Michaelmas

Number Nine

I

I
S

• (ill’

I I Ill

LUbkLk’
KINThD

IN

NOLAND

by

WESTMIN5TER.

WICI11TMAN
LONDON.

MOUNTAIN
S.W.1

LTD

Price One Shilling

1963

CONTENTS
Page
EDIFORIAL

3

PARTNER’S PANORAMA

4

ARTICLES:
“Strange Happenings in Battersea Park” by Vera De Bell
“Hong Kong Chop Suey” hi’ Cliung Ho
“The Daily Mirage” h’ Wi//lain So,n,nervi/le
“Cheshire Habitats” /,i’ Jim Turner
“The Opening of New Zealand H0LISC” hr Trevor Seaman
.

Conversation Piece
ROGUES GALLERY
JOB REPORTS

1

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

•
•
•
•
•

7
8
10
12
13

.

.

.

.

.

.

14

.

.

.

.

•

.

15

.

•

.

19

.

.

ARTICLES:
“The Ford of the Partridge” /w Sue Baxter
“A Day with the Nagas” hi’ Audi’ Kel/a,n

23
24
27
31

.

.

.

“Vague Recollections of a Type of Service” hi’ Michael Morgan
“Fifteen Years of Small Boats” hi’ Ji,,z Blake
.

NEWSLETTERS:

Abu Dhabi
Doha
Doncaster
Ethiopia
Hong Kong
Nigeria
Nyasaland

•

.

•

.

.

.

•

.

•

.

•

.

.

•

.

.

.

35
35
36
36
36
37
38

FACT OR PONTIFACT br P/umsteac/

39

PARTNER’S DOODLES

40

CLUB NOTES:
Wine Circle

Cricket

.

Lawn Tennis

Philately.
Golf

.

41
41
43
43
44

.

.

.
.

ARTICLES:
“Much Ado on a Midsummer Night” hi’ Bernard Pa/iner
“The Crown Agents” hi’ Brian Tucker
“Forthcoming Attractions” hi’ Paula Broii’nsconihe
“Red Tape” by Jo/ui Powter
.

POST BAG

.

•

•

•

01 Drake
/
0
HORSE SENSE VII hi’ J
COMPETITIONS

.

EDITORS’ POSTSCRIPT

.

.

45
46
48
49

.

.

.

•

•

.

50

.

.

•

51

.

.

•

52

55

MICHAELMAS

(963

3

Editorial
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opened by
H.Af. The Queen
Oil
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9th,

1963

(See article on page 13)

Visiting Officials Room on 17th Floor

Js each new issue of PONTIFACT is
discussed at the first editorial meeting of
the new number, the editors sit at the
conference table in a manner reminiscent of the
disarmament talks in Geneva. All the available
material was used up in the last edition, very few
ideas have been forthcoming and everyone is
convinced that we shall never go to press.
With each succeeding meeting though, in
contrast with those deliberations in Geneva, the
pace gets faster until it is not the lack of material
but of time that prevents the presses rolling. This
occasion was no exception and at the early
meeting controversy raged. “We must have a
theme! ““We must have a focal point!” was the
cry and seemingly there wasn’t one.
A brilliant idea was given to us by Erik Bird.
“Why not have a ‘leader’ on the Partners with
examples of their ‘doodles’ ?“ “Excellent” we
said, until it was found that only one Partner
‘doodled’! However, an idea was born that the
Partners—most of whom we believe are complete
strangers to the newer members of the firm—
should at least have their photographs printed
within these pages.
This subject, of course, brought to mind the
humorous anecdote recorded in the second edi
tion of this magazine. A young man appeared to
be lost near the General Office so Mr. Grace who
happened to be passing, asked him for whom he
was looking. The young man replied “I’m afraid
you couldn’t help me. You see [work for Scott &
Wilson, Kirkpatrick & Partners”. Mr. Grace
was so taken aback that he did not disclose his
own identity.
Further emphasis was given by Miss de Bell who
in the course of a recent conversation disclosed
that she and Robin Osborn had travelled up and
down in the same lift for two years before each
realised both were members of the same firm. Per
haps—dare we say it—he was too well dressed!
One of the editors has also been surprised to
discover that whereas five years ago he prided
himself on knowing practically everyone in the
U.K. offices, he know finds that on looking at the
staff list he knows less than a quarter of them.
With this situation in mind and coupled with
the fact that frequently—of necessity—job reports

obscure the personalities involved, what better
excuse could we have for presenting in this and
the next few isues a ‘rogues gallery’ which we
hope—provided the lens can stand the strain—
will enable our readers to link names and faces
together. Of course we will have to ask that the
cameras are mobilised in the overseas and site
offices on our behalf, as we feel that a PONTIFACT
cameraman on a world tour would hardly be
justified.
*

*

*

The publication of photographs will we hope
benefit readers in other ways. For instance, much
of the success of the average person to-day is in
his contacts, his knowing where to obtain the
information he requires. This is especially so u-i
an engineering office where one is continually
learning something new, but how frustrating it is
to spend hours obtaining the data from external
sources only to find that someone within the firm
has already found the solution. For this reason if
no other the standardising of the office procedure
and the collating of technical data into a central
control are moves that are warmly welcomed.
Whilst on this subject it is an opportunity to
remind everyone in the London office that a
library exists on the second floor of No. 47, and
that the collection of books and periodicals there
will often save a trip to the “Civils” for infornia
tion. Furthermore we feel sure that if anyone
has any technical books that they do not require,
the library—unfortunately there isn’t a librarian,
but refer to Mr. Meff—would receive some wel
come editions.
*

*

*

One final word.
We are certain that much good material is
being lost by our readers’ fears of airing their
views and interests in what after all is a magazine
by them and for them.
Now is the time to start writing articles or
letters to us, and nearer the publication date of
the Christmas Number—all material in by
November 15th—you may have other items or
personal notes that you would like included.
Furthermore, we feel that we are receiving too few
criticisms and suggestions—
Surely PONTIFACT is not Faultless?
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the writer had the honour to be presented to
Her Majesty. Members of the staff who had
played a leading part in this work were present
and Partner’s Panorania hopes and believes
that they had a good view of all that went on.
It is gratifying that this building, of which the
New Zealand Governnient and people are justly
proud, had a favourable reception in the British
press. This is unusual for a modern building
and is a cause of congratulations to our
colleagues, the Architects, Robert Matthew,
Johnson-Marshall and Partners.

Partner’s Panorama
nce the first Partner’s Panorama ap
peared at Easter over the initials
“F.M.B.” the affairs of this firm have
rolled along with all the customary vicissitudes
of mortal life. Pleasant things have happened
and others less pleasant. Partner’s Panorama,
which is of a sunny temperament, will only
glance long enough into the shadows to extend
its condolences to our colleagues of U.P.C. who,
by a strange decision of the authorities, have
lost their connection with Wylfa Nuclear Power
Station. We lament the passing of the concrete
pressure vessel, an object simple in form but
complex in calculation, which, at No. 39, has
long entertained the inhabitants of the 4th
floor back.
Readers of PONTIFACT niay be interested to
learn something about Partners’ adventures
during their aerial journeys. After all, they
know most things about Partners’ doings at
headquarters; or if not, they have failed to
consult the S.W.K. & P. grape-vine, a plant
said to bear fruit at all seasons.*
Place of honour must be given to the flight
to the United States of C.G.S. This led him
into a hectic round of studying highways,
travelling along highways and gaining stores of
knowledge about traffic. More important than
that, he found the time and place to buy four
tins of a rose fungicide unavailable in the British
Isles, which he subsequently ran through the
gauntlet of the London Airport customs. The
officials there treated the matter as somewhat
of a joke but readers of PONTIFACT will know
how high rose culture ranks among the activities
of S.W.K. & P. The writer is eternally grateful
to C.G.S. for his determination and devotion to
duty—as are his roses.
1-1.0., amongst routine flights to Nigeria and
Jordan, fitted in one to Riyadh, Saudi Arabia,
where, after a brief but warm stay, lie decided
not to concern S.W.K. & P. in the highway
*

Recently the plant seems to have been lacking water—Editors.

system of that kingdom. However, it seems
that the Saudi Arabians liked hini so much that
only with extrenie difficulty did he escape from
Jeddah. It is a matter of great luck that lie is
not still there.
F.M.B. has niade one or two flights to Belfast
to talk about Irish bridges in County Tyrone.
So far things don’t seeni to have progressed
much beyond talking.
R.W.H. has flown to Cyprus, presumably
for sunbathing and water skiing, but for all
Partner’s Panorama knows he may be working
on Moni as well.
Lest it be thought that the writer took no
part in all these flying activities, it must be
recorded that on a Monday niorning in midJuly he proceeded to London Airport at a
relatively early hour, where he was joined by
1-I.G. and J.K.M.H. They arrived together

*

Mr. R. W. Hawkey

rather late and under the inipression that the
internal services of B.E.A. provide breakfast.
He disabused them. After descending through
the Manchester clouds and arriving at the new
air terminal at Ringway, H.G. and J.K.M.H.
(who by this time were visibly flagging) ate
breakfast. The rest of the journey to the
vicinity of Kendal was niade in a car driven
by Archie Evans. This seenied to take a very
long time, though the driver made sure that it
was no longer than was absolutely necessary.
It was an odd way of going to Kendal and had
apparently been arranged by the Roads Section
as an experiment. This proved to the writer
that it is a niode of travel only to be recommended
to those who want to sample the breakfasts
at Ringway—which are certainly very good.
Before leaving the subject of flying, passing
reference must be made to B.E.A.’s projected
Heliport at Penzance. There is talk of locating
this on a rubbish dump. This has opened up
new fields of study to the Soils and Airports
sections and illustrates the even widening hori
ZOIiS of S.W.K. & P.
*

Mr. E. 0. Measor

*

*

The first edition of Partner’s Panorama
described some of the activities of R.W.I-1. in
his Chairmanship of the Association of Con
sulting Engineers during its Golden Jubilee
year. It is agreed on all sides that this was a
Chairmanship of great distinction and its climax
was reached at the garden party given at “Rose
briar” for members of FIDIC (Partner’s
Panorania apologises for all these initials but
they can’t be helped). This took place on
Wednesday, May 29th. Wedged between a
dazzling Tuesday and a blue and brilliant
Thursday this Wednesday dawned grey and
bleak and cold as Christnias, and so it continued
all day. In spite of the weather the garden
of “Rosebriar” was looking its very best and
was much admired. Indeed, the international

*

Turning now to the social scene, pride of
place niust be given to the opening of New
Zealand House by Her Majesty, Queen Eliza
beth II on Thursday, May 9th, on which occasion

Mr. H. Grace
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having to undergo two major operations within
a year.
*

*

*

Since the last edition of PONTIFACT the
following members of the staff have completed
ten years service with the firm and the Partners
extend sincere thanks to them for their continued
loyalty: P. B. Edwards, J. Cassell, G. Walker,
J. D. Drake and J. Lester.
*

i\’Ir. F. M. Bowen

Consulting Engineers seemed to enjoy even
the weather as something typically British.
The occasion was a great success. International
relations were particularly bright in the supper
marquee with the help of the food and cham
pagne so generously provided.
*

*

On Wednesday, April
inaugurated work on the
York.
This was a very
attended by the writer and
*

*

*

*

*

by Vera Dc Be/I : Illustrated by Hael

A/dersou

*

There are a host of activities all over the world
which Partner’s Panorama could well survey
but thinks it better to leave them to their own
excellent newsletters, but before saying an
levoir brief mention must be made of the mashie
played for at Woodcote Park on August 1st.
After all, the writer has a vested interest in it.
The holder, H. G., played with Pat Vulliamy
who inconsiderately snatched the prize away
from him. Some hours later the victor revealed
to the writer that he attributed his success to
having been unable to play golf in British
Honduras and to a curious condition in one of
his shoulders too complicated to describe here.
The writer, feeling that lie is unlikely to be able
to emulate these circumstances, has grown
gloomy about his prospects of ever being able
to win the mashie named after him.
E.O.M.

3rd, Lord James
new University of
pleasant occasion
G.M.J.W.

believe the opening of the Fun Fair
and other entertainments in Battersea
Park are heralded at Easter time, and
details of these are well advertised, but had you
chanced to stroll through that park one spring
evening before the “Official” entertainments
began, you could have witnessed an item rather
outside the listed programme, namely a “mixed”
(very) netbahl match—the result of a challenge
made in an unguarded moment by a certain
intrepid young man in E. T. Fuller’s Section, to
several young ladies in the General Office.
The General Office team paraded on the netball field in a variety of attire including jeans,
skirts, shorts and—very wisely it transpired—a
pair of shin guards lent by a brother who was
much less trusting than his sister. It is simply not
true however, that they wore stiletto heels!
Christine Francis sportingly went along to
referee this important match. Never has a referee
been kept so busy or been given so much advice
by the opposing teams. One young lady con
sidered it the crowning insult to be penalized for

*

The Partners welcome Mr. 3. Muil and Mr.
D. J. King, who have joined the ranks of the
administration on the 5th floor of 39, where
at the tinie of going to press their homes can
be recognized by labels on the doors marked
respectively “Staff Secretary “and “Accountant”.
This development of the administrative machine
has been made absolutely necessary by the great
increase in the firm’s activities at home and
overseas over the last few years, and is indeed
overdue. The smooth working of the wheels
of administration is extremely important to
everybody and not least to the peace of mind
and sanity of Partners.
*

Strange Happenings in Battersea Park

*

All readers will be glad to hear that R. F.
MelT is back in the fold after his bad luck in

Mr. C. G. Sang

allegedly running with the ball. She insisted that
she was helped on her way by a hefty push in the
back from an opponent twice her height. We
gather that the Park Attendant had no need to
blow his whistle that evening as the prolonged
urgent blasts from the referee’s whistle had been
mistaken by the public for the park closing signal.
In fact, one irate old gentleman was heard to
remark to a Park Attendant that he really wasn’t
deaf—he had heard the first time.
It seems that the netball rules have changed a
little in recent years. Apparently pushing, kick
ing, thumping, hair-pulling, arm-twisting and
Rugby tackling are all now quite legitimate—
hush, on both sides!
Next morning an aching, bruised, bandaged but
undaunted General Office team limped slowly to
Continued on page Il
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mistaken by the public for the park closing signal.
In fact, one irate old gentleman was heard to
remark to a Park Attendant that he really wasn’t
deaf—he had heard the first time.
It seems that the netball rules have changed a
little in recent years. Apparently pushing, kick
ing, thumping, hair-pulling, arm-twisting and
Rugby tackling are all now quite legitimate—
hush, on both sides!
Next morning an aching, bruised, bandaged but
undaunted General Office team limped slowly to
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Hong Kong Chop Suey
by Chiiiig Ho
Jn American has recently remarked that
the Chinese foods in Hong Kong are
not as good as those in San Francisco.
What he meant surely was the Americanised
Chinese chow. After all who can beat them in this
field? They invented such a thing as “Chop
Suey” which no Chinese, gourmet or not, would
dream of tasting: “Chop Suey” means literally the
mixture of odds and ends—more likely left-overs.
It is amazing how Hong Kong has become a
tourist centre in the Far East. Of all the visitors,
less than one third come to see the mysterious
Hollywood-styled oriental sights and people, in
stead, they are here to shop, quite ignorant of the
fact that there are “Woolworths” on both sides
of the Atlantic. Amongst the best bargains are
cameras, watches, transistor radios, jewehery,
and whatnots which are just as abundant in
Fifth Avenue or Regent Street. With the opening
of the “Opium Den” in the Hong Kong Hilton,
more tourists will be tempted to come. They will
find everything there from rice wine to whiskey,
except opium. Nobody has told them that the
“Den” is only the name of one of the many bars
in the hotel!
As a tourist attraction, a view of the harbour
from the Peak more than a thousand feet up, is
truly magnificent, especially just after sunset.
There are many fine beaches, reminiscent of the
South Seas, dotted around the Hong Kong
Island and the mainland. The accessible ones are
always flocked with people. The bustling and
jostling on the beaches follow the pattern found
in Brighton. To get-away-from-it-all, one has to
go to the outlying islands by boat or yacht, but
there is a risk of sailing beyond the international
boundary where anything can happen, to the
yacht and all. There have been incidents where
one has found oneself embarrassingly a subject of
international issue.
The Port of Hong Kong maintains prominence
in the shipping world because of its natural
harbour. But with the present rate of reclamation,
one wonders how long it will be before this

famous harbour disappears all together. Plans
are in hand to reclaim that part of Kowloon Bay
east of the runway which S.W.K.P. designed,
whilst the reclamation scheme for the Central
District is well advanced. This is a mad race
between supply and demand. Because of
scarcity of building land, a plot in the Central
District may fetch S2,000 (I25) per sq. ft. The
old Chinese saying “an inch of gold, a foot of
land” will soon be out of date. A flat of an area of
2,000 sq. ft. in one of the many skyscrapers may
cost up to $200,000 which is more than enough
for a house and garden in a London suburb!
Although the Government has done a tremendous
job in constructing hundreds of resettlement
blocks to replace squatters and low-cost housing
for the underprivileged, nothing has been done
to ease the situation for the “white-collars”. It
is not uncommon for people from the last cate
gory to be paying as much as 50% of their earn
ings for accommodation.
The population of Hong Kong has grown,
natural or otherwise, from 1.6 million in 1946 to
3.5 million to date, an increase of over 50 per cent
in 17 years. This inevitably presents a difficult
problem for planning of any sort for the future.
One thing that can never catch up with the popula
tion increase is water supply. As far as can be
remembered, a continuous supply of water from
the tap 24 hours a day is an exception rather than
the rule.
Having had the driest dry winter on
record the present supply is being reduced to 3
hours daily* with the possibility of a fLirther cut if
the rains do not soon come. Fights always
This was written several weeks ago. see I-I. K. news
letter for current position.—Editors.
C/jung I-Ia joined tile firm in
as a graduate of Kong Kong
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develop amongst a minority of people struggling
for water during the supply hours, but the
majority of people have learned to live with the
situation with equanimity, if not dignity. The
Plover Cove Water Scheme (see PONTIFACT No. 8)
may suffice for a few years ahead, something else
has to be planned now in order that this augmen
tation of water supply will not be out-stripped.
The Hong Kong Government has not yet
announced its decision on the cross harbour road
link, either bridge or tunnel. The question is to
have or not to have. This question, by the way,
was first raised in 1901. in the meantime more
ferries are being constructed. One often hears
from time to time marvellous suggestions of
easing the present traffic congestion by building
mono-rails or underground railways. Alas, the
surface transportation companies are enjoying
tremendous profits and growths. For a mere
threepence one can ride on any urban bus or
trarncar from one end of the line to the other, if
fortunate enough to get on. There is no complex
railway systeni here like the one Dr. Beeching so
efficiently operates—even if the operations do
appear to be mainly amputations! The Kowloon
Canton railway commLltes between the peninsula
of Kowloon and the frontier for a distance of
only 15 miles. The name of the railway is only
historical as no trains have gone right through to
Canton from this end since 1949.
Hong Kong has emerged from being merely a
free port to an important industrial giant. Apart
from the famous flood of textile goods which has
earned abuse all over the world, other manu
factures include plastic products, cameras and
optical instruments, transistor radios, electrical
appliances, etc., etc. Most of these items are not
labelled “Made in Hong Kong” but the more
puzzling “Empire Made”. We are the most
modest lot in the world.
One often hears outcries about the bad things
of Hong Kong, for example, the exploitation of
cheap labour—just because we have to work on
Saturdays! These outcries are directed mostly at
the textile tycoons. Yet, the supply of domestic
servants has become acute in recent years because
they all wish to join the textile factories for
better pay, regular working hours, and more
fringe benefits, etc. Nowadays, good live-in
servants are really hard to get unless the following
minimum requirements are met: one extra
month’s pay as bonus and one extra month’s pay
as clothing allowance (by 12 instalments so that
they may quit any time they get a better offer), at
least one television set in the premises (radio is
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not essential because they possess transistor sets
anyway), washing machine and other gadgets,
and evenings and days off as desired. One even
went as far as demanding a separate bath-tub for
her own use in addition to her quarters! “Under
Capitalism man exploits man,” said Red A.
“Yeah, under Communism it’s the other way
round,” replied Red B.
The City Hall has at long last become a reality
after ten years of inter-departmental juggling.
Looking from the outside, the composition of a
high block—like an upstanding match-box——
with a low block reminds one of the much
criticised UN. The aesthetic aspect of the
buildings as a whole has received various com
ments, but the acoustics of the concert hall
have merited praise from critics all round. Even
Sir Malcolm Sargeant, who must have felt ill atease without the echos he is accustomed to in the
Royal Albert Hall, had a few kind words to say
about the sound effect when he conducted the
London Philharmonic Orchestra at the three
inaugural concerts. The City Hall also houses a
theatre, a loan library, exhibition galleries, a
night-club/restaurant, a banqueting hall, and
lecture rooms. For the first time since 1933 when
the old City Hall was demolished, the people of
Hong Kong can now enjoy the pride of owning a
civic centre which offers, amongst other ameni
ties, civil ceremonies for the marriage-minded
couples!
Motorists in Hong Kong have never had it so
bad. It will be even worse when the Financial
Secretary carries his threats further. Free park
ing is something of the past now that parking
meters are niushrooming all over the business
sections. The number of vehicles is getting close
to 70,000 whilst the total mileage of roads has
remained practically stationary at around 520,
urban and rural (see PONTIFACT No. 6). The three
multi-storey car parks, built and maintained by
the Government, offer spaces for about 1,400
cars at a rate of 30 cents (4d.) per hour. Despite
the threats given by the F.S., the salaries tax has
remained at the same level since its introduction
in 1947, i.e., 2i per cent. for the first S5,000
(3l2 lOs. Od.), increasing in steps of 2- per cent.
to 22 per cent. for each increment of $5,000 up
to S45,000 above which tax is charged at 25 per
cent., the standard rate being l2 per cent.
Allowances are generous by U.K. standards, e.g.,
$7,000 each for man and wife and S2,000 for each
of the first two children, etc.
Anybody thinking of emigrating to Hong
Kong?
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The Daily Mirage
by William

Jbu Dhabi island is shaped like a ham
mer with a handle twelve miles long
joined to the mainland by a quarter of a
mile of causeway. The town is in the middle of
the head, and the length of the head is about
six miles.
The main job we have here is to build a road
from the new jetty, where the claw of the hammer
is, to the ruler’s Palace in the town, and then
along the island to the causeway, continuing
about ten miles inland to meet a coast road.
Much of this last ten miles is across coastal flats,
which become salt pans when the tide permeates
up through the soft squidgy mess, properly
called subkha, but usually known as toothpaste
because of its colour and consistency. When the
water evaporates off, the flat surface is covered
with salt crystals—a vast level expanse stretching
into the shimmering middle distance where any
features such as a Land Rover or a pile of derelict
oil drums ripple like mercury, hanging above the
desert. Across this morass there is at present a
“road”, passable, though very rough, in dry
conditions, but at high tides, or on the occasion
in April when we had a foot of rain in four days, a
muddy grave for any vehicle. Across it now is
creeping a thick wide blanket of coarse sand,
settling and squeezing the water from the tooth
paste underneath. This is the foundation of our
new road, which will be the only one in the
Trucial Coast with signposts, one of which will be
where it joins the coast road. This is a corrugated
bumpy sand track running parallel to the coast
on the edge of the hinterland, a wilderness of
blown dune sand, where a few Bedou with their
camels and goats manage to make a living from
the sparse dry desert scrub and a little trading.
So, turning off the rough coast road, the driver
of two months hence will come into a wide high
way like a straight black pencil line, flickering
away into the heat. After ten minutes on this
road, during which time he might pass three or
four vehicles going the other way—fuel tankers,

Sommerville

or Land Rovers piled high with bedding and
boxes, children and black-hooded chattering
women—he will come to the police post, guard
ing Abu Dhabi island from illegal immigrants
and excessive numbers of rifles, a little white
fortress by the causeway, flanked by a battered
hardboard coffee shop. Standing in the shallow
water that separates the island from the main
land is a stone tower like a disused lighthouse or
oasthouse, the Alcatraz of Abu Dhabi, whose
only entrance is a hole way up in the side. The
driver passes it on the right-hand side as he bumps
across the old stone causeway, sagging a little in
the middle, before rising onto Abu Dhabi island
itself.
Here the scenery is different. The ground is
dry sand, with a sandstone ridge like the Pennine
chain, rising to a breathless height of thirty feet
above sea level. On this, silhouetted against the
sky, is what looks like a Greek temple, a small
colonnaded building, derelict and isolated, per
haps a summer house for a sheikh, or a resting
place for camel drivers.
The road undulates on through almost feature
less desert until the first signs of civilisation—
Abu Dhabi Airport. This is a sand strip with the
added honour of a Control Tower and another
coffee shop, this one has a refrigerator.
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The police on parade

Herons and Dakotas are the usual traffic, about
two a day, with the occasional R.A.F. Hastings
or Beverley, one of which got spectacularly stuck
not long ago, and was nearly turned into a club
on the spot. Unfortunately it got away.
From the Airport you can see the Palace, a
white desert fortress flying the red and white flag
of Abu Dhabi. The road runs beside the.Palace,
where there is another junction (and a signpost)
and there turns off to the right up the hammer
head towards the jetty.
Our office is not far from the Palace. Up and
down the road outside donkeys amble with their
heads drooping, getting in the way of the traffic,
and occasionally a turbanned Bedou leads a
camel train past carrying firewood, padding
along and looking down their noses to right and

left. Across the way is the police compound:
small white thick-walled buildings around the
parade ground where the police drill in an
enthusiastic and amateur fashion, sometimes
accompanied by a band with one tune in their
repertoire, played on bagpipes and drums.
Behind the police post rises the minaret of the
town mosque, and then H.M. Political Agency,
and beyond them is the open sea.
All round the island are miles of curving
beaches and warm sea, Dolphins come rolling in
with the waves, humping their back and lifting
their bottle noses for a breath of air. Besides
these there are barracuda which have a particu
larly efficient and unpleasant set of teeth, which
should be avoided. There are also one or two
sharks when the dolphins aren’t around, and a
seven footer nearly copped Selin1an, the Town
Clerk, a week or two ago. But if you float in the
shallow water over the weed beds with a mask on
you see shoals of little fish, yellow and black
striped, silver, and black spotted, and occasion
ally a couple of squids, brown fists lying on the
bottom and looking up balefully Out of their cat’s
eyes.
Our bungalows are on the sea shore, on the
south side of the town. There you can sit outside
in the cool of the day with a long dink, and
watch the red sun pour into the sea, leaving a soft
splash of peach bloom in the sky, before the
moon rises, and the crickets begin to sing, and the
twilight is over.

