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Partners’ Panorama
orne months’ ago we introduced
machinery whereby members of the
staff could put forward suggestions for
improvement in any sphere of the Firm’s acti
vities. So far, we have received three suggestions.
This either indicates contentment with the
Firm’s activities or apathy; both conditions are
undesirable, so let us have constructive criticisms
and suggested remedies! We are aware that
there is plenty of scope for such criticism.
One such criticism which is levelled at the
Firm is the lack of an answer to the question—
“Where am I getting to in this Firm?” This is a
question that is not peculiar to Scott Wilson
Kirkpatrick & Partners, but is being asked by
every healthily ambitious person, no matter
where he is employed. It is not a question that
can always be answered positively, since the
answer depends on comparatively uncontrollable
factors such as the future activities and size of
the Firm. The nearest clue to the answer is
your potentiality; if your potentiality is high,
then it is a safe bet that someone is going to
come along and employ you to the limit of your
capabilities. You can judge the Firm’s assessment
of your potentiality, therefore, by. the type of
work you have been given, the degree of your
responsibility, your salary and your grade. If you
sincerely consider these are out of step with
your own appraisal of yourself then seek a
meeting with your Associate or a Partner, but do
not attempt to run before you can crawl—
remember a Partner must take the final res
ponsibility for any mistake you may make.
In assessing the potential of a member of staff,
the Partners take into account the following—
technical ability, accuracy, production, applica
tion, co-operation with senior and junior
colleagues and ability to accept responsibility.
These, of course, are judged relative to age and
length of service with the Firm. A confidential
report under these headings is compiled by the
Senior Engineers and Associates for each member
of the technical staff and is examined by the
Partners at the half-yearly review of staff.

The Oxford Dictionary defines “potentiality”
as “The state or quality of possessing latent
power or capacity capable of development into
activity”. Do not, therefore, let your power or
capacity be too latent, otherwise we can’t develop
it into activity, and that is what we want!
The scope for the civil engineer of high
potential in the modern world is immense.
Whereas the civil engineer used to implement
policies, now he plays a much greater and more
important role in forming policies, as well as
implementing them. In particular, the engineer
today has a social obligation to assist the develop
ing countries and is being consulted by them in
practically every phase of their development.
In advising these countries, the engineer must
collaborate with and understand the language
of the sociologist, the politician, the economist,
the lawyer, the financier, the planner, the agri
culturist, and he must be a psychologist and
tactician into the bargain. We are trained in
none of these subjects, nor can any engineering
course cover them adequately. They must be
studied, therefore, on one’s own initiative;
education and training being a continuing
process throughout the life of an engineer.
Another subject which the engineer must
study is the field of Management. Management
must not be left to the “brass hats”; it should
not only exist at the top, but the application of
management skill should be apparent at all
levels to ensure that performance and cost are
under control. Without this, a firm can prove to
be very inefficient and unprosperous. There is a
lot of jargon spoken these days about “com
munication within the Management”. I think
that if the word “communication” were replaced
by the word “participation”—to read “participa
tion within the Management”—most of the
criticisms about communication would be
groundless and the Management in general
would benefit.
The demand of the developing countries for
the services of Consulting Engineers is bringing
to the Firm a fair share of enquiries by such
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international money-lending organizations as the
World Bank (l.B.R.D.), the U.S. Agency for
International Development (A.l.D.), the United
Nations Development Programme (U.N. D. P.),
the Asian Development Bank (A.D.B.), and
our own Ministry of Overseas Development
(0DM.). We are very actively engaged in
following up these enquiries and have a recent
success in being appointed, along with our
collaborators the Economist Intelligence Unit,
to carry out a transport survey of East Pakistan.
Airports are synonymous with development
and the Airport Section, having coped with the
Caribbean area, has now turned its attention
to the Far East, with the new airport at Brunei
under construction and the master planning
study for the development of Kota Kinabalu
Airport (Sabah)—and there are hopeful signs of
further work on airfields.
The structural side of the Firm is not as active
as we should like. We, in common with our
Architect friends, are still suffering from the
credit squeeze, but there are indications that
when relaxation of paralysing controls occurs
our share of work in the structural field will
grow. Some structural work from overseas is
imminent, I believe.
The Civil Section continues to hold back the

sea, dispose of the sewage and lay on the water
in places as far apart as British Honduras and
Bangkok, while the Road boys need no special
mention, since their accomplishments are always
current news—both verbally and pictorially! The
Soils Engineers and their younger brothers, the
Traffic Engineers, are both comparatively new
comers to the engineering profession, but like
the younger generation of today are making
themselves heard and fulfil a useful function!
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Training of Assistants Under Agreement
by G. A. Ediiigtoiz

The Computer boffins, the most recent arrivals,
are the unruly small brothers of the profession;
like all small brothers they should be kept in
their place!
Finally, a word on the top Management.
The Partners and Associates are continually
making journeys to many parts of the World
in connection with current and prospective jobs.
Wherever we go we face the keenest competition
from Engineers of other countries. So much so,
that whereas Britain is still negotiating over its
entry into the Common Market, the British
Engineer has already entered the World Market.
If we are to survive we must resurrect the old
slogan “British Goods are Best”—and justify it!
Marketing and selling will get us nowhere unless
we can deliver the goods—(on time!)
C.G.S.

the late Professor C. E. M. Joad, of
Brains Trust fame, had been asked to
comment on training his first remark
would have been “It depends what you mean by
training”. In the letter I sent all Assistants Under
Agreement last July inviting theni to obtain some
experience in the art of communication by writing
a report on their training, 1 said:
remember
that “training” does not mean formal instruction
such as you received at university or college. It
means, rather, providing you with the opportunity
to inform yourselves by direct participation in the
various aspects of civil engineering dealt with in a
consulting engineer’s office”. Professor Pippard,
in his Presidential Address to the Institution of
Civil Engineers in November 1958, said: “The
most important function of practical training is
the amplification of theory by experience.
and in their booklet on the Professional Interview,
the Institution comments: “The practical training
of entrants to the profession imposes a responsi
bility on its senior members who alone can
effectively direct the entrants’ work and hand
down knowledge and experience. When em
ployers engage young people they must accept
the responsibility for ensuring they obtain ade
quate experience; guidance, leadership and
general assistance must be given to enable the
trainees to become competent members of the
profession
Thus, it seems fair to say that
there is no fundamental difference between
training and experience except in the amount of
direction and guidance provided. Obviously, this
will be at its maximum at the beginning of a
man’s training and will diminish as time goes on.
And, incidentally, it won’t come to a sudden stop
at the end of a two-year training period; an
engineer requires guidance for quite a few years
thereafter. The AUA who said in his report that
the only training he had was the lectures by
Partners, Associates and Senior Engineers during
the first six months of his training period and that
all the rest was merely experience is attaching far
too narrow a meaning to both these words.
“.

...“

Night life at
St. John’s Precinct, Liverpool

At the time I invited them to write a report on
their training we had 28 Assistants Under Agree
ment and, in due course, I received reports from
27 of them. The twentyeighth, when asked what
had happened to his, replied: “The explanation is
simple. On reading your letter of 14th July 1969,
I decided that an essay as requested would be of
no benefit to anyone, including myself”. More
wisely the rest of the AUAs took the opposite
view, many of them commenting that they had
found the exercise useful, not only in providing
practice in the communication of technical infor
mation, but in giving them the opportunity of feed
ing back to the management details of the training
they were receiving and commenting upon it. Of
the fifteen 1967 graduates and the twelve 1968
graduates who wrote reports, five 1967 graduates
and two 1968 graduates did not comment on the
quality of the training they had received; but all
the others did and in the following paragraphs,
have tried to summarise these comments. Since
there seemed to be no significant difference in the
opinions held by 1967 and 1968 graduates, I have
not distinguished between them.
Nearly all AUA’s commented favourably on
the quality of the training they were receiving and
some said they were satisfied that it was of better
quality than that offered by other firms. Fortu
nately, this did not prevent them from criticising
aspects which they felt could be improved or
suggesting changes. The degree of responsibility
given to trainees came in for considerable com
ment. Five A VA’s complained of having been
given insufficient responsibility, three of them
commenting that this arose from their leceiving
too much guidance and direction from their
senior engineers, one of whom was described as
“behaving like a mother hen”. Conversely, the
other two of the five complainants said that it was
because of insufficient guidance that they were
prevented from exercising responsibility. Six
AUA’s took the opposite view and considered
they had been given plenty of responsibility, two
of them commenting that this had consisted of

PONTI FACT o. 24

international money-lending organizations as the
World Bank (l.B.R.D.), the U.S. Agency for
International Development (A.l.D.), the United
Nations Development Programme (U.N. D. P.),
the Asian Development Bank (A.D.B.), and
our own Ministry of Overseas Development
(0DM.). We are very actively engaged in
following up these enquiries and have a recent
success in being appointed, along with our
collaborators the Economist Intelligence Unit,
to carry out a transport survey of East Pakistan.
Airports are synonymous with development
and the Airport Section, having coped with the
Caribbean area, has now turned its attention
to the Far East, with the new airport at Brunei
under construction and the master planning
study for the development of Kota Kinabalu
Airport (Sabah)—and there are hopeful signs of
further work on airfields.
The structural side of the Firm is not as active
as we should like. We, in common with our
Architect friends, are still suffering from the
credit squeeze, but there are indications that
when relaxation of paralysing controls occurs
our share of work in the structural field will
grow. Some structural work from overseas is
imminent, I believe.
The Civil Section continues to hold back the

sea, dispose of the sewage and lay on the water
in places as far apart as British Honduras and
Bangkok, while the Road boys need no special
mention, since their accomplishments are always
current news—both verbally and pictorially! The
Soils Engineers and their younger brothers, the
Traffic Engineers, are both comparatively new
comers to the engineering profession, but like
the younger generation of today are making
themselves heard and fulfil a useful function!

SPRING, 1970

5

Training of Assistants Under Agreement
by G. A. Ediiigtoiz

The Computer boffins, the most recent arrivals,
are the unruly small brothers of the profession;
like all small brothers they should be kept in
their place!
Finally, a word on the top Management.
The Partners and Associates are continually
making journeys to many parts of the World
in connection with current and prospective jobs.
Wherever we go we face the keenest competition
from Engineers of other countries. So much so,
that whereas Britain is still negotiating over its
entry into the Common Market, the British
Engineer has already entered the World Market.
If we are to survive we must resurrect the old
slogan “British Goods are Best”—and justify it!
Marketing and selling will get us nowhere unless
we can deliver the goods—(on time!)
C.G.S.

the late Professor C. E. M. Joad, of
Brains Trust fame, had been asked to
comment on training his first remark
would have been “It depends what you mean by
training”. In the letter I sent all Assistants Under
Agreement last July inviting theni to obtain some
experience in the art of communication by writing
a report on their training, 1 said:
remember
that “training” does not mean formal instruction
such as you received at university or college. It
means, rather, providing you with the opportunity
to inform yourselves by direct participation in the
various aspects of civil engineering dealt with in a
consulting engineer’s office”. Professor Pippard,
in his Presidential Address to the Institution of
Civil Engineers in November 1958, said: “The
most important function of practical training is
the amplification of theory by experience.
and in their booklet on the Professional Interview,
the Institution comments: “The practical training
of entrants to the profession imposes a responsi
bility on its senior members who alone can
effectively direct the entrants’ work and hand
down knowledge and experience. When em
ployers engage young people they must accept
the responsibility for ensuring they obtain ade
quate experience; guidance, leadership and
general assistance must be given to enable the
trainees to become competent members of the
profession
Thus, it seems fair to say that
there is no fundamental difference between
training and experience except in the amount of
direction and guidance provided. Obviously, this
will be at its maximum at the beginning of a
man’s training and will diminish as time goes on.
And, incidentally, it won’t come to a sudden stop
at the end of a two-year training period; an
engineer requires guidance for quite a few years
thereafter. The AUA who said in his report that
the only training he had was the lectures by
Partners, Associates and Senior Engineers during
the first six months of his training period and that
all the rest was merely experience is attaching far
too narrow a meaning to both these words.
“.

...“

Night life at
St. John’s Precinct, Liverpool

At the time I invited them to write a report on
their training we had 28 Assistants Under Agree
ment and, in due course, I received reports from
27 of them. The twentyeighth, when asked what
had happened to his, replied: “The explanation is
simple. On reading your letter of 14th July 1969,
I decided that an essay as requested would be of
no benefit to anyone, including myself”. More
wisely the rest of the AUAs took the opposite
view, many of them commenting that they had
found the exercise useful, not only in providing
practice in the communication of technical infor
mation, but in giving them the opportunity of feed
ing back to the management details of the training
they were receiving and commenting upon it. Of
the fifteen 1967 graduates and the twelve 1968
graduates who wrote reports, five 1967 graduates
and two 1968 graduates did not comment on the
quality of the training they had received; but all
the others did and in the following paragraphs,
have tried to summarise these comments. Since
there seemed to be no significant difference in the
opinions held by 1967 and 1968 graduates, I have
not distinguished between them.
Nearly all AUA’s commented favourably on
the quality of the training they were receiving and
some said they were satisfied that it was of better
quality than that offered by other firms. Fortu
nately, this did not prevent them from criticising
aspects which they felt could be improved or
suggesting changes. The degree of responsibility
given to trainees came in for considerable com
ment. Five A VA’s complained of having been
given insufficient responsibility, three of them
commenting that this arose from their leceiving
too much guidance and direction from their
senior engineers, one of whom was described as
“behaving like a mother hen”. Conversely, the
other two of the five complainants said that it was
because of insufficient guidance that they were
prevented from exercising responsibility. Six
AUA’s took the opposite view and considered
they had been given plenty of responsibility, two
of them commenting that this had consisted of

PONTI FACT No. 24

their being given “adequate guidance” and then
being left to get on with the job and think for
themselves.
Four AUA’s made the point that although a
graduate has no practical experience and it will
be some time before he can use his theoretical
knowledge effectively, he is nevertheless at a high
peak of mental ability when he leaves university.
When he enters industry he is for a time mentally
underemployed. One AUA suggested that to
avoid the disillusionment arising from the sudden
change from working at a high academic level to
carrying out relatively mundane duties, a new
trainee should be given work with some real
mental challenge and stimulus before being
gradually introduced to the less inspiring aspects
of training. Conversely, one AUA recommended
that a course in drawing and draughtsmanship
should be given at the beginning of the training
period, very sensibly commenting that since
drawings are an engineer’s means of communi
cating with other persons, it is essential that he
acquires some skill in producing them.
On the subject of drawing two AUA’s com
plained of having had too much detailing to do
and two complained of not having had enough.
Two AUA’s complained of lack of variety in the
work with which they were concerned and two
commented that they had had plenty of variety.
Two mentioned that they had not had the
opportunity of taking off quantities. Three A UA’s
complained of not being given the opportunity of
visiting sites and two luckier ones commented that
they had found their site visits helpful and
instructive in relation to their work in the drawing
office. Four AI.JA’s said that they would have
preferred to see small jobs through from start
to finish rather than just one stage of a larger
job.
One AUA described the lectures and dis
cussions during the first year of training as
providing a first class introduction to the Firm’s
activities and recommended that they should be
extended to include economics, law, management,
town planning, aesthetics of design, conditions of
contract, and contract law, subjects about which
information might not be readily available in the
drawing office. Another AUA described the lec
tures as of little practical value and recommended
that they be replaced by talks by less senior
members of the Firm on individual design prob
lems considered to be of particular interest. The
first of these AUA’s has correctly identified the
purpose of the present lectures—a general intro
duction of the Firm’s activities—but the second

suggestion is worth following up as part of the
training programme.
Three AUA’s considered that the Firm lacked
any organised training scheme whatever and
recommended a rigid training programme to
ensure that all trainees received the same oppor
tunity for training in the design of civil engi
neering works.
The foregoing comments and recommendation
have been made by intelligent individuals with
strong personal opinions, and it is not surprising,
therefore, that they are different and, in some
cases, diametrically opposed to each other. Thus,
an idea may be right for the person who expressed
it but wrong for his colleagues. This is why a
rigid programme with every trainee treated alike
is quite unsuitable for a group of engineering
graduates with differing aims, interests and
aptitudes. Although it may not be very obvious,
the Firm does, in fact, take these differences into
account in its training programme.
One of the reports contained the following
comment which, I think, sums up the Firm’s
training philosophy admirably:
“In the past two years spent with S.W.K.P.
I have detected no obvious attempt to provide
graduates with an organised training scheme
Any organised training scheme which may
exist must do its work so subtly as to be hardly
discernible. I have, however, been given the
opportunity of tackling a number of interesting
and exacting tasks and I have been entrusted with
a large degree of responsibility. In carrying out
this work I have been given able guidance and
assistance from my superiors. I feel that these last
two years have given me the chance to work on
major civil engineering works and I have been
given the opportunity to educate myself. Conse
quently, I have found this period most interesting
and enjoyable.
Suggestions made by ALJA’s in their reports
and in subsequent discussions with Associates
might be summed up as follows:—
I. The introductory talks describing the
Firm’s practice in general terms should
continue and should be extended to
include specialised subjects not likely to
be encountered in the drawing office.
Also, talks by project engineers on the
detailed conception and design of actual
jobs should take place throughout the
training period.
2. Every AIJA should be given full informa
tion on the Firm’s standards and clear
direction on the extent of his duties and
•

.
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Technical
responsibilities.
guidance
should be adequate but not enough to
stifle initiative or prevent an AUA from
exercising the degree of responsibility of
which he is capable.
3. Some form of group discussion should be
held periodically to enable AUA’s to
exchange views on their training and dis
cuss them with the management.
4. The Firm should try to ensure that
AUA’s see at least one job through from
the initial conception stage to the final
design so that they can learn why parti
cular techniques, methods and materials
are used.
5. All AUA’s should be given the oppor
tunity of visiting construction sites, if
possible at intervals throughout the

construction period, so that they can see
a job actually taking shape.
6. All AUA’s must learn to draw, since this
is the engineer’s most important means
of communication.
Finally, I must say a word about the quality of
the reports. Judged by the standards I apply as
Interviewer for membership of the Institution of
Civil Engineers the average quality was good.
Some ten of them were excellent and well above
the average of those submitted for the Profes
sional Interview. I thought of asking the Editors
of Pontifact to publish one of them but decided
this might be invidious—in any event, the “top
ten” were all so good that the choice would have
been extremely difficult. [would like to congratu
late all AUA’s who wrote reports, which like
drawings, are an important means of communi
cating engineering information.

.

The Rewards of Pilgrimage
by Pamela Scale
e have just had the second Eid, five
days’ holiday following the return
of the pilgrims from Mecca.
(Needless to say all the staff here worked through
the entire holiday). To the Muslim this is the
more important festival of the two, although
nowadays it is at the first Idd that presents are
exchanged and new clothes bought for the family.
After a pilgrimage to Mecca the title “Hadji” is
prefixed to the name and this prestige extends
also to the son of a pilgrim, so our cook is
known as Yussuf, son of Hadji
In Muscat the heads of commercial firms
spend a couple of mornings visiting the Saiyeds
and the local merchants in the suk on the occasion
of both holidays, but we are in a unique position
here, belonging neither to the Government nor

the commercial world and Charles confined his
visits to the Saiyeds (relatives of the Sultan) and
a few others connected with the Group’s work
here. Each visit follows the pattern of a majilis*
and lasts about half an hour, during which a
constant stream of refreshments is provided:
arab coffee, various sweetmeats which Charles
could not describe, Fry’s chocolate-coated
hazelnuts and halwa, which the Omanis translate
as “turkish delight”. Some people find it nice.
On Christmas morning the courtesy visits are
returned to us and to the chocolates and coffee and
biscuits we added traditional hot mince pies. They
were eaten, but we wondered how the Omanis
would describe that “black, gooey mixture” inside.
* A majilis
is a court at which all people have equal
access to the sheik.
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trainee should be given work with some real
mental challenge and stimulus before being
gradually introduced to the less inspiring aspects
of training. Conversely, one AUA recommended
that a course in drawing and draughtsmanship
should be given at the beginning of the training
period, very sensibly commenting that since
drawings are an engineer’s means of communi
cating with other persons, it is essential that he
acquires some skill in producing them.
On the subject of drawing two AUA’s com
plained of having had too much detailing to do
and two complained of not having had enough.
Two AUA’s complained of lack of variety in the
work with which they were concerned and two
commented that they had had plenty of variety.
Two mentioned that they had not had the
opportunity of taking off quantities. Three A UA’s
complained of not being given the opportunity of
visiting sites and two luckier ones commented that
they had found their site visits helpful and
instructive in relation to their work in the drawing
office. Four AI.JA’s said that they would have
preferred to see small jobs through from start
to finish rather than just one stage of a larger
job.
One AUA described the lectures and dis
cussions during the first year of training as
providing a first class introduction to the Firm’s
activities and recommended that they should be
extended to include economics, law, management,
town planning, aesthetics of design, conditions of
contract, and contract law, subjects about which
information might not be readily available in the
drawing office. Another AUA described the lec
tures as of little practical value and recommended
that they be replaced by talks by less senior
members of the Firm on individual design prob
lems considered to be of particular interest. The
first of these AUA’s has correctly identified the
purpose of the present lectures—a general intro
duction of the Firm’s activities—but the second

suggestion is worth following up as part of the
training programme.
Three AUA’s considered that the Firm lacked
any organised training scheme whatever and
recommended a rigid training programme to
ensure that all trainees received the same oppor
tunity for training in the design of civil engi
neering works.
The foregoing comments and recommendation
have been made by intelligent individuals with
strong personal opinions, and it is not surprising,
therefore, that they are different and, in some
cases, diametrically opposed to each other. Thus,
an idea may be right for the person who expressed
it but wrong for his colleagues. This is why a
rigid programme with every trainee treated alike
is quite unsuitable for a group of engineering
graduates with differing aims, interests and
aptitudes. Although it may not be very obvious,
the Firm does, in fact, take these differences into
account in its training programme.
One of the reports contained the following
comment which, I think, sums up the Firm’s
training philosophy admirably:
“In the past two years spent with S.W.K.P.
I have detected no obvious attempt to provide
graduates with an organised training scheme
Any organised training scheme which may
exist must do its work so subtly as to be hardly
discernible. I have, however, been given the
opportunity of tackling a number of interesting
and exacting tasks and I have been entrusted with
a large degree of responsibility. In carrying out
this work I have been given able guidance and
assistance from my superiors. I feel that these last
two years have given me the chance to work on
major civil engineering works and I have been
given the opportunity to educate myself. Conse
quently, I have found this period most interesting
and enjoyable.
Suggestions made by ALJA’s in their reports
and in subsequent discussions with Associates
might be summed up as follows:—
I. The introductory talks describing the
Firm’s practice in general terms should
continue and should be extended to
include specialised subjects not likely to
be encountered in the drawing office.
Also, talks by project engineers on the
detailed conception and design of actual
jobs should take place throughout the
training period.
2. Every AIJA should be given full informa
tion on the Firm’s standards and clear
direction on the extent of his duties and
•
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Technical
responsibilities.
guidance
should be adequate but not enough to
stifle initiative or prevent an AUA from
exercising the degree of responsibility of
which he is capable.
3. Some form of group discussion should be
held periodically to enable AUA’s to
exchange views on their training and dis
cuss them with the management.
4. The Firm should try to ensure that
AUA’s see at least one job through from
the initial conception stage to the final
design so that they can learn why parti
cular techniques, methods and materials
are used.
5. All AUA’s should be given the oppor
tunity of visiting construction sites, if
possible at intervals throughout the

construction period, so that they can see
a job actually taking shape.
6. All AUA’s must learn to draw, since this
is the engineer’s most important means
of communication.
Finally, I must say a word about the quality of
the reports. Judged by the standards I apply as
Interviewer for membership of the Institution of
Civil Engineers the average quality was good.
Some ten of them were excellent and well above
the average of those submitted for the Profes
sional Interview. I thought of asking the Editors
of Pontifact to publish one of them but decided
this might be invidious—in any event, the “top
ten” were all so good that the choice would have
been extremely difficult. [would like to congratu
late all AUA’s who wrote reports, which like
drawings, are an important means of communi
cating engineering information.

.

