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Partners’ Panorama
t has been suggested to me that the
address which I gave to the Hong
Kong Engineering Society last Novem
ber to commemorate the 150th anniversary of
the Institution of Civil Engineers should be
published as Partner’s Panorama.
I have omitted my opening remarks as they
referred, in particular, to Hong Kong and to
describing the celebrations which took place last
July in London about which many of you are
aware and some of you attended.
My address briefly reviews the early history of
the craftsmen from whom we have descended,
traces the events which led to the foundation of
the Institution of Civil Engineers, its early
difficulties and makes some prediction of the
duties and responsibilities of the Engineer in the
years ahead.
Early History

a

Winning slide of the Bernard Ranger Trophy and First Prize in Animal Section
by David Smith

The earliest records of western civilisation stem
from the eastern Mediterranean where we can
still see the great works achieved by the structural
engineers and craftsmen of that day.
The vast pyramids in Egypt built 6,500 years
ago reveal a considerable knowledge of mathe
matics and astronomy. In Greece we can see the
simple beauty and proportions of the Parthenon
and other similar buildings, achieved by the use
of columns and beams, a style which has been
copied throughout the world ever since.
Later, the Romans made use of the arch and,
with their discovery of cement, built vast struc
tures like the Colosseum and the Pantheon which
have survived the rigours of climate and war for
2,000 years.
The Romans were the first to make use of water
intelligently for the convenience and comfort of
man with their centrally heated villas, tiled baths
and stone drains. They built aqueducts to carry
water to centres of population.
I have spent many hours wandering over the
ruins of the ancient city of Salamis on the eastern
seaboard of Cyprus wondering how the beautiful
fluted marble columns were transported from
Greece, marvelling at the tiled floors, the gym-

nasium and the hot and cold baths and tracing
the remains of the aqueduct which conveyed
water across the countryside from the springs at
Kythrea.
The Romans were fortunately great travellers
and spread themselves throughout Europe and
the Middle East, admittedly conquering where
they went but, nevertheless, spreading their
knowledge for the benefit of all.
They came to the oft invaded islands of
Britain and must have seen the massive monu
ments at Stonehenge so laid out that on mid
summer’s day the sun rises precisely on its
centreline.
The Romans mined iron-ore, coal and lead
from which they extracted silver and they found
the Cornishmen already mining tin. They built
roads and bridges and some of the roads are still
in use. They taught us how to burn bricks, tiles
and pottery. They introduced underuloor heating
but this did not catch on until quite recently.
Britain was rich in minerals, which had
attracted invaders from the continent of Europe
throughout the centuries. This, no doubt,
accounted for the fact that Britain produced a
race of people who had creative ability and
inventiveness to produce tools for their own use
and weapons to defend themselves which
eventually led to the industrial revolution and the
exporting of our manufactured articles and our
engineering skill to all corners of the earth.
In the Doomsday survey of 1086 it is recorded
that more than 5,000 watermills were grinding
corn. This illustrates the work of the craftsmen
who combined in one the arts of the civil,
mechanical and hydraulic engineer.
Progress continued in technology and crafts
men were fashioning wrought iron into horse
shoes, iron bolts and weapons. Bronze was cast
into bells for the churches and cathedrals and a
major breakthrough came in the middle of the
14th century with the casting of iron, firstly into
cannons and then into almost every form of
manufactured article.
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PONTIFACT

For some centuries the Church and religious
orders had assumed responsibility for develop
ment. They built great cathedrals, monasteries
and bridges and indeed built old London Bridge
which survived for over 500 years.
With the dissolution of the monasteries in 1536
the employment of the craftsmen and farmers
passed into private hands and new industries
developed rapidly including the paper industry
which led to the reproduction in quantity of
printed books which spread knowledge at an
ever increasing rate.
In the 16th century with the encouragement of
King Henry VIII and later Queen Elizabeth I,
Britain became a great maritime power which
gave incentive to the shipwrights, the forerunners
of the Naval Architects, the founders, the
scientists and instrument makers.
Tn 1587 Sir Thomas Gresham founded in
Lendon a College with resident professors who
worked in close touch with the craftsmen and
instrument makers and this College became the
birthplace of the Royal Society which was
founded in 1660. Since then, scientists and
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engineers have had the opportunity of advancing
their theories in learned papers for discussion and
criticism.
In the 17th century some effective drainage
works over large areas in the Fens were
accomplished by the Dutch hydraulic architect,
Vermuyden, and in the same century a banker,
Sir Hugh Middleton, brought a supply of fresh
water to London.
The beginnings of the Profession
In the middle of the 18th century a millwright
called James Brindley of humble origin but with
great mechanical aptitude and engineering sense
became famous for building canals, long before
there was any scientific knowledge of the
mechanics and behaviour of soils, to carry the
raw materials to the industrial areas and the
manufactured goods to the ports.
Rennie, Smeaton, Telford and others were
building harbours, lighthouses, roads and canals.
Savery, Newcomen, Watt and Trevithick all
had a hand in developing the steam engine.
Other equally famous men were developing
textile machinery, machine tools and the steel
industry.

Abbotsinch Hangar

Waterloo Bridge

Ncne of these men had the opportunities of
education at school or university to study
engineering, as we know it today, other than
mathematics and elementary physics; neverthe
less, they created works of art in engineering,
some of which we would not design differently
today.
John Smeaton who had had the advantages of
a good education, a man of the highest principles,
started his career as a maker of mathematical
instruments and later carried out successfully
a great variety of engineering works and it was
he more than anyone else who laid the founda
tions of our profession.
His reports are ajoy to read and were far more
intelligible to his clients than many of our reports
today.
He was a Member of the Royal Society and
realised the importance of discussion and the
exchange of ideas so he set about forming a
Society of Civil Engineers—”Civil” to dis
associate themselves from the military engineers
of the period.

Froni March 1771 meetings were held at the
King’s Head Tavern in Holborn and the Society
grew to a Membership of about 60, but only 15
of them could be regarded as practising civil
engineers. The others were scientists and pro
fessional men in other walks of life.
Unfortunately, twenty years later due to the
behaviour of one gentleman to Mr. Smeaton, the
Society ceased to exist, and to quote from the
history of the Society “it would be a better plan
that the members should dine together at a late
hour, after attendance in Parliament, and pass
the evening in that species of conversation which
provokes the communication of knowledge more
rapidly than it can be obtained from the private
study or books alone”.
The Society was reformed as the Smeatonian
Society, in honour of Smeaton, and to this day
Members of the Society and their guest dine six
times a year and the original toasts and sentiments
which are still drunk at these dinners aptly
describe the work of the engineer of that period.
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After toasting our late worthy brothers Mr.
Smeaton, Mr. Mylne, Watt and Mr. Rennie
(Watt, of course, was a Mechanical Engineer and
was not accorded the title of”Mr.”), the following
sentiments are pronounDed:
“Success to waterworks public and private that
contribute to the use, to the comfort, or the
happiness of mankind.
“Dam the canals, sink the coal pits, blast the
minerals, consume the manufacturers and
disperse the commerce of Great Britain and
Ireland.”
Our Parliamentary system undoubtedly also
played a very important part in the moulding of
our profession.
When projects for new works were laid before
Parliament, the Parliamentary Committees
demanded a high standard of integrity and com
petence from those Engineers who had to stand
up to the ordeals of giving technical evidence.
These engineers earned great reputations and
did much to raise the status of this new pro
fession. Such names as Mylne, Rennie, Telford
and Stephenson became household words.
The Foundation of the Institution
The Membership of the Smeatonian Society
consisted of Engineers who had made their mark
and already achieved fame and it did not admit
into the Society the younger generation of
apprentices, and so in 1818 a small group of
young Engineers notably Henry Palmer, James
Jones and Joshua Field held an inaugural meeting
at the Kendal Coffee Shop in Fleet Street and
founded the Institution of Civil Engineers.
Their Membership was slow to increase largely
because the rules limited the age of Members from
20 to 35 and it was not until they saw the short
comings of this rule and invited Thomas Telford,
a Smeatonian, to become their President did the
Institution expand.
Telford, who had then become famous and
was described by Southey, the poet, as the
“Colossus of Roads”, becarnce the first President
in 1820 and from then on the Institution grew
from strength to strength and included among its
Members such eminent Engineers as Thomas
Tredgold, Mark Isambard Brunel, Bryan Donkin,
William Cubitt and James Meadow Rendel.
In 1828 the Institution was granted its Royal
Charter and at that time the Institution of Civil
Engineers covered all branches of engineering.
Members met once a week to discuss engineer
ing and scientific problems but no Proceedings or
records were kept until 1837. The early Minute
Books reveal little details of what went on.

However, Members were anxious about the
prestige of the Institution and everyone proposed
for election was very carefully scrutinised.
Sir John Rennie became our third President in
1845 by which time the Institution had between
500 and 600 Members.
I would like to quote a paragraph from his
Presidential Address in which he sets out the
knowledge which an Engineer should acquire.
He said:
“although practice on the whole is most import
ant, we should not omit study of theory, or
principles in which practice is wrought. Our
Junior Members should, therefore, previously
to commencing their professional career, be
well versed in mathematics, mechanics and
principles of natural philosophy in general.
Without a thorough understanding of the theory
upon which engineering is founded it is
impossible to carry these works into practice
without endless failures, and without experience
derived from practice, the principles acquired
from theory, will be of little avail. Finally
composition, or the art of putting ideas into
simple, clear and intelligible words should be
studied in order to convey to the world just
notions of the measures proposed; also an
intimate knowledge of the value of materials
and workmanship, in order that he can niake
correct estimates, upon which the success of
all commercial undertakings so materially
depends.”
In his concluding remarks on the progress of
the Institution, he said:
“In how great a degree have both public and
private prosperity and the civilisation of man
kind been pronioted by it. The Institution,
which but a few years ago was scarcely known,
has now taken its station among the first
scientific societies of the Kingdom.”
How right he was.
In the middle of the century the construction
of railways was at its peak and reached the rate of
I mile of completed railway per day in Britain.
Many great feats of engineering were achieved
and many are still in use such as Saltash Bridge,
Maidenhead Bridge and the Forth Bridge.
Industrial areas developed close to the coalmines. Iron and steel works and the foundries
forged ahead. The shipyards expanded and all
manner of light industries came into being. The
cotton mills and the textile industry became
mechani sed.
With all this rapid progress the Engineer
found himself involved in all manner of works.
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As the various branches of engineering knowledge
began to take shape further learned Institutions
were formed and the Institution of Mechanical
Engineers was founded in 1847 by Railway
Engineers with George Stephenson as their first
President.
The Institution of Electrical Engineers was
founded in 1871 by Engineers working on the
electric telegraph.
The Institution of Structural Engineers was
founded in 1908.
Since the turn of the century many more
Engineering Institutions and learned Societies
have been formed. Unfortunately, they all had
their own rules regarding the academic standard
and experience required for Membership.
Engineers were no longer united although their
work so often overlapped and there was grave
danger of the standard of the profession being
lowered and with it the status of the Professional
Engineer.
In an endeavour to prevent further splinter
groups forming, the Institution of Civil Engineers
set up a number of specialist groups within
itself, each with its own governing committee,
and Membership of these groups is open to
economists and scientists who are not Members
of the Institution.
In order to reLinite Engineers of all branches
of our calling, as they were 150 years ago, the
Council of Engineering Institutions (known as
C.E.1.) has been formed and granted a Royal
Charter and the Members of fourteen Institutions
which belong to it may call themselves Chartered
Engineers.
C.E.l. will be responsible for the academic
standard of examination for entry into all the
Member Institutions as well as taking care of
matters in which it is essential for Engineers to
speak with one voice.
Our Failures
What have we learned from the past? Our
duties are defined in our Royal Charter as “the
1 art of directing the great sources of power in
nature for the use and convenience of man.’
I think one can say that practically everything
we have done so far has been for the use of man
but has it necessarily been for his convenience?
More attention must be paid by Engineers in
the future to the words “convenience of man” and
interpret these words in their widest sense.
Much of our effort in the past has produced
immediate results from which man has benefited
but we must admit that at times we have paid
little attention to the long term effects.

.7

To mention but a few examples, we have
drained our land and increased the run-off to
prevent flooding but by doing so our underground
reservoirs have become depleted. We have
pumped our wells dry.
We have developed great industrial areas and
built power stations which have given work to
many people and raised the standard of living
but the smoke and fumes have polluted the
atmosphere, creatçd slums and brought suffering
and disease to many.
We have cut down our forests for fuel and for
building without ensuring that they have been
replanted and this has been responsible not only
for a shortage of timber but has ruined vast areas
of agricultural land through soil erosion.
We have used up our coal supplies inefficiently,
left barren mountains of slag and waste around
us; we have polluted our rivers and streams with
industrial and domestic wastes.
We have developed atomic energy, the greatest
power in nature, and allowed it, unfortunately,
to be used for the destruction of man as well as
for his benefit.
Within my lifetime the internal combListion
engine has been developed and has revolutionised
transport but brought in its wake death and
human suffering largely because we are far
behind with the bLlifding of safe highways.
In an even lesser period of time the aeroplane
has grown into a massive 300 seater with a
range of thousands of miles at high speed and
although I believe that the aeroplane will do
more for world peace in the long run by bringing
nations closer together and enabling ordinary
people of the world to meet each other, little
thought has been given to the inconvenience and
discomfort caused by the appalling noise created.
The Engineer obviously cannot be held entirely
responsible for these shortcomings, but in niany
cases he is the only person with the right know
ledge and training to be able to envisage the
effects of his creations and to this extent it is
difficult to blame others.
Engineers become so absorbed and rapped up
in their subject, in scientific and technical details
with which they are concerned and the creation
of some engineering project that they completely
forget their duty to the community.
Further, someone who has the capabilities of
solving complex problems in technology should,
no doubt, have the ability and flair to solve
sociological and political problems equally well.
I believe that we must play a far more active
role in administration, Government, both local
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their own rules regarding the academic standard
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In an endeavour to prevent further splinter
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and Membership of these groups is open to
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C.E.1.) has been formed and granted a Royal
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speak with one voice.
Our Failures
What have we learned from the past? Our
duties are defined in our Royal Charter as “the
1 art of directing the great sources of power in
nature for the use and convenience of man.’
I think one can say that practically everything
we have done so far has been for the use of man
but has it necessarily been for his convenience?
More attention must be paid by Engineers in
the future to the words “convenience of man” and
interpret these words in their widest sense.
Much of our effort in the past has produced
immediate results from which man has benefited
but we must admit that at times we have paid
little attention to the long term effects.
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To mention but a few examples, we have
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to be used for the destruction of man as well as
for his benefit.
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behind with the bLlifding of safe highways.
In an even lesser period of time the aeroplane
has grown into a massive 300 seater with a
range of thousands of miles at high speed and
although I believe that the aeroplane will do
more for world peace in the long run by bringing
nations closer together and enabling ordinary
people of the world to meet each other, little
thought has been given to the inconvenience and
discomfort caused by the appalling noise created.
The Engineer obviously cannot be held entirely
responsible for these shortcomings, but in niany
cases he is the only person with the right know
ledge and training to be able to envisage the
effects of his creations and to this extent it is
difficult to blame others.
Engineers become so absorbed and rapped up
in their subject, in scientific and technical details
with which they are concerned and the creation
of some engineering project that they completely
forget their duty to the community.
Further, someone who has the capabilities of
solving complex problems in technology should,
no doubt, have the ability and flair to solve
sociological and political problems equally well.
I believe that we must play a far more active
role in administration, Government, both local
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and national, and spend more time studying the
probable effects of our endeavours in all their
aspects on civilisation and play a greater part in
influencing, directing and controlling policy and
development.
1 think I am right in saying that in my lifetime
we have never had more than one Member of the
Institution in Parliament at any one time.
Far too few of our Members take active interest
in local Council affairs and somehow we must
find time for this. We are too easily pushed
around by administrators who wreck our schemes
for political or financial gain.
I quoted earlier from Sir John Rennie’s
Presidential Address. He stressed how important
it is for us to put our efforts and findings into
“simple, clear and intelligible words” in order to
convey to the world what we are proposing to do.
I think this is another way in which we have
failed and this accounts in no small measure for
bad public relations, a poor press and the general
lack of understanding which the public have for
us when so much of their comfort and well-being
depends on our efforts.
The Future
What does the future hold for us? The
population of the world quadrupled in the last
150 years and according to some estimates will
double during the next 30 years.
This places on the Engineer a tremendous
responsibility. He must somehow provide potable
water, drainage, irrigate the land, provide
power, homes, places of work and a transport
system and all the other present day necessities
of life for all these people.
It is vital if we are to keep pace that qualified
Engineers are employed as economically and
efficiently as possible and it is up to us to see that
every means at our dispcsal is used to relieve us
of work which can be done by machinery.
As an illustration of the necessity for mech
anisation it was estimated that in the U.S.A. if
every telephone switchboard was manually
operated 24 hours per day it would require every
woman in that country to man the boards.
There is, of course, a corollary to this in that
if this were so, the number of telephone calls
would be drastically reduced!
Calculations which took days can now be
done in seconds by computers.
It is now possible to feed a computer to produce
optimum alignments for roads together with cross
sections and the quantities in a matter of minutes.
Aerial survey is largely taking over from
manual land surveying.
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In industry automation is now common place.
Research must continue at an ever increasing
pace.
Atomic energy has endless possibilities. We
must discover how to desalinate seawater cheaply
for the ever growing demands for water in
industry, in the home and on the land.
Somehow we must find ways to re-use water
particularly in industry.
Undersea engineering has hardly begun but
we are told that vast amounts of foods and
minerals are available to us if we can learn to
live and work under water.
Shall we ever be able to control the climate,
induce rainfall over the deserts and reduce the
intensity of rainfall in a typhoon?
Whether we shall find anything useful on the
moon or the planets or the stars remains to be
seen.
Some of us feel that vast sums of money are
being spent on the exploration of space which
could well be spent on raising the standard of
living in developing countries.
At the same time we must not impede progress.
Our efforts in scientific research have led to many
great discoveries from which we have all
benefited although at the time the scientists
and researchers had little idea where they were
heading or what they were going to discover.
It is, however, a sobering thought when one
reads in the newspaper that the failure and
subsequent destruction of Nimbus B weather
rocket was the result of human error in that a
small controlling gyroscope was installed 90
degrees off its position, a mistake which cost
£25,000,C00.
Design, in all fields of engineering is becoming
more and more sophisticated and unless we
ensure that sufficient technicians, who fully
realise and accept their responsibilities, are
properly trained to build our complicated
creations, we may well produce more disasters
for the inconvenience of man than successes for
his convenience.
Man in this context, of course, includes
woman and I hope that far more women will
enter our profession in the future. There is room
for them and they will be welcome and I am
sure they will continually remind us of our duty
to the community.
It is significant that it has taken 150 years for
Members of the Institution to elect a woman for
the first time to be a Member of Council.
The Duke of Edinburgh in a speech at Salford
University in June last year said:

SPRING,
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“Science holds the key to future development,
but a high level of pure scientific research can
only be sustained by successful and profitable
industry. We need all kinds of people, lawyers,
doctors, civil servants and teachers, but above
all we need the whole range of specialists who
can make our industry profitable and com
petitive throughout the world. This cannot be
done by technical knowledge alone, it requires
real people with an intelligent concern for
human civilisation. Technology is more than
a vocation, it is both a challenge as well as an
opportunity to people who are capable of
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original thought, who have the fire of ambition
in their bellies, and who can learn to use their
judgment.”
I am sure you will agree that this is an excellent
description of the qualities required by an
Engineer today.
The future is not for my generation but for
succeeding generations and it is vitally important
and our duty to do all we possibily can to
encourage young pien and women of the highest
calibre and integrity ‘ho have a real concern for
civilisation and “with the fire of ambition in their
bellies” to enter and uphold our noble profession.
R. W. H.

Plover Cove
bj C. M. Gui/ford
After some eleven years of planning and con
struction, the £40m Plover Cove Water Scheme
was formally inaugurated by I-us Excellency the
Governor, Sir David Trench, on the 20th January
1969 on completion of the last major part of the
works, namely the 37,000 mg. Plover Cove reser
voir itself. The treatment works at Sha Tin, the
Lower Shing Mun balancing reservoir, the pump
ing stations and impressive network of tunnels
were all completed during the previous four
years.
Guests attending the opening ceremony drove
in brilliant sunshine across the crest of the 6,800ft
long marine dan,, along Harbour Island and
across the southern subsidiary dam to the 800ft
wide spillway where the opening ceremony took
place. David Coffey, Arnold Graham and George
Brown looked after the “field” work and ensured
that the dais, press boxes, chairs, commemorative
plaque, red curtains, flower pots etc. were all
correctly arranged not forgetting the conveniences.
An impressive array of V.l.P.’s were invited
including the President and Secretary of the
Institution of Civil Engineers, namely Dr. K. H.
Jellett and Admiral J. G. Watson, Memb2rs of
the Legislative and Executive Councils, Heads
of Governnient Departments, Service Comman

ders, the Consuls-General of France, Sweden and
Japan, representatives of the Contractors’ site
staff, local New Territories dignitaries and
members of Joint Engineers’ office and site staff.
The Governor arrived by helicopter and was
introduced by the Director of Public Works,
A. M. J. Wright, to some of those most closely
associated with the various works including S. G.
Elliott and C. M. Guilford; others introduced
were S. F. H. Ford and M. 1. Townsend (Binnie &
Partners), E. P. Wilmot-Morgan (Director of
Water Supplies), J. Oules (Societe Francaise
d’Entreprises de Dragages et de Travaux Publics),
N. Ellstrom (Sentab-Gammon) and G. Tso (Paul
Y Construction Co. Ltd.).
After the National Anthem was played by the
band of the Hong Kong Police, the Director of
Public Works delivered his introductory speech.
The Governor replied and emphasised the pro
gress made in water supply and conservancy during
the past century. The Colony’s first reservoir
(Pok Fu Lam) was completed in 1870 and had a
capacity of 57 m.g. Immediately after the war,
storage capacity had risen to 6,000 mg. and today
has reached over 50,000 m.g. The danger of largescale restrictions, which were imposed in 1963
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and 1967, were for the time being a thing of the
past. The Governor went on to say that a 12-foot
raising of the Plover Cove reservoir had been
approved (10,000 m.g. additional capacity) and
that a larger scheme to impoLlnd the rain which
falls on the Sai Kung peninsula was under con
sideration. Furthermore, the possibility of desal
ination had not been overlooked and sites were
being reserved for the very sizeable desalination
plants which may be needed to augment Hong
Kong’s water supplies within the next decade.
After concluding his speech, the Governor
unveiled a granite plaque commemorating the

View of completed mom

event and then drove to the Sha Tin treatment
works where he was introduced to Vincent Chan
(SWKP), P. S. Molyneux (Binnie & Partners) and
representatives of Nishimatsu Construction Co.
Ltd., Hsin Chong-Kumagai-Gosho, Wan Kin
& Co. Ltd. and Water Authority. After a brief
tour of the Control Room and other parts of the
works, the Governor joined the guests in the filter
gallery for a cocktail party which, for some, acted
as a pleasant introduction for the less formal
celebrations that had been arranged by some
members of the staff lat2r in the evening.

dam

Heading in South China Morning Post

CGS details role
of enlarged
garrison in HK

The commemorative plaque

W”e/l he was in the Sappers once!
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“Where the nuts come from”
b

Eighty thirty. The request lies on the desk,
mute, challenging. He moves quickly to and fro
across the brown mud-tinged floor, collecting a
drawing here, picking up a notebook there. A
quick look around and then out, down oppressive
softboard corridor, through conference room;
past red plastic crates of canteen milk, and into
the crisp freshness of a winter morning. Far
aloft a drill rattles its way through concrete; a
whistled snatch of Celtic tune cuts the air; a
compresser coughs into life for yet another day,
black smoke spurting into the crystal air. He
pauses, savouring it all, and then hurries, feet
thumping, across the walkway boarding. Past the
concrete control hut—mercury glistens at five
above within the glass—and on down the viscous
slope to the hoist. His gaze turns briefly upward,
toward steel scaffold, standing skeletal against
the dawn sky; toward crane, slewing majestically
high above with matchwood shutter suspended
from its hook. The hoist awaits at the base of its
serrated tower, trap-like, the gates raised as two

The A.R.E’s Ten Commandments
Thou shalt have no specification but the Contract
Specification
Thou shalt not bow down before the Contractor’s
Agent
Thou shalt not take the name of the Architect or
Engineer in vain
Six days shalt thou labour and on the seventh
forget everything about the Contract
Honour thy R.E. that thy days on the site be
sufficient to satisfy the Institution
Thou shalt not use bad language
Thou shalt not vacillate
Thou shalt never admit ignorance
Thou shalt not set one Sub-Agent against another
Thou shalt not covet thy Contractors Agents’
warm office, thou shalt not covet thy Con
tractors Agents’ secretary, nor his company car,
nor his hot tea, nor his cost price building
materials, nor anything he has and thou hast
not.
ALLEN J. FLATMAN

guillotines. A dusky face, all wrinkles and teeth,
greets him as he enters. The outer blade drops,
then the inner, the counterweights crashing
against their stops. Slowly the cage climbs its
track. The successive floors drift by, an everchanging parallactic panorama. Higher and
higher. An icy wind blows through the coarse
mesh of the cage; he turns his back. A jolt.
The blade is raised, mesh doors swing wide and
suddenly all is pushing, chattering humanity.
Doors shut. Blade down. The inexorable climb
is resumed. The top is reached. Suddenly he is
alone, standing in the bitter gale on the boarded
staging. Serried ranks of hollow tiles lay before
him, enmeshed in runs of rust brown twisted
steel. Small forests of steel jut skywards with
military precision. Blue-grey shutter shows
between platoons of tiles. A man comes forward,
carefully, across the windswept slab.
“Mornin’ guv’nor. Slab’s all ready for your
inspection.”
ALLEN J. FLATMAN

A.R.E. HATS

Irish A.R.E.