The causeway leading to the mainland
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their desks. The wailing of the “Netballers’
Lament” echoed within the sixth floor walls, and
reached its crescendo when the first of the
opponents appeared with a draft for typing.
Strangely enough it was not our bold challenger.
E. T. Fuller informed us that he was on sick leave
for the rest of that week. No—we are assured
that it had nothing to do with the previous
evening’s activities. Mere coincidence. We under-

stand that it is not unknown for him to break a
collar-bone or so during the season—perhaps he
had felt a match with our delicate young ladies
might even up the score a little. I’m sure there is a
moral somewhere!
However, we gather that there are no hard
feelings, and they promise to publicise the date
and venue of the return match. Score of the last
one is not for publication.
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evening’s activities. Mere coincidence. We under-

stand that it is not unknown for him to break a
collar-bone or so during the season—perhaps he
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moral somewhere!
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occurred to me that it may be of interest
to London readers to learn how those of
us exiled to Cheshire on the M.6 Con
tract live, as, who knows, there niay be other
Motorways constructed after this, and some of
the said London readers may well find themselves
in the heart of the English countryside.
The following notes may assist in the choice of
domicile. Mr. Greyling, the R.E., whilst being
far from conservative in many ways (no political
innuendo) goes in for traditional houses, which
he buys and sells with alarming rapidity, and
probably makes up to £5,000 on each deal. He is
entirely a one-man-business, and has no con
nection with any other Real Estate dealer, alive
or dead. He lives peaceably with his wife, Mary,
except on his week-ends off, when he has numer
ous telephone calls from A.R.E.’s and Inspectors,
who are loth to see him resting, when they are
working.
Bob Spence, who left us early in the year to go
off to Kaduna, started off sharing part of a large
house with two other gentlemen. (I use the term
loosely). The last time I visited Bob, one of his
room-mates was engaged in cooking the supper,
and I must record that the preparation, prior to
being cooked, had a negligible slump; the pro
portions of the constituent mix were extremely
vague, and, on lowering into the pan, I regret
that the mix completely segregated! No doubt
Mr. Spence’s colleague, being in fact a Con
tractor’s Engineer, submitted a perfectly reason
able explanation in writing, within 24 hours.
Still, as Bob mentioned in a previous issue of the
magazine, “the beer’s good anyway”. Bob of
course got himself married whilst with us, moved
with his wife to a furnished house, and com
menced to eat decent meals.
Graham Reid, single on arrival, now married,
initially lived on a “Grace and Favour” farm,
attached to a mighty estate. Grace being his
landlady. He received full board, free garage,
turkey for tea most days, had his washing done
and his site boots cleaned, all for about 35 shillings
a week. Which isn’t too bad I suppose. He also
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assisted the farmer at milking time I believe, for
which he quite rightly accepted no payment. (So
he tells me). Since his marriage he has lived in a
flat, no longer has turkey for tea, and does no
milking, which is why he is always late in the
mornings and arrives in his slippers (we presume).
Dudley ings, also now departed for Kaduna,
likewise lived on a farm, (very popular), paying
about the same as Graham, but he didn’t have
the milking of course. I understand Dudley was
rather disappointed in the meals—for instance
he never got soup before dinner. How fussy can
one be for 35 bob a week?
Our Indian A.R.E. Mr. Khanna, “Gym” to
his colleagues, who has now left us to work for
the West Riding County Council (Yorkshire to
you Southern folk), bought a small caravan on
the writer’s advice, but, characteristic of his race,
took the “small” rather literally, and purchased
one approximately 6 feet by 9 feet. This was
perfectly satisfactory whilst he was on his own,
and when he was out at the local, which was often;
I remember he invited me round for a curry one
evening, and he had to eat outside, as there
wasn’t enough room for both of us inside, and
plates as well. So if it is to be a caravan, buy it
large enough, but not too large, as they are
expensive to move around.
Robin Osborn, single on arrival, is now
married as you know. (It seems that most of our
young A.R.E’s have married since arriving in
Cheshire; it must be a matrimonial county, or
the air, or the beer is strong or something).
Robin is very cagey about his domesticity, but 1
gather he lived with some people he knew up
here, rather convenient, and he probably had a
suite of rooms for free, but of course these are
hard to find. And even when one finds them,
there is usually some snag, like a shilling a week
extra for the 36 inch telly, or the maid is only 19
and can’t speak anything but French. He and his
wife now live in a flat, I believe, but I regret that
your scribe’s information is lacking here.
As for myself, I have gradually come downhill
Continued on page 30

he new New Zealand House, the future
home of the New Zealand Government in
London, is situated at the corner of the
Haymarket and Charles II Street and was officially
opened by H.M. Queen Elizabeth II on May 9th.
The building, which is of reinforced concrete
frame construction founded on cylinder piles,
consists of a 60 foot high podium block sur
mounted by a tower block which rises to a total
building height above street level of 225 feet.
Beneath street level there is a 37 foot deep base
ment which houses an underground car park and
most of the heating and air-conditioning plant.
The external cladding is virtually all plate glass,
broken only by thin, horizontal bands of Port
land Stone at each floor level. Internally the
finishes are everywhere of high quality and
wherever possible the natural timbers of New
Zealand have been incorporated. The building is
air conditioned throughout, with double glazing
in the podium section only. Site construction was
commenced in May 1959. The Resident Engineer
was the writer and the drawing office work
was undertaken by W. E. Grainger’s Section.
The approximate total cost of the building was
£2 million.
The Queen, who was accompanied by H.R.H.
The Prince Philip, Duke of Edinburgh, was
welcomed by the High Commissioner for New
Lower Mezzanine sitting area

High Commissioner’s room on the third floor

Zealand, the Honourable Sir Thomas Macdonald,
K.C.M.G., who in his address spoke of the
pleasure and sense of achievement that all New
Zealanders experienced when seeing their new
building, and thanked on their behalf, all those
who had taken part in the planning and construc
tion of the building.
In her reply the Queen thanked the High
Commissioner for his warm welcome and spoke
of the close friendship of the peoples of Gt.
Britain and New Zealand and of the warmth of
greeting she had experienced in her recent tour of
New Zealand. At the close of her address the
Queen in declaring the building open, unveiled a
bust of herself that had been mounted in the main
entrance and specially commissioned by the New
Zealand Government. The Queen was in turn
thanked by The Deputy Prime Minister, the
Honourable .1. R. Marshall, M.P., who had
flown from New Zealand for the occasion.
The Queen met representatives of those who
had been engaged on the building, among whom
was Mr. Measor, and then, accompanied by
members of her party toured the building and
took tea in the Prime Minister’s suite. During
this interval other guests, who numbered approxi
mately 400 people, took tea at the various
buffets provided and then, after the Queen had
departed, toured the building at their leisure.
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Rogues Gallery
Conversation Piece
“Hullo. This is Scott and Wilson, Kirkpatrick
and—”
“Is that Scottanweelsan?”
“No, this is
er ...who did you say ?“
“Scottanweelsan”.
“Oh. Well
yes, but Mr. Hawkey prefers—”.
“You Mr. HawkeyT’
“No, no. It’s just that—”
“You Scottanweelsan ?“
“Er...yes”.
“This is Post Office”.
“Oh yes?”
“You send messenger with packet for London?”
“Well, I don’t really know. You see my secretary’s
gone out and—”
“You give him twenty-five shillin’?”
“Oh yes, I remember. This is London Letter day
and—”
“Is not enough”.
“Not enough ?“
“No”.
“But it must be.
Mr. E
always weighs
the London Letter in the lab. in grams and—”
“Is not enough”.
“—converts at twenty-eight to the—”
‘Not enough”.
“Not enough?”
“No”.
“Oh. So you want—”
“So we do not register packet. So you please
tear receipt. Destroy”.
what receipt?”
“Yes, all right. I’ll
er
“Registration receipt”.
‘•Registration receipt ?“
“Yes”.
“I see
well, actually, I don’t see. We don’t
usually register the London Letter, and anyway
I thought you just said—”
“You have registration receipt”.
“I have?”
“We give him to messenger”.
well, when he conies back—”
“Oh, yes
.

.

.

.

.

.

...

.

...

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

“You tear him. Destroy”.
“Oh, come now. You can’t blame
Yes, all right, I’ll—”
“We tear him here”,

.

.

.

oh, I see.

In the next few issues we hope to print the photographs of all members of the London office.
For the present we are dealing with those who have featured in “Round the Sections”, together with
some of the administrative staff to add lustre to the cluster. Apologies to any in these sections
who escaped the photographer—your turn will come. The photographs have been taken by our

team of highly untrained cameramen—they might influence people, but are unlikely to make friends.

“9,,

“Hullo. Is that Scottanweelsan?”
“Er
can you hang on a minute? I want to
light this cigarette, but my hands have suddenly
started—”
‘We tear here. You tear there”.
“Here a tear, there a tear, everywhere a... Sorry,
don’t know why 1 said that. Er.. could we go
back a bit, you you think? Let’s see now. You
say
no, I say
yes, that’s it. I say is twentyfive shillings enough?”
“Not enough”.
“Not enough. That’s right. Not enough. Now I
say
er
let’s see
not enough
It
couldn’t possibly be that you want more money,
could it ?“
“No”.
“No, of course not. I should have known,
shouldn’t I? Well 1
will you have a
er
cigarette? Now that’s a sillly thing to say, isn’t
it? We’re on the telephone, aren’t we? Funny.
For a minute I could have sworn
“So you tear receipt”.
“Do you know, I knew you were going to say
that”.
“We tear here”.
“I knew you were going to say that too. It’s the
oddest feeling. Quite pleasant, though. By the
way, have you heard the one about the fly—”
“So is all right?”
“Perfectly all right, old man. You can rely on me.
There can’t be many like us around, and we must
stick—”
“Goodbye”.
“No, no. Don’t go. Listen, there was this fly, see?
Exhausted. Kept following instructions on packet.
Tear round dotted line. Tear here. Tear there.
Hullo, H ullo. Scottanweelsan. Scottanweelsan..
...

P. B. Edwards’
Section

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

Jim Blake, Peter Clarke, Martin Olney

.

Norman Beaton, George Puddephatt, Charlie Hsuing. Rui Pimental,
Clement Emuchay

Phillip Edwards
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R. P. Whiting’s
Section

C omrnunications
Extreme Left: Tom Phillips
Left: Christine Francis,
Margaret Pettit

Rig/it: Tom Fowle, Angus Wilson,
John Swift, Arthur Pollock, Gerry
Good, Ted Hart, Ted Wright,
Hassan Hafiz, Lee Chok Hung,
Julian Neaser, Peter Ferguson,
Terry Wickham

J.

Cassell’s Section
Lowe, Lelt: Joe Cassell
Lower Right: Nitai Bose,

Loiter Left : Roger Whiting
Loiter Rig/it : Paddy Stammers,
Bob Angier, David Wainwright,
Erik Bird, Peter Clark

Joe Briddock, Frank Holt, Paddy Power,
Ganesh Pendse, John Sharpe,
Bill Wilson, Leo Torkington

1•

—

A. S. McDermott’s and

K. W. Innes’ Sections

7

Lefl: Michael Kennedy, Mike Owen,
Peter Halls, Frank Simpson,
Graham Walker, Ron Cox
Mu/die: “Mac” (A. S. McDermott)

Rig/it : Brian Kent, Ted Lyons,
Alan Kittlety, Don Mattocks,
Ken Innes. Doug Brown, Dave Russell
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General Office

Job Reports
Tills issue’s Job Reports represent a coinpre
hensive review of the work at present being under
taken fri J. Cassell’s section.

Miss Vera De Bell

Jane Appleby, Jeanne Beckett, June McCoy, Eileen Smith, Theresa
Cornford, Catherine Patterson

I

The present members of the section who have
been working on these projects are Frank Holt,
Nitaidas Bose (who joined us recently), Bill
Wilson, Joe Briddock and Patrick Powers. The
ex-section members who also worked on the
jobs are Ted Lyons, who transferred to K. Innes
in February this year, and Graham Millar and
Victor Coghlin, who left the firm in May and
June this year.

Pi,iilico Nash House
F-’

Jennifer McAlpinc, Edna Burke, Oili Heikkila,
Pat Stowe

Hazel Alderson, Teresa Rawling, Pam Davey

Account’s Office

We are working in collaboration with the
Architects Powell & Moya on the extension to
the existing block 24 (Nash House) on the Pimlico
Housing Estate. The extension will provide six
four-room rnaisonettes for family occupation
with three one-room flats for old-age pensioners
and new accommodation for the Estate Letting
Office. The site in the main covers the existing
“Gun” public house which is to be removed to
make way for a more prosaic method of making
money.
This, though not a large job, is interesting as we
will have to cut through the end wall of the exist
ing block to continue the passage ways and, at the
time of going to press, we will have to devise
some form of cantilevered foundation to avoid
loading the existing end wall. The Estate Letting
Office block will have a deep upstanding edge
beam at first floor level, which will echo the
treatment used on the Meeting Hall.

Piiiilicci Estate Meetinçi Hall
Mrs. Sutherland, Mrs. Hagan, David King, Arthur White, Roy
Wood, Mrs. Carter

EN 63017

i
3
EN6i

The Pimlico Estate Scheme is very nearly
complete, and to provide a communal centre for
the residents, the Architects, Messrs. Powell &
Moya, have designed the Estate Meeting Hall

building which will provide facilities for Scouts,
Guides, Youth Club Meetings, Adult Club
Meetings, Darby and Joan Clubs and a hall which
can double as a theatre for use by Amateur
Dramatic Societies. The Estate is constructed
mainly of large rectangular buildings with fairly
sheer faces, but on the Lupus Street façade a deep
scalloped edge beam has been incorporated over
the shop fronts. Since the Meeting Hall is
visible from Lupus Street, the Architect has kept
to the same elevational treatment by building
what is in fact a large concrete tray with upstand
ing edge beams on its perimeter. This tray is
supported by eight cylindrical columns and built
on the tray in brick walls with structural steel and
timber roofing are the small meeting halls for the
various clubs. On the ground floor level is the
large meeting hall and committee rooms, also
two licensed bars and a kitchen. The walls of the
ground floor rooms are not carried up to the
underside of the tray, the top 2 feet being glazed
to emphasize the effect of the tray “floating” in
mid-air.

45 Path Lane

EN 6038

This is a development project for the City Centre
Properties Ltd. The Architects are Cotton,
Ballard & Blow in collaboration with Dr.
Gropius. The project is situated in Park Lane
between the Dorchester and the new Hilton
Hotel. The building is planned to provide for six
shops at ground floor level with a mezzanine
floor to act as storage or office space for these
shops. Over the shops there are two floors of
office accommodation and five floors of luxury
flat accommodation. There are two roof gardens,
one at fifth floor level and the other at eighth
floor level which forms the roof over the seventh
floor penthouse. The penthouse garden has a
small pool. The basement is projected out under
the Park Lane roadway and provides the under
ground garage space for the users of this building,
also accommodation for the boiler house, airconditioning plant and various service meters, etc.
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been working on these projects are Frank Holt,
Nitaidas Bose (who joined us recently), Bill
Wilson, Joe Briddock and Patrick Powers. The
ex-section members who also worked on the
jobs are Ted Lyons, who transferred to K. Innes
in February this year, and Graham Millar and
Victor Coghlin, who left the firm in May and
June this year.

Pi,iilico Nash House
F-’

Jennifer McAlpinc, Edna Burke, Oili Heikkila,
Pat Stowe

Hazel Alderson, Teresa Rawling, Pam Davey

Account’s Office
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four-room rnaisonettes for family occupation
with three one-room flats for old-age pensioners
and new accommodation for the Estate Letting
Office. The site in the main covers the existing
“Gun” public house which is to be removed to
make way for a more prosaic method of making
money.
This, though not a large job, is interesting as we
will have to cut through the end wall of the exist
ing block to continue the passage ways and, at the
time of going to press, we will have to devise
some form of cantilevered foundation to avoid
loading the existing end wall. The Estate Letting
Office block will have a deep upstanding edge
beam at first floor level, which will echo the
treatment used on the Meeting Hall.

Piiiilicci Estate Meetinçi Hall
Mrs. Sutherland, Mrs. Hagan, David King, Arthur White, Roy
Wood, Mrs. Carter

EN 63017

i
3
EN6i

The Pimlico Estate Scheme is very nearly
complete, and to provide a communal centre for
the residents, the Architects, Messrs. Powell &
Moya, have designed the Estate Meeting Hall

building which will provide facilities for Scouts,
Guides, Youth Club Meetings, Adult Club
Meetings, Darby and Joan Clubs and a hall which
can double as a theatre for use by Amateur
Dramatic Societies. The Estate is constructed
mainly of large rectangular buildings with fairly
sheer faces, but on the Lupus Street façade a deep
scalloped edge beam has been incorporated over
the shop fronts. Since the Meeting Hall is
visible from Lupus Street, the Architect has kept
to the same elevational treatment by building
what is in fact a large concrete tray with upstand
ing edge beams on its perimeter. This tray is
supported by eight cylindrical columns and built
on the tray in brick walls with structural steel and
timber roofing are the small meeting halls for the
various clubs. On the ground floor level is the
large meeting hall and committee rooms, also
two licensed bars and a kitchen. The walls of the
ground floor rooms are not carried up to the
underside of the tray, the top 2 feet being glazed
to emphasize the effect of the tray “floating” in
mid-air.

45 Path Lane

EN 6038

This is a development project for the City Centre
Properties Ltd. The Architects are Cotton,
Ballard & Blow in collaboration with Dr.
Gropius. The project is situated in Park Lane
between the Dorchester and the new Hilton
Hotel. The building is planned to provide for six
shops at ground floor level with a mezzanine
floor to act as storage or office space for these
shops. Over the shops there are two floors of
office accommodation and five floors of luxury
flat accommodation. There are two roof gardens,
one at fifth floor level and the other at eighth
floor level which forms the roof over the seventh
floor penthouse. The penthouse garden has a
small pool. The basement is projected out under
the Park Lane roadway and provides the under
ground garage space for the users of this building,
also accommodation for the boiler house, airconditioning plant and various service meters, etc.
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45 Park Lane

The building is one of those cases where the site
is exactly the same size as the building and thus
it has been extremely difficult job for the con
tractor (Tersons) to arrange for the erection of
this work. They have, in fact, had to build
around their tower crane and, so that goods may
be unloaded off the road before being picked up
by the tower crane to their final positions, we have
designed part of the ground floor slab to carry the
extra loads involved. The building is clad with
pre-cast concrete panels which have an exposed
aggregate surface, the aggregate being Derbyshire
Spar together with 5 per cent. Criggion granite
pieces of inch to inch in size—the idea being
to give a creamy white surface with a speckle of
Criggion granite. The structure of the building
has been dictated by the requirement of the client
to provide as niuch clear floor space as possible
within the building, thus only permitting us to have
vertical supports on the perimeter of the building
connected by cross beams, which has meant that
the frames are large in section, as we have also
the weight of the pre-cast cladding to carry. To
prevent these beams showing the Architect has
suspended all the ceiling which has enabled the
ventilation trunking and electrical conduiting to
be hidden above the ceiling level.
The structure is now complete and the cladding
is underway; the job is scheduled for completion
by the end of the year.

Manor, York

No.
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EN 6126/J

This contract is being carried out with
Robert Matthew, Johnson-Marshall and Partners’
Associate Architects Feilden and Mawson, and
comprises the building of a tutorial block over
the existing Wine Vaults built by King Henry
VIII. The difficulty in this job arises from the
fact that the Wine Vaults are scheduled as a
protected building, therefore, any work that we
carry out, must not in any way damage the Vaults.
There are three Vaults with cross walls between
each one, and after examination of the stone
arches, we decided to introduce a large beam to
carry the weight of the proposed light steel
frame building from cross wall to cross wall, so
that no pressure is applied to the arch. The arch
is the normal flat Tudor type and since, we under
stand this building was erected at great speed, the
workmanship is not such that the joining of the
arch can be relied upon to carry superimposed
loads. We are now at the stage where we await the
contractor starting work on site and his first job
will be to open up the tops of the Vaults, so that
we may make a final inspection and decision as to
how the work is to be carried out.

MIC[IAELMAS
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Hiiddersfic’ld Hospital

EN 5614

The new General Hospital for the Leeds
Regional Hospital Board has been planned by
George Trew & Dunn, who are the private
Architects for this project. The building was
originally conceived in three phases, each phase
approximately equal in size. In fact, we have
now reached the point where the Hospital is being
constructed in two phases. The first phase was
the construction of a large ward block, and
entrance hall, an operating theatre and X-ray
block, the bottom two floors only of a connecting
ward block which then leads to the services block,

in the case of the first ward block where cross
wall construction was requested by the Architect.
The Nurse’s Hostel and Training School which
we are doing directly with the Hospital Board,
will be load bearing brickwork with some pro
prietary pre-cast flooring giving three four-storey
blocks as the Hostel. The Training School, being
single storey, will be on ground bearing concrete
base slabs, with light steel framing with metal or
timber decking to form the roof.

I-lull Technical Colle’c’
EN 6240
Stage 3—College of Conmierce
This is an extension of the existing College of
Technology at Kingston-upon-Hull, the first two
phases of which we also carried out with Frederick
Gibberd. The third stage is the construction of
the 280 feet long by 40 feet wide by 33 feet high,
three-storey block for the College of Commerce,
which stands in front of the College of Technology
and also the communal block, Dining Hall and
Kitchens through which the classroom block is
linked to the main part of the college. The corn
munal block is designed to serve as a theatre or
Gymnasium.
This project is still in the very early stages of
discussion with the Architect, and we are at the
moment investigating combined forms of struc
ture using steelwork and reinforced concrete. To
allow maximum use of floor space we are being
asked to provide fairly large clear spans arid, as
the site is covered with a 20-foot deep layer of silt,
the building will need to be carried on piled
foundations, carried down into the clay layer
below; thus it is imperative that the structure be
as light as possible.

J’T
a
7
r Office Schools,
Pasir Paiijang, Ma 10)/a
namely the boiler house, laundry and kitchen and
is now complete. The new section, which has
just started on site, is completing the second
ward block, adding a dining room and a coffee
bar to this, also a sub-station for electricity
supply, a large Out-Patients’ Department, and a
raised car park with underground garage space for
ambulances. Running concurrently with this job
a little later this year will be a new Nurse’s Hostel
and Training School built on the same site.
The Hospital in general is of reinforced con
crete construction, mainly frame building, except

This is a secondary school being constructed
for the War Office at Pasir Panjang, near to
Singapore, in collaboration with Messrs. Robert
Matthew, Johnson-Marshall and Partners, who
are the Architects for the scheme. The school
comprises a number of single and three-storey
blocks which spread out over a site, the total
length of which is 800 feet and the overall width
of which is 330 feet. In the main the reinforced
concrete structure is light column and plate slab
construction, an exception being made only over
the Assembly Hall roof which is constructed of
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we are doing directly with the Hospital Board,
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prietary pre-cast flooring giving three four-storey
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phases of which we also carried out with Frederick
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the 280 feet long by 40 feet wide by 33 feet high,
three-storey block for the College of Commerce,
which stands in front of the College of Technology
and also the communal block, Dining Hall and
Kitchens through which the classroom block is
linked to the main part of the college. The corn
munal block is designed to serve as a theatre or
Gymnasium.
This project is still in the very early stages of
discussion with the Architect, and we are at the
moment investigating combined forms of struc
ture using steelwork and reinforced concrete. To
allow maximum use of floor space we are being
asked to provide fairly large clear spans arid, as
the site is covered with a 20-foot deep layer of silt,
the building will need to be carried on piled
foundations, carried down into the clay layer
below; thus it is imperative that the structure be
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This is a secondary school being constructed
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blocks which spread out over a site, the total
length of which is 800 feet and the overall width
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construction, an exception being made only over
the Assembly Hall roof which is constructed of

PONTIFACT

70-feet span tapered butterfly shaped beams with
diamond shaped openings on plan. These
openings are again roofed over with timber
hyperbolic paraboloid hoods. The ground in
this area is soft silty clay and thus we have not
been able to take buildings very high without
incurring large expense on the foundations. The
plate slabs, therefore, have been designed as
colTered slabs, i.e. the area of the slab which
does no work in the bottom half has been cut
away in strips and the result is similar to a hollow
tile slab without tiles or possibly, more appro
priately, a series of ‘T’ beams, to reduce the
weight as much as possible.
The contractor on this job is a local Chinese
firm, Chong Che Cheng & Co. and judging by
the reports we are receiving from our represen
tative on site, Andrew Maslowicz, the standard
of workmanship seems to be good. The building
is now about 15 per cent. complete and we
await with interest to hear how they manage to
deal with the large span roof beams. As Malaya
has almost incessant rain, all walkways con
necting between the buildings are covered, thus
affording some protection to the children and
teachers when they move from building to
building. There is also a maximum amount of
cross ventilation, the outer walls form a series of
vertical louvres which are very slim in section,
being only a maximum of 7 inches wide, and
about 2 inches thick and standing a full storey
height i.e. about 9 feet and spaced at roughly 10
feet centres. A horizontal louvre runs the full
length of each building on all floors made up of
pre-cast units, thereby forming a brise—soleil
which will give shade from the direct rays of the
sun as well as leaving plenty of opening for any
cooling breezes that may be about.

Seli r’yn Co llççJe, Cain bridge

EN 62

17

The College Authorities require a Common
Room for the fellows, plus a dining room for the
students and two flats for senior fellows. The
Architects, Messrs. Robert Matthew, JohnsonMarshall & Partners, have designed an interesting
structure to give this accommodation. The buil

ding is 50 feet long by 33 feet wide by 35 feet high
and the first floor cantilevers 4 feet over the
Ground Floor. The ground floor accommodates
the students’ dining room, the first floor the
fellows’ Common Room and set back from the
eaves at the roof level are the two flats for senior
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fellows. The construction is of reinforced con
crete up to the main roof level, the flats having
brick cross walls with timber joist roofs covered
with copper sheeting.

The Ford of the Partridge
by Sue Baxter

Oxfird Engineering Building

EN 5826

Oxford University is re-building a number of
the engineering faculties on the Keble Triangle.
The Triangle is situated just on the North side of
Oxford, alongside the Banbury Road. Murray
Ward & Partners, the Architects, had to fit the
client’s requirements into a confined site as they
were asked to make provision for all the engineer

ing departments, Structural, Civil and Mechanical.
The only solution was to design a multi-storeyed
reinforced concrete building which carried quite
considerable loading on each floor. The building
is 100 feet by 70 feet on planwith a 35 foot double
storey basement and an eight storey super
structure about 100 feet high overall. It had, in
fact, to be designed to carry 2 cwts. per square
foot with a possibility of a I ton load being
rolled in any direction; this is brought about by
the types of machinery that are used in these
laboratories, such as heavy machines for testing
concrete cubes or for tension testing of various

steel or other specimens, and a whole con
glomoration of water tanks, venturi-meters, etc.,
for the hydraulics section. A further pre
requisite was that each floor was to have the
maximum available area so that laboratories

could, if necessary, be expanded to cover the
whole of the floor area with the exception of the
central core containing lifts, stairs and services.
We produced a scheme whereby the outer floor
spans a maximum of 30 feet clear at each end and
a minimum of 20 feet clear at each side and is
supported on the inside by the core and on the
outside on a number of columns at about 10
feet centres. There are in fact five upper floors
and two basement floors so loaded and each of
these floors has been designed as a small bridge
deck; this of course meant very heavy sizes. The
Architects recognising the validity of using large
members carried on the emphasis given to the
building by keeping to the same edge thicknesses
for slabs and columns for the full height of the
building.
Within the double storey basement the client
intended to install a nuclear laboratory and
various heat engine laboratories also the boiler
Continued on page 26
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was hot in Amman. The molten tar
bubbled on the shimmering roads and
everyone clung to the coolness of his
house. At 1 p.m. two people sped along the
Jerusalem road towards the Dead Sea in a Landrover. The air blowing through the windows of
the vehicle was as hot as that from a blast furnace
and the temperature increased with every metre
descent into the Jordan valley. The Bedouin had
moved from the stifling heat of the Dead Sea to
the higher land, and their tents were seen scat
tered over the parched brown hills on each side
of the road. In many villages the harvest was
being gathered in, and dark clothed figures dotted
the landscape, all, from the oldest women to the
small children, armed with reaper’s hooks col
lecting the sheaves in their arms. The coolest
attire appeared to be the heaviest, darkest clothes,
and even the caniels were well insulated against
the sun’s relentless rays with the huge bundles of
straw which they carried pannier fashion and
looking like moving straw stacks. In the threshing
floors outside the villages, donkeys and oxen
were beaten by their masters into a constant
‘prowl’ over the gathered corn, either pulling a
wooden beater to separate the grain, or merely
walking over it. Occasionally in a threshed area,
where most of the grain had been gathered, a soli
tary horse or donkey nuzzled amongst the straw
to glean a few choice morsels of chaff or corn.
Such pastoral scenes, untouched by the hand
of time and modern inventions, transport one’s
spirit so easily to the cornfields of the Bible and
confirm one’s picture of ‘Canaan’s pleasant land’
golden corn’, quite unimaginable
and the ‘fair
during the winter months when the same hills are
bleak and barren with barely a blade of grass
visible.
But why transport themselves in the glaring
midday sun to the hottest place in Jordan,
travelling along a dusty unsurfaced road to
a small settlement on the banks of the Jordan
river? True, there were trees there and the river
ran deep, but few people lived there and the
isolated monastery buildings were the only signs
.

.

.

of habitation, all barred from outside invaders.
They drove down a shady lane towards the river
and, on reaching the end, stepped out of the
vehicle, looked around them at the river and at
two old women standing up to their thighs in the
water and immediately turned and drove out of
the lane.
They drove further until another track again
led them to the river. They found an old man
smoking foul smelling tobacco; he wielded a
bunch of keys and showed them a strange
looking ‘boat’ moored to the bank. It consisted
of no more than a few pieces of wood nailed
together in a boat shape. They talked with him
for several minutes, thanked him and departed.
What, you may enquire, induced this strange
behaviour for they drove straight back to Amman
having achieved apparently nothing?
The following day, at 4,30 p.m. six people left
Amman and sped along that same road, under
the same glaring sun, though lower in its course,
along the same dusty track, to the same spot on
the river, where they met the same man who led
them to the same ‘boat’. This tinie, though, they
got into the ‘boat’ with the old man and a stranger
whom they met there, who wore a mortar board
and a long flowing robe. The old man rowed the
‘boat’ away from the steep mud banks into the
middle of the stream and allowed it to drift,
guiding it away from the banks with his oar.
Thomas Ian Baxter was about to be baptised
in the River Jordan at the alleged site of Christ’s
Baptisni by John the Baptist. It was, appro
priately, the day of the feast of St. John and the
padre had kindly arranged to perform the
ceremony at this spot, called The Ford of the
Partridge. The river here was about 15 yards
wide and tall eucalyptus and hanging trees cast
welcome shade on the water. All was very quiet
and still, and nothing but the padre’s voice and
the squeak of the oars of the wooden ‘tub’ in
which we sat, broke the spell. The Greek
Orthodox church holds a special service at this
spot once a year on Epiphany Sunday, when
Continued on page 26
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of workmanship seems to be good. The building
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Architects, Messrs. Robert Matthew, JohnsonMarshall & Partners, have designed an interesting
structure to give this accommodation. The buil
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and the first floor cantilevers 4 feet over the
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fellows’ Common Room and set back from the
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for several minutes, thanked him and departed.
What, you may enquire, induced this strange
behaviour for they drove straight back to Amman
having achieved apparently nothing?
The following day, at 4,30 p.m. six people left
Amman and sped along that same road, under
the same glaring sun, though lower in its course,
along the same dusty track, to the same spot on
the river, where they met the same man who led
them to the same ‘boat’. This tinie, though, they
got into the ‘boat’ with the old man and a stranger
whom they met there, who wore a mortar board
and a long flowing robe. The old man rowed the
‘boat’ away from the steep mud banks into the
middle of the stream and allowed it to drift,
guiding it away from the banks with his oar.
Thomas Ian Baxter was about to be baptised
in the River Jordan at the alleged site of Christ’s
Baptisni by John the Baptist. It was, appro
priately, the day of the feast of St. John and the
padre had kindly arranged to perform the
ceremony at this spot, called The Ford of the
Partridge. The river here was about 15 yards
wide and tall eucalyptus and hanging trees cast
welcome shade on the water. All was very quiet
and still, and nothing but the padre’s voice and
the squeak of the oars of the wooden ‘tub’ in
which we sat, broke the spell. The Greek
Orthodox church holds a special service at this
spot once a year on Epiphany Sunday, when
Continued on page 26
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A Day with the Nagas
by Aiidy Kellain
our editor, desperate for something to fill
the magazine, is to be blamed for this
article. Had I any interesting or exciting
incident in my life to write about? he asked. In
an ordinary humdrum existence there has been
one day that stands out for its adventures.
It was just after the war, on a survey of an
Assam tea estate lying close under the Naga hills.
Readers who were in the Burma campaign will
know of the Naga people, reputed to be a race of
fierce, incivilised, naked headhunters living high
up on the jungle-clad mountain peaks between
India and Burma. From my bungalow I could
see the fires burning up there in their villages at
night. Being keen on a spot of walking and
climbing I used to visit these people. How wrong
were the stories, for here were a charming welldressed friendly folk who welcomed me into their
tidy houses and their little Baptist chapel. I
went many times and we became good friends.
“Ah”, said the planters, “to see the real Nagas
you have to go deeper and higher into the moun
tains, across the borderline into their own country.
But no one has been there, it’s not alowed, the
police would put you in gaol if you try”. 1 wrote
to the District Officer for the Nagas, who lives at
Kohinia, for permission to go. Back came the
answer “It is absolutely forbidden for you to
cross the border”. Sitting on my verandah every
evening watching those twinkling fires and re
membering the Nagas I had met it all sounded
rather ridiculous.
The jungle telegraph must have got busy with
the thoughts I had in mind. One night a rather
furtive Indian called on me to say that he was
soon visiting Jabooka chung (village) way over
the Naga border. He would take me with him for
a small fee so long as I kept absolutely silent
about it. Tempting. Too tempting.
The next Saturday the two of us slipped
quietly away into the jungle, spending a night on
a river island. This was quite a thrill in itself for
in the night we heard the sniffing and grunting of
a tiger very close, and in the morning his pug