The Rewards of Pilgrimage
by Pamela Scale
e have just had the second Eid, five
days’ holiday following the return
of the pilgrims from Mecca.
(Needless to say all the staff here worked through
the entire holiday). To the Muslim this is the
more important festival of the two, although
nowadays it is at the first Idd that presents are
exchanged and new clothes bought for the family.
After a pilgrimage to Mecca the title “Hadji” is
prefixed to the name and this prestige extends
also to the son of a pilgrim, so our cook is
known as Yussuf, son of Hadji
In Muscat the heads of commercial firms
spend a couple of mornings visiting the Saiyeds
and the local merchants in the suk on the occasion
of both holidays, but we are in a unique position
here, belonging neither to the Government nor

the commercial world and Charles confined his
visits to the Saiyeds (relatives of the Sultan) and
a few others connected with the Group’s work
here. Each visit follows the pattern of a majilis*
and lasts about half an hour, during which a
constant stream of refreshments is provided:
arab coffee, various sweetmeats which Charles
could not describe, Fry’s chocolate-coated
hazelnuts and halwa, which the Omanis translate
as “turkish delight”. Some people find it nice.
On Christmas morning the courtesy visits are
returned to us and to the chocolates and coffee and
biscuits we added traditional hot mince pies. They
were eaten, but we wondered how the Omanis
would describe that “black, gooey mixture” inside.
* A majilis
is a court at which all people have equal
access to the sheik.
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Staff Notes
The following Members of the staff have been elected M.I.C.E.
A. M. Brodie
J. M. Stamper
P. E. Mortimore
H. 1. K. Woo

R. H. Rakusen
M. J. Sharrock
M. J. Kennedy
A. Waterworth

P.
C.
R.
S.

J. Crummey
R. Fitt
K. Jones
Pearson.

New Appointments

London Office
Mrs. A. E. Austin (General Office—Filing)
A. Baxter (General Office—Messenger)
A. J. Dodd (M. Watson’s Section)
G. Garrad-Cole—Seconded from Fitzpatrick & Sons (Contractors) Ltd. (J. R. Powter’s Section)
B. Y. Goh—ex Brunei office (Soils Laboratory)
Miss P. Hague (Mr. G. M. J. Williams’ Secretary)
H. S. Imam—Trainee on scholarship from University of Khartoum (W. Prylinski’s Section)
S. M. Jennings (Accounts Section—Salaries)
M. D. Kirwan (M. Watson’s Section)
A. E. Lockwood (Soils Laboratory)
M. J. Le Gouais (R. H. Pilcher’s Section)
Miss M. T. O’Reilly (Computer Section)
K. J. Self—rejoined (J. Cassell’s Section)
Miss J. V. Sigrist (T. Williams’ Section)
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Movements of Staff Overseas
P. G. Berry—R.E. Moni Power Station (Second Extension) Cyprus (ex London)
A. J. Bushell--—Blantvre Office, Malawi, (ex London)
R. A. Cooper—Nairobi Office, Kenya (ex London)
J. A. Emery—site investigation in St. Kitts (ex London)
P. A. S. Ferguson—Hong Kong office (on completion of post-graduate course at Harvard University,
U.S.A.)
G. A. Good—Kaduna Office (cx London)
M. J. Kennedy—Hong Kong office (ex London)
K. B. Locke—COW. Industrial Area Contract, Blantvre, Malaw(ex New Capital site,
British Honduras)
R. McGowan—Nairobi Office (ex Woodside II site, Glasgow)
W. J. Perris—I.O.W. Moni Power Station, Cyprus (ex Safi/Aqaba Highway site, Jordan)
N. D. Robinson—Nairobi Office, Kenya, (cx London)
A. J. Strongman—Project Manager Kota Kinabalu Airport, Sabah (ex London)
D. A. Wainwright—Hong Kong Office (cx London)
P. T. Webster—Resident Engineer Asian Institute of Technology, Bangkok (ex M6 site)
D. L. Williams—Assistant Resident Engineer Asian Institute of Technology, Bangkok (ex London)
I-I. I. K. Woo—Hong Kong Office (ex London)
Movements of Staff in U.K.
Miss J. Burrow
C. K. S. Cheng
P. B. Clark
R.J.Daws
P. E. Eckert
M. J. Kennedy
S. R. McDougall
R. H. Rakusen
C. B. Smith
B. J. Tucker
G. W. B. Walker
P. M. Webb
Mrs. F. Wheatley
H. I. K. Woo

From
To
Kendal Office
M6
M6
London
Secondment to Fitzpatrick & Sons (Contractors) Ltd.
l.C.I. Fibres (Gloucester)
London
Basingstoke District Hospital
BEA/BOAC Apprentices Hostel
County Hall Monmouth
M6
London
Glasgow Office
Woodside II
M6
London
M6
London
Whitgift Centre
London
Glasgow Office
Woodside II
M6
London
M6
Kendal Office
M6
London
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Site
R. J. L. Anderson (Woodside II)
D. J. Butler (B.E.A. Engineering Base)
Mrs. E. Bracka (Section 4, M6)
A. Pace—rejoined (Prestatyn Drainage)
Mrs. H. A. Reeves (B.E.A. Engineering Base)
Mrs. J. Sudding (Section 4, M6)
F. G. Tonge (Section 4, M6)
Mrs. E. J. Woof (Section 4, M6)
Overseas Staff Returning to U.K.
M. N. Bell—London Office (ex secondment to Gollins Melvin Ward & Partners on the B.O.A.C.
terminal in New York)
E. R. Farrell—London Office (on completion of post-graduate course at Cornell University, U.S.A.)
W. J. Maidment—London Office (cx Muscat & Mutrah Water Supply Scheme)
L. R. Sayer—London Office (cx Tanzania)

Chinese Cooking
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The following is an excerpt from a paper-back on Chinese Cooking.* Members of the firm who have
experience of computer programming or systems analysis will, no doubt, appreciate the style of writing.
“How to Cook and Eat in Chinese” by BLIwei Yang Chao; Penguin 6s.
“STIRRED EGGS
Either shell or unshell the eggs by knocking one against the other in any
order.t Be sure to have a bowl below to catch the contents.
tSince, when two eggs collide, only one of them will break, it will be necessary to use a seventh egg
with which to break the sixth, If, as it may very well happen, the seventh egg breaks first instead
of the sixth, an expedient will be simply to use the seventh one and put away the sixth. An alternative
procedure is to delay your numbering system and define that egg as the sixth egg which breaks after
the fifth egg.”
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Site Investigation at Sur
by Richard Denton—Cox
was 6 p.m. on a fine evening in Muscat
harbour as clouds of black smoke
coughed and spluttered their way sky
wards from a rusty pipe, followed by a series of
brief explosions from beneath the deck; the
engine of the Government Launch had actually
started and we were away. The skin of bagpipes
echoed incongruously from the surrounding hills
as the captain of the Launch steamed slowly three
times around the anchor in his efforts to get free.
Eventually it rose slowly from the sea and our
course was set for Sur.
Sur is the second largest town in Oman with a
population of approximately 10,000, and Graham
Little and I were on our way to carry out a site
investigation for a proposed hospital. The town
is approximately 120 miles from Muscat by sea,
which is the only feasible way of reaching it, as
the land journey is about 240 miles across moun
tains and desert, and the Sultan’s permission is
required for this to be undertaken. Accordingly
we had been allocated the Government Launch, a
converted Dhow that was a gift from the Sheikh
of Dubai to the present Sultan.
Our equipment and stores were deposited in a
small cabin at the stern of the Launch, and we
unrolled our mattresses, acquired with great haste
in the Mutrah Suq earlier that afternoon, on the
portion of the deck forming the roof of this
cabin and prepared to sleep away the voyage.
This proved somewhat difficult as the combined
effect of rolling in the fairly heavy sea and the
vibration throughout the boat caused by the
engine gave a certain feeling of insecurity.
Eventually we must have dropped off, as we
both awoke simultaneously to discover that the
boat had stopped, the engine expired with a
series of heavy groans, and the crew commenced
flashing with a torch at another Dhow anchored
about 100 yards away. Memories of the Batina
Coast’s reputation for pirates and slavers flashed
through our minds, and we were not helped by a
particularly villainous member of the crew
choosing this moment to advance on us. However,

he explained in a mixture of broken English and
fractured arabic that the captain had stopped to
rest his eyes and to allow the seas to abate some
what. Slightly reassured we returned to a wary
sleep. Four hours later we were under way again,
and, apart from Graham awakening to find an
anxious crew member baling vigorously with a
rusty tin from the cabin beneath us, we proceeded
uneventfully in a calm sea to Sur, getting some
fine views of the coast line the following morning.
At about midday, eighteen hours after leaving
Muscat, we arrived at Sur, posing our crew the
problem of anchoring their vessel. Their solution
was to use a small dug-out, approximately six
feet long by one and a half feet wide by one foot
deep, which served as a tender to the Launch.
Two crew members climbed into this boat,
balancing the anchor, a large grapnel weighing
some 100 lb., across the boat between them. They
paddled away towards a likely looking spot to
drop the anchor, encouraged by the friendly and
loud advice and abuse of the remaining crew
members. On reaching an apparently satisfactory
spot, one crew member carefully rose to a stand
ing position, raised the anchor from its resting
place and successfully manoeuvred it over the side
and safely into the water; a broad smile of
satisfaction spread over his face and he gazed
towards us in triumph. Unfortunately they had
not allowed for the recoil, and the dug-out
promptly sank, casting them spluttering into the
sea, much to the amusement of the assembled
audience. However, we had arrived and were
safely anchored.
A somewhat larger dug-out arrived at this
point to take Graham and myself ashore to meet
the Wali (Governor). Having successfully nego
tiated the short stretch of water to the shore we
were greeted by the Wali, clad in his official
garments of white dishidash, cloak and Khunjar
(a sharp curved knife in a silver scabbard, worn
on the front of a silver studded belt). The Wali,
accompanied by one of his sons, led us away into
the Sultan’s House for refreshment, a table and
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chairs having been provided for our convenience.
A slightly hesitant conversation took place until
the arrival of Hamed, who was to remain our
interpreter for the rest of our stay.
The official welcome being over we were taken
to a house in the middle of Sur, which had been
made available for our stay. Once our approval
of this residence had been sought and obtained,
we returned to the Launch to collect our be
longings and equipment. Our hospitable crew,
having just completed their midday repast,
offered us the portions that had been saved for us.
Graham, who vent forward to collect it, came
hurriedly back, somewhat green in the face,
bearing two plates of plain boiled rice, muttering
incoherently about a fish curry. Having seen its
effect on him, I was loath to investigate for
myself, and we settled for a tin of corned beef, a
meal with which we were to become very
familiar during the ensuing week!
Our next step was to transfer all our equipment
etc. ashore, this was accomplished using the
small dug-out attached to the Launch, not with
out some trepidation on our part over the casual
attitude of the crew. Once ashore a small problem
arose, motor vehicles are banned in Sur, and our
house was about -mile from the beach; however
a small handcart was supplied, and, accompanied
by several interested coolies, we reached our
abode. Having selected three of the ten rooms
available we established our base camp for the
week, literally a camp as the house contained no
furniture. After setting out the site that afternoon,
and watching some camel racing practice in the

I
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Dhow anchorage at Sur

evening, our first somewhat hectic day came to
an end.
The next few days were taken up by the purpose
of our visit, enlivened by visits to the local
Sheikhs for tea, coffee and sweetmeats, these in
their turn leading to frequent visits to one of the
more interesting and unusual room3 in our house.
The construction of this room was a 3 in. thick
unreinforced mud-concrete floor slab, spanning
a 6 ft. diameter,l 2 ft. deep pit, a small hole being
cut in the centre of the slab. The slab itself was
badly cracked and it can be imagined that all
visits were kept as brief as possible!
On the Friday, the local weekend, we walked
some four miles to a small village inland from
Sur. This village was an oasis and contained an
abundant growth of date palms. Our visit
coincided with an annual fair, when the Bedu
from the interior descend from the neighbouring
Jebels to buy goats for the Hadj ldd. A vast
market was assembled, and we spent a very
interesting hour taking in the sights. This was
followed by horse and camel racing, the main
purpose appearing to be that no one should win,
as this tended to inflame tribal differences.
Accordingly races were run in pairs, the riders
attempting to remain as close to each other as
possible, with linked arms, and to go as fast as
possible. The sight of two camels at full gallop,
with hooves flying in all directions, has to be seen
to be believed. After lunch with the Wali, followed
by the production of his collection of picture post
cards and photograph albums for our edification
and entertainment, we carried out an investigation
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by the production of his collection of picture post
cards and photograph albums for our edification
and entertainment, we carried out an investigation

-

—.

--

*

12

PONTIFACT No.24

into water and aggregate resources, and eventu
ally returned footsore and weary to Sur.
Our visit was nearly over, and the next after
noon we had an unending stream of visitors for
tea, and to give us their views on what should be
built, by whom, when and where. The surprising
uniformity of their views led us to believe that
this was a regular topic of conversation, or a
deliberately planned attempt to influence our
report!
The following day we said goodbye to our
slave-girl, who had been lent to us for a week, to
fetch and carry water I hasten to add. After a
final interview with the Wali, we watched
anxiously as our precious samples were loaded
into the dug-out and made the precarious journey

back to the Launch, we followed suit and at
4.30 p.m. we left Sur.
Our crew were anxious to be back in Muscat as
soon as possible for the start of the Hadj Idd, so
the ancient engine (made, incidentally, in
Glasgow) was spurred to bigger and better
efforts. After an uneventful trip we arrived in
Muscat twelve hours later, the hour of arrival
being a fortunate one from a Sassenachs point of
view, as it effectively deterred Graham from
announcing our arrival with a pibroch or two on
his bagpipes.
Three hours later we left the Launch to return
to a world of relative civilisation, to an era
advance of about three centuries, and to a dead
line for compiling the report.

‘What’s in a name?
St. John’s Precinct,
Liverpool 1.
6th November, 1969.

Dear Sir,
My name is SIM, but as soon as I leave my native Aberdeenshire I find the spelling undergoes
the most curious mutations. Within the last two years, [have collected the following bag.
SIMS
SIM
SIMMS
SIMM
SIMES
SIMME
SIME
SIMMES
I wonder if any of your readers have a similar problem; we might form a club of commiserants
(look that up in your O.E.D.). Also I would be interested to know if there are any other variants of
SIM still hiding in the bushes.
Yours very truly,
G. SIM

I Shop,

Hard La.. Sti4elens
St.Heles 23477
051—928 4035
i 21
051—92S 888
a Av,W Kirby
051—625 5218
051—525 3786
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P.S. Almost forgot.
Not to be outdone, the
G.P.O. have got us in
the Liverpool phone
book under FIM.
G.S.
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What is all this planning nonsense
by
shall always remember an occasion
some years ago, at a meeting of the
Transportation Engineering Group of
the Institution of Civil Engineers. After listening
to a number of papers presented by traffic
engineers, a rather irate gentleman—I shall call
him Brigadier Briggs—got up and said:—
“What is all this traffic engineer nonsense?
A man can call himself a traffic engineer and
not even know Young’s Modulus”.

The Editor,
Pontifact.

-

SPRING, 1970

This has troubled me since. Am I still an engi
neer? True, I know more about the elasticity of
demand than Brigadier Briggs’ modulus of
elasticity. Is what I do really engineering?
The Transportation Planning Section—Plan
ning Section for short—has been and still is
involved in quite a range of work. At one extreme
we carried out an operational research study of
bus services and at the other we investigated the
present and future traffic load and considered a
number of road improvement schemes for the Al,
Archway Road, in North London. In between
are jobs similar to the one in Berkshire where we
are concerned with developing a traffic prediction
and evaluation tool. With a diversion for advising
on traffic lights for Mutrah in the Persian
Gulf—presumably for camels—we have mainly
been concerned with transportation planning in
areas such as Teesside, Oxford, Whitehall,
Humberside, Grirnsby and Leicester.
How can this be considered to be engineering?
In the Humberside study for example, we are
devising a procedure for estimating future traffic
without recourse to the usual surveying of the
existing traffic and applying growth rates to it.
What we set our sights on was defining traffic
movements in terms of the factors such as people
and activity which generated it. Thus to estimate
traffic we need information of population,
employment and vehicle ownership. We had to
collect this information ourselves for each of the

11’iaiiricc’ I4
atson
7

100 areas within the 3,000 sq. km. of the study
area. To assess the future value of these factors
we had to get involved in industrial and employ
ment analysis and projection and such things as
activity, fertility and survival rates—not what it
appears at first glance.
Definitions of Terms used in Traffic Engineering

A Volumetric Count
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What has this got to do with engineering? Well,
at the other end of this process of traffic estima
tion, network evaluation etc., there is a road, or
more than one if the Ministry can stand it. This
can be seen to have analogies in accepted engi
neering fields. The estimation of population,
employment, etc., leading to a prediction of
traffic, the design load, is analogous to investi
gating rainfall data prior to designing a reservoir
or wind loading, prior to designing a high
building. Sometimes, however, the result of our
investigation is not as concrete as a road; it might
be a procedure for operating buses. But then, did
not some of the famous engineers of the nine
teenth century get themselves involved in political
activities such as forcing bills through Parliament.
I like to look on engineering as getting things to
work well whether its a bridge, building or bus.
Possibly the biggest difference is that we don’t
have a Code of Practice.
Transportation Engineers—or planners, if I’ve
not convinced you with the above argument—
have, quite rightly, been criticised for building up
a mystique with its accompaniment of strange
terms. This is wrong. It is with a view to demoli
shing this barrier that I offer the following
explanation of terms.

Three dimensional
study in depth
extensive program
development
we have a program to
do that
is approximately
correct
zone to zone person
movements
freight vehicular
movements
traffic prediction
traffic prediction using
mathematical modelling—
sensitivity analysis at
the macro level

—

—

—

—

—

—

—

—

it’s part of the system
we shall carry out an
economic evaluation
rapid transit
stieamlined road
vehicular rapid
transit
success

Right lads, pull it down—the architect’s changed his mind

—

—

—

—

—
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study
it isn’t ready yet

Louis Becke

we can write it in time
is wrong

by Rex Taylor

traffic
lorries
crystal ball gazing
opaque crystal ball
let’s hope he doesn’t
ask me what I mean
I don’t understand it
what do you want us
to prove?
trains running on time

buses running on time
report out on time

1
o an eighteen-year-old boy in 1873 it
seemed as if the history of the Pacific
Ocean was complete. Cook had gone,
Bligh also, and the sinister Fletcher Christian;
missionary John Williams, the “Erromanga
martyr”, and “butcher” Sam Comstock of the
“Globe” mutiny fame; and there was left, so the
boy imagined, little beyond the tough fringe of
the New Bedford and Nantucket whaling ships
and their captains and crews. The spitit of
adventure that had brought George Lewis Becke
from Australia, had dumped him without cere
mony in Mrs. Macfarland’s store at Apia, Samoa.
But if Louis—for that is the name by which
posterity knows him—had only known it, adven
ture for him was less than one month away, for
on the 3rd December he was on his way to meet
and team up with an adventurer in the grand
style—Captain “Bully” Hayes.
Louis Becke came into contact with Hayes as
the result of a typical rascally piece of work by the
latter. Hayes, in the Marshall Islands, had pur
chased from Mrs. Macfarland the ketch “E. A.
Williams”, worm eaten and rotten in every plank.
Hayes had paid a mere trifle of money; now he
was on the look out for a dupe. He found one on
Mili Atoll—a native chief, and from him received
money enough to convey the impression that the
ketch was in first-class condition.
It fell to Becke to deliver the ketch to Mili, and
this he accomplished after a voyage lasting six
weeks. His part of the bargain completed, and
rather than return to civilized Apia, he got him
self listed as supercargo on Hayes’s brig
“Leonora”. Although Becke’s acquaintance with
Hayes was relatively short-lived (fifty-seven days
to be exact), the young storekeeper of Apia
disappeared, and in his place appeared a man
destined to write his name across the history of
the Pacific Ocean.
There is no apparent resemblance in the
characters of “Bully” Hayes and Louis Becke.
Hayes, born in San Francisco, had spent the

major portion of his life in one illicit adventure
after another. On the screed of the Pacific his
name appears in a blood-red colour. Buccaneer
supreme, notorious blackbirder, thief and
swindler, his sole ambition in life was a ship and
a cargo, and the cargo could be anything from
stolen goods to banned liquor, from diseased pigs
to trembling natives. By nature a brutal character,
he yet had one outstanding weakness: his brig
“Leonora”.
Louis Becke, on the other hand, could barely
boast of one minor escapade. His father was the
clerk of petty sessions at Port Macquarie, two
hundred miles north of Sydney, and later in the
same post at Sydney. It was a steadily satisfying
family life, and one which made little appeal to
Louis. After two unsuccessful attempts to run
away, his father gave in, and in due course Louis
arrived at Apia, unaware of the destiny fate had
mapped out for him.
Becke’s position of supercargo on the
“Leonora” may be paralleled, though in a niinor
way, to that of a purser on a large ocean-going
ship. In Becke’s time, the supercargo would
account for palm nuts and copra, pigs, stores for
the island traders, and other items common to
South Sea life. But within twelve days of boarding
the “Leonora” he was called upon to handle a
cargo far removed from the general run—that of
eighty terrified natives whom Hayes had black
birded from Kusaie island. Ten days later the
“Leonora” dropped anchor in the Marshalls, and
less than forty natives came under Becke’s count.
In the space of that short voyage more than forty
had died of hunger and other causes, and at
Hayes’s direction had been pitched overboard.
Returning to Kusaie, Hayes anchored along
side two New Bedford whalers. That night all
three ships came under the full force of a hurri
cane, and the “Leonora” foundered with a
considerable loss of life. Next morning the whalers
up anchored and sailed; not, as may be imagined,
because they gave no thought to the ship-
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three ships came under the full force of a hurri
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because they gave no thought to the ship-
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wrecked survivors of the “Leonora”, but out of
fear because of Hayes’s reputation as a buccaneer.
For more than thirty days Hayes and Becke
were castaways on Kusaie. Castaways with a
difference, that is, since both lived in moderate
comfort, Hayes on one side of the island and
Becke—because of a furious argument with the
drunken buccaneer—on the other. The episode
ended with the arrest of both men by the captain
of the British warship “Rosari&’. Both were
charged with piracy and were taken to Australia
to stand trial. Hayes was found guilty and
imprisoned; but Louis Becke, in answer to the
charge that he had stolen the ketch “E. A.
Williams” from Mrs. Macfarland, produced a
copy of his powers-of-attorney given to him by
that lady and was released.
Relatively short as the “Leonora” episode had
been, it fired Becke with the true wanderer’s
impulse. 1880 found him running a trading
station on Nanumanga in the Ellice group. “I
rise every day at 4 a.m.”, he said in a letter “and
bathe and then Pautoe (a native girl he had
adopted) gets my breakfast—generally flying fish
or lobsters—and fills my pipe (I smoke a pipe
now) and cleans the house while I smoke and
instruct her how to use a broom and wash plates,
etc., without breaking more than two at one
wash-up”. It appeared to be the idyllic existence;
but at the end of the year the trading station was
destroyed by a hurricane, and Becke moved to the
neighbouring island of Nukufetau.
He stayed on Nukufetau until August, 1881.
Returning to Australia, he was shipwrecked on
Beru, in the Gilberts group. Three months passed
before he was rescued and transhipped to
Australia.
His next venture was trading in the cannibal
islands of New Britain, where he witnessed the
closing drama of the colonist settlements set up
there by the notorious Marquis de Rays. Despite
suffering from malarial fever, and on several
occasions the near victim of the New Britain
cannibals, he stayed until the latter months of
1882, when he returned to Australia.
Tiring of island life, he decided to be what he
was never destined to be: a stolid “landlubber”.
He tried to rear chickens on a snake-infested tract
in Queensland; that it failed was a foregone
conclusion. Next he worked as a bank teller; but
wanting the company of his favourite dog in the
bank, choosing his own hours of work, and his
general appearance, contributed towards dis
missal after only three weeks.
Once more he decided that island life was the
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best. He sailed to the Gilberts. From now on for
the next three years, in the Gilberts and elsewhere,
he divided his time between various trading
stations and in consorting with such well-known
Pacific rascals as Joachim Ganga, Paunchy Bill,
Paddy Coney, Joe Bird, and with Cappy O’Keefe,
“king” of an island domain in the Carolines.
In January, 1886, he sailed back to Australia.
In February he married Bessie Mary Maunsell.
Once more he sailed for the islands: but six years
later—six years of wandering with his wife and
two children—her health failed, and they returned
to Sydney.
Up to this time Louis Becke had not written
one word of the many books and articles that
have biought him such lasting fame. He might
not, indeed, ever have put pen to paper with any
serious intent had not fate and coincidence
decided to take a hand. Over a period of about
eighteen months he met Ernest Favenc, the
Australian author and explorer; John Feltham
Archibald, part owner and editor of the “Bulle
tin”; Thomas Alexander Browne (“RoIf Boldre
wood”, author of the famous “Robbery under
Arms”); and the Sydney solicitor”Banjo “Peterson
who wrote the words of “Waltzing Matilda”.
Each of these men was in part responsible for
Becke’s rapid rise to fame.
By 1908 he was a recognised authority on
Pacific Island life, chiefly because of the laconic
style of his narratives. This was not deliberate,
foi gimmickry as such made little or no appeal to
him; it was simply that he wrote in the manner
in which he told his stories—with ease, from
personal knowledge, and with the true writer’s
eye for detail.
Since the world of Europe and the Americas
was also aware of his capabilities, he decided to
travel there. First to London, then to Ireland,
then to France; to Jamaica, and then to North
America. In each of the countries visited he
stayed long enough to convince himself that they
offered a quality of civilization and very little
personal freedom. Returning to London, he was
elected a member of the Royal Geographical
Society. But he soon tired of city life, and sailed
to New Zealand.
His next venture was a small expedition to
Fiji. Armed with a phonograph and recording
devices he decided to record the native songs and
stories of Melanesia. It could have been a
success, since this was probably the first time
anything of a scientific nature had been attempted
in the islands; but his own impatience largely
contributed to its failure.
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He returned to Sydney. It was 1911. He had
less than two years of life left to him. Thin,
hawk-faced, emaciated, with a ragged drooping
moustache, he spoke in a husky stammering voice.
He was not aware that he was suffering from
cancer of the throat.
He took up residence at the Hotel York, and
here he died on the 18th February, 1913. The day

before his death he was chatting with an acquain
tance. New life seemed to surge into him when he
told about his days on Kusaie with “Bully” Hayes.
There was in Louis Becke at one and the same
time the majesty of gently waving palm leaves and
the power of the hurricane, and between these
two, the steady, almost monotonous, cycle of
island life.

Travellers’ Club

Over

the past year the Planning Section
has enjoyed the services of a number of
Australians, South Africans and Rhode
sians, who want work for a short time between
tours of Europe. Three of the present batch
of 4 have just left and before leaving, one, a

Rhodesian offered this little contribution. The
thing we appreciated most about these
“colonials” is their flexibility and adaptability.
They have been able to turn their hands to most
things from punching computer cards to drawing
road layouts.

From the Planning Section Travellers’ Club
A recent survey of population growth (explo
sion) in the above section has revealed the good
examples of basic problems common to traffic
planning in general.
Congestion in the vicinity of the coffee trolley
cannot be entirely due to Muriel’s happy counten
ance, but will not be solved by grade separation.
Origin/destination surveys brought to light the
remarkable fact that specific people on extended
journeys knew where they had come from, but
definitely did not know where they were going. A
case that comes to mind is the rapid change of
one traveller’s destination from Venice to Greece
to Iceland, all in one morning! She has now
settled on an overnight train to Edinburgh as the
start of her tour of Scotland, Ireland and Wales
before going back to South Africa.
It is notable that the cause of these insoluble
traffic problems is due to through-trippers,
recruited by the original member of the “Corner”
a Rhodesian, from the two corners of the earth,
travelling to the other two. Between planning
a night out to Gilbert and Sullivan, and organiz
ing other more ambitious expeditions to the
Downs (in the rain mind you), their contribution

to the section’s activities proved to be exuberant
if not skilful.
In the field of computer card punching the
high rate of performance set by the section
leader was nearly attained, the draughting side
being served by beauty as well as brawn. (No
mention of brains!)
Predicted flows in the direction of the “Green
Man” and the “City Arms” were way under
actual flows; attractions centred around the
flesh pots. A notable exception was the sporting
centres which attracted much attention from
our cricket enthusiast (see last year’s bowling
average), who performed quite well despite thecopious tobacco fumes he inhales with relish.
(Sanctions I guess!)
Indications are that were the section to be
removed to sunnier climes, with beaches un
spoiled by oil, and window ledges unspoiled by
pigeons, no cars (Gadzooks!), there would be
the same pleasant atmosphere, but no work!
Time passes, the traveller must move on—at long
last. They enjoyed it, hope you did.
THE TRAVELLING COMPANION

(Lionel Jardine)
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wrecked survivors of the “Leonora”, but out of
fear because of Hayes’s reputation as a buccaneer.
For more than thirty days Hayes and Becke
were castaways on Kusaie. Castaways with a
difference, that is, since both lived in moderate
comfort, Hayes on one side of the island and
Becke—because of a furious argument with the
drunken buccaneer—on the other. The episode
ended with the arrest of both men by the captain
of the British warship “Rosari&’. Both were
charged with piracy and were taken to Australia
to stand trial. Hayes was found guilty and
imprisoned; but Louis Becke, in answer to the
charge that he had stolen the ketch “E. A.
Williams” from Mrs. Macfarland, produced a
copy of his powers-of-attorney given to him by
that lady and was released.
Relatively short as the “Leonora” episode had
been, it fired Becke with the true wanderer’s
impulse. 1880 found him running a trading
station on Nanumanga in the Ellice group. “I
rise every day at 4 a.m.”, he said in a letter “and
bathe and then Pautoe (a native girl he had
adopted) gets my breakfast—generally flying fish
or lobsters—and fills my pipe (I smoke a pipe
now) and cleans the house while I smoke and
instruct her how to use a broom and wash plates,
etc., without breaking more than two at one
wash-up”. It appeared to be the idyllic existence;
but at the end of the year the trading station was
destroyed by a hurricane, and Becke moved to the
neighbouring island of Nukufetau.
He stayed on Nukufetau until August, 1881.
Returning to Australia, he was shipwrecked on
Beru, in the Gilberts group. Three months passed
before he was rescued and transhipped to
Australia.
His next venture was trading in the cannibal
islands of New Britain, where he witnessed the
closing drama of the colonist settlements set up
there by the notorious Marquis de Rays. Despite
suffering from malarial fever, and on several
occasions the near victim of the New Britain
cannibals, he stayed until the latter months of
1882, when he returned to Australia.
Tiring of island life, he decided to be what he
was never destined to be: a stolid “landlubber”.
He tried to rear chickens on a snake-infested tract
in Queensland; that it failed was a foregone
conclusion. Next he worked as a bank teller; but
wanting the company of his favourite dog in the
bank, choosing his own hours of work, and his
general appearance, contributed towards dis
missal after only three weeks.
Once more he decided that island life was the
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best. He sailed to the Gilberts. From now on for
the next three years, in the Gilberts and elsewhere,
he divided his time between various trading
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Arms”); and the Sydney solicitor”Banjo “Peterson
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By 1908 he was a recognised authority on
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foi gimmickry as such made little or no appeal to
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in which he told his stories—with ease, from
personal knowledge, and with the true writer’s
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stayed long enough to convince himself that they
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personal freedom. Returning to London, he was
elected a member of the Royal Geographical
Society. But he soon tired of city life, and sailed
to New Zealand.
His next venture was a small expedition to
Fiji. Armed with a phonograph and recording
devices he decided to record the native songs and
stories of Melanesia. It could have been a
success, since this was probably the first time
anything of a scientific nature had been attempted
in the islands; but his own impatience largely
contributed to its failure.
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hawk-faced, emaciated, with a ragged drooping
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He was not aware that he was suffering from
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He took up residence at the Hotel York, and
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journeys knew where they had come from, but
definitely did not know where they were going. A
case that comes to mind is the rapid change of
one traveller’s destination from Venice to Greece
to Iceland, all in one morning! She has now
settled on an overnight train to Edinburgh as the
start of her tour of Scotland, Ireland and Wales
before going back to South Africa.
It is notable that the cause of these insoluble
traffic problems is due to through-trippers,
recruited by the original member of the “Corner”
a Rhodesian, from the two corners of the earth,
travelling to the other two. Between planning
a night out to Gilbert and Sullivan, and organiz
ing other more ambitious expeditions to the
Downs (in the rain mind you), their contribution

to the section’s activities proved to be exuberant
if not skilful.
In the field of computer card punching the
high rate of performance set by the section
leader was nearly attained, the draughting side
being served by beauty as well as brawn. (No
mention of brains!)
Predicted flows in the direction of the “Green
Man” and the “City Arms” were way under
actual flows; attractions centred around the
flesh pots. A notable exception was the sporting
centres which attracted much attention from
our cricket enthusiast (see last year’s bowling
average), who performed quite well despite thecopious tobacco fumes he inhales with relish.
(Sanctions I guess!)
Indications are that were the section to be
removed to sunnier climes, with beaches un
spoiled by oil, and window ledges unspoiled by
pigeons, no cars (Gadzooks!), there would be
the same pleasant atmosphere, but no work!
Time passes, the traveller must move on—at long
last. They enjoyed it, hope you did.
THE TRAVELLING COMPANION
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Is