“This airline is said to have the oldest hostesses
in the business” volunteered the much-travelled
occupant of the next seat soon after we had left
a freezing London Airport. After a quick survey
of the cabin crew provided on this occasion I felt
bound to agree with him, but consoled myself
with the thought that cabin service might be
inversely proportional to beauty, a theory which
the subsequent flight did little to support. During
a brief stop in Paris it was announced that, due
to favourable weather (and, they omitted to add,
an ominously low load factor), a direct flight
to Rio de Janeiro would be attempted. The Great
Circle distance from Paris to Rio is 5,688 miles
and it was a little alarming to read in a brochure
which the airline should have had more sense
than to issue to nervous passengers like myself,
that the maximum range of the aircraft was
5,680 miles. It was consequently with much relief
that 1 found myself I l hours later and 80F
degrees warmer, safe on the runway at Rio
rather than in the SoLLth Atlantic eight miles
short of it.
Rio is, I suppose, one of the cities to which
the adjective “fabulous” has most often been
misapplied. Its almost land-locked harbour,
ringed with mountains and dominated by the
Sugarloaf and the huge statue of Christ the
Redeemer (floodlit at night so that it appears
suspended over the city) is nevertheless most
impressive. Under pressure from my Brazilian
acqLlaintances I agreed (with fingers crossed) that
it was as beautiful as Hong Kong and there are
in fact very many similarities—climate, vegetation,
land shortage, tall buildings, an airport on
reclaimed land in the harbour, squatter dwellings
on the hillsides, even a proposed harbour road
crossing. Where Rio does gain is in the proximity
of magnificent beaches to the centre of the city.
I don’t think I have yet convinced the Partners
that swimming on the Copacabana merely
involved crossing the road from my hotel at
6.30 am, and not an all-day jaunt at the expense
of more productive activity.
I mentioned earlier the statue of Christ, 130
feet high, which overlooks the harbour. The
view from it is magnificent and the task of
building it in concrete on the summit of a

J. F. Lindsqy

precipitous mountain must have been tre
mendous, but my main memory is of a large
bronze plate fixed to the base which proudly
announces, not tle dimensions of the memorial,
nor the piety that inspired it, nor the fact that it
commemorates the rule of General Vargas, but
merely that the floodlighting was designed and
erected by the General Electric Company and
the local electricity undertaking.
The view from the Sugarloaf is equally
impressive though the cable-car journey to the
top is tedious. On the technical side it was
interesting to observe that rockbolts are being
extensively used to prevent this presumably
lucrative landmark from disintegrating into the
sea.
Brazil is a vast country—fifth largest in the
world. The Brazilians continue to refer to it as
the fourth largest, since they apparently regard
the incorporation of Alaska and Hawaii in the
United States of America either as temporary cr
solely as an imperialistic ruse to gain on them in
size. The population is a mixture of ELlropeans,
Indians, Negroes and Japanese, but there is little
indication of racial conflict except that the
inhabitants of booming Sao Paulo, the largest
city, look down on the rest of the population as
lazy and backward, who reciprocate by referring
to them as materialistic money-grabbers; the
sneer which accompanies the derogatory use of
Paolista” would do credit to the
the term
villain of the lowest melodrama.
Internal travel is very largely by air since
railways are few and roads tend to deteriorate
rapidly within a few miles of the major cities.
Flying to Recife (1200 miles north of Rio) gave
as good an impression as one can ever get of a
country from the air—heavily wooded, inter
sected by occasional great rivers meandering
lazily seawards, hilly but with few high mountains,
underdeveloped and underpopulated.
Recife is locally known as the Venice of
Northern Brazil because two rivers wind through
the city to reach the sea. There is, I suppose, a
vague similarity though Venice would hardly be
flattered to be called the Recife of Northern
Italy. Recife was one of the first landfalls of
settlers in South America and has a number of
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The A.R.E’s Ten Commandments
Thou shalt have no specification but the Contract
Specification
Thou shalt not bow down before the Contractor’s
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Engineer in vain
Six days shalt thou labour and on the seventh
forget everything about the Contract
Honour thy R.E. that thy days on the site be
sufficient to satisfy the Institution
Thou shalt not use bad language
Thou shalt not vacillate
Thou shalt never admit ignorance
Thou shalt not set one Sub-Agent against another
Thou shalt not covet thy Contractors Agents’
warm office, thou shalt not covet thy Con
tractors Agents’ secretary, nor his company car,
nor his hot tea, nor his cost price building
materials, nor anything he has and thou hast
not.
ALLEN J. FLATMAN
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A.R.E. HATS

Irish A.R.E.
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A popular song once informed us that “Ther&s
an awful lot of coffee in BraziF’. There’s also an
awful lot of sugar in Brazil and a brave attempt
to solve the problem of over-production of these
commodities is made by half-filling a cup with
soft white sugar, pouring thick black coffee
over it and serving the resulting beverage at
frequent intervals to anyone prepared to drink it.
Fruits is also plentiful, but a request for Brazil
nuts always produced what we know as cashews,
which are appendages to the caju fruit, the juice
of which is a most refreshing drink.
A form of martial law, with government by
presidential decree, is currently in force. A fresh
batch of edicts is published each day and, if not
always regarded over-seriously, at least help
newspaper circulations. One such order which
could, I suppose, have affected me was the threat
of several years’ imprisonment for the possssion
of foreign cigarettes. This I thought it prudent

to attempt to forestall by adopting the local
practice of transferring my British cigarettes to
native packets.
Although the official language is Portuguese,
and Spanish is just tolerated, some English is
spoken, particularly by the younger generation
anxious to air their education. The first question
invariably asked by small boys, no doubt
reflecting the popularity of the recent Royal
Visit, was “Ho is the Queen?”; the second,
which upheld the Latin-American reputation and
which I felt able to answer rather more truth
fully was “Do you like girls?”.
Resisting with difficulty the temptation to
justify a visit to inspect the architecture of the
new capital, Brasilia, I left Recife. Ten hours
later I was over it again on the flight from Rio to
London. Air travel is wonderful but it can some
times take a long time to get nowhere.
J. F. LINDSAY

Entrance to Rio de Janciro Harbour

They’re digging up Arthur’s grave

churches of some architectural and historical
interest. The incongruous sight of an illuminated
Father Christmas with sleigh and reindeer
apparently driving over one of the bridges,
reminded one that, in spite of the tropical heat,
it was early January. Although Recife lies not
far south of the equator, the heat is tempered
by constant south-east trade winds and the
climate is as a result very pleasant. Long beaches
sheltered by coconut palms can give the
impression of being on a South Sea island rather
than next door to a bustling city of a million
inhabitants.

(Just to

wonder if any of you read the long
article in the Observer Supplement in
November, 1967, about the excavations
at South Cadbury in Somerset—the legendry site
of Camelot of King Arthur and his Knights of
the Round Table. Well, my wife and I did, and
we were fascinated. Here, we thought, would be
a holiday with a difference; a holiday with a
purpose; add to this the stimulating, provocative,
even perhaps, infuriating companionship of the
youth from Redbrick and Oxbridge; what more
could we want? Well, I’ll tell you. We had just
passed through one of our periodic, wildy
extravagant phases, and we wanted a holiday on
the cheap, The article called for about two
hundred volunteers, preferably students of
archaeology or people with experience of “digs’.
But, in addition, the organisers said they would
welcome anyone with experience of survey work
or technical drawings. This, I thought, could be
my finest hour; days and weeks spent on wind
swept sites hunchd behined a theodolite, or
L_._—

One member of our party kept demanding
“something hot and Brazilian”. It was charitably
assumed that he was referring to food and
thereafter the rest of us did our best to see that
his diet was restricted to beans and rice flavoured
with what must surely be the hottest chilli
sauce in the world. Since our visit was connected
with fisheries we felt obliged to sample the local
varieties, which seemed excellent at the time
though a subsequent inspection of the manner
in which they were landed at the fishing port
gave ground for second thoughts.
Statue of Christ the Redeemer

make sure)

hammering reluctant pegs into the unyielding
earth; all could now blossom and flower, in the
gracious and leisured atmosphere of an academic
exercise. So we wrote in volunteering our services
for two weeks, and in due course received the
necessary forms. (For in this modern world, not
even a Dark Age Chieftain can be exhumed
without Proformas, parts I & II.)
In due course we were accepted, and asked to
present ourselves, complete with plimsoles and
bricklayers trowels, at South Cadbury on Sunday,
the 14th July, 1968, at 9.30 a.m.
An Idyll in Somerset
And this we duly did, finding ourselves in
company with about eighty odd volunteers. The
“odd” is quite deliberate; for the male students,
beards and combat jackets seemed de rigeur; for
the girls, enormous sun glasses; and Paisley
patterned pyjamas were much in evidence. Here
and there, a determined individualist, dressed
like an unmade bed, muttered quietly to himself.
We listened to a short address of welcome from
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the director of the dig, followed by a general
description of the intentions and expectations
for this season’s work. Then came the “slave
market”, when we were divided up into groups
and allotted tasks. First a small number, mainly
young, female, and particularly personable, were
taken aside to be given a crash course in potted
archaeology, to act as guides for the many visitors
expected to the site. Then the surveyors were
asked to step forward. Finally, there remained
the plebs, who, under the supervision of senior
students, were sent off to do the actual digging;
first with pick and shovel; and then on hands and
knees, with bricklayers trowel and fireside brush.
I had, of course, no intention of throwing myself
into this pick-and-shovel-struggle for existence.
I threw my wife into it, while I became the
junior member of a three man survey team. Our
first job was to set out a twenty metre grid over

the areas considered likely, from the previous
year’s excavations, to yield the most interesting
finds. After this, we were to survey selected areas
in detail, using an electronic black box, immedi
ately christened the Banjo. And so, among the
self styled elite, I took my place.
“Go and fetch the pegs, George”
My boss was Simon, a geophysicist, about 19
years old, a veteran of two previous digs. Second
in command was William, an archaeologist, also
19, a blue-eyed Adonis with flaxen curls, who had
been digging the previous summer. (Incidentally,
I noted rather querulously, that there appeared
to be no more students; at the moment of
entering a university, a person immediately, and
automatically, became a geophysicist, an archae
ologist or what have you. But that is by the way.)
As the new boy, I was allotted all the fetching and
carrying jobs. As the grid progressed, we
repeatedly ran out of wooden survey pegs. And
equally repeatedly, it was my job to go down to
the store shed to fetch more. “Go down to the
shed for more pegs, George” said Simon, and
touching a gnarled finger to a grizzled forelock,
I ambled off. But of course, life’s not as straight
forward as that; there were many, many distrac
tions to delay the well intentioned factotum in
setting forth. My way invariably led me past one
of the digging sites; so I just had to stop for a
chat, to see if they’d found anything. And one
thing led to another, till eventually I arrived at
the store, and the real problems began. As often
as not, Meg the girl with the key, was missing,
and the shed locked, so that meant a prowl round
the other huts; the admin, the director’s office,
the canteen. And when Meg had finally been

found, and the store shed opened, as like as not,
there would be no pegs ready cut. And that meant,
a trip to the tool shed for a saw; and a discussion
to make sure that no demarcation dispute would
arise if a surveyor used a saw. (After a year at
Liverpool, one becomes acutely conscious of this
sort of thing.) Then back to the tool shed to
borrow an axe to sharpen one end of the peg.
It was all very relaxing and pleasant. And
furthermore, the storekeeper, Meg, was an
attractive post-graduate brunette from one of the
mid west (of Anierica) Universities. About 22
years old, and maybe 102 pounds live weight.
But somehow my humour failed to register; “Be
your age, Dad” said she, lighting a Woodbine.
And that, as they say, was that.
“Listeners sometimes hear good
As I’ve said, the great attraction of this
holiday for me was the complete freedom from
responsibility, or from having to make any
decisions whatever. I was a very small cog, and
my every action was determined by my teenage
taskmaster. It became quite unnecessary to think
at all; “I think, therefore, I am” was suspended
for fourteen glorious days. But another pleasure,
different, but none the less delightful, lay in
honest-to-goodness eavesdropping. Now this may
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not be considered terribly British, but in this case
it was relatively harmless, and towards the end
became almost irresistible. At lunch time, the
students who had toiled quite happily side by
side throughout the morning divided into two
groups, the sexes being as strictly segregated as
in any seraglio. My problem was this; though I
could hardly consider myself one of the boys,
it was manifestly impossible for me to join the
ladies circle. So I more or less hovered like a
plump and portly ghost, on the fringe of the boys
club. And, as I said, I eavesdropped. And the
lunchtime talk of those Cadbury diggers made
my aifrighted hair stand on end. Not that I’m
naive, or an innocent at large; but what I could
never get over was the skill with which they
laid their plans, and baited their traps. How can
I put it with delicacy? To say their intentions
were less than honourable woLild deserve an
Oscar for understatement. The bulk of the
students were billeted in a large country house in
a very small village; too small even to have a pub.
There were a few cars, belonging to tie more
affluent students; a very snappy M.G. sports, a
mini-van, and a selection of bangers which could
best be described as offensive weapons. And the
scheme was to cram as large a number as
physically possible into the available transport
and whisk the party off to the Goose & Cuckoo
one of the many country pubs in the district.
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After an hour or so the party carried (or was
carried) on to the Volunteers; then the Brown
Bear; or the Magpie and Parrot: the list was
almost endless; the only limiting factor being the
amount of money in the communal kitty that
evening. But the skill lay in arranging (or laying
on as the Army used to say) who should drop out,
and at which pub, and with whom. For as the
evening progressed, the members dwindled two
by two, till the locky vehicle owners did the last
lap from the terminal pub a deux. And if you
think this just happens, then please be advised
that a very high degree of planning is called for,
bearing in mind the cumulative effect of a warm
Somerset evening, a succession of half pints of
Somerset rough cider, and, well a host of other
circumstances I won’t spell oLIt in detail.
Time and again during those lunch time breaks
I was sorely tempted to sidle my way over to the
ladies circle; their heads were very close together,
and their eyes were bright. Bilt I felt I had
trespassed far enough on a different generation;
to learn more, particLllarly from the distaff side,
might well open a Pandora’s box that was best
kept closed.
Virtue rewarded
The end of the working day brought another
particular pleasure: from about three o’clock
onwards, I abstained totally from all liquids. No
afternoon tea, no swigs of lemon squash;
nothing. With the result that, by half past five,
I had developed the sort of thirst that the late
Robert Benchley said “he wouldn’t sell for
twenty dollars”. So when finishing time came, I

went down the hill to the car, and drove two
miles to the pub with scarcely a sideways look,
or a word to my wife. By the second day, the
landlord knew my needs; as I entered the bar,
he drew a pint of Somerset rough cider from the
wood, and gravely passed it over to me. Down
it went, like liquid gold, wrist and elbow com
bining in one fine flowing action. No words were
spoken; simply a nod and another pint was
drawn; and then it was time for talk, and switch
ing on the radio to hear the six o’clock news, and
then the locals came in on their way home from
work to hear what the students had been doing.
(We were all students, even those whose student
days had ended—well I won’t say how many
years previously.) Then grasping my wife firmly
by the elbow, for two pints of rough cider can
produce curious effects of lightheadedness

in

even the most sober character, we made our way
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I had developed the sort of thirst that the late
Robert Benchley said “he wouldn’t sell for
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landlord knew my needs; as I entered the bar,
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back contentedly to the farmhouse where we were
billeted.
“Entry of the Gladiators”
At just about this point, I can distinctly hear
some Pro Bono Publico saying “when is he going
to tell us something about the excavation itself”.
And, of course, P.B.P. is perfectly entitled to ask.
My reply is simple, and to the point. I just
don’t know enough about the subject. And
furthermore, in accordance with convention, no
articles of a serious nature should be published
without the approval of the organising committee.
But, finally, and most important, I just have no
stomach for the retaliation which would surely
and swiftly follow. What I mean is this: quite
shortly after a summer’s excavation, it’s usual for
the director or one of his staff, to write a paper
for one of the archaeological publications,
putting forward preliminary results and tentative
conclusions. This almost invariably produces the
response discourteous—a counterblast attacking
the conclusions and casting doubts on the
whole project. The main requirement for the
writer of this second article appears to be that he
or she (for the female of the species is as deadly
in archaeology as elsewhere) should not have
taken part in the dig. Of course, things cannot be
left in this state; the response discourteous brings
forth the re-affirmation authoritative; and so it
goes on, a ritualistic dance macabre, until the
following summer brings (wait for it) another
season of excavations; and this is where we
came in. You’ve probably seen it often enough
before; two learned professors of literature have
just ended, or suspended, a lovely punch-up in
the correspondence columns of the Times about
the identity of the lovely boy in Shakespeare’s
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sonnets. After many hundreds of years, the
precise identification of a fragment of pottery, or
a bronze clasp, or the interpretation of a stretch
of dry stone wall can still provoke the liveliest
arguments, sever friendships, and give birth to
feuds which last a lifetime.
“Decorations will be worn”
For those of you who are interested, or are
forced by dull penury to be interested, archae
ological digs take place all over the country
during the summer months. Some, like Cadbury,
are massive operations, involving two hundred or
more volunteers over a period of six weeks.
Many others, mainly because of shortage of
funds, are carried out by a handful of enthusiasts,
often at weekends only. Your local library would
probably be able to give you details. I enjoyed
the experience, and found it mildly rewarding;
though I can’t honestly say we’ll be back this
coming season. We were awarded the C.D.M.—
the Cadbury Dig Medal—and proudly wore a
goose feather stuck in our safety helmets for the
duration of the dig. On the second day, I turned
up a small silver coin, about 19 millimetres
in diameter and heavily corroded with the passage
of time. Could it be something dropped by an
inattentive Roman legionary? or perhaps Sir
Lancelot had a hole in his pouch. Alas, no; the
truth was much more prosaic. As the encrustation
of the years rubbed away I was able to make out
“GEORGIIJS V, DEl GRATIA
and the
date 1912.
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Singapore
Singapore City was a place of some importance
in the middle ages, but it was destroyed by the
Javanese nearly 600 years ago. Thereafter it was
little more than a fishing village until the great
empire builder Sir Stamford Raffles leased it
from the Sultan of Johore for the East India
Company in 1819. Five years later the Sultan
ceded the whole island to the Company and it
together with Penang and Malacca became the
Straits Settlements.
On the main sea route from Europe to China
and Japan, and on the doorstep of Indonesia
and Australasia, Singapore became a busy trading
centre under British rule.
Today, on its 150th Anniversary, the Port of
Singapore has surpassed the Port of London in
the quantity of trade handled, and now stands
the fourth largest sea port in the world.
The general atmosphere in Singapore City
today is that of the buzzing activity that one
associates with any major port of this size any
where in the world, and it is in this atmosphere
that the firm have been asked by the Ministry of
Overseas Development to advise the Singapore
Government on the development of their civil
airport at Paya Lebar, and to prepare a Master
Plan for the development of the airport for the
next 20 years, up to 1990.

Due to the rapidly expanding nature of the
aircraft industry today this is no mean feat.
Aircraft such as the Boeing 747 (Jumbo Jet) and
the Concorde SST are well known to everyone
and their characteristics can be allowed for.
However, knowledge of the type of aircraft that
will be using the world airports 20 years from
today is not easy to foresee and a certain amount
of crystal ball gazing is inevitably required. It is
nevertheless certain that within this 20 year period
a considerable amount of expansion of the present
airport will be necessary, and this will involve
the utilisation of large areas of land, which is at a
premium in Singapore, an island of 225 square
miles in area and a population of 2 million people.
As it is situated almost on the equator the
climate is hot and humid and can become
oppressive at times, although most houses and
offices and many of the cars have air-conditioning.
For leisure time Singapore has an excellent
golf course, many clubs and swimming pools,
sailing. waterskiing, etc. The night life is excellent
with several night clubs, good restaurants and
cinernas. On the whole it is a very pleasant place
in which to live.
By A. J. STRONGMAN

Quietly I slipped it into my pocket. Suddenly,
last summer, we were sixpence the richer.
G. SIM
Drawing by Hazel Alderson.