marks were all around on the main shore. He
had sniffed along our footprints.
We set off at dawn on our long climb over ridge
and valley, always along a narrow path in deep
dark jungle. At last after six hours we were
panting up the last steep climb with Jabooka
perched on the peak above.
And here I had a horrible feeling that all was
not well—that we were being watched and
followed. Too true. Coming absolutely silently
there were suddenly men around us, warriors
painted all over in gaudy colours, and wearing
feathers in their hair and all fully armed with
spears, bows and arrows and the axe which they
all carry. Above us on the path was their leader,
and pointing right at my middle, he aimed a
cross, bow. I’ve never had to face a loaded gun
but feel sure this is a greater ordeal, when you
can see the enormous size of the arrow head, the
tautness of the wound up bow string, the flimsi
ness of the trigger and the cold grimness of the
men holding it. He shouted “Kor hai, ki junta
hai?”. (Who are you, what do you want!) My
companion uttered words of wisdom to me which
I shall never forget. He said “Sahib, I do not
think these people like you very much!”
Luckily they knew the Indian and he was able
to talk to them in their own language. It went on
for a long time before the cross bow was lowered.
“No, I was not a tax man. No, I was not a spy.
I was just somebody going up to visit their great
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king”. “Why?” “Because I had heard what a
very fine man he was”, etc. etc. Finally, but
grudgingly and with stern faces, they let us
proceed, under the guard of two spearsmen.
Jabooka was surrounded by a stockade of
sharp bamboo spikes and big gates—closed.
Our guards shouted, the gates opened, and as we
passed through they closed again! I must say I
felt highly tense and uncomfortable. Was I ever
going to walk out of those gates again? The
village appeared to be deserted until one saw
sullen faces peering from dark doorways. The
largest house at the summit of the peak was the
palace. 1 was taken in and told to sit on the floor
before the only chair. The king, very dignified
and stern, came and sat in the chair and the
questions began all over again. His dress was
interesting. A black bearskin hat (he had killed
the bear himself) and a U.S.A.F. staff sergeant
shirt. One wonder on the fate of some war
time “hump flyer” who had crashed in those
mountains!
The king obviously knew 1 was breaking the
law to come and that 1 would not have dared to
tell anyone my destination. So if 1 disappeared
no one would know the story. A nasty thought!
The situation remained tense until a slight
diversion occurred. The king’s 6 or 7 year old
son and heir (dressed in a smaller replica of his
dad’s hat) came in and was immediately the best
of friends. 1 gave him some sweets and sugar and
bounced him up and down on my leg and made
the kid laugh. It seemed to clear the air a bit
with father. And then the name of my tea estate
was mentioned and the king began to beam.
Apparently an old male relation of his had gone
blind and had been led down to our hospital
where our Indian woman doctor had mirac
ulously restored his sight (she is wonderful on
cataract operations). I asked to see the man and
he was brought in. Very expertly I inspected his
eyes and handed him a tube of eye ointment with
instruction on its use.
All was now happy and we were all good friends.
The king would like to take me on a tour of his
village. Starting with an introduction to his
wives, who performed quite a pretty little dance,
a walk to the temple, where, curiously for a
mountain people 800 miles from the sea, a large
canoe seemed to be the object of worship. Then
the huge log drum for sending messages to his
followers outside the village and a pen of young
dogs, the village meat supply.
And then, with tremendous pride, I was shown
a pole—and on the top of the pole, drying in the
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sun was a very newly cut off man’s head! A
crowd of excited villages gathered round, the
young girls wringing their hands and heaving
great sighs towards a young man—the man who
had just gained his first head. 1 shook his hand,
slapped him on the back and told him what a
grand warrior he was. Well—what would you
have done chums? Another crisis for me arose
when, for the benefit of the young female adorants
he used me as the victim in a demonstration of
how he had stalked and caught his prey. His axe
was very, very sharp, but luckily it was under
control. I lent him my field glasses to see the
village on another peak from where the head had
come.
The king seemed a bit put out; he was keen
to move on. First we inspected the body of a
warrior lying in a hammock complete with all
his paint, his headress and his arms. The big point
was that he still had his head! This head-hunting
business seems to be rather like a football match.
At present this village was one up at half time
(the body in the hammock could be compared to
a penalty kick by the other side which didn’t
score). Incidentally, a man’s head seems to
count one point, a woman’s two and a child’s
three! This is because the women and children
are protected and kept in the villages and difficult
to get at. The ambush which had caught us had
been set to catch the other village coming in for
revenge.
The final showpiece was the king’s trophy room
attached to the palace. Around the walls were
racks and on the racks were his proud trophies
set out just like some successful golfer’s cups.
Only these were not cups, but human heads—
eighty-three of them!!
By now the king and I were firm friends but
having great difficulty over language since the
Indian had slipped quietly away. A bit worrying
really for the king was obviously setting me up
with a hut for the night and telling me there was
going to be great feasting, drinking and dancing.
And I wanted to go home now, right now.
Anything could happen at the party; it would be
better to be far away.
We presented gifts to each other, mine some
tea and salt, his three live chicken and some eggs.
Then, thankfully, my Indian returned, loaded up
with bundles. Now we could go. I mentioned
my nervousness of walking back through the
ambush. The king took off his bearskin hat
and handed it to me with the ominous message
“No one will touch the neck under the king’s hat!’
I handed him my topee, and we each put them on.
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A Day with the Nagas
by Aiidy Kellain
our editor, desperate for something to fill
the magazine, is to be blamed for this
article. Had I any interesting or exciting
incident in my life to write about? he asked. In
an ordinary humdrum existence there has been
one day that stands out for its adventures.
It was just after the war, on a survey of an
Assam tea estate lying close under the Naga hills.
Readers who were in the Burma campaign will
know of the Naga people, reputed to be a race of
fierce, incivilised, naked headhunters living high
up on the jungle-clad mountain peaks between
India and Burma. From my bungalow I could
see the fires burning up there in their villages at
night. Being keen on a spot of walking and
climbing I used to visit these people. How wrong
were the stories, for here were a charming welldressed friendly folk who welcomed me into their
tidy houses and their little Baptist chapel. I
went many times and we became good friends.
“Ah”, said the planters, “to see the real Nagas
you have to go deeper and higher into the moun
tains, across the borderline into their own country.
But no one has been there, it’s not alowed, the
police would put you in gaol if you try”. 1 wrote
to the District Officer for the Nagas, who lives at
Kohinia, for permission to go. Back came the
answer “It is absolutely forbidden for you to
cross the border”. Sitting on my verandah every
evening watching those twinkling fires and re
membering the Nagas I had met it all sounded
rather ridiculous.
The jungle telegraph must have got busy with
the thoughts I had in mind. One night a rather
furtive Indian called on me to say that he was
soon visiting Jabooka chung (village) way over
the Naga border. He would take me with him for
a small fee so long as I kept absolutely silent
about it. Tempting. Too tempting.
The next Saturday the two of us slipped
quietly away into the jungle, spending a night on
a river island. This was quite a thrill in itself for
in the night we heard the sniffing and grunting of
a tiger very close, and in the morning his pug

marks were all around on the main shore. He
had sniffed along our footprints.
We set off at dawn on our long climb over ridge
and valley, always along a narrow path in deep
dark jungle. At last after six hours we were
panting up the last steep climb with Jabooka
perched on the peak above.
And here I had a horrible feeling that all was
not well—that we were being watched and
followed. Too true. Coming absolutely silently
there were suddenly men around us, warriors
painted all over in gaudy colours, and wearing
feathers in their hair and all fully armed with
spears, bows and arrows and the axe which they
all carry. Above us on the path was their leader,
and pointing right at my middle, he aimed a
cross, bow. I’ve never had to face a loaded gun
but feel sure this is a greater ordeal, when you
can see the enormous size of the arrow head, the
tautness of the wound up bow string, the flimsi
ness of the trigger and the cold grimness of the
men holding it. He shouted “Kor hai, ki junta
hai?”. (Who are you, what do you want!) My
companion uttered words of wisdom to me which
I shall never forget. He said “Sahib, I do not
think these people like you very much!”
Luckily they knew the Indian and he was able
to talk to them in their own language. It went on
for a long time before the cross bow was lowered.
“No, I was not a tax man. No, I was not a spy.
I was just somebody going up to visit their great
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king”. “Why?” “Because I had heard what a
very fine man he was”, etc. etc. Finally, but
grudgingly and with stern faces, they let us
proceed, under the guard of two spearsmen.
Jabooka was surrounded by a stockade of
sharp bamboo spikes and big gates—closed.
Our guards shouted, the gates opened, and as we
passed through they closed again! I must say I
felt highly tense and uncomfortable. Was I ever
going to walk out of those gates again? The
village appeared to be deserted until one saw
sullen faces peering from dark doorways. The
largest house at the summit of the peak was the
palace. 1 was taken in and told to sit on the floor
before the only chair. The king, very dignified
and stern, came and sat in the chair and the
questions began all over again. His dress was
interesting. A black bearskin hat (he had killed
the bear himself) and a U.S.A.F. staff sergeant
shirt. One wonder on the fate of some war
time “hump flyer” who had crashed in those
mountains!
The king obviously knew 1 was breaking the
law to come and that 1 would not have dared to
tell anyone my destination. So if 1 disappeared
no one would know the story. A nasty thought!
The situation remained tense until a slight
diversion occurred. The king’s 6 or 7 year old
son and heir (dressed in a smaller replica of his
dad’s hat) came in and was immediately the best
of friends. 1 gave him some sweets and sugar and
bounced him up and down on my leg and made
the kid laugh. It seemed to clear the air a bit
with father. And then the name of my tea estate
was mentioned and the king began to beam.
Apparently an old male relation of his had gone
blind and had been led down to our hospital
where our Indian woman doctor had mirac
ulously restored his sight (she is wonderful on
cataract operations). I asked to see the man and
he was brought in. Very expertly I inspected his
eyes and handed him a tube of eye ointment with
instruction on its use.
All was now happy and we were all good friends.
The king would like to take me on a tour of his
village. Starting with an introduction to his
wives, who performed quite a pretty little dance,
a walk to the temple, where, curiously for a
mountain people 800 miles from the sea, a large
canoe seemed to be the object of worship. Then
the huge log drum for sending messages to his
followers outside the village and a pen of young
dogs, the village meat supply.
And then, with tremendous pride, I was shown
a pole—and on the top of the pole, drying in the
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crowd of excited villages gathered round, the
young girls wringing their hands and heaving
great sighs towards a young man—the man who
had just gained his first head. 1 shook his hand,
slapped him on the back and told him what a
grand warrior he was. Well—what would you
have done chums? Another crisis for me arose
when, for the benefit of the young female adorants
he used me as the victim in a demonstration of
how he had stalked and caught his prey. His axe
was very, very sharp, but luckily it was under
control. I lent him my field glasses to see the
village on another peak from where the head had
come.
The king seemed a bit put out; he was keen
to move on. First we inspected the body of a
warrior lying in a hammock complete with all
his paint, his headress and his arms. The big point
was that he still had his head! This head-hunting
business seems to be rather like a football match.
At present this village was one up at half time
(the body in the hammock could be compared to
a penalty kick by the other side which didn’t
score). Incidentally, a man’s head seems to
count one point, a woman’s two and a child’s
three! This is because the women and children
are protected and kept in the villages and difficult
to get at. The ambush which had caught us had
been set to catch the other village coming in for
revenge.
The final showpiece was the king’s trophy room
attached to the palace. Around the walls were
racks and on the racks were his proud trophies
set out just like some successful golfer’s cups.
Only these were not cups, but human heads—
eighty-three of them!!
By now the king and I were firm friends but
having great difficulty over language since the
Indian had slipped quietly away. A bit worrying
really for the king was obviously setting me up
with a hut for the night and telling me there was
going to be great feasting, drinking and dancing.
And I wanted to go home now, right now.
Anything could happen at the party; it would be
better to be far away.
We presented gifts to each other, mine some
tea and salt, his three live chicken and some eggs.
Then, thankfully, my Indian returned, loaded up
with bundles. Now we could go. I mentioned
my nervousness of walking back through the
ambush. The king took off his bearskin hat
and handed it to me with the ominous message
“No one will touch the neck under the king’s hat!’
I handed him my topee, and we each put them on.
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The hat was a pimple on my big head—the topee
came right over his eyes and rested on his nose.
The crowd around saw the humorous side of it
all as we solemnly shook hands and I turned and
left, the chickens tied on the top of my rucksack.
We were followed by hilarious laughter and
clapping as we made our way out of the gate and
down the steep path. The hat worked, for even
the stern ambush team smiled and waved us
through.
Hours later the welcome lights of the bungalow
came into view and 1 was able to sit on the
verandah steps, taking off my boots and looking
at those twinkling firelights up in the mountains

No.
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It was very, very good to be back after our
day of adventure which could have ended so
differently. But I shall forever be thankful that
1 went up there and met those fine, vigorous and
lovable people whom I shall always admire.
Civilisation and progress seem so insignificant
and unimportant when you meet a very happy,
hard-working community of primitives. Long
may they stay apart from the world.
Two weeks later there was a short article in the
local paper telling of the arrest of a notorious
opium smuggler. I am sorry he got caught and I
hope my mysterious companion of the march did
not think that 1 gave away his secrets.
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house and ventilation plant. The nuclear lab
oratory had to be underground to simplify the
shielding problems, thus the space required
meant carrying down the building a matter of 25
feet or so below the ground. We were then in the
Oxford clay, which is a very firm clay, but had
the problem of trying to distribute evenly across
the level bottom the heavy Loading on the outside
wall and the heavy loading down the inner core,
and found the only practicable solution was to
put in a 9 foot deep grillage beam raft. This led
to the production of a number of cells between
the grillage beams, the cells being 9 feet deep and
about 12 feet wide and up to 30 feet long. The
university authorities at once realised that the cells
were probably the most ideal place to put their

nuclear laboratories. The service en
gineers, who had been very hard pressed to fit in
all of their pumps, and other bits of machinery,
also decided that the cells were an absolute god
send, as they did in fact come outside of the
agreed volume of the building. Thus there is
almost more plant in the grillage foundations
than in the rest of the building. This building
has now been constructed and the only thing
outstanding is an elevated concourse walkway
which will connect this building to other buildings
going up on the site. Previous to this building,
the Metallurgy building was constructed and we
are now linking through to that both for walkway
access and for services. The Metallurgy building
was also designed in this office under D. E. Thorpe.

pilgrims come to immerse themselves in the
blessed waters, and children are brought for
Baptism. There are shelters and stone forms and
tables for picnickers and a small shack where one
can buy chai and soft drinks, but we were quite
alone in the place and the real spirit of the
service could be felt, particularly when the padre
collected a cupfull of the river water and poured
a small amount three times over the little boy’s
head. Together we repeated the responses and
promises; the baby seemed to enjoy watching the

trees and feeling the motion of the boat and the
water on his head was cooling in those hot
surroundings.
The flies buzzed around and the little ‘tub’
kept knocking the bank; the seats were hard and
uncomfortable, but not one of these external
influences could detract from the emotion of the
occasion as we realised how, two thousand years
ago, Christ himself stood on the banks of the
very same river, where today our small son was
baptised in those same waters.

should like to relate to you two entirely
unconnected episodes that happened to
to me several years ago during my
National Service. 1 say unconnected, but 1
believe that both events were united by the fact
that I am rather above average in height. An
excellent quality in crowds, packed underground
trains, and for standing in the deep end, but
quite undesirable when facing small Commis
sioned Officers or regular Non-Commissioned
Officers. The first encounter took place after I
had been in the army three days. We had arrived
at our basic training unit, and for the first two
days did nothing except remain in our civilian
clothes and do an hour’s physical training. On
the morning of the third day, however, there was
considerably more activity at six-thirty than usual.
A lance-corporal marched into the barrack room,
boyishly banging a mess tin with a tin of boot
polish, while bawling at us to get out of our
beds. “Come on aht of it yer scratchers, yer great
aht
yer
have
dozey shower. Let’s
of yer beds”. The last word was squeaked rather
than spoken, and sounded much like an over
zealous castrato might have done three-hundred
years ago. Maybe he had seen active service,
I mused.
We tumbled out of our beds, zhocked at such
a rude awakening, and it dawned on our befuddled
minds that National Service had suddenly started.
All eyes were turned on the corporal as socks
were pulled on and laces tightened up. His
frenzied pacing suddenly stopped, and he froze
in his tracks with a look of sheer disbelief on his
face. We all gaped. An unfortunate recruit still
asleep remained blissfully unaware of the apoplec
tic condition he was inducing in the corporal.
The corporal, struggling to retain control of his
emotions, took one pace to the head of the bed
and bending down, roared in his victim’s ear,
“Get up, up, up, up, up, up!” The noise pro
duced galvanic movements from beneath the
blankets, and in a trice an ashen-faced recruit
stood trembling before the corporal. An un
canny lull followed. The corporal spoke in a
.
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harsh stage whisper, “You waitin’ for yer tea
and biscuits, son?”
“No, sir”, faltered the recruit.
“Yer don’t Sir me, you great stoopid nit!” he
cried, “i’ve only got one tape, so I’m Corporal
to you, do yer see, Corporal, that’s all, Corporal”.
“Yes, Corporal”, responded the recruit.
Minutes later, having washed under conditions
I vaguely remembered on a farm during the war,
we were herded out to have breakfast, and were
informed during the meal that the morning
would start by our receiving army kit and clothes.
We assembled in the Quartermaster’s stores and
waited our turn. Proceedings went pleasantly
until the two storemen saw me come to the front
as my name was called. They took stock of me.
“Blimey”, said one, “Flippin’ stroll on”, said
the other. They busied themselves in bringing
forward articles that would fit: Mess tins, belts,
gaiters, pants-cellular, vests and berets. 1 imagine
this was done in order to encourage themselves
to find denims, two pairs of B.D. and a greatcoat
that would be somewhere near my size. After ten
minutes searching they had to give up, but as a
consolation they did give me one pair of demins,
designed for a man with a fifty-inch chest, with
the promise that the other clothes would follow
on as soon as possible. I was last out of the
store, and on returning to the barrack room I
found the other recruits half-dressed in their
newly acquired army clothes, preparing them
selves for their first parade. We tumbled out of
our barrack room and assembled on the vast
parade ground. A colleague, who had been a
Field-Marshal or something at the local primary
school O.T.C., was busily arranging us, and
placed me out in front at the extreme right hand
end. He then suggested it would look better if
we kept our feet together and tried not to fold
our arms. Initially you feel so self-conscious on
a square. Seconds later, a tiny, barrel-chested
sergeant strode onto the square in front of us.
His cold blue eyes swept the ranks with obvious
disapproval, until finally his eyes rested on me
and riveted themselves there. A look of absolute
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The hat was a pimple on my big head—the topee
came right over his eyes and rested on his nose.
The crowd around saw the humorous side of it
all as we solemnly shook hands and I turned and
left, the chickens tied on the top of my rucksack.
We were followed by hilarious laughter and
clapping as we made our way out of the gate and
down the steep path. The hat worked, for even
the stern ambush team smiled and waved us
through.
Hours later the welcome lights of the bungalow
came into view and 1 was able to sit on the
verandah steps, taking off my boots and looking
at those twinkling firelights up in the mountains
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It was very, very good to be back after our
day of adventure which could have ended so
differently. But I shall forever be thankful that
1 went up there and met those fine, vigorous and
lovable people whom I shall always admire.
Civilisation and progress seem so insignificant
and unimportant when you meet a very happy,
hard-working community of primitives. Long
may they stay apart from the world.
Two weeks later there was a short article in the
local paper telling of the arrest of a notorious
opium smuggler. I am sorry he got caught and I
hope my mysterious companion of the march did
not think that 1 gave away his secrets.
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house and ventilation plant. The nuclear lab
oratory had to be underground to simplify the
shielding problems, thus the space required
meant carrying down the building a matter of 25
feet or so below the ground. We were then in the
Oxford clay, which is a very firm clay, but had
the problem of trying to distribute evenly across
the level bottom the heavy Loading on the outside
wall and the heavy loading down the inner core,
and found the only practicable solution was to
put in a 9 foot deep grillage beam raft. This led
to the production of a number of cells between
the grillage beams, the cells being 9 feet deep and
about 12 feet wide and up to 30 feet long. The
university authorities at once realised that the cells
were probably the most ideal place to put their

nuclear laboratories. The service en
gineers, who had been very hard pressed to fit in
all of their pumps, and other bits of machinery,
also decided that the cells were an absolute god
send, as they did in fact come outside of the
agreed volume of the building. Thus there is
almost more plant in the grillage foundations
than in the rest of the building. This building
has now been constructed and the only thing
outstanding is an elevated concourse walkway
which will connect this building to other buildings
going up on the site. Previous to this building,
the Metallurgy building was constructed and we
are now linking through to that both for walkway
access and for services. The Metallurgy building
was also designed in this office under D. E. Thorpe.

pilgrims come to immerse themselves in the
blessed waters, and children are brought for
Baptism. There are shelters and stone forms and
tables for picnickers and a small shack where one
can buy chai and soft drinks, but we were quite
alone in the place and the real spirit of the
service could be felt, particularly when the padre
collected a cupfull of the river water and poured
a small amount three times over the little boy’s
head. Together we repeated the responses and
promises; the baby seemed to enjoy watching the

trees and feeling the motion of the boat and the
water on his head was cooling in those hot
surroundings.
The flies buzzed around and the little ‘tub’
kept knocking the bank; the seats were hard and
uncomfortable, but not one of these external
influences could detract from the emotion of the
occasion as we realised how, two thousand years
ago, Christ himself stood on the banks of the
very same river, where today our small son was
baptised in those same waters.

should like to relate to you two entirely
unconnected episodes that happened to
to me several years ago during my
National Service. 1 say unconnected, but 1
believe that both events were united by the fact
that I am rather above average in height. An
excellent quality in crowds, packed underground
trains, and for standing in the deep end, but
quite undesirable when facing small Commis
sioned Officers or regular Non-Commissioned
Officers. The first encounter took place after I
had been in the army three days. We had arrived
at our basic training unit, and for the first two
days did nothing except remain in our civilian
clothes and do an hour’s physical training. On
the morning of the third day, however, there was
considerably more activity at six-thirty than usual.
A lance-corporal marched into the barrack room,
boyishly banging a mess tin with a tin of boot
polish, while bawling at us to get out of our
beds. “Come on aht of it yer scratchers, yer great
aht
yer
have
dozey shower. Let’s
of yer beds”. The last word was squeaked rather
than spoken, and sounded much like an over
zealous castrato might have done three-hundred
years ago. Maybe he had seen active service,
I mused.
We tumbled out of our beds, zhocked at such
a rude awakening, and it dawned on our befuddled
minds that National Service had suddenly started.
All eyes were turned on the corporal as socks
were pulled on and laces tightened up. His
frenzied pacing suddenly stopped, and he froze
in his tracks with a look of sheer disbelief on his
face. We all gaped. An unfortunate recruit still
asleep remained blissfully unaware of the apoplec
tic condition he was inducing in the corporal.
The corporal, struggling to retain control of his
emotions, took one pace to the head of the bed
and bending down, roared in his victim’s ear,
“Get up, up, up, up, up, up!” The noise pro
duced galvanic movements from beneath the
blankets, and in a trice an ashen-faced recruit
stood trembling before the corporal. An un
canny lull followed. The corporal spoke in a
.
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harsh stage whisper, “You waitin’ for yer tea
and biscuits, son?”
“No, sir”, faltered the recruit.
“Yer don’t Sir me, you great stoopid nit!” he
cried, “i’ve only got one tape, so I’m Corporal
to you, do yer see, Corporal, that’s all, Corporal”.
“Yes, Corporal”, responded the recruit.
Minutes later, having washed under conditions
I vaguely remembered on a farm during the war,
we were herded out to have breakfast, and were
informed during the meal that the morning
would start by our receiving army kit and clothes.
We assembled in the Quartermaster’s stores and
waited our turn. Proceedings went pleasantly
until the two storemen saw me come to the front
as my name was called. They took stock of me.
“Blimey”, said one, “Flippin’ stroll on”, said
the other. They busied themselves in bringing
forward articles that would fit: Mess tins, belts,
gaiters, pants-cellular, vests and berets. 1 imagine
this was done in order to encourage themselves
to find denims, two pairs of B.D. and a greatcoat
that would be somewhere near my size. After ten
minutes searching they had to give up, but as a
consolation they did give me one pair of demins,
designed for a man with a fifty-inch chest, with
the promise that the other clothes would follow
on as soon as possible. I was last out of the
store, and on returning to the barrack room I
found the other recruits half-dressed in their
newly acquired army clothes, preparing them
selves for their first parade. We tumbled out of
our barrack room and assembled on the vast
parade ground. A colleague, who had been a
Field-Marshal or something at the local primary
school O.T.C., was busily arranging us, and
placed me out in front at the extreme right hand
end. He then suggested it would look better if
we kept our feet together and tried not to fold
our arms. Initially you feel so self-conscious on
a square. Seconds later, a tiny, barrel-chested
sergeant strode onto the square in front of us.
His cold blue eyes swept the ranks with obvious
disapproval, until finally his eyes rested on me
and riveted themselves there. A look of absolute
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and a good deal of the civilian population as
well, would have had no difficulty in hearing.
“Get to the back, you great long fing, get to the
back where I can’t see you”. I made a desperate
attempt to march intermingled with a few run
ning skips, so that I could get out of sight and, I

“You great, big ‘orrible mess”

horror came into his eves. He marched towards
me at 120 to the minute. Everybody’s eyes were
turned towards me, hoping, no doubt, that one
of the awe inspiring stories they had heard about
would be enacted.
He came to a crashing halt and rested his nose
in my stomach. 1 tried to look ahead and down
at the same time. For a long time he must have
glared at my midriff, and then slowly, ever so
slowly, his head moved up and up, until finally
he looked at me. “You great, big ‘orrible mess”,
he roared, “You great big. ‘orrible, ‘orrible mess”.
He took one pace backwards. “1 don’t believe
believe it”, he cried, looking at
it, I don’t b
the six inches of white, bare leg between the
top of my gaiters and the bottoms of my denims,
lashed to my legs with boot laces. I don’t think
the brown, size fourteen boots helped to ease the
picture he had of me. “With you in our army,
son, we can’t lose. You’ll either frighten ‘em
A long
laughin’
to deff or they’ll die b
pause of fully ten seconds. “You laughin’, son?
Don’t laugh son, don’t you even snigger!” He
must have imbued me with an extraordinary
sense of humour, as 1 had never felt less like
laughing in my whole life. His last question had
been said in an intimate sort of voice, so that
only those recruits in the immediate vicinity
could hear. The next order the entire barracks,
.
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hoped, his attention as quickly as possible. But
I was not to be so fortunate. Again he marched
towards me at 120 to the minute, and repeated his
crashing halt. “You’re big now, son, but when
I’m finished wiv you you’ll be as small as what
I am!” His last remark was revealing, I think.
I can only add that for the remainder of my
basic training he and I never saw eye to eye,
literally or figuratively.
The second encounter with my superiors
occurred almost a year later when I was Acting
oblique-stroke Sergeant in the R.A.E.C. I had
been fortunate in obtaining a posting to Germany,
but at the same time unfortunate in that I had
been posted to the Guards. I say unfortunate, for
they do seem to have an inbred dislike of every
body not in the Guards, whilst it is almost in
excusable to be in the Educational Corps.
The second battalion had arrived two days
previously and I now thought it opportune to
introduce myself to the Adjutant. I applied for
an interview.
The following morning I was up rather earlier
than usual, when there was a sudden knock on
the door, and Smithy burst in. Smithy, I should
perhaps tell you, was a regular army guardsman
from Birmingham. He had been excused all
duties, nobody knew why, and spent his day
light hours cleaning out the classrooms, tidying
up after me and listening to Hank Williams. He
was remaining in Germany for a few weeks as
a member of the “hand-over” party. Smithy
looked worried. “Sarge, hey, Sarge, you’re on
flipping orders. Let’s have yer belt, boots and
best B.D. quick”. I handed these articles
obediently over.
“What’s it all about, Smithy, do you know?”
“No idea, Sarge, but it’s best not to keep them
waiting”.
Half an hour later, looking rather more
resplendent than usual, I was outside the Orderly
Room. The Drill Sergeant glared at me. Sud
denly, the door was flung open, and a soldier
came marching out at an incredible pace,
desperately trying to keep time with a shrill,
from
“L.eft-right-left-right-left-right-left-right”,
within the room. Before I could recover, the
Drill Sergeant looked at me briefly.
“Sergeant, Sergeant, ‘shun”. I did my best to
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bring my boot crashing down, but only succeeded
in partially crushing my other heel.
“Quick march, left-right-left-right-left-right,
halt, left TURN !“ With his orders still ringing
in my ears, I found myself facing a large leathercovered table, behind which sat the Adjutant.
One could only describe his appearance as
incredibly smooth. On his immediate left stood
the Regimental Sergeant Major. His eyes
flickered over me momentarily.
“You are charged, Sergeant, with keeping a
civilian vehicle in a military garage, and acting
The Adjutant looked
contrary to section
steadfastly ahead, as if giving the charge time to
sink in. Then, slowly, he raised his eyes to where
he thought my head should be, and then realised
that he would have to raise his eyes considerably
higher if he were going to look at my face. He
looked annoyed. “Have you anything to say,
Sergeant?”
“No, sir”, I replied, realising that ignorance of
the law is no excuse. He continued in the same
deliberate voice.
“This is an extremely severe offence, Sergeant,
and I find I have no choice but to reprimand you
severely. Further, Regimental Sergeant Major,
I would like to you instruct the Sergeant to remove
his other car from the military grounds alto
gether”. He leaned back. I realised that pro
ceedings had finished, and hastily saluted. The
Drill Sergeant, who had followed me into the
room barked,
“About turn, right turn. Quick march, leftright-left-right-left-right”. I found myself coming
out of the room with the same speed and aban
don as the unfortunate guardsman had done
before me.
The rest of the day passed uneventfully, except
for a brief visit by the R.S.M. during a lesson,
when he instructed me to remove the offending
car within 48 hours. Towards the evening, how
ever, I was filled with a sense of impending
disaster, fortified by Smithy’s mournful voice as
he explained “‘Ow it was when they had a go
at yer”. I went to bed that night regretting the
fact that I had run foul of the Adjutant and
R.S.M. so soon after their arrival.
it seemed only minutes later when there was a
thunderous knock on the door, and Smithy
rushed in. “Where are yer boots, belt and best
B.D., Sarge? They’ve got you again!”
“They’ve done what, Smithy?” I yelped.
“You’re on flipping orders again, Sarge”, he
wailed, disappearing down the corridor, clutching
the necessary paraphernalia. I collected my

scattered wits, and an hour later I arrived outside
the familiar door. Again, I was rushed in with
my legs describing circles in an effort to get me
there as quickly as possible. The scene was
identical with that of yesterday. The R.S.M.
covered me with the same flickering stare and
snarled, “You are charged, Sergeant, with failing
to comply with an order I expressly gave you
yesterday, namely to remove one of your vehicles
from the military grounds, within 24 hours”.
The room seemed very quiet as he stopped
speaking. The Adjutant reclined in his chair and
pressed his finger-tips together much as clergy
men are supposed to do. He then leaned forward
and fingered his tie. “Have you anything to say
for yourself, Sergeant, because if you have, I
would be extremely interested to hear it”. It
was at this juncture that I decided I would have