A village in a valley
Oh! the world is too much with us
And when I’ve had my share
I pack my bags and make my way
to Ballyrnakildare
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suppose we’ve all got our own private
Ballymakildares; whether it’s a cottage
in the Cotswolds or a caravan on the
shores of Coniston, or a windswept hut in the
wilds of Wester Ross. We’ve all got some personal
Shangri-La to escape to. In my case, it’s a little
village high in the mountains in the north-west
of Spain. There’s nothing to write home about in
the village; it never gets into the travel agents’
glossy brochures; the jet set pass it by on their
way to more sophisticated pleasures. But there’s
the sun, and local red wine at a shilling a litre
(you bring your own bottle and they fill it while
you wait). And most of all, there’s time. “Hay
tiempo” they always say, “there’s time enough,
and to spare”.
Simple village pleasures
So as often as funds allow, we’re up, up, and
away. A Trident from Heathrow to Madrid, the
train from Madrid northward to Leon, and
finally the local bus which ambles contentedly
up the valley once a day. Well there’s so much
to be done; or so little; it doesn’t really matter
all that much. But there’s always news to be
exchanged, in the houses, or outside on the
verandah sitting in the sun, or in the shops, the
bars. Everywhere, someone is glad to see you
again, and conies over for a chat. “Señor is
looking well, younger than ever; it must be the
good life”. And so it goes on.
But nowhere does the talk run niore freely
than in Alfredo’s, the village barber. Alfredo’s
shop is the undisputed Exchange and Mart of all
village news, gossip, rumour, estiniate and
guestimate. You name it, and you can be sure
that over in Alfredo’s they’ll be discussing it,
with a wealth of nods and winks, and a brown
forefinger laid to an aquiline nose. Now it so
happens that one of my greatest pleasures on
holiday is going for a shave at Alfredo’s; it only
costs ninepence, and for that I have half an
hour’s luxury, often more. Soaping and shaving,
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then soaping and shaving again; then a hot
towel, and a choice of three different aftershave
lotions. And there’s the talk. Alfredo’s shop is
open, give or take half an hour, froni half past
nine in the morning till half past one. Then froni
four o’clock till eight in the evening: all tinies
being very approxiniate. And I used to wander
across the Plaza Mayor about half past twelve
and take my place in the queue. Well one day,
for some reason I can’t recall (or perhaps for no
reason at all), I niissed my morning shave.
No matter, 1 thought, niy beard wasn’t likely
to run away. So some tinie after four o’clock,
I wandered over to Alfredo’s; but the door was
closed and locked; not that there was anything
unusual in that. I strolled around the sunny
square, looking into windows, saying hello to
passers by. Even tried to chat up a couple of
foreign looking birds in niy best Castillian, but
they just went into a fit of giggles and pretended
riot to know what I was on about. You can’t
win everylime.
Anyhow, by flOW it was after half past four,
and I was back at Alfredo’s door. Still no sign
of him, but just as I was turning to go, a passing
neighbour volunteered the inforniation that
Alfredo was in the bar watching futbol on the
telly. Well, that was that; I would no niore have
interrupted hiini than I would have intruded on
a nun at a novenna. In any case, there was a
boy mending a puncture just down one of the
side streets, so I went over and sat down to watch
him. But now it was five o’clock exactly (I know
because the church clock was ringing) and
I was back at Alfredo’s door: it was still locked.
By now the match must surely be over, but no
doubt there was plenty to argue about afterwards.
Just as I was turning to go, however, the door
of the bar across the Plaza swung open and
Alfredo emerged into the brilliant sunlight.
Now, as the Irish say, lie was “not drunk, but
having drink taken”, and he started across the
square with the high-stepping gait of a fox after
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a successful visit to a lien house. Halfway across,
lie spied me, stopped, beamed from ear to ear,
flung his arms above his head and announced to
all the world “Rule Britannia: Queen Victoria
very fine nian”. Very much taken aback, but
realising instinctively that sonic reciprocal gesture
was called for, I drew myself up, bowed stiffly
from the waist, Prussian fashion, and answered
loud and clear, “Viva España, General Franco,
top of the pops’S. Alfredo bounded over to nie,
enibraced me like a long lost brother, slapped
me on the back, told nie I was a niuy buen
honibre, and escorted rue to the shop. Arrived
at the door, he produced an enornious bunch of
keys and turned his attention to the lock. But lie
seenied to be having difficulty in finding the
right key (though I was frankly niore than
surprised that lie had found the right door).
Eventually, he got the door open, and ushered
me iii with a sweeping gesture; soniewhat marred
when he followed nie, by him tripping over the
doomniat arid catching his forehead a nasty
crack on the washbasin. But lie was on his feet
again in an instant, plumped nie into the chair
with a towel round niy neck, and started sharpen
ing his razor to the tune of Ciehito Lindo in a
rich baritone. And every tinie lie canie to the
bit that goes “Ay, Ay, Ay, Ay” lie stopped and
turned to conduct an invisible synipliony or
chestra with the open razor. By this tinie, I can
tell you niy mouth was dry arid niy palms were
nioist: the situation was downright dodgy.
Then fate took a hand. Aifredo dropped the
razor, and in a flash I had my foot on it, pressing
down with all niy 86 kilos (13 stone 11 lb. if you
must know). Slowly and distinctly, but soniewliat
louder than usual, I explained to Alfredo that
I hadn’t come for a shave that niorriing deli
berately, but I had conic for a haircut in the
afternoon instead. And just to niake sure, lie
got the riiessage, I got hini by the lapels arid said
it again, strength 8 as the Signals used to say.
Alfredo shrugged his shoulders contentedly; he
was quite happy to have a go at anything that
would sit in his chair and stay still. I let him have
a couple of snips with the scissors, declined the
proffered hair cream arid made niy escape into
the sunlight of the Plaza Mayor, unshaven but
Adios
Of course, I should have known better. In
England, five o’clock nieans niiany things, like
tea by the fireside, with the beech logs burning,
hot buttered toast and hioniie-mniade jann. Or fizzy
drinks on the lawn, with the sunlight dappling
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through the trees and the sound of a hedge being
clipped riot far away.
But in Spain, five o’clock means one thing only.
It means a man, tense and drawn in his gorgeous
suit of silver and gold, crossing himself fervently
in the little whitewashed chapel adjoining the
bull ring and commending his soul to the pro
tection of the Saints, It means a blare of trumpets,
and a heavy bunch of keys tossed into the ring
by the President. It means a matador alone
with a bull at the moment of truth. It means
blood and sand. It nieans death in the afternoon.
Just like I said, I should have known better.
It could have been my blood and my death that
afternoon, if Ahfredo hadn’t dropped his razor
when he canie to the bit that goes “Ay, Ay, Ay,
Ày”.

The Swallow
by Patricia Hagan
September comes, the swallows go,
And there’s sadness in our hearts,
For Summer’s over when we know
Their journey southward starts,
At first, the sun seems just as bright
Shining on the lawn,
But cold winds whisper in the night,
And niists come with the dawn.
The apples lying in the grass
Were touched by wind’s light nod,
Swaying the purple michiaelnias
And bee-stung golden rod.
The little swallow was so wise
Not to hesitate,
He knows by instinct when he flies
October is too late.
A still, a hush, hangs on the air,
The leaves drop one by one,
Arid suddenly the trees are bare,
And Winter has begun.

Is

A village in a valley
Oh! the world is too much with us
And when I’ve had my share
I pack my bags and make my way
to Ballyrnakildare
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suppose we’ve all got our own private
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wilds of Wester Ross. We’ve all got some personal
Shangri-La to escape to. In my case, it’s a little
village high in the mountains in the north-west
of Spain. There’s nothing to write home about in
the village; it never gets into the travel agents’
glossy brochures; the jet set pass it by on their
way to more sophisticated pleasures. But there’s
the sun, and local red wine at a shilling a litre
(you bring your own bottle and they fill it while
you wait). And most of all, there’s time. “Hay
tiempo” they always say, “there’s time enough,
and to spare”.
Simple village pleasures
So as often as funds allow, we’re up, up, and
away. A Trident from Heathrow to Madrid, the
train from Madrid northward to Leon, and
finally the local bus which ambles contentedly
up the valley once a day. Well there’s so much
to be done; or so little; it doesn’t really matter
all that much. But there’s always news to be
exchanged, in the houses, or outside on the
verandah sitting in the sun, or in the shops, the
bars. Everywhere, someone is glad to see you
again, and conies over for a chat. “Señor is
looking well, younger than ever; it must be the
good life”. And so it goes on.
But nowhere does the talk run niore freely
than in Alfredo’s, the village barber. Alfredo’s
shop is the undisputed Exchange and Mart of all
village news, gossip, rumour, estiniate and
guestimate. You name it, and you can be sure
that over in Alfredo’s they’ll be discussing it,
with a wealth of nods and winks, and a brown
forefinger laid to an aquiline nose. Now it so
happens that one of my greatest pleasures on
holiday is going for a shave at Alfredo’s; it only
costs ninepence, and for that I have half an
hour’s luxury, often more. Soaping and shaving,
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then soaping and shaving again; then a hot
towel, and a choice of three different aftershave
lotions. And there’s the talk. Alfredo’s shop is
open, give or take half an hour, froni half past
nine in the morning till half past one. Then froni
four o’clock till eight in the evening: all tinies
being very approxiniate. And I used to wander
across the Plaza Mayor about half past twelve
and take my place in the queue. Well one day,
for some reason I can’t recall (or perhaps for no
reason at all), I niissed my morning shave.
No matter, 1 thought, niy beard wasn’t likely
to run away. So some tinie after four o’clock,
I wandered over to Alfredo’s; but the door was
closed and locked; not that there was anything
unusual in that. I strolled around the sunny
square, looking into windows, saying hello to
passers by. Even tried to chat up a couple of
foreign looking birds in niy best Castillian, but
they just went into a fit of giggles and pretended
riot to know what I was on about. You can’t
win everylime.
Anyhow, by flOW it was after half past four,
and I was back at Alfredo’s door. Still no sign
of him, but just as I was turning to go, a passing
neighbour volunteered the inforniation that
Alfredo was in the bar watching futbol on the
telly. Well, that was that; I would no niore have
interrupted hiini than I would have intruded on
a nun at a novenna. In any case, there was a
boy mending a puncture just down one of the
side streets, so I went over and sat down to watch
him. But now it was five o’clock exactly (I know
because the church clock was ringing) and
I was back at Alfredo’s door: it was still locked.
By now the match must surely be over, but no
doubt there was plenty to argue about afterwards.
Just as I was turning to go, however, the door
of the bar across the Plaza swung open and
Alfredo emerged into the brilliant sunlight.
Now, as the Irish say, lie was “not drunk, but
having drink taken”, and he started across the
square with the high-stepping gait of a fox after
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a successful visit to a lien house. Halfway across,
lie spied me, stopped, beamed from ear to ear,
flung his arms above his head and announced to
all the world “Rule Britannia: Queen Victoria
very fine nian”. Very much taken aback, but
realising instinctively that sonic reciprocal gesture
was called for, I drew myself up, bowed stiffly
from the waist, Prussian fashion, and answered
loud and clear, “Viva España, General Franco,
top of the pops’S. Alfredo bounded over to nie,
enibraced me like a long lost brother, slapped
me on the back, told nie I was a niuy buen
honibre, and escorted rue to the shop. Arrived
at the door, he produced an enornious bunch of
keys and turned his attention to the lock. But lie
seenied to be having difficulty in finding the
right key (though I was frankly niore than
surprised that lie had found the right door).
Eventually, he got the door open, and ushered
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when he followed nie, by him tripping over the
doomniat arid catching his forehead a nasty
crack on the washbasin. But lie was on his feet
again in an instant, plumped nie into the chair
with a towel round niy neck, and started sharpen
ing his razor to the tune of Ciehito Lindo in a
rich baritone. And every tinie lie canie to the
bit that goes “Ay, Ay, Ay, Ay” lie stopped and
turned to conduct an invisible synipliony or
chestra with the open razor. By this tinie, I can
tell you niy mouth was dry arid niy palms were
nioist: the situation was downright dodgy.
Then fate took a hand. Aifredo dropped the
razor, and in a flash I had my foot on it, pressing
down with all niy 86 kilos (13 stone 11 lb. if you
must know). Slowly and distinctly, but soniewliat
louder than usual, I explained to Alfredo that
I hadn’t come for a shave that niorriing deli
berately, but I had conic for a haircut in the
afternoon instead. And just to niake sure, lie
got the riiessage, I got hini by the lapels arid said
it again, strength 8 as the Signals used to say.
Alfredo shrugged his shoulders contentedly; he
was quite happy to have a go at anything that
would sit in his chair and stay still. I let him have
a couple of snips with the scissors, declined the
proffered hair cream arid made niy escape into
the sunlight of the Plaza Mayor, unshaven but
Adios
Of course, I should have known better. In
England, five o’clock nieans niiany things, like
tea by the fireside, with the beech logs burning,
hot buttered toast and hioniie-mniade jann. Or fizzy
drinks on the lawn, with the sunlight dappling
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through the trees and the sound of a hedge being
clipped riot far away.
But in Spain, five o’clock means one thing only.
It means a man, tense and drawn in his gorgeous
suit of silver and gold, crossing himself fervently
in the little whitewashed chapel adjoining the
bull ring and commending his soul to the pro
tection of the Saints, It means a blare of trumpets,
and a heavy bunch of keys tossed into the ring
by the President. It means a matador alone
with a bull at the moment of truth. It means
blood and sand. It nieans death in the afternoon.
Just like I said, I should have known better.
It could have been my blood and my death that
afternoon, if Ahfredo hadn’t dropped his razor
when he canie to the bit that goes “Ay, Ay, Ay,
Ày”.

The Swallow
by Patricia Hagan
September comes, the swallows go,
And there’s sadness in our hearts,
For Summer’s over when we know
Their journey southward starts,
At first, the sun seems just as bright
Shining on the lawn,
But cold winds whisper in the night,
And niists come with the dawn.
The apples lying in the grass
Were touched by wind’s light nod,
Swaying the purple michiaelnias
And bee-stung golden rod.
The little swallow was so wise
Not to hesitate,
He knows by instinct when he flies
October is too late.
A still, a hush, hangs on the air,
The leaves drop one by one,
Arid suddenly the trees are bare,
And Winter has begun.
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Sand yachting in Cyprus
by Peter Berry

interest in sand yachting first
arose, some years ago, by wonder
ing what I could do with a vast level
plain and a stiff wind. This combination seemed
to have interesting possibilities and the thought
of a sand yacht, a franie on wheels propelled
by a sail, occurred to me, however time was too
short on that tour to exploit the idea. I did get
as far as measuring the wind speed, by sitting a
colleague on the Land Rover roof and accelera
ting with the wind until he felt no draughts, he
then hammering on the roof for me to read the
speedometer. It was 29 miles an hour I remember
and that seemed to suggest good sport with your
bottom only 6 inches from the ground.
After I first arrived in Cyprus nearly 3 years
ago, I soon found the salt lake, which covered a
good part of Akrotiri Peninsula about 7 miles
west of Lirnassol. I noted with great interest that
its extensive shores were very similar to those
coastal plains in Trucial Oman that I had seen
before and that owing to its exposed position
was subject to stiff sea breezes. With a long tour
ahead this seemed to be the opportunity to
realize my ambitions and build a sand yacht.
It must be admitted, it was useful working on
extension to an existing power station where
there was no end of useful scrap about and the
odd bit of welding to be done if you didn’t do it
too often.
I decided it was going to be designed for the
highest possible speed and that it would have to
be a two seater as I couldn’t see my wife happily
waiting on a windy, desolate salt flat at weekends
while I disappeared into the blue. There seemed
to be an almost complete dearth of information
on the subject. Friends and colleagues here
had all seen some of it on television or the cinema;
I hadn’t, which was most frustrating. I felt,
however, that with my long and expensive
training as an engineer I couldn’t admit to not
being able to design a perfectly good sand
yacht from scratch, but the first difficulty I could
see was that most of the stresses arose from

aerodynamic forces which I could not pretend
to know much about. It gave me some comfort
to suppose that no one could give exactly the
forces on a sail anyway. The first thing seemed
to be that the craft shouldn’t overturn and a three
wheeler with two wheels at the back on a wide
tracked cross frame with the largest deadweight,
myself, sitting in between them seemed the
obvious layout. Scale drawings were made to
determine the body layout and length. As the
occupants were the largest single item causing
wind drag, the seats would be made for the
“semi reclining” position. I was measured up,
slumped in an armchair, my feet on the coffee
table and my silhouette, times two, superimposed
on the drawing. The frame members were
juggled about to fit in with the two shapes. A
reasonable mast height and sail area could now
be determined. I needed a “fast sail’, fully
battened, and from the literature supplied by
various U.K. sail makers, ordered a mainsail of
a Jumpahead class catamaran which cost £30.
Deciding on the track of the back wheels was
rather difficult because as I said, the over-turning
forces from the sail were indeterminate. The
swing of the boom had to be taken into considera
tion too, as it would be, on a run, up against
the two rear mast shrouds, which would be
secured at the extremities of the cross frame.
Eventually for no more reason than it looked
right I made the track 13 feet and this turned
out to be a reasonably good guess.
Tubular steel seemed the obvious material
for the chassis, being very strong and simply
joined by welding. Stewart and Lloyds tube
catalogue eventually arrived and showed how
extraordinarily strong tubes were in compression,
such that the smallest size given was too large
for my use so it was back to the rule of thumb.
Two front wheels of a Ford van were scrounged
for the back wheels but the front wheel, being
steerable, was a much greater problem. I was
given an old motorbike from which I removed
the back wheel and engine and spent hours at the
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board trying to marry in the frame with the front
of the chassis but I was never happy with the
result it being too high and cumbersome. By
great fortune I spotted amongst the slums of
Limassol a derelict mini car which was to serve
me very well.
As is common the world over the price is
inflated for the Englezos (that being the Greek
for us) and so I sent the foreman along who,
after some hard bargaining, bought it for £9 and
this provided me with a neat front wheel, steering
(the track rod extended to eight feet long), a
hydraulic brake on the front wheel and the
trailer. It was somewhat galling to throw the
motorbike away after all the work that had been
put into stripping it down.
The construction occupied many weekends,
over several months of sawing, drilling, filing
and sweating (it was during a Cyprus summer)
and getting the welding done when I could.
During this time I was wondering what I was
going to do for a mast. Obviously a stick of 25 ft.
in the air was going to create a lot of drag unless
well made and to import one was far too ex
pensive. After considering several ideas I was
given two aluminium struts that hold on the
wings of an Auster aircraft, which somebody
had bought, Government surplus, for tent ridge
poles. These, welded together and extended
with a piece of alloy handrailing, were absolutely
ideal for the job, being elliptical and just about
the section of the proper mast for the Jumpahead
sail. I then had a hideously tricky job of forming
and fitting the sail slides, made from aluminium
channel, to the mast and boom, the latter made
from wood.
The mast was designed to swivel so that it
faced into wind and therefore cut down drag.
There were lots of other time consuming jobs
such as making seats, fitting the brake, turning
up pulleys for the halliard, making battens for
the sail, and soon I could see that I would run
into the rains in October when the lake would
rise; so I had to step up the pace, and became
very unpopular at home at weekends. Eventually
the day came when all was ready and we found
ourselves on the flats at Akrotiri with neighbours
and a bottle of Cyprus wine for the launching
ceremony. When she first trundled off in a very
light breeze. I think I felt as much exhilaration
then as I have felt later on doing vastly more
hairy manoeuvres and greater speeds. Although
I wished then for a half gale it was perhaps
providential that the wind allowed me to get used
to the controls and make a few modifications.
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Then the wind dropped. For the next 6 weeks
between Monday and Friday it blew half a gale
just when it was not required and raising my
hopes only to find on Saturday morning there
was hardly a breath. It was quite uncanny not to
say infuriating.
An amusing incident happened during this
period; I was towing the sand yacht down the
main Nicosia road behind the contractor’s
Land Rover at about 45 miles an hour. On
glancing arouid to see that all was well I saw
the sand yacht and trailer proceeding quietly
down the main road at the same speed but about
20 yards behind. I watched in fascination and
mounting horror since the mast projected forward
with a potential destructive power greater than
any mediaeval knight’s lance. To my immense
relief it gracefully left the main road and de
capitated a large clump of bushes, landing
upon its side at the bottom of a bank. Fortunately
the damage was minimal.
Operations recommenced the following year
when the lake had dried up sufficiently. 1 had
also had the belly taken out of the sail to make it
flatter by a sailmaker when I was on leave in the
U.K. This meant that the sail was “faster” and
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by Peter Berry
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the ultimate speed would be higher. We had some
wonderful sport in strong winds, and the sensa
tion of speed was tremendous, very much like
go-karting. I believe the maximum speed achieved
was about 43 rn.p.h. paced by a curious spectator
on a motorbike. The extraordinary cornering and
rnanoeuvreability added to the fun; the limit on
cornering was the wheels breaking away, as
with a 13 foot wheelbase it was impossible to
turn over from cornering!
An alert hand on the main sheet is required to
stop her overturning after going about, just as
with dinghy sailing, and as this is likely to occur
at low speeds the consequences should not be
The main
too serious. Famous last words
difficulty after overturning (which I hasten to
add I haven’t managed to do) is how to drop,
hanging upside down, 6 feet on to the ground.
Odd salt bushes dotted around the flats make
some interesting courses. I have learnt to treat
these with great respect as they retain a hillock
of sand underneath them which can give you a
very severe thump if a back wheel happens to
hit one, particularly as there is no springing.
I am waiting for a really stiff blow to realize
the top speed. I wonder whether I might get
anywhere near the British record which is 59 point
something mph.?
There is a club in U.K. which runs land
yachts on an old aerodronie which apparently
do 70 miles an hour. These are rather special
craft on which the helmsman lies prone looking

through the nose cone of a Canberra bomber—
or so E am told. I should add here that there
appears to be a fine distinction between land
and sand yachts which is determined by the
surface on which they run. Even higher speeds
have been attained by ice yachts running on
blades over frozen lakes where there has been
no snow fall—principally in the northern states
of the U.S.A. and I believe, in Europe. A few
years ago a band of enthusiasts drawn from
England, France and others made a real meal of
sand yachting by racing 2,000 miles across the
Sahara. Owing to the vagaries of this form of
transport the race was backed up by an expedition
following in Land Rovers.
A heated controversy arose on site with the
mechanical R. E’s as to whether it was possible
to sail faster than the wind. I borrowed a book
and swotted up on velocity vectors and proved
conclusively so I thought, that it was possible.
Although we covered the blackboard in the
Conference Room several times they remained
unconvinced. The proof of the pudding though
is the fact that some chaps do 70 mph. and
since a hurricane starts at 75 m.p.h., they were
certainly not out in 70 ni.p.h. winds.
The yacht speed above the wind speed depends
on the efficiency of the craft—particularly the sail
and it is interesting to speculate on what ultimate
speeds could be attained by a highly developed
craft using the latest aerodynamic techniques, I
believe it could well be in excess of 100 m.p.h.

If the Cap Fits
(3’.

Don’t shoot the typist—she’s doing her best!
by

IDA JOBWUNCE

“Take some letters, Miss Smith”
The Man was heard to say.
No matter that it’s time for lunch,
“This post must go today”.
He sat there grinning from ear to ear
That very impatient Engineer.

She worked all day, without a break,
Till back and fingers began to ache.
“Aren’t they ready yet, Miss Smith?” he grumbled
“I’m doing my best”, the lady mumbled,
Wishing she’d chosen a different career.
What an awful, impossible Engineer.

He handed over some scribbled pages
She tried to read, but it took her ages,
Blank spaces here, mis-spellings there
And little arrows everywhere.
“It won’t take you long”, he said, “Don’t fear”.
That very complacent Engineer.

At last came the moment the letters were finished,
Her patience and energy fast diminished.
He smiled with glee and signed his name
Then rushed off ready to catch his train.
“Have a good weekend” he said with cheer,
That now quite amiable Engineer.
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LUNA(R) T(OP)ICS by Z(ODI)AC
is said to have cost the Americans
some £8,000 million to put a man on
the moon and most people would
consider it a great human and scientific achieve
ment. At the same time there must surely be
disappointment that it is such an inhospitable
and uninteresting landscape with neither air,
water, vegetation, people or animals. Civil
engineers are not likely to get many projects
there in the foreseeable future.
The main physical characteristics of the
Moon are that it is an earth satellite orbiting
at a mean speed of 063 miles per second, at a
mean distance of 238,857 miles. its diameter is
27% that of Earth, its volume 2%, its mass
12%, its density 61 %, its surface gravity 16%,
its temperature range 373-193 It is the brightest
object in our sky, but reflects only about 7% of
sunlight falling on it.
The words “month” and “lunatic” are derived
from “moon”. There are several varieties of
month, including the familiar calendar month.
A synodic month is the interval between conse
cutive conjunctions of the Sun and Moon, is
usually called a lunation and has a mean length
of 29 days, 12 hours, 44 minutes, 2.7 seconds
but varies by as much as 13 hours. A sidereal
month is the Moon’s period of revolution
relative to a fixed star and has a mean length
of 27 days, 7 hours, 43 minutes, 11.5 seconds
but varies by up to 7 hours. The number of
sidereal months in a sidereal year is exact/v one
greater than the number of synodic months,
being 13.369 and 12.369 respectively. The
Moslem Calendar uses a lunar month of alter
natively 29 and 30 days as its basis.
Although the actual attractive force of the
Sun is 177.8 times as great as that of the Moon,
because of its greater proximity to the Earth, the
eff’ctii’e attractive force of the Moon is 2.24 times
that of the Sun. It is, therefore, mainly responsible
for the tides, as well as for the precession of the
equinoxes.
.

