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A sensible plan for spreading the 
cost of school outfitting 

- o--

THE PROBLEM . We are official outfitt ers to over 70 schools in 
the North-East of England. So it is quite natural that parents should 
have taken us into their confidence on the problem of paying for 
school outfitting. 

The difficulty is not that school uniform is more expensive than 
other children's clothes, but that it does involve hea\-y outlay 
twice a year, at the beginning of the Autumn and Summer Terms-
the Autumn Term usually being the heavier of the two, whereas 
the cost of other clothes can usually be spread around the year. 

THE ANSWER. To overcome this difficulty, we have devised our 
Subscription Scheme, which enables you to spread the cost of a 
school outfit over nine months and still have credit in hand for 
month by month replacement and renewals of other clothes, not 
only for ｾｨ･＠ children, but for all members of the family. 

THIS IS HOW IT WORKS. Suppose you find that your child's 
complete outfit for a new school is going to cost, say, £18. You pay 
us £2 down, have the £18 worth of clothes, and go on paying for 
them at the rate of £2 a month by banker's order, or any other 
arrangement that suits you. Directly you pay us the first monthly 
payment you may have another £2 worth of goods from any 
department if you like. Or if you don't need anything more for 
several months, when you do need to buy again you can have 
what you want up to a total of £18 again. In short, you have 
continuous credit with us for nine times your monthly subscription. 

The Subscription Plan is proving very popular with many parents, 
it's simple and dignified. And the subscription can be spent not 
just on school clothes but on suits, riding kit, knitwear and so on, 
for the grown-ups as well as the children. Ring Newcastle 20407 
and ask for the Subscription Office who will send you a brochure 
about it. 

lsaac ｗ｡ｬｴｯｮｾｳ＠
GRAINGER STREET, NEWCASTLE UPON TYNE, 1 

understand school outfitting 



TAYLOR HALL, F.R.Z.S. 

THE PET SHOP 
MARKET HALL STANLEY 
Phone : STANLEY 438 CO. DURHAM 

* 
FOR VALUE IN LIVESTOCK 

* 
TROPICAL FISH (OVER 40 VARIETIES) 

COLD WATER FISH AQUATIC PLANTS 

BUDGIES CANARIES FOREIGN BIRDS 

PUPPIES KITTENS MICE 

HAMSTERS RABBITS GUINEA PIGS 

• 
ALL FOODS & ACCESSORIES FOR ABOVE 

ALSO 

PIGEON, POULTRY & PIG FOODS 



M. W. & A. DODGESON 
(Members of National Union of Retail Confectioners) 

(Members of Su.tioners' Association of Great Britain and Ireland) 

37 FRONT STREET, STANLEY, Co. Durham 

• 
NEWSAGENTS - STATIONERS - TOY DEALERS 

CONFECTIONERS - BOOKSELLERS - TOBACCONISTS 

ALES, WINES AND SPIRIT MERCHANTS 

TEXT BOOKS OFFICE EQUIPMENT 

• 
TELEPHONE: STANLEY ® ? 

.. .•.•....•.•..•...........•.•..•........•..•....... 

Whatever your Musical needs 

consult .•. 

A. HEBDMAN Ltd. 
Market Hall, Stanley 

• 
RECORDS 

SHEET MUSIC 

INSTRUMENTS 

Telephone: ST ANLE ｾ＠ 5Z ＧＩｾ＠ ＢＩｾ Ｎ＠



M. W. & A. DODGESON 
(Members of N ation>l Union of Retail Confectionen) 

(Members of Stationen' Association o( Great Britain and Ireland) 

37 FRONT STREET, STANLEY, Co. Durham 

• 
NEWSAGENTS - STATIONERS - TOY DEALERS 
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EDITORIAL 

At last the dispute as to the relative importance of Arts and Sciences 
is settled. Our learned students of Milton and Shakespeare have admitted 
dependence on their more logical companions and appointed a mere 
scientist as editor of this magazine. Though slightly overawed by this 
position and by the illustrious footsteps in which I follow, I hope that 
if this editorial is not, then the rest of the magazine will be to everyone's 
satisfaction. 

Both the magazine and the school have a new look designed to please 
the more artistic among us. The magazine contains drawings as well as 
articles and in the lower corridor the school echoes this trend with a 
mural of Durham Cathedral painted by Judith Jefferson, a well-known 
sixth former. The pupils' lot has been brightened by the new flowerbeds 
outside and the colour schemes inside, though the latter at first brought 
cries of horror from those adjusted to grey uniformity. 

According to Mr. Macmillan, Prime Ministers are transient figures-
so, apparently. are the staff. We have lost Mr. Glendenning and Mr. 
Cox on as well as Miss Bertram and Mrs. J ackson who took their places 
temporarily. Mr. Geddes has left us for a year and in his place we have 
Mr. Westwater, a former pupil. Mrs. Hemingway and Mr. Davies have 
joined the staff to teach Biology and Latin respectively. I should at this 
point like to congratulate Robert Harrison and Margaret Livesey on 
being made Head Boy and Head Girl, as well as Robert Tyers and 
Eleanor Arnold who are their assistants. 

New faces abound in the corridors with the arrival of a large number 
of first year pupils whose primary object in life seems to be to make 
as much noise as possible. No longer are they the shy young things 
who cringed at the word 'prefect.' This year, too, an unusually large 
lower sixth has created its difficulties with shortage of space and books. 
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New faces-new surroundings. However, the pattern of school life 
has not changed. There is still the essential core of study which, com-
bined with out-of-school activities, from the Debating Society to the 
Dance Club, will eventually turn the noisy, robust first year pupil into 
the responsible sixth former. 

KATHLEEN ROWE (VlL). 

Ivor Maughan (liB). 

Pat Draper (IIA) . 

THE SCHOOL YEAR 

SENIOR SPEECH DAY 

The annual Senior Speech Day held on Wednesday, March 15th, 1961, 
began as usual with the School Song, followed by an opening address 
by Mr. J. T. S. Graham, Chairman of the Governors. Dr. Sharp gave 
his annual report, which consisted of a general account of progress in 
school work and the development of societies, and he also sharply criti-
cised those pupils doing part-time work. Then followed the distribution 
of prizes and we all enjoyed the amusing and instructive address given 
by Dr. Chalmers Burns. A vote of thanks was expressed by our Head 
Boy, John Hogg, and the evening was concluded with a short musical 
recital and a one-act play entitled 'Hall of Healing' presented by the 
Dramatic Society. 

JOYCE HUMPHREY (VIL). 
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JUNIOR SPEECH DAY 
Early in the New Year a French Club was formed and as a member 

of this society I was chosen to take part in a play entitled 'Meutre 
chez le Coiffeur.' This play was to be performed at the Junior Speech 
Day. 

It was surprising the effort that had to be put in by pupils and teachers 
alike. The pupils of higher forms made scenery which was painted by 
girls of the senior school. The teachers devoted much of their spare 
time to rehearsals 'and after numerous rehearsals the great day arrived. 