“Have you anything to say, Sergeant?”

to say something for myself. In any case I wasn’t
really cut out for this sort of thing, and they
would just have to take the rough with the
smooth.
“Yes sir, I have. The charge as read out by the
Regimental Sergeant Major is completely false.
He gave me 48 hours in which to remove the car”.
The silence which followed this unprecedented
form of reply was almost tangible. The Adjutant
looked shocked, the R.S.M. aghast, and the Drill
Sergeant horrified. The Drill Sergeant was the
first to regain his composure.
“About turn, right turn, left-right-left-rightleft-right
I found myself outside, and not knowing
whether I should remain outside, I hastened back
to the Educational Centre. My thoughts were in
turmoil. Was it such a heinous crime to say
what you thought? Judging by the reaction, it
.
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and a good deal of the civilian population as
well, would have had no difficulty in hearing.
“Get to the back, you great long fing, get to the
back where I can’t see you”. I made a desperate
attempt to march intermingled with a few run
ning skips, so that I could get out of sight and, I

“You great, big ‘orrible mess”

horror came into his eves. He marched towards
me at 120 to the minute. Everybody’s eyes were
turned towards me, hoping, no doubt, that one
of the awe inspiring stories they had heard about
would be enacted.
He came to a crashing halt and rested his nose
in my stomach. 1 tried to look ahead and down
at the same time. For a long time he must have
glared at my midriff, and then slowly, ever so
slowly, his head moved up and up, until finally
he looked at me. “You great, big ‘orrible mess”,
he roared, “You great big. ‘orrible, ‘orrible mess”.
He took one pace backwards. “1 don’t believe
believe it”, he cried, looking at
it, I don’t b
the six inches of white, bare leg between the
top of my gaiters and the bottoms of my denims,
lashed to my legs with boot laces. I don’t think
the brown, size fourteen boots helped to ease the
picture he had of me. “With you in our army,
son, we can’t lose. You’ll either frighten ‘em
A long
laughin’
to deff or they’ll die b
pause of fully ten seconds. “You laughin’, son?
Don’t laugh son, don’t you even snigger!” He
must have imbued me with an extraordinary
sense of humour, as 1 had never felt less like
laughing in my whole life. His last question had
been said in an intimate sort of voice, so that
only those recruits in the immediate vicinity
could hear. The next order the entire barracks,
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hoped, his attention as quickly as possible. But
I was not to be so fortunate. Again he marched
towards me at 120 to the minute, and repeated his
crashing halt. “You’re big now, son, but when
I’m finished wiv you you’ll be as small as what
I am!” His last remark was revealing, I think.
I can only add that for the remainder of my
basic training he and I never saw eye to eye,
literally or figuratively.
The second encounter with my superiors
occurred almost a year later when I was Acting
oblique-stroke Sergeant in the R.A.E.C. I had
been fortunate in obtaining a posting to Germany,
but at the same time unfortunate in that I had
been posted to the Guards. I say unfortunate, for
they do seem to have an inbred dislike of every
body not in the Guards, whilst it is almost in
excusable to be in the Educational Corps.
The second battalion had arrived two days
previously and I now thought it opportune to
introduce myself to the Adjutant. I applied for
an interview.
The following morning I was up rather earlier
than usual, when there was a sudden knock on
the door, and Smithy burst in. Smithy, I should
perhaps tell you, was a regular army guardsman
from Birmingham. He had been excused all
duties, nobody knew why, and spent his day
light hours cleaning out the classrooms, tidying
up after me and listening to Hank Williams. He
was remaining in Germany for a few weeks as
a member of the “hand-over” party. Smithy
looked worried. “Sarge, hey, Sarge, you’re on
flipping orders. Let’s have yer belt, boots and
best B.D. quick”. I handed these articles
obediently over.
“What’s it all about, Smithy, do you know?”
“No idea, Sarge, but it’s best not to keep them
waiting”.
Half an hour later, looking rather more
resplendent than usual, I was outside the Orderly
Room. The Drill Sergeant glared at me. Sud
denly, the door was flung open, and a soldier
came marching out at an incredible pace,
desperately trying to keep time with a shrill,
from
“L.eft-right-left-right-left-right-left-right”,
within the room. Before I could recover, the
Drill Sergeant looked at me briefly.
“Sergeant, Sergeant, ‘shun”. I did my best to
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bring my boot crashing down, but only succeeded
in partially crushing my other heel.
“Quick march, left-right-left-right-left-right,
halt, left TURN !“ With his orders still ringing
in my ears, I found myself facing a large leathercovered table, behind which sat the Adjutant.
One could only describe his appearance as
incredibly smooth. On his immediate left stood
the Regimental Sergeant Major. His eyes
flickered over me momentarily.
“You are charged, Sergeant, with keeping a
civilian vehicle in a military garage, and acting
The Adjutant looked
contrary to section
steadfastly ahead, as if giving the charge time to
sink in. Then, slowly, he raised his eyes to where
he thought my head should be, and then realised
that he would have to raise his eyes considerably
higher if he were going to look at my face. He
looked annoyed. “Have you anything to say,
Sergeant?”
“No, sir”, I replied, realising that ignorance of
the law is no excuse. He continued in the same
deliberate voice.
“This is an extremely severe offence, Sergeant,
and I find I have no choice but to reprimand you
severely. Further, Regimental Sergeant Major,
I would like to you instruct the Sergeant to remove
his other car from the military grounds alto
gether”. He leaned back. I realised that pro
ceedings had finished, and hastily saluted. The
Drill Sergeant, who had followed me into the
room barked,
“About turn, right turn. Quick march, leftright-left-right-left-right”. I found myself coming
out of the room with the same speed and aban
don as the unfortunate guardsman had done
before me.
The rest of the day passed uneventfully, except
for a brief visit by the R.S.M. during a lesson,
when he instructed me to remove the offending
car within 48 hours. Towards the evening, how
ever, I was filled with a sense of impending
disaster, fortified by Smithy’s mournful voice as
he explained “‘Ow it was when they had a go
at yer”. I went to bed that night regretting the
fact that I had run foul of the Adjutant and
R.S.M. so soon after their arrival.
it seemed only minutes later when there was a
thunderous knock on the door, and Smithy
rushed in. “Where are yer boots, belt and best
B.D., Sarge? They’ve got you again!”
“They’ve done what, Smithy?” I yelped.
“You’re on flipping orders again, Sarge”, he
wailed, disappearing down the corridor, clutching
the necessary paraphernalia. I collected my

scattered wits, and an hour later I arrived outside
the familiar door. Again, I was rushed in with
my legs describing circles in an effort to get me
there as quickly as possible. The scene was
identical with that of yesterday. The R.S.M.
covered me with the same flickering stare and
snarled, “You are charged, Sergeant, with failing
to comply with an order I expressly gave you
yesterday, namely to remove one of your vehicles
from the military grounds, within 24 hours”.
The room seemed very quiet as he stopped
speaking. The Adjutant reclined in his chair and
pressed his finger-tips together much as clergy
men are supposed to do. He then leaned forward
and fingered his tie. “Have you anything to say
for yourself, Sergeant, because if you have, I
would be extremely interested to hear it”. It
was at this juncture that I decided I would have

“Have you anything to say, Sergeant?”

to say something for myself. In any case I wasn’t
really cut out for this sort of thing, and they
would just have to take the rough with the
smooth.
“Yes sir, I have. The charge as read out by the
Regimental Sergeant Major is completely false.
He gave me 48 hours in which to remove the car”.
The silence which followed this unprecedented
form of reply was almost tangible. The Adjutant
looked shocked, the R.S.M. aghast, and the Drill
Sergeant horrified. The Drill Sergeant was the
first to regain his composure.
“About turn, right turn, left-right-left-rightleft-right
I found myself outside, and not knowing
whether I should remain outside, I hastened back
to the Educational Centre. My thoughts were in
turmoil. Was it such a heinous crime to say
what you thought? Judging by the reaction, it
.

.

30

PONTIFACT

seemed it was. It was a long way back to the
Educational Centre as I had to pass the sports
field, now being prepared for the day’s cricket.
By the time I arrived I thought it was at least
a 50-50 chance I would be on orders on Monday,
and pessimistically put my belt, boots and best
B.D. by the door, just in case. Much more of
this, I thought, and my best B.D. would rapidly
become my second best.
On Monday morning I was awake early, and
heard Smithy get up next door, and after some
time wander off down the corridor to look at the
Order Board. A few minutes later I heard him
coming back altogether much faster. The door
swung open, and in came Smithy.
“They’ve got you, Sarge, they’ve b
got
you again”. He stooped down and scooped up
my braces, belt and best B.D.
“Smithy”, I yelled, “you’re not pulling my leg,
are you ?“
“You must be joking, Sarge, it’s no fun bulling
up these boots of yours, they’re ‘uge”.
1 arrived in good time outside the Adjutant’s
door. There seemed to be more soldiers on
orders than usual. To my surprise, there were
three other sergeants, four lance-sergeants and
two lance-corporals. I began to feel rather better.
However, I reflected, it was still unenviable to
receive a severe reprimand on my first charge.
Again, 1 was stampeded into the room, which
was ominously quiet. The R.S.M. spoke. Every
body jumped.
“You are here, Sergeant, to face three charges”.
Even the Adjutant, whose usual practice was to
look anywhere but at the person in front of him
must have noticed my surprise. Three charges!
They certainly meant business.
“You will be charged singly on three counts”.
He took a deep breath. “Firstly, you are charged
with failing to comply with an order I gave you
to remove one of your vehicles from the military
compound.” The Adjutant looked interested, so
attentive, in fact, that I thought perhaps he had
failed to appreciate the charge on its first reading.
The R.S.M. continued. “Secondly, Sergeant, you
are charged with conduct unbefitting a Non
Commissioned Officer when replying to the
Adjutant on the previous occasion you were here,
and, lastly, you are charged with failing to salute
a superior officer and conduct unbefitting a Non
Commissioned Officer’. My mind reeled. What
was the last charge all about? The Adjutant
raised his eyebrows and, with an enquiring look
on his face, put the familiar question to me. This
was a question for which common sense de
...
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manded a polite “No, sir’, but 1 felt that 1
would have to know more about the last charge.
“Sir, 1 fail to understand the last charge as
read out by the Regimental Sergeant Major”.
“it’s quite straightforward, Sergeant”, the
Adjutant replied, with the air of explaining the
A.B.C. to a 10-year-old. “You passed the sports
field on Saturday, where a game was in progress,
and refused to recognise me”.
How he thought I could discern an officer, in
whites, at two hundred yards 1 had no idea. But
what was the use or the point in this anyway.
They were being paid to behave like this, and I
was not.
“Is there anything further, Sergeant?”
“No, sir”.
“In that case”, he continued, “1 severely
reprimand YOU separately on all three charges”.
The Drill Sergeant stepped forward. “About
turn...”
As I walked away I reflected that I must now
be well on the way to establishing a record. 1
had already exceeded the recognised maximum
of two severe reprirnands for an N.C.O., and
there seemed to be no lack of ingenuity on the
part of the R.S.M. and Adjutant in finding more
charges. However, with the same facility with
which 1 had found myself in trouble 1 now found
myself out of it. The R.A.E.C. Colonel at H.Q.,
having received a report of my conduct from the
Guards, and realising the trouble I was in, had
me posted in 48 hours. I have never been so
thankful in all my life, and it was a great relief
to see the barracks disappearing into the distance.

CHESHIRE HABITATS—continued ñoni p. 12
from the best hotel in Knutsford, via digs, to a
caravan, where I now cook my humble meals, and
enjoy a measure of independence. 1 can quite
reconmend the caravan life, especially in
summer, (the winter can be a little trying with
temperatures of 10°F actually recorded inside the
caravan—arid solid ice in the sink for days). But
as long as you enjoy steak, custard pies and tea
for dinner six or seven days a week, you should be
alright.
Well, there you have it—buying houses, sharing
houses, furnished houses, farms, hotels, digs,
caravans—take your choice.
There are probably other alternatives, such as
houseboats on the canals, rented off portions of
central concrete batching plants, ad inf
leave it to you.
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Fifteen Years of Small Boats
byJiin Blake

i

oes a title need an explanation? I
hope not, since this one will not
appear again. My only reason for
using it now is to introduce a time scale, so that
people who might have enjoyed boating will not
be put off by some of the events which follow.
Boats and the sea are synonymous to many
people, but in recent years a quiet revolution has
taken place in this country and boats are now
found on most available inland waters. At one
time it was the pursuit of the wealthy but now the
only evidence of the money involved is to be
found by counting the masts at any sailing club,
multiplying by £150 and adding an estimate of
the value of club houses ranging from the
“economy’ to the “super luxury” class.
But club sailing is a particular form of boating,
and one that I have only experienced by outside
contact. Boating to my mind is as much in the
hard work that goes to making things ready, as
it is in the actual time spent rowing or sailing,
and it will become obvious that the company one
keeps can likewise be enjoyed in working as in
pleasure.
Many of my early days were spent in pulling
heavy rowing gigs up and down the Thames.
There is satisfaction to be found in rowing as a
member of a boats crew, in spite of aching
muscles and blistered hands; the river provides
enough interest to help overcome the hardships,
and the mind can wander at will, to be brought
sharply back again when the oar pulls air instead
of water and one looks up at the sky from a
ridiculous position on the bottom boards. Even
the river has its waves, and the fact that they are
caused by steamers rather than by wind and
storms makes them no less potent in their
actions. Entering a lock is always an exciting
moment. Somehow the keeper seems to pack
every available space with some boat or other,
leaving room between the larger ones for small
boats to creep in and then worry about being
crushed between the sides of their big com
panions. To be alongside a lock wall is like

being in a dungeon. Dank glistening stone walls,
covered with green slime, and furnished with long
chains that are slippery to the touch and scrape
along the boats side with a muffled clanking.
As the sluices are opened the still waters suddenly
boil into life and the boats jerk around on their
moorings but even as they do so they are begin
ning to rise upwards. The water swirls and creeps
slowly up the lock steps, until faces against the
blue sky have become people, and lock gates
open again to let the boats out on to the upper
reaches. At night time there is an added attrac
tion in operating the lock gates without help from
the keeper; this usually means that both sluices
are opened by mistake at the same time, and after
a vain attempt by the remaining crew to hold on,
the boat drifts down under the lower gates until
the pressure of water is eased by somebody closing
the sluices.
Although now even more crowded than ever,
the Thames still has the fascination that was
earned by providing so many new experiences.
As well as passing through locks, it was possible
with small boats to push them on rollers up a
steep ramp at the side: and where else can the
washing up be done by the expedient of scooping
up a plateful of river gravel and swilling it
around?
Below Chertsey Bridge the Thames cuts a
series of wide bends, and, on one of our expedi
tions, we had decided to camp for the night on a
grassy bank bounded by one of the loops. The
bows of the gig crunched to a standstill, and we
waited until the bowman had jumped down on to
the small pebbly strip between the bank and the
water’s edge, before stepping over the thwarts
and out of the boat ourselves. Equipment came

ashore and spread itself in profusion, tents went
up, and very soon the primus stoves were out as a
beginning towards cooking the evening meal. So
as to overcome the long grass, the stoves were
stood on a piece of timber, but the problem of a

missing funnel was rather more difficult to over
come. Eventually, and with much wastage, enough
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seemed it was. It was a long way back to the
Educational Centre as I had to pass the sports
field, now being prepared for the day’s cricket.
By the time I arrived I thought it was at least
a 50-50 chance I would be on orders on Monday,
and pessimistically put my belt, boots and best
B.D. by the door, just in case. Much more of
this, I thought, and my best B.D. would rapidly
become my second best.
On Monday morning I was awake early, and
heard Smithy get up next door, and after some
time wander off down the corridor to look at the
Order Board. A few minutes later I heard him
coming back altogether much faster. The door
swung open, and in came Smithy.
“They’ve got you, Sarge, they’ve b
got
you again”. He stooped down and scooped up
my braces, belt and best B.D.
“Smithy”, I yelled, “you’re not pulling my leg,
are you ?“
“You must be joking, Sarge, it’s no fun bulling
up these boots of yours, they’re ‘uge”.
1 arrived in good time outside the Adjutant’s
door. There seemed to be more soldiers on
orders than usual. To my surprise, there were
three other sergeants, four lance-sergeants and
two lance-corporals. I began to feel rather better.
However, I reflected, it was still unenviable to
receive a severe reprimand on my first charge.
Again, 1 was stampeded into the room, which
was ominously quiet. The R.S.M. spoke. Every
body jumped.
“You are here, Sergeant, to face three charges”.
Even the Adjutant, whose usual practice was to
look anywhere but at the person in front of him
must have noticed my surprise. Three charges!
They certainly meant business.
“You will be charged singly on three counts”.
He took a deep breath. “Firstly, you are charged
with failing to comply with an order I gave you
to remove one of your vehicles from the military
compound.” The Adjutant looked interested, so
attentive, in fact, that I thought perhaps he had
failed to appreciate the charge on its first reading.
The R.S.M. continued. “Secondly, Sergeant, you
are charged with conduct unbefitting a Non
Commissioned Officer when replying to the
Adjutant on the previous occasion you were here,
and, lastly, you are charged with failing to salute
a superior officer and conduct unbefitting a Non
Commissioned Officer’. My mind reeled. What
was the last charge all about? The Adjutant
raised his eyebrows and, with an enquiring look
on his face, put the familiar question to me. This
was a question for which common sense de
...
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manded a polite “No, sir’, but 1 felt that 1
would have to know more about the last charge.
“Sir, 1 fail to understand the last charge as
read out by the Regimental Sergeant Major”.
“it’s quite straightforward, Sergeant”, the
Adjutant replied, with the air of explaining the
A.B.C. to a 10-year-old. “You passed the sports
field on Saturday, where a game was in progress,
and refused to recognise me”.
How he thought I could discern an officer, in
whites, at two hundred yards 1 had no idea. But
what was the use or the point in this anyway.
They were being paid to behave like this, and I
was not.
“Is there anything further, Sergeant?”
“No, sir”.
“In that case”, he continued, “1 severely
reprimand YOU separately on all three charges”.
The Drill Sergeant stepped forward. “About
turn...”
As I walked away I reflected that I must now
be well on the way to establishing a record. 1
had already exceeded the recognised maximum
of two severe reprirnands for an N.C.O., and
there seemed to be no lack of ingenuity on the
part of the R.S.M. and Adjutant in finding more
charges. However, with the same facility with
which 1 had found myself in trouble 1 now found
myself out of it. The R.A.E.C. Colonel at H.Q.,
having received a report of my conduct from the
Guards, and realising the trouble I was in, had
me posted in 48 hours. I have never been so
thankful in all my life, and it was a great relief
to see the barracks disappearing into the distance.

CHESHIRE HABITATS—continued ñoni p. 12
from the best hotel in Knutsford, via digs, to a
caravan, where I now cook my humble meals, and
enjoy a measure of independence. 1 can quite
reconmend the caravan life, especially in
summer, (the winter can be a little trying with
temperatures of 10°F actually recorded inside the
caravan—arid solid ice in the sink for days). But
as long as you enjoy steak, custard pies and tea
for dinner six or seven days a week, you should be
alright.
Well, there you have it—buying houses, sharing
houses, furnished houses, farms, hotels, digs,
caravans—take your choice.
There are probably other alternatives, such as
houseboats on the canals, rented off portions of
central concrete batching plants, ad inf
leave it to you.
.
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Fifteen Years of Small Boats
byJiin Blake

i

oes a title need an explanation? I
hope not, since this one will not
appear again. My only reason for
using it now is to introduce a time scale, so that
people who might have enjoyed boating will not
be put off by some of the events which follow.
Boats and the sea are synonymous to many
people, but in recent years a quiet revolution has
taken place in this country and boats are now
found on most available inland waters. At one
time it was the pursuit of the wealthy but now the
only evidence of the money involved is to be
found by counting the masts at any sailing club,
multiplying by £150 and adding an estimate of
the value of club houses ranging from the
“economy’ to the “super luxury” class.
But club sailing is a particular form of boating,
and one that I have only experienced by outside
contact. Boating to my mind is as much in the
hard work that goes to making things ready, as
it is in the actual time spent rowing or sailing,
and it will become obvious that the company one
keeps can likewise be enjoyed in working as in
pleasure.
Many of my early days were spent in pulling
heavy rowing gigs up and down the Thames.
There is satisfaction to be found in rowing as a
member of a boats crew, in spite of aching
muscles and blistered hands; the river provides
enough interest to help overcome the hardships,
and the mind can wander at will, to be brought
sharply back again when the oar pulls air instead
of water and one looks up at the sky from a
ridiculous position on the bottom boards. Even
the river has its waves, and the fact that they are
caused by steamers rather than by wind and
storms makes them no less potent in their
actions. Entering a lock is always an exciting
moment. Somehow the keeper seems to pack
every available space with some boat or other,
leaving room between the larger ones for small
boats to creep in and then worry about being
crushed between the sides of their big com
panions. To be alongside a lock wall is like

being in a dungeon. Dank glistening stone walls,
covered with green slime, and furnished with long
chains that are slippery to the touch and scrape
along the boats side with a muffled clanking.
As the sluices are opened the still waters suddenly
boil into life and the boats jerk around on their
moorings but even as they do so they are begin
ning to rise upwards. The water swirls and creeps
slowly up the lock steps, until faces against the
blue sky have become people, and lock gates
open again to let the boats out on to the upper
reaches. At night time there is an added attrac
tion in operating the lock gates without help from
the keeper; this usually means that both sluices
are opened by mistake at the same time, and after
a vain attempt by the remaining crew to hold on,
the boat drifts down under the lower gates until
the pressure of water is eased by somebody closing
the sluices.
Although now even more crowded than ever,
the Thames still has the fascination that was
earned by providing so many new experiences.
As well as passing through locks, it was possible
with small boats to push them on rollers up a
steep ramp at the side: and where else can the
washing up be done by the expedient of scooping
up a plateful of river gravel and swilling it
around?
Below Chertsey Bridge the Thames cuts a
series of wide bends, and, on one of our expedi
tions, we had decided to camp for the night on a
grassy bank bounded by one of the loops. The
bows of the gig crunched to a standstill, and we
waited until the bowman had jumped down on to
the small pebbly strip between the bank and the
water’s edge, before stepping over the thwarts
and out of the boat ourselves. Equipment came

ashore and spread itself in profusion, tents went
up, and very soon the primus stoves were out as a
beginning towards cooking the evening meal. So
as to overcome the long grass, the stoves were
stood on a piece of timber, but the problem of a

missing funnel was rather more difficult to over
come. Eventually, and with much wastage, enough
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paraffin was poured into one stove to make
lighting a practical proposition; as is always the
case, when trying to fill stoves without using a
funnel, the fuel can was nearly full to start with
and the operation finished with a good soaking of
paraffin over the outside of the stove and the
surrounding grass.
The art of lighting a primus is not difficult—in
theory! Light the meths. in the cup that sur
rounds the burner, wait until the fuel vaporises,
and start pumping to obtain a hot blue flame.
In this case the fuel did not vaporise, and pumping
caused a large dirty yellow flame with a sur
rounding cloud of black smoke; before this
could be controlled the flame had crept down
the sides of the stove, across the wooden plat
form, and suddenly the grass was burning as well.
Feverish activity resulted in the equipment being
rescued and the grass fire stamped out with sur
prising speed, but it was not until this had been

accomplished that we saw them. A pair of black
shoes, smouldering very slightly, floating quietly
and drifting slowly away from the bank. “Hey!
Look at those shoes, someone is going to find
them uncomfortable to wear”.
This amused shout came from Louie, and
caused each of us to search frantically for shoes
that had been discarded in the grass on arrival.
Louie stood and watched the shoes, turning
every now and then to give a commentary on
their progress, “They are still floating, and
smoking, but [think I can see water beginning to
come in”. As he spoke we looked at each other,
by now all holding our shoes, and somebody
said rather quietly, “Louie, we have our shoes
so those must be yours!” “What! You rotten

lot, who threw my shoes in the river?” “But,
Louie, we had to put them out!” “it doesn’t
matter, you still shouldn’t have thrown them in”.
But Louie’s arguments were cut short by his
sudden scramble into the river, just in time to
rescue his shoes, whilst we stood on the bank
and watched.
Cooking in small boats always presents prob
lems, particularly for those who are not built to
the dwarf-like dimensions that boat designers
seem to allow for. Many people find this out for
the first time whilst sailing or cruising on the
Norfolk Broads, but for the real enthusiast the
thrill is in cooking whilst actually under sail. if
cooking is normally in three-dimensions; for
ward, across, and up or down, then for cooking
under sail it is necessary to add a fourth dimension
to allow for the boat moving in precisely the
opposite direction to that anticipated. At the
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best of times this is difficult, but when one is
cooking over primus stoves, which in turn are
standing on the bottom of the boat, the problems
are almost insurmountable.
Derek was determined that during our week’s
sailing we should have at least one meal with
greens and potatoes, instead of the usual tinned

product. With this in mind he had supervised
the buying of stores, and had spent the morning
in cleaning and preparing vegetables. So as to
overcome our protests about too long a mid-day
stop for cooking, he had performed amazing
feats of one and two handed balancing in cooking
whilst we were sailing and had finished up with
threats of physical violence to obtain help in
holding the cooking pots on top of the primus
stoves. But now his efforts were to be rewarded,
for we had tied up at the edge of Wroxham
Broad for lunch. Louie was assigned the job of
draining the vegetables, and decided to do this
by tilting the pot over the side whilst holding the
lid sufficiently out of position to allow liquid to
pass. Suddenly there was a loud exclamation of
pain, a splash and a groan. When it became
apparent that the splash was made by the major
part of the greens, we were faced with the task of
restraining Derek, who suddenly became con
vinced that Louie should follow them, and was
determined that action should follow thought with
all possible speed. Our combined efforts, to
gether with an offer of the remaining greens all
to himself, pacified Derek to the extent that he sat
muttering threats. Somehow it was Louie who
carried on draining the vegetables, having first
assured everybody that it could not possibly
happen again.
Splash! This time nothing could stop Derek
or save Louie, and an even bigger splash followed
the first one. As Derek said afterwards, “some
one had to go in and retrieve the cooking pot
lids”, but by this time our enthusiasm for vege
tables had gone anyway!
At about this time my boating activities moved
down river and centered about Captain Scott’s
old ship, the Disco very. Tied up alongside the
Embankment, the Disco very was providing a
training ground for Sea Scouts under the best
possible conditions. Here we could climb up the
rope ladders to the top of the main-mast, 60 or
70 feet above deck level, and imagine how it
would be to do the same thing when the mast
was no longer still but waving around as the ship
was thrown about by heavy seas. The way
down was to slide on the outer rigging, and this
was always accompanied by a faint smell of bLlrnt
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rubber as plinisole clad feet tried to check the
descent and save the skin being taken from one’s
hands. Boating on the Thames around Tower
Bridge is bedevilled by a strong tide, and it is no
consolation to be told that somebody unfortu
nate enough to fall in the river could be swept
under the flat-bottom barges, and be held there
by the swirls and eddies of the tide. Canoeing on
the Thames at about this time also had its
moments, in particular a trip down river during a
week-end when 80 mph. winds were recorded in
the London area. With two in each canoe, and

equipment, we seemed low in the water anyway
and were thankful that spray covers fitted around