In the agricultural civilisations of ancient
Chaldea, Egypt, China and India the Moon was
carefully considered in the planting of crops.
Cato (234-149 B.C.) says “Timber is felled most
advantageously when the Moon is in conjunction
with the Sun”. Vergil says “The seventeenth
day after the new Moon is propitious for planting
vines” while Horace comments “Honey apples
picked during a waning Moon preserve a finer
blush”. Plutarch writes “The onion plant grows
green and throws forth shoots during the waning
Moon and on the contrary dries up when the
Moon is increasing”. In his book The Roman
Fariiier and the Moon, Dr. Tavenner says,
“If we seek the underlying thought in the Roman
farmer’s Moon lore, we shall find it exceedingly
simple. It is merely this: whatever you would
have grow or increase, attend to during a waxing
Moon; whatever you wish to dry or cure or
decrease without decay, attend to during a
waning Moon; whatever you would have un
changed attend to during the dark of the Moon”.
In mythology the Moon was personified by the
Greeks as a goddess, Luna and it is always
thought of as feminine and associated with
fertility growth and decay. The Swedish scientist
Svanta Arrhenius statistically verified that the
sidereal lunar month corresponds with the female
menstruation cycle (as the word implies).
In astrology the Moon correlates with a
person’s instinctive response to a life situation
as well as all that is feminine. In a masculine
chart it stands for the mother and later the
girl-friend and then the wife. Physiologically the
functions of the digestive and lymphatic systems,
synovial fluids, stomach, breasts, ovaties, pan
creas and the sympathetic nervous system are
associated with the Moon. Emotional instability
is produced by low blood sugar, suggesting a
pancreas that is not working properly which
suggests to an astrologer oppositions and squares
by other planets to the Moon. In extreme cases
this leads to madness or lunacy,
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Well, the Spring is here and gardeners are sowing and transplanting. Will you take part in an experiment to discover if planting by the moon is
as sensible as I believe it to be? Hereunder are

Mooii Waxing
7 a.m.
6th Feb.
5.45 p.m. 7th Mar.
4.5 p.m.
3 p.m.
2.40 am.

6th Apr.
5th May
4th June

set out the times when flowers and vegetables
should be sown for best results. Will you sow
some seeds in both periods, taking great care
that ground conditions are very similar for both?

Fit?! Moon
8.5 a.m.
21st Feb.
7.15 p.m. 23rd Mar.
4.35 p.m. 21st Apr.
3.20 a.m. 21st May
2 p.m.
19th June

Moon Waning
5.45 p.m. 7th Mar.
4.5 p.m.
6th Apr.
3 p.m.
5th May
2.40 a.m.
3.20 p.m.

4th June
3rd July
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Moon Waning (from 4.35 p.m. 21st)
3.20 p.m.
210p.m.
21st Apr.
—

3.20 p.m.
0.5 a.m.
3.45 a.m.

23rd Apr.
26th Apr.
28th Apr.

6.35 a.,ii.
9.30 a.m.
1.10 p.m.

30th Apr.
2nd May
4th May

—

—

—

—

—

—

0.5 am.
3.45 am.
6.35 am.
9.30 a.m.
1.10 p.m.
6.20 p.m.

Moon Waxing (from 3 p.m. 5th)
6.20 p.m.
2.20 a.m.
6th May
2.20 am.
9th May
120p.m.
—

—

These are geocentric timings of new and full
moons so they may not agree with those in
almanacs and diaries which are probably heliocentric. Flowers and above ground vegetables
should be sown and transplanted on a waxing

moon, root crops and mowing and weeding on a
waning moon.
We will now split up these periods to show
when the moon is in fruitful and unfruitful sighs
(again considered geocentrically):—

G.M.T. (add or subtract for Summer Time
and Times Abroad)
Moon Waxing (from 5.45 p.m. 7th)
5.30 p.m.
8th Mar.
11.30 p.m.
11.30 p.m.
10th Mar.
9.20 a.m.
9.20 a.m.
12th Mar.
9.20 am.
9.20 p.m.
15th Ma,.
10.30 a.nI.
10.30 am.
17th Mar.
10 p.m.
10 p.m.
20th Mar.
10 p.m.
—

—

—

—

—

—

Moon Waning (from 7.15 p.m. 23rd)
10 p.m.
22nd Mar.
7.5 a.m.
7.5 a.,,,.
25th Mar.
3.10 p.m.
3.10 p.m.
27th Mar.
6.55 p.m.
6.55 p.m.
29th Mar.
11.50 p.m.
1 1.50 p.m.
31st Mar.
Midnight
Midnight
3rd Apr.
3.20 pin.
3.20 p.m.
5th Apr.
4.5 am.
—

—

—

—

—

—

—

Moon Waxing (from 4.5 p.m. 6th)
4.5 a.m.
7th Apr.
9.5 a.m.
9.5 am.
9th Apr.
5.30 p.m.
5.30 p.m.
11th Apr.
5.15 a.m.
5.15 am.
14th Apr.
6 p.m.
6 p.m.
16th Apr.
5.30 a.m.
5.30 am.
19th Apr.
2.10 p.m.
—

—

—

—

—

—

Sign

1.20 p.m.
2.15 a.m.
2 p.m.
10.50 p.m.

11th May
14th May
16th May
18th May

—

—

—

—

2.15a.m.
2p.m.
10.50 p.m.
4.10 a.mii.

Moon Waning (from 3.20 a.m. 21st)
4.10 am.
7.10 am.
21st May
7.10 a.m.
23rd May
9.25 am.
9.25 a.m.
25th May
Noon
—

Effect

—

—

10th Mar.
12th Mar.
15th Mar.
17th Mar.
20th Mar.
22nd Mar.

25th Mar.
27th Mar.
29th Mar.
31st Mar.
3rd Apr.
5th Apr.
7th Apr.

9th Apr.
11th Apr.
14th Apr.
16th Apr.
19th Apr.
21st Apr.

Aries
Taurus
Gemini
Cancer
Leo
Virgo

Noon
Unfruitful
Fruitful
V. Unfruitful
V. Fruitful
V. Unfruitful
Fruitful

Libra
Scorpio

Fruitful

Sagittarius
Capricorn

Unfruitful
Fruitful

Aquarius

V. Unfruitful

Pisces
Aries

V. Frui(fit!
Unfruitful

Taurus
Gemini
Cancer
Leo
Virgo
Libra

V. Fruit/i,!

Fruitful
V. Unfruitful
V. Fruit/i,!
V. Unfruitful
Fruitful
Fruitful

3.30 p.m.

27th May
29th May

—

—

3.30 p.m.
8.5 p.m.

23rd Apr.
26th Apr.

Scorpio
Sagittarius

28th Apr.

Capricorn

30th Apr.
2nd May
4th May

A q uari us

V. Fruitful
Unfruitful
Fruitful
V. Unfruitful

Aries

V. Fruitful
Unfruitful

6th May

Tau’us

Fruitful

9th May
11th May
14th May
16th May

Gemini

V. Unfruitful

18th May
21st May

Libra

23rd May
25th May
27th May
29th May
31st May

The most fruitful times for sowing and trans
planting (according to this theory) are in italics
but it would be a useful experiment if some were
sown and transplanted immediately before or
after these in what are said to be very unfruitful
signs for comparison. In case anyone is putting
flowers and vegetables into a show the best time
for looks is when the Moon is in Libra.
A resumé of the most fruitful times for sowing
(i.e. maximum seeds germinating and maximum
number of flowers and vegetables) and trans
planting flowers arid above ground vegetables
this Spring is, therefore:—
16th March, 12th and 13th April, 9th and 10th
May, 19th and 20th May and for root crops:—
7th and 8th March, 25th and 26th March, 3rd and
4th April, 22nd April, 30th April and 1st May,
28th May.
These are all full days; part days can be seen
in the table above. Of all the days given I would
adjudge the maximum fruitfulness for flowers
and above ground vegetables would be 15th

Pisces

V. Fruit/it!

Cancer
Leo

V. Unfruitful
Fruitful

Virgo

Fruitful
V. Fruit/it!

Scorpio

Sagittarius
Capricorn
Aquarius

U nfruitful
Fruitful
V. Unfruitful
V. Fruitful
Unfruitful

Pisces
Aries

and 16th March and for root crops 7th and
8th March. On these dates the Sun as well as the
as the Moon is in a very fruitful sign.
To encourage your experimentation here are
the results of someone else’s in growing tomatoes
in a previous year:—
Procedure
Sown
First Appearance
Time for
Germination
Germination
Transplanted
Bloomed
Height, July 2
Fruit
Yield

Moon iii Cancer Moon in Leo
March 12
March 10
March 21
March 18
187 hours
90%
May 4
June 8
20 inches
August 3
100%

209 hours
64%
May 4
June 22
15 inches
August 14
60

should be very interested to learn of your
results. lf(as is likely) you have done your sowing
before you read this, perhaps you can recall the
“ZAcH” MATTHEWS.
dates.
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Well, the Spring is here and gardeners are sowing and transplanting. Will you take part in an experiment to discover if planting by the moon is
as sensible as I believe it to be? Hereunder are

Mooii Waxing
7 a.m.
6th Feb.
5.45 p.m. 7th Mar.
4.5 p.m.
3 p.m.
2.40 am.

6th Apr.
5th May
4th June

set out the times when flowers and vegetables
should be sown for best results. Will you sow
some seeds in both periods, taking great care
that ground conditions are very similar for both?

Fit?! Moon
8.5 a.m.
21st Feb.
7.15 p.m. 23rd Mar.
4.35 p.m. 21st Apr.
3.20 a.m. 21st May
2 p.m.
19th June

Moon Waning
5.45 p.m. 7th Mar.
4.5 p.m.
6th Apr.
3 p.m.
5th May
2.40 a.m.
3.20 p.m.

4th June
3rd July
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Moon Waning (from 4.35 p.m. 21st)
3.20 p.m.
210p.m.
21st Apr.
—

3.20 p.m.
0.5 a.m.
3.45 a.m.

23rd Apr.
26th Apr.
28th Apr.

6.35 a.,ii.
9.30 a.m.
1.10 p.m.

30th Apr.
2nd May
4th May

—

—

—

—

—

—

0.5 am.
3.45 am.
6.35 am.
9.30 a.m.
1.10 p.m.
6.20 p.m.

Moon Waxing (from 3 p.m. 5th)
6.20 p.m.
2.20 a.m.
6th May
2.20 am.
9th May
120p.m.
—

—

These are geocentric timings of new and full
moons so they may not agree with those in
almanacs and diaries which are probably heliocentric. Flowers and above ground vegetables
should be sown and transplanted on a waxing

moon, root crops and mowing and weeding on a
waning moon.
We will now split up these periods to show
when the moon is in fruitful and unfruitful sighs
(again considered geocentrically):—

G.M.T. (add or subtract for Summer Time
and Times Abroad)
Moon Waxing (from 5.45 p.m. 7th)
5.30 p.m.
8th Mar.
11.30 p.m.
11.30 p.m.
10th Mar.
9.20 a.m.
9.20 a.m.
12th Mar.
9.20 am.
9.20 p.m.
15th Ma,.
10.30 a.nI.
10.30 am.
17th Mar.
10 p.m.
10 p.m.
20th Mar.
10 p.m.
—

—

—

—

—

—

Moon Waning (from 7.15 p.m. 23rd)
10 p.m.
22nd Mar.
7.5 a.m.
7.5 a.,,,.
25th Mar.
3.10 p.m.
3.10 p.m.
27th Mar.
6.55 p.m.
6.55 p.m.
29th Mar.
11.50 p.m.
1 1.50 p.m.
31st Mar.
Midnight
Midnight
3rd Apr.
3.20 pin.
3.20 p.m.
5th Apr.
4.5 am.
—

—

—

—

—

—

—

Moon Waxing (from 4.5 p.m. 6th)
4.5 a.m.
7th Apr.
9.5 a.m.
9.5 am.
9th Apr.
5.30 p.m.
5.30 p.m.
11th Apr.
5.15 a.m.
5.15 am.
14th Apr.
6 p.m.
6 p.m.
16th Apr.
5.30 a.m.
5.30 am.
19th Apr.
2.10 p.m.
—

—

—

—

—

—

Sign

1.20 p.m.
2.15 a.m.
2 p.m.
10.50 p.m.

11th May
14th May
16th May
18th May

—

—

—

—

2.15a.m.
2p.m.
10.50 p.m.
4.10 a.mii.

Moon Waning (from 3.20 a.m. 21st)
4.10 am.
7.10 am.
21st May
7.10 a.m.
23rd May
9.25 am.
9.25 a.m.
25th May
Noon
—

Effect

—

—

10th Mar.
12th Mar.
15th Mar.
17th Mar.
20th Mar.
22nd Mar.

25th Mar.
27th Mar.
29th Mar.
31st Mar.
3rd Apr.
5th Apr.
7th Apr.

9th Apr.
11th Apr.
14th Apr.
16th Apr.
19th Apr.
21st Apr.

Aries
Taurus
Gemini
Cancer
Leo
Virgo

Noon
Unfruitful
Fruitful
V. Unfruitful
V. Fruitful
V. Unfruitful
Fruitful

Libra
Scorpio

Fruitful

Sagittarius
Capricorn

Unfruitful
Fruitful

Aquarius

V. Unfruitful

Pisces
Aries

V. Frui(fit!
Unfruitful

Taurus
Gemini
Cancer
Leo
Virgo
Libra

V. Fruit/i,!

Fruitful
V. Unfruitful
V. Fruit/i,!
V. Unfruitful
Fruitful
Fruitful

3.30 p.m.

27th May
29th May

—

—

3.30 p.m.
8.5 p.m.

23rd Apr.
26th Apr.

Scorpio
Sagittarius

28th Apr.

Capricorn

30th Apr.
2nd May
4th May

A q uari us

V. Fruitful
Unfruitful
Fruitful
V. Unfruitful

Aries

V. Fruitful
Unfruitful

6th May

Tau’us

Fruitful

9th May
11th May
14th May
16th May

Gemini

V. Unfruitful

18th May
21st May

Libra

23rd May
25th May
27th May
29th May
31st May

The most fruitful times for sowing and trans
planting (according to this theory) are in italics
but it would be a useful experiment if some were
sown and transplanted immediately before or
after these in what are said to be very unfruitful
signs for comparison. In case anyone is putting
flowers and vegetables into a show the best time
for looks is when the Moon is in Libra.
A resumé of the most fruitful times for sowing
(i.e. maximum seeds germinating and maximum
number of flowers and vegetables) and trans
planting flowers arid above ground vegetables
this Spring is, therefore:—
16th March, 12th and 13th April, 9th and 10th
May, 19th and 20th May and for root crops:—
7th and 8th March, 25th and 26th March, 3rd and
4th April, 22nd April, 30th April and 1st May,
28th May.
These are all full days; part days can be seen
in the table above. Of all the days given I would
adjudge the maximum fruitfulness for flowers
and above ground vegetables would be 15th

Pisces

V. Fruit/it!

Cancer
Leo

V. Unfruitful
Fruitful

Virgo

Fruitful
V. Fruit/it!

Scorpio

Sagittarius
Capricorn
Aquarius

U nfruitful
Fruitful
V. Unfruitful
V. Fruitful
Unfruitful

Pisces
Aries

and 16th March and for root crops 7th and
8th March. On these dates the Sun as well as the
as the Moon is in a very fruitful sign.
To encourage your experimentation here are
the results of someone else’s in growing tomatoes
in a previous year:—
Procedure
Sown
First Appearance
Time for
Germination
Germination
Transplanted
Bloomed
Height, July 2
Fruit
Yield

Moon iii Cancer Moon in Leo
March 12
March 10
March 21
March 18
187 hours
90%
May 4
June 8
20 inches
August 3
100%

209 hours
64%
May 4
June 22
15 inches
August 14
60

should be very interested to learn of your
results. lf(as is likely) you have done your sowing
before you read this, perhaps you can recall the
“ZAcH” MATTHEWS.
dates.
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Wings and Weather
“The bird is on the wing, but that’s absurd
Surely it’s the wing that’s on the bird”

Qf the

bird is a glider this can be a
practical dilenima as you look at the
pieces lying on the grass—two wings,
a fuselage and rudder, a tailplane—like a model
which some schoolboy giant has taken out of an
oversize cardboard box.
When others talk of clinibing, water-skiing or
of cricket and golf, a person who has no hope of
competing successfully in these sports, can
obtain a raised eyebrow and a brief hearing by
the word “gliding”. The hearers tend to think of
frail contraptions, probably made of bamboo
and oiled silk, which drift across the sky without
sound or effort and also without control. The
nearest reality to this was the German pilot who
soared 80 miles along the Baltic sand dunes on
what looked like a winged broomstick many
years ago.
Effort is the key word—and an attraction for
pilots who fly without engines. First a mental
effort to get up early and to disregard the dark
low clouds, ground haze and strong breeze.
A drive to the airfield to find hangar doors shut
and clattering in the wind. Prospective flyers
collect in the clubhouse, passing the tinie over
coffee or beer. Showers of snow or torrential
rain can be seen through the steamy windows.
An effort to believe is called for—that it’s worth
waiting, that such weath& can’t last, that the
forecast is good. Effort again when the weather
breaks—mental first, to manoeuvre gliders and
tug aircraft out of the hangar. To do this is
something like a crossword puzzle; perhaps
more like a game of chess, for every move has a
possible counter-move. However intelligently
the aircraft are stowed, someone else with a more
powerful mind always shows up to explain how,
if some clot had only put the tail of this under
the wing of that, another two aircraft would
have fitted in the hangar.
What about the actual gliding? But we are not
there yet—more effort needed. Anyone good at

by Christopliei’ I(iicllys

cranking a truck or starting a tractor? And the
tug-aircraft needs refuelling—well, the bowser’s
empty. Two or three fit blokes needed to push
the bowser uphill to the petrol pumps—then
re-fuel the tug, an exercise that would do well as
training for the Boat Race.
Meanwhile a series of mystical rites is cele
brated—the Daily Inspections. Everything in
sight is D.I’d—gliders (under Board of Trade
rules), tug-aircraft, winches, trucks, parachutes,
cables. The new member or visitor looks over a
shoulder at the glider’s Dl. log-book and
wishes he hadn’t—a story of cracks, patches,
torn plywood, unserviceable instruments. Even
worse though to actually help and to see by what
small pins and nuts some dreamer hopes the
wings and tail will stay on when the glider is
pulled out of a spin or loops at 100 knots.
Anything more wrong this time? Controls and
instruments checked, cable-runs and hinges, all
surfaces. A crack starting at the corner of an
air-brake box; with a pencil mark the end of the
crack and the date—it’s probably only the paint.
D.I.s finished, tugs and trucks working, then
off to the launch point, pulling the gliders by
hand or towing at a steady 2 m.p.h.—more
healthy effort, rather like pushing a rowing boat
around on dry land. Eventually the first launch
is ready, instructor and pupil harnessed in
parachutes and seat straps, take-off checks
complete—signals—someone holds a wingtip
until the glider picks up speed and takes to the
air.
A word here about what a glider is. So back
to the pieces on the grass. An impromptu rigging
crew had taken theni out of a covered trailer
and soon they are transformed from niere pieces
into a real aircraft resting on main wheel, wingtip
and tailskid. The simplest gliders do indeed
remind one of Bhèriot because they are just
* All sailplanes
are gliders. Nowadays niost gliders
are sailplanes, designed to soar.

3

Photo by courtesy
of Flight.

wings and tail held together by an open frame
work. The pilot sits on the keel. This kind of
glider is strong enough for training and used by
school Cadet Forces. It will go up and it conies
down, but it doesnt stay up. Clubs, since 1945,
have used two-seat trainers, and sonie trainers
now have a better performance than the competi
tion sailplanes of 15 years ago. British gliders
are still niade of wood covered in plywood and
fabric. The Germans go in for steel-tube fuselage
structures for the simpler aircraft, covered in
fabric. Sonie sailplanes are of metal throughout
with stressed-skin surfaces. And for those who
can afford £3,000 there is the Swiss “Diamant”
made entirely of fibre glass, wing spars and all.
Most sailplanes have enclosed seating, but earlier
types were usually open, which was more fun
for the pilot but made for inefficient aerodynamics
and distractions in training. The controls and
instrunients are mostly the same as in a small
powered aircraft. Extra are variometers to show
accurately whether the aircraft is rising or
descending and powerful airbrakes—one thing

that gliders have in coninion with jet aircraft—
also a yellow knob to release the towing cable.
The aircraft is usually stressed for positive
G (gravity) forces only, that is forces acting
downwards through the centre of gravity.
Normal flying limits niay be up to 4G, with
limiting speeds up to 120 knots in smooth air.
A BEA captain about to take off on a bunipy
summer’s day to denionstrate glider aerobatics,
explained the difference between “smooth” air
and “rough”. The air is deemed “smooth” unless
the aircraft hits a “British Standard gust”. And
what is that? That is a gust which causes the
strapped-in pilot to rise from his seat—lie would
then use airbrakes to slow down to the rough
air safety limit of 80 knots or so.
Now for flying. Who flies? As passengers,
anyone at all, liniited only by weight restrictions
(upwards—bantamweights can take
metal
ballast). During an open-day in 1969 the age of
a club’s passengers varied from 2 to 80. Solo
pilots must be over 16 and a club may be re
luctant to let new members fly solo if they are
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Wings and Weather
“The bird is on the wing, but that’s absurd
Surely it’s the wing that’s on the bird”

Qf the

bird is a glider this can be a
practical dilenima as you look at the
pieces lying on the grass—two wings,
a fuselage and rudder, a tailplane—like a model
which some schoolboy giant has taken out of an
oversize cardboard box.
When others talk of clinibing, water-skiing or
of cricket and golf, a person who has no hope of
competing successfully in these sports, can
obtain a raised eyebrow and a brief hearing by
the word “gliding”. The hearers tend to think of
frail contraptions, probably made of bamboo
and oiled silk, which drift across the sky without
sound or effort and also without control. The
nearest reality to this was the German pilot who
soared 80 miles along the Baltic sand dunes on
what looked like a winged broomstick many
years ago.
Effort is the key word—and an attraction for
pilots who fly without engines. First a mental
effort to get up early and to disregard the dark
low clouds, ground haze and strong breeze.
A drive to the airfield to find hangar doors shut
and clattering in the wind. Prospective flyers
collect in the clubhouse, passing the tinie over
coffee or beer. Showers of snow or torrential
rain can be seen through the steamy windows.
An effort to believe is called for—that it’s worth
waiting, that such weath& can’t last, that the
forecast is good. Effort again when the weather
breaks—mental first, to manoeuvre gliders and
tug aircraft out of the hangar. To do this is
something like a crossword puzzle; perhaps
more like a game of chess, for every move has a
possible counter-move. However intelligently
the aircraft are stowed, someone else with a more
powerful mind always shows up to explain how,
if some clot had only put the tail of this under
the wing of that, another two aircraft would
have fitted in the hangar.
What about the actual gliding? But we are not
there yet—more effort needed. Anyone good at

by Christopliei’ I(iicllys

cranking a truck or starting a tractor? And the
tug-aircraft needs refuelling—well, the bowser’s
empty. Two or three fit blokes needed to push
the bowser uphill to the petrol pumps—then
re-fuel the tug, an exercise that would do well as
training for the Boat Race.
Meanwhile a series of mystical rites is cele
brated—the Daily Inspections. Everything in
sight is D.I’d—gliders (under Board of Trade
rules), tug-aircraft, winches, trucks, parachutes,
cables. The new member or visitor looks over a
shoulder at the glider’s Dl. log-book and
wishes he hadn’t—a story of cracks, patches,
torn plywood, unserviceable instruments. Even
worse though to actually help and to see by what
small pins and nuts some dreamer hopes the
wings and tail will stay on when the glider is
pulled out of a spin or loops at 100 knots.
Anything more wrong this time? Controls and
instruments checked, cable-runs and hinges, all
surfaces. A crack starting at the corner of an
air-brake box; with a pencil mark the end of the
crack and the date—it’s probably only the paint.
D.I.s finished, tugs and trucks working, then
off to the launch point, pulling the gliders by
hand or towing at a steady 2 m.p.h.—more
healthy effort, rather like pushing a rowing boat
around on dry land. Eventually the first launch
is ready, instructor and pupil harnessed in
parachutes and seat straps, take-off checks
complete—signals—someone holds a wingtip
until the glider picks up speed and takes to the
air.
A word here about what a glider is. So back
to the pieces on the grass. An impromptu rigging
crew had taken theni out of a covered trailer
and soon they are transformed from niere pieces
into a real aircraft resting on main wheel, wingtip
and tailskid. The simplest gliders do indeed
remind one of Bhèriot because they are just
* All sailplanes
are gliders. Nowadays niost gliders
are sailplanes, designed to soar.