First came the business of the school in the form of the Headmaster's 
report, followed by the presentation of the prizes by Mrs. J ones, an 
ex-member of the teaching staff, to whom we were all grateful for carry-
ing out this duty. While all this was taking place in the Assembly Hall 
the cast was in another room with teachers attending to our make-up. 

After the presentation there was a short interval during which the 
scene was set and the lighting checked. After a prologue, which was in 
English, explaining the plot of the play, the curtain rose and the play 
began. Nerves were forgotten and by all the smiling faces we knew that 
the audience was enjoying the play although they could not understand 
the French language. 

We are grateful to all the members of the staff to whom we owe a 
most enjoyable experience. 

Boys 

HOUSE REPORTS 

DUNELM 

KENNETH REED (IliA). 

Dunelm has had varying fortunes during the past year with some 
successes and some failures in the school sporting activities. The House 
had a rather disappointing football season and this was especially true 
as regards the senior football team which failed to win a match, but 
better results are expected this year. Dunelm, however, did quite well 
during the athletic season with several individuals scoring notable suc-
cesses. The House cricket teams failed rather badly and success was 
again limited to the junior and the intermediate teams. All things con-
sidered Dunelm had only a fair year and a greater all round effort is 
needed if the House is to do better this year. 

WILLIAM LEE (House Captain). 
Girls 

The successes of the House have been mixed this year. In the inter-
House Netball Tournament the seniors were outstanding and won every 
match. The juniors were not so fortunate, however, and in the overall 
result Dunelm was second. 

On Sports Day the situation was reversed, and the juniors carried 
off the junior shield, while the intermediates were second and the seniors 
second. 

Greater success is hoped for in the coming year. 
M. LIVESEY (CAPTAIN). 

3 



NEVILLE 
Boys 

Once again it was the seniors who upheld the House tradition by 
completing a successful season. Maximum points were gained in the 
football competition ; we lost only to Watling at cricket, and the athletic 
shield and cross country cup came our way. 

Unfortunately, the intermediates and juniors again failed us for not 
one point was contributed by them from their football and cricket fixtures. 
Had the lower school been more successful Neville would certainly have 
won more than the overall cross country championship. 

Let us hope the high senior standard can be achieved by the remainder 
of the House in the coming season. 

R. PEARSON (Captain). 

Girls 
Throughout the year the House has been unsuccessful, mainly owing 

to the lack of enthusiasm shown in the upper school. 
In the inter-House netball matches the juniors won two out of three 

of their games but, unfortunately, were not supported by the seniors. 
Both Neville and Watling tied for third place but Watling, having the 
better goal average, were awarded the place. 

It is hoped that each member of the House will show more enthusiasm 
in the coming year and try to improve on last year's results. 

LOUISA FISHER (Captain). 

TANFIELD 
Boys 

This year's report is not a good one where the senior and intermediate 
sections are concerned. Neither section was to the fore in any of the 
various competitions. However, the juniors, as usual, have made up for 
the lack of enthusiasm shown by the two other sections. The 
juniors have won their section of the inter-House athletics, share 
the Football Shield with Watling juniors, and share the Cricket Shield 
with Watling and Dunelm juniors. 

Most people have the impression that to be a member of T ANFIELD 
is very unfortunate. As House captain, I call on all TANFIELD mem-
bers to make an extra effort this year to prove this theory wrong. 

J. HINDS (Captain). 
Girls 

Although once again the House failed to win any trophies on Sports 
Day, owing mainly to the continued lack of enthusiasm in the upper 
school, there is compensation in the fact that we won the Netball Shield 
without much opposition. 

The juniors particularly are to be congratulated on having won all 
their matches by a large number of goals, and I hope that this high 
standard will continue in the coming season. 

ELEANOR ARNOLD (Captain). 
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WATLING 
Boys 

Watling won the football, cricket and inter-House athletic shield, and 
two trophies were also won on Sports Day. 

These successes were due to commendable enthusiasm throughout the 
school, but a large part of the credit in athletics must go to an excep-
tionally good intermediate team. 

It is hoped that last year's spirit prevails again this year. 
W. TYERS (Captain). 

Girls 
This year the House was unsuccessful in the netball tournament 

beating only Neville. On Sports Day, however, a marked improvement 
was shown as the seniors won their shield and the juniors held second 
place. It is hoped that this Sports Day will be as successful as last and 
the intermediates reach the standard set by the seniors. 

WENDY VRWIN (Captain). 

SCHOOL CRICKET 
The cricket team only played five games last year owing to bad 

weather. 
Two matches (both against Consett) were won, and the school was 

beaten by Hookergate and Durham (twice). Next year it is hoped that 
more matches will be played and that last year's mediocre standard 
will be improved. 

HOCKEY 
The hockey team was unfortunate this year in that the majority of the 

senior team left school, and new recruits had to be promoted from the 
juniors. 

The junior team continued to be moderately successful in the matches 
they played. These were not many, since most schools do not have 
fixtures for junior teams, but the seniors needed a lot of practice to 
work together as a team. This team work has greatly improved and 
already this season we have shown good results. 

M. LIVESEY (Captain). 

ATHLETIC REPORT 
The season began with inter-House athletics for boys. This was con-

tinued throughout the season with plaques for the year victors and 
also for the overall winner, Watling. The annual School Sports Day was 
the first major event for both boys and girls. The events were closely 
contested, with the final placings depending upon the mile team race, 
which Neville won and so they were senior winners of the Sports Day. 

Teams were entered in both Tyneside and Durham County Grammar 
Schools' Sports and they did reasonably well. The District Sports pro-
vided keen contests as winners went forward into the County Sports at 
Houghton. Of the four section trophies, three were won by Grammar 
School teams. 
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VISIT TO THE NATIONAL COAL BOARD LABORATORY 

On October 23rd the two sixth form Chemistry groups gave up an 
afternoon of the half term holiday to visit the National Coal Board 
No. 6 Area Laboratory, at the Louisa Pit Stanley. 

Sixth formers and teachers were impressed by the range of work 
undertaken which included preliminary crushing of coal, investigation 
of moisture content, calorific value and detailed analysis of coal. 

Although not directly connected with coal, we also saw work which 
concerned the determination of the amount of dust and gases in mine 
airs, the crushing strength of bricks and checking of the quality of oils 
supplied to the Board. 

The visit was altogether interesting and enjoyable and we would like 
to take this opportunity of expressing the sincere thanks of both teachers 
and pupils to the staff who sustained our intrusion into their labora-
tories, showed us round so admirably and submitted themselves to our 
questions so willingly. 

JOHN GARDENER (VIu). 

PAST STUDENTS 

NEWS OF PAST STUDENTS 

Past and present students will be proud to learn that Cornell Univers-
ity, U.S.A., has offered a research scholarship to Hugh Young, whose 
parents live on Loud Hill, Annfield Plain. Hugh, with his wife and baby, 
sails in September, and he will leave a gap in Sheffield University which 
will be hard to fill. He stayed there to lecture and do research after 
gaining B.Sc. 1st Class Honours and Ph.D. 