our waists and covering the cockpit should
prevent water coming over the side. As it
happened the winds were strong enough to make
us seek the sheltered banks, and on the occasions
when we had to cross the river it was no mean
feat to do so. Exposed to the full wind force in
the middle of the river, the wave tops seemed to
be on a level with our heads, and the canoes were
more below water than above. Perhaps the best
comparison with this experience would be to sit in
a bath of water, which in turn is floating, and try
to paddle the whole arrangement along.
As with many other things, to boat in Hong
Kong must be unlike boating anywhere else;
beginning with the setting, the company, the lack
of physical effort, and the all round atmosphere
that makes it still the occupation of the ‘idle rich”.
In this case, however, the “idle rich” are so often
bank clerks, civil service employees and even
National Servicemen such as myself. A typical
day’s sailing would begin with the drive to the
Hong Kong Yacht Club, a large and imposing
building set adjacent to the typhoon anchorage
and moorings for the club boats. Friends would
meet on the long verandah, with its magnificent
view across the harbour to Kowloon, and drinks
were available at a moment’s call.
The boat
would be reached after a short ferry on board a
small sampan, usually rowed by an old woman
and young girl, and chosen after a frantic bout of
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squabbling between a crowd of similar sampans.
invariably the boat boy would have everything
prepared, so that it was only necessary to take up
the mooring lines, and set off under the small
outboard motor. Once out into the harbour
the sails are set; with a good breeze there are
many small islands within easy reach that
provide an ideal setting for a day’s stay.
Fishing, walking, swimming, or just lying in
the sun, boating in Hong Kong may truly be
described as a leisurely sport. When the time
comes to return home it is usually the boat boy
who does most of the work, since any enthusiasm
for sailing has a habit of evaporating away under
the sun. Likewise it is the boat-boy who keeps the
boat in trim during the season and undertakes
most of the annual maintenance. It is as well,
perhaps, to make one final comment on Hong
Kong that will tarnish the bright picture so far
painted and say that one other function of the
boat-boy is to stand watch during swimming
periods and warn those in the water of the ap
proach of jellyfish. These rather nasty creatures
have a sting that can be painful, and often appear
in large shoals floating just below the surface.
Finally, for those who still remain enthusiastic
over small boats, the following may be of interest:
I. When buying a boat, inspect it whilst it is
on the water, and not, as happened on one
occasion, when it was covered with snow to be
found subsequently leaking like a sieve!
2. When all else fails, let go everything,
since the boat is probably a better sailor than
oneself anyway.
3. For girl-friends whose boy-friends have
boats; be prepared to capsize when the water is
coldest, remain becalmed away from shelter
when the sun is hottest, and grow finger nails
specially resistant to the wearing action of glasspaper when the time comes for re-varnishing.
4. For boy-friends whose girl-friends have
boats: remember that although room for her
to retreat is suitably restricted it can also be a
long hard swim to dry land again.
By courtesy of London Express Nesss and Features service
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paraffin was poured into one stove to make
lighting a practical proposition; as is always the
case, when trying to fill stoves without using a
funnel, the fuel can was nearly full to start with
and the operation finished with a good soaking of
paraffin over the outside of the stove and the
surrounding grass.
The art of lighting a primus is not difficult—in
theory! Light the meths. in the cup that sur
rounds the burner, wait until the fuel vaporises,
and start pumping to obtain a hot blue flame.
In this case the fuel did not vaporise, and pumping
caused a large dirty yellow flame with a sur
rounding cloud of black smoke; before this
could be controlled the flame had crept down
the sides of the stove, across the wooden plat
form, and suddenly the grass was burning as well.
Feverish activity resulted in the equipment being
rescued and the grass fire stamped out with sur
prising speed, but it was not until this had been

accomplished that we saw them. A pair of black
shoes, smouldering very slightly, floating quietly
and drifting slowly away from the bank. “Hey!
Look at those shoes, someone is going to find
them uncomfortable to wear”.
This amused shout came from Louie, and
caused each of us to search frantically for shoes
that had been discarded in the grass on arrival.
Louie stood and watched the shoes, turning
every now and then to give a commentary on
their progress, “They are still floating, and
smoking, but [think I can see water beginning to
come in”. As he spoke we looked at each other,
by now all holding our shoes, and somebody
said rather quietly, “Louie, we have our shoes
so those must be yours!” “What! You rotten

lot, who threw my shoes in the river?” “But,
Louie, we had to put them out!” “it doesn’t
matter, you still shouldn’t have thrown them in”.
But Louie’s arguments were cut short by his
sudden scramble into the river, just in time to
rescue his shoes, whilst we stood on the bank
and watched.
Cooking in small boats always presents prob
lems, particularly for those who are not built to
the dwarf-like dimensions that boat designers
seem to allow for. Many people find this out for
the first time whilst sailing or cruising on the
Norfolk Broads, but for the real enthusiast the
thrill is in cooking whilst actually under sail. if
cooking is normally in three-dimensions; for
ward, across, and up or down, then for cooking
under sail it is necessary to add a fourth dimension
to allow for the boat moving in precisely the
opposite direction to that anticipated. At the
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best of times this is difficult, but when one is
cooking over primus stoves, which in turn are
standing on the bottom of the boat, the problems
are almost insurmountable.
Derek was determined that during our week’s
sailing we should have at least one meal with
greens and potatoes, instead of the usual tinned

product. With this in mind he had supervised
the buying of stores, and had spent the morning
in cleaning and preparing vegetables. So as to
overcome our protests about too long a mid-day
stop for cooking, he had performed amazing
feats of one and two handed balancing in cooking
whilst we were sailing and had finished up with
threats of physical violence to obtain help in
holding the cooking pots on top of the primus
stoves. But now his efforts were to be rewarded,
for we had tied up at the edge of Wroxham
Broad for lunch. Louie was assigned the job of
draining the vegetables, and decided to do this
by tilting the pot over the side whilst holding the
lid sufficiently out of position to allow liquid to
pass. Suddenly there was a loud exclamation of
pain, a splash and a groan. When it became
apparent that the splash was made by the major
part of the greens, we were faced with the task of
restraining Derek, who suddenly became con
vinced that Louie should follow them, and was
determined that action should follow thought with
all possible speed. Our combined efforts, to
gether with an offer of the remaining greens all
to himself, pacified Derek to the extent that he sat
muttering threats. Somehow it was Louie who
carried on draining the vegetables, having first
assured everybody that it could not possibly
happen again.
Splash! This time nothing could stop Derek
or save Louie, and an even bigger splash followed
the first one. As Derek said afterwards, “some
one had to go in and retrieve the cooking pot
lids”, but by this time our enthusiasm for vege
tables had gone anyway!
At about this time my boating activities moved
down river and centered about Captain Scott’s
old ship, the Disco very. Tied up alongside the
Embankment, the Disco very was providing a
training ground for Sea Scouts under the best
possible conditions. Here we could climb up the
rope ladders to the top of the main-mast, 60 or
70 feet above deck level, and imagine how it
would be to do the same thing when the mast
was no longer still but waving around as the ship
was thrown about by heavy seas. The way
down was to slide on the outer rigging, and this
was always accompanied by a faint smell of bLlrnt
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rubber as plinisole clad feet tried to check the
descent and save the skin being taken from one’s
hands. Boating on the Thames around Tower
Bridge is bedevilled by a strong tide, and it is no
consolation to be told that somebody unfortu
nate enough to fall in the river could be swept
under the flat-bottom barges, and be held there
by the swirls and eddies of the tide. Canoeing on
the Thames at about this time also had its
moments, in particular a trip down river during a
week-end when 80 mph. winds were recorded in
the London area. With two in each canoe, and

equipment, we seemed low in the water anyway
and were thankful that spray covers fitted around

our waists and covering the cockpit should
prevent water coming over the side. As it
happened the winds were strong enough to make
us seek the sheltered banks, and on the occasions
when we had to cross the river it was no mean
feat to do so. Exposed to the full wind force in
the middle of the river, the wave tops seemed to
be on a level with our heads, and the canoes were
more below water than above. Perhaps the best
comparison with this experience would be to sit in
a bath of water, which in turn is floating, and try
to paddle the whole arrangement along.
As with many other things, to boat in Hong
Kong must be unlike boating anywhere else;
beginning with the setting, the company, the lack
of physical effort, and the all round atmosphere
that makes it still the occupation of the ‘idle rich”.
In this case, however, the “idle rich” are so often
bank clerks, civil service employees and even
National Servicemen such as myself. A typical
day’s sailing would begin with the drive to the
Hong Kong Yacht Club, a large and imposing
building set adjacent to the typhoon anchorage
and moorings for the club boats. Friends would
meet on the long verandah, with its magnificent
view across the harbour to Kowloon, and drinks
were available at a moment’s call.
The boat
would be reached after a short ferry on board a
small sampan, usually rowed by an old woman
and young girl, and chosen after a frantic bout of
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squabbling between a crowd of similar sampans.
invariably the boat boy would have everything
prepared, so that it was only necessary to take up
the mooring lines, and set off under the small
outboard motor. Once out into the harbour
the sails are set; with a good breeze there are
many small islands within easy reach that
provide an ideal setting for a day’s stay.
Fishing, walking, swimming, or just lying in
the sun, boating in Hong Kong may truly be
described as a leisurely sport. When the time
comes to return home it is usually the boat boy
who does most of the work, since any enthusiasm
for sailing has a habit of evaporating away under
the sun. Likewise it is the boat-boy who keeps the
boat in trim during the season and undertakes
most of the annual maintenance. It is as well,
perhaps, to make one final comment on Hong
Kong that will tarnish the bright picture so far
painted and say that one other function of the
boat-boy is to stand watch during swimming
periods and warn those in the water of the ap
proach of jellyfish. These rather nasty creatures
have a sting that can be painful, and often appear
in large shoals floating just below the surface.
Finally, for those who still remain enthusiastic
over small boats, the following may be of interest:
I. When buying a boat, inspect it whilst it is
on the water, and not, as happened on one
occasion, when it was covered with snow to be
found subsequently leaking like a sieve!
2. When all else fails, let go everything,
since the boat is probably a better sailor than
oneself anyway.
3. For girl-friends whose boy-friends have
boats; be prepared to capsize when the water is
coldest, remain becalmed away from shelter
when the sun is hottest, and grow finger nails
specially resistant to the wearing action of glasspaper when the time comes for re-varnishing.
4. For boy-friends whose girl-friends have
boats: remember that although room for her
to retreat is suitably restricted it can also be a
long hard swim to dry land again.
By courtesy of London Express Nesss and Features service
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Abu Dhabi

Scott & ‘!i1sOn Kirkpatrick & partners,
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Bida.
rear sirs,
o are reedy to uly yOU potatoes
&nd other vegetables weekly or two weekly or
three weekly or 4 weekly soordirig to your choice
to land psdegi wilway taticn on gundays Irom Jos
ttion On Mondays o
to Arrive padeggi pailway 5
TU bS.

our price for potatoes is lOd per lb
today and may become lid or 6d according to Joe
Other vegetables 6d per lb today n.nd
morket price.
may become lCd or 8d according to Joe market
Other vegetrbles was lOd in peoruary and now bd
per lb.
we o’cept cheques endorsed “onsision to drawer’s
account and

signed seperotely i.e.

the cheque to have

one signature br the order to pay arid, another for
instruction for charges to your account.

tori

In your letter you stated you need the goods
15 psrsoris you may note that
ai2XaX

wo rack in 14 lbs end 28 lbs only

and package costs

ls.bd each and freight charges about id per lb.
t’je always estimate package and frei4nt to be 2d per lb
extra.
ee honour order with deposit to cover the whole
cost or part

cmw customers

or estimated price.

deosit for 4 woaks at

&

time and

Since the last issue of PONTIFACT completions
and openings have been the main features of life
in Abu Dhabi. The new jetty was completed at
the end of March, the island roads included in the
current programme were finished about a month
later and the new distillation plant has just been
opened by the Ruler. Socially, an Abu Dhabi
Club has been formed and drinks can now be
obtained in the club-house thrice a week. The
opening of a telephone system means that one no
longer has to engage in the perpetual merry-goround of everyone seeking everyone else siniul
taneously in Land Rovers. As this issue, goes to
press, discussions are expected to be held soon
which will decide the extent and nature of our
future activities here.
Whilst we have been busy throughout the last
nine months no administrative advances have
been niade, and the completion of development
works inevitably creates problems. Thus al
though the new jetty has been finished for some
months no organisation has yet been formed to
operate it and conditions on the old jetty are
becoming increasingly difficult. The new distil
lation plant is capable of operating at 25,000
gallons a day, but this quantity of water will not
be available until operating staff have been
trained, it is unusual to complete works which
are urgently required only for them not to be
fully utilized immediately, but this form of
evolution is understandable in the local circum
stances and problems will have to be solved once
they become apparent.
F. J. P.

Doha

renew monthly.

yours faithfully,

Letter received by Mike Ditchburn, the R.E. at Wuya Bridge

This is probably the penultin3ate letter from here
as the runway should be finished about the new
year, lnshallah. One niust qualify every state
ment of this sort with this word here. For the
non-Arabic scholar, it is the equivalent of D.V.
The non-Arabic-non-Latin scholar must ask an
Arab or a Latin (who, of course must be an

English scholar). Have I made myself clear?
No? Well, that is as it should be.
Last issue’s letter—in clear English—was in
fact written by Len Parker, under pressure, so
should have had “B.L.P.” after it.
We have had no visitors here from the firm in
London so presume that the weather must have
improved at home since the spring.
I had two weeks’ “local leave” in March and
my wife and 1 spent a very enjoyable time in
Amman and Jerusalem by kind permission of the
Jordan Government and Ron Hedges. We
followed in the steps of Edith and had a trip to
Petra, which is more than all you may have
heard about it. We also went up Mount Nebo
(by car) and saw the view Moses saw from Pisgah.
Jordan is a lovely country at that time of year.
Wally Steele and his wife went home on leave
in April, coming back in May to recover.
In April some eddies from the wave of unrest
in the Middle East lapped around Doha, but
things were not too bad. One popular pastime,
eagerly taken up by the local children, was to
drive a 2 inch nail through the crown cork from
a Coca-Cola bottle and stand it in the road. We
all got two or three punctures and lucky were
those who had tubeless tyres and could drive
hon3e to the accompaniment of a ticking sound
which became quite fan3iliar, until the supply of
repair stuff for tubeless tyres ran out and tubes
had to be bought. (This was good for business as
tubes cost more than repairs).
The Moslem holiday of Id-al-Adha was at the
beginning of May, the first day of which I spent
in the customary way by visiting the Ruler and
various Sheikhs who were holding court in their
palaces, beginning at 8 am. and finishing after
seven calls before lunch, full of Arabic coffee and
good will.
The next day after this the heavens opened and
we had more rain in a week than there has been
for the last two years. Floods everywhere and
every house in Doha leaking. We are not used to
this sort of thing here. It did cool things down,
though, and so far this summer has been much
better than the last one.
Previous letters have touched on the somewhat
surrealistic nature of the traffic conditions here,
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Abu Dhabi

Scott & ‘!i1sOn Kirkpatrick & partners,
r.

o.

pox 19,

Bida.
rear sirs,
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&nd other vegetables weekly or two weekly or
three weekly or 4 weekly soordirig to your choice
to land psdegi wilway taticn on gundays Irom Jos
ttion On Mondays o
to Arrive padeggi pailway 5
TU bS.

our price for potatoes is lOd per lb
today and may become lid or 6d according to Joe
Other vegetables 6d per lb today n.nd
morket price.
may become lCd or 8d according to Joe market
Other vegetrbles was lOd in peoruary and now bd
per lb.
we o’cept cheques endorsed “onsision to drawer’s
account and

signed seperotely i.e.

the cheque to have

one signature br the order to pay arid, another for
instruction for charges to your account.

tori

In your letter you stated you need the goods
15 psrsoris you may note that
ai2XaX

wo rack in 14 lbs end 28 lbs only

and package costs

ls.bd each and freight charges about id per lb.
t’je always estimate package and frei4nt to be 2d per lb
extra.
ee honour order with deposit to cover the whole
cost or part

cmw customers

or estimated price.

deosit for 4 woaks at

&

time and

Since the last issue of PONTIFACT completions
and openings have been the main features of life
in Abu Dhabi. The new jetty was completed at
the end of March, the island roads included in the
current programme were finished about a month
later and the new distillation plant has just been
opened by the Ruler. Socially, an Abu Dhabi
Club has been formed and drinks can now be
obtained in the club-house thrice a week. The
opening of a telephone system means that one no
longer has to engage in the perpetual merry-goround of everyone seeking everyone else siniul
taneously in Land Rovers. As this issue, goes to
press, discussions are expected to be held soon
which will decide the extent and nature of our
future activities here.
Whilst we have been busy throughout the last
nine months no administrative advances have
been niade, and the completion of development
works inevitably creates problems. Thus al
though the new jetty has been finished for some
months no organisation has yet been formed to
operate it and conditions on the old jetty are
becoming increasingly difficult. The new distil
lation plant is capable of operating at 25,000
gallons a day, but this quantity of water will not
be available until operating staff have been
trained, it is unusual to complete works which
are urgently required only for them not to be
fully utilized immediately, but this form of
evolution is understandable in the local circum
stances and problems will have to be solved once
they become apparent.
F. J. P.

Doha

renew monthly.

yours faithfully,

Letter received by Mike Ditchburn, the R.E. at Wuya Bridge

This is probably the penultin3ate letter from here
as the runway should be finished about the new
year, lnshallah. One niust qualify every state
ment of this sort with this word here. For the
non-Arabic scholar, it is the equivalent of D.V.
The non-Arabic-non-Latin scholar must ask an
Arab or a Latin (who, of course must be an

English scholar). Have I made myself clear?
No? Well, that is as it should be.
Last issue’s letter—in clear English—was in
fact written by Len Parker, under pressure, so
should have had “B.L.P.” after it.
We have had no visitors here from the firm in
London so presume that the weather must have
improved at home since the spring.
I had two weeks’ “local leave” in March and
my wife and 1 spent a very enjoyable time in
Amman and Jerusalem by kind permission of the
Jordan Government and Ron Hedges. We
followed in the steps of Edith and had a trip to
Petra, which is more than all you may have
heard about it. We also went up Mount Nebo
(by car) and saw the view Moses saw from Pisgah.
Jordan is a lovely country at that time of year.
Wally Steele and his wife went home on leave
in April, coming back in May to recover.
In April some eddies from the wave of unrest
in the Middle East lapped around Doha, but
things were not too bad. One popular pastime,
eagerly taken up by the local children, was to
drive a 2 inch nail through the crown cork from
a Coca-Cola bottle and stand it in the road. We
all got two or three punctures and lucky were
those who had tubeless tyres and could drive
hon3e to the accompaniment of a ticking sound
which became quite fan3iliar, until the supply of
repair stuff for tubeless tyres ran out and tubes
had to be bought. (This was good for business as
tubes cost more than repairs).
The Moslem holiday of Id-al-Adha was at the
beginning of May, the first day of which I spent
in the customary way by visiting the Ruler and
various Sheikhs who were holding court in their
palaces, beginning at 8 am. and finishing after
seven calls before lunch, full of Arabic coffee and
good will.
The next day after this the heavens opened and
we had more rain in a week than there has been
for the last two years. Floods everywhere and
every house in Doha leaking. We are not used to
this sort of thing here. It did cool things down,
though, and so far this summer has been much
better than the last one.
Previous letters have touched on the somewhat
surrealistic nature of the traffic conditions here,
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but a new scourge has been added during the last
year in the shape of the bicycle. This seldom
carries less than two men, and on one occasion I
saw with bulging eyes the passenger carrying a
goat in his arms. There are also motor bikes and
mopeds—the minimum age for the latter ap
parently being 7, or perhaps 9 if a passenger is
carried. As the flowing robes are ideal for getting
wound up in the back wheel, these machines also
have their charm.
All here are flourishing and send their best
wishes to the London staff.
T. P. K.

miles of roads and how best to improve or
supersede them.
Basically the idea is to produce road schemes
incorporating a new crossing of the River Ouse
and to estimate the probable traffic on these in
20 years time. For the report these will be re
duced to a manageable number (say four) and will
be submitted to the M.0.T. with a star against
the most favoured (i.e. cheapest). To give the
impression of value for money other things such
as aerial photography, soil and foundation
surveys and economic analyses will be mentioned.
M.W.

Doncaster

Ethiopia

Readers of the office correspondence which carries
the Road Section distribution stamp will, by now,
have realized that the Leeds office and the
Doncaster office are one and the same. This is
not a ruse to mislead the London office nor is it a
scheme to enable some members of staff to obtain
two travel allowances. There never was a Leeds
office: but it was thought of in the early stages
of the Howden Selby Area—Trunk Roads job.
The Howden Selby area is, by our definition,
some 700 square miles of mainly flat country
south of York, west of Scunthorpe and con
taining Doncaster and the A. I. Motorway. It is
split in two by a wide river which is looked at
longingly by the Bridges Section. Its 300 miles
of road are in places inadequate to carry its
traffic of 30 million vehicles a year.
It was the traffic which gave the opportunity for
a large origin and destination by roadside inter
view survey to be devised. For three weeks in
June and July 120,000 drivers were faced by 200
polite interviewers. The latter were paid from
this office, the former received a warning not to
hit the brightly painted cans standing in the middle
of the road.
The office here was opened in rather dingy
surroundings in March this year by Maurice
Watson. After the niuch talked of honeymoon
Bryan Yates came to join him. By this time Chris
Schumann was impressing Doncastrians with his
stature and his contempt for petty officialdom.
Torn Rae joined the team in April and very soon
the traffic survey was in full swing. In May
Jimmy James arrived to head the office. He
brought with him John Wilkins hardly fresh from
some hectic work in Kendal. They didn’t settle
in the new offices decorated in their honour,
preferring to acquaint themselves with the 300

Having entered the land, which boasts of 13
months of sunshine, by the Wonderland Route, the
following quartet who are now nesting at ap
proximately 9,000 feet A.0.D. are tempted to
wonder what did happen to the golden promise.
Torn Garland
former Permanent Secretary,
MOW. Kenya.
Gordon Manners
former Chief Engineer,
M.O.W. Nigeria.
Ron Meyrick—well known to our readers in
South Cheshire now making a wel
come appearance “on the other side”.
Your Scribe—Late of the South Cheshire Watch
and now swinging on the 18 holes
paddy field of Addis—ideal spot for
next year’s Mashie.
D. F. D.
—

—

Hong Kong
A recent letter from one of the Editors ends “1
envy you in our normal cloudy summer”; we
reciprocate by envying the Editors in our ab
normally dry summer. Heavy rain persists only
in avoiding Hong Kong and the few tantalizing
showers we have had recently seem to have
achieved little apart from laying the dust. For
some weeks the supply of mains water has been
restricted to three hours every fourth day, with
heavy penalties for excessive drawings during this
limited period. Ten tankers have been chartered
to collect water from the Pearl River in China
and it has been found convenient for some of
these to discharge their loads at the Brewery pier;
no shortage of beer has yet been experienced.
The water shortage gives added point to the
Plover Cove Water Scheme and tenders have
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just been invited for the Main Darn and an
cillary works (see PONTIFACT No. 8, page 47).
Even at this early stage the job has excited wide
interest among international contractors.
A return cricket match for the La Touche
Trophy between Shek Pik (holders) and Plover
Cove resulted in a narrow victory for Plover Cove
by six runs. The match was played in early June,
long after the end of the recognised cricket
season, in a temperature of 96°F (the second
highest ever recorded in Hong Kong). This was
scarcely conducive to energetic cricket, though
the fielding on both sides was of a remarkably high
standard. A spectator from the U.S.A., who was
witnessing cricket for the first time, politely
remarked that it was a very interesting game and
must be really fast and exciting when played by
professionals! A final match will be arranged
during the autumn, when Shek Pik can still field
a team and the weather will possibly be less trying.
The contract for Stage II of Kwai Chung
reclamation (worth just under £4 million) has
been awarded to the Maeda Constructiàn Co. of
Tokyo and Gordon Wilson (R.E.), Bill Lamb
(S.A.R.E.), Syd Drury (l.O.W.) and a number of
the former office staff are now officially resident
on the site. The work is programmed to be
completed in three years. We are delighted to
welcome Gordon and Peggy back to Hong Kong,
but Gordon was rather embarrassed to discover
that he now has a namesake here and had a job
convincing his friends that he was not the
Gordon Wilson giving lunch-time organ re
citals at the City Hall (admission 7d.).
The long-delayed Government reaction to the
Harbour Crossing Report was, briefly, “no” to
the bridge and a negative “yes” to the tunnel
and made it clear that Government financial
support would not be forthcoming; further
developments are awaited. Extensions to the
Airport Terminal Building are in progress and
should be completed before the end of the year,
thus improving the facilities provided for transit
passengers. A report on a submarine oil pipeline
for the Shell Co. of Hong Kong has been com
pleted and submitted. A new job is the construc
tion of a sea wall and small reclamation; we
hasten to add that the fact that the site is adjacent
to the Brewery in no way influenced the decision
to accept this commission.

Persona/ia
H. P. Pooley arrived back safely from his
short leave in spite of the airline’s attempt to
land him in the harbour instead of on the runway.
The plane swerved partly off the runway onto the
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grass verge, damaging an engine in returning to
the paved surface. The passengers apparently
noticed nothing very unusual so perhaps the
airline lived up to its slogan (“. . takes good care
of you”); the spectators nearly had heart failure.
We were sorry to say goodbye to Paddy and Judy
Stammers, Ken and Lynn Pragnell and their
families who left on completion oftheir tours in
Hong Kong.
Welcome to Anthony Fung (who previously
worked in England), Chan Kien Tat, Chui Wing
Bun, Fong Hung Tak and Luk Tat Wing (new
graduates of Hong Kong University) who have
recently joined us.
Congratulations to William Liew on his
marriage earlier this year, to lu Po Sheung and
his wife on the birth of their first child (a daughter),
to Mr. and Mrs. Choi Ching Kui on the birth of
their second son, to Mr. and Mrs. Shurn Sze Tak
on the birth of their second daughter and to
Au-Yong Chin Koon on being elected an
Associate Member of the Institution of Structural
Engineers.
We were very pleased to have Honor Oei back
in the office for a short time to help out in a
particularly busy period.
Finally, your reporter spent three weeks in
Japan in May, ostensibly to attend the Congress
on Irrigation and Drainage, but really to enjoy
the luxury of a daily bath; he returned to find
more drastic water restrictions in force, which
should somehow point a moral.
J. F. L.
.

Nigeria
Despite being delayed en route by a ‘plane
crash (not the one he was travelling on) and being
re-routed via Rome instead of Johannesburg,
Mr. Edington arrived in Kaduna from Nyasaland
in time to see John Gandy off to join Anne in
England for a well-deserved leave. John is
learning, though, that once you are an Associate,
holidays are apt to be interrupted by work, and
we wonder whether he will be even tougher than
usual with the contractors he is meeting in London.
Meanwhile, the contractors concerned have
made excellent progress on the Wuya Bridge (so
don’t be too hard on them John) and by working
day and night, have managed to finish the
foundation cylinders and caps one jump ahead of
the rapidly rising Kaduna River. Messrs.
Ditchburn, Ings, Miller and new boy Giller, can
now dry out their clothes and get some sleep at
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but a new scourge has been added during the last
year in the shape of the bicycle. This seldom
carries less than two men, and on one occasion I
saw with bulging eyes the passenger carrying a
goat in his arms. There are also motor bikes and
mopeds—the minimum age for the latter ap
parently being 7, or perhaps 9 if a passenger is
carried. As the flowing robes are ideal for getting
wound up in the back wheel, these machines also
have their charm.
All here are flourishing and send their best
wishes to the London staff.
T. P. K.

miles of roads and how best to improve or
supersede them.
Basically the idea is to produce road schemes
incorporating a new crossing of the River Ouse
and to estimate the probable traffic on these in
20 years time. For the report these will be re
duced to a manageable number (say four) and will
be submitted to the M.0.T. with a star against
the most favoured (i.e. cheapest). To give the
impression of value for money other things such
as aerial photography, soil and foundation
surveys and economic analyses will be mentioned.
M.W.
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Readers of the office correspondence which carries
the Road Section distribution stamp will, by now,
have realized that the Leeds office and the
Doncaster office are one and the same. This is
not a ruse to mislead the London office nor is it a
scheme to enable some members of staff to obtain
two travel allowances. There never was a Leeds
office: but it was thought of in the early stages
of the Howden Selby Area—Trunk Roads job.
The Howden Selby area is, by our definition,
some 700 square miles of mainly flat country
south of York, west of Scunthorpe and con
taining Doncaster and the A. I. Motorway. It is
split in two by a wide river which is looked at
longingly by the Bridges Section. Its 300 miles
of road are in places inadequate to carry its
traffic of 30 million vehicles a year.
It was the traffic which gave the opportunity for
a large origin and destination by roadside inter
view survey to be devised. For three weeks in
June and July 120,000 drivers were faced by 200
polite interviewers. The latter were paid from
this office, the former received a warning not to
hit the brightly painted cans standing in the middle
of the road.
The office here was opened in rather dingy
surroundings in March this year by Maurice
Watson. After the niuch talked of honeymoon
Bryan Yates came to join him. By this time Chris
Schumann was impressing Doncastrians with his
stature and his contempt for petty officialdom.
Torn Rae joined the team in April and very soon
the traffic survey was in full swing. In May
Jimmy James arrived to head the office. He
brought with him John Wilkins hardly fresh from
some hectic work in Kendal. They didn’t settle
in the new offices decorated in their honour,
preferring to acquaint themselves with the 300
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months of sunshine, by the Wonderland Route, the
following quartet who are now nesting at ap
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wonder what did happen to the golden promise.
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former Permanent Secretary,
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former Chief Engineer,
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Your Scribe—Late of the South Cheshire Watch
and now swinging on the 18 holes
paddy field of Addis—ideal spot for
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Hong Kong
A recent letter from one of the Editors ends “1
envy you in our normal cloudy summer”; we
reciprocate by envying the Editors in our ab
normally dry summer. Heavy rain persists only
in avoiding Hong Kong and the few tantalizing
showers we have had recently seem to have
achieved little apart from laying the dust. For
some weeks the supply of mains water has been
restricted to three hours every fourth day, with
heavy penalties for excessive drawings during this
limited period. Ten tankers have been chartered
to collect water from the Pearl River in China
and it has been found convenient for some of
these to discharge their loads at the Brewery pier;
no shortage of beer has yet been experienced.
The water shortage gives added point to the
Plover Cove Water Scheme and tenders have
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just been invited for the Main Darn and an
cillary works (see PONTIFACT No. 8, page 47).
Even at this early stage the job has excited wide
interest among international contractors.
A return cricket match for the La Touche
Trophy between Shek Pik (holders) and Plover
Cove resulted in a narrow victory for Plover Cove
by six runs. The match was played in early June,
long after the end of the recognised cricket
season, in a temperature of 96°F (the second
highest ever recorded in Hong Kong). This was
scarcely conducive to energetic cricket, though
the fielding on both sides was of a remarkably high
standard. A spectator from the U.S.A., who was
witnessing cricket for the first time, politely
remarked that it was a very interesting game and
must be really fast and exciting when played by
professionals! A final match will be arranged
during the autumn, when Shek Pik can still field
a team and the weather will possibly be less trying.
The contract for Stage II of Kwai Chung
reclamation (worth just under £4 million) has
been awarded to the Maeda Constructiàn Co. of
Tokyo and Gordon Wilson (R.E.), Bill Lamb
(S.A.R.E.), Syd Drury (l.O.W.) and a number of
the former office staff are now officially resident
on the site. The work is programmed to be
completed in three years. We are delighted to
welcome Gordon and Peggy back to Hong Kong,
but Gordon was rather embarrassed to discover
that he now has a namesake here and had a job
convincing his friends that he was not the
Gordon Wilson giving lunch-time organ re
citals at the City Hall (admission 7d.).
The long-delayed Government reaction to the
Harbour Crossing Report was, briefly, “no” to
the bridge and a negative “yes” to the tunnel
and made it clear that Government financial
support would not be forthcoming; further
developments are awaited. Extensions to the
Airport Terminal Building are in progress and
should be completed before the end of the year,
thus improving the facilities provided for transit
passengers. A report on a submarine oil pipeline
for the Shell Co. of Hong Kong has been com
pleted and submitted. A new job is the construc
tion of a sea wall and small reclamation; we
hasten to add that the fact that the site is adjacent
to the Brewery in no way influenced the decision
to accept this commission.