3

Photo by courtesy
of Flight.

wings and tail held together by an open frame
work. The pilot sits on the keel. This kind of
glider is strong enough for training and used by
school Cadet Forces. It will go up and it conies
down, but it doesnt stay up. Clubs, since 1945,
have used two-seat trainers, and sonie trainers
now have a better performance than the competi
tion sailplanes of 15 years ago. British gliders
are still niade of wood covered in plywood and
fabric. The Germans go in for steel-tube fuselage
structures for the simpler aircraft, covered in
fabric. Sonie sailplanes are of metal throughout
with stressed-skin surfaces. And for those who
can afford £3,000 there is the Swiss “Diamant”
made entirely of fibre glass, wing spars and all.
Most sailplanes have enclosed seating, but earlier
types were usually open, which was more fun
for the pilot but made for inefficient aerodynamics
and distractions in training. The controls and
instrunients are mostly the same as in a small
powered aircraft. Extra are variometers to show
accurately whether the aircraft is rising or
descending and powerful airbrakes—one thing

that gliders have in coninion with jet aircraft—
also a yellow knob to release the towing cable.
The aircraft is usually stressed for positive
G (gravity) forces only, that is forces acting
downwards through the centre of gravity.
Normal flying limits niay be up to 4G, with
limiting speeds up to 120 knots in smooth air.
A BEA captain about to take off on a bunipy
summer’s day to denionstrate glider aerobatics,
explained the difference between “smooth” air
and “rough”. The air is deemed “smooth” unless
the aircraft hits a “British Standard gust”. And
what is that? That is a gust which causes the
strapped-in pilot to rise from his seat—lie would
then use airbrakes to slow down to the rough
air safety limit of 80 knots or so.
Now for flying. Who flies? As passengers,
anyone at all, liniited only by weight restrictions
(upwards—bantamweights can take
metal
ballast). During an open-day in 1969 the age of
a club’s passengers varied from 2 to 80. Solo
pilots must be over 16 and a club may be re
luctant to let new members fly solo if they are
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much over 70. But you may find schoolgirls,
fighter pilots and middle-aged farmers all taking
turns to fly the same club glider.
And how do they fly? There are three approved
ways of getting into the air. Unusual now is a
rubber catapult, stretched by a team of helpers.
The two common ways are to launch the glider
using a stationary winch or to fly a powered
aircraft as a tug. A fourth way is to let the wind
blow the glider into the air. This way is un
approved, and tends to happen only when the
glider is pilotless and on a day when it should
have been left in the hangar.
The winch launches the glider like a kite.
A truck first tows out the cable across the
airfield. The cable is fastened on to the aircraft.
Helpers signal to the winch by signal-bat or
aldis light. But what about take off checks?
“CB SIT CB”—controls, ballast, straps (if it’s a
two seater, “your straps, my straps”), instriunents
(altimeter to zero, variometer battery switched
on), tailplane trill, set, cockpit canopy secured,
brakes working and locked (the air-brakes in
the wings have a geometric lock to prevent the
airflow sucking them open). On a winch launch
the aircraft quickly speeds up and is in the air in
thirty yards or less. Fly level up to 50 feet then
back on the control stick. The ground disappears,
so keep straight by aiming at a cloud. Dip a wing
to counteract crosswind. Up and up with no
noise but wind and grating from the cable.
At the top of the launch, as the winch-driver
slows his engine the glider levels off. Nose down
to remove cable tension then release. Height
could be up to 1,500 ft. above the ground if the
airfield is wide, and in a strong breeze. Perhaps
as at Dunkeswell in Devon, the ground is 1,000 ft.
above sea level. There the sailplane pilot leaves
the launch high enough to see clearly both
Torbay and the Bristol Channel.
A romantic pilot may be reminded of Manley
Hopkins’”... dapple-dawn-drawn Falcon,
in his riding of the rolling level underneath
him steady air
The cable often breaks—drill for the pilot “nose
down, release, think “—high enough for a 360
turn? S-turns? Or room to land straight ahead?
Then find the cable ends, untangle the cable and
make good with a reef knot and insulating tape.
Launching with a powered aircraft is less
exciting but causes more stress to the pupil
pilot. A 60 ft. rope cable connects glider to tug.
The glider pilot sets his eyes on the tail-fin of
the tug and tries to keep the top of the fin at
eye-level. He is unconcerned whether glider and
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tug are flying, which way they’re going or even
which way up—just keep in line. And he has
to realise if the tug suddenly drops thirty feet
and turns away left, that it’s himself, he’s turned
right and risen. He tries to come down, speed
increases and a bow appears in the cable. Nose
up to slow down, the cable jerks taut, and the
glider porpoises like a dinghy in a choppy sea.
All this makes for more tension, and the tenser
the pupil’s hand on the control stick the more
the glider tosses about. At last 2,000 ft. shows
on the “clock” and the tug dips its wings as a
signal for the glider pilot to release.
A sailplane in free flight is always descending
through the air. It stays up or climbs higher by
flying through air that is rising faster than the
sailplane’s own rate of descent. A wind blowing
up a slope will keep up the sailplane indefinitely.
(They’ve dropped the international endurance
record now as the last winner had to be carted
off to hospital after over two days soaring).
A standing wave sometimes appears in the lee
of a hill and the sailplane can be carried quickly
to great heights. The world record is about
40,000 ft. in the Rockies. In Scotland 20,000 ft.
is common. But a British height record of about
28,000 ft. was achieved by Derek Pigott flying
in a thunder cloud over his base at Lasham in
Hampshire. And it is thermal currents which
cause cumulus and thunder clouds, thermal
currents which tile sailplane pilot uses most
widely to gain and keep height when he (or she)
is flying across country. Instructors such as
Derek Pigott are said to see thermals. Some say
that thermals are square in cross-section. Many
beginners disbelieve in them altogether. Still,
the hopeful pilot may be towed beneath a likely
cloud and find himself in a thermal on releasing.
Or he may steer towards, say, black tarmac,
cornfields, or other surfaces that the, sun will
heat more quickly than what surrouiids them.
Or he may look for seagulls. Though this can
happen—”We’re going up faster than the
seagulls, now they’ll join us”, and they did.
The cross-country pilot may declare a goal; he
will certainly set a course and keep to it. Lack
of thermals is what will bring failure, and in
Great Britain thermals are active only between
10 am. and 4 p.m. in the summer. Which is
why no-one had flown a 300 km. triangle here
until Dr. Brennig James managed it in his
“Diamant”, which has a cross country speed of
about 80 knots. Even then he was reputed to
have flown the third leg of his course in the
rising air from factory chimneys.
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More visible than thermals, because they’re
shown on maps, are obstacles known as
“airways”. Long box-section tunnels coloured
green, amber and red, they are suspended in the
sky, supported at one or both ends by “control
zones” (interesting structural problem for an
engineer?). Anyway in Instrument Flight Condi
tions strict ground control is kept on who flies
in the “airway”, and the sailplane pilot has to
keep out—a nuisance if the bottom of the
“airway” is only 2,000 ft. or so and passes near
the pilot’s route. In Visual Flight Conditions
anyone may fly in the “airway” and glider
pilots sometimes tell of Boeings flying beneath
them at 3,000 ft.—while Boeing captains explain
that a Boeing is bigger, so keep out of its way.
The gliding club has an answer to this one,
No matter that the Boeing captain may take
150 passengers 4,000 miles at 500 knots; unless
he has the right number of gliding hours he may
not take even one passenger 4 miles at 50 knots
in a club glider.
The pupil pilot, whether flying dual or solo,
will stay within reach of his airfield. When he
comes to land he plans a circuit of the airfield.
Must be basically right, no second time for a

glider. Then landing checks—speed increased,
trim re-set, careful look-out. A final turn on to
the landing path at about 400 ft., airbrakes out
to control descent, and down comes the glider
like a lift. Flatten out at grass-top level, stick
back, and touch down on wheel and tail-skid.
If the aircraft has a wheel-brake too, the landing
run can be controlled to stop it within a few feet
of the launching point.
The pilot’s effort becomes physical again.
Pushing gIiders signalling, pulling cables. He
may take a turn, if he’s qualified, at driving the
winch or flying the tug-aircraft.
Eyebrows may now be raised, and an im
pression given, successful but false, that gliding
has something in common with the North face
of the Eiger. 1t is less risky than cycling—if
perhaps more than dinghy sailing. But club
standards are severe. The British Gliding Associa
tion ensure this, so that members die, when they
do, of natural causes and without the lament,
“too late, too low and too slow” ,
Gliding itself is expensive—30/- for an aero-tow,
20/- per hour’s soaring. But the fresh air is free.
*The Editors hope that this will never be a lament for
‘Pontifact’ either.

‘Fieldwork’
by courtesy of’ “The (‘bartered Surveyor”

1 am indebted to the Surrey Advertiser for my
next item, and print, for your amusement,
extracts from a report it carried last November.
A request by a public health inspector for a
farmer to provide portable lavatories for his
workers in the fields has staggered Surrey farmers.
Tile farmer, in Godalming, received a visit
from a public health inspector who was checking
on requirements under the Agricultural (Safety,
Health and Welfare Provisions) Act 1956. This
would normally be expected to apply to the farmyards and buildings where the men work per
manently. The crunch came when the inspector
explained that facilities for men working in the
fields are necessary.
The farmer at this point explained that the
estate, which includes woodland, comprises 600
acres, and was divided in two by a river over
which there were no bridges. Although the total
staff working in the fields amounted to four

tractor drivers and one old age pensioner, it would
need 40 to 50 lavatories to meet the requirements.
The inspector then suggested portable Elsan
lavatories carried out to the fields. As the whole
matter was so impracticable and unnecessary for
land which provided plenty of natural shelter, the
subject was viewed with both incredulity and
hilarious laughter by all who heard about it—set
aside as the funny story of the year. It was the
following week when the inspector called again
to inquire what progress had been made that
it dawned on the farmer that he was deadly
serious.
This time he suggested that each tractor should
carry a portable lavatory so that the drivers could
erect them in whichever field they happened to
be working.
The chief public health inspector for the rural
council later said he thought there had been “a

28

much over 70. But you may find schoolgirls,
fighter pilots and middle-aged farmers all taking
turns to fly the same club glider.
And how do they fly? There are three approved
ways of getting into the air. Unusual now is a
rubber catapult, stretched by a team of helpers.
The two common ways are to launch the glider
using a stationary winch or to fly a powered
aircraft as a tug. A fourth way is to let the wind
blow the glider into the air. This way is un
approved, and tends to happen only when the
glider is pilotless and on a day when it should
have been left in the hangar.
The winch launches the glider like a kite.
A truck first tows out the cable across the
airfield. The cable is fastened on to the aircraft.
Helpers signal to the winch by signal-bat or
aldis light. But what about take off checks?
“CB SIT CB”—controls, ballast, straps (if it’s a
two seater, “your straps, my straps”), instriunents
(altimeter to zero, variometer battery switched
on), tailplane trill, set, cockpit canopy secured,
brakes working and locked (the air-brakes in
the wings have a geometric lock to prevent the
airflow sucking them open). On a winch launch
the aircraft quickly speeds up and is in the air in
thirty yards or less. Fly level up to 50 feet then
back on the control stick. The ground disappears,
so keep straight by aiming at a cloud. Dip a wing
to counteract crosswind. Up and up with no
noise but wind and grating from the cable.
At the top of the launch, as the winch-driver
slows his engine the glider levels off. Nose down
to remove cable tension then release. Height
could be up to 1,500 ft. above the ground if the
airfield is wide, and in a strong breeze. Perhaps
as at Dunkeswell in Devon, the ground is 1,000 ft.
above sea level. There the sailplane pilot leaves
the launch high enough to see clearly both
Torbay and the Bristol Channel.
A romantic pilot may be reminded of Manley
Hopkins’”... dapple-dawn-drawn Falcon,
in his riding of the rolling level underneath
him steady air
The cable often breaks—drill for the pilot “nose
down, release, think “—high enough for a 360
turn? S-turns? Or room to land straight ahead?
Then find the cable ends, untangle the cable and
make good with a reef knot and insulating tape.
Launching with a powered aircraft is less
exciting but causes more stress to the pupil
pilot. A 60 ft. rope cable connects glider to tug.
The glider pilot sets his eyes on the tail-fin of
the tug and tries to keep the top of the fin at
eye-level. He is unconcerned whether glider and
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tug are flying, which way they’re going or even
which way up—just keep in line. And he has
to realise if the tug suddenly drops thirty feet
and turns away left, that it’s himself, he’s turned
right and risen. He tries to come down, speed
increases and a bow appears in the cable. Nose
up to slow down, the cable jerks taut, and the
glider porpoises like a dinghy in a choppy sea.
All this makes for more tension, and the tenser
the pupil’s hand on the control stick the more
the glider tosses about. At last 2,000 ft. shows
on the “clock” and the tug dips its wings as a
signal for the glider pilot to release.
A sailplane in free flight is always descending
through the air. It stays up or climbs higher by
flying through air that is rising faster than the
sailplane’s own rate of descent. A wind blowing
up a slope will keep up the sailplane indefinitely.
(They’ve dropped the international endurance
record now as the last winner had to be carted
off to hospital after over two days soaring).
A standing wave sometimes appears in the lee
of a hill and the sailplane can be carried quickly
to great heights. The world record is about
40,000 ft. in the Rockies. In Scotland 20,000 ft.
is common. But a British height record of about
28,000 ft. was achieved by Derek Pigott flying
in a thunder cloud over his base at Lasham in
Hampshire. And it is thermal currents which
cause cumulus and thunder clouds, thermal
currents which tile sailplane pilot uses most
widely to gain and keep height when he (or she)
is flying across country. Instructors such as
Derek Pigott are said to see thermals. Some say
that thermals are square in cross-section. Many
beginners disbelieve in them altogether. Still,
the hopeful pilot may be towed beneath a likely
cloud and find himself in a thermal on releasing.
Or he may steer towards, say, black tarmac,
cornfields, or other surfaces that the, sun will
heat more quickly than what surrouiids them.
Or he may look for seagulls. Though this can
happen—”We’re going up faster than the
seagulls, now they’ll join us”, and they did.
The cross-country pilot may declare a goal; he
will certainly set a course and keep to it. Lack
of thermals is what will bring failure, and in
Great Britain thermals are active only between
10 am. and 4 p.m. in the summer. Which is
why no-one had flown a 300 km. triangle here
until Dr. Brennig James managed it in his
“Diamant”, which has a cross country speed of
about 80 knots. Even then he was reputed to
have flown the third leg of his course in the
rising air from factory chimneys.
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More visible than thermals, because they’re
shown on maps, are obstacles known as
“airways”. Long box-section tunnels coloured
green, amber and red, they are suspended in the
sky, supported at one or both ends by “control
zones” (interesting structural problem for an
engineer?). Anyway in Instrument Flight Condi
tions strict ground control is kept on who flies
in the “airway”, and the sailplane pilot has to
keep out—a nuisance if the bottom of the
“airway” is only 2,000 ft. or so and passes near
the pilot’s route. In Visual Flight Conditions
anyone may fly in the “airway” and glider
pilots sometimes tell of Boeings flying beneath
them at 3,000 ft.—while Boeing captains explain
that a Boeing is bigger, so keep out of its way.
The gliding club has an answer to this one,
No matter that the Boeing captain may take
150 passengers 4,000 miles at 500 knots; unless
he has the right number of gliding hours he may
not take even one passenger 4 miles at 50 knots
in a club glider.
The pupil pilot, whether flying dual or solo,
will stay within reach of his airfield. When he
comes to land he plans a circuit of the airfield.
Must be basically right, no second time for a

glider. Then landing checks—speed increased,
trim re-set, careful look-out. A final turn on to
the landing path at about 400 ft., airbrakes out
to control descent, and down comes the glider
like a lift. Flatten out at grass-top level, stick
back, and touch down on wheel and tail-skid.
If the aircraft has a wheel-brake too, the landing
run can be controlled to stop it within a few feet
of the launching point.
The pilot’s effort becomes physical again.
Pushing gIiders signalling, pulling cables. He
may take a turn, if he’s qualified, at driving the
winch or flying the tug-aircraft.
Eyebrows may now be raised, and an im
pression given, successful but false, that gliding
has something in common with the North face
of the Eiger. 1t is less risky than cycling—if
perhaps more than dinghy sailing. But club
standards are severe. The British Gliding Associa
tion ensure this, so that members die, when they
do, of natural causes and without the lament,
“too late, too low and too slow” ,
Gliding itself is expensive—30/- for an aero-tow,
20/- per hour’s soaring. But the fresh air is free.
*The Editors hope that this will never be a lament for
‘Pontifact’ either.

‘Fieldwork’
by courtesy of’ “The (‘bartered Surveyor”

1 am indebted to the Surrey Advertiser for my
next item, and print, for your amusement,
extracts from a report it carried last November.
A request by a public health inspector for a
farmer to provide portable lavatories for his
workers in the fields has staggered Surrey farmers.
Tile farmer, in Godalming, received a visit
from a public health inspector who was checking
on requirements under the Agricultural (Safety,
Health and Welfare Provisions) Act 1956. This
would normally be expected to apply to the farmyards and buildings where the men work per
manently. The crunch came when the inspector
explained that facilities for men working in the
fields are necessary.
The farmer at this point explained that the
estate, which includes woodland, comprises 600
acres, and was divided in two by a river over
which there were no bridges. Although the total
staff working in the fields amounted to four

tractor drivers and one old age pensioner, it would
need 40 to 50 lavatories to meet the requirements.
The inspector then suggested portable Elsan
lavatories carried out to the fields. As the whole
matter was so impracticable and unnecessary for
land which provided plenty of natural shelter, the
subject was viewed with both incredulity and
hilarious laughter by all who heard about it—set
aside as the funny story of the year. It was the
following week when the inspector called again
to inquire what progress had been made that
it dawned on the farmer that he was deadly
serious.
This time he suggested that each tractor should
carry a portable lavatory so that the drivers could
erect them in whichever field they happened to
be working.
The chief public health inspector for the rural
council later said he thought there had been “a
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Pontiscoop—a new series
following was found as a draft by the
Brunei sub-Editor in a roll of drawings
sent from the London office. The present
Editors deny any previous knowledge of the
draft. As the job number on the drawings was
4837 this is not entirely surprising. The author
is believed to have been an A.R.E. in what was
then the Nyasaland Partnership.
*

*

*

After hearing complaints on the grapevine
of too little work to do, we on the board of
Pontifact sent certain members of the Firm an
invitation to write special articles for Pontifact.
We said, we wanted first-hand reports on Engineer
ing events of any nature, but required that they
be sensational, up-to-the-minute and unique;
Pontiscoops we called them.
The response was overwhelming: within three
weeks we had enough material to fill four
Pontifacts. Unfortunately, when we told the
authors that their names would be printed with
their articles, every n3anuscript was withdrawn:
regretfully. Compromise has now been reached
and we have agreed to print pen-names.
Very few of the original manuscripts were
resubmitted, however, and we find ourselves
with perilously little copy if this series is to be a
success. We ask you all to contribute.
Here is Pontiscoop No. I to show you the
sort of thing we have in mind:
Pontiscoop Number One
The British Standard British Standard
London—January 20th
While wandering last night through the
imposing granite building that houses the British
Standards Institution I lost my way. I searched
for an exit but went instead deeper into the maze
of passages and anonymous offices; doors ceased
to have stencilled titles, the gay chatter of lateworking typists no longer diverted one from the
sombre, grey-lacquered rectangular intestine of
the corridor. The air became damper. I turned

corner after corner, mounted and descended
short and long staircases with only my footsteps
for company: to no avail; I was lost.
Of a sudden I found myself watching a strange
sight: twenty yards ahead of me, on the right
hand side of the corridor was an open door.
Opposite it, another corridor led away leftwards
at right angles to the one the door and I were in;
down this corridor towards the door marched
a double file of dark-suited men. Uniformed
guards stood on either side of the door.
Leading this silent band was a sort of herald ;*
he bore a flag in his left hand and a lamp** in
his right and wore a garish knickerbocker
ensemble. He halted by the door, glanced at his
watch, and at exactly 9.00 p.m. led the darksuited nien into the room. As the last man
entered I heard a key turn in the lock and the
guards walked away.
I crept to the door and through the keyhole
saw a small deal table against the far wall of the
room. Next to it stood a lectern.
On the table lay a small grey book. It looked
like a normal B.S. and was padlocked to a chain
which hung from a hook in the wall above the
lectern.

I could hear a muttering fron3 within the room,
and then a scraping noise like the sound of people
getting up off their knees on a concrete floor
and sitting on wooden chairs. A man approached
the lectern.
He took the book from the table, opened it on
the lectern and spoke one word; the rest of the
people in the room, whom I could not see, broke
into a chant. When it stopped, the man at the
lectern spoke another word and off they went
again. This happened several times before
I realised that although the door was thick and
their voices muffled, I could hear most of what
they were saying. I quickly took the tachy book
*
**

British Standard Bearer
British Standard Lamp
British Standard Time
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I always carry with me from my left-hand jacket
pocket and scribbled the chants down as fast
as I could, Luckily their pace was slow and
I caught most of what they said. I print it below.
Indented key words in Italics are the words
spoken by the leader; the chant was in the
Lydian mode.
“Committee
A Committee consisting of at least thirty
people from all professions and callings shall
exist solely for the purpose of setting-up sub
committees to produce Standards. The Com
mittee shall remain anonymous and shall never
be referred to; it shall be modelled on the lines
laid down in B.S. 007—Secret Societies (hand
printed; limited circulation).
The members of the Committee shall spend
their working day selecting new subjects for
British Standards and, once a title has been
voted in, appointing a sub-committee to exaniine
the subject and produce a B.S. on it. The sub
committee shall be appointed ostensibly by a
non-existent organisation to be known only as
the B.S.I., the reputation of which shall be
spotless. It shall have as few members as possible,
preferably retired actors, who would know of
the existence of the Committee. Staff of the
B.SI. who are unaware of the existence of the
Committee shall be bona fide members of their
trade or profession and shall be of the highest
quality. A healthy rivalry with an equivalent
body, such as the Patents Office, shall be main
tained in the fields of sport, prestige, etc.
The staff of the B.S.I. will, on occasion, be
selected to appear on a sub-committee, but their
main task is to produce and sell B.S.l. publica
tions; they will also be expected, at times, to
liaise with and charm the general public.
All members of the general public, and those
of the B.S.l. unaware of the Committee, shall be
put under the impression that the B.S.I. is run
by a group of people of kindly mien and sage
repute to be known collectively as the Board.
Members of the B.S.I. in junior and non-executive
positions shall be known as Workers.
Documents
While Standards shall be the niain type of
document produced, Codes of Practice shall be
offered to the public and the professions by
way of relief once in a while.
The physical properties of the Standards shall be:
(a) Stze—all Standards shall be of the same
size which shall be 7” x 4”: that is, too large to fit

conveniently into any pocket and too small to
look worthwhile on an office bookshelf.
(b) Nuniber—this shall bear no relation to
the title (see hereinafter) and occasional omissions
shall be made. The decimal method of counting
shall be followed by and large.
(c) Colour—apart from the Codes, which
shall be gay in comparison, all B.S.l. publications
shall be that shade known to the hairdressing
profession as Insidious Grey.
(d) Nionber of pages—shall bear no relation
to the subject contained in the Standard but
shall be at the whim of the Committee. Courses
in Padding are available to all members.
(e) Type of print, and (f) Coloio of paper—
these shall be such as to convey to any reader an
immediate impression of scientific weight.
Furthermore, the paper shall age rapidly; that is,
it shall start turning yellow within two years
of purchase and shall then impart to all who
place their noses within twelve inches of it a
musty small redolent of antiquity. Exposure to
dust, open-air, muddy water, canteen tea and
other industrial wastes may reduce the afore
mentioned properties but shall never obliterate
them.
(g) Titles—shall be of three varieties:
1. Genuine—these shall be used for Standards
that people will actually read and use, e.g.
“The use of structural steelwork for building
purposes”.
2. False—these shall be used for Standards
that nobody will read, e.g. “Weft Pirns’.
3. Quaint—these shall be used for Standards
that people will read but never use, e.g.
“The classification of soils for engineering
purposes”.
(Ii) Strength—various tests shall be performed
on prototypes, among them the following:
I. Impact test—a man weighing more than
12 stone but not more than 15 stone shall place
the Standard being tested on a well-swept
concrete floor. This man will then don Big T’s
on both feet (size 10 or larger—mud optional)
and, simulating anger, jump over a line or
rule held 18 inches above the floor and 12
inches horizontally from the nearest part of
the Standard. It is recommended that the
knees be bent for landing. This test shall be
repeated 20 times, at the end of which an
impartial observer shall be called in to read
the title on the cover of the Standard and the
first three pages therein. If legibility can be
proved under normal lighting conditions, the
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following was found as a draft by the
Brunei sub-Editor in a roll of drawings
sent from the London office. The present
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is believed to have been an A.R.E. in what was
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*

*

*
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of too little work to do, we on the board of
Pontifact sent certain members of the Firm an
invitation to write special articles for Pontifact.
We said, we wanted first-hand reports on Engineer
ing events of any nature, but required that they
be sensational, up-to-the-minute and unique;
Pontiscoops we called them.
The response was overwhelming: within three
weeks we had enough material to fill four
Pontifacts. Unfortunately, when we told the
authors that their names would be printed with
their articles, every n3anuscript was withdrawn:
regretfully. Compromise has now been reached
and we have agreed to print pen-names.
Very few of the original manuscripts were
resubmitted, however, and we find ourselves
with perilously little copy if this series is to be a
success. We ask you all to contribute.
Here is Pontiscoop No. I to show you the
sort of thing we have in mind:
Pontiscoop Number One
The British Standard British Standard
London—January 20th
While wandering last night through the
imposing granite building that houses the British
Standards Institution I lost my way. I searched
for an exit but went instead deeper into the maze
of passages and anonymous offices; doors ceased
to have stencilled titles, the gay chatter of lateworking typists no longer diverted one from the
sombre, grey-lacquered rectangular intestine of
the corridor. The air became damper. I turned

corner after corner, mounted and descended
short and long staircases with only my footsteps
for company: to no avail; I was lost.
Of a sudden I found myself watching a strange
sight: twenty yards ahead of me, on the right
hand side of the corridor was an open door.
Opposite it, another corridor led away leftwards
at right angles to the one the door and I were in;
down this corridor towards the door marched
a double file of dark-suited men. Uniformed
guards stood on either side of the door.
Leading this silent band was a sort of herald ;*
he bore a flag in his left hand and a lamp** in
his right and wore a garish knickerbocker
ensemble. He halted by the door, glanced at his
watch, and at exactly 9.00 p.m. led the darksuited nien into the room. As the last man
entered I heard a key turn in the lock and the
guards walked away.
I crept to the door and through the keyhole
saw a small deal table against the far wall of the
room. Next to it stood a lectern.
On the table lay a small grey book. It looked
like a normal B.S. and was padlocked to a chain
which hung from a hook in the wall above the
lectern.

I could hear a muttering fron3 within the room,
and then a scraping noise like the sound of people
getting up off their knees on a concrete floor
and sitting on wooden chairs. A man approached
the lectern.
He took the book from the table, opened it on
the lectern and spoke one word; the rest of the
people in the room, whom I could not see, broke
into a chant. When it stopped, the man at the
lectern spoke another word and off they went
again. This happened several times before
I realised that although the door was thick and
their voices muffled, I could hear most of what
they were saying. I quickly took the tachy book
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pocket and scribbled the chants down as fast
as I could, Luckily their pace was slow and
I caught most of what they said. I print it below.
Indented key words in Italics are the words
spoken by the leader; the chant was in the
Lydian mode.
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A Committee consisting of at least thirty
people from all professions and callings shall
exist solely for the purpose of setting-up sub
committees to produce Standards. The Com
mittee shall remain anonymous and shall never
be referred to; it shall be modelled on the lines
laid down in B.S. 007—Secret Societies (hand
printed; limited circulation).
The members of the Committee shall spend
their working day selecting new subjects for
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voted in, appointing a sub-committee to exaniine
the subject and produce a B.S. on it. The sub
committee shall be appointed ostensibly by a
non-existent organisation to be known only as
the B.S.I., the reputation of which shall be
spotless. It shall have as few members as possible,
preferably retired actors, who would know of
the existence of the Committee. Staff of the
B.SI. who are unaware of the existence of the
Committee shall be bona fide members of their
trade or profession and shall be of the highest
quality. A healthy rivalry with an equivalent
body, such as the Patents Office, shall be main
tained in the fields of sport, prestige, etc.
The staff of the B.S.I. will, on occasion, be
selected to appear on a sub-committee, but their
main task is to produce and sell B.S.l. publica
tions; they will also be expected, at times, to
liaise with and charm the general public.
All members of the general public, and those
of the B.S.l. unaware of the Committee, shall be
put under the impression that the B.S.I. is run
by a group of people of kindly mien and sage
repute to be known collectively as the Board.
Members of the B.S.I. in junior and non-executive
positions shall be known as Workers.
Documents
While Standards shall be the niain type of
document produced, Codes of Practice shall be
offered to the public and the professions by
way of relief once in a while.
The physical properties of the Standards shall be:
(a) Stze—all Standards shall be of the same
size which shall be 7” x 4”: that is, too large to fit

conveniently into any pocket and too small to
look worthwhile on an office bookshelf.
(b) Nuniber—this shall bear no relation to
the title (see hereinafter) and occasional omissions
shall be made. The decimal method of counting
shall be followed by and large.
(c) Colour—apart from the Codes, which
shall be gay in comparison, all B.S.l. publications
shall be that shade known to the hairdressing
profession as Insidious Grey.
(d) Nionber of pages—shall bear no relation
to the subject contained in the Standard but
shall be at the whim of the Committee. Courses
in Padding are available to all members.
(e) Type of print, and (f) Coloio of paper—
these shall be such as to convey to any reader an
immediate impression of scientific weight.
Furthermore, the paper shall age rapidly; that is,
it shall start turning yellow within two years
of purchase and shall then impart to all who
place their noses within twelve inches of it a
musty small redolent of antiquity. Exposure to
dust, open-air, muddy water, canteen tea and
other industrial wastes may reduce the afore
mentioned properties but shall never obliterate
them.
(g) Titles—shall be of three varieties:
1. Genuine—these shall be used for Standards
that people will actually read and use, e.g.
“The use of structural steelwork for building
purposes”.
2. False—these shall be used for Standards
that nobody will read, e.g. “Weft Pirns’.
3. Quaint—these shall be used for Standards
that people will read but never use, e.g.
“The classification of soils for engineering
purposes”.
(Ii) Strength—various tests shall be performed
on prototypes, among them the following:
I. Impact test—a man weighing more than
12 stone but not more than 15 stone shall place
the Standard being tested on a well-swept
concrete floor. This man will then don Big T’s
on both feet (size 10 or larger—mud optional)
and, simulating anger, jump over a line or
rule held 18 inches above the floor and 12
inches horizontally from the nearest part of
the Standard. It is recommended that the
knees be bent for landing. This test shall be
repeated 20 times, at the end of which an
impartial observer shall be called in to read
the title on the cover of the Standard and the
first three pages therein. If legibility can be
proved under normal lighting conditions, the
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Standard shall be deemed to have passed the
test.
2. The contractor Test—two large men of
equal stature and strength shall sit on hard
wooden chairs about 30 inches from each other
facing a common point about 10 feet away.
One man shall be called “ARE Materials”
and the other “Sub-Agent”. Imagining that
they are in the middle of a site meeting they
shall enact the following:
(I) The ARE Materials shall sit to the
left of the Sub-Agent, his left leg crossed
over his right. He shall hold the Standard
open at page
(where 2n==no. of pages
in the Standard) by resting it on his right
knee and clasping it with his left index
finger and thumb in the lower left-hand
corner. The Sub-Agent shall hold a lighted
cigarette in his left-hand and have his
jacket unbuttoned.
(ii) The following conversation shall then
ensue:
ARE—”But 1 tell you it’s here in the B.S.”
Sub-Agent—”Where ?“
ARE—”Here!” (jabs with forefinger at B.S.)
Sub-Agent (aggressively)—”Let me see!”
(iii) The Sub-Agent shall then attempt to
wrest the Standard from the ARE with his
right-hand; the ARE shall resist with his
left index finger and thumb and by pressing
the Standard into his knee with his right
forefinger. The Sub-Agent shall apply
maximum torque. The ARE shall be entitled
to uncross his knee (or otherwise shift
weight) only if burned.
(iv) The two men shall change places and
repeat the test.
Any Standard which is untorn or un
mutilated in any serious way after five
reversals shall be deemed satisfactory.
The contents of the Standards shall comply with
the following:
(a) English—shall be as impeccable as is
consistent with good manners and shall cater
to all tastes by varying from faintly superior
to chatty without ever being godlike or garrulous.
(b) Foreword—shall be incomprehensible; if
this is impossible, on no account shall it be made
so comprehensible that it may be understood
without first reading the entire Standard it is
foreword to.
(c) Revisions—surplus
and
redundant

members of sub-committees may be usefully
employed in revising Standards. Therefore,
wherever possible, as many mistakes as are
feasible, and never less than one, shall be in
corporated in each Standard.
(d) Sub-headings—all paragraphs shall be
numbered but consistency is not essential.
(e) Cooperating organisations—a comprehen
sive list of such organisations shall be put in the
front of each Standard; it shall be as large as
possible and most of the organisations shall exist.
(f) Graphs and tables—shall be scattered
liberally throughout each Standard and so placed
that the passages which refer to them (or part
thereof) can be read only by turning at least one
page.
(g) References—apart from the list at the
front, there shall be at least 35 references to
other Standards and Codes in the body of the text.
(h) Epilogue—each
Standard
shall
be
equipped with a plaintive message on its last
page, in the style and form of a prayer, exhorting
the reader to buy more of the Institutions’
publications.
Amen. (sung by all)”
*

*

*

As they left the room I quickly attached
myself to the end of the file and within ten
minutes was in a part of the building I knew well.
I made for the nearest exit and plunged into the
thick fog of Westminster. I had time for one
large double at The Cursor before going on to
Waterloo for the last train.
WYTHAN

0.