Engagements 
lsobel Harrison to Edgar W. Jenkins. 
June Pounder to Malcolm Todd. 
Maureen Richards to Ken Hammer. 

Marriages 
Bill Fawcett to Anne Barron. 
Christine Hampton to Alan Down. 
John Baggett to Heather Robson. 
Joan Henderson to Bill Russell. 

Birth 
To Neil and Joan Place (nee Richardson), a daughter, Susan Penelope, 

7th May, 1961. 
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1962 will see the 50th ANNIVERSARY of the Opening of 
STANLEY GRAMMAR SCHOOL. Will past students who have any 
suggestions how to celebrate this occasion, please send them as early as 
possible to Dr. Sharp at the school ? Also, we hope to issue a special 
edition of the SCHOOL MAGAZINE and we would be pleased to 
receive photographs, information and articles from any past students 
to enable us to make this as interesting as possible. Please send contri-
butions early. 

Past Students' Association 

The Annual Reunion will againtake the form of 

A Dinner Dance 
to be held in the 

Civic Hall, Stanley 

on 

FRIDAY, DECEMBER 29th, 1961 

Assemble at 7 p.m. for Dinner at 7.30 p.m. 

Dancing until 12 midnight 

to the music of 

Joe Collins and His Band 

Late transport will be available 

Tickets 11/6 each 

may be obtained from Westwater's shops and from 
Dr. Sharp, Grammar School, Stanley. 

ADMITTANCE BY TICKET ONLY 

Cash with Order and Please get your Ticket early 

Friends of Past Students will be welcome 
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John Storey (IVA) . 

HQLIDAY EXPERIENCES 

WESTWARD HO! 
"We go tomorrow," was the cry as we burrowed down to the depths 

of our sleeping bags, in order to defy the icy chill which was slowly 
taking possession of our bodies, from the tips of our noses downwards. 
"Go where?" you may ask. Well, the pioneering urge was upon my 
friend and me, blood as heated as any wild west pioneer's was pounding 
through our veins and arteries, and we could not repress our longing for 
excitement and adventure. We were bent on exploring new territory, 
on being free from the fetters of this world (alliteration, I believe) on 
having the rain lashing against our faces, and the soft turf beneath our 
feet. 

Unfortunately, it was a little chilly the next day, so we postponed our 
hike over the fells from Blanchland to Allenheads, but the following 
morning, amidst brilli ant sunshine and bird song, we were up at the 
crack of dawn (well, it must have been 9 o'clock at the very most), pack-
ing the rucksack-large enough to equip an average size family with 
supplies for a fortnight-with the bare necessities of life in the wilds. 

Eventually, just before dinner, with the sky becoming a little duller, 
we left the camp site, fully prepared for whatever might be sent to try 
us. Yes, when I consider that we had setting lotion and hair rollers, 
just in case we had to sleep out in the damp heather, which is bad for 
the coiffure, I think that one would say we were fully prepared. 

Having gone a little less than two hundred yards, we were met by 
two roads, both of which looked perfectly feasible, so being experienced 
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hikers we pulled out the map, set the compass well away from metal 
fences, as we had been told so often, consulted the sun, and looked to 
see which side of the trees the moss was growing on, but when we ended 
in a field full of unamiable looking bullocks, having crawled through two 
barbed wire fences and climbed over a gate tied with sufficient wire to 
make a scrap dealer's fortune, little doubts began to disturb our minds, 
and when finally the path petered out in the middle of a field of turnips, 
we decided that we might conceivably have misread the map ; it pos-
sibly could just happen that way, we were not completely infallible, so 
perhaps we had chosen the wrong path. 

Nothing daunted, however, we soon rejoined the track which we should 
have taken in the first place, after the comparatively small mishap of 
knocking down part of a dry stone wall and driving a flock of sheep into 
the next field . 

By this time there were dark, threatening clouds building up in the 
sky, with a chill wind whipping about our bare legs, and deciding that we 
had better lunch before the weather became worse, and we were faced 
with cooking sausages, bacon and eggs in the pouring rain, we squatted 
down behind a wall, complete with uni-gas stove, frying pan and kettle. 
The sausage was browning nicely, and the bacon just beginning to curl 
up at the edges, when we heard a slight ' pop ' and everything stopped 
sizzling. Correct. We were left with two very malignant looking fried eggs 
gazing up at us, and the prospect of carrying a stove whose battery had 
run out around with us for the rest of the day. However, the need for 
wholesome food to build up our constitutions for the rest of the journey 
overcame the natural instinct to throw everything over the wall in disgust, 
and we began to seek wood for a fire. 

I was in the process of blowing the fire to keep the tiny flame flicker-
ing, adapting for this, if I may say so, a not very lady-like position, while 
my friend sought more wood, when I suddenly heard something behind 
me, and whirling round in panic I was confronted by a monstrous being 
clad in black, with his cap pulled over his eyes and a huge bag on his 
shoulder. No- keep calm ; it was not Jack the Ripper ready to plunge 
my corpse into his sack, it was only a country postman, on his round be-
tween the farms coming to investigate the strange noises and strange 
words issuing from a stone wall. 

Lunch eaten, together with the maximum amount of grass, charcoal 
smoke and dirt, we hid all traces of the unhappy affair, and proceeded 
on our journey over the moor in the midst of gathering black clouds and 
innumerable sheep. Finally the track, as well as the sheep, disappeared, 
the rains came down, and we found ourselves, two very wet, lonely and 
unhappy people in the middle of a bog, in the middle of a moor, in the 
middle of a dense mist with eight miles to go to the nearest village. We 
were almost in despair, and fostering thoughts of suicide when the hut 
reared up in front of us, and the gamekeeper with the Lancashire accent 
walked out to rescue the maidens in distress. No ! His name was not 
Mellors, if that answers your question. Perhaps he thought we were 
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When I awoke we had arrived at Berwick. An hour later we were 
having a meal near Alnwick and interesting the lorry driver in the cata-
logue for the Epstein exhibition, and at lunch time we were thanking 
our lorry driver at Gosforth. 

We were home in another hour and after another meal we caught up 
on some sleep. 

Was it worth it ? On the debit side we had a cold, uncomfortable 
night spent in trying to make ourselves think we were asleep, waiting 
for the next headlights to look at our watches and trying to keep warm. 
On the credit side we have the echoes of the 'Wedding March' and 
new confidence in the philanthropic nature of our fellow beings. I think 
an auditor would confirm a profit. 

JOHN GARDENER, (VIu). 

AT THE MARKET 

It was Saturday and everyone in Branton market place was selling and 
buying each other's goods. 

On coming into the main square, I could see many stalls around. 
Some were brightly coloured, some just plain and some were set upon 
wagons. There were many noises, too, of people shouting to advertise 
their goods and of people bidding at an auction. Most of the people 
wore brightly coloured clothes, as bright as the flowers and fruit which 
were on sale. 