Persona/ia
H. P. Pooley arrived back safely from his
short leave in spite of the airline’s attempt to
land him in the harbour instead of on the runway.
The plane swerved partly off the runway onto the

37

grass verge, damaging an engine in returning to
the paved surface. The passengers apparently
noticed nothing very unusual so perhaps the
airline lived up to its slogan (“. . takes good care
of you”); the spectators nearly had heart failure.
We were sorry to say goodbye to Paddy and Judy
Stammers, Ken and Lynn Pragnell and their
families who left on completion oftheir tours in
Hong Kong.
Welcome to Anthony Fung (who previously
worked in England), Chan Kien Tat, Chui Wing
Bun, Fong Hung Tak and Luk Tat Wing (new
graduates of Hong Kong University) who have
recently joined us.
Congratulations to William Liew on his
marriage earlier this year, to lu Po Sheung and
his wife on the birth of their first child (a daughter),
to Mr. and Mrs. Choi Ching Kui on the birth of
their second son, to Mr. and Mrs. Shurn Sze Tak
on the birth of their second daughter and to
Au-Yong Chin Koon on being elected an
Associate Member of the Institution of Structural
Engineers.
We were very pleased to have Honor Oei back
in the office for a short time to help out in a
particularly busy period.
Finally, your reporter spent three weeks in
Japan in May, ostensibly to attend the Congress
on Irrigation and Drainage, but really to enjoy
the luxury of a daily bath; he returned to find
more drastic water restrictions in force, which
should somehow point a moral.
J. F. L.
.

Nigeria
Despite being delayed en route by a ‘plane
crash (not the one he was travelling on) and being
re-routed via Rome instead of Johannesburg,
Mr. Edington arrived in Kaduna from Nyasaland
in time to see John Gandy off to join Anne in
England for a well-deserved leave. John is
learning, though, that once you are an Associate,
holidays are apt to be interrupted by work, and
we wonder whether he will be even tougher than
usual with the contractors he is meeting in London.
Meanwhile, the contractors concerned have
made excellent progress on the Wuya Bridge (so
don’t be too hard on them John) and by working
day and night, have managed to finish the
foundation cylinders and caps one jump ahead of
the rapidly rising Kaduna River. Messrs.
Ditchburn, Ings, Miller and new boy Giller, can
now dry out their clothes and get some sleep at
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night, provided the contractors’ air-conditioners
work better than they have up till now.
The Northern Region Road Study group has
been strengthened by the arrival of Mike Pearce
and Peter Arlidge and the return of Eric
Pollock, all of the Economist Intelligence Unit.
Derek Bew made a welcome return to Kaduna
and promptly loaded up a couple of Land Rovers
to set off into the unknown. Mike Earwaker, now
running the Kaduna Soils Laboratory, gets oc
casional soils reports from Derek, delivered we
understand, in a cleft stick. Theodore Bowring
paid us a fortnight’s visit which was enjoyed by
all, not least by the Ministry of Works officials
whom he charmed into agreeing that their
Ministry needs some minor running repairs
before tackling the Road Programme, which is
the subject of our Road study.
Mervyn Johnston flew in from Jordan just in
time to meet Renee and his five (5) daughters at
Kano on their arrival from London. With
driver and baggage for a two months’ stay, they
drove to Kaduna, the Chevrolet luckily having
had a complete overhaul the week before.
Ted Lees is back in Kaduna office after his
leave, and Glen and the boys will be joining him
later. The ubiquitous Zack Matthews reappeared
in Kaduna, where he spent a week, then set off to
do some star-gazing in Jos and Zaria in an
attempt to forecast future water consumption in
these two towns.
The first plant contracts for the Kaduna Water
Supply Scheme are now awarded and John
Caifrey, with his wife Pat and 15 months old son,
Patrick, arrived to spend a few months in Kaduna
Office prior to taking up his duties as Resident
Engineer. Patrick was born in Nyasaland (where
John was Assistant Resident Engineer on the
Walker’s Ferry Scheme) and as far as we can
judge, speaks only Chinyanja. Pat has decided to
go home to Ireland for her second happy event
due, we hear, in September, perhaps to make sure
that she and John—if not their English friends—
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Nyasaland
On May 23rd Mr. Edington attended the official
opening of the Walker’s Ferry Water Supply
Scheme by the Prime Minister of Nyasaland,
The Honourable H. K. Banda, M.L.A. The
ceremony was held at the Treatment Works near
the Shire River at Walker’s Ferry, and was the
culmination of some seven years’ work by the firm.
This work started with a comprehensive survey
of possible sources of supply and the submission,
early in 1958, of a report to the clients, the Mudi
River Water Board. Design started in 1959 and
the first contract—for the supply of steel pipes—
was awarded early in 1960. All plant contracts
were awarded by the end of that year, and the
civil engineering contracts by March 1961.
Construction took two years. Initially, the scheme
will supply the Shire Highlands area, including the
principal towns of Blantyre and Limbe, with two
million gallons per day and the works are
designed to be extended by stages to eight
million gallons per day as demand increases. The
total cost of the scheme was £2.4 million.
Friends of David and Margaret Ruxton, who
have been with the firm in Nyasaland for some
eight years will be interested to hear that David,
on finishing as Chief Resident Engineer on the
scheme, has now set up in private practice in
Blantyre, in partnership with Humphries &
Ralston of Salisbury, Rhodesia. We wish him
every success in his new venture.
G. A. E.
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can understand what their second child is saying
when it begins to talk.
Meanwhile, the Spences (Kaduna Power
Station) and the Parks and the Lockes (Afam
Power Station) are fit and well. Ken Locke is
delighted to have found some people in Port
Harcourt who can play cricket and we hope his
enthusiasm is not dampened by the climate which,
we understand, requires the wicket to be mown
as well as rolled during the intervals.
G.A.E.

By courtesy of London Express Nesss and Features service
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Fact or Pontifact
b Pliiiiistead

LLOWING on the rash of marriages
reported last issue, this time we have
a fine crop of offspring—not from the
same parties fortunately. The Baxters have a
son, Ian, whose christening Sue describes earlier
in the issue, George Puddephatt, a son, David
Maltby, a son, Nicholas David and Don Goodger
a son, Anthony; in the minority are Chris.
Schumann with a daughter Grethe Winified
and Michael Harley, a daughter, Anne. Con
gratulations to all—the old hands will soon
let you know what you’ve let yoursel’yes in for.
Other events on the social front include Robin
Osborn and David Clark who have taken unto
themselves wives and John Sims who an
nounced his engagement to Anne Marshall.
(Stop press: Michael Kennedy will also be married
by the time this appears).
There are a number of new arrivals to welcome
—Jimmy James and Norman Froggatt have
joined the Roads Section, both having recently
left the Nigerian P.W.D. As a matter of interest
two other members of the staff. H. P. Pooley
and A. C. Boorman also joined us from that
source several years ago. Hugh Dodd, a South
African, also joined the Road Section. Nitaidas
Bose, who has worked in our office for some
time as a member of Develco, has now joined
the firm and is with Joe Cassell. Down to the
Soils Lab, go Jim Cocksedge, Mark Sharrock
and John Dundas—what seems very odd is that
new staff are always going down there. like
one of Aesop’s Fables: what do you have there,
John, a morgue ? The General Office has been
enriched by Edna Burke and Eileen Smith,
while J. Muil is our new staff secretary
and David King our new accountant. (Memo:
make sure the little red book adds up). Finally,
Peter Heath (not our old Peter back again)
goes to Jim Taylor, Nitin Som to Trevor Hancock
and Richard Hawkins to Roger Whiting.
Comings—Pat Vulliamy has returned from
British Honduras, so no more thrilling tales of
spotted horrors for a while, Angus Wilson

from Cyprus, Paddy Stammers from Hong
Kong, Jack Wiseman from Nigeria and Michael
Bell from British Guiana. Goings—Andy Kellam
to Jordan, Chris Prinsloo to Kuwait, A. W. C.
Villiers and Cyril Cottrell to York University,
and Jack Wiseman to Cheshire. Other goings
of a slightly more permanent nature are Brian
Walker, Paddy Stammers, Arthur Pollock and
Ken Reid who are leaving us shortly. Comings
and goings—Mr. Johnston was home from
Nigeria for two days, J. J. Gandy was also home
for a short visit, while 50 per cent, of the Amman
staff, i.e., Ron Hedges and Peter Erridge, are
in London for a few weeks, which is presumably
why there is no Jordan newsletter.
Considering it has been summer, laughable
though the word may be, since the last issue
there seems to have been rather a lot of illness.
Mr. Meff is still away—we hope he will be
recovered soon, Mr. Bowen, Mike Britnell and
Mr. Littlejohn have been ill, but we are glad
to see them back in the office again. Outside
London, we hear that Cyril Cottrell has been
ill; our best wishes to him. (Stop press 2:
J. K. M. Henry has displaced a spinal disc
playing cricket with his children—stick to the
old man’s game of golf in future !)
Several members of the firm have received
degrees or professional qualifications: Willy
Ramsey of the Glasgow office, B.Sc., Raymond
Spence,
Bob
Roberts,
A.M .1 .Struct.E.,
A.M.I.C.E., and Jim Blake, A.M.I.C.E., and
A.M.lnst. H. E.
*

*

*

Plurnstead likes to try and give the impression
that he is up to date and modern in his engineering
outlook. He was, therefore, keenly interested
to hear that Richard Colman adapted Brian
McKenna’s computer programme to calculate
the settlement of a building. The only snag
with the whole business, apparently, is that the
first run through placed the building about
Continued on page 47
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night, provided the contractors’ air-conditioners
work better than they have up till now.
The Northern Region Road Study group has
been strengthened by the arrival of Mike Pearce
and Peter Arlidge and the return of Eric
Pollock, all of the Economist Intelligence Unit.
Derek Bew made a welcome return to Kaduna
and promptly loaded up a couple of Land Rovers
to set off into the unknown. Mike Earwaker, now
running the Kaduna Soils Laboratory, gets oc
casional soils reports from Derek, delivered we
understand, in a cleft stick. Theodore Bowring
paid us a fortnight’s visit which was enjoyed by
all, not least by the Ministry of Works officials
whom he charmed into agreeing that their
Ministry needs some minor running repairs
before tackling the Road Programme, which is
the subject of our Road study.
Mervyn Johnston flew in from Jordan just in
time to meet Renee and his five (5) daughters at
Kano on their arrival from London. With
driver and baggage for a two months’ stay, they
drove to Kaduna, the Chevrolet luckily having
had a complete overhaul the week before.
Ted Lees is back in Kaduna office after his
leave, and Glen and the boys will be joining him
later. The ubiquitous Zack Matthews reappeared
in Kaduna, where he spent a week, then set off to
do some star-gazing in Jos and Zaria in an
attempt to forecast future water consumption in
these two towns.
The first plant contracts for the Kaduna Water
Supply Scheme are now awarded and John
Caifrey, with his wife Pat and 15 months old son,
Patrick, arrived to spend a few months in Kaduna
Office prior to taking up his duties as Resident
Engineer. Patrick was born in Nyasaland (where
John was Assistant Resident Engineer on the
Walker’s Ferry Scheme) and as far as we can
judge, speaks only Chinyanja. Pat has decided to
go home to Ireland for her second happy event
due, we hear, in September, perhaps to make sure
that she and John—if not their English friends—

No.
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Nyasaland
On May 23rd Mr. Edington attended the official
opening of the Walker’s Ferry Water Supply
Scheme by the Prime Minister of Nyasaland,
The Honourable H. K. Banda, M.L.A. The
ceremony was held at the Treatment Works near
the Shire River at Walker’s Ferry, and was the
culmination of some seven years’ work by the firm.
This work started with a comprehensive survey
of possible sources of supply and the submission,
early in 1958, of a report to the clients, the Mudi
River Water Board. Design started in 1959 and
the first contract—for the supply of steel pipes—
was awarded early in 1960. All plant contracts
were awarded by the end of that year, and the
civil engineering contracts by March 1961.
Construction took two years. Initially, the scheme
will supply the Shire Highlands area, including the
principal towns of Blantyre and Limbe, with two
million gallons per day and the works are
designed to be extended by stages to eight
million gallons per day as demand increases. The
total cost of the scheme was £2.4 million.
Friends of David and Margaret Ruxton, who
have been with the firm in Nyasaland for some
eight years will be interested to hear that David,
on finishing as Chief Resident Engineer on the
scheme, has now set up in private practice in
Blantyre, in partnership with Humphries &
Ralston of Salisbury, Rhodesia. We wish him
every success in his new venture.
G. A. E.
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can understand what their second child is saying
when it begins to talk.
Meanwhile, the Spences (Kaduna Power
Station) and the Parks and the Lockes (Afam
Power Station) are fit and well. Ken Locke is
delighted to have found some people in Port
Harcourt who can play cricket and we hope his
enthusiasm is not dampened by the climate which,
we understand, requires the wicket to be mown
as well as rolled during the intervals.
G.A.E.

By courtesy of London Express Nesss and Features service

BRI5TOW6 FRANK DICKENS
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Fact or Pontifact
b Pliiiiistead

LLOWING on the rash of marriages
reported last issue, this time we have
a fine crop of offspring—not from the
same parties fortunately. The Baxters have a
son, Ian, whose christening Sue describes earlier
in the issue, George Puddephatt, a son, David
Maltby, a son, Nicholas David and Don Goodger
a son, Anthony; in the minority are Chris.
Schumann with a daughter Grethe Winified
and Michael Harley, a daughter, Anne. Con
gratulations to all—the old hands will soon
let you know what you’ve let yoursel’yes in for.
Other events on the social front include Robin
Osborn and David Clark who have taken unto
themselves wives and John Sims who an
nounced his engagement to Anne Marshall.
(Stop press: Michael Kennedy will also be married
by the time this appears).
There are a number of new arrivals to welcome
—Jimmy James and Norman Froggatt have
joined the Roads Section, both having recently
left the Nigerian P.W.D. As a matter of interest
two other members of the staff. H. P. Pooley
and A. C. Boorman also joined us from that
source several years ago. Hugh Dodd, a South
African, also joined the Road Section. Nitaidas
Bose, who has worked in our office for some
time as a member of Develco, has now joined
the firm and is with Joe Cassell. Down to the
Soils Lab, go Jim Cocksedge, Mark Sharrock
and John Dundas—what seems very odd is that
new staff are always going down there. like
one of Aesop’s Fables: what do you have there,
John, a morgue ? The General Office has been
enriched by Edna Burke and Eileen Smith,
while J. Muil is our new staff secretary
and David King our new accountant. (Memo:
make sure the little red book adds up). Finally,
Peter Heath (not our old Peter back again)
goes to Jim Taylor, Nitin Som to Trevor Hancock
and Richard Hawkins to Roger Whiting.
Comings—Pat Vulliamy has returned from
British Honduras, so no more thrilling tales of
spotted horrors for a while, Angus Wilson

from Cyprus, Paddy Stammers from Hong
Kong, Jack Wiseman from Nigeria and Michael
Bell from British Guiana. Goings—Andy Kellam
to Jordan, Chris Prinsloo to Kuwait, A. W. C.
Villiers and Cyril Cottrell to York University,
and Jack Wiseman to Cheshire. Other goings
of a slightly more permanent nature are Brian
Walker, Paddy Stammers, Arthur Pollock and
Ken Reid who are leaving us shortly. Comings
and goings—Mr. Johnston was home from
Nigeria for two days, J. J. Gandy was also home
for a short visit, while 50 per cent, of the Amman
staff, i.e., Ron Hedges and Peter Erridge, are
in London for a few weeks, which is presumably
why there is no Jordan newsletter.
Considering it has been summer, laughable
though the word may be, since the last issue
there seems to have been rather a lot of illness.
Mr. Meff is still away—we hope he will be
recovered soon, Mr. Bowen, Mike Britnell and
Mr. Littlejohn have been ill, but we are glad
to see them back in the office again. Outside
London, we hear that Cyril Cottrell has been
ill; our best wishes to him. (Stop press 2:
J. K. M. Henry has displaced a spinal disc
playing cricket with his children—stick to the
old man’s game of golf in future !)
Several members of the firm have received
degrees or professional qualifications: Willy
Ramsey of the Glasgow office, B.Sc., Raymond
Spence,
Bob
Roberts,
A.M .1 .Struct.E.,
A.M.I.C.E., and Jim Blake, A.M.I.C.E., and
A.M.lnst. H. E.
*

*

*

Plurnstead likes to try and give the impression
that he is up to date and modern in his engineering
outlook. He was, therefore, keenly interested
to hear that Richard Colman adapted Brian
McKenna’s computer programme to calculate
the settlement of a building. The only snag
with the whole business, apparently, is that the
first run through placed the building about
Continued on page 47
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Club Notes
Wine

Partner’s
Doodles
Great doodlers of the past have included
publicans, priests and Prime Ministers—indeed
after cabinet meetings the blotting paper is
always carefully collected and destroyed for
obvious reasons. Fortunately, this example of
Partner’s doodles has been saved for posterity.
A few notes from PONTIFACT Doodle Corres
pondent are reproduced to help with the in
terpretation :—
“The doodle has a distinct oriental flavour
with pagoda development metamorphosed
into a Chengis Khan sabre. Note the

inverted Mohr’s circles (arrowed) which show
an appreciation of the problem of doodle
foundations. Note also the provision of
lightning conductors giving added safety to
the structures.”
It is a pity that with Leonardo cartoons to-day
valued at £800,000 the doodle market is not
enjoying any success. This is probably just as
well since doodle production would then have
t& be under job nunibers. It will not require
a hawk eye to discover the author of this
masterpiece!

Circle

Advertising pays dividends—even in small
circulation house magazines. The half page
“splash” in the last issue stimulated twentyseven people to crowd into the second floor
conference room for the Portuguese Wine
Tasting. Mr. Leader commenced by showing
a short film on wine making and then gave a
short (but, in the circumstances, long enough !)
introductory talk on the wines to be tasted.
Eventually, as Arthur Atkins gleefully displayed
a card marked, “Round One” (shades of
“Fight of the Week”), the first bottle was un
corked. With Mr. Bowen and other members
of the staff acting as waiters sixteen bottles of
eight different varieties of wine were consumed,
the empty bottles being spirited away to the
homes of the country wine enthusiasts. I-lunger
pangs were staved off by Mrs. Jenkins who
organized biscuits and cheese. Trevor 1-lancock
in thanking Mr. Leader was disappointed that
advertisements for jobs such as his did not
appear in the Tally Delegiaph—so were we all
The next meeting was a small affair for home
made wine and beer enthusiasts. Mr. Harris
of the West Kent Wine Circle came to lecture
on the blending of home made wines. Also
many people provided samples of the beer they
had made at home. Fortunately it was a very
warm evening and everyone was thirsty and so
even the flatest of flat beer seemed palatable,
if you screwed up your nose. The quality of
the beer is now however improving and at
least five members are producing (and drinking)
a continuous supply.
On July 9th a sherry tasting was given by
1-larvey’s. News of the success of the Portuguese
Wine Tasting evening must have spread fast,
for forty-three people attended the meeting and
consumed a full case of sherry. Mrs. Jenkins
again produced some very fine fare on an ex
tremely limited budget and as people meandered
home there was even a spare loaf available
to be tossed Rugby fashion to and fro across
Victoria Street.
P. D. CRAKER.

Cricl’et
The 1963 season can best be described as a
season of mixed fortunes, with the team’s per
formance beconiing more unpredictable as the
season progressed.
After winning our first two matches, we then
proceeded to defeat in the next four. With this
record and two of our better players absent we
faced the Nyasaland Leopards on Friday, July
12th and expected to take an even greater ham
mering than in the previous years.
t was extremely gratifying to see from the
start of the match a standard of fielding from our
lads, the likes of which never has been seen before
—even the impossible catches were held. (It has
been reported that our skipper Jim Taylor was
seen administering two coats of black treacle to
his hands and those of Sean Fenner and Ted Hart
before the game commenced).
With the game less than thirty minutes old the
Leopards were a little surprised to find that they
had their opening batsmen back in the pavilion
with only 21 on the board (in 1962 and 1961
their opening pair had made 79 and 105 res
pectively).

Back Row: Jim Blake, Graham Butt, Peter Clark,
Michael Morgan, Angus Wilson, Ted Hart.
Fiont Row: Roger Mattingley, Ted Wright, Jim Taylor,
Reg Ready, John Drake.
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homes of the country wine enthusiasts. I-lunger
pangs were staved off by Mrs. Jenkins who
organized biscuits and cheese. Trevor 1-lancock
in thanking Mr. Leader was disappointed that
advertisements for jobs such as his did not
appear in the Tally Delegiaph—so were we all
The next meeting was a small affair for home
made wine and beer enthusiasts. Mr. Harris
of the West Kent Wine Circle came to lecture
on the blending of home made wines. Also
many people provided samples of the beer they
had made at home. Fortunately it was a very
warm evening and everyone was thirsty and so
even the flatest of flat beer seemed palatable,
if you screwed up your nose. The quality of
the beer is now however improving and at
least five members are producing (and drinking)
a continuous supply.
On July 9th a sherry tasting was given by
1-larvey’s. News of the success of the Portuguese
Wine Tasting evening must have spread fast,
for forty-three people attended the meeting and
consumed a full case of sherry. Mrs. Jenkins
again produced some very fine fare on an ex
tremely limited budget and as people meandered
home there was even a spare loaf available
to be tossed Rugby fashion to and fro across
Victoria Street.
P. D. CRAKER.

Cricl’et
The 1963 season can best be described as a
season of mixed fortunes, with the team’s per
formance beconiing more unpredictable as the
season progressed.
After winning our first two matches, we then
proceeded to defeat in the next four. With this
record and two of our better players absent we
faced the Nyasaland Leopards on Friday, July
12th and expected to take an even greater ham
mering than in the previous years.
t was extremely gratifying to see from the
start of the match a standard of fielding from our
lads, the likes of which never has been seen before
—even the impossible catches were held. (It has
been reported that our skipper Jim Taylor was
seen administering two coats of black treacle to
his hands and those of Sean Fenner and Ted Hart
before the game commenced).
With the game less than thirty minutes old the
Leopards were a little surprised to find that they
had their opening batsmen back in the pavilion
with only 21 on the board (in 1962 and 1961
their opening pair had made 79 and 105 res
pectively).

Back Row: Jim Blake, Graham Butt, Peter Clark,
Michael Morgan, Angus Wilson, Ted Hart.
Fiont Row: Roger Mattingley, Ted Wright, Jim Taylor,
Reg Ready, John Drake.
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Wickets continued to fall steadily and the
Leopards were all out for 119 (a note of interest
being that the Leopards have never been out for
less than a 100).
For Scott & Wilson, Kirkpatrick & Partners
to score 120 to win was a reasonable possiblity,
but with one wicket lost for six runs, and then
five wickets gone for fifty-four it looked as if we
were heading for a fifth consecutive defeat, but
fortunately Peter Clark carried his bat and he was
ably assisted by Angus Wilson, Phil West and
Ted Hart in knocking off the remainder of the 120
runs to win the match by 4 wickets,—our first
victory over the Leopards since this annual
fixture was first arranged seven years ago.

..
... ...

.. ..
.. ..
.
.
.
.. .. .

Nyasaland Leopards
Mayo
Collard
Ferris
Lamb
Wynn
Robinson
Evans
Griffiths
Judge
Summers
Chasemore

.. ..
...

...
...

...

...
...

...
...

ct. Taylor b Mattocks
l.b.w. Mattocks
ct. Fenner b. Wilson
ct. Mattocks b Wilson
ct. Fenner b. Kennedy
l.b.sv. Fenner
b. Hart
ct. Fenner b. Hart
l.b.w. Mattocks
c. and b. Hart
not out
Extras

...
...

...

...

...

...

...

...
...

...

...

...
...

9
11
34
3
30
3
3
II
I
I
6
7
119

Bowling
Mattocks...
Fenner
Wilson
Butt
Hart

...

.. ..

...

...

...

...

...

...

Kennedy

...

.. ..
..

.. ..
.. ..
..
: .}

S. & W.K. & l
J. Taylor
P. Clark
N. A. Wilson
G. Butt
S. Fenner
K. D. S. Mattocks
P. West
T. E. Hart
R. F. Ready
J. D. Drake
M. J. Kennedy
...

Bowling
Mayo
Judge
Evans
Wynn
Lamb

...

...

.. ..
.. .. . .
...

...

...

...

...

0.
10
8
6
4
53
I

R.
35
30
22
12
10
3

M.
0
2
1
0
0
0

Wkts.
3
I
2
0
3
I

.
.
.
.
.. .. . .
..
..

...

...

...
...

...

...

...
...

Did not bat
Extras

0.
4
5
10
6
2

...

M.
0
0
0
I
0

.. ..
... ...
..
...
...

...

4
57
13
0
9
0
10
18
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E. 0. Measor’s XI

.. ..
..
..
..

.. ..
.. ..
..

K. D. S. Mattocks l.b.w. Mattingley
S. F. Brown
b. Wilson
S. F. Fenner
b. Edwards
G. Butt
Retired
J. F. Taylor
Retired
J. Blake
run out
P. B. Edwards
ct. and b. Britnell
E. 0. Measor
not out
J. D. Drake
N. L. Beaton
.:.}Did not bat
P. F. Clark
Extras

.. ..

...

...

...

...

.. ..
.. ..

.. ..
.. ..
...

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

Total (for 7 wkts.)

.
.
.. .. .. ..
..
..
.. ..
.. ..
..

Bowling
Mattingley
Wilson
Angier
Edwards
Hart
Britnell

...

...

...

...
...

0.
4
4
4
4
1
I

M.
0
0
0
0
0
0

R. G. Edwards
M. Britnell
M. J. Kennedy
R. A. Anaier
P. G. Clirk
R. F. Roady
R. J. Mattingley...
N. A. Wilson
T. E. I-tart
B. E. Palmer
H. Grace
...
...

...

...

..

...

.. .. . .
.. .. ..
.. .. . .
.. ..
...

...

...

..

...

...

...

II

...
...

...

...

...

...

...

Bowling
Fenner
Brown
Mattocks
Butt
Taylor

.. .. .. ..
.. ..
...

0.
4
4
4
4
1

M.
0
0
0
0
0

...

R.
12
26
26
26
1

...

Wkts.
I
3
0
2
2

—
—

—

—

.
.
.
. . .. ..
..
...

19
15
32
29
18
I
I
i

Also a record number of 27 of the staff took part in
the matches this year.
R. F. READY

Due largely to the arrival in our midst of a
number of new tennis playing members of the
staff, there appears to have been a tennis revival
in the firm this year. It is seldom that the Hon.
Sec. has the pleasurably embarrassing problem of
having to select teams rather than having to
prevail on slightly unwilling candidates to play,
but this has been so recently.
In our matches against outside firms this season,
the record reads:
Home
A way

139

v. Binnie & Partners
v. McAlpine Sports Club
v. Guiness Tennis Club

Won
Won
Lost

Lost
Lost
Lost

The Inter Section competition reached the
play-off stage on schedule with Mr. Walker’s
Section represented by Alan Rowland and Sean
Fenner being beaten in the final 6-2 6-4 by the
Roads & Airport’s team of Ron Henderson and
Graham Butt.
The Hon. Sec. will always be pleased to hear
from overseas members of the staff home on
leave who would be interested in joining in our
tennis activities,
A. T. POLLOCK

iI
5
I
23
4
9
13
I
I
II
89

.

Lawn Tennis

13

——

Total

43

Bowling
Ovcrs M.
R. Wkts. Avge.
14
62
S. F. Brown
1
5
12.40
T. E. Hart
1 1.3 I
42
3
14.00
6
S. F. Fenner
25
87
6
14.50
19
3
99
G. Butt
5
15.80
K. D. S. Mattocks
27.3 I
121
7
17.28
14
I
N. A. Wilson
75
3
25.00
28
R. J. Mattingley
5
126
5
25.20
(Qualification 10 overs and 3 wkts. or more)
Most Catches for the Season: S. F. Fenner 7.

...

...

.. ...
... ...

...

R. Wkts.
25
I
28
1
28
0
34
1
5
0
6
1

ct. Fenner b. Brown
b. Brown
Ct. Brown b. Fenner
run out
Retired
b. Brown
l.b.w. Butt
ct Fenner b. Taylor
b. Taylor
ct. Drake b. Butt
not out
Extras

1963

The Season’s Averages
Batting
Innings NotOut Runs Avge.
P. G. Clark...
5
2
118
39.33
S. F. Fenner
5
103
20.60
G. Butt
4
1
46
15.33
M. F. Britnell
3
37
I 2.33
S. F. Brown
3
37
12.33
R. J. Mattingley
5
55
I 1.00
(Qualification 35 runs in 3 innings, or more)

President’s Marc/i

...

(for 6 wkts.) 122
R. Wkts.
18
0
28
2
4
29
0
23
16
0

9

Jn our last game our team had returned to
normal, and we were well and truly beaten by
Binnie & Partners (or should I say Binnie and
The Leopard), for Mayo, the Nyasaland Leopard,
who had previously been out for 9, had his revenge
in this match with a good but somewhat lucky 64.
For the President’s Match the weather did its
utmost to dampen our spirits, but eventually
brightened up in the evening, to enable Mr.
Measor’s Xl to beat Mr. Grace’s Xl by fifty runs.

H. Grace’s XI
b. Judge
not out
b. Evans
b. Evans
ct. Wynn b Judge.
b. Evans
b. Evans
not out
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Philately
On Tuesday March 19th a hardy band of enthusiasts who had been badgering Roy Wood to
make the Stamp Club an active Society (dormant
since PONTIFACT No. 7) democratically elected
Ted Wright, Honorary Secretary.