In search of Michael Collins

Norwegian A.R.E.
(N.B. Contractor may
think otherwise)

all began with the unwitting genero
sity of an Australian pilot in a tent at
Gambut in the Western Desert in 1942.
Perhaps because I had mentioned an Irish con
nection through my grandmother, or being the
only Englishman in an Australian squadron, the
thought behind the act was more homely in actual
intent, in any event, that particular gift set me off
on a trail that ended at Beal na mBlath (“Pass of
the Flowers”) in West Cork, Ireland, some fifteen
years later.
The gift in question was the second volume of
Piaras Beaslai’s monumental life of Michael Col

lins the Irish rebel leader. What Collins achieved
for Ireland was something for which his fellowcountrymen had been intent on achieving for
more than seven hundred years: freedom from
British rule and domination. Yet Collins, on his
own admission, was not a politician, certainly not
of the silver-tongued, “die for Ireland” brigade.
If he was not particularly modest, he was certainly
not given to heroics. He was un-Irish in the sense
that everything was neatly packaged in his brain
and memory (a trait of character which owed
something no doubt to his civil service and bank
er’s training in London). He was alive and vital;

18

PONTIFACT

back contentedly to the farmhouse where we were
billeted.
“Entry of the Gladiators”
At just about this point, I can distinctly hear
some Pro Bono Publico saying “when is he going
to tell us something about the excavation itself”.
And, of course, P.B.P. is perfectly entitled to ask.
My reply is simple, and to the point. I just
don’t know enough about the subject. And
furthermore, in accordance with convention, no
articles of a serious nature should be published
without the approval of the organising committee.
But, finally, and most important, I just have no
stomach for the retaliation which would surely
and swiftly follow. What I mean is this: quite
shortly after a summer’s excavation, it’s usual for
the director or one of his staff, to write a paper
for one of the archaeological publications,
putting forward preliminary results and tentative
conclusions. This almost invariably produces the
response discourteous—a counterblast attacking
the conclusions and casting doubts on the
whole project. The main requirement for the
writer of this second article appears to be that he
or she (for the female of the species is as deadly
in archaeology as elsewhere) should not have
taken part in the dig. Of course, things cannot be
left in this state; the response discourteous brings
forth the re-affirmation authoritative; and so it
goes on, a ritualistic dance macabre, until the
following summer brings (wait for it) another
season of excavations; and this is where we
came in. You’ve probably seen it often enough
before; two learned professors of literature have
just ended, or suspended, a lovely punch-up in
the correspondence columns of the Times about
the identity of the lovely boy in Shakespeare’s

Hippy AR.E.

No.21

sonnets. After many hundreds of years, the
precise identification of a fragment of pottery, or
a bronze clasp, or the interpretation of a stretch
of dry stone wall can still provoke the liveliest
arguments, sever friendships, and give birth to
feuds which last a lifetime.
“Decorations will be worn”
For those of you who are interested, or are
forced by dull penury to be interested, archae
ological digs take place all over the country
during the summer months. Some, like Cadbury,
are massive operations, involving two hundred or
more volunteers over a period of six weeks.
Many others, mainly because of shortage of
funds, are carried out by a handful of enthusiasts,
often at weekends only. Your local library would
probably be able to give you details. I enjoyed
the experience, and found it mildly rewarding;
though I can’t honestly say we’ll be back this
coming season. We were awarded the C.D.M.—
the Cadbury Dig Medal—and proudly wore a
goose feather stuck in our safety helmets for the
duration of the dig. On the second day, I turned
up a small silver coin, about 19 millimetres
in diameter and heavily corroded with the passage
of time. Could it be something dropped by an
inattentive Roman legionary? or perhaps Sir
Lancelot had a hole in his pouch. Alas, no; the
truth was much more prosaic. As the encrustation
of the years rubbed away I was able to make out
“GEORGIIJS V, DEl GRATIA
and the
date 1912.

SPRING,

19

1969

Singapore
Singapore City was a place of some importance
in the middle ages, but it was destroyed by the
Javanese nearly 600 years ago. Thereafter it was
little more than a fishing village until the great
empire builder Sir Stamford Raffles leased it
from the Sultan of Johore for the East India
Company in 1819. Five years later the Sultan
ceded the whole island to the Company and it
together with Penang and Malacca became the
Straits Settlements.
On the main sea route from Europe to China
and Japan, and on the doorstep of Indonesia
and Australasia, Singapore became a busy trading
centre under British rule.
Today, on its 150th Anniversary, the Port of
Singapore has surpassed the Port of London in
the quantity of trade handled, and now stands
the fourth largest sea port in the world.
The general atmosphere in Singapore City
today is that of the buzzing activity that one
associates with any major port of this size any
where in the world, and it is in this atmosphere
that the firm have been asked by the Ministry of
Overseas Development to advise the Singapore
Government on the development of their civil
airport at Paya Lebar, and to prepare a Master
Plan for the development of the airport for the
next 20 years, up to 1990.

Due to the rapidly expanding nature of the
aircraft industry today this is no mean feat.
Aircraft such as the Boeing 747 (Jumbo Jet) and
the Concorde SST are well known to everyone
and their characteristics can be allowed for.
However, knowledge of the type of aircraft that
will be using the world airports 20 years from
today is not easy to foresee and a certain amount
of crystal ball gazing is inevitably required. It is
nevertheless certain that within this 20 year period
a considerable amount of expansion of the present
airport will be necessary, and this will involve
the utilisation of large areas of land, which is at a
premium in Singapore, an island of 225 square
miles in area and a population of 2 million people.
As it is situated almost on the equator the
climate is hot and humid and can become
oppressive at times, although most houses and
offices and many of the cars have air-conditioning.
For leisure time Singapore has an excellent
golf course, many clubs and swimming pools,
sailing. waterskiing, etc. The night life is excellent
with several night clubs, good restaurants and
cinernas. On the whole it is a very pleasant place
in which to live.
By A. J. STRONGMAN

Quietly I slipped it into my pocket. Suddenly,
last summer, we were sixpence the richer.
G. SIM
Drawing by Hazel Alderson.

In search of Michael Collins

Norwegian A.R.E.
(N.B. Contractor may
think otherwise)

all began with the unwitting genero
sity of an Australian pilot in a tent at
Gambut in the Western Desert in 1942.
Perhaps because I had mentioned an Irish con
nection through my grandmother, or being the
only Englishman in an Australian squadron, the
thought behind the act was more homely in actual
intent, in any event, that particular gift set me off
on a trail that ended at Beal na mBlath (“Pass of
the Flowers”) in West Cork, Ireland, some fifteen
years later.
The gift in question was the second volume of
Piaras Beaslai’s monumental life of Michael Col

lins the Irish rebel leader. What Collins achieved
for Ireland was something for which his fellowcountrymen had been intent on achieving for
more than seven hundred years: freedom from
British rule and domination. Yet Collins, on his
own admission, was not a politician, certainly not
of the silver-tongued, “die for Ireland” brigade.
If he was not particularly modest, he was certainly
not given to heroics. He was un-Irish in the sense
that everything was neatly packaged in his brain
and memory (a trait of character which owed
something no doubt to his civil service and bank
er’s training in London). He was alive and vital;

PONTIFACT

20

humane and ruthless by turns. But when all has
been said, the real secret of his astounding suc
cess was his ability to handle men.
These facts were generally known; how to dis
cover the man and his many perplexities was a
different matter.
First, although not a politician, he was involved
in politics, and politics in Ireland is a serious
matter, in which old loves live long and old hat
reds die hard. Second, the major portion of his
manhood had been spent in running a spy and
counter-spy organisation in the heart of Dublin;
a fact which even more so tended to obscure his
personality and character. That this organisation
had proved to be the downfall of the British be
cause of the breakdown of the centuries-old Dub
lin Castle spy system was of little assistance to
me, an outsider, in the tracing of Collins’s life
through all its thirty-oneyears of peace and storm.
Also, much hinged on the question of pro-Collins
and therefore anti-de Valera, or the other way
about. Finally, the party of which Collins had
been a founder-member, Fine Gael, was in power
at the time, and pointed a cautious approach to
the various Ministers who had known Collins in
the past.
It is possible that if I had not discovered Anna
Kelly (or she discovered me—I’m not sure who
actually made the find) that my path towards a
full biography of Collins would have ended in
heart-breaking torture. By profession she was a
journalist; a hard case even by Irish standards.
In an atmosphere of the utmost friendliness and
general abuse towards all and sundry, she proved
to be my guiding light through all the intricate
and torturous paths of modern Irish history. She
had been Collins’s secretary. She was as fully
aware of his flaws as of his perfections. She knew
his mannerisms: anger showing when he swung
his watch around on its chain; the habit of tossing
back the falling lock of hair:the right hand pushed
deep into the front trouser pocket.
True to caution I approached Lt.-General
Sean MacEoin, then Minister for Defence. Here I
found no stop-gap. MacEoin, the famed “Black
smith of Ballinalee”, had not faced the bullets of
the Royal Irish Constabulary and the “Black and
Tans”, been badly wounded, tried and sentenced
to death, and reprieved at the last by pressure
exerted by Collins, to hestitate now in answering
questions about Collins. Love of the man, or the
high duty of regard, meant that MacEoin was
every assistance to me.
Because of that success, I chose to play light
heartedly with General Richard Mulcahy, Minis-
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ter for Education. Jn all probability Mulcahy
knew Collins better than MacEoin; bLIt in the
old days Mulcahy was a man little given to con
versation, and he has remained so to this day.
With regret I respected the manner of his ap
proach to my problem.
Indeed, the path was as devious as it was elusive.
One would sing the praises of de Valera and damn
Collins; another would praise Collins and damn
de Valera; and a third would simply say, “I’m
sick and fed up of the whole bloody business!”
Not so Sean McGarry. A member of the Irish
Republican Brotherhood, of which Collins had
been Head Centre, McGarry had been in the fight
from the first. Imprisoned, with de Valera, in
Lincoln Jail, he had been rescued through the un
tiring efforts of Collins and Harry Boland.
McGarry detested de Valera, but with a differ
ence: McGarry’s detestation was founded in logic.
He proved to be one of my greatest assets.
Under Collins’s direction two men, Liam Tobin
and Tom Cullen, had been the mainstay of the
spy and counter-spy organisation. Cullen had
been drowned in the 1920’s; Tobin was very mich
alive. Because of services rendered Collins had
placed Tobin high in the army list when, following
the signing of the Anglo-Irish Treaty in 1921,
“young” Ireland had founded its own armed
forces. After Collins’s death, however, Tobin had
been instrumental in an abortive army mutiny, and
as a result was now, in the late 1950’s, in a modest
position in the Dail at Leinster House, Dublin.
There I met him, and saw for myself the eiect of
a long-standing hatred in a man. One by one the
T.D’s passed into the Dail, under the wrathful
eye of Tobin. Many had never fired a shot in the
achievement of their country’s salvation, and here
was Tobin, who had risked torture and death,
forced, one might say, to bow the knee to them.
Because of his unhappy mood it proved to be un
usually fruitful to me.
The path turned away from Ireland, and led to
the United States of America. Here existed many
Irish connections, not least the Clan na Gad, the
American counterpart of the Fenian Brotherhood
(the I.R.B.), And here again factions existed: pro
de Valera and pro-Collins. And it was from
guidance here that I eventually stumbled on a
real gold mine of Collins material.
In Australia lived Miss Eithne O’Kane. Her
father, John, had been
though not generally
known as
a friend of Collins during the latter’s
membership of the Irish Treaty delegation to
London in 1921. During the course of the nego
tiations Collins had got into the habit of penning
—

—
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personal thoughts to John O’Kane. Along with
Collins’s personal notes, his diaries (which are in
my possession), and his written comments on his
British opposites, these letters placed in a different
light the entire conduct of the negotiations as
viewed from the Irish point of view. Now it was
clearly seen that Collins, because of the enmity of
de Valera, Cathal Brugha and Austin Stack, had
been forced into membership of the Irish dele
gation; and although he and Arthur Grillith were
to take back with them to Ireland a just and
honourable settlement to an age.old problem,
old enmities were brought to a head, the country
was plunged into a bitter and bloody civil war,
in which Collins was to be its chief victim.

shortly. His books include “Biography of Michael
Collins” 1958. Now selling as a paperback
120,000 copies.)

And even in death the facts proved to be just
as elusive as when he had lived his secret life. Who
fired the shot that killed him is still a mystery
today. All that may be gathered from the four
accounts printed in the biography is that men’s
memories are at fault or that dreadful lies have
been condoned. Here nothing may be overlooked:
neither the men of the Collins convoy or the men
who formed the ambushing party. The former in
deed was the strangest mixture of men. In com
mand Major-General Emmet Dalton, Irish,
holder of the Military Cross 1914-1918; the co
driver of Collins’s car, M.B. Corry, an English
man, born at Rock Ferry, Cheshire; the driver of
the armoured car, ‘Slievenamon’, MacPeake, a
Scotsman, later accused of selling it to the
Irregulars (anti-Collins forces), and sentenced to
five years imprisonment.

Michael Collins Biographical Note

On the hillside in the gathering dusk at Beal
na mBlath the ambush party. During a lull in the
firing there was a single shot and Collins went
down. How can one explain the terrible head
wound suffered by Collins? Or the fact that no
inquest was ever held into the killing of the
country’s acknowledged leader? This is a thought
more provoking, more devious, and more elusive
than all the secrets of Collins and the Irish
rebellion.
REX TAYLOR
Rex Taylor is a successful author of books and
poems, his articles being frequently commissioned
by the Sunday Express, a new series to be published

“Assassination”
Death of Sir Henry Wilson 1961.
XVIII Dynasty.
Ancient Egypt, 1949.
Italy in Libya (Pub1ished in Rome)
1955.
Various monographs.

Born 1890 at Sam’s Cross, West Cork, Ireland
Educated: Lisavaird National School; evening
classes King’s College, London.
Employment (all in London): Post Ofilce Savings
Bank; Board of Trade; Homer and Company;
Guaranty Trust Company.
Active part in the 1916 Easter Rising in Dublin;
afterwards held prisoner at Frongoch Camp,
Wales.
Director of Organisation and Adjutant-General
of the outlawed Irish Volunteer Army; Director
of Intelligence; Minister of Finance in the out
lawed government. Head Centre of the Irish
Republican Brotherhood.
Member of the Irish Treaty Delegation, London,
1921.
Chairman of the Provisional Government of the
Free State and Commander-in-Chief of the army.
Ambushed andshot dead at Bealna mBlath, 1922.
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afterwards held prisoner at Frongoch Camp,
Wales.
Director of Organisation and Adjutant-General
of the outlawed Irish Volunteer Army; Director
of Intelligence; Minister of Finance in the out
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Republican Brotherhood.
Member of the Irish Treaty Delegation, London,
1921.
Chairman of the Provisional Government of the
Free State and Commander-in-Chief of the army.
Ambushed andshot dead at Bealna mBlath, 1922.
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Chinese New Year
he festival most likely to affect Europeans

living in Hong Kong is Chinese New Year.
Shops are closed and domestic helpers take
a well deserved four days’ holiday. “Missie” must
do the housework herself!
For the Chinese housewife, however, the hustle
and bustle of preparations for the family holiday
starts well before the day. The house must be
cleaned thoroughly, windows washed, and every
thing sparkling so that the household God
TSAO SHEN, whose origin is found in the Taoist
faith, will give a good report to the Jade Emperor,
thereby ensuring good fortune to the family for
the coming year. When the chores are done, and
in the week before New Year, the symbolic
TSO KWAN, is taken from his usual place in the
kitchen and burnt, so sending him on his mission,
and a new symbol installed.

It is a time for paying all bills, traditionally by’
the fifteenth day of the twelfth month, for to carry
old debts into the New Year may bring bad joss
to the family. New clothes too are essential; to
enter the New Year in old ones may bring ill
luck. So, added to the busy housewife’s long list
of chores is that of buying for herself and family.
As with other special holidays, food plays an
important part and winter sausages, duck,
chicken and pork are all on the list. Melon seeds,
sweets, fruit and vegetables also go into the
shopping bag. At this time the food shops and
markets are stocked almost to bursting point;
housewives choose carefully to get the best for
their money. In olden times the head, wings and
legs of poultry were put into the rice bin, so
ensuring a surplus for the coming year.
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A visit to a flower fair, either Hong Kong side
or Kowloon, is a must and here will be bought
peach blossom, or small trees of mandarin type
oranges, called Kum Kat, with which to decorate
the house, since both are “good omen” symbols.
Incense and candles too are commodities avail
able at the many stalls.
And now New Year’s Eve has arrived. All the
hard work of previous weeks is over and the
housewife can sit down with her family and enjoy
the festivities, in the same way that Mother sits
down with relief when the turkey is on the table
at home. This is the one night when the children
are “officially” allowed to stay up late, for
tradition says that if they stay awake this will
bring long life to the parents!
New Years day starts a fifteen day period for
visiting family and friends and exchanging gifts.
This is the time for children to collect Lai See;
those little red envelopescontaining Lucky Money.
Here too order and tradition holds sway, for
during the first day of New Year only relatives
are visited and strictly in order of seniority.
No sharp implement will be used in food prepara
tion, for this could cut the luck for the coming
year. The second, fourth to fifteenth days are
devoted to friends. But NOBODY visits on the
third day, unless one wishes to qLlarrel dLlring the
coming year!
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It would take too long to enumerate all the
“birthdays” which are celebrated at this time.
Sufficient to say that the animals and poultry,
humans, cereals, fruit and vegetables, all have
special days within the first ten of the New Year.
The most celebrated is the Human, on the 7th
day, and is know as “Everybody’s Birthday”. On
this day, in the old style of reckoning, everyone
became a year older and so gave reason for
another celebrati9n.
New Year officially ends with the Lantern
festival on the fifteenth day known as YUEN
SHIU when houses and temples are hung with
lanterns and lights and rice dumplings are eaten.
One aspect of the Festival period which has
been absent recently is Fire crackers. Essentially
these were let off to chase away evil spirits, but
unfortunately through misuse they have been
banned in Hong Kong for the past two celebra
tions. It is to be hoped that this part of the tradi
tion does not completely fade away into obscurity.
Though this is essentially a Far Eastern festival,
many aspects are similar to the Western Christ
mas celebrations. Special foods, new clothes, the
visiting of friends and exchange of presents, and
parties on the last day all have their equal in
our Turkey and pudding, Christmas boxes and
Twelfth Night celebrations. Another reminder
that East and West have much in common.
DOREEN BLAKE

The Devil’s Own
The Secretary’s Notes

Sign

writer preparing Chinese

New Year Good Luck Scrolls

Acknowledgments to: Soot/i China Morning Post Ltd.

It was King William IV who is reputed to
have bestowed this name upon a body of men
composed of lawyers. At a great review of the
Volunteers in Hyde Park he enquired as to the
identity of an approaching cavalry unit and when
told that it bore the name “Inns of Court
Regiment” and that it was recruited entirely
from the legal profession he exclaimed “Truly
they must be the Devil’s Own”.
Lawyers have perhaps during the past 140
years or so earned a slightly better reputation
than they appeared to have enjoyed in those days
but not unnaturally they are people whose advice
is only sought by the ordinary individual on
relatively rare occasions.

Those occasions usually present themselves
automatically and unbidden following some
domestic decision or event when there is no
option. I refer of course to the sale or purchase
of a house, a death in the family or on those
rare (it is to be hoped) occasions when it is
necessary to embark on litigation or to obtain
legal support when concerned with some con
travention of the Law.
One important exception to this is the process
of making a will. A will can be made at any
time after attaining the age of 21 but needs
revision or replacement by a fresh one following
any important change in circumstances; for
instance, following upon the attainment of
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marital status or when becoming a parent.
Because the individual is not forced by circum
stances to go to a solicitor for the purpose of
making a will it all too often gets left undone.
Then again, some people make wills on their
own or attempt to do so without legal help.
it may be asked why bother to make a will
but before answering this question it is worth
while to consider what functions a will normally
performs. Firstly, it should state clearly to whom
you wish your worldly goods to go if you die,
and secondly, it should name your executor or
executors; that is to say what person or persons
are to arrange for the disposal of your estate in
accordance with your wishes. If there is no will
then someone has to get legal powers (Letters of
Administration) so that he can step in and
perform the duties which the executors would
normally do. Even if it is pretty obvious who, in
the absence of a will, should receive the benefit
of the estate and no difficult decision is therefore
involved, the necessary formalities all take time
and can be expensive. For instance, it will mean
obtaining a bond from an insurance company.
Once the decision to make a will has been
taken it is by far the best thing to go to a solicitor,
tell him in general terms what you want to
achieve and leave it to him to draw up. There are
many pitfalls for the unwary, therefore it is
most unwise to rely on your own efforts even
if you use one of the printed do-it-yourself will
forms obtainable from stationers’ shops. Don’t
be your own solicitor—Bacon said “The man who
is his own lawyer hath a fool for a client”.
An elementary example is that of the man
who bequeathed his property to his wife in the
first place and after her death to his children.
A sensible enough wish one would think but the
outcome was that his poor wife, with children to
bring up, could not use any of the funds he
left—only the interest thereon, such as it was.
The capital was deemed to be in trust for the
children and therefore sacrosanct. It would of
course be possible to obtain some relief in such
extreme cases but only through legal processes
which could be costly, protracted and perhaps
distasteful.
Another tip worth recalling is that when a
married man makes a will it is a good idea for
the wife to do so also at the same time. The
wills should then be contrived so that they inter
lock and no problems will arise in the unhappy
event of an unfortunate couple being killed in
the same accident. When such a tragedy takes
place it is probable that the husband is assumed
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in law to have pre-deceased his wife whose will
then becomes the effective instrument for the
distribution of such worldly goods as they leave
behind. Such wills can also appoint trustees to
conduct the affairs of the children in the event
of both parents dying together or within a
limited time—that is to say such a period in
which it would be too soon to expect the survivor
to have made a fresh will to suit the new cir
cumstances.
The existence of a properly drawn up will
provides, as a by-product, guidance to a pension
scheme’s Trustees in reaching their decision as
to who should receive a death benefit under
such scheme if a member has not left any separate
indication as to his wishes.
What about executors? Choice must be
influenced by the size and complexity of your
estate. If you have much property including
investments it is best to appoint someone who
would be reasonably familiar with the problems
to be faced. Bear in mind that the private
individual cannot claim any fees for his trouble,
only legitimate out-of-pocket expenses. Many
people to-day appoint the Trustee Department
of their Bank to act as Executors, sometimes
jointly with a friend or relative. But remember
two things, a Bank will never play second fiddle
to a joint private executor and secondly it can
be expensiv in that Banks, unlike individuals,
can charge a scale fee. Whilst this fee is not
unreasonable for the meticulous job they always
do, there is a minimum fee which can be high in
proportion to the smaller estates. Solicitors may
be willing to act as executors, but will usually
insist that they act in the administration of the
estate also.
Having made a will it is always a good practice
to deposit your will with your solicitor—especially
if you are abroad. So if you are embarking on an
overseas tour make your will first! For goodness
sake let your executors know where your will is
located; some people have to advertise in the
press in order to get this vital information!
How do you choose a solicitor if you have
not already established a contact with one
either through a friend or because you have
bought a house etc. and feel he can give you the
help you need? Like consulting engineers,
solicitors cannot advertise and because their
services are of such a personal nature the choice
may seem puzzling to those wanting legal help.
One objective should be to lay the foundation
stone of a relationship which may well last a
life-time and an introduction by a third party,
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who has already established such a contact, can
help from the start.
Problems may arise over hire purchase agree
ments and present day legislation affecting capital
gains, the Land Commission Act and property
matters generally have reached a state of com
plexity such that he is a brave man indeed who
sets sail into the legal ocean without a pilot—a
chart is not enough!
The interpretation of the Law is vested in the
Courts and your idea as to the meaning of the
printed word in an Act or Regulation may not
line up with the interpretation which has been
established by the judiciary in settled cases.
British law depends so much on precedent that
only a professional can hope to keep up to date
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with case law. Consider also the complications
which can arise when different laws, having a
bearing on a given matter, appear to conflict.
It is a pity that some matters upon which I
have touched are somewhat gloomier than the
subjects of most contributions to PONTIFACT,
but I do feel it is worthwhile to encourage those
who are beginning to acquire possessions and
responsibilities, to round off their personal
administration by making wills. I am thinking
particularly of young married people. The writer
is very willing to have a chat with any member
of the staff who may have any problems or
doubts as to the procurement of legal help
whether it be in the context of the execution of a
will, purchase of a house or such like.
R.M.