Going over to an auction, I noticed some of the merchandise there 
was for sale. There were all sorts of mats, brightly coloured cushions 
and chairs. Further over, I could see bird cages, brightly coloured 
television lamps and shopping bags of all descriptions . . I could hear 
people bidding and the auctioneer trying to raise the prices. 

Passing along I came to a pet stall and looked at budgerigars, dogs 
and cats. There were gaily coloured goldfish as well, in goldfish bowls 
and tanks of many sizes. In front of these were pet foods in all sorts of 
boxes. 

I went to dinner with the noise buzzing in my ears ; it was one of the 
days when all people are friends. 

SIDNEY A. CLOUGH, (lA). 
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John Wright (IV Alpha) Art Club. 

HOLIDAY IN NORWAY 
Two years ago I spent my summer holidays in Norway. The holiday 

actually began one Saturday when I boarded the liner ' Blenheim,' sailing 
from North Shields to Oslo. Sunday was spent on the open sea and 
early on the Monday morning the boat docked near Akershus Castle. 
I spent four days in Oslo where I visited the Kon-Tiki Raft and the 
'Fram' Polar Ship which are on the peninsula of Bygdoy. The Holmen-
kollen Ski Jump was another place that I found very interesting. 

On the fourth day I boarded the train for Geilo. The train travels 
northwards and westwards from Oslo through forest and farmland, 
through the hills to Lake Kroderen, and on up the Hallingdal Valley 
to Geilo. This village is a famous winter sports centre, lying on the 
edge of the great plateau of Hardangervidda. The next stage of my 
journey was to Fossli, where Norway's largest waterfall is found. The 
Voringfoss waterfall thunders six hundred feet down into a gorge, send-
ing a cloud of white spray into the air which hangs like a veil round the 
smooth, rocky cliffs . After spending three blissful days at Fossli, I 
travelled to Oystese which lies on the edge of the Hardanger Fjord. This 
charming little village is surrounded by forest and farm land and over-
looked by Folgefonn Glacier, high above, among the distant mountain 
peaks. 

The Norwegian food is very plentiful and appetising. Sometimes there 
are about forty cold delicacies on the table, apart from the usual meats. 
soups and vegetables. Whilst travelling in Norway, it was very pleasant 
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to mingle with the friendly Norwegians. I was very sorry when after 
travelling to Bergen I boarded the 'Leda' which brought me back over 
the North Sea to England. 

J. BLACK (VA). 

The Photographic Society thanks Janice for a most entertaining even-
ing when she showed her colour slide of this holiday. Equally entertain-
ing was the commentary made by Janice on a tape recorder. 

BERGEN 
The city of Bergen gradually came into sight as the ship glided up the 

fjord. The sky was overcast and the water almost the same dark colour. 
Over the water, the horizon was almost indiscernible as we looked back. 
Only in the wake of the boat was there anything light. It sparkled, white 
with the foam, and further away it became bluish-green, the colour one 
expects the sea to be. 

To our right and left was the chill, barren countryside. The banks of 
the fjord were green but dotted with grey rock. Here and there, gaily 
painted wooden chalets were perched dangerously on the steep hillsides. 
It was so different from the English coast. No trees were to be seen 
anywhere, only the fiat grey and green with occasional bright splashes of 
colour. 

Towards the bows the green and grey became more sparse and gav:e 
way to more brightly coloured houses which seemed to give the scene a 
spark of life. The sides of the fjord became steeper and higher and the 
vista was graced by trees swinging and bending in the unceasing wind. 
We passed a few delightful little islands, each with its own quaint little 
lighthouse. They seemed to be bobbing up and down as we passed them, 
or was it the ship rolling in the water which was as calm as a millpond ? 
Yes, it must have been the ship, as the houses and mountains around 
Bergen were also moving rhythmically up and down. 

Now Bergen itself was in sight. It was a peculiar picture of the second 
largest city in the country. It is not, as one might expect, a large smoky, 
industrial city with buildings packed together tightly, but a gay, colourful 
market town. The chalets were scattered for many miles along the shore 
of the fjord . Only around the quayside could any industry be discerned. 
There were no big factories by the quay, only customs sheds, low storage 
sheds and the stalls of the fish market. 

Although we were still quite a distance from the shore we could smell 
the sharp tang of the sea water mingling wi th the smell of the fish. Up 
the steep side of one of the mountains climbed the funicular railway, 
like a thin thread clinging to a wall. In the centre of Bergen stood an 
enormous modern hotel, towering above an ancient and beautiful stone 
church. 

This twelve-storey building, ultra-modern in construction, at a first 
glance seemed to be incongruous, and yet despite its modern lines it 
completed the picture of Bergen-an ancient town and yet a modern 
port. :.r' 

ELIZABETH CARTER (V A) . 

16 



Teresa McNeil (LVI) . 

SERIOUS THINKING 
THAT TERRIBLE WORD-' WAR' 

'War' is such an insignificant word which can, however, assume 
grotesque proportions. Under its grim shadow a sunny day assumes a 
leaden hue and all mankind is affected by its outcome. 

Through all the ages, tactics in war have changed immensely. A 
million years ago, when war was running the gauntlet of evolution and 
was probably unable to communicate, except by actions, with its neigh-
bours, war was born. One of these cave dwellers may have become 
tired of his neighbour and in order to give vent to feelings, he marched 
to his neighbour's cave and with a handy piece of wood or rock attempted 
to break the astonished victim's thick pate. 

The neighbour was easily offended, and he became tired of having 
his head used as a ball. In retaliation he decided to lie in wait for the 
impertinent, little liberty-taker and to ambush him while he was on his 
way to commit another sacrilege. This did not work too well, as he was 
unable to tell when the enemy was approaching or from which direction 
for there were many paths leading to his abode. So he concluded that 
the best plan was to dig pits in all the paths in order to trap the enemy. 

This again failed, for, unless the attack was at night time, the holes 
could be easily detected from a distance of ten yards or more, and the 
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enemy avoid them. The persecuted neighbour now conceived an ex-
tremely brilliant move. He would cover the tops of the pits with twigs 
and leaves so that it blended with the surrounding ground. 

His plan functioned according to specification, the enemy always 
falling into the trap where he awaited the pleasure of his captor. How-
ever, there came a time when in a moment of forgetfulness, the pit digger 
himself fell into one of his pits. 

This would not do. The strategic brain leapt slowly into action and on 
an impulse of the moment he felled the trees surrounding his abode thus 
clearing a space which the enemy must cross to reach him. Since there 
was no cover, the intruder would be perceived and the necessary prepar-
ations could be made for his arrival. 

Following another impulse, which sprang from his wondering what to 
do with the felled trees. he built a fence surrounding his area of land 
and dwelling place, thus fortifying his position. The job finished, he sat 
back and waited for the enemy to attack. 

