
Newcastle upon Tyne, and a visit to Consett
Iron Works by about twenty pupils have
been planned for the current year. Already
many pupils have joined the society and we
look forward to another year of varied
activities.
·
CYNTHIA STOKER.

Photographic Society, 1956-57 ·
Once more the Society has had a fairly
successful year. About twenty meetings
have been hsld and these have been quite
well attended. Membership, however, has
been only fifty compared with last year's
eighty. The reason for this is because the
senior pupils have not given us great enough
support-we should be very pleased if more
seniors, especially Sixth Formers, would join
the Society.
About a hundred films have been developed,
which is good, but this does not mean that
each member has produced two films. A
few members have brought four or more.
We feel that each member should bring at
least three films a year.
The quality of prints has been on the whole
good, and the beginners have made some
creditable attempts. We again stress the
importance of asking advice when in difficulties: this prevents a great deal of unnecessary
discouragement.
To conclude, we should like to re-state
the aims of the Society. These are, to introduce people to photography, and to enable
them to develop, print and enlarge films
comparatively cheaply.
DAVID PORTSMOUTH, Secretary.

Debating Society
During the past year, the Debating Society
h eld a number of successful meetings. Once
again, Neville won t he inter-house quiz
competition, with Watling a close second.
Several discussions were h eld throughout
the year. Among the subjects discussed were,
"Is royalty necessary" and "This house
regrets the fact that Colombus discovered
America." Lively arguments were put forward in both these meetings and finally the
majority voted against royalty and in favour
of the discovery of America. This year began
well with a discussion on the quotation from
Milton, " It is better to reign in Hell than to
serve in Heaven." Only a few of those
present decided that they would reign in
Hell. Other subjects have been selected and
we look forward to another year of lively
discussion.
MARGARET IcETON, 6u.

Music Society
The Music Society had a very successful
year, there being no fewer than 100 members.
A varied programme was orgall\'3ed for
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members throughout the year. There was an
" Any Questions" programme in November,
1956, which proved most enjoyable. Also in
t he Autumn Term t here was a visit to South
Moor Oper atic Society's production of ' ' The
Yeomen of t he Guard." Later on in t he t erm
a carol service was held for the junior school.
Many record p rogrammes were given including a record request programme and record-

PAST

ings of " The Student Prince " and " The
King and I." Mr Hall, who was one of this
year's speakers, gave an enjoyable talk on
Beethoven's Eighth Symphony. This year
the Music Society hopes to continue to
prosper and to do this we should like to
invite m ore of the junior school to join the
Societ y .
M. PICKARD, 6u.

STUDENTS

Past Students' Association
An attem p t is b eing made t o revitalise the
above Association, and wit h t hat end in v iew
nearly 150 former students have already
enrolled. They agree to pay an annual subscription of Two SHILLINGS (or where both
husband and wife a re past stud ents a joint
fee of two shillings and sixpence). In return
each m ember is to receive a copy of the
School maga zine (costing one shilling and
sixpence) and notice of functions, such as
R eunions.
It is hoped that the Association will become
responsible for a section of the magazine and
so make it h ave a greater appeal t o those who
are no longer pupils of the School. Any titbits of news or articles would be welcomed for
this purpose.
At subsequent dates numerous activities,
such as sports t eams (football, hockey,
cricket, b adminton), d r ama groups or chess
club could b e organised as the dem and for

them arose, and would be open t o all members
of t he Associa tion.
If you have not already joined I sincerely
hope that you will do so. For your convenience t here is an enrolment form on this
page.

PAST STUDENTS' ASSOCIATION

GRAND
CHRISTMAS RE-UNION
TUESDAY, DEC. 17th
in the
7.15 p.m.
7.15 p.m.
SCHOOL

HALL

Dance Band in Attendance
Light Refreshments served 8.45 p.m. prompt
Late Bus

............ ................. .. .................... ..................... cut here

STANLEY GRAMMAR SCHOOL PAST STUDENTS' ASSOCIATION
ENROLMENT FORM

1 wish to be enrolled as a member of the above Association, and agree to pay
an annual subscription of TWO SHILLINGS per year.
Name ................................................................................................................................:...............Date..........................................
Married ladies please give maiden name ..................................................................................................................
Address............................................................................,......................... _..............................................................................................

This form may be returned by any present member of the School or posted to
Mr. W. Seed, Membership Secretary,
Grammar School,
Stanley, Co. Durham.
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Peru, 1956
In the Spring of this year I applied for
work with the P eruvian Ministry of Development, and was fortunate enough to have my
offer accepted. Consequently I flew to Lima
in mid-June.
L ima at dawn, smothered in a cold mist,
was not the popular idea of a city well within
the tropics. Seeing the market women, some
in traditional mountain dress, and barefooted
newsboys and shoeblacks, one felt pitchforked into another era. A liking for Lima was
acquired only after a few days' stay th<>re.
The city is growing rapidly, though business
still centres in the old colonial part of the
town, where original dwellings still exist,
though in a shocking state of disrepair.
Shortly after my arrival I witnessed a
General Election-the first with female
suffrage-which passed without disturbance.
Some weeks later, on returning from the
mountains, I obtained a ticket enabling me
to see the inauguration of the President,
t ogether with the march past which celebrated the result.
My work was to carry out a detailed geological survey of an area situated about
three hundred and fifty miles north of Lima,
at a height of up to ten thousand feet on the
western flank of the Andes. The area was
quite large, and I was eager to begin work,
but various things delayed me : firstly,
le.ck of equipment for surveying, and secondly,
an extreme reluctance on the part of my
party, members of which failed to appear on
the first attempt at departure:
The situation was complicated by the fact
that I spoke no Spanish whatsoever, while my
assistant spoke little English apart from
"Good Morning." Eventually, however, I
got everything essential into a station wagon,
and we left for the north.
My base was a hut near a tunnel which was
being made in the exploration for coal, which
was the purpose of my visit. The first days
were spent in getting to know the area, its
general geology, and sufficient Spanish to
enable me to give orders to my labourers.
Although I had an assistant geologist and
driver as permanent companions, occasional
labour, whether for guiding, carrying, or
trenching, was obtained from t h e surrounding
Indian population.
The Indians themselves were merry fellows,
uniformly lazy until one got to know them
better. This seemed due to the fact that
white Peruvians do not usually engage in
manual work. At any rate, on my joining
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the Indians with a pick, they certainly did
work · much ·harder, and even continued to
do so when I stopped.
As I was the first Englishman that many of
them had met, they were inclined to excessive
hospitality. It required some tact to convey
the idea that one would prefer to spend the
night in a wooden hut rather than in a oneroomed house m ade from bamboo stems and
mud. They did not realise the differences
between our standards of cleanliness, and
were too naive to be hurt by the thought that
perhaps the house was not good enough.
Similarly, they did not visualise anyone
eating differently from them, and consequently set one down to a lunch of boiled
maize or wheat-one large plate, and a
spoon per guest--without suspecting that
one found it odd. This innocence probably
accounted for our good relationships.
The area was extremely rugged, and often
blanket ed with vegetation. One or two tracks
permitted single direction traffic in our jeep.
The steep slopes and frequent gullies m eant
that most of the work was done on foot,
though animals were used where possible.
The mule proved to be the best animal for the
mountains, despite its traditional ill nature.
Favourite tricks were walking so as to
impale one's leg on a giant cactus, bolting
while the rider is mounting, and lying down to
roll while the rider is still in the saddle. Donkeys were used at one stage for transport, but
proved too difficult to work and were dropped.
All animals were hired on the spot, which
necessitated bargaining with the Indians.
This merely seemed to be an excuse for a
drink, though useful pieces of local geology
were often picked up.
After working about the base hut, journeys
were made for a week or ten days with tents
to less apcessible areas. Where transport was
difficult, the journeys were from a tent base
camp, for two or three days, carrying only
food in our saddle bags. At night we slept
on the saddle blankets, and used the saddle
itself as a pillow.
While jeep and mule were used to reach
the scenes of operation, all the actual work
was carried out on foot. It consisted almost
entirely of searching for rock outcrops,
mainly in canyons, in order to piece together
the structure. While the country as a whole
was very dry, streams in gullies were often
surrounded by thick vegetation. Wherever
a large stream was encountered, its valley
could be worked only by wading the waterway,
since flanking vegetation, particularly bamboo
thickets, made progress impossible.