Oriental Address
Krishnan, Subramaniam,
do Sir Widson Scottekirk Patrick,
Brunei Town,
BRUNEL.

M’CoIT.
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Newsletters
Bangkok
Asian Institute of Technology Site
Reclamation Contract
This is our first newsletter from Bangkok and
it will probably be our only one, for this year
at least. The contract is due to be completed
in five months. Our S.W.K.P. staff Consists of
Peter Webster, the R.E., the writer and two
Thai inspectors, Paultak and Banchomp. The
new 400 acre site of the Asian Institute of
Technology which lies about 25 miles to the
north of Bangkok consists of what until very
recently were paddy fields. In fact during the
last week while the Contractor has been
moving his plant onto site, the remains of last
year’s rice crop have been gathered in with
amazing rapidity by some of the local peasants.
We think that, in true Thai style, they had not
actually believed anything was going to happen
on the site very quickly, but seeing the plant
arrive convinced them of our serious intentions.
The huts occupied by the aforementioned locals
encroach on our site, a fact we discovered on
finding that one of our boundary markers
had been incorporated into the tottering struc
ture which comprises their non-too-salubrious
toilet facilities. The protestations of our chair
man require that sightings onto this marker
are some of the quickest ever taken by Theodolite.
The whole area around here is low-lying and
floods to a depth of 1 metre or more in the wet
season which begins towards the end of June.
The contract consists of constructing on earth
bund approximately 2.5 metres high around the
site, a pile testing programme, some site investi
gation and the roadworks necessary for the
initial development of the site.
The site being so near to Bangkok means
that we may enjoy the dubious benefits of living
in the capital. These include the traffic, which
makes that at Hyde Park Corner look like a
vicar’s tea-party by comparison, and the food
which can be somewhat disruptive to the system,

as Peter found out to his cost twice within two
weeks of arriving.
Bangkok we find is a city of great contrasts.
Great wealth and abject poverty, beautiful
temples and wretched slums, a colour television
service but no sewerage system. However,
unlike many Asian cities, everyone appears
to have sufficient to eat and beggars are very few
and far between.
DAVE WILLIAMS.

Brunei
Tim Conway has written a separate letter
dealing specifically with life in Temburong
District; he was also agreeable to giving coverage
to the rest of our Brunei work—if we gave him
a week in town to collect information. Regretfully
we couldn’t spare him from the job but it was a
good try, Tim.
Looking back over the issues it seems that no
report from Brunei Town has been made since
early last year, during which time we have had
several new arrivals. A belated welcome then to
Roger and Maggie Gratwick, David Abbott and
Peter and Helen Wilson to join Gordon Wilson’s
staff on the International Airport project. They
are by now old hands of course having been with
us for the best part of a year. Also to John
Nicholas and his wife, Brenda, who joined the
Airport site staff from P.W.D. Sarawak, last
year and to Terry Kilbride, both to join Ray
Taylor and the other Inspectors on the Airport
site. The arrival of Wu Wen Wu, our newest
surveyor, brings Gordon’s team up to seventeen
in number. Gordon himself was happily reunited
with Peggy on her return from England in April.
Life for the Airport staff continues to be a
mixture of mud or dust but the runway is
beginning to take shape now as the earthworks
progress and it is possible (by narrowing the
eyes and using a lot of imagination) to visualise
the finished job. Work has started on the Ter
minal Buildings and contracts will shortly be
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Standard shall be deemed to have passed the
test.
2. The contractor Test—two large men of
equal stature and strength shall sit on hard
wooden chairs about 30 inches from each other
facing a common point about 10 feet away.
One man shall be called “ARE Materials”
and the other “Sub-Agent”. Imagining that
they are in the middle of a site meeting they
shall enact the following:
(I) The ARE Materials shall sit to the
left of the Sub-Agent, his left leg crossed
over his right. He shall hold the Standard
open at page
(where 2n==no. of pages
in the Standard) by resting it on his right
knee and clasping it with his left index
finger and thumb in the lower left-hand
corner. The Sub-Agent shall hold a lighted
cigarette in his left-hand and have his
jacket unbuttoned.
(ii) The following conversation shall then
ensue:
ARE—”But 1 tell you it’s here in the B.S.”
Sub-Agent—”Where ?“
ARE—”Here!” (jabs with forefinger at B.S.)
Sub-Agent (aggressively)—”Let me see!”
(iii) The Sub-Agent shall then attempt to
wrest the Standard from the ARE with his
right-hand; the ARE shall resist with his
left index finger and thumb and by pressing
the Standard into his knee with his right
forefinger. The Sub-Agent shall apply
maximum torque. The ARE shall be entitled
to uncross his knee (or otherwise shift
weight) only if burned.
(iv) The two men shall change places and
repeat the test.
Any Standard which is untorn or un
mutilated in any serious way after five
reversals shall be deemed satisfactory.
The contents of the Standards shall comply with
the following:
(a) English—shall be as impeccable as is
consistent with good manners and shall cater
to all tastes by varying from faintly superior
to chatty without ever being godlike or garrulous.
(b) Foreword—shall be incomprehensible; if
this is impossible, on no account shall it be made
so comprehensible that it may be understood
without first reading the entire Standard it is
foreword to.
(c) Revisions—surplus
and
redundant

members of sub-committees may be usefully
employed in revising Standards. Therefore,
wherever possible, as many mistakes as are
feasible, and never less than one, shall be in
corporated in each Standard.
(d) Sub-headings—all paragraphs shall be
numbered but consistency is not essential.
(e) Cooperating organisations—a comprehen
sive list of such organisations shall be put in the
front of each Standard; it shall be as large as
possible and most of the organisations shall exist.
(f) Graphs and tables—shall be scattered
liberally throughout each Standard and so placed
that the passages which refer to them (or part
thereof) can be read only by turning at least one
page.
(g) References—apart from the list at the
front, there shall be at least 35 references to
other Standards and Codes in the body of the text.
(h) Epilogue—each
Standard
shall
be
equipped with a plaintive message on its last
page, in the style and form of a prayer, exhorting
the reader to buy more of the Institutions’
publications.
Amen. (sung by all)”
*

*

*

As they left the room I quickly attached
myself to the end of the file and within ten
minutes was in a part of the building I knew well.
I made for the nearest exit and plunged into the
thick fog of Westminster. I had time for one
large double at The Cursor before going on to
Waterloo for the last train.
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Newsletters
Bangkok
Asian Institute of Technology Site
Reclamation Contract
This is our first newsletter from Bangkok and
it will probably be our only one, for this year
at least. The contract is due to be completed
in five months. Our S.W.K.P. staff Consists of
Peter Webster, the R.E., the writer and two
Thai inspectors, Paultak and Banchomp. The
new 400 acre site of the Asian Institute of
Technology which lies about 25 miles to the
north of Bangkok consists of what until very
recently were paddy fields. In fact during the
last week while the Contractor has been
moving his plant onto site, the remains of last
year’s rice crop have been gathered in with
amazing rapidity by some of the local peasants.
We think that, in true Thai style, they had not
actually believed anything was going to happen
on the site very quickly, but seeing the plant
arrive convinced them of our serious intentions.
The huts occupied by the aforementioned locals
encroach on our site, a fact we discovered on
finding that one of our boundary markers
had been incorporated into the tottering struc
ture which comprises their non-too-salubrious
toilet facilities. The protestations of our chair
man require that sightings onto this marker
are some of the quickest ever taken by Theodolite.
The whole area around here is low-lying and
floods to a depth of 1 metre or more in the wet
season which begins towards the end of June.
The contract consists of constructing on earth
bund approximately 2.5 metres high around the
site, a pile testing programme, some site investi
gation and the roadworks necessary for the
initial development of the site.
The site being so near to Bangkok means
that we may enjoy the dubious benefits of living
in the capital. These include the traffic, which
makes that at Hyde Park Corner look like a
vicar’s tea-party by comparison, and the food
which can be somewhat disruptive to the system,

as Peter found out to his cost twice within two
weeks of arriving.
Bangkok we find is a city of great contrasts.
Great wealth and abject poverty, beautiful
temples and wretched slums, a colour television
service but no sewerage system. However,
unlike many Asian cities, everyone appears
to have sufficient to eat and beggars are very few
and far between.
DAVE WILLIAMS.

Brunei
Tim Conway has written a separate letter
dealing specifically with life in Temburong
District; he was also agreeable to giving coverage
to the rest of our Brunei work—if we gave him
a week in town to collect information. Regretfully
we couldn’t spare him from the job but it was a
good try, Tim.
Looking back over the issues it seems that no
report from Brunei Town has been made since
early last year, during which time we have had
several new arrivals. A belated welcome then to
Roger and Maggie Gratwick, David Abbott and
Peter and Helen Wilson to join Gordon Wilson’s
staff on the International Airport project. They
are by now old hands of course having been with
us for the best part of a year. Also to John
Nicholas and his wife, Brenda, who joined the
Airport site staff from P.W.D. Sarawak, last
year and to Terry Kilbride, both to join Ray
Taylor and the other Inspectors on the Airport
site. The arrival of Wu Wen Wu, our newest
surveyor, brings Gordon’s team up to seventeen
in number. Gordon himself was happily reunited
with Peggy on her return from England in April.
Life for the Airport staff continues to be a
mixture of mud or dust but the runway is
beginning to take shape now as the earthworks
progress and it is possible (by narrowing the
eyes and using a lot of imagination) to visualise
the finished job. Work has started on the Ter
minal Buildings and contracts will shortly be
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awarded for the airfield lighting and for radio
navigational aids. The completion date for the
whole job is set for November 1971.
The Housing Contract is now virtually finished
and we only require to think of a suitable name
for the estate. (It has been a tricky contract so
nothing printable comes readily to mind).
Gordon and Peggy moved into their new house
just in time to welcome Andy, who flew out for
the Christmas holidays. They were followed by
John and Peggy Eddison, who also had done
their fair stint in the hotel and knew practically
every rat by name. Gareth and Lynn Rendell,
the Gratwicks and the Peter Wilsons moved into
their respective houses at the same time. The
housing site will be quite an enjoyable place to
live as it matures and being conveniently close
to Costain’s Club will no doubt add to its attrac
tion.
We also welcome Harold Insley from London
office to join Mike Earwaker on supervision in
chief duties for the Airport contract. He is to be
seen most times of the day and night up to his
neck in swamp drawings but coping manfully.
Talking about swamps—to test the efficiency of
the Contractor’s method of excavating peat in
the swamps, Gareth Rendell recently put on
his aqualung and descended into the murky
depths where he proceeded to watch and measure.
A worthy feat which makes me think of the
equally hair-raising descent by rope from a
helicopter here some years ago and, like that,
probably best not repeated.
Last October we were delighted to welcome
Mrs. Elliott on her first visit to Brunei. Beryl and
Peggy Wilson did their best to show her every
thing of interest while Mr. Elliott carried out an
exhaustive round of meetings and site inspections.
We hope to see them back before very long.
Other recent visitors were Mr. Spencer from
London office in November followed by John
Holt in January and also Bill Sterling on a fleeting
visit en route from Kota Kinabalu to London.
As this was Bill’s first visit since he did the Report
in 1966 it was a timely one.
Also here from London for a week recently
was Mr. Buzuk of Murray Ward and Partners,
our associated consultants for the Terminal
Buildings; Cohn (Resident Architect) and Sarah
Humphrey have just arrived and are very
welcome.
Beryl and I are having a short leave in March
to fly to Salisbury, Rhodesia to attend the
wedding of our second ori, Clifford. From there
we go to Zambia to visit our eldest son and his
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family. Connections with Africa once formed are
not easily broken.
Goh Bok Yen was successful at last in his
efforts to get to London office where he can now
continue his studies. We are sorry to lose him
but wish him good fortune in his new life. Since
our last report the departure of Paul and Judy Ng
to Canada, Jimmy Lee and Wong Wai Lam to
Hong Kong and Ronnie and Li Ching Lim to
join Mitsui, have depleted our ranks in the design
office. However, we live in hopes that more
design will come our way and meanwhile for
those of us who are left, administration of the
contracts is a full-time job.
From Brunei we send kind regards to all our
friends and colleagues in the Firm and if we
don’t write as often as we should, we follow
their movements with interest and by courtesy of
Staff Services.
BARRY

PAGET,

Bangar
It amazes us in Bangar that editors of atlases
have not heard of Temburong. Here we are, six
thousand people in six hundied square miles of
swamp, marsh, muck, ooze and jungle, and
no one outside Brunei recognises us except the
uncharitable Admiralty chartist (“thick swamp”;
“navigable at high tide”; “mud flats”) and the
chap who draws the in-flight maps for MSA.
Thus it was to our joy that a cable reading:
TEMBROADS STOP CANNOT FIND YOU
IN ATLAS STOP CONFIRM EXISTENCE
IN NEXT PONTIFACT YRS ED—arrived in
the site office last month, for it offered us the
chance to quash the rumour that letters from
U.K. to Bangar are dealt with by the same
department of the GPO as the one that handles
Fr. Christmas’s mail. Unfortunately, this request
for more information arrived at a time of un
paralleled inactivity here, otherwise than on the
job, so that even without a short guide to Tem
burong District this newsletter would be of
stupendous length. The Short Guide is therefore
omitted from this edition of Pontifact so that we
do not outrun our share of pages. Until it appears
in some future edition, one that is published
during the Maintenance Period say, readers will
just have to take our word for it when we confli m
that we do exist.
Perhaps the brightest event of the last few
months has been the opening of the Gammon
Recreation Club, Bangar. Facilities include darts,
bingo, badminton and the odd film. One of
Gammon’s engineers, a Swede, gave the club a
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fillip by introducing to certain members one
evening the game of Swedish Darts and the
ritual of Schnapps. He didn’t tell us that the two
activities were normally unconnected, and the
cost of a new dartboard was $38. Bingo has been
very popular and Mac Mackinlay’s style of
calling the numbers (39-’45 vintage) has added
flavour to the evenings and kept non-European
players on their toes; but then these Australians
are slow in other respects too.
The road increases in length regularly (the
first sub-base was laid last month) and with it
our journeying. Because there is not much to do
in Bangar Town, driving around the road
network is popular. As each new length of road
is made pssable it becomes crowded each day
with all sorts of people who have no reason to
be there. Gawping and staring, we scrutinise,
scan and ransack this innocent patch of jungle,
river or swamp until someone whispers: “They’ve
moved back into Section 5!” and like jet-setters
we rush off to the next newly-spoiled oasis.
Not that there is much to do when you get there.
Looking at trees, swamp or rivers soon paIls
and anyway you have to watch out for the insects
and it’s best not to take women and children out
between ten and four when the sun is hot and
if it’s going to rain you’d better take John’s
Land Rover because it’s got the Trakgrip tyres
and
and so on. But anyway we go.
Insects were mentioned briefly in a previous
newsletter but further elaboration may be helpful
to those who know not the fury of the tropics.
The first rule to remember is that insects are
everywhere especially when you can’t see them.
For example, one of the chief hazards of swim
ming in the South China Sea is not sharks or
snakes or stonefish, but sandflies. Very few
people have seen sandflies and some even doubt
their existence, but no one will deny that when
the sandflies have been bad your body will
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register the fact for the next week or so. They,
at least, we are spared in Bangar; we have
instead a larger portion of ordinary flies, ants,
and mosquitoes.
Now, they have ordinary, or house—(as
opposed to garden—) flies in Brunei Town and
other quasi-civilised places but there is a
difference between theirs and ours: the flies in
Bangar are wild, and those elsewhere are tame.
Bangar flies hunt in packs and are aggressive;
other flies are ingle dandies. Bangar flies divebomb you, spit in your eye and swim in your
beer, all while you are lifting your glass to your
lips. When cornered they are savage. They do
not recognise the right of a human to swat.
Luckily they are few.
The other insects of Bangar deserve at least
four pages but will be reserved for a future
newsletter; and to refer to a previous Bangar
newsletter for a moment, please note that there
were two mistakes in that of Pontifact No. 22.
In paragraph 9, “10 ft.” should read “100 ft.”
(a ten-ft. long slip would be of interest only to
Lilliputians and claims-mad contractors); and
in the same paragraph, despite the reference to
rice, “slop” should have been “slope” (not
“slip”).
There is some personal news to report. John
Mushet has been given official sanction for a
two year tour and is getting ready for the off in
September. Daily the burr in his voice becomes
stronger and his stride up the site has a kilted
look. What’s more, his muttering of Gaelic
imprecations at our usually darkened sky has
frightened all the clouds away; for one twoweek period we had not a smidgen of rain. Just
as we were about to cast lots to see who would
write “Flash Drought in Sungai Temburong”,
back it came. Only for a while, though.
February’s rainfall of 161 inches is almost a
record low.
One fact that we have established about
rainfall here is that it is highly localised: the
annual average in Bangar is about 145 inches,
that ten miles to the east of us 167 inches, and
six miles to the south (where Costains have
just set up a rain gauge and have been getting
80% more rain a month than us) the forecast
average is well over 200 inches.
In the next edition we should be able to report
two births, but now we can only mention two
expectances. Pam Murphy has only a short
while to go and has moved into town with
Darryl, Sean and Rhys to be near a hospital
(Bangar
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awarded for the airfield lighting and for radio
navigational aids. The completion date for the
whole job is set for November 1971.
The Housing Contract is now virtually finished
and we only require to think of a suitable name
for the estate. (It has been a tricky contract so
nothing printable comes readily to mind).
Gordon and Peggy moved into their new house
just in time to welcome Andy, who flew out for
the Christmas holidays. They were followed by
John and Peggy Eddison, who also had done
their fair stint in the hotel and knew practically
every rat by name. Gareth and Lynn Rendell,
the Gratwicks and the Peter Wilsons moved into
their respective houses at the same time. The
housing site will be quite an enjoyable place to
live as it matures and being conveniently close
to Costain’s Club will no doubt add to its attrac
tion.
We also welcome Harold Insley from London
office to join Mike Earwaker on supervision in
chief duties for the Airport contract. He is to be
seen most times of the day and night up to his
neck in swamp drawings but coping manfully.
Talking about swamps—to test the efficiency of
the Contractor’s method of excavating peat in
the swamps, Gareth Rendell recently put on
his aqualung and descended into the murky
depths where he proceeded to watch and measure.
A worthy feat which makes me think of the
equally hair-raising descent by rope from a
helicopter here some years ago and, like that,
probably best not repeated.
Last October we were delighted to welcome
Mrs. Elliott on her first visit to Brunei. Beryl and
Peggy Wilson did their best to show her every
thing of interest while Mr. Elliott carried out an
exhaustive round of meetings and site inspections.
We hope to see them back before very long.
Other recent visitors were Mr. Spencer from
London office in November followed by John
Holt in January and also Bill Sterling on a fleeting
visit en route from Kota Kinabalu to London.
As this was Bill’s first visit since he did the Report
in 1966 it was a timely one.
Also here from London for a week recently
was Mr. Buzuk of Murray Ward and Partners,
our associated consultants for the Terminal
Buildings; Cohn (Resident Architect) and Sarah
Humphrey have just arrived and are very
welcome.
Beryl and I are having a short leave in March
to fly to Salisbury, Rhodesia to attend the
wedding of our second ori, Clifford. From there
we go to Zambia to visit our eldest son and his
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family. Connections with Africa once formed are
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Goh Bok Yen was successful at last in his
efforts to get to London office where he can now
continue his studies. We are sorry to lose him
but wish him good fortune in his new life. Since
our last report the departure of Paul and Judy Ng
to Canada, Jimmy Lee and Wong Wai Lam to
Hong Kong and Ronnie and Li Ching Lim to
join Mitsui, have depleted our ranks in the design
office. However, we live in hopes that more
design will come our way and meanwhile for
those of us who are left, administration of the
contracts is a full-time job.
From Brunei we send kind regards to all our
friends and colleagues in the Firm and if we
don’t write as often as we should, we follow
their movements with interest and by courtesy of
Staff Services.
BARRY

PAGET,

Bangar
It amazes us in Bangar that editors of atlases
have not heard of Temburong. Here we are, six
thousand people in six hundied square miles of
swamp, marsh, muck, ooze and jungle, and
no one outside Brunei recognises us except the
uncharitable Admiralty chartist (“thick swamp”;
“navigable at high tide”; “mud flats”) and the
chap who draws the in-flight maps for MSA.
Thus it was to our joy that a cable reading:
TEMBROADS STOP CANNOT FIND YOU
IN ATLAS STOP CONFIRM EXISTENCE
IN NEXT PONTIFACT YRS ED—arrived in
the site office last month, for it offered us the
chance to quash the rumour that letters from
U.K. to Bangar are dealt with by the same
department of the GPO as the one that handles
Fr. Christmas’s mail. Unfortunately, this request
for more information arrived at a time of un
paralleled inactivity here, otherwise than on the
job, so that even without a short guide to Tem
burong District this newsletter would be of
stupendous length. The Short Guide is therefore
omitted from this edition of Pontifact so that we
do not outrun our share of pages. Until it appears
in some future edition, one that is published
during the Maintenance Period say, readers will
just have to take our word for it when we confli m
that we do exist.
Perhaps the brightest event of the last few
months has been the opening of the Gammon
Recreation Club, Bangar. Facilities include darts,
bingo, badminton and the odd film. One of
Gammon’s engineers, a Swede, gave the club a
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fillip by introducing to certain members one
evening the game of Swedish Darts and the
ritual of Schnapps. He didn’t tell us that the two
activities were normally unconnected, and the
cost of a new dartboard was $38. Bingo has been
very popular and Mac Mackinlay’s style of
calling the numbers (39-’45 vintage) has added
flavour to the evenings and kept non-European
players on their toes; but then these Australians
are slow in other respects too.
The road increases in length regularly (the
first sub-base was laid last month) and with it
our journeying. Because there is not much to do
in Bangar Town, driving around the road
network is popular. As each new length of road
is made pssable it becomes crowded each day
with all sorts of people who have no reason to
be there. Gawping and staring, we scrutinise,
scan and ransack this innocent patch of jungle,
river or swamp until someone whispers: “They’ve
moved back into Section 5!” and like jet-setters
we rush off to the next newly-spoiled oasis.
Not that there is much to do when you get there.
Looking at trees, swamp or rivers soon paIls
and anyway you have to watch out for the insects
and it’s best not to take women and children out
between ten and four when the sun is hot and
if it’s going to rain you’d better take John’s
Land Rover because it’s got the Trakgrip tyres
and
and so on. But anyway we go.
Insects were mentioned briefly in a previous
newsletter but further elaboration may be helpful
to those who know not the fury of the tropics.
The first rule to remember is that insects are
everywhere especially when you can’t see them.
For example, one of the chief hazards of swim
ming in the South China Sea is not sharks or
snakes or stonefish, but sandflies. Very few
people have seen sandflies and some even doubt
their existence, but no one will deny that when
the sandflies have been bad your body will
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register the fact for the next week or so. They,
at least, we are spared in Bangar; we have
instead a larger portion of ordinary flies, ants,
and mosquitoes.
Now, they have ordinary, or house—(as
opposed to garden—) flies in Brunei Town and
other quasi-civilised places but there is a
difference between theirs and ours: the flies in
Bangar are wild, and those elsewhere are tame.
Bangar flies hunt in packs and are aggressive;
other flies are ingle dandies. Bangar flies divebomb you, spit in your eye and swim in your
beer, all while you are lifting your glass to your
lips. When cornered they are savage. They do
not recognise the right of a human to swat.
Luckily they are few.
The other insects of Bangar deserve at least
four pages but will be reserved for a future
newsletter; and to refer to a previous Bangar
newsletter for a moment, please note that there
were two mistakes in that of Pontifact No. 22.
In paragraph 9, “10 ft.” should read “100 ft.”
(a ten-ft. long slip would be of interest only to
Lilliputians and claims-mad contractors); and
in the same paragraph, despite the reference to
rice, “slop” should have been “slope” (not
“slip”).
There is some personal news to report. John
Mushet has been given official sanction for a
two year tour and is getting ready for the off in
September. Daily the burr in his voice becomes
stronger and his stride up the site has a kilted
look. What’s more, his muttering of Gaelic
imprecations at our usually darkened sky has
frightened all the clouds away; for one twoweek period we had not a smidgen of rain. Just
as we were about to cast lots to see who would
write “Flash Drought in Sungai Temburong”,
back it came. Only for a while, though.
February’s rainfall of 161 inches is almost a
record low.
One fact that we have established about
rainfall here is that it is highly localised: the
annual average in Bangar is about 145 inches,
that ten miles to the east of us 167 inches, and
six miles to the south (where Costains have
just set up a rain gauge and have been getting
80% more rain a month than us) the forecast
average is well over 200 inches.
In the next edition we should be able to report
two births, but now we can only mention two
expectances. Pam Murphy has only a short
while to go and has moved into town with
Darryl, Sean and Rhys to be near a hospital
(Bangar
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and other Naval ailments). Cherry Conway’s
turn comes in May.
The sound of a vigorously strummed ukelele
came from Cyril Rabel’s house the other night.
Interrogation the next morning forced him to
confess that he had heard that he was a grand
father. Congratulations, Cyril.
Lau Hing Kau is on leave in Hong Kong and
is, we understand, unlikely to return. We shall
miss him greatly, and we all hope that things go
well for him in the future.
Six men, a camera and a portable tape recorder
from Radio Brunei paid us a visit in November.
Mac Mackinlay and Tim Conway took them
round part of the project and pointed out
sights of interest. On Bridge No. 2 (the first to be
finished) a microphone was without warning
swung under Tim Conway’s nose and a simple
question, answerable in no more than ten words,
asked of him. There was then recorded for
posterity an impromptu imitation of a man
with half a lung trying to run uphill through
thick fog.
Yong Kong Weng, as his contribution to the
peace of Bangar, plays his violin with élan and
dexterity on most nights. Actually, we rarely
hear him, which is a pity because Bach goes
well in the bush. What we fear most is the
possibility of his competing with Cyril Rabel.
The outbreak of cholera in Brunei District
did not affect us much here. Food was stopped
from coming through for a day or two, then the
panic died down and apart from immediate
mass innoculation of everybody in sight, no
more was thought about it.
On the darker side, the Flying Doctor died
in January. He had been doing the job for years
and before the roads scheme started was regarded
as almost a king in Temburong—the locals
called him “Doctor Helicopter”. His death was
reported in the Hong Kong newspapers, so
widely was he known in the East.
Tragedy struck again at Chinese New Year
when one of Gammons indian foremen drowned
on a picnic up-river. He was only 27. His loss
was regretted by everyone in S.W.K. & P., all of
whom thought highly of him. Mohan Das and
his wife looked after the widow and her son on
the night of the accident.
So as not to end on a gloomy note, we should
now like to divert your attention yet again to a
previous Pontifact and point out that edition
No. 22 listed under Job Numbers the interesting
fact that job No. 69045 is: Playboy Club—
Loading Check. When, we should like to know,

is the first Pontifact Forum to appear? If Mr.
Hefner does us the kindness of producing a
Playmate’s Panorama each month, S.W.K. & P.
should reciprocate. What we envisage is an
interchange of ideas between editors and readers
centred on the Pontifact Philosophy. Letters
from sons of staunch unionist brickies, desperate
to get to university, would be eminently suitable.
This, too, would be the place where letters from
lady engineers worried about their status and
discrimination would appear, and
Yes, It has been hot here lately.
TIM CONWAY.