Caught the Bus
Home
Henrj Egerton

14
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y trip home really started mid January
when I left Singapore on my way to
London After leaving Brunei I had taken
a trip to Indonesia flying to Djakarta and from
there making my way down through Java to Bali.
Unfortunately I had no opportunity to visit
Sumatra as travel in that part of Indonesia tends
to be very difficult, flying being the main mode
of transport. Certainly Des Boon must notice the
differences between Medan, North Sumatra and
London or even Brunei. Still he is within easy
reach of Penang!
On arriving in Djakarta I immediately made my
way to the station and boarded a train to Surabaja
with only minutes to spare. From Surabaja I
made my way to Bali by bus, which as I was to
find right throughout my journey to England,
stopped every hour for an hour to overhaul the
back axle or gear box or whatever happened to
have come to pieces on the way. In Bali this
waiting was no hardship as the weather was
beautiful, food and drink plentiful and scenery
magnificent..
Bali island is separated from Java by a channel
about a mile across. The island itself has a
completely different culture from the rest of
Indonesia. The people are Buddhists rather than
Muslims like the people of Sumatra and Java.
There is a sufficiency of food, the people are very

/

friendly and very artistic so almost every night
there is a festival or dancing to which everyone is
welcome. Cost of living in this part of Indonesia is
very low, a hotel costing about 3/— and breakfast
for as low as three pence. Huts can be hired on the
beach for a few dollars a month and as a result
many Australians and Europeans rest off here
after overland trips, often staying for as long as
four months and living at a total cost of about5 a
month who can blame them. On returning to
Djakarta one could get depressed at the sight of a
large sprawling city if it were not for the hospita
lity of the Indonesians (the Indonesians were
among the most hospitable people I met, in fact
this extends to almost all of the races and peoples
of South East Asia). On walking around Djakarta
one becomes very aware of the money which was
wasted during the rule of Sukarno. On every side
there are the reinforced concrete frameworks of
multi-story buildings now abandoned. Monu
ments to the heroes of the revolution are every
where, Russian trucks can be seen on all sides,
many of which seem to have mechanics crawling
around underneath. There certainly appears to be
a shortage of spare parts at present.
Several days after returning to Singapore I
left the train for Bangkok. The jouney took two
days and three nights but as the train was very
luxurious this was no hardship, a great contrast to
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beach for a few dollars a month and as a result
many Australians and Europeans rest off here
after overland trips, often staying for as long as
four months and living at a total cost of about5 a
month who can blame them. On returning to
Djakarta one could get depressed at the sight of a
large sprawling city if it were not for the hospita
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wasted during the rule of Sukarno. On every side
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luxurious this was no hardship, a great contrast to

26

train journeys made in India and the Middle East.
In fact it was on this train that I met my travelling
companion for the rest of the journey to England.
Bangkok, like every other capital city in South
East Asia, is very busy, at present full of Americans
and Europeans many of whom work in
construction throughout Thailand. The cost
of living here tends to be somewhat higher than
Malaya mainly due to the presence of so many
Europeans. Calcutta is about a three hour flight
from Bangkok, the contrast in the standard of living
between the two cities is the first thing one notices:
Calcutta must be one of the most depressing
cities in the world. Within a five minute walk

from the centre of town one is amid slums,
people are everywhere, and almost every sort of
disease is visible, food is very poor and very
expensive, in fact fruit which can be peeled seems
to be the only safe thing to eat. The city looks to
be covered by a layer of dust, so before we began
to look the same we took a train to the border of
Northern India and Nepal.
This first train journey was an education and
certainly set the standard for our future train
journeys in [ndia. We arrived on the station
platform with about 45 minutes to spare, after
waiting about 15 minutes the train appeared in
the distance, at this the people almost all of whom

had been sleeping, or cooking on the platform
rose to their feet and surged forward. Even before
the train had stopped people piled aboard—they
fought at the doors and windows, about five
abreast trying to get in through the doors and
two or three abreast at the windows. We later
noticed that reserved third class (which in future
we always tried to get) had bars on the windows!
Our first journey was made in the company of
about 50 Indians in a carriage for 16. We didn’t
do too badly as we managed to get a luggage
rack on which to sleep. We found that you either
held tight to your possessions or if they were too
big to steal put them below the seat—if no one
had settled down to sleep there! The rack appear
ed to be much too valuable to be used for storing
baggage.
Nepal, a country which was only opened to
outsiders in 1953 was probably the most interest
ing country I visited between Thailand and
England. From Rauxal in India it takes about 10
hours by bus or truck over a mountain road to
Katmandu the capital. Katmandu is exactly the
way I imagined London must have been during
the 16th or 17th Centuries. The streets in the
market area are very narrow and twisting, the
shops just little openings off the street and door-
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ways to many of the houses not much higher than
54 feet. All sorts of interesting goods can be
bought in Katmandu at very low costs. Carpets
made in Kashmir, Nepal and Tibet, Tibetan
shirts and boots and vast quantities of hand
beaten metal ware. The streets are full of Tibet
ans most of whom live in refugee camps as they
fled from Tibet when the Chinese took over, even
considering the disruption of their way of life they
seem always to be smiling.
Half an hour’s journey from Katmandu by bus
and a four hour walk takes you right into the
heart of the Himalaya foothills From here you
can watch sunsets and sunrises over Everest
(at least the Nepalese tell tourists that it is
Everest!).
At present Nepal seems to be the haven for
hundreds of Hippies as drugs are bought and sold
very cheaply—in fact drugs seem to be easily
obtained right throughout the subcontinent and
the Middle East. This is causing a great problem
as many of the Europeans who reach as far east
as Nepal have neither the interest nor the money to
try to make their way home.
However after a very interesting week in Nepal
we felt that it was time to start for home. We
had an unpleasant two days on a train to New
Delhi, a city of great contrasts as the beautiful
diplomatic centre is situated not far from some
very bad slums. While we were waiting for visas
we made a side trip to Agra to see the Taj
Mahal, said to be one of the most beautiful
buildings in the world. The whole building is
constructed of white marble inlaid with semi
precious stones, all the workmanship is of the
highest quality and the building certainly
impressive. The area is beautifully landscaped
and provided one does not look over the walls to
the river and shacks on the other side a day passes
very pleasantly.
From New Delhi we flew to Kabul in Afghani
stan unfortunately missing the famous Khyber
Pass but at the time we were travelling there was a
strict curfew in Pakistan following a series of
riots.
Kabul must be one of the most surprising cities
in the Middle East, it boasts a western style self
service restaurant! Fish and chips or steak and
chips for 3/—, hardly surprising that we stayed for
a week. Another reason for staying so long, we
had come across our first snow and travelling
from Singapore were completely unprepared.
Kabul as well as offering good food and very good
accommodation at very low cost offers very good
suede and sheepskin coats and a small shop which
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will make fur lined boots for £2. The manager of
the shop draws around your foot, when you come
back two days later your boots are finished.
Here as in Pakistan many of the women are still
completely veiled from head to foot.
Well, we set out from Kabul for the Bosphorus,
by way of Herat, Mashed, Teheran and Enzurum
in Eastern Turkey in good spirits thinking that
in eight days we would be living it up in Istanbul.
Thirteen days later we arrived very much subdued
and almost frozen to death. Once we left
Afghanistan behind we were on dirt roads travel
ling in busses which continually broke down and
in weather which was constantly below freezing
point. In Eastern Turkey the temperature dropped
to 30° of frost and travel by bus was possible
only during the daylight hours.

27

Istanbul offered some relaxation but after
several days sightseeing the only thoughts were of
good food and a hot bath. The Turks have cer
tainly caught onto the tourist trade, 5/— for a hot,
and 2/6 for a cold shower (even with freezing
temperatures outside), but even so a visit to the
Blue Mosque, the day’s shopping in the bazaar
and the view over the Bosphorus make a trip to
Istanbul worthwhile.
Three days by, car took us from Istanbul to
Ostend and after six weeks travelling the White
Cliffs of Dover were certainly a very welcome
sight. Tn fact 5 Winsley St. and even the thoughts
of work again could be faced with a smile.

HENRY EGERTON

The Missing Link
Reprintedfrom
The Astrological Journal
Editor for this issue: F. S. 11atthews
Vol. XI No. 2 Spring 1969
So much of the satisfaction derived from
astrology would seem to stem from the primal
archetypal nature of the study. Once the light of
the valid unity and meaningfulness in daily life
of the solar system and the Zodiac has dawned,
and a realisation of the scope of the relevance of
its symbolism has taken place, it almost seems
at times as if its archetypes were clamouring in
the depths for conscious expression. Indeed, we
may be forgiven for wondering if that has not
already started to happen to the thousands who
daily read about the “stars” in the popular
press, before any such realisation has begun.
All that is in us, be it emotional, intellectual or
spiritual must surely be seeking to project itself
on to suitable contemporary material, to grow
and to mature.
Can there be any doubt in the minds of those
of us who realise something of what astrological
wisdom means in our lives that we have three
great responsibilities: to foster the projection of
the unconscious symbolism on to material wiser
and saner than is presented to it popularly; to
broaden and deepen our own knowledge by
reading and research; and to try and reconcile
and integrate what superficially often seems to be
a veritable jungle of ideas.

If we shudder sometimes at the thought of
combining into a basic chart interpretation mid
points, converse directions, degree symbolism,
parallels of declination, decanates, 3D realities,
Arabian parts, tropical and sidereal Zodiacs and
a variety of house divisions and measures of
progression, let us nevertheless be very thankful
that the roots from which these branches spring
are deep and sound and have their source in the
primal and universal divine plan. Long have they
been meditated upon and frequently re-inter
preted in the thought and language of successive
generations of a great variety of races and nations.
The adverse climate of criticism and defamation
only serves to concentrate their vitality, so that,
with the advent of the appropriate cyclic time,
the tree may flower the more profusely and put
forth the fruit of understanding to an ever
increasing number of searchers for the truth.
Meanwhile, let us strive to stretch our mental
and spiritual capacities discriminating’y, but
inclusively, rejecting the narrow “either—or” and
pressing forward scientifically and intuitively.
May we value highly the well-digested traditions
of the past and step out boldly into the nuclear
and computerising atmosphere of Aquarius. If
the contents of his pitcher seem to be rather chilly
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, we know well of his humanity and friend
liness. At the heart of Life, through every age of
the Great Year, is the tremendous power and
warmth of creative and compassionate Love.
No mortal concepts could approach in wonder
the symmetry and symbolism of astrology; our
task to-day, as in those remote times of its first
divulgence to mankind, is so to orientate,
interpret and promulgate it, that it shall clarify
our awareness of life on earth and illuminate our
consciousness with the pattern of archetypal
drives that so often impel us blindly from the
limbo of the collective and personal unconscious.
To St. Thomas Aquinas, as to many other
great souls, astrology was a fact of daily life,
from which he felt the need to separate man’s
will and choice. For William Lilly, the call was
to ensure that astrology was understood to be an
integral part of Creativity—”as thou daily
conversest with the heavens, so instruct thy
mind according to the image of Divinity”. In
our own days of mass production and
subservience to materialistic diversity rather than
divine unity, wise astrologers like our erstwhile
patron and our president and authors of articles
in this issue give timely warnings of the dangers
that beset us increasingly.
It was a fascinating experience to watch
Apollo 8’s historic flight to the Moon and to
see the airless, waterless, cratered desert at such
close quarters. But I found myself looking from
the screen to my family to reassure myself of the
appropriate difference of the Moon’s location in
the Zodiac in each of them. The experience
seemed to epitomise the materialism of our day.
We were prepared to spend a fortune on physical
exploration, but other and perhaps more import
ant exploration was dismissed as unreal and
superstitious. Such is life. Did the Moon herself
resent this close scrutiny by her angular presence
in Capricorn closely squared to the massive
energy required for the expedition, symbolised
by Mars on the midheaven semi-sextile Pluto?
What an interesting and realistic chart it is in
so many ways, with Mercury on the Capricorn
ascendant and Pluto, Uranus and Jupiter in the
ninth house.
if we are the guardians of an important aspect
of Truth, we must pursue relentlessly our
researches, using scientific methods, but not to
produce pseudo-statistics, using our intuition,
but not to be wild and woolly: above all, perhaps,
caring greatly for the individual people for whom
we interpret patterns, ensuring that we speak the
truth in love, as far as we can see it. Do they just
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say, “That was interesting and I am sure there
must be something in it” and promptly put it
away in a remote drawer, or have the archetypes
in them been activated into life? “See how these
Christians love one another” said the pagans of
the early Church, and they were impressed. They
were impressed because love really is at the
centre of life and its “divine spark” in them had
been activated. “Though I speak with the
tongues of men and of angels” said St. Paul,
“and though 1 have the gift of prophecy and
understand all mysteries and all knowledge and
though I have all faith so that I could remove
mountains and have not love
it profiteth
me nothing”; nor others, neither. Do we
astrologers, speaking with the same love and
compassion, make enough impact on our friends
and clients to set going an inner process that will
bring order and form out of chaos? Do they
really understand that, just as love is the key to
right living, so astrology is the key to a right
understanding of individual uniqueness—and
how important that is. Perhaps, when our own
particular planet and Jupiter are passing through
the loving and beautiful Libra, is not a bad time
for emphasising this.
To sum up we know that “the many-splendoured
thing” can vitalise patterns and trends that bring
order out of chaos; that these cosmic patterns are
not of human origin and conception; that their
components or ingredients are highly meaningful,
symbolic elements of our psychic, physical and
earthly structure which we call archetypes. To
reach conclusions on the future of astrology
perhaps we must come to grips with what these
archetypes are really trying to say to us. Man is
habitually forming God in his own image and this
inverted and very limited viewpoint may be far
removed from the true facts. Astrology’s indis
putable role and its relationship to religion,
science, psychology, etc., must surely depend on its
own true inner significance.
Exactly a month before he died our patron
wrote the following:
“I cannot say I have altered my views much,
but they are only views. I think the key to under
standing the rationale of Astrology lies in a
conception of the ‘Zusammenhang” of every
thing. Hegel appears to have got near this with his
doctrine of Internal Relationships. But the poets
knew all about it.
“Modern science is based on the idea of
Causation, but I feel pretty sure (as Jung hints)
that we shall have to abandon this point of view
for something wider!”
.
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P.S. If this seems too philosophical and recondite
for civil engineers, this is more apparant than real.
Our reactions, behaviour and approach to
engineering are closely identified with our
individual, unique patterns. In any case, civil
engineering is clearly correlated with the earthy
signs and the planet Saturn. Consulting engineers
are more especially correlated with the earthy

I.

I

steel introduces a Mars element (which planet
is very close to Mr. Williams ‘figure ascendent;
concrete possibly Uranus as well as Saturn;
tunnelling, Pluto; bridging, air and water signs;
rocks and building stone, Saturn, though igneous
rock obviously involves fire signs and sedi
mentary, water signs. Hydraulics, hydrology,
drainage, water supply and marine work will

Apollo 8
blast-off

sign Virgo and the planet Mercury; almost cert
ainly an analysis of SWKP London staff would
reveal the predominance of these—one has only to
walk round the office and observe physical
appearances to realise this. It is also significant
that Mr. Grace definitely has Capricorn rising
and Mr. Hawkey, Taurus, while Mr. Measor is al
most certainly a native of Virgo; these are the
three earthy signs. Structural work involving

B.S. A.R.E.

also, of course, involve water signs, while nuclear
power stations will introduce Uranian and
Plutonic elements. Roads and airports (com
munications) imply a certain Jupiter, Mercury,
Gemini, Sagittarius connotation, and so on.
But astrology is much more complex than this
and cannot be thought of in purely scientific
terms. It is still in its infancy, with a vast potential
and its devotees much on the increase.

Rocker A.R.E.
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Gamesmanship
Bj John Eddison
the end of an article which appeared in the
1964 Christmas edition of Pontifact,
describing the Olympic Games held in
Tokyo in 1964, 1 said I wondered whether I
would be able to see the 1968 Games in Mexico
City. The chances seemed remote then, but as
things turned out I did go to Mexico in 1968 and
did see the Games.
However, the 1968 Games are now part of
history, and in many ways avid TV viewers in
Britain probably saw more of the Games than I
did as a “live” spectator. Obviously TV cannot
capture in full the colour and excitement of sport
and I enjoyed being at the Games in Mexico,
although from an Onsubsidised spectator’s point of
view, they were not as well organised as those
held in Tokyo, four years before.
Since 1964 my wife and I seem to have done an
inordinate amount of travelling, some of which
we thought might be of interest to Pontifact
readers.
Post-Games 1965 was a quiet year, mainly due
to financial restrictions resulting from the Toyko
trip, and we paid only brief flying visits by KLM
(our favourite airline), to Beirut and Athens.
The Acropolis is an excellent place for contempla
tion and for “getting away from it all” and we
spent a few pleasant hours there sizing up our
present position and deciding what we might do
in the immediate future.
Itchy feet really made themselves felt in early
1966 and we decided to emigrate to Canada.
Formalities were surprisingly easy and after a
last European trip to Madrid and Holland, I
flew to Vancouver direct, with Air Canada. My
wife came four months later with most of our
worldly goods by ship, from the U.K. through
the Panama Canal and up the West coast of
North America. She arrived with a most enviable
tan after a wonderfully lazy five week journey on
a Dutch cargo ship and the firm conviction that
the Panama Canal was a “must”,
Promises made when we left relatives in Europe
and a bit of homesickness gave us the perfect
excuse to fly “home” for Christmas in 1966. On
our way back to Vancouver with KLM and
Canadian Pacific Airlines we made a detour to

Mexico City and initiated our application for the
1968 Games, still two and a half years ahead. The
Games offices were already established and we
were allocated one of the first spectator file num
bers. At the same time we reserved accommoda
tion for the Games period. (The principle is that
accommodation must be reserved before tickets
for the Games events may be ordered).
Back to Vancouver and a relatively static
period, again dictated by finances, relieved only
by car trips within British Columbia. In the spring
of 1967 an advertisement in a technical journal
caught my eye SWKP looking for site staff for
overseas airport projects. I knew it had to be
Belize or Brunei, and after the usual friendly
bargaining with Staff Services I was happy to be
back on the books.
On our way back to Europe we crossed
Canada by train, through the Rockies and Prair
ies by Canadian National Railways, and after a
quick look at Expo 67 we sailed from Montreal to
Rotterdam on a Dutch passenger ship, a restful
but to my mind a boring mode of travel.
Although we never felt we had really settled
down in Canada, we did not regret the experience.
For young skilled tradesmen Canada offers
marvellous opportunities. I felt I had left the
move too late, and would certainly advise any
professional people thinking of emigrating to do
so in their 20’s, not later.
After a few days in the London Office, (now in
Winsley Street, and a strange labyrinth to me),
off by BOAC Boeing 707 to Belize, British
Honduras, via Nassau and Miami, where we
stayed for a few hours in an hotel incorporated in
the Terminal Building with nickel-in-the-slot
vibrating beds!
In British Honduras work at the Airport kept
me firmly in place for the next fourteen months,
with only two days’ respite in Guatemala City.
The Airport there has a runway with a most
pronounced, steep rise at one end, giving a
“Big Dipper” effect.
September, 1968 and the Games were approach
ing fast. The Contractor noticed a certain
impatience displayed by the R.E. when it was
suggested that work might not be completed by
—
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mid-October. But fortune smiled, the rehabili
tatedrunwaywas declared open in lateSeptember,
and we were back checking airline timetables.
Of course during our stay in Belize we had been
chasing our final accommodation confirmation
and events tickets and were really worried when
by early October nothing had arrived. As I was
busy agreeing’the final quantities, my wife went on
ahead to Mexico and literally fought savage
hordes of desperate would-be spectators to
organise the hotel and claim our tickets.
However, all turned out well; we saw all the
events we had planned to see, including the
Opening and Closing Ceremonies, the most
impressive features of the Games.
Back to Belize to close up the Airport office and
to wish Ray Taylor good luck as he moved up
country to join Erik Bird at the New Capital site.
Pilots landing at Belize after completion of the
resurfacing had commented that Belize runway
had the best rideability of any in Central America
and I decided to use some of my leave and check
this for myself. We flew in a BAC 1-li busstop
jet, (another ambition achieved), from Belize to
Panama, calling in at four capitals on the way.
First impressions confirmed that Belize was
certainly on a par with San Jose and smoother
than Salvador, Tegucigalpa, Managua and
Panama City.
We spent two days in Panama, which we found
a most unpleasant city. A military coup had
taken place only three weeks before and everyone
seemed tense, We were alarmed to find on
exploring the hotel that there were armed soldiers
on the roof. For the first time in my life I had my
pocket picked, not surreptitiously but brazenly in
a busy street. Fortunately the thief pulled out only
a set of keys which he quickly dropped when I
gave chase. Had he but known that in the airline
bags we were carrying were our passports, travel
lers cheques, money, camera and binoculars, he
would have grabbed something different. We had
a double first that day as a friendly policeman who
happened to be passing and saw the commotion
quickly bundled us into his Black Maria and drove
us back to our hotel with an admonition not to
walk about in that part of town.
A visit to the Panama Canal was the highlight
of our stay and by coincidence we saw one of
Onassis’ tankers going through the Miraflores
locks just when he and Jackie were making the
headlines.
A short jet hop to San Jose, capital of Costa Rica,
transferred us to a most civilised and prosperous
city, with a first-class Airport and the best hotel
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we found in all Central America. All evidence of
the volcanic dust which had covered the city a few
years before had been removed and we viewed a
picturesque setting from the top of an impressive
new Justice building. This had been recently
completed, incorporated every modern communi
cation device and had beautiful self-contained
suites for the use of visiting judges. The court
rooms were effectively decorated with Italian
marble and each was furnished with an individual
Central American wood.
Next day on to Managua, with its large new
Airport but no aircraft and a deserted Terminal.
The terminal building itself was the most aesthe
tically satisfying in all Central America. My
wife particularly admired two enormous intricate
ly designed metal chandeliers filled with flowers in
the main concourse. Our one-day stay there gave
us the feeling that Nicaragua was a more agricul
turally biased country and less advanced than
Costa Rica; but such quick impressions can be so
misleading. During the last war a popular song
had a line, “Managua, Nicaragua is a wonderful
place”, and I had always wanted to see if this was
true. From our fleeting visit I did not get the
feeling that it was such a wonderful place.
The next stop was Tegucigalpa in Spanish
Honduras, which has without doubt the roughest
and most dangerous runway in Central America.
Mountains surround the Airport, there is a hill at
one end of the runway and a sheer drop to the
town below at the other. The BAC 1-I l’s engines
went into full reverse thrust the second its wheels
touched the ground and it still was only just
able to leave the runway at the last exit taxiway.
Tegucigalpa turned out to be an old and
interesting town built on a series of hills, with a
river running through its centre. The only public
building we were unable to see was the National
Museum which, although clearly marked on a
street plan, did not seem to exist and no-one
remembered having seen it.
San Salvador, our last stop, had an oldfashioned, circular, Terminal building and chaotic
passenger-handling facilities, redeemed by a
fairly good runway. The town was surprisingly
European in atmosphere and we paid a hurried
visit to the outstanding buildings, a magnificent
monument to the Republic and a Trade Fair just
about to open. There the British pavilion had the
usual good display of Rolls Royce engines, BAC
aircraft data and BOAC models of the Concorde.
We had planned to revisit Guatemala City, the
largest town in Central America and to our minds
the most sophisticated and satisfying for a short
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Gamesmanship
Bj John Eddison
the end of an article which appeared in the
1964 Christmas edition of Pontifact,
describing the Olympic Games held in
Tokyo in 1964, 1 said I wondered whether I
would be able to see the 1968 Games in Mexico
City. The chances seemed remote then, but as
things turned out I did go to Mexico in 1968 and
did see the Games.
However, the 1968 Games are now part of
history, and in many ways avid TV viewers in
Britain probably saw more of the Games than I
did as a “live” spectator. Obviously TV cannot
capture in full the colour and excitement of sport
and I enjoyed being at the Games in Mexico,
although from an Onsubsidised spectator’s point of
view, they were not as well organised as those
held in Tokyo, four years before.
Since 1964 my wife and I seem to have done an
inordinate amount of travelling, some of which
we thought might be of interest to Pontifact
readers.
Post-Games 1965 was a quiet year, mainly due
to financial restrictions resulting from the Toyko
trip, and we paid only brief flying visits by KLM
(our favourite airline), to Beirut and Athens.
The Acropolis is an excellent place for contempla
tion and for “getting away from it all” and we
spent a few pleasant hours there sizing up our
present position and deciding what we might do
in the immediate future.
Itchy feet really made themselves felt in early
1966 and we decided to emigrate to Canada.
Formalities were surprisingly easy and after a
last European trip to Madrid and Holland, I
flew to Vancouver direct, with Air Canada. My
wife came four months later with most of our
worldly goods by ship, from the U.K. through
the Panama Canal and up the West coast of
North America. She arrived with a most enviable
tan after a wonderfully lazy five week journey on
a Dutch cargo ship and the firm conviction that
the Panama Canal was a “must”,
Promises made when we left relatives in Europe
and a bit of homesickness gave us the perfect
excuse to fly “home” for Christmas in 1966. On
our way back to Vancouver with KLM and
Canadian Pacific Airlines we made a detour to