•
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Sunday was usually a day of rest. The
Indians are keen soccer players, and every
Sunday afternoon we came together in two
teams, playing for a couple of hours, with
rather more enthusiasm than skill.
Near the end of my visit the local pueblo
held a five-day fiesta, the high-light of which
was a bull fight in the village square. Since I
ranked as a distinguished visitor the band
came to my seat and played for several
minutes. The toreador followed, throwing
me his hat, after which the bull was played,
and killed. At this point the gentleman
returned for his headgear, confident that it
would contain fifty soles.
At one period my jeep broke down, so I
returned to Lima, and made use of the delay
to journey over the Andes into the Amazon
Basin. A mine owner in Lima invited me to
stay at his mine, which was being managed
by an Englishman, also a geologist. Arrangements had been made that I should meet the
latter at a town on the eastern slopes of the
mountains to which I went by car and rail.
Walking along to the hotel, sporting a
Balliol blazer, I was astonished when a fellow
approached and said that this looked rather
like Balliol coming. In fact he was John
Taylor, who went down from Balliol in 1950
or 1951, and has spent most of the time since
then working in the montana of Peru. He is
at present spending part of his time making
trails and determining geological structures

THOUGHTS
Thoughts from the First Year
Oh ! who would pass the " eleven plus " ?
To get up at seven to catch a bus !
To go to school to work and play,
(More work than play though, I must say),
Returning home once more to study,
Cleaning my shoes if they've got muddy,
Bedt ime once more without T.V.
" Who suffers this ? " you ask. Why me !
GAIL LINDSLEY,

IH.

The Stiff Climb
In the First you're full of zest,
With great intentions to do your best.
In the Second the path is rough,
But you never seem to have enough.

in unexplored ground, part in the lead-coppersilver mine itself. I spent four days at the
mine, finding it odd to see pictures of Balliol
on the walls of a cabin in the Peruvian
montafia. I t wa.s with regret that I left
John and his wife and returned to pick up
my jeep and go back to my own problems.
Eventually, after almost four months, I
completed as great an area as I could, and
returned to Lima in order to make my r eport
and give my suggestions for future ,(Tork.
The net result of my efforts was to indicate
several tunnels for production, though
perhaps optimistic politicians had hope d for
more.
After a week in Lima I returned to England
via Bermuda and Lisbon, feeling glad to be
home, yet wishing it was possible to have
· weekends in P eru. Fortunately it does
appear possible that I shall r eturn next
summer to do more mapping and exploration
geology, this time in the High Sierra, at
heights of twelve thousand feet or more.
I look forward to this.
JOHN J, WILSON.
John Wilson has spent the summer of 1957
in Peru and is now studying at Harvard.
We would like to re-introduce Items of
News which would be of interest to Past
Students. Will you please send any information which could be included in this section
of the magazine.

ON

SCHOOL
In the Third the road is steeper,
And you probe a little deeper.
In the Fourth you plod along,
Hoping that you don't go wrong.
In the Fifth there seems no end,
To the homework you have penned.
In the Sixth you have made the grade,
And find that you are not dismayed.
ANNE MILBURN, 3H.

Ode on Repercussions After a
Speech from Authority
They peeped in to get their books
And saw their names were carven there,
And they wondered why they'd done it,
And they breathed(?) a silent (?) prayer,
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All the morn they sat and worried,
Then worked hard through dinner-time,
Trying to restore the polish,
Striving to ren ew the shine.
In Room B the heat was rising :
The things they said were most. surprising !
Juniors worked at fever pitch, while
Sentries watched at every door,
And at last, their task completed,
Sank exhausted to the floor.
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A Short History of
The Village of Lanchester
The village of Lanchester is situated eight
miles north-west by west of Durham and is
placed among most beautiful scenery. It is a
pleasant village and perhaps one of the most
interesting in the north.
About three -quarters of a mile from the
m odern village of L anchester close to the
road leading from Lanchester to vVolsingham,
on its left-hand side are the remains of what
was once a magnificent Roman fortress and
town.
Romans, however, were not the first p eople
to inhabit this part of the country. The
earliest inhabitants were called " Brigantes "
who had come from the continent three or
four centuries before the Christian era.
The Roman fort was built under Hadrian
but coins found on the site belong to an earlier
period and show either that there was an
earlier camp or that the local inhabitants had
dealings with the R omans.
Lanchester fort (Longovicium or Epeiocum)
stood on a magnificent site 575 feet above
sea level and 200 feet above the level of the
present village. To the north and east of
the camp the ground falls sharply, whilst
to the west and south the river Smallhope, a
tributary of the Browney, gives protection
to the site. To the west of the camp a double
ditch gave added strength.
The purpose of the fort was to guard the
road, to keep order in the district, and to
provide guards for convict labour working
in the local iron mines.
The station is built in the form of a parallelogram enclosing an area of eight acres. The
walls were of great thickness, built up and
not just filled with rubble as so many Roman
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If they live to be a hundred
May those penmen never fall
Into temptation : for in future
The writing might be on the wall !

Note to Past Students.-No doubt you also at
one time or another received a similar
reprimand for decorating school furniture.
HARRY BAXTER, 6L.