Glasgow
What has happened since our last Newsletter?
We had thoughts of pleading the “fifth” but
notwithstanding that, we will try to give you the
facts.
On our Woodside No. 2 Contract, which is
well under construction, events seem to be well
in hand with most of the site staff gaining
valuable experience in that lesser known branch
of the profession—”coalmining”. We occa
sionally leave the odd deliberate mistake on
the drawings so that the site staff are kept on
their toes.
They still appear to be on talking terms with
us; however it has been observed that they
sometimes turn a lovely shade of purple and
appear to make rather expressive gestures
towards us, during our site confrontations.
Renfrew Motorway is still at the planning
stage and it will be some time before the project
is fully launched. We use the term “launched”
in its most literal sense, because as a result of the
soils investigations, we are not too sure at this
juncture whether to float the road or sink it!
To the east of Glasgow we have the Royal
Burgh of Rutherglen. There is an old tongue
twister used on occasions in this part of the
realm “Ru’glens Red Lums reek briskly”
(Rutherglen’s Chimneys smoke rather a lot).
We are now going to try and remedy this with
our latest contract (Mill Street Realignment)
which has now been approved and construction
should start early next year.
The Transportation Section are still trying
to erase Glasgow housing areas by superimposing
road lines in some very unexpected locations
and the proposals are sparking off some lively
comments amongst the local residents concerned.
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One of these areas, needless to say, is the pro
posed Great Western Road Expressway which
has been the subject of a recent public enquiry.
Subsequently, S.W.K.P.’s answer to Perry
Mason—Jack “Mouthpiece” Wood—has been
a regular star at the proceedings. The outcome
is as yet unknown, however we have heard from
reliable sources that “Woodie” may get off with
18 months to be served in either the London
Office or with Holford and Associates studying
landscape architecture.
Socially, the office has had a quiet time since
the Christmas dance which was held in the
Tinto Firs Hotel. We were, however, challenged
by Wm. Holford & Associates, our tree planting
friends, to compete for the coveted “Regdin”
trophy. A most enjoyable night was had by all
at their office and, after some skilful manipulating
of the scorecard, the Engineers managed to
triumph again. Instead of the usual games of
table tennis, darts etc. slight variations were
made; such as playing table tennis with a 2 in.
dia. hole in the middle of the bat and throwing
darts at a full scale picture of a scantily clad
damsel with the numbers inserted at the appro
priate critical points. After consuming a modi
cum of ale, the powers of concentration exhibited
by our team were highly commendable.
Our football section is compiling the fixture
list at present and hope to play their first game
within the next few weeks. We had noticed that
the London Office were eulogising the virtues
of their own football team in an earlier edition
of Pontifact. We think it appropriate that a
challenge match should be arranged on an
international basis, the venue suggested being
Hampden Park, Glasgow. (We of course mean
the well known hostelry of this name—not the
football ground!).
The golfing enthusiasts are glad to see the
hard frost has now cleared and the clubs are
swinging back into action. The poorer players
in the office are only hoping that these enthusiasts
have their handicaps reduced before the office
tournament commences.
In finishing our newsletter we would like to
challenge any office to a sporting event ranging
from Golf to Tiddlywinks. In our previous
encounters with Kendal and Belfast at cricket we
feel we were a trifle unlucky the “better team”
losing on all these occasions, however, with
our wealth of experience in gamesmanship we
might manage to win something someday.
Should any challenges be forthcoming please
contact the undersigned; it should be noted that
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our Golf Section are desperate for competition,
if only in the hope that they might leave the
office half an hour early on the day.
HARRY MITCHELL.

Loidon
“The flowers tat bloom in the spring
have sensibly kept their heads well below ground
so far, while those of us who exist above the
surface have had to put up with one of the
coldest Marches for some time. The snow
which blanketed South East England for some
days had by now predictable effect on the
commuter network; less foreseeable was that
London Transport’s maintenance men would
stop repairing broken down escalators. Still, the
exercise of tramping up one of those seemingly
endless flights of de-escalated steps is probably
doing most of us desk-bound types good—
though at 8.45 on an average morning you would
probably not get anyone to admit it.
Two minor disasters have happened to the
office since Pontifact last appeared. On January
2nd a fire on the main staircase caused our fire
escape routine to swing into operation, and
proved in a practical way that it is possible to get
out of the building extremely quickly.
More recently, a large area of plaster descended
suddenly from the Print Room ceiling, although
fortunately nobody was underneath at the time.
This has been investigated by Joe Cassell’s
section who have uncovered some unusual
structural elements in the 7th floor slab. Needless
to say, we shall not be adapting these for use in
our own designs. Until the damage has been
remedied, the Print Room has moved to the
fourth floor where they have taken up residence
in Conference Room B.
Having dealt with the gloomier news first,
we now turn to more cheerful items.
Congratulations to David and Clarice Lyons
on the birth of a daughter, and to John and
Anne Sims on the arrival of their second son.
Congratulations and all good wishes to Wendy
Hall, Mr. Hawkey’s secretary, who will be
leaving shortly to marry Michael Hunter.
Graham White of the Accounts section has
become engaged to Susan Buckley, and Keith
Shakespeare, of Mr. Forrest’s section, to
Katherine Bunning.
We send our best wishes to all three couples,
and say farewell to Keith who is leaving for
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and other Naval ailments). Cherry Conway’s
turn comes in May.
The sound of a vigorously strummed ukelele
came from Cyril Rabel’s house the other night.
Interrogation the next morning forced him to
confess that he had heard that he was a grand
father. Congratulations, Cyril.
Lau Hing Kau is on leave in Hong Kong and
is, we understand, unlikely to return. We shall
miss him greatly, and we all hope that things go
well for him in the future.
Six men, a camera and a portable tape recorder
from Radio Brunei paid us a visit in November.
Mac Mackinlay and Tim Conway took them
round part of the project and pointed out
sights of interest. On Bridge No. 2 (the first to be
finished) a microphone was without warning
swung under Tim Conway’s nose and a simple
question, answerable in no more than ten words,
asked of him. There was then recorded for
posterity an impromptu imitation of a man
with half a lung trying to run uphill through
thick fog.
Yong Kong Weng, as his contribution to the
peace of Bangar, plays his violin with élan and
dexterity on most nights. Actually, we rarely
hear him, which is a pity because Bach goes
well in the bush. What we fear most is the
possibility of his competing with Cyril Rabel.
The outbreak of cholera in Brunei District
did not affect us much here. Food was stopped
from coming through for a day or two, then the
panic died down and apart from immediate
mass innoculation of everybody in sight, no
more was thought about it.
On the darker side, the Flying Doctor died
in January. He had been doing the job for years
and before the roads scheme started was regarded
as almost a king in Temburong—the locals
called him “Doctor Helicopter”. His death was
reported in the Hong Kong newspapers, so
widely was he known in the East.
Tragedy struck again at Chinese New Year
when one of Gammons indian foremen drowned
on a picnic up-river. He was only 27. His loss
was regretted by everyone in S.W.K. & P., all of
whom thought highly of him. Mohan Das and
his wife looked after the widow and her son on
the night of the accident.
So as not to end on a gloomy note, we should
now like to divert your attention yet again to a
previous Pontifact and point out that edition
No. 22 listed under Job Numbers the interesting
fact that job No. 69045 is: Playboy Club—
Loading Check. When, we should like to know,

is the first Pontifact Forum to appear? If Mr.
Hefner does us the kindness of producing a
Playmate’s Panorama each month, S.W.K. & P.
should reciprocate. What we envisage is an
interchange of ideas between editors and readers
centred on the Pontifact Philosophy. Letters
from sons of staunch unionist brickies, desperate
to get to university, would be eminently suitable.
This, too, would be the place where letters from
lady engineers worried about their status and
discrimination would appear, and
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What has happened since our last Newsletter?
We had thoughts of pleading the “fifth” but
notwithstanding that, we will try to give you the
facts.
On our Woodside No. 2 Contract, which is
well under construction, events seem to be well
in hand with most of the site staff gaining
valuable experience in that lesser known branch
of the profession—”coalmining”. We occa
sionally leave the odd deliberate mistake on
the drawings so that the site staff are kept on
their toes.
They still appear to be on talking terms with
us; however it has been observed that they
sometimes turn a lovely shade of purple and
appear to make rather expressive gestures
towards us, during our site confrontations.
Renfrew Motorway is still at the planning
stage and it will be some time before the project
is fully launched. We use the term “launched”
in its most literal sense, because as a result of the
soils investigations, we are not too sure at this
juncture whether to float the road or sink it!
To the east of Glasgow we have the Royal
Burgh of Rutherglen. There is an old tongue
twister used on occasions in this part of the
realm “Ru’glens Red Lums reek briskly”
(Rutherglen’s Chimneys smoke rather a lot).
We are now going to try and remedy this with
our latest contract (Mill Street Realignment)
which has now been approved and construction
should start early next year.
The Transportation Section are still trying
to erase Glasgow housing areas by superimposing
road lines in some very unexpected locations
and the proposals are sparking off some lively
comments amongst the local residents concerned.
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One of these areas, needless to say, is the pro
posed Great Western Road Expressway which
has been the subject of a recent public enquiry.
Subsequently, S.W.K.P.’s answer to Perry
Mason—Jack “Mouthpiece” Wood—has been
a regular star at the proceedings. The outcome
is as yet unknown, however we have heard from
reliable sources that “Woodie” may get off with
18 months to be served in either the London
Office or with Holford and Associates studying
landscape architecture.
Socially, the office has had a quiet time since
the Christmas dance which was held in the
Tinto Firs Hotel. We were, however, challenged
by Wm. Holford & Associates, our tree planting
friends, to compete for the coveted “Regdin”
trophy. A most enjoyable night was had by all
at their office and, after some skilful manipulating
of the scorecard, the Engineers managed to
triumph again. Instead of the usual games of
table tennis, darts etc. slight variations were
made; such as playing table tennis with a 2 in.
dia. hole in the middle of the bat and throwing
darts at a full scale picture of a scantily clad
damsel with the numbers inserted at the appro
priate critical points. After consuming a modi
cum of ale, the powers of concentration exhibited
by our team were highly commendable.
Our football section is compiling the fixture
list at present and hope to play their first game
within the next few weeks. We had noticed that
the London Office were eulogising the virtues
of their own football team in an earlier edition
of Pontifact. We think it appropriate that a
challenge match should be arranged on an
international basis, the venue suggested being
Hampden Park, Glasgow. (We of course mean
the well known hostelry of this name—not the
football ground!).
The golfing enthusiasts are glad to see the
hard frost has now cleared and the clubs are
swinging back into action. The poorer players
in the office are only hoping that these enthusiasts
have their handicaps reduced before the office
tournament commences.
In finishing our newsletter we would like to
challenge any office to a sporting event ranging
from Golf to Tiddlywinks. In our previous
encounters with Kendal and Belfast at cricket we
feel we were a trifle unlucky the “better team”
losing on all these occasions, however, with
our wealth of experience in gamesmanship we
might manage to win something someday.
Should any challenges be forthcoming please
contact the undersigned; it should be noted that
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our Golf Section are desperate for competition,
if only in the hope that they might leave the
office half an hour early on the day.
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have sensibly kept their heads well below ground
so far, while those of us who exist above the
surface have had to put up with one of the
coldest Marches for some time. The snow
which blanketed South East England for some
days had by now predictable effect on the
commuter network; less foreseeable was that
London Transport’s maintenance men would
stop repairing broken down escalators. Still, the
exercise of tramping up one of those seemingly
endless flights of de-escalated steps is probably
doing most of us desk-bound types good—
though at 8.45 on an average morning you would
probably not get anyone to admit it.
Two minor disasters have happened to the
office since Pontifact last appeared. On January
2nd a fire on the main staircase caused our fire
escape routine to swing into operation, and
proved in a practical way that it is possible to get
out of the building extremely quickly.
More recently, a large area of plaster descended
suddenly from the Print Room ceiling, although
fortunately nobody was underneath at the time.
This has been investigated by Joe Cassell’s
section who have uncovered some unusual
structural elements in the 7th floor slab. Needless
to say, we shall not be adapting these for use in
our own designs. Until the damage has been
remedied, the Print Room has moved to the
fourth floor where they have taken up residence
in Conference Room B.
Having dealt with the gloomier news first,
we now turn to more cheerful items.
Congratulations to David and Clarice Lyons
on the birth of a daughter, and to John and
Anne Sims on the arrival of their second son.
Congratulations and all good wishes to Wendy
Hall, Mr. Hawkey’s secretary, who will be
leaving shortly to marry Michael Hunter.
Graham White of the Accounts section has
become engaged to Susan Buckley, and Keith
Shakespeare, of Mr. Forrest’s section, to
Katherine Bunning.
We send our best wishes to all three couples,
and say farewell to Keith who is leaving for
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Sydney, Australia, where lie and Katherine will
be niarried this summer.
Our congratulations and best wishes for the
future to Garry Shieldhouse of the Computer
Section who married Rosalind Kutner on 30th
March, also to Allen Flatman and Janet Acres
whose wedding took place on March 28th.
Joe Cassell’s section report that Bob Daws
has left to take up duties as Resident Engineer
on the Basingstoke Hospital Development, and
Ken Self has rejoined the firni, having previously
left in 1967.
Brian Tucker, having completed his duties
at the Whitgift Centre, Croydon, joined the
Airports section at the beginning of February.
John Emery is avoiding the rigours of the
British winter in St. Kitts where he is occupied
on survey and ground investigation work.
Vlodek Prylinski’s section have recently
welcomed Hassan Imam, who is over here on
a scholarship froni the Sudan. John Lane, until
recently at Fulliam Hospital, has joined Mr.
Cubison’s staff at London Airport to supervise
the new B. E.A. Computer/Training Building.
Peter Eckert has joined Peter Craker on the
site of the new Gwent Police Headquarters at
Croesyceiliog, having finished his site work at
Heston on the BEAIBOAC Apprentices’ Hostel.
With best wishes to all our readers.
THE LONDON LIGHTS.

M6 Motorway
Carnforth-Killington
(Sections 1 and 2)
I understand that a good business principle
is to first tender apologies, and then get down
to business. So I hereby tender profound apolo
gies to Cohn Gallani, for inadvertently referring
to him, in the last issue of “Pontifact”, as A.R.E.
(Roads) when as in fact lie is R.E. (Roads).
On Section I the accent at the present tinie is
almost wholly concentrated on the Carnforth
Interchange area, this being the last bastion to
conquer. A.R.E. Alan Waterwortli is therefore
in the middle of what appears at first sight to be
a muddle, but which is not—or we hope so!
Burton Service Area, for so long a neglected
spit of territory, is rapidly taking shape. Laings

are busy with the building in this area; and all
that reniains to be done is what is referred to,
in geritlemans parlance, as the “percolation”
patch.
The niud of the 1968-1969 winter is gone;
we can offer a smooth or fairly smooth ride to
anyone from Old Hutton offices (Section 2) to
EIplia Bridge (Section 1). And with the bridges
programme going ahead, this niakes for very
interesting motoring.
I had long thought of Section 2 as being
headshrinking and headhunting country, that
once past Chainage 40300 (the end of Section 1
contract) only ambushing natives and strange
animals might be found. Instead, this country is
the very lionie of civilization; and the tea
brewed there is comparable to that brewed in my
natural honie.
The Resident Engineer in Chief, Mr. Dodd,
and staff have vacated Sliaw End and arrived
at Old Hutton. (This niay partly account for
both the civilizing atmosphere and for the tea.)
Unfortunately, the Sliaw End ghost refused a
transfer.
Hawes Water. Photo by David Dutton
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There niay be mud beyond Peasey Beck
embankment (Section 2), and certainly the
riding is a trifle rough there, but the outline is
there for all to see, with Kilhington Reservoir
providing a placid spring-like background, and
the bridges farther south blending gracefully
with the general landscape.
Mr. Andrew Kellam and his quantities staff
moved house froni Old Hutton to Burton.
Andrew Brodie, having seen the Burton Service
Area project alniost conipleted, joined the
Section 2 quantities staff. But unfortunately
after having initiated himself into the mysteries
of drainage take-off, got shunted to earthworks,
and now spends his time wondering how niuch
muck exists on Section 2.
We are saddened by the departures of Steve
Pearson, Cohn Sniith, Roy Weston, Rod Watson,
Jane Robinson and Francis Wheatley; Bob
Knight, Chris Bond and by the impending
departures of Peter Bathgate, Jimmy McLean
and Jimmy Roffe. Also, at Christnias, we lost
our benevolent friend and father confessor
“Wally” Walton.
This spring-like weather being the ideal tinie
for it, congratulations to:
Alan Waterworth, Andrew Brodie and Steve
Pearson for achieving the gentlemanly status
of MICE. To Serge Turceninoff now S.A.R.E.
(Bridges) on Section 2. And by no nieans least,
to “Sammy” Ramasamy, Peter Bathgate arid
Guy Forster, all of whom have achieved a
fatherly status.
I had intended to end this newsletter with a
golfing story. It was about a golfer who practised
indoors, and the resultant consequences. But as
there exists a threat of libel, I dare riot pursue it,
true as it may be.
So I will repeat what is to nie the unlikeliest
story of 1970, but which is true. It concerns a
certain gentleman of Section 1 quantities staff.
Late for work one niorning he excused hiniself
by saying, “1 thought it was Sunday”!
REX TAYLOR.

Killington to Tebay Section
Since (lie last Newsletter froni the Kihhington
to Tebay Section of the M6, we have pressed
ahead with the works in spite of heavy frosts arid
three quite deep falls of snow. On two occasions,
Land Rovers have been needed to collect stranded
nienibers of staff dotted across the countryside,
unable to move on the County road system.

1

Bridge.

Photo by Peter Mortimore

In fairness to the County Surveyor, I should
add that the industrial traffic on the niain trunk
routes, A6 and A65, have first priority, and that
by niid-day, after an overnight fall of snow, the
remaining County roads are cleared. It is the
early niorning traveller who is caught!
It was found possible to survive in the office
without running water for several days in early
January; but vhien the heating failed, with an
outside temperature overnight of around 5 ‘F,
and daytinie temperature of 20F niaximum,
the Contractor decided to suspend operations
both inside the office as well as outside. Work
on site has progressed, punctuated by the really
poor conditions, with a couple of miles more of
carriageway completed to base level, and quite
considerable quantities of rock blasted arid
removed to (lie hungry jaws of the crusher, to be
processed into crushed rock for the pavement
construction below sub base. Drainage, too,
has continued queite well, and I suspect that
it was relatively quite warm down a manhole
or in a drain trench, out of (lie bitter winds.
During this winter, we have noticed the lack
of snow drifting to any depth on the carriageways
south of High Gill, which gives rise to hopes of a
clear motorway during the winters iii the future.
The records on visibility and our predictions are
also borne out in the fact that low cloud only
seems to affect the Sedberghi Road end of this
Contract, the Lune Gorge at carriageway level
generally being clear.
There is still a sprinkling of snow on the hills
seen from the office windows, but down on the
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Sydney, Australia, where lie and Katherine will
be niarried this summer.
Our congratulations and best wishes for the
future to Garry Shieldhouse of the Computer
Section who married Rosalind Kutner on 30th
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whose wedding took place on March 28th.
Joe Cassell’s section report that Bob Daws
has left to take up duties as Resident Engineer
on the Basingstoke Hospital Development, and
Ken Self has rejoined the firni, having previously
left in 1967.
Brian Tucker, having completed his duties
at the Whitgift Centre, Croydon, joined the
Airports section at the beginning of February.
John Emery is avoiding the rigours of the
British winter in St. Kitts where he is occupied
on survey and ground investigation work.
Vlodek Prylinski’s section have recently
welcomed Hassan Imam, who is over here on
a scholarship froni the Sudan. John Lane, until
recently at Fulliam Hospital, has joined Mr.
Cubison’s staff at London Airport to supervise
the new B. E.A. Computer/Training Building.
Peter Eckert has joined Peter Craker on the
site of the new Gwent Police Headquarters at
Croesyceiliog, having finished his site work at
Heston on the BEAIBOAC Apprentices’ Hostel.
With best wishes to all our readers.
THE LONDON LIGHTS.

M6 Motorway
Carnforth-Killington
(Sections 1 and 2)
I understand that a good business principle
is to first tender apologies, and then get down
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(Roads) when as in fact lie is R.E. (Roads).
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Burton Service Area, for so long a neglected
spit of territory, is rapidly taking shape. Laings

are busy with the building in this area; and all
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in geritlemans parlance, as the “percolation”
patch.
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contract) only ambushing natives and strange
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Hawes Water. Photo by David Dutton
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There niay be mud beyond Peasey Beck
embankment (Section 2), and certainly the
riding is a trifle rough there, but the outline is
there for all to see, with Kilhington Reservoir
providing a placid spring-like background, and
the bridges farther south blending gracefully
with the general landscape.
Mr. Andrew Kellam and his quantities staff
moved house froni Old Hutton to Burton.
Andrew Brodie, having seen the Burton Service
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of drainage take-off, got shunted to earthworks,
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“Wally” Walton.
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of MICE. To Serge Turceninoff now S.A.R.E.
(Bridges) on Section 2. And by no nieans least,
to “Sammy” Ramasamy, Peter Bathgate arid
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fatherly status.
I had intended to end this newsletter with a
golfing story. It was about a golfer who practised
indoors, and the resultant consequences. But as
there exists a threat of libel, I dare riot pursue it,
true as it may be.
So I will repeat what is to nie the unlikeliest
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certain gentleman of Section 1 quantities staff.
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REX TAYLOR.

Killington to Tebay Section
Since (lie last Newsletter froni the Kihhington
to Tebay Section of the M6, we have pressed
ahead with the works in spite of heavy frosts arid
three quite deep falls of snow. On two occasions,
Land Rovers have been needed to collect stranded
nienibers of staff dotted across the countryside,
unable to move on the County road system.

1

Bridge.

Photo by Peter Mortimore

In fairness to the County Surveyor, I should
add that the industrial traffic on the niain trunk
routes, A6 and A65, have first priority, and that
by niid-day, after an overnight fall of snow, the
remaining County roads are cleared. It is the
early niorning traveller who is caught!
It was found possible to survive in the office
without running water for several days in early
January; but vhien the heating failed, with an
outside temperature overnight of around 5 ‘F,
and daytinie temperature of 20F niaximum,
the Contractor decided to suspend operations
both inside the office as well as outside. Work
on site has progressed, punctuated by the really
poor conditions, with a couple of miles more of
carriageway completed to base level, and quite
considerable quantities of rock blasted arid
removed to (lie hungry jaws of the crusher, to be
processed into crushed rock for the pavement
construction below sub base. Drainage, too,
has continued queite well, and I suspect that
it was relatively quite warm down a manhole
or in a drain trench, out of (lie bitter winds.
During this winter, we have noticed the lack
of snow drifting to any depth on the carriageways
south of High Gill, which gives rise to hopes of a
clear motorway during the winters iii the future.
The records on visibility and our predictions are
also borne out in the fact that low cloud only
seems to affect the Sedberghi Road end of this
Contract, the Lune Gorge at carriageway level
generally being clear.
There is still a sprinkling of snow on the hills
seen from the office windows, but down on the
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site the sun is shining and the Contractor is
opening up his work for the big push, and hoping
that the present spring-like weather will hold.
His concentration is on one carriageway through
the Gorge to gain access, which at this moment
is almost complete to a condition where a private
car may drive in comfort. it is now a fact that
some members of staff have the privilege of
driving to work on the wrong side of the road
along the new motorway.
The last span of beams are being placed on the
last bridge at Tebay, parapets, handrails and
guardrails are appearing and the operations of
trimming batters and laying top soil are now in
hand, and with discussions in progress on the
erection of signs, carriageway markings, details
of seeding, etc., it will soon be time to produce
that long list of outstanding works which will
herald the Opening Day, and the commencement
of the maintenance period.
JOHN WARBURTON.

Tebay—Thrimby—Hackthorpe Section
Our Newsletter always seems to commence
with a weather report, perhaps because it is the
one factor which affects our lives and work the
most. So not to disappoint our regular readers,—
we have had a comparatively dry winter since
Christmas, some snow and a good deal of frost.
We have certainly had less snow than places
situated in what are considered to be milder
climes, it has therefore, in spite of the Con
tractor’s misgivings about Shap in the Winter,
been a period of good progress on the section,
and at the time of writing we are more or less
on programme.
We had the usual round of Christmas parties
during the festive season, our main effort being
a joint one with Section 3.
Since then two of our staff have left the firm,
Ron Jones to join Cumberland County Council
and Ian Walsh to join Carlisle City. We hope
that they enjoy their prolonged stay in Cumbria
and wish them well on their future projects.
Peter Webster has left the Site on an assign
nient to Bangkok and Roy Weston has joined us
from Section 2.
The oldsters are sorry to see the passing of
Shaw End where many happy times were spent
amidst the idyllic surroundings. A party in the old
lab, ably organised by Dilys Collison gave many
old friends a chance to meet again and to mourn
the end of an era of motorway design. It seenied

that everyone had so much to talk about that
the excellent band went almost unnoticed for
the greater part of the evening.
Our Section’s final links with Shaw End were
cut last week when we sent a lorry to cart away
the samples and cores from our soils investiga
tions which were stored there.
Back on the Site, Ernie Wigseii still worries
about his drains, whilst Bill Brooks battles with
the red silts of Lowmoor, the last of the bulk
earthworks remaining.
The A.R.E.’s spend most of their time checking
pavement setting out, the number of pins to be
checked on a project of this size is fantastic and
their efficiency with a level is a big factor here.
The “Autoset” levels we have on Site play a big
part in speeding up this work, and we wonder
how we would manage with old fashioned
Dumpy levels.
Thoughts on the Site are now directed to
improving the view as the earthworks come to
an end and Spoil Tips are being civilised. As one
“local” said to me “there is likely to be more
summonses for loitering on the motorway than
for speeding”. He did not say with what intent
but I presume that he meant to enjoy the scenery.
The best view on the section is on the fast
lane of the Southbound carriageway travelling
southwards from the summit. Should we reverse
things here and allow overtaking on the left?
The special steel posted fencing fits in very well
and everyone now agrees that its sheep proof.
We also have a special “Moorland” grass seed
which has been tested at our highest point for
viability and growth in our peaty soil. The only
test we haven’t done is a taste census amongst
the long horned Swaledale residents. “Moorland
mixture or M.O.T., Sir?” My guess is they’ll
eat anything even Ernies old boots.
Congratulations to Kingsley Nutt and Angela
Gibb on their engagement in the New Year.
JOHN F. SMITH.