Mexico City and initiated our application for the
1968 Games, still two and a half years ahead. The
Games offices were already established and we
were allocated one of the first spectator file num
bers. At the same time we reserved accommoda
tion for the Games period. (The principle is that
accommodation must be reserved before tickets
for the Games events may be ordered).
Back to Vancouver and a relatively static
period, again dictated by finances, relieved only
by car trips within British Columbia. In the spring
of 1967 an advertisement in a technical journal
caught my eye SWKP looking for site staff for
overseas airport projects. I knew it had to be
Belize or Brunei, and after the usual friendly
bargaining with Staff Services I was happy to be
back on the books.
On our way back to Europe we crossed
Canada by train, through the Rockies and Prair
ies by Canadian National Railways, and after a
quick look at Expo 67 we sailed from Montreal to
Rotterdam on a Dutch passenger ship, a restful
but to my mind a boring mode of travel.
Although we never felt we had really settled
down in Canada, we did not regret the experience.
For young skilled tradesmen Canada offers
marvellous opportunities. I felt I had left the
move too late, and would certainly advise any
professional people thinking of emigrating to do
so in their 20’s, not later.
After a few days in the London Office, (now in
Winsley Street, and a strange labyrinth to me),
off by BOAC Boeing 707 to Belize, British
Honduras, via Nassau and Miami, where we
stayed for a few hours in an hotel incorporated in
the Terminal Building with nickel-in-the-slot
vibrating beds!
In British Honduras work at the Airport kept
me firmly in place for the next fourteen months,
with only two days’ respite in Guatemala City.
The Airport there has a runway with a most
pronounced, steep rise at one end, giving a
“Big Dipper” effect.
September, 1968 and the Games were approach
ing fast. The Contractor noticed a certain
impatience displayed by the R.E. when it was
suggested that work might not be completed by
—
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mid-October. But fortune smiled, the rehabili
tatedrunwaywas declared open in lateSeptember,
and we were back checking airline timetables.
Of course during our stay in Belize we had been
chasing our final accommodation confirmation
and events tickets and were really worried when
by early October nothing had arrived. As I was
busy agreeing’the final quantities, my wife went on
ahead to Mexico and literally fought savage
hordes of desperate would-be spectators to
organise the hotel and claim our tickets.
However, all turned out well; we saw all the
events we had planned to see, including the
Opening and Closing Ceremonies, the most
impressive features of the Games.
Back to Belize to close up the Airport office and
to wish Ray Taylor good luck as he moved up
country to join Erik Bird at the New Capital site.
Pilots landing at Belize after completion of the
resurfacing had commented that Belize runway
had the best rideability of any in Central America
and I decided to use some of my leave and check
this for myself. We flew in a BAC 1-li busstop
jet, (another ambition achieved), from Belize to
Panama, calling in at four capitals on the way.
First impressions confirmed that Belize was
certainly on a par with San Jose and smoother
than Salvador, Tegucigalpa, Managua and
Panama City.
We spent two days in Panama, which we found
a most unpleasant city. A military coup had
taken place only three weeks before and everyone
seemed tense, We were alarmed to find on
exploring the hotel that there were armed soldiers
on the roof. For the first time in my life I had my
pocket picked, not surreptitiously but brazenly in
a busy street. Fortunately the thief pulled out only
a set of keys which he quickly dropped when I
gave chase. Had he but known that in the airline
bags we were carrying were our passports, travel
lers cheques, money, camera and binoculars, he
would have grabbed something different. We had
a double first that day as a friendly policeman who
happened to be passing and saw the commotion
quickly bundled us into his Black Maria and drove
us back to our hotel with an admonition not to
walk about in that part of town.
A visit to the Panama Canal was the highlight
of our stay and by coincidence we saw one of
Onassis’ tankers going through the Miraflores
locks just when he and Jackie were making the
headlines.
A short jet hop to San Jose, capital of Costa Rica,
transferred us to a most civilised and prosperous
city, with a first-class Airport and the best hotel
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we found in all Central America. All evidence of
the volcanic dust which had covered the city a few
years before had been removed and we viewed a
picturesque setting from the top of an impressive
new Justice building. This had been recently
completed, incorporated every modern communi
cation device and had beautiful self-contained
suites for the use of visiting judges. The court
rooms were effectively decorated with Italian
marble and each was furnished with an individual
Central American wood.
Next day on to Managua, with its large new
Airport but no aircraft and a deserted Terminal.
The terminal building itself was the most aesthe
tically satisfying in all Central America. My
wife particularly admired two enormous intricate
ly designed metal chandeliers filled with flowers in
the main concourse. Our one-day stay there gave
us the feeling that Nicaragua was a more agricul
turally biased country and less advanced than
Costa Rica; but such quick impressions can be so
misleading. During the last war a popular song
had a line, “Managua, Nicaragua is a wonderful
place”, and I had always wanted to see if this was
true. From our fleeting visit I did not get the
feeling that it was such a wonderful place.
The next stop was Tegucigalpa in Spanish
Honduras, which has without doubt the roughest
and most dangerous runway in Central America.
Mountains surround the Airport, there is a hill at
one end of the runway and a sheer drop to the
town below at the other. The BAC 1-I l’s engines
went into full reverse thrust the second its wheels
touched the ground and it still was only just
able to leave the runway at the last exit taxiway.
Tegucigalpa turned out to be an old and
interesting town built on a series of hills, with a
river running through its centre. The only public
building we were unable to see was the National
Museum which, although clearly marked on a
street plan, did not seem to exist and no-one
remembered having seen it.
San Salvador, our last stop, had an oldfashioned, circular, Terminal building and chaotic
passenger-handling facilities, redeemed by a
fairly good runway. The town was surprisingly
European in atmosphere and we paid a hurried
visit to the outstanding buildings, a magnificent
monument to the Republic and a Trade Fair just
about to open. There the British pavilion had the
usual good display of Rolls Royce engines, BAC
aircraft data and BOAC models of the Concorde.
We had planned to revisit Guatemala City, the
largest town in Central America and to our minds
the most sophisticated and satisfying for a short

PONTIFACT No.21

32

holiday. However, due to a cancelled flight, the
only place we could reach from Salvador that day
was
Belize. So back to Belize, as tourists this
time, and I arranged to go into the cockpit of the
BAC I-li to take some photos of the Airport on
landing. Bad weather put paid to this and I was
never able on that or on four other attempts 1
had made to take a decent aerial shot of the
completed works.
After a nightstop in Belize we were off in an
ex-USAF DC-7C on a slow trip to Jamaica.
There we made the mistake of staying for a week
in Kingston, (although this was partly dictated by
business commitments). The real holiday area is
on the Northern coast of the island, which we
visited by car. Kingston itself proved to be a
disappointing capital with very little to offer
holiday makers.
BOAC sped us in their Super VC-l0 from
Kingston to Montego Bay and on to New York,
where we performed the usual ridiculous exercise
—one and a half hours circling, waiting to land,
two hours on the ground in transit, back into the
same aircraft, and then half an hour waiting to
take off in a queue of planes. (At least we were not
diverted to Toronto, Montreal or Washington to
refuel as frequently happens.)
This time our stay in the U.K. lasted seven
weeks, spent relearning the old commuting
habits and trying to shop for a three-year tour in a
hot climate—very difficult in London in mid
winter. Fortunately for me we left London before
the January Sales really got under way.
Early this year saw us off by KLM DC-9 and
later Super DC-8-63 to Bankok via the new
Schiphol Airport at Amsterdam. This Airport
could certainly teach London Heathrow many
useful lessons in passenger handling.
In Bangkok we noticed bigchanges sinceour last
visit eight years ago. Many new hotels and bars
had opened up and there were clear signs of the
U.S. dollars being spent by American service
men from Vietnam, who use Bangkok asa rest and
rehabilitation centre. However, we enjoyed re
visiting favourite Temples and Buddhas and it
was sheer heaven to be able to walk around in
summer clothing and still feel warm, after the
rigours of even a short U.K. winter.
—

The old-fashioned courtesy and excellent service
of Japanese Airlines made the journey to Hong
Kong a real pleasure. I think Ken and Edwina
Phillips and Jim Blake who came to meet us were
a little surprised when we did not step off the
aircraft in the usual SWKP daze brought about
by over-eating and lack of sleep during the long
journey from the U.K. As Jim was the only SWKP
resident who had niet me he had been detailed to
identify the Eddisons. Two days in Hong Kong
passed quickly, staying in a most comfortable
hotel, meeting the Firm’s personnel and being
regally entertained chez Phillips. Then on board
the brand new Malaysia Singapore Airlines
Boeing 707-320B, the largest and the latest in the
Boeing series, and probably the last of the line
before the 747 Jumbo jet, for the trip to Singapore.
After one day in Singapore we boarded what
by now seemed the slightly old-fashioned Comet
4B which was to take us to Kuching in Sarawak.
But Fate had still one more surprise up her
sleeve. We flew to Kuching. tried unsuccessfully
three times to land through very low cloud and a
rain storm and then headed back to Singapore.
Two hot and frustrating hours after landing we
reboarded the Comet and this time reached
Kuching, but too late to catch the connection to
Brunei. So we had a nightstop at the airline’s
expense and my wife dissolved in laughter when
she saw the name of the hotel—The Longhouse
Hotel. For months we had been joking that we
would probably have to live in a long-house in
Brunei and here we were on our first night in
Borneo, staying in just that.
Next day in a Fokker Friendship we flew up the
west coast of Borneo to Brunei and landed at an
airport which looked remarkably like Belize
Airport. Gordon Wilson was there to welcome
us (1 think he had practically given us up for lost).
And now it looks as if our travelling days are
over, at least for a few years.
Where are the next Olympics? Munich in 1972?
Now that’s fortunate; the new Airport should be
finished by then and the Concorde should be in
service. So who knows, perhaps we’ll make it
again?
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These are Job Numbers
Allocated /.y the London Partnershzp since the last issue
68085
68097

68099
68109
68124
68125
68127
68128
68130
68131

68132
68133
68134
68135
68136

69005
69006
69010

4.

69013
69017
69020
69023
6926
69028
69029
69030
69032
69033
69035

Grenada Airport Study—Feasibility Study for New or Extended Airport.
Abingdon, Didcot & Wantage Traffic Survey—Transportation study of the three towns
in collaboration with Berkshire County Council.
Maan Aqaba Road—Ras el Naqb-Kuweira Section—Feasibility Study for road
location.
Lagos Computer Setting Out—Providing contractor with computer service.
M6 Contract: Computation of Horizontal Control of Tebay-Thrimby Section— Pro
viding contractor with computer service.
Belfast—Advice to Crown Counsel—Expert evidence for a public enquiry.
Airdrie Continuation Study—Continuing assistance on the preparation of a transporta
tion plan.
Flurscheim Multi-wheel heavy transporter—Investigation into load bearing capability
of bridges on the M6.
[CI. Fibres Ltd.,—Gloucester Investigation—Report on factory floor loadings.
Teesside—Data Conversion—Organising data and computer procedure for a local
authority to run on their own computer.
Archway Road Improvement—Traffic and environmental study of proposed Archway
Road improvement.
London and National Property Co. Ltd. Fleet Line—Advice on the effect on the
property of the construction of the proposed underground Fleet Line.
Reproduction of Program Decks—Providing a computing service.
Maan- Mudawara Road—Soils Investigation—Aggregate resources survey for a
contractor.
Oxford County Council—Data Processing—Supply of data from Oxford Transporta
tion study.
E.C.1. Doncaster—Installation of Compressors—Design of foundation for the installa
tion of compressors.
Savoy Hotel—Fleet Line—Advice on the effect on the property of the construction
of the proposed underground Fleet Line.
West Thurrock—Additional Storage Tanks for Thames Matex—Preliminary designs
for a “design and construct” tender in association with a contractor.
Leasco Systems and Research Ltd.—Engineering and computing consultancy.
Shell Centre—Basement Waterproofing Investigation—Report.
Ferensway—New Swimming Baths—Design of new swimming pools.
Recruitment of Garrison Engineer—Muscat—Staff recruitment.
Woodford—Inspection of Damaged House—Advice on cracking to a House.
Mutrah—The Corniche—Report on sea wall, reclaimed area and sea front drive.
Brandon Street By-pass—Motherwell—Implementation of first stage of new highway
plan.
Severnside Study—Synth computer runs for the proposed Severnside development.
Prestatyn—Private Streets—Contract documents and administrative procedures for the
making up of sundry private streets.
Belvedere—Report for Parker Timber Co—Investigation and report on existing wharf
and proposed strengthening of river bank.
Foulness Airport Study—Principal Civil Engineering Consultant to Thames Aeroport
Group.
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holiday. However, due to a cancelled flight, the
only place we could reach from Salvador that day
was
Belize. So back to Belize, as tourists this
time, and I arranged to go into the cockpit of the
BAC I-li to take some photos of the Airport on
landing. Bad weather put paid to this and I was
never able on that or on four other attempts 1
had made to take a decent aerial shot of the
completed works.
After a nightstop in Belize we were off in an
ex-USAF DC-7C on a slow trip to Jamaica.
There we made the mistake of staying for a week
in Kingston, (although this was partly dictated by
business commitments). The real holiday area is
on the Northern coast of the island, which we
visited by car. Kingston itself proved to be a
disappointing capital with very little to offer
holiday makers.
BOAC sped us in their Super VC-l0 from
Kingston to Montego Bay and on to New York,
where we performed the usual ridiculous exercise
—one and a half hours circling, waiting to land,
two hours on the ground in transit, back into the
same aircraft, and then half an hour waiting to
take off in a queue of planes. (At least we were not
diverted to Toronto, Montreal or Washington to
refuel as frequently happens.)
This time our stay in the U.K. lasted seven
weeks, spent relearning the old commuting
habits and trying to shop for a three-year tour in a
hot climate—very difficult in London in mid
winter. Fortunately for me we left London before
the January Sales really got under way.
Early this year saw us off by KLM DC-9 and
later Super DC-8-63 to Bankok via the new
Schiphol Airport at Amsterdam. This Airport
could certainly teach London Heathrow many
useful lessons in passenger handling.
In Bangkok we noticed bigchanges sinceour last
visit eight years ago. Many new hotels and bars
had opened up and there were clear signs of the
U.S. dollars being spent by American service
men from Vietnam, who use Bangkok asa rest and
rehabilitation centre. However, we enjoyed re
visiting favourite Temples and Buddhas and it
was sheer heaven to be able to walk around in
summer clothing and still feel warm, after the
rigours of even a short U.K. winter.
—

The old-fashioned courtesy and excellent service
of Japanese Airlines made the journey to Hong
Kong a real pleasure. I think Ken and Edwina
Phillips and Jim Blake who came to meet us were
a little surprised when we did not step off the
aircraft in the usual SWKP daze brought about
by over-eating and lack of sleep during the long
journey from the U.K. As Jim was the only SWKP
resident who had niet me he had been detailed to
identify the Eddisons. Two days in Hong Kong
passed quickly, staying in a most comfortable
hotel, meeting the Firm’s personnel and being
regally entertained chez Phillips. Then on board
the brand new Malaysia Singapore Airlines
Boeing 707-320B, the largest and the latest in the
Boeing series, and probably the last of the line
before the 747 Jumbo jet, for the trip to Singapore.
After one day in Singapore we boarded what
by now seemed the slightly old-fashioned Comet
4B which was to take us to Kuching in Sarawak.
But Fate had still one more surprise up her
sleeve. We flew to Kuching. tried unsuccessfully
three times to land through very low cloud and a
rain storm and then headed back to Singapore.
Two hot and frustrating hours after landing we
reboarded the Comet and this time reached
Kuching, but too late to catch the connection to
Brunei. So we had a nightstop at the airline’s
expense and my wife dissolved in laughter when
she saw the name of the hotel—The Longhouse
Hotel. For months we had been joking that we
would probably have to live in a long-house in
Brunei and here we were on our first night in
Borneo, staying in just that.
Next day in a Fokker Friendship we flew up the
west coast of Borneo to Brunei and landed at an
airport which looked remarkably like Belize
Airport. Gordon Wilson was there to welcome
us (1 think he had practically given us up for lost).
And now it looks as if our travelling days are
over, at least for a few years.
Where are the next Olympics? Munich in 1972?
Now that’s fortunate; the new Airport should be
finished by then and the Concorde should be in
service. So who knows, perhaps we’ll make it
again?
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These are Job Numbers
Allocated /.y the London Partnershzp since the last issue
68085
68097

68099
68109
68124
68125
68127
68128
68130
68131

68132
68133
68134
68135
68136

69005
69006
69010

4.

69013
69017
69020
69023
6926
69028
69029
69030
69032
69033
69035

Grenada Airport Study—Feasibility Study for New or Extended Airport.
Abingdon, Didcot & Wantage Traffic Survey—Transportation study of the three towns
in collaboration with Berkshire County Council.
Maan Aqaba Road—Ras el Naqb-Kuweira Section—Feasibility Study for road
location.
Lagos Computer Setting Out—Providing contractor with computer service.
M6 Contract: Computation of Horizontal Control of Tebay-Thrimby Section— Pro
viding contractor with computer service.
Belfast—Advice to Crown Counsel—Expert evidence for a public enquiry.
Airdrie Continuation Study—Continuing assistance on the preparation of a transporta
tion plan.
Flurscheim Multi-wheel heavy transporter—Investigation into load bearing capability
of bridges on the M6.
[CI. Fibres Ltd.,—Gloucester Investigation—Report on factory floor loadings.
Teesside—Data Conversion—Organising data and computer procedure for a local
authority to run on their own computer.
Archway Road Improvement—Traffic and environmental study of proposed Archway
Road improvement.
London and National Property Co. Ltd. Fleet Line—Advice on the effect on the
property of the construction of the proposed underground Fleet Line.
Reproduction of Program Decks—Providing a computing service.
Maan- Mudawara Road—Soils Investigation—Aggregate resources survey for a
contractor.
Oxford County Council—Data Processing—Supply of data from Oxford Transporta
tion study.
E.C.1. Doncaster—Installation of Compressors—Design of foundation for the installa
tion of compressors.
Savoy Hotel—Fleet Line—Advice on the effect on the property of the construction
of the proposed underground Fleet Line.
West Thurrock—Additional Storage Tanks for Thames Matex—Preliminary designs
for a “design and construct” tender in association with a contractor.
Leasco Systems and Research Ltd.—Engineering and computing consultancy.
Shell Centre—Basement Waterproofing Investigation—Report.
Ferensway—New Swimming Baths—Design of new swimming pools.
Recruitment of Garrison Engineer—Muscat—Staff recruitment.
Woodford—Inspection of Damaged House—Advice on cracking to a House.
Mutrah—The Corniche—Report on sea wall, reclaimed area and sea front drive.
Brandon Street By-pass—Motherwell—Implementation of first stage of new highway
plan.
Severnside Study—Synth computer runs for the proposed Severnside development.
Prestatyn—Private Streets—Contract documents and administrative procedures for the
making up of sundry private streets.
Belvedere—Report for Parker Timber Co—Investigation and report on existing wharf
and proposed strengthening of river bank.
Foulness Airport Study—Principal Civil Engineering Consultant to Thames Aeroport
Group.
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Newsletters
British Honduras
Since the last newsletter in November, work at
the New Capital has progressed steadily to about
58 per cent completion in 65 per cent of the Con
tract time at the time of writing, which is to
wards the end of March 1969. The Contractor is
striving to remove the disparity between these
two percentages and hopes to complete the project
in March, 1970. With about one more year to go,
it is gradually being realised that the New
Capital is a fact and not a long awaited dream.
We have a steady flow of visitors and one hears
such phrases as “I want that house”, “Where can
my shop go?”. Public relations were considerably
enhanced by the visit of His Grace the Arch
bishop of Canterbury on 27th February. After
unveiling a stone commemorating his visit, he
blessed the New Capital Site and also the site of
the proposed ecumenical centre. We had nearly
3000 people gathered around the stone and we
then understood what had been missing in the
New Capital—people. After the ceremony a
reception for nearly 500 people was held at the
“Centre” and all the VIPs were there. Just before
the function I made a last minute check and had
a microphone thrust under my chin and heard
myself coming over Radio Belize in a live outside
broadcast. One of the official photographs
shows Walton L.indsay, the Architect, standing
on the floor of the Legislature pointing heavenwards. One might think he is saying “this goes up
another 40 feet”, except that standing next to him
are the Archbishop of Canterbury and the Angli
can Bishop of Belize!
At Christmas there were more staff in Guate
mala City than there were in Belize (I hope to go
one day to find out what is there). I gather that
some spent their time climbing a 9000 foot vol
cano which belched red hot rocks hundreds of
feet into the air every few minutes with a noise like
an express train. It was pleasant to have Christ
mas cards continuing to arrive well into Febru
ary!
Ray Taylor left us for Brunei in February, and
he will again meet up with John Eddison, who
left us with a fine new airport near Belize City
last September. Ken and Jose Locke and Diane
joined us on 24th February. Ken has connections
with SKWP in Nyasaland and Nigeria going back

nearly 10 years, and has also already built a bath
in his house.
David and Ann Flavell returned in February
after two months U.K. leave, during which they
hopped over to Austria and learned the finer
points of skiing. (Incidentally I have been to
shops!!
Merida and the attraction there is
The nearby Maya ruins of Chitchen ltza and
Uxmal are magnificent, the Palace of the Govern
or at Uxmal living up to its reputation as the
finest pre-Columban structure in the whole of the
.
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here. I don’t like them sitting on the gutters
because a few of our houses still rely partly on
on rainwater off the roofs for drinking.
Mr. Hartley (Resident Architect) some while
ago was explaining a technical matter to the
Contractor at a house under construction but
their conversation was being drowned by a tran
sistor radio. The offending gentleman was dis
covered stretched out on the roof instead of
working and when asked to turn it off replied,
“No I’m listening to the Word of God”. Perhaps
one can comment that although the man un
doubtedly had his priorities right, it might have
been more appropriate had he been reading the
Specification.
ERIK BIRD

Americas.)