INFORMATION
forts were. The wall was perpendicular on the
outside and the inside increased from four
feet at the summit to eight feet at the base.
The angles were guarded by round towers
from which the sentries would have un
extensive view of the surrounding countryside.
There are natural springs just outside the
camp and deep wells which may have been
of Roman origin. The Romans were not
content with a fluctuating water supply
and dug a reservoir to the south-west of tho
rampart. This in turn "Was supplied by two
aqueducts starting two miles from the fort
and joining about a mile away. The mounds
would be from nine to thirty feet high.
The stone used in the building of the fort
was very hard and durable; some of this was
used in the building of the Parish Church and
other surrounding buildings.
Slabs giving d ates of the erection of a fort
with a basilica by the Emperor Gordian
have been found on the site.
A very fine altar was discovered in a field
at Marjorie Flats by Frederick Blackmore, a
workhouse official. The altar now stands in
the Parish Church.
Most of the Roman coins and remains
are now in the possession of the D ean and
Chapter library at Durham, though Colonel
W. B. Greenwell, the present owner of the
land on which the fort is built, has a few t hings
in his possession. His family have long been
connected with the district.
Lanchester is p erhaps the only Roman fort
which, although not built over, has not been
excavated thoroughly. If at some time this
was found possible it would add to the
knowledge of the "Roman North," and no
doubt would attract a great many visitors
to the village.
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After the Romans had to withdraw from
Britain to help in the defence against increasing attacks on a d eclining empire, Romnnised
Britain had to face the future without the
army which for four hundred years had k ept
peace within her borders, prompte~ p~ace_ful
trade and given a high state of civ1hzat1on
to the British. Once again t,he Scots began
to invade Britain and soon came the AngloSaxons succeeded by the D a n es, who began
to invade the com1trv, burning and pillaging
as they drove the old inhabitants out of their
homes.
Eventually, h owever, the fierce T eutonic
tribes began to settle d own in the hamlets
and viliages, and under the influence of
Christianity began to become more gentle
and peaceful.
Churches were built, many of which, like .
their houses, we re built of wood. \Vhen the
monks we re forced to leave Lindisfame with
the body of St. Cuthbert their wanderings
brought them sout.h down the old Roma n
road, through Lanchester to Chester-le St reet where the relics of the saint r emained
for over a hundred years. According to
Sym·~on of Durlmm (monk and h istorian)
they certainly stayed at Lanchester for one
or m :i.ybe m ore nights. H t•r e the Abbot
Edred had a vision in the night about a certain
knight named Guthred who h ad been sold
as a slave to the Danes, and who St.
Cuthbert said should be king and that he
should have the land between the Tyne a.nd
the Tees.
Local government in L ancbester was
carried out bv a bodv called the " Four and
'l'wenty " which still.exists though it has no
constitutional authority.
There are many interesting r eferences in
the old r ecords . At a mee ting of the v estry
in l 7DS it wus agreed to procure a standard
s0. t of weights and m <'asnres ·which the
Churchwardens should keep in the vestry
for the regulation of all weights and measures
in this parish.
I n m edieval d ays Lanch estcr was an important village, the centre of a large agricultural area. The villagers would live in houses,
some built of wood and later of stone. It is
very lik,:-ly that the walls of the fort would
provide a suitable source of supply for the
etone.
Thi:>re would be no sanitation as we know

it and the main fuel would be peat and wood.
Some outcr op coal may have been used.
L anchest.('r owes a great d eal to Bishop
B ek for the great interest he took in he"
welfare and church. Any v isitor to Lanches . ter should certainly look at the Parish Church.
Somo of the points to look at a r e the sun-dial
outside the South Porch and the fish bon.::s
(instead of nails) in the inside r oof of t h~
porch.
Before going into the nave, examine the
lovely door with its iron studs, for it h11S been
hanging since about 1200 A.D. Notice ~he
rings in the vVest wall, originally securm~
Bibles when they were first translated and
had to be chained for safety. Study the threB
quarries of Early English glass in the chancel ;
for they are very r are and originally formed
part of the east window.
During the last fifty years Lanchestcr has
undergone m any changes, but the villagP
green r emains to remind us of past history.
T ERRY WILES, 5A .

The Chillingham Cattle
T hese cattle are r eal natives of Engl,md.
They are believed to be the only herd left
in the whole of England that have not been
tamed.
I saw this herd while on my holidays. They
are inhabitants of the Chillingham Est ate
which is 480 acres of la nd on which the cattle
r oam. Game.keepers take people in parties to
see the cattle and to tell their history. Sometimes if yuu arc lucky you have not to walk
v ery far but other times you would have to
walk two or three miles. All the anima h
are white and are ·very similar to a ny oth1::r
cow or bull. Ther e are now twenty-t,,·o
animals in the h erd, but in a very bad snowstorm in 194:7 their numbers went down to
sev en. For a few years after this they only
had bull calves and the keepers thought
that they were going to die out. _ H oweve:t,
last year they h ad two h E'ifer calves and a
bull calf. This year they have had thr ee b ull
calves and they are expecting another one.
They are hoping for a h eifer calf. The anima ls
h ave a chief bull which is called the King
bull. When the young bulls grow older they
challenge the King b u ll and fight. I f on,3
kills or wounds the King bull h e is kin 6 .
Chillingham is in Northumberland near t ha
River Till.
J UDITH

M.

J ACKSON,

TH.
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Borrowing and Borrowers
There are two kinds of borrowing, good
and bad. Good borrowing includes borrowing
books from the library.
Unfortunately, most of tho borrowing
done is bad borrowing. There aro several
reasons for this. The most obvious reason
is that one has run short of something and
either the shops are closed or the person
concerned is too lazy to go to the shops.
Of course sometimes we cannot h elp having
to borrow if the shops are closed and something is needed unexpectedly, but people
should try to k eep a good stock of all necessary articles in the house and so avoid the
dreadful h abit of continual borrowing. In
addition, the people who are u sually too lazy
to shop are often the ones who have plenty
of energy and time to spend in places of
entertainment most nights.
A second r eason for borrowing is to get a.s
much out of other people as possible, so that
one will have less to buy oneself. The unwritten rule of borrowing is "pay back,"
but some people never h eed it. They borrow
from the p erson next door ; then because
they have not p aid back what. they borrowed
they go to someone else next time. This goes
on until . they are borrowing from everyone
living near them.