No attack came. The persecutor of our friend was himself persecuted 
by others who in turn were themselves persecuted. They had all sur-
rounded themselves with a fence and were awaiting developments. 

At last, tiring of waiting, they all joined together, cleared a large area 
of land, each built himself a house and then all constructed one huge 
fence surrounding them all. 

Dissension again arose between the tribes, as these communities were 
called, because some had better land or a greater population than others. 
War broke out again, but with a difference. Some weapons of a sort had 
been created. Bows and arrows, slings, catapults and spears replaced 
the convenient piece of wood or rock. A science was beginning to creep 
into warfare. 

The arrow, spear and axe heads were made from stone, flint , deer 
antlers and bone, for iron had not yet been discovered. With its dis-
covery, however, the effi ciency of the weapons increased. The blades 
could be sharpened more easily and with a better result . Shields and 
helmets were made to protect the warrior, and a small amount of armour 
was also made. The science of war was becoming more deadly and 
efficient. 

With the Romans' entry into the country, even more inventions for 
war were gained. Chariots, giant catapults, battering rams, ships and 
more efficient and stronger bows were introduced into warfare with the 
result that war became more inhuman. 

As the Romans left Britain, having been recalled to Italy where the 
' Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire ' was centred, the Angles, 
Saxons and Jutes, seizing a long awaited chance, began to invade the 
country. The Britons, unused to fighting, having been under the peaceful 
uneventful Roman rule for four hundred years, were overcome and 
subdued by the fierce invaders. 
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Several hundred years later, after Alfred had burnt the cakes, the 
country came under one king. Fighting and war did not now take place 
amongst the English themselves, except in extreme circumstances, but 
between England and foreign countries. 

Armour was becoming heavier and tougher. Maces, swords, lances 
and spiked iron balls on the end of chains were used. With the inven-
tion of gunpowder and cannons, the armour became useless. Even if 
explosives had not been invented, armour was on the decline. It was 
becoming so ponderous that a very strong war horse, similar to a cart-
horse, had to be used to carry the knight when he was fully equipped, 
the knight had to be lifted by a pulley into the saddle and if he fell off 
during battle he was unable to lift himself up from the ground and had 
to liethere until someone assisted him. 

The gunpowder stage of war was bloodier still. Half-a-dozen men 
could be sent to greener pastures by one shot from a cannon whereas 
only one man at a time could be killed when using a spear and arrow. 

The weapons became more refined and precise. Before guns came 
into their own, mechanical crossbows, cannons, scaling ladders, giant 
catapults and slings replaced their then useless miniatures. 

This increase in weapons and their efficiency steadily grew to a peak, 
until nowadays we talk of bombs which could wipe out the whole popu-
lation of ths earth as though they were nothing out of the ordinary. 

With this bomb the human race will have almost reached the peak of 
utter perfection in weapons in this bloody, inhuman game called war. 
At the moment, Heads of State are discussing this bomb and whether 
it should be banned from being produced. From the reports I have 
heard, they seem to be playing a deadly game, with the utter destruction 
of the human race as the probable outcome. They are merely testing 
each other's strength, one saying he has a bomb so big and another 
saying he has a bigger bomb and then the one with the smaller bomb 
makes another bomb more powerful than the other bomb, and so on. 

In the end, and it probably will be the absolute end for all mankind, 
one of these Heads of State will say a wrong word against another Head 
of State and-well, I leave it to your imagination. The Earth will go up 
in one huge explosion and in a few million years' time people on another 
planet will wonder how a certain nebula which was once our earth, was 
formed. 

DAVID PRoUD (V A). 

IF MONEY GREW ON TREES 
Richard Henderson looked about him wearily. He could see nothing 

but trees of various shapes and sizes and now and then came the soft 
' tu-whit ' of an owl. It was growing dark and he was utterly, utterly 
lost. He had been going to a friend's house and had decided to take a 
'short cut' through a wood, which had looked quite thin in the daylight, 
but now .... 
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.. After wandering about hopelessly for what seemed an eternity Richard 
came upon a small clearing. The grass looked soft and inviting and 
being very tired, he lay down, closed his eyes and slept. 

When Richard opened his eyes it was daylight. His weariness had 
left him and he felt very hungry. In front of him, on the other side of 
the clearing, was a shrub, the like of which he had never seen or heard 
of before. The leaves were small, glossy and brilliant green while from 
the branches hung strange, globe-like fruits. 

All remembrance of warnings not to cat unknown fruits fled from 
his mind. Pulling one of the globes from a branch, he sank his teeth 
into it and found to his surprise that it had a very pleasant flavour. 
Suddenly his teeth came upon something hard. Taking it out, he looked 
at it with utter astonishment. It was a half-a-crown ! 

Feverishly, he took out his penknife and cut open two other fruits. 
Yes, there were two genuine half-crowns. His brain worked fast. How 
was he to take the tree home? Yes, he must have the tree itself; the 
fruits were not enough. He must, somehow, find his way to his friend's 
house, ask for a sack, dig up the tree and plant it in his own garden. 

Casting about him he found a path, which he followed, marking it with 
dried up fruit, which he had found under the tree, having carefully 
removed the half -crowns first. 

Coming upon his friend's house, Richard followed his plan, took the 
tree home and planted it in a secret corner of his garden. His wife was 
pleasantly surprised when Richard began to give her quite large amounts 
of money-he was careful to change it into pound notes first, so as not 
to cause suspicion. He also discovered something wonderful about the 
tree for, within a week of one crop of fruit being taken away, another 
one grew. 

Richard and his family did the sort of things which we would do if 
we had the money, bought a new car, enlarged their house, went on a 
luxury cruise, etc., etc. ! But something alien and unpleasant crept 
into their lives. Richard became irritable and bad-tempered because of 
his worrying about the tree, and he even slapped his small daughter 
when she went near the hedge which he had made round it. 

His children were discontented even though they had as many toys 
and clothes as they wanted. 

His wife found that she did not enjoy sitting about while the servants 
did all the work. They had no friends, for other rich people would not 
accept them and their old friends had long since left them. Then one 
day he and his wife had a dreadful quarrel. It all started over a small 
incident, but as usual they began to remember other grievances. Next 
morning his wife and children were gone. 

Through the years that followed, Richard Henderson became a lonely, 
embittered man. He had a big house, a car and plenty of money, but 
what· was the use of money when there was no-one on whom to spend 
it. 
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Five years after his wife had left him, lightning struck his home and all 
his possessions, including the tree, were lost in the fire which followed. 
Richard woke up and found himself in the clearing. It had been a 
dream, but what a dream ! Suddenly he saw in front of him the tree. 
Without bothering to appease his hunger he fled. When at last he 
reached his friend's house he swore that he would never, never take 
' short-cuts' again. 

IRENE WARD (V A). 