The first meeting of the rejuvenated Stanip Club
tookplaceonTuesdayApril2ndwhenRoyWood
displayed his collection of Tasmanian stamps.
Roy’s collection included several specimens of
Van Diemens Land which was the former name
ofthe colony. The early issues ofTasmania make
a very rewarding study as many varieties exist
because of the practice of perforating stamps
locally. We were able to see some roughly
punctured rouletted, pin-perforated and oblique
rouletted stamps.
In May, Mr. Bowen gave an interesting il
lustrated talk entitled, Hints on stamp collecting’.
He showed us several different types of albums
and pointed out the use of loose leaf stock books
for collecting mint issues as these have an enhanced
value if unmounted. He also gave us some tips
on what issues to look-out for and what issues to
avoid. He showed us several illustrations of
retouches, colour shifts and incorrect spacing of
overprints etc.
To follow up this talk, a slide lecture was hired
from Messrs, Stanley Gibbons Ltd., giving hints
on stamp collecting but this was found rather
technical and not entirely suitable for our
audience.
The next talk, on Tuesday June 4th was given
by Ted Wright. The subject of this talk was the
Victorian issues of Great Britain. Ted displayed
several penny blacks, twopenny blues, and a
partially reconstructed sheet of penny stamps,
as well as a fair range of the surface printed
issues. This talk was of particular interest to
Robert Moodie and Peter Craker who both
specialise in Great Britain.
For the July Meeting, members were asked to
bring along their collections of Rhodesia and
Nyasaland. This was a particularly successful
meeting as a very complete range of stamps was
displayed. Roy Wood displayed the early issues
of the British Central Africa Protectorate or
Nyasaland as we now know it, and the British
South Africa Co. or Rhodesia. Isabelle Burleigh
added the middle issues. Bob Angier a native of
N. Rhodesia, completed the display with a very
fine collection of the modern issues of Northern
and South RhodesiaandNyasaland. Mr. Hawkey
showed some interesting varieties that had come
to light in the Kariba Darn issue. Other con
tributions were made by Derek Verran and Ted
Wright.
in the future we have arranged a talk by Derek
Verran on the South American issues and hope to
persuade Isabelle Burleigh to give us the ladies’
view of stamp collecting.
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Wickets continued to fall steadily and the
Leopards were all out for 119 (a note of interest
being that the Leopards have never been out for
less than a 100).
For Scott & Wilson, Kirkpatrick & Partners
to score 120 to win was a reasonable possiblity,
but with one wicket lost for six runs, and then
five wickets gone for fifty-four it looked as if we
were heading for a fifth consecutive defeat, but
fortunately Peter Clark carried his bat and he was
ably assisted by Angus Wilson, Phil West and
Ted Hart in knocking off the remainder of the 120
runs to win the match by 4 wickets,—our first
victory over the Leopards since this annual
fixture was first arranged seven years ago.

..
... ...

.. ..
.. ..
.
.
.
.. .. .

Nyasaland Leopards
Mayo
Collard
Ferris
Lamb
Wynn
Robinson
Evans
Griffiths
Judge
Summers
Chasemore

.. ..
...

...
...

...

...
...

...
...

ct. Taylor b Mattocks
l.b.w. Mattocks
ct. Fenner b. Wilson
ct. Mattocks b Wilson
ct. Fenner b. Kennedy
l.b.sv. Fenner
b. Hart
ct. Fenner b. Hart
l.b.w. Mattocks
c. and b. Hart
not out
Extras

...
...

...

...

...

...

...

...
...

...

...

...
...

9
11
34
3
30
3
3
II
I
I
6
7
119

Bowling
Mattocks...
Fenner
Wilson
Butt
Hart

...

.. ..

...

...

...

...

...

...

Kennedy

...

.. ..
..

.. ..
.. ..
..
: .}

S. & W.K. & l
J. Taylor
P. Clark
N. A. Wilson
G. Butt
S. Fenner
K. D. S. Mattocks
P. West
T. E. Hart
R. F. Ready
J. D. Drake
M. J. Kennedy
...

Bowling
Mayo
Judge
Evans
Wynn
Lamb

...

...

.. ..
.. .. . .
...

...

...

...

...

0.
10
8
6
4
53
I

R.
35
30
22
12
10
3

M.
0
2
1
0
0
0

Wkts.
3
I
2
0
3
I

.
.
.
.
.. .. . .
..
..

...

...

...
...

...

...

...
...

Did not bat
Extras

0.
4
5
10
6
2

...

M.
0
0
0
I
0

.. ..
... ...
..
...
...

...

4
57
13
0
9
0
10
18
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.. ..
..
..
..

.. ..
.. ..
..
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E. 0. Measor
not out
J. D. Drake
N. L. Beaton
.:.}Did not bat
P. F. Clark
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.. ..

...

...

...

...

.. ..
.. ..

.. ..
.. ..
...

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

Total (for 7 wkts.)
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.
.. .. .. ..
..
..
.. ..
.. ..
..
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...

...

...

...
...

0.
4
4
4
4
1
I
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0
0
0
0
0
0
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R. A. Anaier
P. G. Clirk
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N. A. Wilson
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H. Grace
...
...

...

...

..

...

.. .. . .
.. .. ..
.. .. . .
.. ..
...

...

...

..

...

...

...

II

...
...

...

...

...

...

...
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Fenner
Brown
Mattocks
Butt
Taylor

.. .. .. ..
.. ..
...

0.
4
4
4
4
1

M.
0
0
0
0
0

...

R.
12
26
26
26
1

...

Wkts.
I
3
0
2
2

—
—

—

—

.
.
.
. . .. ..
..
...

19
15
32
29
18
I
I
i

Also a record number of 27 of the staff took part in
the matches this year.
R. F. READY

Due largely to the arrival in our midst of a
number of new tennis playing members of the
staff, there appears to have been a tennis revival
in the firm this year. It is seldom that the Hon.
Sec. has the pleasurably embarrassing problem of
having to select teams rather than having to
prevail on slightly unwilling candidates to play,
but this has been so recently.
In our matches against outside firms this season,
the record reads:
Home
A way

139

v. Binnie & Partners
v. McAlpine Sports Club
v. Guiness Tennis Club

Won
Won
Lost

Lost
Lost
Lost

The Inter Section competition reached the
play-off stage on schedule with Mr. Walker’s
Section represented by Alan Rowland and Sean
Fenner being beaten in the final 6-2 6-4 by the
Roads & Airport’s team of Ron Henderson and
Graham Butt.
The Hon. Sec. will always be pleased to hear
from overseas members of the staff home on
leave who would be interested in joining in our
tennis activities,
A. T. POLLOCK

iI
5
I
23
4
9
13
I
I
II
89

.

Lawn Tennis

13

——

Total

43

Bowling
Ovcrs M.
R. Wkts. Avge.
14
62
S. F. Brown
1
5
12.40
T. E. Hart
1 1.3 I
42
3
14.00
6
S. F. Fenner
25
87
6
14.50
19
3
99
G. Butt
5
15.80
K. D. S. Mattocks
27.3 I
121
7
17.28
14
I
N. A. Wilson
75
3
25.00
28
R. J. Mattingley
5
126
5
25.20
(Qualification 10 overs and 3 wkts. or more)
Most Catches for the Season: S. F. Fenner 7.

...

...

.. ...
... ...

...

R. Wkts.
25
I
28
1
28
0
34
1
5
0
6
1

ct. Fenner b. Brown
b. Brown
Ct. Brown b. Fenner
run out
Retired
b. Brown
l.b.w. Butt
ct Fenner b. Taylor
b. Taylor
ct. Drake b. Butt
not out
Extras
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The Season’s Averages
Batting
Innings NotOut Runs Avge.
P. G. Clark...
5
2
118
39.33
S. F. Fenner
5
103
20.60
G. Butt
4
1
46
15.33
M. F. Britnell
3
37
I 2.33
S. F. Brown
3
37
12.33
R. J. Mattingley
5
55
I 1.00
(Qualification 35 runs in 3 innings, or more)

President’s Marc/i

...

(for 6 wkts.) 122
R. Wkts.
18
0
28
2
4
29
0
23
16
0

9

Jn our last game our team had returned to
normal, and we were well and truly beaten by
Binnie & Partners (or should I say Binnie and
The Leopard), for Mayo, the Nyasaland Leopard,
who had previously been out for 9, had his revenge
in this match with a good but somewhat lucky 64.
For the President’s Match the weather did its
utmost to dampen our spirits, but eventually
brightened up in the evening, to enable Mr.
Measor’s Xl to beat Mr. Grace’s Xl by fifty runs.

H. Grace’s XI
b. Judge
not out
b. Evans
b. Evans
ct. Wynn b Judge.
b. Evans
b. Evans
not out

No.

I

Philately
On Tuesday March 19th a hardy band of enthusiasts who had been badgering Roy Wood to
make the Stamp Club an active Society (dormant
since PONTIFACT No. 7) democratically elected
Ted Wright, Honorary Secretary.

The first meeting of the rejuvenated Stanip Club
tookplaceonTuesdayApril2ndwhenRoyWood
displayed his collection of Tasmanian stamps.
Roy’s collection included several specimens of
Van Diemens Land which was the former name
ofthe colony. The early issues ofTasmania make
a very rewarding study as many varieties exist
because of the practice of perforating stamps
locally. We were able to see some roughly
punctured rouletted, pin-perforated and oblique
rouletted stamps.
In May, Mr. Bowen gave an interesting il
lustrated talk entitled, Hints on stamp collecting’.
He showed us several different types of albums
and pointed out the use of loose leaf stock books
for collecting mint issues as these have an enhanced
value if unmounted. He also gave us some tips
on what issues to look-out for and what issues to
avoid. He showed us several illustrations of
retouches, colour shifts and incorrect spacing of
overprints etc.
To follow up this talk, a slide lecture was hired
from Messrs, Stanley Gibbons Ltd., giving hints
on stamp collecting but this was found rather
technical and not entirely suitable for our
audience.
The next talk, on Tuesday June 4th was given
by Ted Wright. The subject of this talk was the
Victorian issues of Great Britain. Ted displayed
several penny blacks, twopenny blues, and a
partially reconstructed sheet of penny stamps,
as well as a fair range of the surface printed
issues. This talk was of particular interest to
Robert Moodie and Peter Craker who both
specialise in Great Britain.
For the July Meeting, members were asked to
bring along their collections of Rhodesia and
Nyasaland. This was a particularly successful
meeting as a very complete range of stamps was
displayed. Roy Wood displayed the early issues
of the British Central Africa Protectorate or
Nyasaland as we now know it, and the British
South Africa Co. or Rhodesia. Isabelle Burleigh
added the middle issues. Bob Angier a native of
N. Rhodesia, completed the display with a very
fine collection of the modern issues of Northern
and South RhodesiaandNyasaland. Mr. Hawkey
showed some interesting varieties that had come
to light in the Kariba Darn issue. Other con
tributions were made by Derek Verran and Ted
Wright.
in the future we have arranged a talk by Derek
Verran on the South American issues and hope to
persuade Isabelle Burleigh to give us the ladies’
view of stamp collecting.
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So far we have not had any contacts with
members of the firm serving overseas who are
philatelists. We would like to hear from anyone
interested and also to receive details of new issues
that are made in various parts of thePoNT1FAcTAL’
G. E. 0. WRIGHT
world.

Golf
Sixteen players (a few more than usual)
participated in the third Measor’s Mashie
Tournament held on the Old Course at the
R.A.C. Country Club, Epsom, on August 1st.
A count disclosed that only four players were
present who had taken part in both previous
tournaments, namely Mr. Grace, Ron Hedges,
Frank Simpson and Brian Tucker. By accident
or design Ron Hedges managed to make his
shcrt return trip from overseas coincide once
again with Measors Mashie. He was paired
with Mr. J. Muil playing in the contest for tle
first time. The presence of Morris Hopkins
The winner

No.

was sorely missed by your Reporter who on
the previous occasions had looked to him for
inspiration in the recounting of the day’s events
later in this magazine.
The weather was sunny and hot which made for
a thirsty afternoon and this may have accounted
for the somewhat shorter time devoted to golf.
We were pleased to see Mrs. Measor and
Mr. and Mrs. Moodie later on in the club house.
After dinner Mr. Measor presented the trophy
to Pat Vulliamy who by popular demand then
demonstrated his skill with it on the fairway
outside. Those who were encouraged to emulate
him were spared embarrassment by the gathering
darkness.
Winner: Pat Vulliarny, Handicap 7. Gross
score 76, 3 over standard scratchscore. 39
points under Staplel’ord systen’.
Second: J. K. M. Henry, Handicap 13. Gross
score 85. 35 points. D. J. Verran, G. D.
Muir (accounts) collected the consolation prizes.
Photographed and reported by C. O’M. H. SEALS
The runner-up, and why!
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Much Ado on a Midsummer Night
by Bernard Palmer

A pleasant evening dining out was nigh ended,
Or so I thought, when parking—to talk.
Alas no peace but a sudden fear
As two stalwart bobbies were drawing near.
A searching thought—what have I done?
No answer came, so with conscience clear
I stepped out to confront the men in blue.
They knew my name and were quick to declare
An arresting warrant, with no possible bail.
Thus rendering me perplexed and truly worried
With the fantastic notion of a night in jail.
T’was then I recalled the relevant offence,
Why. yes, this was the cop that knabbed me
then.

One can’t do sixty in Park Lane.
Some brief respite whilst I did collect
Little necessities for bed and breakfast out.
True gentlemen the officers proved to be
In dropping my date at her door,
But not before—as if in amends for time not
spent,
We had kissed a fond farewell, though still
bewildered,
In the spacious back seat of their squad car.
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At midnight then they whisked me away
To no ordinary ‘cop-shop’, mark you—West
End Central,
The biggest, the best, the elite—where else?
Within minutes, imprisonment, in a foul
odoured cell,
Notable for its hand carved benches and defaced
walls.
My first reflection—what wretched luck! but
gaiety prevailed.
For that chinese meal and Châteauneuf du Pape
went down well.

My high spirits had no chance to ebb
For they shortly released me, to appear
Before a grim faced sergeant who was immediate
to direct
A search for some concealed lethal weapon,
And a meticulous recording of niy every
possession
For drunken sot, or burglar this would appear
fitting
But for me—I struggled to control my mirth
Just then the order came—detention till morn
They meant it too: there was no escape.
But no need for alarm, quite the reverse,
Three inch dunlopillo bed, first time flush toilet,
A reading light all night and security behind bars.
Before dozing off I chanced to reflect—this can’t
be true,
It’s all those westerns and war time novels, I’ll
wake to find it’s a dream.
Startled into consciousness by jailer’s keys at seven,
(I’d not risen that early for ages)
suffered a chilling wash whilst he barred my
escape.
In return receiving a measure of breakfast
That I seldom find time to prepare for myself—
Two marged toast slices and mug of tea—
Then back to my cell for just a couple more
hours.
Continued on page 54

Bernard Pa/Flier joined tile finn last anton?,? as a
gradnale /ioni Liverpool Univ.nsitv. I—fe has now
seitleil in a more permanent residence in Ken
sington and so i/ic police should not hnie to recoil
to soc/i drastic measnres again.
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Much Ado on a Midsummer Night
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A pleasant evening dining out was nigh ended,
Or so I thought, when parking—to talk.
Alas no peace but a sudden fear
As two stalwart bobbies were drawing near.
A searching thought—what have I done?
No answer came, so with conscience clear
I stepped out to confront the men in blue.
They knew my name and were quick to declare
An arresting warrant, with no possible bail.
Thus rendering me perplexed and truly worried
With the fantastic notion of a night in jail.
T’was then I recalled the relevant offence,
Why. yes, this was the cop that knabbed me
then.

One can’t do sixty in Park Lane.
Some brief respite whilst I did collect
Little necessities for bed and breakfast out.
True gentlemen the officers proved to be
In dropping my date at her door,
But not before—as if in amends for time not
spent,
We had kissed a fond farewell, though still
bewildered,
In the spacious back seat of their squad car.
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At midnight then they whisked me away
To no ordinary ‘cop-shop’, mark you—West
End Central,
The biggest, the best, the elite—where else?
Within minutes, imprisonment, in a foul
odoured cell,
Notable for its hand carved benches and defaced
walls.
My first reflection—what wretched luck! but
gaiety prevailed.
For that chinese meal and Châteauneuf du Pape
went down well.

My high spirits had no chance to ebb
For they shortly released me, to appear
Before a grim faced sergeant who was immediate
to direct
A search for some concealed lethal weapon,
And a meticulous recording of niy every
possession
For drunken sot, or burglar this would appear
fitting
But for me—I struggled to control my mirth
Just then the order came—detention till morn
They meant it too: there was no escape.
But no need for alarm, quite the reverse,
Three inch dunlopillo bed, first time flush toilet,
A reading light all night and security behind bars.
Before dozing off I chanced to reflect—this can’t
be true,
It’s all those westerns and war time novels, I’ll
wake to find it’s a dream.
Startled into consciousness by jailer’s keys at seven,
(I’d not risen that early for ages)
suffered a chilling wash whilst he barred my
escape.
In return receiving a measure of breakfast
That I seldom find time to prepare for myself—
Two marged toast slices and mug of tea—
Then back to my cell for just a couple more
hours.
Continued on page 54

Bernard Pa/Flier joined tile finn last anton?,? as a
gradnale /ioni Liverpool Univ.nsitv. I—fe has now
seitleil in a more permanent residence in Ken
sington and so i/ic police should not hnie to recoil
to soc/i drastic measnres again.
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and they have supplied currency for many
countries.
Until 30 years ago, the Crown Agents were
considered an arm of the Government and sent
out almost exclusively British goods. Today a
hefty proportion of their purchases comes from
foreign sources.
Recently, the United Nations asked them to
buy 25,000 sets of khaki trousers and shirts for
U.N. troops in the Congo and Gaza. The Crown
Agents searched the world and found Hong Kong
quality as good as, and prices much better than
those anywhere else. They bought there. Loud
complaints rose from the Lancashire textile
industry accusing them of neglecting national
interest ; to which the Crown Agents replied, in
effect, “sorry but we are representing our prin
cipals, not Lancashire”.
This example is typical of the Crown Agents’
method of trading. They usually buy in enor
mous quantities thus commanding rock bottom
prices and favoured treatment. More important
being non-profit making they can charge such
low commissions—rarely more than two per
cent.—that a commercial rival would go bankrupt.
The Crown Agents are proud of the many
letters they have received from governments,
complimenting them on their services, but a
personal letter from a single up-country Nigerian,
after their prompt action in preventing a menin
gitis epidemic has a special warmth; “May the
God Allmity hold and bless and extend this
corporation more than you think. Amen”.

The Crown Agents
by Brian Tucker

he report and investigation which the firm
has been asked to make for the new capital
of British Honduras is one of those exciting
jobs that is given to engineers once in a decade,
but an interesting point is that for this work the
firm is commissioned not directly by that
Government but by an organisation called the
“Crown Agents for Oversea Governments and
Administrations”.
This title immediately conjures up the image
of a British Governmental department but nothing
could be further from the truth. Indeed the
Crown Agents are probably the world’s largest
cooperative.
This institution has its roots far back in
Britain’s imperial past. Originally every colony
had an agent in London. As the empire expanded
London swarmed with growing hordes of agents,
causing much rivalry and corruption. Tired of
this, William lV’s government in 1833 set up a
single agency to represent all the colonies. This
was the origin of the present organisation and
to-day they have nearly 200 customers ranging
from independent governments (most, but not all,
former colonies) to the United Nations. All are,
and must be, public bodies. The Crown Agents
are constantly declining, with regrets to take on
private firms or individuals as “principals”.
In 1961 they took care of some 171,000 orders
with a cash value of nearly £60 million, and in
addition, their ‘principals” (they never use such
crude words as ‘customer” or “client”) entrust
them with the investment of no less than £1,300
million of public funds, making them one of the
most powerful single forces in the London money
market. Yet on all this the Crown Agents make
no profit. If the year’s end shows a trading
surplus it is wiped out either in refunds to their
principals according to each one’s volume of
business with them, or by reducing service
charges.
The two men who head the organisation are
appointed by the Government but, once in office,
they are answerable only to their principals and
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though most of their 1600 man staff is engaged by
the same procedures and gets the same pay and
pension as Civil Servants, not a penny of the
Crown Agents’ budget comes from the Treasury,
they earn it all themselves.
Heavy equipment orders make up about two
thirds of their business—though they manufacture
nothing themselves. A huge floating dock to
Nigeria, a telephone system to British Guiana or
machine tools to Malaya. They have supplied a
Rolls-Royce 18 inches higher than usual to fit an
unusually tall Pacific island queen: found
equipment for Hong Kong which could, without
offending different religious sensibilities, cremate
Hindu, Confucian and Christian alike; fulfilled
an order for a single brake washer—value one
penny—and equipped a whole army. But perhaps
the oddest request came from Africa: “What to
feed a baby elephant, please?” Privately the
Crown Agents thought that people in Africa
should know more about elephants than the
people in London, nevertheless they checked and
took some pleasure in flashing back to Africa
the deadpan advice of a famous Zoologist: “Feed
it elephant’s milk”.
The Crown Agents also act as a unique employ
ment agency, finding examining and shipping out
to remote governments about 600 experts a year;
bandmasters, prison warders, doctors, teachers,
cocoanut specialists and, most often, engineers.
Having taken them on, the Crown Agents see
that these employees get out to their posts with
their families. Thus they have grown into one of
the world’s largest travel offices, arranging 22,000
passages a year.
The Crown Agents have stamps printed and
marketed—over 1,000 million a year now—for
some 60 governments, plus the United Nations,

The firm’s latest in visiting cards from Ethiopia
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100 miles up in the air. Never mind. Richard,
Mr. Muil will soon find a place for you as a
space engineer.
*

*

*

Plumstead has nearly lost count of the number
of times lie has been told of various people
setting fire to waste paper baskets with carcino
genous combusting material (one gentleman he
knew only stayed with the firm three months and
did it tie/ce in that time). The latest entrant
to the list is Wally Grainger who recently, ex
tinguishing his pipe with gay abandon, caused
a merry blaze.
*

*

Department of Sackcloth and Ashes—
Received from an injured reader:
MISNOMER
Ron is what they called me
Of course
Like everybody else
Yourselves included
I prefer to be called
Simply by
My proper name
You’re surprised?
No it isn’t
Aloysius or Bert
Mercifully
Enough
Just thought I’d let you know
In apology I can but say:
My spies,
Regretably,
Tell lies.
*

-

M:i.

-

*

f...

597

4-7170

Reader’s Digest

froni ,i’h ic/i the material for this article was

obtained.

I

*

I thought that I had disposed of catchings,
matchings and hatchings but a late news flash
tells me I must congratulate Mr. Hawkey on
joining the ranks of distinguished grandfathers
—his son David has been presented with a
daughter.

/,W1
ack,ioii’iedgeine,its to tile

page

ROWLAND EDWARDS.

flt)
Wit/i

FACT OR PONTIFACT—contd. f,r3,;j

Does Amharic rival Chinese in incomprehensibility to
the English eye?

*

Envoi
Plunistead was recently rather taken aback
to be contacted on the ‘phone by a member of
the administrative staff who said she understood
he was leaving the firm on August 31st. All
right—I can take the hint.
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mous quantities thus commanding rock bottom
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being non-profit making they can charge such
low commissions—rarely more than two per
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The Crown Agents are proud of the many
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complimenting them on their services, but a
personal letter from a single up-country Nigerian,
after their prompt action in preventing a menin
gitis epidemic has a special warmth; “May the
God Allmity hold and bless and extend this
corporation more than you think. Amen”.

The Crown Agents
by Brian Tucker

he report and investigation which the firm
has been asked to make for the new capital
of British Honduras is one of those exciting
jobs that is given to engineers once in a decade,
but an interesting point is that for this work the
firm is commissioned not directly by that
Government but by an organisation called the
“Crown Agents for Oversea Governments and
Administrations”.
This title immediately conjures up the image
of a British Governmental department but nothing
could be further from the truth. Indeed the
Crown Agents are probably the world’s largest
cooperative.
This institution has its roots far back in
Britain’s imperial past. Originally every colony
had an agent in London. As the empire expanded
London swarmed with growing hordes of agents,
causing much rivalry and corruption. Tired of
this, William lV’s government in 1833 set up a
single agency to represent all the colonies. This
was the origin of the present organisation and
to-day they have nearly 200 customers ranging
from independent governments (most, but not all,
former colonies) to the United Nations. All are,
and must be, public bodies. The Crown Agents
are constantly declining, with regrets to take on
private firms or individuals as “principals”.
In 1961 they took care of some 171,000 orders
with a cash value of nearly £60 million, and in
addition, their ‘principals” (they never use such
crude words as ‘customer” or “client”) entrust
them with the investment of no less than £1,300
million of public funds, making them one of the
most powerful single forces in the London money
market. Yet on all this the Crown Agents make
no profit. If the year’s end shows a trading
surplus it is wiped out either in refunds to their
principals according to each one’s volume of
business with them, or by reducing service
charges.
The two men who head the organisation are
appointed by the Government but, once in office,
they are answerable only to their principals and
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though most of their 1600 man staff is engaged by
the same procedures and gets the same pay and
pension as Civil Servants, not a penny of the
Crown Agents’ budget comes from the Treasury,
they earn it all themselves.
Heavy equipment orders make up about two
thirds of their business—though they manufacture
nothing themselves. A huge floating dock to
Nigeria, a telephone system to British Guiana or
machine tools to Malaya. They have supplied a
Rolls-Royce 18 inches higher than usual to fit an
unusually tall Pacific island queen: found
equipment for Hong Kong which could, without
offending different religious sensibilities, cremate
Hindu, Confucian and Christian alike; fulfilled
an order for a single brake washer—value one
penny—and equipped a whole army. But perhaps
the oddest request came from Africa: “What to
feed a baby elephant, please?” Privately the
Crown Agents thought that people in Africa
should know more about elephants than the
people in London, nevertheless they checked and
took some pleasure in flashing back to Africa
the deadpan advice of a famous Zoologist: “Feed
it elephant’s milk”.
The Crown Agents also act as a unique employ
ment agency, finding examining and shipping out
to remote governments about 600 experts a year;
bandmasters, prison warders, doctors, teachers,
cocoanut specialists and, most often, engineers.
Having taken them on, the Crown Agents see
that these employees get out to their posts with
their families. Thus they have grown into one of
the world’s largest travel offices, arranging 22,000
passages a year.
The Crown Agents have stamps printed and
marketed—over 1,000 million a year now—for
some 60 governments, plus the United Nations,

The firm’s latest in visiting cards from Ethiopia
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100 miles up in the air. Never mind. Richard,
Mr. Muil will soon find a place for you as a
space engineer.
*

*

*

Plumstead has nearly lost count of the number
of times lie has been told of various people
setting fire to waste paper baskets with carcino
genous combusting material (one gentleman he
knew only stayed with the firm three months and
did it tie/ce in that time). The latest entrant
to the list is Wally Grainger who recently, ex
tinguishing his pipe with gay abandon, caused
a merry blaze.
*

*

Department of Sackcloth and Ashes—
Received from an injured reader:
MISNOMER
Ron is what they called me
Of course
Like everybody else
Yourselves included
I prefer to be called
Simply by
My proper name
You’re surprised?
No it isn’t
Aloysius or Bert
Mercifully
Enough
Just thought I’d let you know
In apology I can but say:
My spies,
Regretably,
Tell lies.
*

-

M:i.

-

*

f...
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Reader’s Digest

froni ,i’h ic/i the material for this article was

obtained.

I

*

I thought that I had disposed of catchings,
matchings and hatchings but a late news flash
tells me I must congratulate Mr. Hawkey on
joining the ranks of distinguished grandfathers
—his son David has been presented with a
daughter.

/,W1
ack,ioii’iedgeine,its to tile

page

ROWLAND EDWARDS.

flt)
Wit/i

FACT OR PONTIFACT—contd. f,r3,;j

Does Amharic rival Chinese in incomprehensibility to
the English eye?