Some women borrow so t hat they can
have a little gossip with their neighbour.
They are the ones who also borrow to learn
other people's business. They come into
their neighbour's house and say, " Have you
h 'ard about so and so 7 11 In gossip they
think that everything should be paid back
so they expect their neighbour t.o tell them
a little gossip in return. The bud thing about
this is that it is wrong to gossip about other
people because it is often incorrect and the
gossiper will gossip to someone else about
her neighbour as she did to h er n eighbour
and probably say t.hat. her neighbour said
certain wrong things which she herself said.
Some lonely old people borrow so that
they can get a little company and a little
talk wit,h their neighbours. If they live alone
they will go to great lengths to find someone
to talk to. I have heard of old men who
borrowed from their n eighbours with the
excuse that they could not think about what
food and other goods to buy b ecause their
late wives had always done this duty . This
is to win their n eighbours' sympathy so t hat
they will do the shopping for them. Many
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t.imes, however. this is true and one is doing
a good turn to help the old man concerned.
Some women also borrow in order to pour
out all their troubles to their neighbours and
so win sympathy, although usually their
troubles are imaginary ailments.
In e,·ery case except one; borrowing has
been uncalled for and could have been
avoided. Se,·eral ways have b een tried to
cure p eople of borrowing. One way is to
k eep likely borrowing material, especially
for this purpose and eventually it will go stale.
One's n eighbour will not be keen on using it
and will probably not borrow again for a
long time. Another way is to complain about
someone who is a habitual borrower in front
of another habitual borrower. The latter will
most likely see that h er friend does not like
borrowing a nd will cease to borrow from her.
Articles such as books can have the name and
address of the person from whom they are
borrowed in them and a note saying that
they are to be returned to this p erson. I
t hink a good idea would be to buy dishes with
writing on them saying," All that is borrowed
must be paid back," or something even more
severe, stressing how sinful it is to borrow.
There may be a little ill-feeling on the part
of the borrower. but he will soon get over it
because h e will not be able to show it in front
of his n eighbour as h e is the one in the wrong.
Some people are stopped from borrowing
because other p eople borrow from them and
they realise what a nuisance it is. I always
remember, however, the lady who went to
borrow a cup of flour from her n eighbour.
The latter had none so she went to borrow
two cups from someone else, one for herself
and one for the first borrower.
Borrowing in school, without first asking the
owner's permission, can also be stopped.
Of course, the best cure is to k eep everything
in a locked bag so that no-one can borrow
one's belongings. If this is not possible,
then one should let everyone know, tactfully
howeYer, that one's personal belongings are
not to be borrowed. In addition, if one's
belongings are beautifully clean and pressed,
the borrower may b e dissuaded from borrowing in case h e leaves signs of dirt or creases.
Thus, although borrowing is an amusing
subject, it is very wrong and could be easily
avoided. It is my opinion that everyone
should make sure that borrowers a.re prevented from borrowing by tactful or open
hints, and the world would be a much better
place.
ELAINE ARMSTRONG, 4a.

fl

GRAMMARIAN
.The Mole

progress. They, especially the front pair,
are modified for digging. The forefeet arc
turned outwards instead of downwards ;
they ttre broad a nd shovel-like and are
furnished with large , nail-like claws, while
breadth is increased by a sickle-like bone on
the inner side, which gives the appearance of
a false thumb. They are ideal instruments
for digging and shovelling.
A p eculiar
structure made by the mole is known as the
mole's fortress. This must not be confused
with the breeding nest, nor is it necessarily
a permanent residence : it is generally used
from about September to J mie. This for~ress is not usua lly seen by the casual obser ver,
as it is m ost often in some secluded spo-c.
It is of considerable size and has a lar.ge
cavity at the bottom, in which the m ole
builds a nest of dry grass. Tunnels run out
in all directions from this cavity, and the
maze defeats even ·w easels. No two are
alike and it is impossible to d escribe them
briefly.

The snout of the mole is long, pointed,
and supple and is supported by a bone
about a quarter of an inch in length. Its
snout helps very much in digging and
pushes aside the soil. There are no external
ears, nothing that would obstruct its passage
underground. Eyes are unnecessary underground so that though we find them perfect,
they are reduced to the finest points buried
in the fur. Their existence proves that moles
are descended from animals which lived on
the surface of the earth and that the subterranean habit has gradually been acquired.
The mole has a series of sharp, pointed teeth,
well adapted for seizing and holding worms
and grubs which form its food. The fur is
soft, short and velvety. The individual hairs
a.re inserted vertically, not directed backwards as in most animals : this allows for
easy forward and backward movement in the
tunnel. The limbs are extremely reduced
and short, and so form the least possible
impediment to the animal's subterranean
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DAVID PROUD, IH.

ENTERTAINMENT

T he following howlers are all genuine, and
published here for the first time.
Africa certainly appears to be a wonderful
l and, for we are told: No crops grow in the
d esert region, only fruit on the PSALM trees.
The little amount of grass that is grown is
very wild and the women wear dresses shaped
like trousers and the men wear T1JRBINES.

Tourists coming from America sometimes
EMBARK at Southampton.
Concerning our own country we are informe1.!. :
The crofters of Scotland d o not get very
· many letters, but a steam ship comes rou!'lcl
and calls at their houses with food, clothes ar:d
mail.

America is equally fascinating :
D eath Valley is 300 MILES below sea.level. This region is very hot. It is not a
healthy region .

In New Zealand:Rotorua is known for its Geysers of hot
water, which is another attraction for visitc,rs
on which the Maoris do their cooking.

LEISURE
This Could Happen to You
To the wall of the boathouse of H exham
Amateur Rowing Club there is attached the
blade from a smash ed canoe paddle. On it
is written, " This could happen to you !
Bywell, J uly, 1957."
L ate one July afternoon, my friend and I
set off down the River Tyne in a two.seater
sports canoe. Further up the valley we could
see that it was raining hard, and as a result
at least three feet of flood water were coming

I

I
I
I
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down. As we shot the weir beneath th e
bridge at Hexham, we could see that the low,
fast-moving clouds, which periodically
covered the sun, would soon b e bringing tha t
rain to us. After about forty minutes of
steady paddling, a slight shower of ra in
began, so we sheltered under some busht";
which overhung the river ju st above Cc, ·
bridge. The rain soon stopped, but the dari~
clouds remained, so we continued, cheered
on by some men working on a banksid ,~.
Soon we passed Riding Mill and the site of
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this year's National Slalom Canoe Championships. From this point on the river becam e
increasingly swifter.
Suddenly we turned a sharp bend in the
river, and were confronted by a hugh ivycovered sycamore, which had fallen over,
and lay · half submerged by flood water.
The speed at which we were travelling, and
the weight of flood water coming b ehind us
made it impossible to perform the ferry glide,
a manoeuvre used by canoeists to move
sideways across a river. In a split second we
hit a limb of the tree and overturned.
The cold water closed around m e, and,
still clasping my paddle, I released myself
as I had often done in the calmer waters of
the Tyne. These were no calm waters,
however, and before I could recover from my
initial surprise I was torn away by the strong
current, and wedged among the small branches
and pieces of ivy of the tree. My mind was
now quite calm, but my body involuntarily
performed the motions of panic. It occurred
to me to release the paddle which I still held,
and as I did, I rose to the surface gasping for
breath. All about me was an indistinct green
haze. I had surfaced inside the tree, and had
not inunediately recognised where I was
because my spectacles were now well on the
way to Newcastle. I managed to struggle
from the water, and guided by the shouts of
my friend, made my way to where h e was.
H e had managed to catch hold of a branch
and prevent himself from being swept away.
The canoe was overturned and firmly lodged
in the fork of the tree by the ever-increasing
flood water.
After unsuccessfully attempting to release
it for two hours we realised that as long as the
flood water came down there was little hope,
so we set off from ByweJl, the village that
was near to where we had crashed, for the
railway station which was at Stocksfield,
about one and a half miles away. W e must
have looked a curious pair, for we each wore
only a wet vest and pa ir of shorts. W e also
carried a bundle of wet clothing a.r id h ad only
one pair of sandshoes between us. (Mine
were still inside the canoe) .
On the following day we made two further
attempts at salvage but the flood water
had risen, so these also were unsuccessful.
The n ext day, the woodwork of the bow wa.s
found in the tree, and five days after the
sinking, with the water four and a half feet
below its high flood level, we recovered the
skin and stern. Altogether we found we had
eighty per cent. of the parts intact, but all
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that was ever found of the paddle which went
under the tree with m e is now in the boathouse at H exh am .
FRED SMALEs, 6u.