THE COLOUR BAR 
Last week I overheard two people talking about a subject which 

I had previously given little thought to, the colour bar. 
These two words introduced by so-called Christians have brought 

needless heart break and anxiety to many people whose skin is not white. 
What is it that has made the white man hate and scorn the black man 
for centuries ? Why despise black people ? Why not red or yellow-
skinned people ? If we must lower ourselves by scorning a race, surely 
we have at least a reason for scorning yellow-skinned people, while this 
attitude to a black people without reason is both senseless and 
contemptible. 

What right have we to tell a child that he can't go to a certain school 
because he is black? On thinking it over I am certain that we have no 
right at all. 

ｾ＠

Aileen Dew (IVB) . 
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HOBBIES 
FISHING 

·----- -·--------

The only sound which disturbed the air was the singing of birds 
or the fisherman winding in his line. The river flowed so slowly towards 
the noisy town. It was unusually calm in the open air, I thought, lying 
down on the grass. 

I saw a fish swim quickly, undisturbed, down the river. It sensed the 
unusual, and changed its course. This movement caught the experienced 
eye of the fisherman who gracefully applied his rod and line, in luring 
his quarry on his hook. 

As the sheltering pool was deep, all the fisherman's knowledge and 
experience would be required if he was to be successful. I was watching 
him quietly, enjoying his casting, when I was surprised by the sudden 
movement of the fish as it surged to the surface taking the hook. The 
fisherman obviously enjoyed playing the fish, which took him a great 
deal of time in bringing it to land. 
· He packed his gear with a satisfied smile and made his way happily 
to the town. 

CHRISTINE CHARLTON (liA). 

ON BELL RINGING 
Almost everyone at some stage of his life has envied the person who 

has the honour of ringing the bell at school. However, when you have 
this honour conferred upon you, you realise that it is not such an enviable 
job as it seems. 

To start with, it is rather an inconvenience to start an experiment of 
some sort and then have to leave it all and go and ring the bell. Further-
more, if, as sometimes happens, the school clock is slow you become 
rather tired of telling helpful inquirers that it is not the bell that is late 
but the clock that is slow. Alas, you are subject to the whispers of your 
fellow pupils who are always encouraging you to ring the bell ten minutes 
before time. 

Of course, bell-ringing does have its advantages too. Everyone seems 
to recognise you and after a boring lesson a sigh of relief goes round 
the form room as you leave to ring the bell. The teachers too, are very 
helpful and are always kind and correct you if you ring the bell at the 
wrong time. The teachers, too, often make helpful remarks as you pass 
them in the corridor. 

CYNTHIA TOOKE (IV A). 

MAKING A TELESCOPE 

The primary concern when making an astronomical telescope is the 
lenses, a long focus lens object glass and a short focus eye-lens. All the 
good books on the subject inform us that these may be obtained from 
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any practising optician. This is not true, as I myself discovered. Only 
occasionally will an optician stock suitable lenses. Other necessities are 
tubes, cardboard, or better still light aluminium, to keep the lenses in 
position, and a tripod, preferably with legs about six feet long. 

The actual making of the telescope is not as difficult as it may appear. 
It is only a case of putting the lenses in the tubes. One tube should be 
of slightly smaller diameter than the first so that it can slide in and out. 
This tube carries the eye lense and the other the object glass. We are 
also told by the books that these two lenses should be perfectly parallel. 
A close approximation will suffice on this point because if the lenses are 
cheap they will not lie perfectly in any case. 

My first impression on looking through my newly made telescope was 
one of astonishment that the thing worked at all. With my two inch 
telescope the moon can be seen in reasonable detail, its craters and 
mountains and other features. All images of the planets are severely 
fogged by chromatic aberration but Venus can be discerned as a fine 
crescent. Saturn's rings are vaguely indicated and I fancy I have seen 
four of Jupiter's moons at one time. Through the telescope the Milky 
Way is resolved into myriads of stars, hazy patches become beautiful 
nebulae, one star, two, three or perhaps four stars. 

Even with a fairly crude, home-made instrument, the aspiring astron-
omer can experience something of the wonder and humility which for 
centuries have inspired men to fanatical scientific research. 

ROBERT HARRISON (Head Boy). 

GLIDING 

A few years ago my father became a gliding enthusiast and for a 
while it was his favourite Sunday morning activity. On one or two 
occasions I accompanied him there and one day to my delight I had my 
first flight. 

The flight took place at Usworth, an ex-fighter aerodrome, in a 'side 
by side' two-seater, dual-control glider. We climbed in, fastened our 
safety belts (no parachute) and prepared for the take off. The signal 
was given by the groundsman to the winch operator. A steel cable 
half a mile long had been attached to the nose and by this being wound 
in on the winch the glider became airborne and rose to a height of one 
thousand feet at an angle of forty-five degrees. The cable was then 
released by the pil ot's pulling a button causing the glider to pitch for-
ward. The cable then fell to the ground with the aid of a small parachute. 

We were then free to fly on our own. The view was marvellous: we 
could see the Tyne, Wear and Tees, the North Sea and even as far inland 
as the Pennine Chain. The most outstanding feature, in my opinion, was 
the silence, there being no sound of engines, just the sound of the wind 
on the wires. We could hear many activities on the ground such as cars 
going past. Graceful turns were made and then we began the gradual 
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descent with the aerodrome always on our left. The landing was rather 
rough, the glider bumping along the ground because of the absence of 
wheels. It then fell on one side, resting on a wing and, overjoyed with 
my latest experience, I climbed out ! 

The flight had lasted about six to seven minutes, the length of time 
depending on the air pressure and for me, that has been one of the most 
thrilling six minutes of my life. 

SHEILA HAMILTON (IVA). 

PATIENCE REWARDED 
WAITING IN THE WINGS 

I was standing in the wings waiting-my shawl was heavy and kept slip-
ping off my head, adding to my nervousness, because I was afraid that it 
would not look right when I went 'on stage.' I only had a very small 
part, but at that uneasy moment, I was beginning to wish that I was 
sitting comfortably amongst the audience. 

As I stood listening to the familiar words of the play, which I had 
heard over and over again at rehearsals, I could picture exactly what was 
happening on the stage. Each word that was said in the Irish accent 
made me realise that it would soon be my turn, and I began to wonder 
if I would do something stupid, such as tripping up on the stage, or 
forgetting my lines, but I immediately tried to dismiss such thoughts 
from my mind, and almost before I realised it, I could hear the convers-
ation which I knew would end with my cue. Weakly, I moved over to 
the black curtain which was temporarily hiding me from the audience's 
view and waited, heart throbbing. 

Suddenly, I was walking on to the stage, and as I glanced at the rest 
of the cast, they did not seem nervous and I could feel my confidence 
flooding back. I said my part, trying to remember all the points that I 
had been told at rehearsals, and, almost before I knew it , I was back in 
the safety of the wings and it was all over. I breathed a sigh of relief, 
but the strange thing was, I had actually enjoyed it ! 

V ALERIE CORKER (IVA). 

'WAITING IS SUCH SWEET SORROW' 
We had arrived. 
After rushing a meal, and rushing to catch a bus and rushing through 

Newcastle, we had arrived in our queue, and, in spite of the rush, were 
situated about forty yards from the front, in the doorway of a fish rest-
aurant. The surprising and delicate vapours which issued from within 
reminded us, none too gently, of our hurried meal. 