Bill Wyley and Van Aswegen are on the point of
seeing the first road surfacing being started.
This is a big event and we hope that the large
notice the Contractor has put up banning horses
from this length of road will soon be removed.
Bob Franklin’s pipe is to date functioning well
although I am not certain whether or not he is
growing his own tobacco. PaLLI Christopher can
take credit for the remarkable achievement of
agreeing Statement 17 totalling nearly 10 million
dollars in about 3 hours.
Our visitors since November have, in addition
to the Archbishop of Canterbury, included the
Governor, the Premier, Norman Childs and John
Powter. We all enjoyed Norman’s visit and could
not help smiling a little when the local gremlins
got to work. Their operations included making
his camera film counter go backwards and leaving
his trousers behind! John again brought us up to
date with Head Office news.
We now have Telex and it is amazing that we
can “talk” to the fourth floor at 5000 miles range.
After showing a film starring Jane Fonda, the
projector broke down, so I expect the Contractor
to revert to Laurel and Hardy again to aviod
disturbing the mechanism.
The weather has varied considerably and during
the last three weeks we have had 5 inches of rain
fall in two days as well as temperatures varying

between 63 degrees F and 103 degrees F. During
the latter I became aware of a new definition of
pore pressures. I think the animals are avoiding
us now although we have seen a few snakes, an
ant bear (see the British Honduras 4 cent stamp),
and some foxes and scorpions. It is interesting to
note that the birds are becoming domesticated—
sitting on window sills, gutters, and around the
houses, a thing they did not do when we first got

Brunei
)ocking back at our last newsletter but one
I notice that Brunei was then in the throes of
a water shortage. It’s all happening again
and we are shortly to be rationed once more to
three hours per day. The news that Binnie’s
have now gone out to tender with their major
water supply scheme helps, but not much,
because it’s a 30 months contract. It looks as if
we’ll have to stick this sort of thing out for a few
years yet. The construction weather has been
terrific, of course, and we are all torn between
wanting it to rain to fill the reservoir and hoping
it will stay away, so that we can get on with the job.
pleased indeed
We were
to
welcome
Gordon Wilson shortly before Christmas. Having
recently completed the Lai Chi Kok bridge job in
Hong Kong, Gordon arrived to be Chief Resident
Engineer for the Airport project, closely followed
by his new deputy, John Eddison, ex British
Honduras. John and Peggy arrived in January
and Peg has already been snapped up by one of
the local travel agencies.
The third member of Gordon’s team to arrive
was Gareth Rendell, ex Le Grand, Sutcliff and
Gell. With his wife Lynn he settled in quickly and
we are glad to have them with us. Three other
recent arrivals for the Airport site staff and whom
we are very pleased to see are Yeung Wood Kow,
Chow Tai Poon and Wong Chung King, all ex
Hong Kong office.
The intensity of effort required now that the
jobs are starting is far outweighted by the relief of
having something to show for our pains other
than masses of paper. In the first year, of course,
no one expects much but as the second year drags
to a close, without any noticable results, one

becomes
sensitive
to
the feeling
that
people are looking curiously, wondering when
something is going to happen. The International
Airport, being the most talked-of project in this
country, has had more than its fair share of publi
city to the extent that people almost imagined it
had started before it really did.
However, those days are past and now at last
we can see the dust rising and can say “we’re in
business”. And inbusiness we well and truly are,
with the tempo rising daily. Perhaps one of the
most exciting things is the arrival of heavy plant.
Gammons started it with the Temburong Roads
job, now really under way after a rather slow
build-up. Their plant, $5 million worth of Cater
pillar equipment and Scammell trucks arrived in
December aboard the Ben Line cargo ship
“Benhiant”. Unable, because of its size, to negoti
ate the narrow Brunei River channel this vessel
offloaded direct into landing craft from well out
to sea and not even a D.8 was lost to Davy Jones.
Costain’s are now adopting the same technique.
Their build-up started with two massive D.9
tractors, the biggest earthmoving equipment
yet seen in Brunei. Off-loaded unobtrusively
on a remote part of the beach at Muara their
arrival was a heartening sight and we eagerly
await the shipload of TS 24 twin scraper units
arriving next month on the “Benattow”. The
transfer of equipment of this size to the landing
craft should be worth watching.
With only 3
of this 30 month contract
elapsed Costain’s have got off to an impressive
start which augers well for the future. They are
lining up a formidable team of expatriates,
eventually to number 30 and Gordon is looking
anxiously at his staff list to see when the rest of
his engineers and inspectors will be here. Fortu
nately the arrival of Ray Taylor also from
British Honduras is imminent. Their loss will be
our gain and his presence together with that of
David
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British Honduras
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growing his own tobacco. PaLLI Christopher can
take credit for the remarkable achievement of
agreeing Statement 17 totalling nearly 10 million
dollars in about 3 hours.
Our visitors since November have, in addition
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not help smiling a little when the local gremlins
got to work. Their operations included making
his camera film counter go backwards and leaving
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to sea and not even a D.8 was lost to Davy Jones.
Costain’s are now adopting the same technique.
Their build-up started with two massive D.9
tractors, the biggest earthmoving equipment
yet seen in Brunei. Off-loaded unobtrusively
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question of whether the tourists will come;
they’re already there waiting for you to provide
the facilities”.
Talking of houses (and who doesn’t in Brunei)
we have at last let our housing contract, only
about 9 months late! Through no fault of our
design office, I hasten to add. Slightly pruned,
it consists of 10 permanent Government houses
to be used initially for Airport site stafi’ and valued
at just under $1 million. Frank Nelson is going to
have his hands full handling this lump-sum con
tract mixture of Government and Murray
Ward houses but it will be a welcome change for
Frank after two years of supervising the digging
of site investigation holes from Batu Apoi to
Limau Manis and back again. Completion is
scheduled for mid-September.
We have split the design office in two, with
David Flint now in charge of all the design and
engineering supervision of the roads contracts
and Mike Earwaker looking after the airport side,
the housing contract and all pavement and soils
design generally. Having complained in an offguard moment of being underworked, Mike is
now inundated, though he would never admit it!
He and Rose and son Ian are now happily (we
trust) settled in their near-penthouse flat in
Brunei’s skyscraper block, quaintly named
Wisma Puspa. We were delighted to congratulate
David and Patsy just before Christmas on the
birth of Ria, a sister for Shani.
An interesting little “off-duty’ job for yours
truly (little being a relative term) is the making of
a 16 mm colour film of the Airport Construction.
I’m what’s commonly known in film-making
parlance as P.W.D. Far removed from the familiar
“Public Works Department” this means Pro
ducer, Writer, Director and at the moment camera
man too, hence a film use ratio of 10 to I
Interesting scenes so far have varied from the
digging up of bodies from graves scattered over
the airport site to a low level helicopter flight
along the length of the proposed runway. The
pilot’s word when asked if he could simulate a
Concorde approach would not pass the censor
but the film is known in the helicopter flight office
as “that bloody Concorde stunt”. Robert Chan
Wai Man and Job Lim were able actors in this
sequence with Job doubling for Bill Sterling as
the man who started it all and Robert as himself!
Over to Temburong where Mac Mackinlay
recently joined by his wife Elsie, is really kicking
up a dust in more ways than one, and heartily
wishing it were a direct labour job so he could
show Gammons how to get on with it! This S20
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million contract, though slightly less spectacular
perhaps, is likely to prove as stimulating as the
Airport job and certainly has many problems.
Mac’s team now includes Darryl Murphy recently
arrived from 1-long Kong with Pam and their two
boys to join Jackie Chan, Yong, John Mushet
and the others, all now living in their new
quarters in Temburong. With Darryl here and
Gareth and Mike we can breathe a sigh of relief
that soils problems now present no further terrors.
Anne Mushet arrived safely to join John in
December and has settled into the house after
bravely sticking the Brunei Hotel (lift and all)
for longer than she cares to remember. Tim and
Cherry Conway went off on their well-earned
vacation leave last month after a tour lasting
3 years and 7 months. Tim is coming back to
start a new tour with the Airport site staff in
July. We saw them off at the airport, Tim tightly
clutching baby Sean in one hand and his leave
pay in the other! We hope they have a lovely
time and return suitably refreshed.
We have been pleased to see Ken Phillips on
two visits fron7 Hong Kong recently and hope
we shall be getting another from Mr. Elliott
before long. Next time we hope Eunice can come
too, though with the water shortage the Brunei
scene will not be much novelty for her.
On behalf of us all here we send kind regards
and good wishes to all our friends in other sta
tions and sincerely trust the length of this letter
will not make it too boring to you all.
BARRY PAGET

Hong Kong
The beginning of this newsletter finds the
writer’s attention drawn to the glare of a sodium
light hung from the corner of the Hung Horn
ferry terminal, a reminder of similar flares along
London streets during foggy morning journeys
to the office. On this occasion the journey will be
across the harbour, and the frequent sound of
ships sirens is caused by the heavy mist which
today separates Island from Mainland creating
additional difficulty for the coxswain who during
every journey must be conscious that he is
navigating across the shipping lanes of a very
busy harbour. The route followed by the ferry
is close to that proposed for the cross-harbour
tunnel, and it is interesting to reflect that the
mist shrouded water would be little barrier to
traffic passing some 60 feet or so below its surface.
News of tunnel prospects is much brighter, in
keeping with the optimistic trend of trade
figures produced by local manufacturers Exports
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and production continue to rise, and again this
year the Financial Secretary was faced with the
need to announce a surplus in his direct accounts
instead of an anticipated deficit. Local sources
report offers of loans for the tunnel from various
agencies, but the most likely backing still seems
to be from the U.K.; France however, is still
showing interest. It is encouraging to see that
journeys between London and Hong Kong
directly connected with the tunnel have resumed,
with Ken Innes here at the time of writing.
In the meantime, flyovers each side of the
harbour and connected with the tunnel approaches
continue to show progress. The more difficult
site is on the Island where foundations are
within an existing canal under the present road,
and it is to the credit of the contractor and the
tolerance of local residents that work has reached
its present stage without serious complaints or
undue difficulty.
Another worrying feature was the proximity of
buildings that gave every appearance of being
ready to collapse at the slightest sign of vibration,
irrespective of any temporary shoring that could
be provided. However, in all cases the buildings
managed to find hidden resistance and the
cheering news is that piling has been completed
without incident. All that now remains is to
complete the contract without incurring the
wrath of local hawkers and shopkeepers, par
ticularly the former who are intolerant of any
interruption in the business of earning a living.
A small but interesting contract involving the
extension of a large canal with a sea outfall has
been completed, with tidal working at night time
over the Chinese New Year period. This is
equivalent to work on U.K. sites during Christmas
and the New Year.
Difficulties arising in constructing the main
land flyover have mainly been in diverting traffic,
whilst piling and approach embankment con
struction was arranged within one of the busiest
intersections in Kowloon. Again these have been
successfully overcome, and motorists can now
look forward to a period of some months during
which time their journey will not be subject to
change of route without notice.
Plover Cove was officially opened by His
Excellency the Governor, during January, and
a report on this ceremony is to be found elsewhere.
The President and Secretary of the Institution of
Civil Engineers were in Hong Kong for the
occasion, and on their journey to Plover Cove
they took opportunity to visit Lai Chi Kok
bridge. Welcome visitors since the last news-
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letter were Mr. & Mrs. Hawkey, both of whom,
although working to a very busy schedule, found
time to greet all members of the firm upon at
least one occasion.
Recent work has included the preparation of
design and construction drawings for a Con
tractor who successfully tendered to obtain a
flyover being handled directly by P.W.D. This
is also on the Island, and the change to being
retained by a Contractor is apparently proving
stimulating. The relationship has proved success
ful, and the same Contractor has again retained
the firm to advise on the construction of a deep
Iasement for a project in Singapore: ground
conditions are particularly difficult and the
problems to be solved within the contract sum
are placing considerable emphasis upon our
expertise in problems below ground.
Below ground is a reminder that the recom
n7endations put forward for a mass transit
system are receiving very careful study by
Government, and local opinion suggests that at
least part of the recommendations will be
implemented in the not too distant future.
The need for this has been stated by the present
Director of Public Works, Hon. A. M. J. Wright,
and it is appropriate at this time to record the
occasion of his retirement this month; those
members of the firm who have met Mr. Wright
will wish hini a happy retirement. The new
Director, Mr. J. J. Robson, is also known to
many members of the firm and they will appreciate
that his selection is well deserved.
Reports from London indicate that the Kai
Tak runway extension is by no means being
forgotten, and various members of Parliament
in Hong Kong recently have expressed their
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flyover being handled directly by P.W.D. This
is also on the Island, and the change to being
retained by a Contractor is apparently proving
stimulating. The relationship has proved success
ful, and the same Contractor has again retained
the firm to advise on the construction of a deep
Iasement for a project in Singapore: ground
conditions are particularly difficult and the
problems to be solved within the contract sum
are placing considerable emphasis upon our
expertise in problems below ground.
Below ground is a reminder that the recom
n7endations put forward for a mass transit
system are receiving very careful study by
Government, and local opinion suggests that at
least part of the recommendations will be
implemented in the not too distant future.
The need for this has been stated by the present
Director of Public Works, Hon. A. M. J. Wright,
and it is appropriate at this time to record the
occasion of his retirement this month; those
members of the firm who have met Mr. Wright
will wish hini a happy retirement. The new
Director, Mr. J. J. Robson, is also known to
many members of the firm and they will appreciate
that his selection is well deserved.
Reports from London indicate that the Kai
Tak runway extension is by no means being
forgotten, and various members of Parliament
in Hong Kong recently have expressed their
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Present air movements each day total 120 or
more, and since most of these are overseas
flights arriving or departing, the problems faced
by airport controllers working within the
restrictions imposed by local geography can be
appreciated.
Recent comments on radio Hong Kong,
recorded in London and elsewhere, show that
considerable doubt still exists as to our exact
location. Perhaps we can still best be described
as being on the rump of China, with Hanoi
surprisingly being our closest city as the crow
flies, apart from Canton. When it is realised that
our daily weather information also covers Tokyo,
Singapore, Manila, Bangkok and Taipei, the
central location of Hong Kong in relation to the
Far East will be appreciated.
The situation in China remains quiet on the
surface, and relations seem to be improving
despite local difficulties. You will have read of
Hong Kong yachtsmen being detained; this was
a regrettable incident and difficult to understand
except by those who live here, but the fault is
not one-sided. Another yachtsman who at the
same time strayed accidentally into Chinese
waters, as distinct from the yachts which
attempted to sail without notice through Chinese
waters to Macao, has been allowed to return
and speaks well of treatment received during
his short detention.
With Christmas, New Year and Chinese New
Year behind us, we are anticipating warmer
weather without regret since February was
particularly cold and miserable this year. During
the festivals, various members of the staff
assisted in helping those less fortunate who live
here; mention should be made of Syd Drury
who annually collects a considerable sum of
money for local charity by organising a raffle,
which receives the support of contractors’ and
firm’s staff alike.
St. Christopher’s Home for children receives
all year round help from Edwina Phillips, but
the party for children up to six years old, a
hundred or so in number, complete with sticky
buns, lots of soft drink, noisemakers and all the
trimmings, calls for particular effort. All who
helped on this occasion seemed to enjoy themselves
just as much as the children. Other ventures
supported by members of the firm include the
Rice Bowl, an organization which raises charity
funds by selling various products, and the
Round Table which of course is known inter
nationally, and in Hong Kong sponsors villages
in addition to raising funds to provide food and
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clothing. Help is also given to the Youth Depart
ment of the Y.M.C.A., which provides muchneeded interests for teenagers of all nationalities,
and directs their energies to helping others.
The problem of overcrowding still exists in
spite of tremendous efforts that have been made;
some idea of the magnitude of the task can be
gauged by the fact that, on a relatively small
part of the Kwai Chung Development Scheme
(completed in 1966 under the firm’s direction)
construction is to begin of a new estate to house
80,000 people. Elsewhere in the world this might
be considered a new town, in Hong Kong it is
another group of multi-storey flats complete with
shops and social amenities promoted by Govern
ment re-housing, to be completed in approx
imately two years along with other projects of
similar scope.
Staff news begins with marriages, Ho Shu
Chung in January and Ho Hing Cheong in
December, and reports the birth of a second
daughter, Michelle, to Michael and Carol Guil
ford. Pam and Darryl Murphy have transferred
to Brunei, and we understand they are settling
well into their new background.
The office itself is also at a new location,
having transferred from Manson House to Star
House adjacent to the Star Ferry. Following the
example set by London the office building houses
a large store at ground level; this is one of the
emporiums backed by the Chinese Government
and sells high-quality goods from the mainland.
Elsewhere within the complex of which the
office block is part, there is a large cinema, a
new hotel and swimming pool, a modern airconditioned sea-terminal with shops and facilities
for docking ocean liners, ten-pin bowling lanes,
luncheon facilities and, last but not least, an
English-style bar which dispenses the best
draught Whitbread to be found in town.
Certainly an improved location which will be
enjoyed by Binnie & Partners and the Plover
Cove Joint Engineers’ Office in addition to
ourselves, it offers easy access to the transport
facilities provided by Star Ferry, a 24-hour taxi
service, the Kowloon-Canton Railway, adjacent
multi-storey car parks and to one of the few
remaining rickshaw ranks to be found in Hong
Kong.
Finally, I have to report that no foundation
exists for the rumour concerning the new
location, that by overlooking the harbour it
provides for office control of work on the tunnel
and runway extension by means of binoculars
JIM BLAKE
and signal flags.
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esides the Safi-Aqaba Highway, our main
road project, the other work under construc
tion is about 32 kilometres of road align
ment between Aqaba and Ma’an through the
Wadi Yutum. The lower reaches of this Wadi are
impressive where the river cuts through a gorge
with steep slopes of mountains rising direct from
the river bed. We have appreciated the necessity
for realignment of this section of road during the
current rainy season. The existing road follows
the river bed crossing it on concrete drifts which
during floods get blocked by silt. Ted Raikes was
fortunate enough to see the Wadi Yuturn in
Flood during March and described it as most
impressive. What is normally a dry gravel bed
covered with boulders, suddenly became a wall
ofwaterlmeter in height and movingveryquickly.
The flood acted as a tidal bore with standing
waves crashing against submerged boulders and
throwing clouds of spray high into the air. Above
the roar of the water the noise of boulders
rumbling down the wadi could be heard as they
are moved with the force of the flood. The river
emerges from the narrow gorge on to a large
fan which is skirted by the new Safi-Aqaba
Highway. Our defences and culverts were able to
stand up to this sudden flood but the concrete
structures were pounded with the boulders
carried by the water.
Also between Aqaba and Ma’an we have a
team of Peter Erridge, Derrick Bew and Neil
Robinson engaged on a report for the realign
ment and reconstruction of the remaining 78
kilometres of road from Ma’an to the end of the
present construction section. The five kilometre
Ras en Naqb escarpment section presented some
difficulties and as a change from floods in the
valley below we encounter problems here with
snow which closes the road for some days each
year. Snow, storms and high winds have limited
the progress but we hope for finer weather ahead.
During January we had visits from Dr. John
Newbery and Roly Edwards in connection with
the geology of the Ras en Naqb escarpment area.
Also during January we had a visit from Ron
Hedges and Roy Burley from Moshi who after
a brief stay in Amman disappeared into the desert
in the general direction of Saudi Arabia. This visit
was in connection with a search for gravels for the
pavement of the Ma’an Mudawara Road.
Contractual problems brought visits from Mr.
henry Grace in February and March, and Mr.
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J. J. Gandy and Don Dudeney in March. With
all this activity going on your correspondent
continued to keep the flag flying in Amman
despite snow, floods and air raids. We hope for
finer weather ahead in the coming months.
Staff in Aqaba has remained unchanged since
the last newsletter although Neil Allen left on a
month’s leave in mid-March. Diana Raikes has
already departed and Ted Raikes will follow at
the end of MarcFf Ted is joining his cousin’s
firm of consulting engineers and will live in Rome.
We wish them every success and happiness for the
future.
ARTHUR SMALL