Townsfolk Hiking
Off to the m oors on a sunny d ay,
The sun is hot, t he birds are gay,
The grass is fresh, the trees are green,
The fields are covered with a golden sheen.
The water's like crystal, the air is-free ;
With a box of biscuits and a flask of tea
We hike the countryside all day long,
Though our feet may b e tired we'll still sing
our song.
Our kit is heavy but our h earts are light,
Just to see the country is such a d elight,
Away from the smoke, and bustle and noise
As we go a-hiking, our hearts full of joys.

M.

BLAKEY,

3s.

My First Day in Paris
I arrived at the Gare du Nord in Paris
at 11.30 on a Saturday night, after a rough
crossing and a long train journey. My sister
was still waiting, even though I was two
hours late, a nd after bidding farewell to my
two travelling companions, we boarded a
taxi which rushed at a hectic pace through
the dark streets. In an incredibly short
time we reached the Girl Guide Hostel
where we were staying. It was so late that
no-one else was awake, and so as quietly as
possible we went to bed.
I was awakened next morning by a loud
knock on the door and a woman shouting,
" Hurry and get up, you are keeping everyone
waiting." I then turned over and went to
sleep again. The result was that I was the
last person down to breakfast and so was
separated from Anne. People gradually left
the t able until I was left almost alone, still
eating the d elicious French bread and
talking to a girl who could have been French
or English and who thought I came from
Scotland.
After breakfast we sallied forth into Paris.
Anne wanted to educate me by taking me to
the Louvre, but I hurriedly said that could
wait for a.nother day, so we went to Notre
Da.me. Set into the walls inside the Cathedral
were many small chapels, each d edicated to
a saint. The people bought candles, lit them
and stood them in front of their ,favourite
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saint, then prayed for some wish to be
granted. The walls of the chapels were
covered with plaques bearing the word
" Merci "-evidence that the saints had
granted many wishes. We then climbed to
the top of the tower and saw the whole of
Paris laid out before us. I pointed out to
Anne the places we would visit before we
left Paris (excluding, of course, the Louvre).
N.B.-Before I left, I was duly dragged
round that ancient building, in spite of all
my protests.
MARGARET LIVESEY, 3A.

A Fishing Weekend
I greased my rod, I reeled my line,
I selected the hooks I should need to use ;
I bought some bait from the fishing shop,
And on catching fish I started to muse.
The train went full pelt to the coast,
I passed hills and fields and Church's spire.
When I got to the coast I went to the sand
•.\nd then enquired for a boat for hire.
I met the boatman who sp at in the stove
And asked, " vVhat d'ye vont 'eer ? "
"I want," I said, "a good sturdy boat,
That can take me to the end of the pier."

He coughed, he sneezed, he blinked, he
grinned,
And loftily h e spake,
"Thar's' Gertrude,' 'Penny,' ' Nod' and
. 'June,'
Which un d'yer wanna take?"
" I will take ' Nod' and be back in the morn,
At six o'clock sharp," I said.
" Then six it is and m ake you sure
That you're not with a fisher maid."
I rose in the morning, got my gear,
And went down to the boating shed.
" You're 'ere at last ! Oh ! I'm so glad,
I thought you'd 'ave been in b ed ."
I caught a cod, a ling, a wrasse,
And then I caught a ' conger ' ;
I r eeled in my line and changed the bait
And thought I would stay longer.
I changed the line once more and then
Put on the ledger tackle ;
I cast it in, my luck was out,
And so I ate an apple.
I went home next day with my catch,
Which I gave to my wife.
I sat and rested and I thought,
" Yes, fishing is the life ! "
PHILIP DRAKE,

3s.

MISCELLANY
The Rolling English Road
If you are fortunate enough to have spent
your holidays in Southern Europe you will
probably re-enter England at Dover where
the Ministry of Transport hands over to the
Ministry of Fisheries. Your road here, if
you follow it, will take you right to the
northern tip of Sutherland. Those who trust
to the roads, however, braYe a tangle ofrighthand bends, left-hand bends, forks, roundabouts, cattle-grids, bridges and level crossings, and the beautifully clear and simple
red lines on your map bear no resemblance
whatsoever to the actual road except perhaps
that they bear the same number.
Not that Britain is starved of roadsthere are literally thousands. There are
literally thousands of different surfacings to
them also. We have the low cost type;
sharp, small stones embedded in tar, guaranteed to make a musical fusillade as they

come on the wing of your n ew car as they
come adrift from the sticky black mess of
tar on a smnmer's day. You might be lucky
and find a stretch of cobble stones on which
to drive-bumps free of charge and no·springs
replaced . You must not miss the large stone
variety, in which egg-sized stones are compressed to make the road. They al\) the typo
specially suited for projecting manhole
covers, fire-hydrants and sink gratings.
These give you the kicks of motoring. Perhaps the best of all are the tarslag surface
roads which give your car a liberal coating
of mud, a ten-foot long skid or sink gracefully
down under the pressure of your car. Add
these to that ingenious device, the cattlegrid and its partner in crime, the level
· crossing, and you will never h ave a dull
moment.
Take any section of English road and you
have the essential ingredients of a scenic
railway. In Devon, you will see bleak
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moorland, breath-taking and almost tropical
cliff-lined bays, neat fields with their warm red
soil or six-feet high hedges on either side of
the road. In the south there might be hops
as far as the eye can see, or coalmines.
Progressing north, you will see an ancient
and stately mansion rising from a nest of
dark green trees and find perhaps that it is
now a pottery or art school or even a public
house. You might pass through some fair.
sized towns such as London, where everyone
is either demolishing, building or drivingif you want to negotiate London, allow at
least a day of traffic lights, traffic jams and
bad tempered motorists shouting at impassive
policemen. Go through the midlands, · the
land of flats, factories and fumes. Outside
each town you will find a roundabout which
will lead you into a street, width ten feet
approximately, and shut in by grimy houses.
The trains hoot d erisively at your efforts
to penetrate the maze. It is here that you
wish " God speed " to the proposal to turn
us, as far as roads are concerned, into a little
America. Then you enter the north country
and realize the reason for the lack of approval
for the plan.
Turnpikes, autobahns, clover-leaves, flyovers and pull-ins vanish from your thoughts
as t,he morning mist disperses over the rolling
open country, sometimes neat and cultivated,
sometimes sparse, d esolate, and wildly
beautiful. You shudder, as the protesting
engine negotiating one-in-seven hairpin bends
shudders, at the thought of making this
journey through something like a " Pennine
Tunnel," as your eyes rove over the rugged
grey crags, the white sheep clinging by their
teeth to the hillside and the scudding white
clouds against the palest blue sky. And the
system which numbers roads from Al to A
infinity and can never endure a straight
stretch, does not seem so bad.
EvAN Ross, 6L.

Dawn
Dew's teardrops twinkle as the sparkling
spears
Of sunlight cast their beams ; the green
blades sway
Soft-shaken by the friendly breeze ; the
birds,
Awake in nests aglint with filmy dew,
Announce the birth of Dawn ; the veil of
night
I s ru.ised and bares to view the climbing sun.