We prepared to wait. 
The first step was to provide ourselves with a store of provisions to 

maintain our flagging strength during the ordeal ahead. Accordingly, 
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we each made a trip to the sweet shop opposite, and returned with 
enough to stock a shop of our own. 

We bought a newspaper, read the cartoons, and then sat on it. 
We waited, and waited and waited. 
Snatches of conversation drifted over us, and the noises of the traffic 

seemed soothing and far away. We were lulled almost into sleep. Sud-
denly we were gently awakened by feet trampling over us. The queue 
had begun to move, long before time, and we thought that the doors 
must have opened earlier than usual. We hurried after the others, only 
to find that a small man in uniform was arranging everybody in rows of 
five, probably because someone had complained that we looked untidy 
when littered all over the pavement. 

We were now packed so tightly that there was no room to sit down 
even if we had remembered the newspaper, and conversation among our-
selves was almost impossible, being reduced to, " Ask Norma what time 
it is. Pass it on." 

Strange conversations no longer drifted over us-we found ourselves 
in the middle of them, and it was difficult not to add some comment to 
the various arguments. 

At last, entertainment arrived. An old man carrying a large sack 
suddenly appeared and began curiously tearing miles and miles of dolls 
and dancers and soldiers, out of paper. The star production was a long 
ladder which really stood up. We cheered wildly . 

We did not cheer quite as loudly when the performance was repeated, 
and there were a few rebellious mutterings, when the same ladder ap-
peared for a third time. The old man, considering that retreat was 
advisable while his popularity still held, hurriedly passed the hat around, 
and departed in a wake of streamers. 

There was still half an hour left to wait, so we decided to go in twos 
to look at the shops. The queue closed up when we left and seemed 
reluctant to admit us again. On one of these excursions we met an old 
acquaintance who is one of those fortunate, or unfortunate people whose 
conversation is limited by nothing but shortage of time. The last few 
minutes flew by, and finally we were admitted into the theatre to see a 
production of 'Romeo and Juliet' which was well worth waiting for. 

MARGARET LIVESEY (Head Girl). 

PRISON 
Ill in bed ! It is the worst possible predicament in which to find 

oneself. In the front bedroom of our house I had the feeling of being 
locked up in Dartmoor or some such penitentiary. Not that the room 
would remind you at all of a gaol at any other time, but to me the gay 
wallpaper and yellow woodwork suddenly seemed drab and colourless. 
The curtains with their multi-coloured stripes became the barred window 
of a cage. 
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Oh! just to think of all the things I would have done if this influenza 
had swooped down and carried me away as some great eagle, hawk or 
other bird of prey would pick up a mouse or other helpless creature. It 
left me in a torment of self pity. 

Up the stairs came the light trip of my mother, then the firmer heavier 
tread of- ugh! the doctor. I felt a strong desire to creep down under 
the blankets as a snail crawls back into his shell. However, as our stairs 
are only fifteen in number they, the wardress and the governor, arrived 
before I could hide. 

" Hello ! " said the blustering doctor. " Huh . . . ullo," replied a 
quaking voice. After examining me he accompanied my mother on to 
the landing, the doctor speaking in the low tone for which his profession 
is famed. Then, in louder tones, " I think a tonic will be enough to cheer 
her up, Mrs. Muncaster. Good day." 

Away he went like a judge after pronouncing the sentence on a 
prisoner. 

Now my days of imprisonment are over and I am free as air. I feel 
like a criminal freed after his first offence. 

JANET MUNCASTER (IIA). 
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Across 
I. Usually called the first Prime Minister. 
6. Female Sheep. 
7. Minute Particle. 
9. Elastic Fluid. 

11. A Noise. 
12. What is due. 
13. A hand of these is very useful while playing cards sometimes. 
14. A famous Shakespearian Character. 

Down 
2. A weak acid found in plant juices and vinegar. 
3. Composition in verse. 
4. Sovereign. 
5. A Direction. 
7. A Boy's Name. 
8. The second largest Lake in Europe. In N.W. Russta. 

10. The Capital Addis---
JOHN SWINBURN (IVX) . 
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CHRISTMAS 

Noel, Noel, Noel, No-o-e-1, 
Born is the King of Israel. 

As the clear, youthful voices of the carol singers die away, we are 
once again reminded that the festive season is upon us. 

Christmas ! The magical time when everyone seems to change, as if 
the fairy on the top of the Christmas tree had suddenly waved her glisten-
ing wand, and created a startling transformation. In reality, I suppose it 
is simply the spirit of Christmas which mellows and brightens almost 
every heart. 

Each year as Christmas draws near, I find myself wishing that I could 
still believe in Father Christmas. How lovely to send faithfully my little 
note to Santa up the chimney as I did not so many years ago, and to 
believe happily that his fairies would catch it and take it back to him. 
If it were not for the fact that I am sage thirteen and must keep up 
appearances, I would still send up my little missive. However, this must 
not be; I shall have to succumb to my niggling, guilty conscience and 
sit back to watch my small brother call his message up the chimney 
(he insists that writing is much too long a task and on seeing his attempts 
I am inclined to agree) while I watch with outward superiority, but an 
inward sigh 

Nevertheless, if I could ask Santa Claus for something, I should make 
a request for a fine, warm Christmas. On cards and pictures and in 
books, it is all very beautiful to see and read about snowy weather, frost 
and ice, but it is quite another matter to experience it. What an effort to 
drag oneself from a warm bed to the bleak chill of an English Christmas. 
I am a chilly mortal and much prefer to curl up by a roaring fire with 
a hot water bottle on my feet and a cup of cocoa to turning out ' amidst 
the winter snow.' Besides, in cold weather, my poor features, never very 
attractive at the best of times, absolutely degenerate to rock bottom, and 
I am a sight to behold. My face and ears turn blue, my nose red, my 
eyes water and my toes freeze until I cannot feel them, and I waddle 
about like a dying duck. It isn't much comfort to know that everyone 
else looks the same, and so, please, Santa Claus, send me a bit of sun-
shine! 

The problem of buying gifts arises every year, and for me it is made 
more difficult by the fact that my list of people for whom I must buy is 
long and fat while my purse is short and oh ! so slender. Every year 
the family become more difficult to buy for. Gran for instance has 
broadcast the fact that she wants no sweets of any kind, that clothes will 
not be acceptable, and that she has read every available book on the 
market. Great-Aunt Polly (goodness knows why she was given that 
dreadful name) has decided that as she is rapidly ageing she will have 
no gifts, but leave Christmas to the youngsters. By this she means she 
would like something exclusive (we know this by now as she tells us 
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the same thing every year). The rest of the family fit in. Meccano-mad 
brothers are no problem but Mum and Dad and the rest simply leave 
me at a loss. My gay young thing of a teen-age cousin cannot make up 
her mind between knee-length pink stockings, a Cliff Richard's record 
and nail varnish of the latest shade. What is a poor present-hunting 
girl to do? 