Muscat
Most of us when we first hear the name of this
small town have vague memories stirred. The
name Muscat is usually immediately associated
with dates (falsely sometimes also with grapes),
and thought that we know where it is but cannot
at present place it exactly on the map. Perhaps
these immediate ideas are not typical but there is
good reason for them. Muscat dates are some of
the best in the world and can be obtained in the
better provision shops of Europe and there are
few world maps that do not mark the town or the
Sultanate. The Sultanate of Muscat and Oman
has a land area approximately that of Great
Britain, a coast line of 1000 miles onto the
Arabian Sea and a land boundary of about 800
miles mostly with Rub al Khali (The Empty
Quarter). The town of Muscat and its very close
neighbour Mutrah are almost exactly on the
Tropic of Cancer and, surprisingly, as far east as
the Ural Mountains. (This may explain why a
recent intending visitor having advised his bank,
went to collect some Rupees and was told that
he needed Roubles instead as he was going to
Moscow.)
Regarding the past history there is more scope
for error and these brief notes should not be
assumed authoritative. The population is said by
some to be descended from Shem (who himself
descended from the Ark after the flood). Moham
med himself believed that he was the 22nd
generation of the Adnan line and Adnan was one
of Shem’s two sons. The other son, Qahtan, is
believed to be the progenitor of the “true Arabs”
of the south. An early legend records that having
disagreed about a dog, Malik bin Fahm of the
Qahtani tribe of Azd in the Yemen set off and
eventually, after a fierce battle near Nizwa with
a Persian army of occupation numbering 30000,
he settled with his 6000 followers, in the middle
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Present air movements each day total 120 or
more, and since most of these are overseas
flights arriving or departing, the problems faced
by airport controllers working within the
restrictions imposed by local geography can be
appreciated.
Recent comments on radio Hong Kong,
recorded in London and elsewhere, show that
considerable doubt still exists as to our exact
location. Perhaps we can still best be described
as being on the rump of China, with Hanoi
surprisingly being our closest city as the crow
flies, apart from Canton. When it is realised that
our daily weather information also covers Tokyo,
Singapore, Manila, Bangkok and Taipei, the
central location of Hong Kong in relation to the
Far East will be appreciated.
The situation in China remains quiet on the
surface, and relations seem to be improving
despite local difficulties. You will have read of
Hong Kong yachtsmen being detained; this was
a regrettable incident and difficult to understand
except by those who live here, but the fault is
not one-sided. Another yachtsman who at the
same time strayed accidentally into Chinese
waters, as distinct from the yachts which
attempted to sail without notice through Chinese
waters to Macao, has been allowed to return
and speaks well of treatment received during
his short detention.
With Christmas, New Year and Chinese New
Year behind us, we are anticipating warmer
weather without regret since February was
particularly cold and miserable this year. During
the festivals, various members of the staff
assisted in helping those less fortunate who live
here; mention should be made of Syd Drury
who annually collects a considerable sum of
money for local charity by organising a raffle,
which receives the support of contractors’ and
firm’s staff alike.
St. Christopher’s Home for children receives
all year round help from Edwina Phillips, but
the party for children up to six years old, a
hundred or so in number, complete with sticky
buns, lots of soft drink, noisemakers and all the
trimmings, calls for particular effort. All who
helped on this occasion seemed to enjoy themselves
just as much as the children. Other ventures
supported by members of the firm include the
Rice Bowl, an organization which raises charity
funds by selling various products, and the
Round Table which of course is known inter
nationally, and in Hong Kong sponsors villages
in addition to raising funds to provide food and
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clothing. Help is also given to the Youth Depart
ment of the Y.M.C.A., which provides muchneeded interests for teenagers of all nationalities,
and directs their energies to helping others.
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gauged by the fact that, on a relatively small
part of the Kwai Chung Development Scheme
(completed in 1966 under the firm’s direction)
construction is to begin of a new estate to house
80,000 people. Elsewhere in the world this might
be considered a new town, in Hong Kong it is
another group of multi-storey flats complete with
shops and social amenities promoted by Govern
ment re-housing, to be completed in approx
imately two years along with other projects of
similar scope.
Staff news begins with marriages, Ho Shu
Chung in January and Ho Hing Cheong in
December, and reports the birth of a second
daughter, Michelle, to Michael and Carol Guil
ford. Pam and Darryl Murphy have transferred
to Brunei, and we understand they are settling
well into their new background.
The office itself is also at a new location,
having transferred from Manson House to Star
House adjacent to the Star Ferry. Following the
example set by London the office building houses
a large store at ground level; this is one of the
emporiums backed by the Chinese Government
and sells high-quality goods from the mainland.
Elsewhere within the complex of which the
office block is part, there is a large cinema, a
new hotel and swimming pool, a modern airconditioned sea-terminal with shops and facilities
for docking ocean liners, ten-pin bowling lanes,
luncheon facilities and, last but not least, an
English-style bar which dispenses the best
draught Whitbread to be found in town.
Certainly an improved location which will be
enjoyed by Binnie & Partners and the Plover
Cove Joint Engineers’ Office in addition to
ourselves, it offers easy access to the transport
facilities provided by Star Ferry, a 24-hour taxi
service, the Kowloon-Canton Railway, adjacent
multi-storey car parks and to one of the few
remaining rickshaw ranks to be found in Hong
Kong.
Finally, I have to report that no foundation
exists for the rumour concerning the new
location, that by overlooking the harbour it
provides for office control of work on the tunnel
and runway extension by means of binoculars
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and signal flags.
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tion is about 32 kilometres of road align
ment between Aqaba and Ma’an through the
Wadi Yutum. The lower reaches of this Wadi are
impressive where the river cuts through a gorge
with steep slopes of mountains rising direct from
the river bed. We have appreciated the necessity
for realignment of this section of road during the
current rainy season. The existing road follows
the river bed crossing it on concrete drifts which
during floods get blocked by silt. Ted Raikes was
fortunate enough to see the Wadi Yuturn in
Flood during March and described it as most
impressive. What is normally a dry gravel bed
covered with boulders, suddenly became a wall
ofwaterlmeter in height and movingveryquickly.
The flood acted as a tidal bore with standing
waves crashing against submerged boulders and
throwing clouds of spray high into the air. Above
the roar of the water the noise of boulders
rumbling down the wadi could be heard as they
are moved with the force of the flood. The river
emerges from the narrow gorge on to a large
fan which is skirted by the new Safi-Aqaba
Highway. Our defences and culverts were able to
stand up to this sudden flood but the concrete
structures were pounded with the boulders
carried by the water.
Also between Aqaba and Ma’an we have a
team of Peter Erridge, Derrick Bew and Neil
Robinson engaged on a report for the realign
ment and reconstruction of the remaining 78
kilometres of road from Ma’an to the end of the
present construction section. The five kilometre
Ras en Naqb escarpment section presented some
difficulties and as a change from floods in the
valley below we encounter problems here with
snow which closes the road for some days each
year. Snow, storms and high winds have limited
the progress but we hope for finer weather ahead.
During January we had visits from Dr. John
Newbery and Roly Edwards in connection with
the geology of the Ras en Naqb escarpment area.
Also during January we had a visit from Ron
Hedges and Roy Burley from Moshi who after
a brief stay in Amman disappeared into the desert
in the general direction of Saudi Arabia. This visit
was in connection with a search for gravels for the
pavement of the Ma’an Mudawara Road.
Contractual problems brought visits from Mr.
henry Grace in February and March, and Mr.
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J. J. Gandy and Don Dudeney in March. With
all this activity going on your correspondent
continued to keep the flag flying in Amman
despite snow, floods and air raids. We hope for
finer weather ahead in the coming months.
Staff in Aqaba has remained unchanged since
the last newsletter although Neil Allen left on a
month’s leave in mid-March. Diana Raikes has
already departed and Ted Raikes will follow at
the end of MarcFf Ted is joining his cousin’s
firm of consulting engineers and will live in Rome.
We wish them every success and happiness for the
future.
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Most of us when we first hear the name of this
small town have vague memories stirred. The
name Muscat is usually immediately associated
with dates (falsely sometimes also with grapes),
and thought that we know where it is but cannot
at present place it exactly on the map. Perhaps
these immediate ideas are not typical but there is
good reason for them. Muscat dates are some of
the best in the world and can be obtained in the
better provision shops of Europe and there are
few world maps that do not mark the town or the
Sultanate. The Sultanate of Muscat and Oman
has a land area approximately that of Great
Britain, a coast line of 1000 miles onto the
Arabian Sea and a land boundary of about 800
miles mostly with Rub al Khali (The Empty
Quarter). The town of Muscat and its very close
neighbour Mutrah are almost exactly on the
Tropic of Cancer and, surprisingly, as far east as
the Ural Mountains. (This may explain why a
recent intending visitor having advised his bank,
went to collect some Rupees and was told that
he needed Roubles instead as he was going to
Moscow.)
Regarding the past history there is more scope
for error and these brief notes should not be
assumed authoritative. The population is said by
some to be descended from Shem (who himself
descended from the Ark after the flood). Moham
med himself believed that he was the 22nd
generation of the Adnan line and Adnan was one
of Shem’s two sons. The other son, Qahtan, is
believed to be the progenitor of the “true Arabs”
of the south. An early legend records that having
disagreed about a dog, Malik bin Fahm of the
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a Persian army of occupation numbering 30000,
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fortunately unnecessarily prolonged till 1955, and
the death of Imam Mohammed in 1954, no true
Imam was accepted by all the tribes. A revolution
was commenced in 1954 with the assistance of
Saudi Arabia and has only recently been put
down. The claims of the revolutionaries are too
complicated to go into here but it should be
realised that only one tribe and half another, out
of a total of about two hundred tribes in Oman,
were ever in revolt. The suppression of this sub
versive attempt to cause dissent in the Sultanate
was assisted by British forces but only at the
request of the Sultan. It must be made clear that
Britain has no power of government in the
Sultanate and the present British government
officials here are entirely and directly employed
by the Sultan. These must not of course be
muddled with the British Government officials in
the British Consulate. There are in fact no
extra-territorial rights for the British residents.
The work which the Parnership is doing here is
the commencement of a regional development
plan for Muscat and Mutrah. This is being done
in association with architects, Messrs. John R.
Harris, and quantity surveyors, Messrs. Widnell
& Trollope. The potential for economic expansion

here is almost unlimited. The rainfall and climate
in many parts of Oman is adequate for much crop
growing when proper conservation of water is
maintained and the finances from the export of oil
should provide the funds for this. If reference is
made to an atlas it will be seen that Oman is
mainly a mountain range separating the Arabian
Desert from the Arabian sea. Half the rain falling
on the hills runs west into the desert and half east
into the sea. At higher altitudes the climate
can support peaches, grapes and even apples.
Muscat is the present capital of Oman, and
Mutrah, only three miles away along a rocky
coast, is the main coastal commercial centre.
Unfortunately these towns are not situated to
have the most comfortable climate. Muscat is set
in a natural bowl with the harbour occupying one
half and bare hills of solid rock surround the
town. The road to Mutrah climbs almost two
hundred feet to get oLit of the bowl. The result is
that the town is usually the most humid place in
the region after the sun sets, the hills radiate heat
until well into the night. An unsupported report
by Wendell Phillips, in his book Unknoiv,z Oman,
states that a midnight air temperature of 120
degrees F has been recorded. It often seems like

Fort Mirani—Muscat. looking seaward
of the second century A.D. Between this time and
the Albu Said Dynasty (1744 to the present), the
Omani Empire extended into Africa, the trade in
African slaves flourished and many brutalities
were committed by Vasco da Gania to demon
strate the superiority of Christianity.
The two forts in Muscat, Mirani and Jalali, and
the town wall were strengthened if not construc
ted by the Portuguese during the sixteenth
century. There was no major occupation and the
Portuguese were only interested in securing their
trade routes in this area. For many years the
coast was known as the “pirate coast” and even
till the immediate past the main purpose of all
treaties was to secure peaceful sea routes and
little concern was shown for the populations
inland. Muscat is half-way between Aden and
Bombay and remains of the old coaling station
are still visible. Nelson as a mid-shipman is re
ported to have visited and reported on the natural
harbour in Muscat.
Imam Ahmed bin Said, was born humbly but
by courage and ability he became first governor
of Sohar and in due course Ruler of Oman, in
1744. The present Ruler is the sixth generation

and has been Sultan since 1932. The slave trade
and trade in illegal arms to Bahrain and Kuwait
through the Sultanate were brought under control
at the begining of this century. A treaty with Bri
tain in 1873 forbade the export of slaves from
Oman and the last record of this traffic was in
1903. Ninety per cent of the illegal arms trade
was stopped in 1912 when Sultan Faisal bin
Turki established an arms warehouse and most of
the remaining trade was stopped by the deporta
tion of the Baluchi arms trader Ali Musa Khan,
in 1913. As is well known, illegal trade in gold
continues elsewhere in the Persian Gulf but not
from Oman. This is due mainly to the relatively
high import duties in the Sultanate.
For many years until the export of oil in 1967
the customs duties were the sole income to the
Sultanate. Many loans were required to assist
the government during the years of war and de
pression when imports were low it is only now and
that a regular progranime of progress and assist
ance for the people of this land can be set in hand.
These people are a series of tribes each owing
separate allegiance to the Sultan as their Ruler
but accepting religious leadership from an Imam.
Following the Buraimi dispute, which was un

Muscat—from

Sidab Gap
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this and the author has recorded temperatures on
the roof of his house at midnight of 90 degrees,
though the highest minimum daily temperature
recorded during the past few years at the Consu
late is 83 degrees. It should be noted however,
that the Consulate is right by the beach and
may not get the full force of the natural night
storage heaters. Daytime temperatures recorded
by the author are not excessive and a maximum
of 110 degrees F was unusual with normal
summer temperatures not much above 100
degrees.
Peter Ferguson who came out last spring to
survey the route for the water pipline, is able to
give much better descriptions of the conditions.
He had to do most of his survey between 5.30 a.m.
and 9.00 a.m. before use of instruments was
impossible. It was unfortunate that a lot of this
had to be done about thirty miles away and resul
ted in his leaving Muscat as soon as the town
gate was opened.
Peter’s hard work was the preamble to an
equal volume of effort now being applied by
Messrs. George Forrest, John Maidment, Richard
Denton-Cox, Alec. Deuchars and Michael Lowe
(a quantity surveyor from Messrs. Widnell &
Trollope). These are now keeping a firm hand on
the contractor who is laying a pumping main
from Sib to Muscat. Troubles have not been
avoided entirely and vary from about a mile of
pipe being washed out with a sudden rain storm
to difficulties over finding a camp site for the
contractor, and children playing “last across”
while the trencher was digging in the town. These
of our staff live in a block of mess accommoda
tion at Ruwi which is some nine miles from Mus
cat. The climate there is better as Ruwi is situated
on a wide wadi where there is often a cool evening
breeze. The difficulty over communication be
tween the water pumps and the tanks is being
settled as this is SWKP’s concern but the difficulty
over communication between the Ruwi offices
and Muscat has not yet been settled as this is the
concern of the local telephone company and
there is not any available connection for Ruwi.
This makes it difficult for those at Ruwi to keep
fully in touch with their friends in Muscat. The
Ruwi staff have recently been joined by Jeffrey
Tetlow who must have heard glowing reports ofthe
placeand hascomearmedwithabadminton racket.
The details of the pipeline are not know fully ton
the author and apart from the impression that
many miles of pipe have been laid and tested and
a lot of trenches opened up and left as traffic
hazards there is little that can be reported at this
stage.
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Wally Grainger has recently paid a visit here
—longer than he intended because the plane was
full and nearly longer still because the police
station lost his passport on the day of departure.
Other visitors included Roger Whiting and some
months ago, Mr. Harris, the Architect.
This is the first letter from Muscat, but this is
not our only recent representation here. The
author arrived in 1967 but even so, until George
Forrest arrived, SWKP were not fully and inde
pendently represented. The author is seconded to
the Architect and has, until the commencement
of this year, been mainly associated with the
construction of the Ottoman Bank. This bank
was open for one month. I hasten to add that the
building did not collapse after this but only that
the bank then was taken over and ceased to trade
under its old name. It must not be forgotten that
Stan Coulson also came out in time for Christmas
1967 and has since learned a lot about Indian
customs. (The Contractors for the Bank were
local Indian merchants.)
RICHARD HAWKINS

Side Gate Porch—Mu seat
Also, as part of the development plan we are
building a series of structures. These are under the
sipervision of Stan Coulson and Bill Patton and
more closely under the eye of the author. So far
completed are the accommodation block at Ruwi
where all our staff are living (excluding of course
the author). This will shortly have to be extended
and there is talk of a prefabricated house being
assembled. A new post office is being constructed
and so also is an office for our use in Muscat. A
new block of Government offices has just been
commenced and a girls school is hoped to be
completed for next September. Two blocks of
flats are also well under way and there will
shortly be commenced, a hospital.
There is nothing to report under hatches and
matches. This may be partly due to there being so
few unattached girls here. Also, wives do not
usually accompany our staff here. The exception
to this is my own wife who has returned to the
comforts of the National Health Service to have
our second child. John and Alec also travelled
for leave on the same plane and it is reported
that they were a great help entertaining our son,
Stephen. Charles and Pamela Seale are due to
arrive shortly and then 1 shall be able to join Sue
and Stephen and settle down to commuting to
Oxford Circus again.

Section M.6 Motorway
Carnforth—Farleton
Our last newsletter covered the settling in
period as related to the local inhabitants, the
Contractor and ourselves. By this time the
prevailing upheavals on and about the country
side hereabouts have been oddly described. For
example, “French’s Frolicsome Follies” and
“The Mysterious Manifestations of McNee” are
two of the more polite favourites. Our Roads and
Bridges Sections are known as “Gallani’s Grand
Galaxy” and “Sammy’s Symetrical Cementers”
respectively. The report of an imminent appear
ance in pantomime at The Winter Gardens,
Morecambe, is now denied.
Our temporary lake achieved a degree of
permanence hitherto unknown to local historians.
It must be observed, that aesthetically, a perm
anent stretch of water at this place would add
rather than detract, but the new culvert,
operational in December, again revealed the
peat marsh. One is inclined to stop, look and
wonder!
For a period the Contractors were successful
in producing the first ever concrete sponge cake.
As this proved unsatisfactory to both palate and
specification, production ceased long before the
provisional patent rights were exercised.

Our roof still “Welshed” on us, “Leak” being
the operative word, whenever it rained. Diligent
men wearing hob nailed boots tramped our roofbanged lustily with large hammers, eventually
appearing at ground level with the oft repeated
“Should be O.K. now”. It was; until it rained
again.
A talk on Roads and Structures was ably
given to the Carnforth Young Farmers Society
by Messrs. Gallani and Ramasamy on the
evening of 20th November. A wealth of dia
grams, illustrations and drawings was provided,
the interest aroused being such as to produce
many questions. These were so well ventilated
and explained that a unanimous and enthusiastic
vote of thanks concluded the talk.
On 6th November, the site was honoured by a
flying visit from Mr. Brown, the Parliamentary
Secretary to the M.o.T. who was really en route
to points North. The visit was mainly notable as
proving our capacity for instant transformation
from the Norm to an efficient coffee bar.
Apropos V.I.P’s our own continue to make
regular monthly visits. With respect and admira
tion, we feel it incumbent to remark that while
retaining all the comprehensive efficiency and
impressive importance attached to the original
concept implied by these three letters “OURS”
are by far the nicest mutation since the species
was first introduced.
Resulting from a Contractor’s query, our
quantities section turned up: “Working Rule
Agreement” page 26, Section “C”. “Plus Rates
for Conditions.” “Boots men required to work
in plus Id.” Our humourist suggests that as
we all comply with this requirement we are being
underpaid by the said amount. On the other
hand there is general agreement on the desira
bility of sacrificing Id. rather than reporting
barefooted for duty during the winter months.
Relative to the seasons, our weather has
continued to be kind though during one weekend
in November, the temperature plunged from
the 60’s to an overnight reading of 25 degrees.
There was a quick recovery until January when
winter was really with us. Yet this was still a
far cry from the Frozen North our French
cousins anticipated.
To the layman, earthworks continue to be as
mysterious as they are massive. Indeed early one
morning our R.E. Roads almost suspected a
Russian infiltration. Whilst observing a certain
phenomenon he relates an impression of hearing
the faint yet plaintive refrain of the Volga
boatmen “Yo heave ho!”. This was never verified
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this and the author has recorded temperatures on
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though the question of “Heaving” was the
subject of subsequent long and earnest discussion.
On the evening of 11th December, the section
had a successful party at the Royal Hotel,
Kirkby Lonsdale. Food and accommodation
were good. Dancing was made possible by the
kindness of Bruce Rodway and Cohn Gallani,
Bruce loaning a magnificent amplifier and Cohn
accepting the responsibility of “Taping” the
appropriate music. This being our first function
of this kind it was necessarily of an exploratory
nature and no guests were invited. This pleasure
has been reserved for the next time when we are
reasonably confident of our ability to act as
hosts.
The following evening we were guests at a
“Stag” party given by Messrs. French. The
hospitality was truly overflowing and strikingly
generous, with suitable and adequate roughage
always to hand. The overall quality and quantity
left nothing to be desired and the service was
excellent.
The entertainers were successful in a some
what frenzied attempt to conceal nothing. Surely
never was Honi Soit Qui Mal y Pense so
bedevilled by such an ad hoc journey through

Festina lente to the ultimate Eureka. Doubtless
for a few, the Thursday evening provided a sick
transit to an inglorious Friday. This in no way
reduces our appreciation of this special effort
on the part of our hosts. Our thanks to them.
Friday, 7th February, brought the heaviest
snow fall in the district for many years, coincident
with a sharp fall in temperature. At 5 p.m. the
reading was 21°F which overnight dropped to
10 degrees. The weather continued cold and the
reading outside the site office at 9 am., 17th
February, was 15 degrees.
Meanwhile activities are such that most
schedules are progressing according to pro
gramme. Structures are achieving an impressive
appearance while “The Line” becomes more
clearly defined as the days pass.
An event previously the subject of conjecture
was duly solemnised on 26th October when
Miss Valerie Mayo and Andrew Brodie forsook
the single state. Such secrecy was observed by
Andrew that no one knew the time nor place until
too late to throw confetti. All sections contributed
towards a wedding present, gratefully received.
C. WALTON

SPRING. 1969

M.6 Motorway: Lancaster
Bypass to Penrith Bypass
Farleton to Killington
The tenders for the Farleton to Killington
Section (the missing link) of the M6 Motorway
were submitted on the 3rd July, 1968, and the
Contract was finally let to W. & C. French
(Construction) Limited on the 26th July, 1968.
On the appropriate day Mr. P. D. Knowles,
the Chief Resident Engineer, sent forth an
expeditionary force, complete with their armoury
of theodolites, to discover the motorway line.
The intrepid force located an empty bungalow
situated at the end of the Kendal Link stub and
made this their centre of operations. Soon more
equipment, four Inspectors and two Landrovers
complete with drivers arrived to form a thriving
community in near Riviera conditions.
Unfortunately the perfect Lakeland Summer
began to wither with the approach of Autumn
and the Contractor’s progress withered accord
ingly. The large earth movers retreated quickly
from the Kihhington area to concentrate their
efforts in the more clement surroundings of

Farleton Interchange. No doubt this manoeuvre
helped to boost progress, but for our make
shift office it spelt doom. Inexorably the earth
embankment grew in stature until the view from

the kitchen window was of an ochre two in one
slope. At this stage the vibrating rollers seemed
to be having the same effect on the bungalow as

Derwent Fells

on the embankment, and we were all relieved
when informed that our permanent home at Old
Hutton had been completed.
As we acclimatised to our new surroundings,
the Autumn term drew to a close and the event
was celebrated with a party at the Swan Hotel,
Newby Bridge. No organised entertainment was
provided, but as the evening progressed dancing,
“piano recitals” ugh!! and several contests took
place. Prizes offered a stimulus for people to
partake, and the Chief Resident Engineer’s
victory in a variation of musical chairs was
greeted with a shout of “fixed” from a remote
corner of the bar. Perhaps the most entertaining
incident of the evening was the yard of ale
contest all participants failing wetly.
After the festive season the indifferent New
Year weather slowed construction bringing
earthworks to a sticky end. The structural
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section however, laboured on and made fair
progress, mainly on culverts.