Sparkling and gleaming bright, the glowing
orb
·
Wheels by and calls the world beneath to life.
Throughout thy reign, 0 sun, what joys
and tears,
E:vils and pleasures countless hast thou seen ?
And in this new day thou wilt once again
Look down upon the torments of our life.
The prologue thou dost see, but who, save God,
Dost know the sequel of our lives ?
Yet while we live thou warmest our hearts
with good
And burnest up the evil in our souls.
Horror r emove thyself ; leave pure our hearts
And creep and crawl to dim obscurity.
Thy ways are evil but the glowing dawn
Is heav enly; withdraw, therefore, thy
schemes
And evil plans before thy minions are
Dissolved by the blessed warmth of Heaven,
But Shadows cloud the bright face of the
sun
So sorrow neither man nor saint can flee ·;
Yet I shall wait to fight again on high
To waken some day on a shining morn
And listen, wondering, to the whispering
world.
The noise of life smothers the peaceful
dawn
Which soon slips by then waits-and not in
vain
To come once more to re-create the earth
And smile upon us peaceful, warm and clean.
DAVID

T.

FORSYTH,

6u.

Remorse
Footsteps echoed in t he corridor outside
the cell. The prisoner shuddered, closed his
eyes firmly and moistened his cracked,
agitated lips, with his tongue. His brain
began to work with incredible speed, and
thoughts flashed past, thoughts which emphasised his horrible position. Then, some
long-forgotten incident appeared before him
in stark reality. His neglected childhood,
adventurous youth and early manhood
re-appeared. Returning to reality he looked
up and grimaced as he saw the uniform of
the prison governor looming before him.
He threw himself on to the cold stone floor
and mumbled a prayer as the stiff old priest
laid his gnarled hand on his head.
The hangman stepped smartly forward and
lifted up his victim, who moved silently to
his bunk, from where he took a small gold
crucifix, which he had worn since his birth,
and handed it to the hangman without a, word.
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As he passed it over, his thin lips twitched at
the corners and curled into a horrible ironical
sneer, while his eyes contained the pleading
look of a child who has lost his speech.
Finally, h e offered his arms to the hangman
who proceed ed to pinion them behind his
back.
The procession made its way across the
yard to the scaffold while the chaplain read
~ service, the words of which floated aimlessly
aronnd the prisoner. The early red spears of
sunlight glistened on the uprights and crossbeams of the scaffold which rose up before
them. A rope swung to and fro . ...
As they climbed up the shallow incline
the hangman pulled the white cap over the
convict's eyes and the latter stepped on to
the trap-door of the gallows. The mumbling,
monotonous voice of the priest faded into the
background as the prison clock chimed eleven
times, and then, silence. A silence which
persisted for the convict, for he was no
longer a being: the living God had passed
from his soul. H e was d ead ! . . .
Night's blanket crept stealthily around the
room where Lee Young sat, huddled in· a.
comfortable chair, gazing into the fire , his
eyes fixed on the crackling logs and spitting
flames. He remembered his youth, and now
thought of ·his wife, his home and his children
and he felt a warm glow in his heart at the
thought of being alive. Quite unconsciously
his mind formed a pictme in the flames and
suddenly he recognised the features of a
face he knew, but could not remember. His
shining forehead furrowed as he tried to recall
this hannting face. His heart leaped, forcing
him to catch his breath, as his mind flew
back to that very morning. Then before him,
surrounded by laughing, licking flames was
the .picture of the man who had died at the
gallows, the face of the man whose life he had
terminated: for, indeed, the huddled figure
was the artistic hangman. He closed his
eyes, sat for a moment, then hastily left the
room lC:Javing the warm atmosphere and
blazing fire behind him.
Weariness had crept into his body and he
climbed the stairs so consciously that he
began to count the steps, finding them to
correspond with his age! Opening the bedroom door h e groped blindly for the light
switch, but, unable to find it, he walked with
faltering steps into the blackness.
He stopped suddenly, his heart pounding, as
he saw the head and shoulders of a man
befoi'<) him, surrounded by a misty cloud.

His lower jaw dropped heavily as he ·recognised the face of. . . .
His utterance was smothered as the room
became bathed in brilliant light. His wife
had switched on her lamp, and asked him to
close the wardrobe door before he damaged
the mirror!
He climbed into bed, and snuggled deeply
into its comforting warmth closing his weary
eyes. No sleep blessed Lee Young: all night
he wondered why the convict had given him
the crucifix. He recalled that gruesome
sn eer, the pleading eyes and asked himself
if he had killed an innocent man, for Paul
Gregson had never confessed. All these
thoughts tumbled over in his head which was
swimming dizzily. He tossed, turned and
squirmed about in his bed while beads of
sweat carved salt valleys on his cheek. Two
hands seemed to reach out for him, two
clutching hands, curled in agony : opening
his eyes he dissolved the film and bounced
out of bed, breathing heavily.
Stumbling across t,he room he reached tho
open bedroom window and looked out at the
pale. . . . The curtain whipped his face
mercilessly, as he saw the wan orb crowned
with a gleaming halo, its indentations
moulded into a sneering face, the face of
Gregson. The already taut and agonised
nerves of Young snapped completely and he
fled blindly on to the landing, his mouth
quivering and milky. Running madly, h e
buried his ears in his hands as th e clock
whirred and chimed heavily eleven times.
They found him, next morning, sprawled
at the foot of the stairs, his neck broken,
while a snapped gold chai1i lay twisted around
his fingers, but, they never found the sma.11
gold crucifix which had hm1g on the chain !
DAVID FORSYTH, 6u.

(M)advertising
The other day I heard of a man who visited
a psychiatrist and complained that he could
no longer trust his own ability when in close
personal contact with business associates;
H e had not the confidence to handle big
business interviews, but handed them on to a
subordinate.
The psychiatrist settled fUl'ther down into
his chair with an air of boredom and calmly
proceed ed to light his pipe. Naturally, being
a very clever man-all psychiatrists are very
clever men- he severely burned his fingers
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through trying to do it with his eyes closed.
H e talked for about a minute and then
calmed down sufficiently to address himself
to his client.
" I get about a dozen of these cases every
week and the only way to cure them is to
prevent the patients from reading n ewspapers
and watching I.T.V. Your trouble is that
you don't use C
te's toothpaste, you
do without L
oy soap, you positively
never take H
cks at night, and you're
absolutely terrified of what people may think
of you I"
And the worst of it is he was absolutely
right! Advertising has reached such a stage
that we all do exactly as we are told by the
big names of industry. They decide how we
shall sleep, what we shall wear to go out,
what we shall all smoke, voluntarily or
involuntarily, how we shall spend our leisure,
and even how we (not all of us, howe ver)
sha ll get ourselves drunk. Even children's
ears are given the window test !
Bad though this may be, we are nowhere
near as advanced (or backward) as are the
Americans in this field. Some of the stories
we h ear of American advertising are absolutely amazing. During recent research on
the su bject, the following example was
brought to light. It concerned a firm m anu facturing tinned goods. (The American word
"canned " has a different significance here ).
The trade mark on the tin was a small red
triangle, but when poor sales were driving
the firm to bankruptcy, this was changed to
a green triangle. The product immediately
became a bigger " best seller " than " Gone
With the Wind." May we be preserved from
such as this and the high-pressure sa les talk
of American t elevision.
I hesitate to write down my ideas of what
it may be like in the future: they may be
taken up ! What if the soap-flakes tattooed
their brand-nam e on the clothes in the
washing ? What if the petrol in a car,
attracted by its own kind, caused the car to
swerve towards the n ext filling-station which
sold the same brand? And what if the
manufacturers attempted to a t tract us by
showing worth-while films for us to watch
at the cinema while we are eating our icecream with the flavour of the month and
drinking our orange-squash ?
The amusing part of it is t hat no-one ever
pays any attention to advertisements. You
for instance, as you read t his article, list ening
t o your breakfast cereal, or perhaps struggling