*

Envoi
Plunistead was recently rather taken aback
to be contacted on the ‘phone by a member of
the administrative staff who said she understood
he was leaving the firm on August 31st. All
right—I can take the hint.
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Forthcoming Attractions

Red Tape

by Paula Bro i i’nscoin be: Illustrated by Christine Francis

by Joint Pointer

there a woman who does not want to
please, to be loved and appreciated?
To feel right means to radiate glamour,
light and happiness. Every woman—whether
short, tall, fat or thin can attain an individual
elegance that will be noted and admired.
One of the first principles is the art of ‘selection’
and making the most of personal qualities.
Elegance is not merely a question of money but
can be aoquired on a balanced budget—it is
really a search for harmony and beauty. The
things that matter are simplicity and design.
Elegance is inevitably individual, mass pro
duced elegance does not exist, what suits one
woman does not necessarily suit another and in
this day and age when every effort is made to
cater for all, it should not be difficult to adapt
ourselves to being fashion wise.
The autumn will bring a variety of styles and
mentioned below are a few of the garments which
will shortly be appearing in the stores to tempt
one and all of the female population.
The prominent colours will be brown, mustard,
curry yellow, green and red (yet again)! Red
seems to have been in vogue for the last three
years, so ladies if you are thinking of dying that
‘old red thing’ it is suggested you leave the idea
alone for another year.
Tweeds are definitely the trend and if one
acquires the country look without appearing too
obviously so, then you are with it. Shoes are
being designed with the country look in mind.
Coats will be rather top heavy with huge
collars, tapering to a slender skirt but for those
who prefer something with a swing, there is
always the cloak. Once again as last autumn, the
fashion houses are trying to condition us to the
idea of wearing a cloak and why not? There are
many ladies who could wear such apparel with a
show of elegance and nonchalance.
Fur trimmings for collars will not be so ap
parent as in previous years but fur linings are a
luxury, especially for evening wear. There is
also the trench-like coat for the ‘out and about’
ladies who spend their weekends in the country.

terrace of the Grand is a wonderful
place on which to sit and brood upon the
setbacks of the day; delays and frus
trations are the daily lot of all who toil and strive

after achievement in this hot and dusty city at
the meeting of the Niles. Sharing one’s troubles
brings the greatest relief. Everyone has his tale to
tell, and so had my friend on that torpid after
noon.
He had waited a long time for the day when he
could leave the hotel and go into a home of his
own. That morning, after weeks of negOtiation,
not only had he a house, but the furniture was
there at the Government store just waiting to be

picked up. Years of experience in the Middle
•

•

The coat which is really

very appealing and suitable
for most dress occasions is
the almost straight, slightly
waisted one, with clever
seaming round the bodice.
Once again we are going to have a re-hash of the
bowler, this time with a much higher crown, and
also a large brimmed softer edition of the trilby
type hat will be popular. For the more exotic
look there will be the new rounded version of the
pillbox, worn on the head like a coronet. (Mar
vellous when worn with the last coat mentioned
above).
Some of the suits will have concave fronts and
fly fastenings with contrasting blouses and many
will be waisted at the back only. There will be
suits with a kind of refined tweediness about
them, with easy walking skirts, jackets being
shaped only in front. Pleats will be fashionable
and three-piece jersey suits should be easy to
acquire. For the ones who are terribly slim there
is the suit with the shooting type jacket.
For those who are interested in chunky
knitwear there should be quite a collection with
enormous bat-like sleeves. Waistcoats in leather
and suede to wear with that odd skirt and blouse
should be rather interesting.
Continued on page 50

East had taught him the value of dealing with
the most senior official available, never rushing
him, but allowing plenty of time. He therefore
rose early that morning, snatched a quick break
fast, and hurried to the Transport Depot where,

much to his relief, a lorry was ready and waiting
Losing no time he de
as previously arranged.
parted with the vehicle to the Controller of Stores,
whose office was some distance away. This official

welcomed our friend, bade him be seated, and or
dered coffee. In between answering the telephone,
dealing with a clerk and greeting his brother-inlaw who had dropped in on his way to the market,
he apologised most profusely for the delay in
obtaining the release of the furniture; but, with

a wave at the files on his desk, complained
bitterly of the red tape which plagued all civil
servants. This alone, he said, had prevented the
furniture being delivered long ago.
They sipped the coffee, and turned their
thoughts to the practical problems facing them.
The Controller revealed that, although he was
responsible for issuing the furniture, he had no
one to load it onto the lorry. It would therefore
be necessary to return to the Transport Depot for
some men before going on to the Stores, which
were in yet another part of the town. By the
time they had reached the Transport Depot it
was “breakfast”, a fairly prolonged period
enjoyed from 9 o’clock onwards, so there was

nothing for it but to wait. However, as the
morning was not too far advanced, this gave
my friend no concern.
Eventually, after a certain amount of arguing,
they collected the men and proceeded to the
Works Department Stores, where they were
warmly greeted by the Storekeeper. More
waiting, more cups of coffee, more bemoaning
the paper work, but at last all was set. Just one
small point; had the Controller brought the
voucher signed by himself authorising the issue?
Alas, he had not, and such was the discipline of
his training that he felt obliged to return and

procure the all important piece of paper before
proceeding further. At this stage my friend felt
that perhaps he might enquire just what fur
niture was in the store, and which pieces he
could choose. After all, he had never actually
seen the furniture, and he had a vital interest in it.
But such suggestions were quickly swept aside,

and soon they were retracing their steps to the
Controller’s office in order to complete the next
move. By now it was getting late, and that
inevitable feeling of irritation and dismay was
beginning to descend upon my friend; but after
all the Controller had promised him personal
attention, so one must be patient, and by good
fortune he would still have the furniture before
2 p.m. when everything in Government stops for
the day.
A short delay, and they were back at the Stores
once more. They passed the guard, found the
storekeeper, and handed over the precious
voucher. He was delighted, and, after carefully
entering the details in his ledger, called for the keyt
As soon as the messenger returned the party Se.
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Forthcoming Attractions

Red Tape

by Paula Bro i i’nscoin be: Illustrated by Christine Francis

by Joint Pointer

there a woman who does not want to
please, to be loved and appreciated?
To feel right means to radiate glamour,
light and happiness. Every woman—whether
short, tall, fat or thin can attain an individual
elegance that will be noted and admired.
One of the first principles is the art of ‘selection’
and making the most of personal qualities.
Elegance is not merely a question of money but
can be aoquired on a balanced budget—it is
really a search for harmony and beauty. The
things that matter are simplicity and design.
Elegance is inevitably individual, mass pro
duced elegance does not exist, what suits one
woman does not necessarily suit another and in
this day and age when every effort is made to
cater for all, it should not be difficult to adapt
ourselves to being fashion wise.
The autumn will bring a variety of styles and
mentioned below are a few of the garments which
will shortly be appearing in the stores to tempt
one and all of the female population.
The prominent colours will be brown, mustard,
curry yellow, green and red (yet again)! Red
seems to have been in vogue for the last three
years, so ladies if you are thinking of dying that
‘old red thing’ it is suggested you leave the idea
alone for another year.
Tweeds are definitely the trend and if one
acquires the country look without appearing too
obviously so, then you are with it. Shoes are
being designed with the country look in mind.
Coats will be rather top heavy with huge
collars, tapering to a slender skirt but for those
who prefer something with a swing, there is
always the cloak. Once again as last autumn, the
fashion houses are trying to condition us to the
idea of wearing a cloak and why not? There are
many ladies who could wear such apparel with a
show of elegance and nonchalance.
Fur trimmings for collars will not be so ap
parent as in previous years but fur linings are a
luxury, especially for evening wear. There is
also the trench-like coat for the ‘out and about’
ladies who spend their weekends in the country.

terrace of the Grand is a wonderful
place on which to sit and brood upon the
setbacks of the day; delays and frus
trations are the daily lot of all who toil and strive

after achievement in this hot and dusty city at
the meeting of the Niles. Sharing one’s troubles
brings the greatest relief. Everyone has his tale to
tell, and so had my friend on that torpid after
noon.
He had waited a long time for the day when he
could leave the hotel and go into a home of his
own. That morning, after weeks of negOtiation,
not only had he a house, but the furniture was
there at the Government store just waiting to be

picked up. Years of experience in the Middle
•

•

The coat which is really

very appealing and suitable
for most dress occasions is
the almost straight, slightly
waisted one, with clever
seaming round the bodice.
Once again we are going to have a re-hash of the
bowler, this time with a much higher crown, and
also a large brimmed softer edition of the trilby
type hat will be popular. For the more exotic
look there will be the new rounded version of the
pillbox, worn on the head like a coronet. (Mar
vellous when worn with the last coat mentioned
above).
Some of the suits will have concave fronts and
fly fastenings with contrasting blouses and many
will be waisted at the back only. There will be
suits with a kind of refined tweediness about
them, with easy walking skirts, jackets being
shaped only in front. Pleats will be fashionable
and three-piece jersey suits should be easy to
acquire. For the ones who are terribly slim there
is the suit with the shooting type jacket.
For those who are interested in chunky
knitwear there should be quite a collection with
enormous bat-like sleeves. Waistcoats in leather
and suede to wear with that odd skirt and blouse
should be rather interesting.
Continued on page 50

East had taught him the value of dealing with
the most senior official available, never rushing
him, but allowing plenty of time. He therefore
rose early that morning, snatched a quick break
fast, and hurried to the Transport Depot where,

much to his relief, a lorry was ready and waiting
Losing no time he de
as previously arranged.
parted with the vehicle to the Controller of Stores,
whose office was some distance away. This official

welcomed our friend, bade him be seated, and or
dered coffee. In between answering the telephone,
dealing with a clerk and greeting his brother-inlaw who had dropped in on his way to the market,
he apologised most profusely for the delay in
obtaining the release of the furniture; but, with

a wave at the files on his desk, complained
bitterly of the red tape which plagued all civil
servants. This alone, he said, had prevented the
furniture being delivered long ago.
They sipped the coffee, and turned their
thoughts to the practical problems facing them.
The Controller revealed that, although he was
responsible for issuing the furniture, he had no
one to load it onto the lorry. It would therefore
be necessary to return to the Transport Depot for
some men before going on to the Stores, which
were in yet another part of the town. By the
time they had reached the Transport Depot it
was “breakfast”, a fairly prolonged period
enjoyed from 9 o’clock onwards, so there was

nothing for it but to wait. However, as the
morning was not too far advanced, this gave
my friend no concern.
Eventually, after a certain amount of arguing,
they collected the men and proceeded to the
Works Department Stores, where they were
warmly greeted by the Storekeeper. More
waiting, more cups of coffee, more bemoaning
the paper work, but at last all was set. Just one
small point; had the Controller brought the
voucher signed by himself authorising the issue?
Alas, he had not, and such was the discipline of
his training that he felt obliged to return and

procure the all important piece of paper before
proceeding further. At this stage my friend felt
that perhaps he might enquire just what fur
niture was in the store, and which pieces he
could choose. After all, he had never actually
seen the furniture, and he had a vital interest in it.
But such suggestions were quickly swept aside,

and soon they were retracing their steps to the
Controller’s office in order to complete the next
move. By now it was getting late, and that
inevitable feeling of irritation and dismay was
beginning to descend upon my friend; but after
all the Controller had promised him personal
attention, so one must be patient, and by good
fortune he would still have the furniture before
2 p.m. when everything in Government stops for
the day.
A short delay, and they were back at the Stores
once more. They passed the guard, found the
storekeeper, and handed over the precious
voucher. He was delighted, and, after carefully
entering the details in his ledger, called for the keyt
As soon as the messenger returned the party Se.
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forth for the shed containing the long awaited
chattels. By now it was one o’clock. “Still just
time to get the lorry loaded and the furniture
delivered before lunch,” thought my friend as
they shuffled round the buildings. At last they
were there, the lock was undone and the doors
flung open. Inside, all was dark and hidden.
Their eyes, unaccustomed to the gloom after the
mid-day sun, could see nothing at first. Then, as
my friend peered into the darkness, he slowly
realised, with pangs of anguish, that the building
was completely empty. ‘If only there wasn’t
so much red tape’ was all the comfort the Con
troller could offer.
At least I could offer him a double whisky and
soda.

FORTHCOMING ATTRACTIONS
continued Jioni page 48
Many of the dresses will be waisted with wellcut cap sleeves. There will be cocktail dresses in
chiffon which is always flattering and for that
very special occasion one could be extremely
extravagant and purchase a high bodiced bejewelled evening gown, floating away to an
almost straight skirt in contrasting material.
Imperial purple will be one of the most fabulous
evening shades to wear—but ladies please be
careful, as this tends to be a difficult colour for
most of us. Many of the evening coats will be
in heavy embossed satin and reversible, colours
being caramel to cream, orange to purple.
The gimmicks this year would appear to be the
introduction of spats for day and evening wear
and also lace bootees.
As usual there seems to be conflicting views on
the length of skirts.
Returning to the opening theme, elegance may
draw inspiration from the fashion of the moment
but it must never become its slave. Fashion
proposes, elegance disposes. It either accepts or
rejects, the choice is made bearing in mind the
circumstances and the subject—the subject
being ‘you’.
Elegance and being fashionable is therefore
essentially subject to adaption by individuals and
it is hoped that much joy will be derived in
hunting through the array of feminine attire
offered in the season to come.
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Post bag
To the Editors of PONTIFACT:
Dear Sirs,
In response to an appeal for funds that I
made in May to buy a tractor to assist the
Freedom From Hunger Campaign, £15 was
collected in the London OiTice and I would like,
therefore, to take this opportunity to thank
everyone who contributed to this sum.
The target for this appeal was £1,200 and I
am happy to say that this was exceeded by £40.
Inter-Church Aid who launched the appeal
for tractors for under-developed countries are
still deterinining the areas with the greatest
priorities. So far they have suggested that
this particular tractor should go to a mission
in South Korea but the principal contributors
to the appeal have expressed a wish that a site
in Africa should be chosen and so negotiations
are still proceeding.
A fuller account of the response to this appeal
can be read in the Baptist Times for July 4th.
Yours faitilfully,
BRIAN TUCKER.
*

To tile Editors of

PONTIFACT:

Sirs,
Would it not be a wonderful idea to publish the
right answers to all your puzzles in the sub
sequent issues so that our lQs may be known?
Here is one teaser I thought up Illyself: the
product of three digits equals the sum of the
same digits. What are they?
Yours faithfully,
C. Ho.
Tile editors hai’e solved it!
*

*

*

To tile Editors of PONTI FACT:
Sirs,
It is a long time since I, together with other
members of the staff, supported a pint and
participated in a skittles evening. A tragedy
indeed would it be, if these successful and popu
lar gatherings were to become a thing of the dim
and distant past. I hope that in view of the long
lapse we can look forward to something in this
line in the very near future.
Yours faithfully,
P. D. CRAKER.

14
h
7
y not organ ise a beer tasting session at the
Black Lion ?—Editors.

Horse Sense VII
Don’t take the odds lay them
by Jo/ni Drake

AD as it may seem tile French and the
Irish racehorses have won almost all
the major prizes in England this year.
Generally the largest prizes to be won by race
ilorses are when they are three years old and
the accent is on stanlina in races for 1!, nliles
and upwards. The question of stamina has
beell taken very seriously ill France and Ireland
and their horses are bred with tilis in nlind.
However, it is a lengthy process to breed horses
for long races as three-year olds and in England
owners prefer a quick return to their initial
layout at yearling sales. By this we mean tilat
in England horses are bred nlainly for speed
so that they can win many races at 5-8 furlongs
as two-year olds. Tllis usually elldS up with
tile ilorses being useless as three-year olds.
It is very common in France and Ireland for
two-year old ilorses to have very few races at
tilat age and they are allowed to develop into
top class three-year olds such as Relko (France),
Noblesse (Ireland) and Ragusa (Ireland) to
name only a few. Tile strange thing is that
Flyperion, wilo was probably tile greatest race
horse tllis century, was bred by Lord Derby
and when standing at stud was witilout doubt
tile nlost sought after stallion in the world.
Even now althougil he llas been dead for some
years tile blood strain of 1-lyperion is tile best
that money can buy.
It is said by a great many people that tile
brood mares carry most of the inheritable charac
teristic of racehorses, but if one were to trace
the progeny of Hyperion it can be seen that he
is connected in some way with thousands of
horses racing througilout the world.
Bearing all this ill mind one must feel tllat

Jilt isiratioti by Hazel A iderson
surely if such a nlagnificent horse could be
bred in England some 30 odd years ago why
is it that Englisil owners and breeders have sucil
little regard for breeding in more recellt tillleS?
One thing is absolutely certain and that is tile
major prizes in Englisil ilorseracing will suffer
from “piracy as long as owners and breeders
err towards small and quick returns in prize
molley.

At this point we would like to mentioll one
other aspect in connection with Hyperion. It
is comnon knowledge that racehorses have
eigilteen ribs, but the original Arab stallions
wilo ere renowned for their stamina had only
seventeen ribs.
When Hyperion died his carcass
was donated to tile Newmarket Equine Research
Society by ilis owner-breeder, Lord Derby.
On exanlination it was found that Hyperion had
only seventeen ribs. You may or may not be
interested in this, but if tilere are any prospective
buyers of racehorses amongst our readers tlley
are well advised to keep the foregoing paragrapil
ill mind.

We certainly are Ilot “ribbing” you and to get
even nearer tile bone, Hyperion was one of the
smallest ilorses on record (once again arabic
gelles) and the only horse ever to lead all tile
way when winning the Derby at Epsom.
Did you know that a bookmaker balances his
book ill such a manner that provided every horse
is backed he cannot possible lose whicil ever
wins ? Below is a list of starting prices as
Continued on page 54
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forth for the shed containing the long awaited
chattels. By now it was one o’clock. “Still just
time to get the lorry loaded and the furniture
delivered before lunch,” thought my friend as
they shuffled round the buildings. At last they
were there, the lock was undone and the doors
flung open. Inside, all was dark and hidden.
Their eyes, unaccustomed to the gloom after the
mid-day sun, could see nothing at first. Then, as
my friend peered into the darkness, he slowly
realised, with pangs of anguish, that the building
was completely empty. ‘If only there wasn’t
so much red tape’ was all the comfort the Con
troller could offer.
At least I could offer him a double whisky and
soda.

FORTHCOMING ATTRACTIONS
continued Jioni page 48
Many of the dresses will be waisted with wellcut cap sleeves. There will be cocktail dresses in
chiffon which is always flattering and for that
very special occasion one could be extremely
extravagant and purchase a high bodiced bejewelled evening gown, floating away to an
almost straight skirt in contrasting material.
Imperial purple will be one of the most fabulous
evening shades to wear—but ladies please be
careful, as this tends to be a difficult colour for
most of us. Many of the evening coats will be
in heavy embossed satin and reversible, colours
being caramel to cream, orange to purple.
The gimmicks this year would appear to be the
introduction of spats for day and evening wear
and also lace bootees.
As usual there seems to be conflicting views on
the length of skirts.
Returning to the opening theme, elegance may
draw inspiration from the fashion of the moment
but it must never become its slave. Fashion
proposes, elegance disposes. It either accepts or
rejects, the choice is made bearing in mind the
circumstances and the subject—the subject
being ‘you’.
Elegance and being fashionable is therefore
essentially subject to adaption by individuals and
it is hoped that much joy will be derived in
hunting through the array of feminine attire
offered in the season to come.
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To the Editors of PONTIFACT:
Dear Sirs,
In response to an appeal for funds that I
made in May to buy a tractor to assist the
Freedom From Hunger Campaign, £15 was
collected in the London OiTice and I would like,
therefore, to take this opportunity to thank
everyone who contributed to this sum.
The target for this appeal was £1,200 and I
am happy to say that this was exceeded by £40.
Inter-Church Aid who launched the appeal
for tractors for under-developed countries are
still deterinining the areas with the greatest
priorities. So far they have suggested that
this particular tractor should go to a mission
in South Korea but the principal contributors
to the appeal have expressed a wish that a site
in Africa should be chosen and so negotiations
are still proceeding.
A fuller account of the response to this appeal
can be read in the Baptist Times for July 4th.
Yours faitilfully,
BRIAN TUCKER.
*

To tile Editors of
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Sirs,
Would it not be a wonderful idea to publish the
right answers to all your puzzles in the sub
sequent issues so that our lQs may be known?
Here is one teaser I thought up Illyself: the
product of three digits equals the sum of the
same digits. What are they?
Yours faithfully,
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To tile Editors of PONTI FACT:
Sirs,
It is a long time since I, together with other
members of the staff, supported a pint and
participated in a skittles evening. A tragedy
indeed would it be, if these successful and popu
lar gatherings were to become a thing of the dim
and distant past. I hope that in view of the long
lapse we can look forward to something in this
line in the very near future.
Yours faithfully,
P. D. CRAKER.
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Don’t take the odds lay them
by Jo/ni Drake

AD as it may seem tile French and the
Irish racehorses have won almost all
the major prizes in England this year.
Generally the largest prizes to be won by race
ilorses are when they are three years old and
the accent is on stanlina in races for 1!, nliles
and upwards. The question of stamina has
beell taken very seriously ill France and Ireland
and their horses are bred with tilis in nlind.
However, it is a lengthy process to breed horses
for long races as three-year olds and in England
owners prefer a quick return to their initial
layout at yearling sales. By this we mean tilat
in England horses are bred nlainly for speed
so that they can win many races at 5-8 furlongs
as two-year olds. Tllis usually elldS up with
tile ilorses being useless as three-year olds.
It is very common in France and Ireland for
two-year old ilorses to have very few races at
tilat age and they are allowed to develop into
top class three-year olds such as Relko (France),
Noblesse (Ireland) and Ragusa (Ireland) to
name only a few. Tile strange thing is that
Flyperion, wilo was probably tile greatest race
horse tllis century, was bred by Lord Derby
and when standing at stud was witilout doubt
tile nlost sought after stallion in the world.
Even now althougil he llas been dead for some
years tile blood strain of 1-lyperion is tile best
that money can buy.
It is said by a great many people that tile
brood mares carry most of the inheritable charac
teristic of racehorses, but if one were to trace
the progeny of Hyperion it can be seen that he
is connected in some way with thousands of
horses racing througilout the world.
Bearing all this ill mind one must feel tllat

Jilt isiratioti by Hazel A iderson
surely if such a nlagnificent horse could be
bred in England some 30 odd years ago why
is it that Englisil owners and breeders have sucil
little regard for breeding in more recellt tillleS?
One thing is absolutely certain and that is tile
major prizes in Englisil ilorseracing will suffer
from “piracy as long as owners and breeders
err towards small and quick returns in prize
molley.

At this point we would like to mentioll one
other aspect in connection with Hyperion. It
is comnon knowledge that racehorses have
eigilteen ribs, but the original Arab stallions
wilo ere renowned for their stamina had only
seventeen ribs.
When Hyperion died his carcass
was donated to tile Newmarket Equine Research
Society by ilis owner-breeder, Lord Derby.
On exanlination it was found that Hyperion had
only seventeen ribs. You may or may not be
interested in this, but if tilere are any prospective
buyers of racehorses amongst our readers tlley
are well advised to keep the foregoing paragrapil
ill mind.

We certainly are Ilot “ribbing” you and to get
even nearer tile bone, Hyperion was one of the
smallest ilorses on record (once again arabic
gelles) and the only horse ever to lead all tile
way when winning the Derby at Epsom.
Did you know that a bookmaker balances his
book ill such a manner that provided every horse
is backed he cannot possible lose whicil ever
wins ? Below is a list of starting prices as
Continued on page 54
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Competitions Page
Once again the number of entries for the
competitions was disappointingly low and it is,
therefore, with regret, that we have omitted
similar competitions from this issue of the maga
zine.
Perhaps we should instead publish questions
and answers in the same issue thereby removing
the competitive spirit, but we can only provide
what our readers require and would, therefore,
welcome any comment on this decision.
As a novelty, however, we have decided to
“take the mickey” out of ourselves by publishing
below some photographs which were taken during
our more tender years, although from the picture
given as a clue you can see that we have not
changed very much.
The competition is to link the baby photographs
with the correct Christian names and if possible
provide an amusing caption for each photograph.
One prize will be awarded for the first correct
solution and another for the most amusing set
of captions; entries will be opened on October
16th.

In response to Churig Ho’s letter published
elsewhere in the magazine, here are the answers
to the last competitions.
1. Puzzle Corner
Roger Whiting submitted the only correct
solution to these questions and so with a Diploma
of Met it we are pleased to send him a 15/- gift
voucher.

Roy Wood, Richard Colman, John Measor,
Mary Willett, Brian Tucker
(We didn’t inca/I our photographs to be so large
tiked the look of us!)

—i/ic p/i/tier evident/i’

./4nswers
1.

x—4

2a
2b

/9x /9 :9 —l

2c

/9)
(9
square

3a
3b
4a

\‘9 (9 :9) -4
—

9 -6
s/

triangle
9999
1111
8888

4b

9567
1085
10652

19998
3. Photographic Competition

As announced in the last issue of PONTIFACT
there will be another of the very successful
photographic competitions in the Autumn.
Entries in both the black and white and colour
sections will be grouped under the following
headings:—
I. Still Life
2. Portrait
3. Landscape

Photographs must be submitted to the editors
by November 1st and there should be a title and
the photographers name on each.

5.

1 lb.

3 lb.

9 lb.

6.

573 feet

2. Crossword Competition

The first correct solution opened was sent in by
Christine Francis (Note! A second winner from
the London Office) and to her goes our Mystery
Prize, a non-stick frying pan.
Across: I, Subtle; 4, Ablative; 9, Reason; 10, Abso

lute; 12, Eden; 13, Digit; 14, Keep; 17, Chemists
Shop; 20, Invisible Ink; 23, Abel; 24, BLilly; 25, Hill;
28, Dovetail; 29, Flying; 30, Monument; 31, Sonnet.
Do/In: I, Sir Percy; 2, Blakeney; 3, Lion; 5, Bobbies
Girls; 6, Atom; 7, mores; 8, Exempt; II, Distribution;
15, Fiend; 16, Joule;

18, Division; 19, Skylight;

2!, Random; 22, Heaven; 26, Stem; 27, Also.
3

PONTIFACT

52

No.

9

MICHAELMAS

1963

53

Competitions Page
Once again the number of entries for the
competitions was disappointingly low and it is,
therefore, with regret, that we have omitted
similar competitions from this issue of the maga
zine.
Perhaps we should instead publish questions
and answers in the same issue thereby removing
the competitive spirit, but we can only provide
what our readers require and would, therefore,
welcome any comment on this decision.
As a novelty, however, we have decided to
“take the mickey” out of ourselves by publishing
below some photographs which were taken during
our more tender years, although from the picture
given as a clue you can see that we have not
changed very much.
The competition is to link the baby photographs
with the correct Christian names and if possible
provide an amusing caption for each photograph.
One prize will be awarded for the first correct
solution and another for the most amusing set
of captions; entries will be opened on October
16th.

In response to Churig Ho’s letter published
elsewhere in the magazine, here are the answers
to the last competitions.
1. Puzzle Corner
Roger Whiting submitted the only correct
solution to these questions and so with a Diploma
of Met it we are pleased to send him a 15/- gift
voucher.

Roy Wood, Richard Colman, John Measor,
Mary Willett, Brian Tucker
(We didn’t inca/I our photographs to be so large
tiked the look of us!)

—i/ic p/i/tier evident/i’

./4nswers
1.

x—4

2a
2b

/9x /9 :9 —l

2c

/9)
(9
square

3a
3b
4a

\‘9 (9 :9) -4
—

9 -6
s/

triangle
9999
1111
8888

4b

9567
1085
10652

19998
3. Photographic Competition

As announced in the last issue of PONTIFACT
there will be another of the very successful
photographic competitions in the Autumn.
Entries in both the black and white and colour
sections will be grouped under the following
headings:—
I. Still Life
2. Portrait
3. Landscape

Photographs must be submitted to the editors
by November 1st and there should be a title and
the photographers name on each.

5.

1 lb.

3 lb.

9 lb.

6.

573 feet

2. Crossword Competition

The first correct solution opened was sent in by
Christine Francis (Note! A second winner from
the London Office) and to her goes our Mystery
Prize, a non-stick frying pan.
Across: I, Subtle; 4, Ablative; 9, Reason; 10, Abso

lute; 12, Eden; 13, Digit; 14, Keep; 17, Chemists
Shop; 20, Invisible Ink; 23, Abel; 24, BLilly; 25, Hill;
28, Dovetail; 29, Flying; 30, Monument; 31, Sonnet.
Do/In: I, Sir Percy; 2, Blakeney; 3, Lion; 5, Bobbies
Girls; 6, Atom; 7, mores; 8, Exempt; II, Distribution;
15, Fiend; 16, Joule;

18, Division; 19, Skylight;

2!, Random; 22, Heaven; 26, Stem; 27, Also.
3

54

POSTIFACT

MUCH ADO ON A MIDSUMMER NIGHT
45

coiitiiiiied 110111 page

A drive in style to the Magistrates Court
In a partitioned maria with one-way glass.
An explanatory phone call to my section leader,
Who doubtless by that time my absence would
question.
I left him surprised and obviously wondering
How to complete my time sheet—’Two hours in
jail’?
Then anxious moments in the court waiting room
Amongst rogues, the destitute and women of ill
Pu rsu it.
Though pleading guilty by post to the said
offence
l’d neglected part of the summons which read:
“You are hereby required to cause to be
delivered
Your current driving licence to the Clerk of the
Court.”
The Magistrate was lenient in respect of my
detention
Only a three pounds fine and my first
endorsement.
A memorable night and a profitable day.

published after a race in which there were seven
runners:
Col. I
7/4
100/30
4/1
4/I
100/8
20/1
20/1

Col. 2
4/11
30/130
1/5
1/5
8/108
1/21
1/21

36 percent.
23
20
20
7.3
4.8
4.8

Total
115.9
the system he uses is this: he is prepared to lose
the same amount on each horse if it wins.
therefore, if he wants to take more money on
one horse he makes its price more attractive
than the other “bookies”, and vice-versa. He
then proportions the stake to the total outlay
for each horse as a percentage (see Cal. 2),
then, providing his total percentage is more

1963
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Editors’ Postscript

DERBY

1st
2nd
3rd
4th

Relko
Merchant Venturer
Ragusa
Tarqogan

1st
2nd
3rd
4th

Noblesse
Spree
Pouponne
Amicable

Miss Dc Bell
Roger Mattingley
Edna Burke
Bill Wilson

We frequently come up against the problem
when publishing foreign names of deciding which
are the surnames and Christian names. This is
especially so with our Chinese friends. The
following anecdote doesn’t help us much.
“When a gentleman by the name of Ho
Kai (surname first) was awarded a knight
hood the authorities insisted that he should
reverse his names as it is the English custom.
This he refused to do but came to an agreement
to call himself Sir Kai Ho Kai which offended
no one.

OAKS

Mary Willett
Peter Clark
Brian Tucker
Jeanne Becket

and it couldn’t have happened to a nicer lot.

*

Tile

firm

has undeiiaken the foiiowuiç’ corn—

1081
63015
63016

63020
63021
63022
63023
63024
63025
63026
63027
63028
63029
63030
63031
63032
63033

Ethiopian Road Programme
U.I(.A.E.A. Pressure Vessels
Palace of Westminster—Bridge Street
Scheme
Churchill Gardens, Piiiilico—Nash
1-louse Extension
Erith-Picardy Secondary School for
Boys—New Buildings—Stage 3
Ranks, Ltd—piling for new silo at
Southampton
B.E.A.—Cargo Office Chelsea—altera
tions
Trinity School Redevelopment—Croy
don
Nottingham City Hospital—New Mater
nity Unit
7, Great St. Helens, E.C.
Frindsbury Chattenden County Primary
School—New Buildings—Stage I
Wilton Place Redevelopment
Medway Branch College of Technology
—New Buildings—Stage 1
Park Road Garage, St. John’s Wood
Reading University—BZM RPM Build
ing
Queen Charlotte’s Hospital—Site In
vestigation
Camberley—Married Soldier’s Quarters
Robinhood Site—Alternative to Yeadon
Airport
Victoria Station Project—Stage 1
B.E.A. Heliport—Penzance

*

*

Another problem we have is that articles and
newsletters from overseas are often unsigned; for
instance, in this issue we have had to surmise
the author of the Nigeria and Nyasaland news
letters (a late addendum was a clue) and send
an urgent letter to ascertain the author of the
Daily Mirage. Please sign contributions! How
ever the confusion of B.L.P. with T.P.K. was
our fault and not a poor guess—we apologise.

iiiissions Silica Easter:—

63019
51

MICHAELMAS

To round off the column we note below the
winners of the offiDe sweepstakes:

63018

page

9

than 100 per cent, the excess above 100 per cent.
is clear profit which ever wins.

63017
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Roy Wood

Mary Willett

*

John Measor

Richard Colman

Brian Tucker
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