However, the only memorable events in this
period were the birth of a daughter to Mr. J.
R. Knight, the R.E. (Bridges); the submergence
of our first home under a blanket of Type “A”
fill; and a new dimension in levelling staff
techniques by the rash gentleman responsible
for that five letter word FIXED.
S. PEARSON

M.6 Tebay to Hackthorpe
Section
Since the last newsletter, the Thrimby-Hack
thorpe Section has amalgamated with the
Tebay-Thrimby Section as far as Resident Staff
is concerned. This means our C.R.E. Ken
Wigmore, is the only one with two Contracts
to cope with!

John Smith has left the Thrimby Site Office
and together with John Leech, R.E. Bridges,
who has joined us from the Birkenhead Tunnel
approaches, supervises the Tarmac Contract by
remote control from the palatial offices erected
by Christiani-Shand at Shap. Yes, we have oilfired central heating (not by B.P.). No wonder
all the visitors end up here for tea.
The Tebay-Thrimby Contract got under way
in August in the latter half of a heat wave!
This weather naturally did not last and the
1000 feet plus elevation has done its worst
throughout the winter. It is not generally realised
that 4 miles of the motorway at Shap hovers
at the 1000 O.D. mark and we have suffered
lashing rain, 30 degrees of frost, snow, drifts
and wind during the last few months and even
diesel oil was freezing in the tanks.
A.R.E.’s—Alan Brookes, Nigel Birch, David
Dutton, Hubert Woo and Ian Walsh are now
acclimatised to the Site, although Nigel, being
a glutton for punishment, forsook the snows of
Westmorland for the slopes at Zermatt for
winter sports. We wonder whether the birds are
the attraction, heather and grouse are all we can
offer, although they do tell me there is a shortage
of men in Westmorland.
Hence recent progress has been slow but as
the generals say, “we’re waiting for the Spring
offensive and the big ‘break out’
Similar weather conditions have affected
Thrimby-Hackthorpe but there are signs of a
Spring awakening and we already have some
finished pavement to drive on.
“.
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Ron Henderson has joined us from Killington
Tebay and has taken to living in the wilds of
North-West Westmorland. He was snowed up
recently and it was rumoured that he had
advertised for a dog team and sleigh.
Site Staff being what they are, they come and
go, these changes being good excuses for parties.
The “Greyhound” in Shap has never had it so
good!
Mention must be made of Christiani-Shand’s
Staff course which was held over a period of a
week recently in the Shap Wells Hotel and to
which the C.R.E.’s staff were invited. The
only lecture they held in secret, we believe,
was “I-low to deal with the R.E.”. They didn’t
even mention it to us! Seriously, this event was
an indication of the good will which exists
between the R.E.’s and the Contractor on this
Site.

+

No.21

Once a month we get a visitation from London.
We wonder which Section gives them the best
lunch and whether there will be a prize for it
at the end of the job.
Well, it’s snowing again, but to hell with the
weather, we all think we’re building what is
going to be the most picturesque and grandest
Motorway in Britain—
“The Westmorland Way”.
Hatches

To Hubert and Alice Woo, a son,
Cyprian, and to Tony and Sandra
Gibson, a son, Paul.

Matches These have been a side effect of our
recruitment locally of attractive young
ladies. We wish the three of them best
wishes for the future.
J. F. SMITH

,

Roundthwaite Pier, M.6

London
Those of us who have been stationed perm
anently in London this winter have watched
with sympathy pale determined adventurers
setting out for the bitter fells of Westmorland.

Among the adventurers have been William Kemp,
Roger Thompson and Gordon Frankland. The
sympathy, we must admit did not arise until
January Sales in Oxford Street were over, and
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was not really noticeable until the new circular
station opened at Oxford Circus. The Victoria
Line through Oxford Circus to Victoria Station
has also now opened (just before Spring drives
sympathy away). Travel to and from Winsley
Street via Waterloo, Charing Cross or Victoria
has become noticeably more speedy and peaceful.
We have also seen, with envy, slim bronzed
figures returning from the tropical sun—among
them John Powter from Grenada, Wally Grainger
from Muscat, Brian Lake from Lagos and
Charles Seale from Moshi. Jeff Tetlow has set off
for Muscat to begin the bronzing process, but
“Zach” Matthews has had to come to terms with
U.K. pallor as ill-health has kept him at home.
The north-east wind that has blown across
the U.K. during most of March has now given
way to Spring, and electric fires in the offices
are retiring from the east side of the building
into whatever is the reverse of hibernation.
This leads us on to the cheerful side of things.
We congratulate Maureen Davies and Eddie
Beadle on their engagement, and send our best
wishes to three couples recently married:
Jenny Bruining to Garry Meinck on 22nd
February; Richard Cooper to Joan Morten
on 1st March at Burbage Parish Church,
Derbyshire; and Tony Williams to Paula
Rushbrooke on 22nd March.
Congratulations too, on newly arrived
daughters (no sons for this edition!)—Anna
Selina, for Ann and Brian Earl; Thecla for
Trudy and Declan Good; and Erica for Gill and
Bill TLck. On the same day as Erica arrived,
so did Bull Tucks charter from the ICE.—
further congratulations.
Among other awards we hear that Andrew
Sangster has qualified for a D.[.C. and David
Smith has become a M.1.C.E. From the admin
quarter David Barber and Chris Knollys have
passed the Finals of the Chartered Accountants
and Chartered Secretaries respectively. It seems
that the loss of David’s beard is, however,
unconnected with the membership rules of the
Institute.
Inspired by the improvement to Oxford
Circus station the Partners have decided to install
full air conditioning into the Rotunda drawing
office so that it may cease to be the place for what
are known in aviation circles as tropical trials.
Maurice Watson’s and Gordon Forrest’s sections
have therefore squeezed themselves into con
ference rooms and corridors to be clear not only
of building works but of bolts which the wrathful
contractors threaten to hurl (not from the blue
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but the seventh floor) through the Rotunda glass
roof.
Pat Hagan withdrew from regular employment
with the firm at the end of 1968, but is still with
us for a few days each month to help us with
various problems.
Mrs. Edith Sutherland, who retired from the
firm three years ago after ten years in the
Accounts Section, left Southampton on 21st
March to make heIr home in Rhodesia. We all
wish Edith every happiness as she joins her
daughter Sheila and her family in Gwelo.
“The London Lights”

Ode to Brockhole Va1l
—bi’ “Infidel” (Resident Poet, Killington—
Tebay Section, M6).
Magnificent cavity
Hewn out of bedrock
Albeit shattered
Intended for concrete
To hold up the bedrock
Supporting the roadway
Veteran eyes
Observing the paradox
Queried the concept
Hierarchy gathered
In dreadful conclave
Of disunanimity
Ground out decisions
Soon to be altered
Amended conceptions
Meant acceleration
Wall perched on bedrock
Yet to be blasted
Perforated for rockbolts
Like voodoo doll
Purring contractor
Sat back in character
Rubbing his hands
At time of writing
Saga unfolding
Outcome unknown
Faith in the future
Same removes mountains
Wall sits on bedrock
Its fate inexorable
In the lap of the gods
Explanatory footnote:

In the Tebay Gorge the rock carrying the
A685 above the M6 unexpectedly ran out. It
was decided to construct a standard retaining
wall ledged upon the rock face.
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Ron Henderson has joined us from Killington
Tebay and has taken to living in the wilds of
North-West Westmorland. He was snowed up
recently and it was rumoured that he had
advertised for a dog team and sleigh.
Site Staff being what they are, they come and
go, these changes being good excuses for parties.
The “Greyhound” in Shap has never had it so
good!
Mention must be made of Christiani-Shand’s
Staff course which was held over a period of a
week recently in the Shap Wells Hotel and to
which the C.R.E.’s staff were invited. The
only lecture they held in secret, we believe,
was “I-low to deal with the R.E.”. They didn’t
even mention it to us! Seriously, this event was
an indication of the good will which exists
between the R.E.’s and the Contractor on this
Site.
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Once a month we get a visitation from London.
We wonder which Section gives them the best
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Motorway in Britain—
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Hatches
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Cyprian, and to Tony and Sandra
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Matches These have been a side effect of our
recruitment locally of attractive young
ladies. We wish the three of them best
wishes for the future.
J. F. SMITH

,

Roundthwaite Pier, M.6

London
Those of us who have been stationed perm
anently in London this winter have watched
with sympathy pale determined adventurers
setting out for the bitter fells of Westmorland.

Among the adventurers have been William Kemp,
Roger Thompson and Gordon Frankland. The
sympathy, we must admit did not arise until
January Sales in Oxford Street were over, and
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was not really noticeable until the new circular
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unconnected with the membership rules of the
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Circus station the Partners have decided to install
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Lagos up the Creek

Staff Notes
New Appointments
London Office
D. R. Barber
T. N. Bettell
P. J. Crossley
Miss J. Eldridge
A. A. M. ElSayed (Seconded from M.O.W. Sudan)
E. A. El Sheikh (Seconded from M.O.W. Sudan)
R. E. Goodman
A. J. Johnstone (Seconded from Mitchell Construction Kinnear Moodie Group Ltd.)
T. Lambert
S. Mohideen
R. W. Moodie (Seconded from Messrs. Fitzpatrick & Son (Contractors) Ltd.)
J. B. Sutherland
W. Tuck
W. Wangsadinata (Seconded from Indonesian P.W.D.)
R. A. Wyse
B. Xavier (rejoined)
Middlesbrough Office
B. C. Thompson (C.B.I. Scholar from Australia)
Site

Pat & Vie Law ley (at wheel), Pam & Pat Vulliamy, Trevor Handeocks (dark glasses) & ‘Mac”

Ambitious A.R.E.

Espionage A.R.E.

M. F. Bailey (rejoined)
Miss K. A. Bamber
P. J. Bathgate
A. K. Bell
(Seconded from Messrs.
Kirk, McClue & Morton)
Miss H. Bereznicki
W. J. Binmore
W. Brooks
G. K. Brown
J. G. Brown
Miss C. Crooks
Miss J. F. Davies
A. M. Davidson
(rejoined)
W. Dickinson
D. P. M. Dutton
B. P. Egan
J. Farrell
D. Firth
J. V. Gathercole
P. M. Guthrie
J. R. Halman
A. M. Howie
P. Hyland
E. Jones

M. Kelly
M. E. L. Lloyd
(rejoined)
J. McLean
1. MacGilvray
J. Mayes
W. A. Moore
Miss J. J. Pears
A. D. L. Rawstron
T. E. Roberts
J. M. C. Roffe
E. J. Simpson (rejoined)
A. Spedding
Y. Takasaki
R. Taylor
L. C. F. Wright
Overseas
S. Coulson (rejoined)

—C.O.W. Muscat
T. A. Dockerty—Claims
Engineer—Jordan
M. G. Rendell—A.R.E.
(Soils)— Brunei Airport.
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H. D. Egerton—London Office (ex Brunei)
J. B. F. Lake—London Office (ex Nigeria)
P. Regan—London Office (ex Tanzania)
H. F. Smith—M6 (ex Nigeria)
M. H. Wisenian—M6 (ex Nigeria)
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D. R. Abbott—A.R.E. Brunei Airport (ex London)
J. M. Eddison—D.R.E. Brunei Airport (ex Belize)
K. B. Locke—I.O.W. British Honduras (ex Tanzania)
A. L. Patton—C.O.W. Muscat (ex M6)
R. J. Taylor—I.O.W. Brunei Airport (ex British Honduras)
J. H. Tetlow—A.R.E. Muscat (ex London)
D. I. Standen—Short appointments in Libya and Granada
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1 was interested to read the following item in The Guardia,i on Tuesday, 25th March, 1969:
“The council contends that there is a need for a fast inter-city service fully backed by connections,
and says that the pre-war time of 46 minutes between Sheffield and Leeds has been lengthened to 68
minutes.”
I am at a loss to account for this, sir, as from personal observation they appear to be using the
same engines and carriages.
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H. D. Egerton—London Office (ex Brunei)
J. B. F. Lake—London Office (ex Nigeria)
P. Regan—London Office (ex Tanzania)
H. F. Smith—M6 (ex Nigeria)
M. H. Wisenian—M6 (ex Nigeria)
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D. R. Abbott—A.R.E. Brunei Airport (ex London)
J. M. Eddison—D.R.E. Brunei Airport (ex Belize)
K. B. Locke—I.O.W. British Honduras (ex Tanzania)
A. L. Patton—C.O.W. Muscat (ex M6)
R. J. Taylor—I.O.W. Brunei Airport (ex British Honduras)
J. H. Tetlow—A.R.E. Muscat (ex London)
D. I. Standen—Short appointments in Libya and Granada
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1 was interested to read the following item in The Guardia,i on Tuesday, 25th March, 1969:
“The council contends that there is a need for a fast inter-city service fully backed by connections,
and says that the pre-war time of 46 minutes between Sheffield and Leeds has been lengthened to 68
minutes.”
I am at a loss to account for this, sir, as from personal observation they appear to be using the
same engines and carriages.
Yours faithfully,

(OW

H- CD ,-I- H .
CD
3-0
CD H- 0 1- CD
0) 9O
(:0.. CD CD I-S
(0
HH
‘-5 I-S ,+CD’O

C)

.—.

S
C

o

S

CO

10

‘-So
00(0
OW
OCO
CD

OH
HCOO
CO
CD

H-Oil
0D
CDCD
p (0
1-593
9,HH-CD
I-5

0.CD

00

-‘0
Ho
r,CO
H-

0
CD

0

0

r+0
00.0
I—’O
COHO
3- CD 0.
OH-CO
0
,-I-Cfl

0ID

CDI--’
OH,
H-0
l-SH1H0
’
H0.

0
00

OC)
09’
(-‘-0
HO
0.0
HH0

I-5CDJ
CD9,
.DH
OH
H CD
1-5

0
0
00

(OH00
CD
00
H-CD
(DID

0

H

(701-S
COCD

H
CO
(0

—

ID

52

PONTIFACT

SPRING, 1969

No.21

anyone who enjoys a game of cricket and has
the strength to raise a pint glass should make
every endeavour to attend the introductory match.
The highlight of the season is the President’s
Match when Mr. & Mrs. Hawkey invite all
members of the staff, together with their families
to attend a cricket match played between two
teams picked from members of the firm and
afterwards to attend the summer social held in
the club house. This is a popular occasion and
owing to its succulent fare is in danger of being
renamed the strawberry tart festival.
A circular will shortly be issued inviting
members of the staff to submit their names for
the matches in which they would like to play this
season. It only remains for me to wish you all an
enjoyable and riot free season.

Club Notes
Cricket
At the present moment the majority of the
cricket players are still in a state of hibernation
having aroused themselves only to switch on the
radio for further news of the Pakistan—England
test series. Planning for the coming season
however is well advanced as a glance at the 1969
fixture list will show. Since thirteen games are
arranged for this year I can only hope that none
of the cricketers is superstitious. All of the sides
whom we are playing against are well known to
us and we can look forward to some keen games,
especially from those seeking revenge for last
have made
year’s defeats. The only changes
from last season is to organize one game with
J. D. & D. M. Watson on their wicket at
Battersea and for the first time as far as I can
recall we are entertaining Richard Costains at
Long Ditton.

53

Many of last years regular cricketers, apparently
in search of air which is fresher than that found
in Oxford Street, have left to take up various
site posts. Amongst these joining the rush is
last season’s skipper Kingisey Nutt who hopes
to shortly find himself a niche on the M6 motor
way. He carried out the difficult task of skippering
very well indeed and I would like to thank him
for his sterling efforts. Ron Chapman has agreed

to step into his shoes and I’m sure you all join
with me in wishing him every success during the

coming season.
For newcomers I should explain that the

Results—Autumn Slide Competition

Animals
1st

Holidays

David Smith David Lyon

D. HITCHINGS

Sailing

cricket clllb affords an opportunity to enjoy the

summer evenings playing cricket on an extremely
good wicket. Apart from the Leopards Match
when we field our strongest side; cricketing

The office G.P. 14 ft. sailing dinghy, Mlanje, is
again ready for members to sail.
The dinghy is available to all members of the
firm and their friends provided one member of the
boat crew can sail. It is a condition of taking the
boat out that everyone wears a life jacket—three
are provided with the boat. Notice should be
given to the Secretary before taking the boat out
in order that no clashing of bookings occur.

ability, although useful, is not a necessity and

Fixture List For 1969
Date

Opponents

Venue

I.

Tues. 13th May 6.00 p.m.

Rendel Palmer & Tritton

Battersea

2.

Wed. 21st May 5.30 p.m.

Introductory match

Long Ditton

3.

Wed. 28th May 5.30 p.m.

Richard Costains

Long Ditton

4.

Wed. 4th June 5.30 p.m.

Travers Morgan & Partners

Long Ditton

5.

Wed. 11th June 5.30 p.m.

Binnie & Partners

Long Ditton

6.

Fri. 20th June 5.00 p.m.

President’s Match

Long Ditton

7.

Wed. 25th June 5.30 p.m.

Sir A. Gibb & Partners

Long Ditton

8.

Fri. 4th July 2.00 p.m.

Nyasaland Leopards

Long Ditton

9.

Wed. 9th July 5.30 p.m.

Long Ditton Xl’s

Long Ditton

10.

Wed. 16th July 5.30 p.m.

Fitzpatrick & Son

Long Ditton

Camera C/nb

11.

Wed. 23rd July 5.30 p.m.

J. D. & D. M. Watson

Long Ditton

12.

Sat. 26th July 2.30 p.m.

Richard Costains

New Maiden

13.

Wed. 30th July 5.30 p.m.

Gollins Melvin Ward & Partners

Long Ditton

Since the last edition of PONTIFACT I would
like to tell you what has been happening in the
Club.
First we had the Autumn Slide Competition.
We had 131 entries including entries from Cyprus

Match No.

and Brunei. The competition was very ably
judged by Mr. R. F. Woolner of the Southgate
Photographic Society who gave very informative
comments on all the slides and I wish to thank
him on behalf of the club for all the time he
spent on the judging.
Mr. Sang, our Chairman, kindly presented the
prizes, the Bernard Ranger Trophy was awarded
to David Smith.

The location of the boat:
Harts Boat Yard,
Portsmouth Road,
Surbiton,
Surrey.

T

This can be reached by taking Southern
Region train or bus to Surbiton and then a ten
minute walk. There are car parking facilities at
the boat yard.
Changing accommodation is also available at
the boat yard.
Should anyone be interested in sailing, would
they kindly get in touch with the Hon. Sailing
Secretary, Shirley G. Skennerton.

I

Portraits

P. G. Berry
(Cyprus)

2nd Cohn Smith

Cohn Smith

3rd

Marge O’Brien David King

David King

Nick Patel

Copies of the prize winning slides are included
in this edition. Quality has unfortunately been
lost in the reproduction.
We have had two instructional evenings on
developing and enlarging and a travelogue on
Morocco and Gibraita.
We have a “Black and White” competition
entitled “Wintertime’ closing on 28th April to
help to encourage the use of the darkroom and
the sale of low cost 35 mm black and white film
is having some success at 36d for 36 exposures.
As for future events we have an “Informal
Colour Slide” competition on the 24th April, a
portrait modelling session on the 8th May and
other lectures still to be finalised.
The subject for the next Autumn Slide Com
petition will be:
I.

Peace

2.

Fun of the Fair

3.

Waterways

closing date 30th September. This will be the

next opportunity to win the Bernard Ranger Cup.
Finally don’t forget it is still not too late to
pay your membership.
D. C.

KING
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First Prize Portrait Section
by P. C. Berry (Cyprus)

First Prize in the Holiday Section
by David Lyons

Second Prize in the Animal Section by Colin Smith
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Lawn Tennis
At the time of writing the tennis season had not
started so no comments can be made on the Firm’s
matches against rival consultants, a full report on
which will appear in the next edition of P0NTIFACT.

The Firm plays all its home matches at the
Roehampton Club and also holds its social
evenings there. Courts are also available at
Regents Park and some of the G.L.C. parks.
Bookings may be made two days in advance for
Regents Park and three days in advance for the
G.L.C. parks. A registration card, costing 5/—
and obtainable from any park, is required for the
G.L.C. courts, this card enables the holder to
book courts by telephone, but only at the park
where it was issued, while bookings at any other
park must be made by personal application.
Tennis balls can he obtained from the Secretary.
It is hoped that two or three social evenings can
be held at Roehampton to which all tennis
playing members of the Firm are invited. It is also
hoped that all sections will enter a team for the
inter-section competition which is to be arranged
this season.
In conclusion, I should like to thank the Part
ners for their continued and generous support
and I hope that the weather will be kind to us and
allows us to play without interruptions.

H.

JONES

Editorial
Editorials are rather like Prefaces—read only
by the dedicated or the bored. They do not make
an original contribution and only occasionally
venture an inspired comment. They are however,
preserved in magazines like PONTIFACT as part of
the required ritual or format.
This is the twenty-first number of that maga
zine. In the first number which appeared in
December 1960, a relatively lengthy editorial was
included in which the editors were at pains to set
out the aims and objects of the new magazine.
These stated briefly were to provide a means of
disseminating news about the various persons and
personalities in our far flung firm; reporting on
club and sporting activities and providing an
outlet for those with literary aspiration.
That first number made a proud start. No
No scruffy cyclostyled hand-out this but a prop
erly printed magazine on high quality paper. We
like to think that that standard has been maintain
ed and even improved upon. Certainly the
numbers now are thicker and contain more photo
graphic illustrations. They also contain more
personal news which is not so surprising as there
are more persons for there to be news about. That
first number had a circulation of about 300—the
present one about 650. That speaks for itself. As
for literary aspirations: well there are those who
have them and need no urging and those that
have them and don’t know it until they have been
urged by the Editors.
For the last three years a dearth of material
has prevented the publication of more than two
numbers a year. It is the Partners’ wish and the
Editors intention however, to revert to the
earlier practice of producing at least three in a
year so that at least the personal and sports news
is not too out of date. To carry out this intention,
of course, we need your support. With that
assured, we have no doubt that the next twenty
one editions will show as great a progress as the
first.

The

LONDON EDiTop.s:

MAVIS JOHNSON, GEOFFFREY MOORE,
CHRISTOPHER KNOLLYS, ROLAND PILCHER,

Is lunch ready? by David Kind
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