Muscat
Part 1 December 1969
(The Editor.c received tills Part too late for the
last issue)

“Water very good, Sahib” quoth the venerable
bearded Arabic sage, as he stooped to drink
from the gushing Fire Hydrant. The water,
heavily laced with 50 parts per million chlorine,
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Messrs. Little, Lowe and
askari in the interior.

was being used to sterilize the reticulation
mains, and one wonders if his opinion was as
high the next morning when the chlorine had
commenced its purgative effect.
From the above the more observant reader
can gather that the Fresh Water Supply Project
is nearing completion, virtually all construction
work is complete, the pipeline, reticulations and
most of the Water Selling Stations are complete
and sterilized, the pumps and generators are
installed and operative, and very soon we expect
to hand over the completed scheme.
Other work out here progresses well, with the
new post office and the John R. Harris Office
completed and handed over, and the two blocks
of flats, Government Offices and Girl’s School
are all nearing completion. The hospital in the
interior at Tan’am has commenced, with Bill
Patton permanently stationed there, and the
main hospital at Ruwi has also commenced.
Since the last Newsletter Alec Deuchars,
lOW on the Water Supply Project, has left us
at the end of his tour, and Graham Little has
joined us as A.R.E. to Charles Seale. John
Maidment leaves in the middle of December for
the somewhat different environment of London
Office. Rumours of more projects in the offing
lead us to expect that our numbers will be
replenished soon.
We have had several visitors since I last

wrote, among them Mr. Harris, the Architect,
Mr. Mitchell from the same firm, John Meakin
from Widnell and Trollope came out to replace
our regular QS, Mike Lowe, while he was on
leave, staying for nine weeks, Peter Moffat,
from Spencer and Partners, came out briefly to
test and commission our Cathodic Protection
installation on the water supply main, and
Mr. Freeth of Hoare, Lea and Partners also
came for a short stay.
Charles and Pamela Seale have moved into
their permanent accommodation in the flat above
the new John R. Harris Office, a move that takes
them inside the wall of Muscat town, a short
distance but a considerable restriction in freedom
of movement, as the main gate clangs shut three
hours after sunset and complicated passes are
required to take a vehicle through after that
time.
Even when walking within the walls after the
gate has shut it is necessary to carry a small oil
lamp, to avoid being arrested as a suspect
criminal.
The rest of us remain at Ruwi Mess, where
our new Coseley pre-fabricated house is function
ing as a C.O.W.’s mess. Spasmodic gardening
has been commenced, but it will be some time
before any appreciable impact will be made on
the scenery. Other social activities remain much
as before, but with the weather becoming
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upwards as the summer approaches, so we
must make the most of it while we can.
Our visitors have included Mr. Whiting, and
we are expecting Mr. Meyer from Widnell and
Trollope shortly.
There seems little else to report, other than
to note that we all remain surprisingly fit and
well compared to other organisations, presumably
this can be attributed to our regular doses of
Daraprim, Entero-Vioforme and Bromide.

Now that the war in Nigeria is over we can

looks pretty impressive with columns sprouting
in all directions and closely resembles a modern
Coliseum. Unfortunately there is still no sign
of a deck but this is just a temporary set back.
The Northern States Study Phase I has been
completed and the statutory half hundred
weight of report has been shipped to the World
Bank and to the Governments of the six states.
The report is rather revolutionary in aspect
as it recommends low cost road construction.
This is quite unprecedented in a report by
Consultants, particularly trans-Atlantic or Con

get back to pre-war living and look forward in
the near future to seeing the shops stocked with
imported goods as in pre-war days.
Concerning the lighter side of life, down in
Lagos we continue to make use of the beaches;
Vie Lawley continues to be the only member of
the firm who runs his own water transport and
can reach the beaches or voyage up the creeks

Part II

Marc/I 1970
Muscat Airport consists of one short concrete
airstrip surrounded on all sides by high rocky
Jebels. The approach to the runway is quite
spectacular, particularly now that Gulf Aviation
have acquired a BAC I-I I to supplement their
Fokker Friendship F-27. Three times a week
the miracle of a successful landing and take-off
is performed for the large cohorts of interested
spectators, who assemble by some strange sixth
sense whenever a plane is due. Over the past few
months we have been regular visitors to the
airport, partly as one end of the runway is within
bowshot of our accommodation, and partly
due to the large number of staff movements.
The completion of the Fresh Water Supply
Scheme, save for one recalcitrant pump, has
led to the departures of Jeff Tetlow to Hong
Kong, and George Forrest to Malta. Alan
Mitchison of Widnell and Trollope has just
arrived to replace our resident Q.S. Michael
Lowe, who completes his tour shortly. We have
also had several arrivals and departures associ
ated with intermediate leaves.

under his own power at 30 knots, he does
however, sometimes prefer to return under tow.
All serious golfers in Lagos have now won a
“pot” and we congratulate Messrs. Viapree,
Lawley (2) and Vulliamy (2) on these achieve
ments. Our Kaduna golfers must not be dis

couraged, as Joan Collier is keeping the S.W.K.P.
flag flying on the golf course, and Ted Collier
still holds the S.W.K.P. record for the distance
behind the tee from which a second shot has
been played. We would congratulate Herbert
Adigun on election to membership of the
Institution of Structural Engineers.
In Kaduna horse riding is still popular and

spent a week carrying out a site investigation

for another hospital at Sur, a coastal town
some 120 miles East of Muscat, and it is
rumoured that this may well commence in the
late summer.
Our social life remains somewhat static,
although the increasing number of Europeans
here has led to the formation of one or two
clubs for outside activities. A cinema club has
commenced at the British Consulate, a Drama
Group has been formed, in which the firm are
well represented, and Graham’s return from
leave armed with his bagpipes presaged the
opening of a Caledonian Society.
It is difficult to contemplate the recent weather
reports from U.K. with anything other than
self-congratulation, as at this time of the year
our weather is at its best, daytime temperatures
being in the low eighties, and as yet no require
ment for the air-conditioning. However the
temperature will soon commence to bound

our staff continue to provide, even after the

departure of Owen Turnbull, the elite of the
Kaduna rugby team. As far as the art of conversa
tion is concerned Graham Butt is still unequalled
and can deal effectively with topics as widely
separated as village green cricket and the cost!
benefit ratio of fatal road accidents to the aged.
Several new jobs have come into the office.
These include Zaria Water Supply, a report On
Katsina Water Supply and the rehabilitation of
200 miles of trunk road between Lagos and

I

plant and the commissioning of the works, in
between carrying out various duties on Lagos
and Zaria Watr supplies, so he should have

plenty of spare time to write an article for
Pontifact. On further thought there is an in
teresting article to be written on Contractor/
Client/World Bank/Consultant relationships by
some members of the team working on the

Nigeria

As mentioned above, the Fresh Water Supply
Scheme has been completed, and we await with
interest the day when the Sultanate commence
operations, rumour has it that this will be
shortly.
The tenders for the Mutrah Corniche have
been opened, leading us to hope that this will
be under way soon. Graham Little and myself

Pontifact. “Doctor heal thyself”, so let’s be

having an article on the work at Kano written
by the man on the spot. This of course, means
Chris Davis, as John Price has now left Nigeria.
Chris is now dealing with the installation of

RICHARD DENTON-COX.

Drilling at Wadi Sumail
for the Fresh Water Supply
Scheme

rapidly cooler doubtless more energetic pursuits
will re-appear after the summer lay-off.

We were taken to task by the staff of Kano
Water Supply for not mentioning their job in

Ilorin. In connection with the water supply
work we welcome Gerry Good who is making
a return to the Kaduna office. Although rather
belatedly we also welcome back Ali Gombe
after his M.Sc. course in the United Kingdom.

reconstruction of the Apapa Road. This job now

tinental ones, for the World Bank.

The roads section in Kaduna is now girding
its loins in preparation for the U.N.D.P. study
of the roads in the Northern States—Phase II.

Stan Greenland and his teani should be glad
that tllis includes sonie design work ratller than
furtller feasibility studies.
Our man in Maiduguri, David Lockilart, is

still

dealing

with

problems

conilected

witil

ceremonial gates and fountains. A brief extract
from one of his site reports is wortil publishing
verbatim.
“On testing the pumps for tile fountain tile
result was very disappointing. However, it was
found that the phases on tile electric motors
ilad been connected wrongly and the punps were
going backwards
The floodlights provided are of two types.
Tile larger ones are too big for the concrete
ilousings and protrude beyond tile cover. Tllis
caused an accident when a tractor towing a
trailer of “nigllt water” mistook a floodligilt
for a car and swerved onto tile roundabout,
spilling the trailer contents into tile fountain.
We are going to try the smaller floodhigllts
here”.
Mr. Vulhianly ilas just returned from a visit to
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some members of the team working on the

Nigeria
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Pontifact. “Doctor heal thyself”, so let’s be

having an article on the work at Kano written
by the man on the spot. This of course, means
Chris Davis, as John Price has now left Nigeria.
Chris is now dealing with the installation of

RICHARD DENTON-COX.

Drilling at Wadi Sumail
for the Fresh Water Supply
Scheme
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will re-appear after the summer lay-off.
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Ilorin. In connection with the water supply
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reconstruction of the Apapa Road. This job now

tinental ones, for the World Bank.
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still

dealing

with

problems

conilected

witil
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East Africa where he was in the chair while
R. C. Hedges took a short but long overdue
leave, watching cricket. Mr. Vulliamy reports
that Nairobi is a magnificent city with a very
pleasant climate and many facilities for sport
and recreation, including of course the fanious
game parks. We, in Nigeria, do not really envy
them, all that altitude must be very tiring, and
at least here there is no danger of being trodden
on by an elephant.
In conclusion we would express our sorrow
that Mr. Measor, during his sea trip, did not
call in at Lagos particularly as he was passing
so close and we wish him a pleasant stay in
Hong Kong.
THE LAGOS LIGHTS.

Northern Ireland
M2: Dunsilly to Ballybentragh
M22: Shanes Viaduct to Dunsilly
Editions of Pontifact appear to be following
each other in quick succession and it seems like
only yesterday since our last contribution.
Regrettably also the land of poets and scholars
is not noticeably represented amongst our small
cross-section and once again we are reduced to
a short newsletter.
The period since Christmas has been generally
quiet on both Contracts although a respectable
amount of work has been possible and both
Contractors’ earthmoving fleets are poised for
the first sign of dry weather. On the M2 we
expect the earthworks to be complete by our
summer break in July and given reasonable
weather most of the M22 also should be complete
by the Autumn. In order that we may not be
tempted to take things easy two further Con
tracts are planned to commence towards the end
of the year—Shanes Viaduct itself and the final
section to complete the Randalstown by-pass.
It would appear that this will probably conclude
the S.W.K.P. excursion in Ireland, still nine
miles short of the original goal towards which
we set out nearly six years ago. It is interesting
to speculate on the magnitude of the claim
against the Employer which either of our Con
tractors could formulate in similar circumstances!
Staff movements over the past three months
have all been outgoing with a consequent in-
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creased strain on those who remain which the
forthcoming earthmoving season will do nothing
to alleviate. We have to record the departure
of five of the staff with rumours of more to follow.
First to go was Tony Rees who may have found
the combination of Irish weather, coarse Irish
rugby and the less permissive Irish maidens too
much to bear. The measurement section has been
depleted at an inopportune moment by the loss
of Chris Wright, and the female charm which
helps to brighten our drab site existence has been
sadly reduced by the departure of Violet Davies
and Rosemary Lindsay. Rosemary was the last
of the glamorous band of tracers in Belfast
Office and with her move an epoch has ended.
Most serious of all, however, has been George
Eakin’s decision to build motorways in Spain in
preference to Northern Ireland. George was
one of the founder-members of the Belfast
Office and has been a tower of strength through
out the past six years. As we journey through
our careers we become increasingly critical of
our fellow engineers and it is interesting to
compile a list of those who have impressed us as
being above the common run. George’s name
is included in the shortvery short !—list which
your correspondent has drawn up over the past

two decades and we wish him every success
in his new venture. Scott Wilson’s loss is another
Consultant’s gain. The entire staff have vowed
to keep in the very closest touch with George
in his ideal holiday home on the Costa Brava!
Spoiting activities continue to be confined to
the lunch-time table-tennis enthusiasts whose
prowess is now such as to induce them to
challenge all comers. A match against Limmer &
Trinidad was convincingly won 9-0 but the
presumption of some of the team in entering for
the local championships was soundly rebuked!
All suffered defeat, and in the case of our No. I
Don Lee, this was rendered all the more bitter
by the extreme youth of his opponent whose
age has been variously reported as somewhere
between nine and eleven!
Northern Ireland is now approaching its
50th anniversary and we shall be co-operating
during the summer in a film designed to show
how the country’s undoubted progress is due
in large measure to the Civil Engineer, It is
probably too much to hope that this birthday
can heal last year’s self-inflicted wounds but it
inay give sonie sense of identity to a people who
cannot make up their minds if they are Irish or
British or, better still, both.
TERRY MCDOWELL.
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Club Notes
Badmi,ito,i
As March ends so our Badminton season is
brought to a premature close. The needs of
swimmers taking precedence over those of
Badminton players means that Monday evenings
can become devoted once more to Launderettes
and Spring cleaning. Wintering tennis players
can return to their first love whilst unfit squash
players can give up completely with a clear
conscience.
The skills and endeavours, so earnestly sought
after all winter, disappear in a welter of apathy.
The season is remembered in a kaleidoscope of
half remembered events:—a shot missed, a
racquet smashed, personal injury, something
said at the dinner and the weekly sessions in the
Swiss Cottage.
Since the details of this season will be easily
forgotten in the exaggerations, half-truths and
mirages that masquerade as niemories I will
attempt to give the details here.
Regular club evenings were held at Swiss
Cottage Baths every Monday. Whilst the number
of players is less than last season the quality of
play continued its almost imperceptible trend
upwards. The advantages of a better standard of
play are considerable. Not only is the game more
enjoyable when played to a higher standard,

but it also means that some of the better players
within the firm will not consider it a chore to
attend. The presence of these better players will
ensure that the standard continues to rise.
The improved standard of play enabled the club
to arrange one or two unofficial “matches”
during the season. The first against Nash’s
Paper Mills resulted in a “Victory” for S.W.K.P.
by eight games to five. The second match against
Wimbledon Youth B.C. was yet to be played
when this article was written.
The dinner will again mark the finish of the
season being held this year at the Singapore
Restaurant, Marylebone Lane W. I.
It remains only for me to thank the partners
for their continuing support both in meeting

the everyday costs of shuttlecocks and court hire

and also in their subsidy for the Club dinner.
I hope they will be in a position to give financial
support to next year’s Secretary when he attempts
to arrange some matches for his club members.
G. H. FRENCH.

Hon. Sec.

Camera C1ib
Since Christmas we have had some very
interesting lunchtime slide shows on The Rhine,
Cycling in Yugoslavia, Guernsey and Norway
although attendance was poor.
The response to the Black and White Coni
petition was very encouraging. Mr. Peter Gurnhill
of the Manchester Square Camera Club very
kindly judged the competition and gave some
very good advice and comments. The standard
of the entries was much higher than the last
competition.

Results:
Portraits (30 entries)
1st Prize
Henry Egerton
2nd Prize
George Lobb
3rd Prize
Cohn Smith
Open Section (13 entries)
1st Prize
Steve 1-lobden
2nd Prize
Terry Ottway

I hope that our next Black and White Com
petitions will be as well supported.
Closing date 29th April The subjects are:
Animals
Structures (Old and New)
Closing date 30th June
Sport
Hard Labour

The subjects are:

We have an Informal Slide Competition
evening when the subject is open on the 8th
April followed by the A.G.M. on the 22nd April
when new officers and committee will be elected.
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The present Committee are now in the process
of planning the 1970-1971 programme and will
welcome any suggestions and any volunteers to
show their holiday slides.
The subject for the next Autumn Slide Com
petition will be:—
I. Boats
2. Flower Arrangement
3. Open (Any subject)
D. C. KING.

Golf
I trust the golfers within the Firm have been
maintaining their swings during the winter
months or are in the process of regrooving same
after a lay off because the following matches have
already been arranged:
27 May 70 Cuddington Golf Club, v Binnie &
Part ners.
25 June 70 RAC Club,—”Measor Mashie”.
9 July 70 Tyrells Wood Golf Club,
Sir
Alexander Gibb & Ptnrs.
5 Aug 70 Betchworth Park Golf Club, v
Preece Cardew & Rider.
2 Sept 70 Tyrells Wood Golf Club, v Richard
Costains.
To be arranged, v Ove Arup & Partners.
I would like to repeat my plea which appeared
in the last issue of Pontifact for new (or second
hand!) golfers within the Firm to contact me.
We have lost a star player in the bonny wee
shape of Andrew Johnstone (8) and I appreciate
it will not be easy to replace him. “Decent”
double figure handicappers will be more than
welcome to endeavour to raise a team that will
improve upon our “played 5, lost 4, won I”
record of last year.
On 10 March 70 the Dolphin Golf Society
(Richard Costains) again invited four members
of our club to attend a showing of last year’s
“Open”, won by Tony Jacklin, and “Piccadilly”
tournaments. Two excellent films coupled with
Costains’ usual generous hospitality resulted in a
niost enjoyable and inspiring evening.
“Pontifact Putter”

Portraits, 3rd prize: Cohn Smith

Open Section, 2nd prize:’.

It has been suggested by Pat Vulliarny in the
Lagos Office and approved by the Partners,
that a new annual competition be inaugurated
run on similar lines to the “Measor Mashie”.
The competition shall be known as the “Pontifact
Putter”.
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Mr. E. 0. Measor has kindly consented to
provide a suitable trophy to be presented to the
winner who shall retain it for one year.
The rules of the competition are set out
below:—
I. The competition shall be open to all
members of S.W.K.P. and their wives who
are members of overseas firms (i.e. outside
the U.K. and Eire) or who are visiting
overseas rms.
2. Non-resident partners shall be eligible
provided they play the relevant round
overseas.
3. The competition shall be one round of
18 holes played during the months January
to mid-June inclusive.
4. A competitor may only submit one card,
and shall nominate his competition round
prior to play.
5. The scoring shall be the Stableford Points
system, as follows:--—
Net score of I over Bogey
I point
Bogey
2 points
Birdie
3 points etc.
Strokes received shall be of the handicap
and shall be taken at the holes indicated
on the card. Half strokes and over shall
count as one but smaller fractions shall not
count.
Maximum handicap shall be 36 strokes.
6. Cards shall be counter-signed by the
competitor’s opponent and sent to the
London Golf Secretary (G. W. Walker)
to arrive not later than Monday, 22nd June,
1970, for this years competition.
Envelopes containing cards will be opened on
the evening of the Measor Mashie competition
(25th June, 1970) and the result will be announced
at the dinner.
It is hoped as many “golfers” as possible will
take advantage of the increased handicap from
the usual maximum of 24 strokes to 36 despite
the fact that available time to enter a card for
this year’s competition is limited.
G. W. WALKER.
Golf Club Secretary.
—

—

-

Crick’t
I make no claim to being a prophet nor would
I dream of trying to outdo “Old Moore’s
Almanac”, I do however, predict that it will be a
lively summer for a lot of sportsmen. In England
the South African cricket team will be doing
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Date

Opponents

I.

Wed. 20th May

Practice Match

Long Ditton

2.

Wed. 27th May

J.D. & D.M. Watson Ltd.

Long Ditton

3.

Wed. 3rd June

Travers Morgan & Partners

Long Ditton

4.

Fri. 19th June

President’s Match

Long Ditton

5.

Wed. 24th June

Richard Costain

Long Ditton

6.

Fri. 3rd July

Nyasaland Leopards

Long Ditton

7.

Wed. 8th July

To be arranged

Long Ditton

8.

Wed. 15th July

Binnie & Partners

Long Ditton

9.

Wed. 22nd July

Sir A. Gibb & Partners

Long Ditton

10.

Sat. 25th July

Richard Costain

New MaIden

II.

Wed. 29th July

Gollins Melvin Ward & Ptns.

Long Ditton

12.

Sun. 2nd Aug.

Charing Cross Hospital

Cobhani

13.

Wed. 5th Aug.

To be arranged

Long Ditton
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battle with our test team whilst anti-apartheid
supporters will be doing battle with the police
force. In Mexico the tension of the World Cup
games are doubtlessly going to produce many
explosive situations and possibly riots between
players and spectators alike. Members of S.W.K.
& P. Cricket Club have a unique opportunity
of taking part in similar high tension, drama
packed games as these when playing at Long
Ditton this summer so if there are any fast
bowlers who bear a grudge or grievance against
any of the firms with whom we have fixtures
and against whom they would like to “demon
strate”, then please contact me and I will
endeavour to help you.
Although the summer still appears to be a
long way off the fixture list is well on its way to
being completed. I was pleased to hear that the
Nyasaland Leopards could raise a side this
year and look forward to renewing our acquain
tanceship with them. There is not a lot to be
said about the other fixtures, we have played
all of these sides before and can look forward
to some very keen and tough matches. Ron
Chapman has kindly agreed to skipper the side
and Fm sure you will all want to join me in
wishing him luck for the coming season.
For newcomers I should like to explain that

the majority of our matches are played at Long
Ditton and that the evening matches are limited
to twenty overs batting for each team. For these
matches skill, although of course useful, is not
essential and all lovers of the game are welcome
to take part. There are however a few afternoon
games and on these occasions we do try and field
the strongest eleven possible. The highlight of
the season is the President’s Match in which two
teams from within the firni play each other.
Our President and his wife, Mr. and Mrs.
Hawkey, invite all members of the staff to bring
their families or girl/friends along to watch
the match and upon its completion to attend
a Summer Social in the Clubhouse. Renowned
for its strawberry tarts this has proved to be a
very popular evening in the past and I urge you
to keep that particular evening free in order to
attend.
I shall shortly be sending out a circular and
anyone wishing to play cricket will then have the
opportunity of letting me know in which games
lie would like to play. In the meantime, anyone
wishing for further information about the club’s
activities can contact me in D.O.3.
It only remains to wish you all a very enjoyable
season.
D. R. HITcHINGs.
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Date

Opponents

I.

Wed. 20th May

Practice Match

Long Ditton

2.

Wed. 27th May

J.D. & D.M. Watson Ltd.

Long Ditton

3.

Wed. 3rd June

Travers Morgan & Partners

Long Ditton

4.

Fri. 19th June

President’s Match

Long Ditton

5.

Wed. 24th June

Richard Costain

Long Ditton

6.

Fri. 3rd July

Nyasaland Leopards

Long Ditton

7.

Wed. 8th July

To be arranged

Long Ditton

8.

Wed. 15th July

Binnie & Partners

Long Ditton

9.

Wed. 22nd July

Sir A. Gibb & Partners

Long Ditton

10.

Sat. 25th July

Richard Costain

New MaIden

II.

Wed. 29th July

Gollins Melvin Ward & Ptns.

Long Ditton

12.

Sun. 2nd Aug.

Charing Cross Hospital

Cobhani

13.

Wed. 5th Aug.

To be arranged

Long Ditton
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battle with our test team whilst anti-apartheid
supporters will be doing battle with the police
force. In Mexico the tension of the World Cup
games are doubtlessly going to produce many
explosive situations and possibly riots between
players and spectators alike. Members of S.W.K.
& P. Cricket Club have a unique opportunity
of taking part in similar high tension, drama
packed games as these when playing at Long
Ditton this summer so if there are any fast
bowlers who bear a grudge or grievance against
any of the firms with whom we have fixtures
and against whom they would like to “demon
strate”, then please contact me and I will
endeavour to help you.
Although the summer still appears to be a
long way off the fixture list is well on its way to
being completed. I was pleased to hear that the
Nyasaland Leopards could raise a side this
year and look forward to renewing our acquain
tanceship with them. There is not a lot to be
said about the other fixtures, we have played
all of these sides before and can look forward
to some very keen and tough matches. Ron
Chapman has kindly agreed to skipper the side
and Fm sure you will all want to join me in
wishing him luck for the coming season.
For newcomers I should like to explain that

the majority of our matches are played at Long
Ditton and that the evening matches are limited
to twenty overs batting for each team. For these
matches skill, although of course useful, is not
essential and all lovers of the game are welcome
to take part. There are however a few afternoon
games and on these occasions we do try and field
the strongest eleven possible. The highlight of
the season is the President’s Match in which two
teams from within the firni play each other.
Our President and his wife, Mr. and Mrs.
Hawkey, invite all members of the staff to bring
their families or girl/friends along to watch
the match and upon its completion to attend
a Summer Social in the Clubhouse. Renowned
for its strawberry tarts this has proved to be a
very popular evening in the past and I urge you
to keep that particular evening free in order to
attend.
I shall shortly be sending out a circular and
anyone wishing to play cricket will then have the
opportunity of letting me know in which games
lie would like to play. In the meantime, anyone
wishing for further information about the club’s
activities can contact me in D.O.3.
It only remains to wish you all a very enjoyable
season.
D. R. HITcHINGs.
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Editorial
he Editors thank contributors and subeditors for sending in most of the copy
for the Spring edition by the middle of
March; which has made it more likely that the
edition will appear—if writers to and for
“Pontifact” will forgive the word—by its target
date, “mid-April”.
There is nothing magic about mid-April
(at least in the U.K.) but it means a fair interval
between then and the end of June when the
summer edition should reach the printer.
The Hong Kong sub-editor regrets that this
edition is without a newsletter from Hong Kong—
he’s been helping day and night to ensure that the
first Jumbo-Jet at H.K. fails to end up in the sea.
The Editors can report, to readers in British
Honduras, Glasgow and Muscat, that Spring
seems at the time of writing to have arrived.
Envy of waving palms, camels and tropical sun
(where these apply) tends now to give way to
some relief that in London we need beware of
neither snakes nor scorpions on the escalators
at Oxford Circus. Nor does the dreaded sand
storm sweep along Eastcastle Street to spoil
MAy15 JOHNSON

CHRISTOPHER KNOLLYS

the beer and pork pies in the “Champion”.
And we have had a fair sight of the sun too.
But the tropics are good for “Pontifact”.
A week or two before now, it seemed that this
would be a Muscat special edition. And the first
Pontiscoop has arrived from the East Indies
(the Editors are not yet sure where Bangar is in
more detail, but readers will see that not only
site engineers frequent the place, but also hovercraft; which suggests that Bangar has its own
special importance). Westmorland too, though,
still has a large place in “Pontifact” and the
Editors thank those members of the M6 site
staff who write and those others who have sent
striking photographs of bridges and of the fells
under snow. (One Editor reports that the Lune
Gorge after a snowstorm is more impressive
than any photograph can show).
The Editors hope that “Pontifact” will reach
all its readers within a week or two of being
published. All copies that go outside U.K. are
sent by air, and it would be interesting to learn
when the first and the last parcels get through.
With best wishes to all readers.

GEOFFREY MOORE

STEPHEN OLIVER

ROLAND FILCHER
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