with that useless patent tin-opener, or even
wondering if you look like Denis Compton .
as you groom your hair, you only read the
advertisem ents to see how the latest story
runs or to have a good laugh-don't you?
If you do, t hen you had better have a word
with ·my sponsors-no, you had better not
or I may b e out of a job !
HARRY BAXTER, 6L.

A Climbing Adventure
Blake did not know why, but h e had some
strange forebodings about the climbing
vent ure. In fact, h e had been tempted to
call it off, but what reason co uld he possibly
give ? Grey had so looked for ward t o the
t rip and, in addition , he was not the type to
understand the fears which were assailing
his more sensitive companion. H e was more
likely t o think the latt er was " funking " it
and that was the last thing Blake wanted,
although, as Blake thought bitterly to himself, it was probably t rue. H e had no interest
in climbing and still failed to under stand why
he had aJlowed his exuber ant friend to persuad e him to accom pany him on the point less
expedition t o the summit of Evendle, which,
a lt hough not excessively high, was comparatively st eep and ought to have been left,
for more experienced clim ber s.
Still, he h ad consented t o go and t here
could be no turning b ack now. Besides,
Blake thought to reassure himself, they were
not going t o do any serious climbing. The
first stage was, as Grey assured him, simply
a matter of " wa lking " so far up the m ount ain
and then round the south side to t he west ,
and only accessible , portion of the mountain.
After that ? Well, t hey would see. Perhaps
Grey would decide that the glory of reaching
the summit was not worth the trouble it
would cause them and return to the hostel,
although Blake was far from hopeful on that
score.
The two young men p rogressed su ccessfully
until they reached the K endal Gap. This
gap was really the path of an old glacier in
the Ice Age and it now served as an outlet
for the swift, rushing, mountain stream t h at
leapt and gurgled maliciously between the
sheer , almost vertical, sides of Evendle and
its neighbour, t he mighty Mount R ey.
Not even the bright , if pale, sunshine of
the spring day could, in Blake's opinion,
rob that narrow pass of its dark, threatening
appearance and the gleam of the sun on the
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cruel, black boulders below made them, in
some unfathomable way, · glance up, mockingly, malignantly. . . .
With an effort Blake removed his fascin·
ated gaze and drew instinctively back from
the narrow, foot-broad track which wound
around the mountain by the gulf. His course
was determined. He no longer cared what
Grey thought of his moral attributes. He
must either link the two together with the
strong rope he carried about his waist (a
practice he had hitherto not deigned to
employ), or the party must return by the
outward road.
Blake looked up along the track again,
after his adventurous comrade, with the
intention of calling him back. To his horror,
he saw the path, upon which Grey had trod
so jauntily a moment before, collapse while
the latter, arms vainly threshing the air,
slid helplessly over with the crumbling rocks,
giving only a slight, almost imperceptible,
cry of alarm and surprise.
Blake watched the drama before him with
growing horror and stupefaction. His brain
commanded him to dash forward and see
what had become of Grey, but his paralysed
limbs refused to obey. A cry rose instinct.
ively in his throat, but no sound proceeded
from his compressed lips. Instead he waited
for the splash that had to come.
But no! No sound save a dull thud rose
from the ravine and, after a few brief seconds,
which seemed to the frantic boy an eternity,
Blake's stunned nerves recovered from the
blow and he leapt forward. Lying flat on the
ground, he peered cautiously over the edge
of the precipice. A wave of nausea passed
through him as his gaze swept the perilous
rocks. This was followed by a profound
feeling of relief upon the discovery that
Grey's body was not, as his terror-stricken
brain had imagined, lying mangled on the
sharp points, but lodged, although somewhat
precariously, on a narrow ledge several feet
below. There was no sign of life, but Blake
quelled the useless fears that began to well up
within him and turned his attention to what
he must do.
Grey could obviously not be left in that
position for long. If he should begin to recover
consciousness and made even the slightest
movement-Blake shuddered at the thought.
Still, how could he reach his stunned friend ?
The drop to the ledge was sheer. Therefore
to scale the intervening space was impossible,
and if he \vere to drop and risk landing safely,

he would be in danger of taking both himself
and Grey into the black abyss below. If
only he had a rope-but at this point a low
moan came to his ears.
There was obviously little time to spare.
The urgency of the situation seemed to actuate
his befuddled brain to great activity. He
perceived that the only course open to him
was to retreat to a lower position and attempt
to reach his object from below where the
surface of the mountain was a little more
jagged.
His plan decided upon, Blake hesitated
no longer. Shaking off his haversack, he
turned in his tracks and began to spring
hastily over the loose stony mountain side,
taking as steep a downward track as he
possibly could. His former nervousness WM
resolutely thrust behind him as he slithered
on with almost goat-like agility, dislodging
the loose pebbles which spun down into the
depths, echoing strangely.
At the first opportunity he turned once
more to his left, making a horizontal track
until he was directly below the fateful ledge.
That part of his journey was breathtakingly
dangerous as he struggled again and again
to find new footholds and crevices for his
probing, inexperienced fingers, encumbered
as he was by his heav-y jacket.
The journey upward was even worse,
however. At times he felt unable to go
further. His fingers bleeding and nails torn
by the rough surface he clawed vainly at the
impassive rock. The stream below seemed to
grow in volume until he felt his heated brain
must burst with the pounding and wished
the moment would come when his exhausted
muscles would give out and he would go
crashing down through space to the rocks
below.
At last, however, in one final despairing
effort, with the desperate strength born of
the knowledge that he must reach the ledge,
or both he and Grey would perish, his hands
succeeded in gripping the uneven edge.
He was then able to thrust an elbow over the
rim and, a moment later, lay panting on the
ledge.
When h e had recovered a little, his first
concern was to settle Grey, who had cut his
head badly, in a safer and more comfortable
position and do what he could to staunch the
flow of blood. This done, he began to wonder
how they were to attract help. His desperate
courage had evaporated and he no longer
felt prepared, and was doubtful of his ability
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to make another journey over the rocks.
An added difficulty was the fact that it
would still be dangerous to leave Grey alone.
Crouched alone in his cold and uncomfort·
able position, Blake pondered gloomily.
Suddenly, he noticed the powerful whistle
which Grey wore attached to his belt. He
grasped it joyfully and immediately began
a series of sharp, powerful b lasts-in morse
S.O.S.-hoping the steep walls of the ravine
would not drown his signal.
On the contrary, the piercing whistle
awoke seemingly thousands of echoes,
making the hills resound and ahnost deafening
the anxious boy. Overjoyed by the success
of his venture, Blake blew even louder in the
belief that someone surely would hear the
noise and come to investigate.
His belief was not unfounded. In a short
time the hostel keeper arrived with a rescue
party. The rescuers, by means of ropes,
raised the wounded Grey, leaving a greatly
relieved, though somewhat shaken Blake to
climb rapidly to the top and accompany the
team back to a less hair-raising level-from
w hi.ch both boys vowed they would never
again wander.
EVELINE WILSON, 4A.