Christmas cards! I have nightmares about Christmas cards. Fat. 
jolly robins, self-satisfied snowmen, charming outdoor scenes with cot-
tages and old world streets with carriages and crinolines dance nightly 
before my eyes. By day I feverishly hunt the counters for something 
glittery for best friends and a cheaper variety to send to those who un-
expectedly hand me the well known unsealed envelope, with a mocking 
flourish. I wish, oh how I wish, Doctor Sharpe would ban card-exchang-
ing in school. On second thoughts, however, it does save stamps ! Now 
back to the good old carol singers. Every night for the last few weeks 
they have turned out in force, and we are treated to at least two lots of 
sharps and flats, mostly flats. A few sing in tune; most, however, do not. 
Thefavourite carol is 'We Three Kings' and many's thetimewhenthetbree 
innocents, all unwary, have struck up the first few notes of that worthy 
song, I have glanced speculatively at my shoes and then at the tap. 
However, I refrain, mostly because of the sweet memories I have of 
my own experience as a carol singer. Have you ever tried? Well, my 
advice is, don't ! Five of us, spurred on by dares, went boldly out into 
the snow (only there wasn't any) and tried our musical talents on house-
holders. Unfortunately, we were not appreciated-two dogs attacked 
our gallant band and for a whole evening's toil and trouble we had 
amassed the huge sum of one and sixpence halfpenny. As I watched 
my tattered song sheet (sadly delapidated by a recent struggle with an 
Alsatian) I decided sadly that I was meant for finer things. 

The most important part of Christmas for a great many people is the 
dinner. Turkey, pork, or chicken, with lots of stuffing and a huge Christ-
mas pudding, largely resembling a cannon ball, are uppermost in every-
one's thoughts, and mine no exception. I never seem to be able to 
locate the money in the pudding. The only year I ever found a sixpence 
was the one time when I swallowed it. Fortunately, I recovered it after 
an anxious two days. I had not the heart to spend it, and now I am 
very, very careful, prodding each speckled mouthful of pudding before 
I eat it. 

No Christmas would be complete without the traditional Christmas 
Tree. This year my mother hankered after a white imitation tree, but 
tradition and I were victorious once again, and the green giant, in its 
red paper covered barrel, grins undecorated from the corner. My dad 
did start to festoon gay tinsel across the branches but soon tired. and 
the poor thing stands all bare, dropping needles wearily. 

Of course I do not neglect the religious side of Christmas. Miss 
Lawton sees to that. Apart from sending her a religious card. I go to a 
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carol service on Christmas night, and also communion (Mi ss Lawton is 
our Sunday School teacher). 

Well, the festive season brings its troubles, but the world would just 
not be the same without Christmas (great philosophy). 

Noel, Noel, No-o-e-1 
Born is the King of Israel. . . . 

ANN STOREY, (lVB) . 

SOLUTION 

u-eq!JIO ·vi 
-eq-eqv ·or ' S:l::lV '£! 
"el!:lUQ '8 lq:lQ ' (;[ 

w-epv 'L U!Q ' IT 
lS1!'3: ﾷｾ＠ Sl! !) '6 

:lll:l!'l ·p WOlV 'L 
W:l0d '£ :lM3 '9 

::lJl:l::lV ·z :lJOdJl!M '[ 

UM.OQ SS013V 

31 



All your Handicraft needs 

can be supplied by 

A.B.C. HANBICBAFTS 
(Prop. A. H. Robson) 

5 Station Road 
STANLEY 
Co. DURHAM 

HARDBOARD : FORMICA HARDWARE PELMETS 

VENETIAN BLIND KITS : : : MODELS 

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

* 
The Leading Shop for 

RADIO · TELEVISION 
Tape Recorders • Cycles 

* 
Terms Arranged Phone, Stanley I I 2 



Telephone: ST ANLE Y 73 

ｃａｒｌｙｏｎｾｳ＠
(Stanley) LTD. 

FRUITERERS 

and 

FLORISTS 

Market Hall 
and 

Victoria Buildings 

STANLEY 

BOOKS, MAGAZINES and 
PERIODICALS jor all tastes 

and all ages 

R. K. SHIELD 

We also have a FINE 
SELECTION OF 
TO YS. W0' not pay 

us a visit? 

• 
9 Station Rd., Stanley 

TELEPHONE 121 

·····-··············· •.•.........•......•..••.. 

Well done! 
with good equipment 

Whatever career you choose, we can supply all 

the necessary . . 

e TEXT BOOKS 

e TECHNICAL DRAWING INSTRUMENTS 

e SCHOLASTIC STATIONERY 

e ARTISTS' MATERIALS 

42 & 44 GRAINGER STREET, NEWCASTLE UPON TYNE 1 

Telephone 27012 
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''I'm going 
into COAL 
-a cal'eel' with 
Peal pl'ospects" 

David knows where he is going-his keen interest in 
Mining Engineering plus his capacity to work hard 
could lead him to a key post in the industry which 
offers good starting salaries and always has room 
at the top for those with initiative. He could, for 
instance, be earning over £30 a week at 30 as a 
colliery manager. 
To boys with the right educational qual:fi;;ations 
Student Apprenticeships are available lead ng to the 
Higher National Certificate or Diploma, with the 
prospect of entry into the Directed Practical Train'ng 
Scheme-the Board's own course in management 
training for ･ｮｧｩｮｾ･ｲｳＭ｡ｮ､＠ subsequent promotion to 
the highest executive appointments. 

N.C.B. UNIVERSITY SCHOLARSHIPS 
Scholars with, or preparing for, the G .C :E. at advanced 
Level are eligible to apply for a N.C.B. free University 
Scholarship which is equivalent to a state scholarship but 
without parental means test. One hundred are offered 
annually- most are in Mining Engineering but som;- are 
available in Mechanical, Electrical, and Chemical 
Engineering. 
On graduation N .C.B. scholars(and independent graduates) 
may enter the Directed Practical Training Scheme, after 
which well-paid senior posts await them. 

Write, stating 
which opening 

appeals to 
you, tu 

DIVISIONAL CHIEF STAFF OFFICER 
NATIONAL COAL BOARD 
(DURHAM DIVISION) 
Team Valley Trading Estate, Gateshead, 11 

CARBONISATI ON 
Durham's Coking Plants 
produce the country's 
finest coke. Coke and its 
important by- products 
offer wide scope for en-
gineers & technologists. 

SCIENTIFIC 
There is fascinating work 
in coal research and scien-
tific control for young 
scientists and analysts. 

ADMINISTRATION 
Accounting, Marketing: 
Purchasing and Stores, 
Finance Personnel-pro-
gressive positions are 
open to young men and 
girls of intelligence. 

there's a fine future in COAL l 
Printed by Wm .. Dresser & Sons Ltd., Crown Street, Darlington. 