Gerald's Death
Gerald loved h is nurse and she worshipped
Gerald. From the day he had been born she
had looked after him, but now he was eleven
and growing up fast. Nurse Booth watched
him as he rode his new bicycle, a present from
his parents, along the cliff path. It was
healthy for the child to live right on the cliffs
even if it was a little dangerous at times.
Nurse Booth had alwavs feared t,hat Gerald
might fall and so she wi.s forever with him.
Sitting beside the Nurse, was Storm,
Gerald's pet dog. He was amazed at the.n ew
ma,ohine and raced forward to admire it.
Nurse Booth panicked on seeing the dog
rush forward towards the bicycle which was
being ridden near the cliff edge.
" Gerald ! "
she
cried
hysterically,
"Gerald! " The boy, more frightened by
the shouts of alarm than by the dog, sWtmg
round to face his nurse. Unfortunately h e
had not learned how to control his pre-sent
properly and in turning had fallen off. His
fall was not just four foet to the ground but
one hundred feet to the sand below the cliffs.
He lay there, motionless, d ead. Nurse Booth
rushed forward and looked over the edge of
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the cliff and screamed. In a fit of fury she
picked up Storm, who was whining for hi.,young master, raised him above her head
and flung him mercilessly to join Gerald
below. Cries of agony and pain ech oed from
the dog below. It was not dead; it was
suffering alive.
Nurse Booth rushed to the house to tell
Gerald's parents the tragic news. They both
took the news badly and were in mourning
for several weeks. According to Nurse Booth
the dog had collided with Gerald and both
had gone over the cliff. From that moment
the house turned into a sombre hermitage .
The whole house spiritually died with Gerald.
Nurse Booth's services were retained at the
house more through pity than necessity.
Nearly a year passed. The house was still
dead but hope for new life was coming.
Storm recovered from his fall but still limped
rather badly. Nurse Booth wandered around
the house looking for Gerald ; she was
mentally lost and still believed Gerald to b e
alive. Whenever contact was made between
Nurse Booth and Storm it was a hostile
contact. To try to waken the house, Gerald's
parents inv ited two orphans to stay with
them, to try to give to them the things they
had wanted to give to Gerald.
The two boys arrived about a week before
the anniversary of Gerald's birthday and
death. They were about the same age a s
Gerald had been and were going to have
everything that Gerald would have had.
They were made to feel that they ought to
thank Gerald for their visit, not their hosts.
Despite the tragic memories they were happy,
and played with Storm on the beach and
dined with their hosts at the house. On one
evening, however, they were not so happy,
on the eve of Gerald's birthday. On the night
in question the two boys went to bed as
usual, one in Gerald's old room and one in an
adjoining room.
After the whole house had retired, Nurse
Booth crept up to Gerald's room and
approached the sleeping orphan.
She
whispered to him, " Will you help me find
Gerald ? Come, you must find him, he is lost.
Come, you must find him for me."
The boy seemed to awak e and followed
Nurse Booth out into the garden. It was as
if her voice was commanding his thoughts.
In the garden the nurse brought Gerald's
bicycle from the shed. She beckoned the
silent boy over and he mounted the bicycle
without any question, She told him to ridfl
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t,owards t,he cliff where C....erald was lost. H e
st,rt.rted forwitrd and peda.lled for the cliff.
" Faster, faster; he is over there f "
The poor child pedalled faster, oblivious of
his fate,; He sped along the ground, then
suddenly h e stopped moving forward and
disappeared over the cliff.
" Gerald !
G0rald !
Find
screamed Nurse Booth. '' Find
She then broke into a .p eal of
laughter, frightening, piercing
There was a splash as the cyclist
water, for now the tide was in.

Gerald! "
Gerald! "
hyst erical
laughter.
struck the

rest of the house rush ed towards her. They
stopped, :when S?e clutched the boy ; they
were afraid for his safety. She stood with him
.a nd she turned towards the cliff.
" We are coming, Gerald, we are coming
to find you ! " she said. She was completely
mad and the crowd felt they must rush h er.
when Storm broke through the line and
slowly advanced towards his enemy. Any
other sound would h ave been ignored by th•)
nurse but Storm's growl made h er turn and
release her hold on the boy, who rushed to
the safety of his hosts.

Soon lights appeared in the house and
p eople rushed outside to investigate the
commotion. The first one to rush from the
house was the other orphan. The others
quickly followed. Nurse Booth was standing
on the cliff edge when the young b oy reached
her. She was gazing into the t empestuous
Reas, still laughing.

Slowly the dog advanced, knowing full well
he wanted revenge for his accident of a year
ago. Nurse Booth backed away and was
dangerously near the cliff edge . Suddenly
the dog sprang and gripped the nurse 's
throat with its razor-like teeth. She stumbled
backwards, one more step, screaming, but
there was no ground for her foot, just a drop
o~ o~e hundred feet . With the dog still
chngmg to h er, Nurse Booth fell into the sea.

" Murderer, murderer, you killed him!"
cried the weeping boy. "I saw you kill him,
I ~aw it,!" H e st.ruck her again and again,
blmded by the tears of fury in his eyes.
Nurse Booth h eld him in a strong grip as the

Next morning the body of the boy was
washed up on the shore but the bodies of
the other two were never found .
MARTIN PrcKARn, 6u.
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GRUNDY'S

BOOKS, MAGAZINES AND
PERIODICALS for all tastes and

32 Front Street, Stanley

ages at

•

R.· K. SHIELD

The oldest firm with the
newest and latest in

•

RADIO AND
APPLIANCES.

We also have a FINE
SELECTION OF
TOYS. Why not pay
us a visit?

ELECTRIC

We have your record too,
by your favourite stars
and orchestras.

•

•

9 Station Rd~, Stanley

Telephone: STANLEY 149

READERS

TELEPHONE

ARE URGED

PATRONIZE
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ADVERTIZERS
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WATSON'S GARAGE

Telephone: STANLEY 73

Beamish Street
Stanley

CARL YO N'S

•

FRUITERERS
and
FLORISTS

PETROL, OIL, GREASE
REPAIRS &
OVERHAULS

Market Hall

also

HARDWARE & GRINDERY

and

Victoria Buildings

0

STANLEY

Telephone : STANLEY 16

DUNN'S LTD.
6 and 8, Station Road, Stanley

*

The Leading Shop for

RADIO
TELEVISION
and CYCLES
Terms Arranged

*

Phone, Stanley
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