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Partners’ Panoram a
here has been some discussion in the Press
as to whether 1970 is the last year of the
1960s or the first year of the 1970s, the
end or the beginning of a decade. Whatever is the
right interpretation this seems a good moment to
look at three decades of this firm—the 50s and
60s which are now part of our history and the 70s
which is still to come.
When I look back to work abroad in the 1950s,
how peaceful and orderly the world of that
period seems to us now! In the countries in
which we worked there were remnants of British
staff in the civil service and affairs were admini
stered in a reasonably efficient and civilized way.
The Consulting Engineer was understood and
treated with some respect. Money was usually
paid when it was supposed to be paid and could
be transferred from one country to another
without difficulty. By contrast in the latter half of
the l960s everything abroad has seemed to be
wars or rumours of wars, administrative con
fusion and delays in the payment or transference
of money. To list a few of the cataclysms which
our staff overseas have passed through have been
the Arab/Israeli war of June, 1967, the Nigerian
civil war, the Hong Kong riots of 1968, the
guerrilla uprising in Amman and, most recent of
all, the coup in the Sultanate of Oman. We are
all most grateful to those who have had to endure
these events whilst engaged on our work. At
home, in this same period, the story has been
freeze, squeeze and freeze again. It is strange,
therefore to reflect that, whilst the increase of this
firm in the 1950s seemed at that time very great,
yet, in spite of all the turbulent waters of the
1960s, the development of the firm has continued
at much the same rate in that decade, whether
looked at from the point of view of the size of the
firm on a world-wide basis or equally from the
point of view of the calibre of the work on which
we have been and are now engaged.
Surveying the development of the firm first of
all from the angle of staff, the total number of or
Head Office staff, both technical and admini
strative, in 1950 was 45. In 1960 it was 130 which
one may look upon as a threefold increase or an
addition of 85; in 1970 it is 260, a twofold

increase or an addition of 130. If ones takes the
African and Hong Kong Partnerships into
consideration, the increase from 1960 to 1970
would be greater.
Looking back a little further to 1947, it may be
of interest to observe that an AUA now enters the
firm at a higher salary than the highest paid of the
staff of 32 received in 1947! I greatly fear that
this is more a reflection of the sad decline of the £
than a measure of a dramatic improvement in the
financial rewards of the engineering profession.
However, one hopes that there has been some
real advance in the financial and other recogni
tion of the value of the engineer to the country.
Before turning from the size of the staff to the
work done by the firm in the 1960s as compared
with the l950s, 1 will pause first to record an
important event, indeed the most important
event of the decade when the firm as we know it
was formed in January, 1954, by a happy union
of Scott & Wilson and Sir Cyril Kirkpatrick &
Partners, firms which had carried out important
work on their own in previous decades.
The works which I will single out from the
1950s are, in the structural field, the Royal
Festival Hall, the west block of the BEA Main
tenance Base at London Airport, the Shell Build
ing; on the civil engineering side in this country,
Bridstow Bridge over the Wye, the Cheshire
Section of the M6; overseas, the Mudi Dam,
near Blantyre, Malawi (then Nyasaland) and Kai
Tak Airport, Hong Kong. This list I have put
forward as representing the cream and I hope
that I have not offended anyone by leaving out
one of his pet jobs!
During the I 960s one can again put forward an
impressive list of jobs in the structural field:—
New Zealand House, Commercial Union and
P & 0 Office Blocks, St. John’s Precinct, Liver
pool, Whitgift Centre, Croydon, Dungeness ‘B’
Nuclear Power Station, the 300 ft. sq. Single
Span Hangar for BEA at London Airport, the
New Charing Cross Hospital at Fulham and the
redevelopment of Sandhurst, Phase I, for which
the firm received the Concrete Society Award; in
the civil engineering field in this country, the
Carnforth-Penrith Section of the M6, the Town-
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head and Woodside Sections of the Glasgow
Inner Ring Road; overseas, the most important
single work was the Plover Cove Water Supply
Scheme and in particular the Main Dam, the
Hong Kong Cross Harbour Tunnel, Brunei
International Airport, Lagos/Apapa/Ijora Cause
way, the most advanced urban motorway in
Africa, a number of roads in Northern Nigeria
and the development of the New Capital in
British Honduras.
This does, I believe, represent an advance both
in calibre and number of works on those carried
out in the 1950s. In addition to these works, we
have branched out in the fields of traffic and
transportation, including engineering/economic
and engineering/environmental and planning
studies, of which I would mention the Greater
Glasgow Transportation Study, Teesplan, the
Oxford Study, the Whitehall Study and numerous
engineering/economic studies in Nigeria. We
have also been active in the application of com
puters to engineering design. Our Airport
department has, during this decade, greatly in

No.25

creased its world reputation.
As a result of the freezes, squeezes and troubles
overseas to which I have referred, work was a
little thin in 1968 and 1969, both at home and
overseas, but in 1970 there has been a perceptible

improvement. In the UK we are at the point
where if we have a reasonable amount of good
fortune in the next six months, we could be in a
satisfactory position.
I am sure that everyone who has been with us
over the last 10 eventful years will feel that we
have learnt a lot from the varied experience of the
decade and that we can face the future with in
creased experience and confidence. The modern
world is no place for consulting engineers who
think they can rest on their laurels. We have to be
constantly on the look out for new specialities
and more efficient ways of carrying out work.

It is by this means alone, and it lies in our own
hands, that we can achieve further improvement

in the position of everyone in the firm.
E.OJ’I.

SUMMER,

5

1970

ality; of the unorthodox rather than the military
orthodox outlook on life.
Here was a young man who had joined a

yeomanry cavalry regiment in September, 1939;
had seen the horse give way to the tank; had been
posted to the Middle East in late August of 1941,
and who had found himself a true ‘base wallah’,
teaching camouflage training; and who, desperate
for impressions of actual warfare, had gone
absent without leave for the sole purpose of re
joining his regiment in battle six days after the
commencement of the battle of El Alamein. That

action of itself caused a furore in army circles, for
how could one describe a keenness for action as

being a.w.o.l. for the purposes of desertion? It was
settled, however, to the satisfaction of everyone

concerned with a ‘gentleman’s’—the word is
Keith’s, and he smiled when he said it—apology
and a glass of cognac.
At this time he was fairly well established as a
poet. But his talents in prose were known not at

all. I don’t think anyone ever suspected that he
possessed such talents; not until .41a,nein to
Zern Zen, was published by Editions Poetry
London in 1946, some time after he was killed in
Normandy. That book conveys to me, at least,
more of his personality and character than do his

by Rex Taylor

anthologies wholly devoted to
the work of modernist poets feature
at least one posthumous contribu
tion by Keith Douglas. With Alun Lewis, Sidney
Keynes, and other victims of World War II,
Keith Douglas has a place, though I suspect that
that place is somewhat in shadow when compared
to the full sunlight enjoyed by others.
The imaginative picture in most peoples’ minds
of the average poet is of a long-haired, browfurrowed, serious-looking individual. Contrary
to this impression, I cannot say that I have ever
encountered this peculiar species; and Keith
Douglas was, in fact, very far removed from that
impression.
I first met him in December, 1942, at the Fleet
Club in Alexandria. Apart from the beer, the
Fleet Club boasted another attraction: ‘Housey
Housey’. Given a moderate spell of luck one
might win as much as £100 for a ‘full house’ or
£20 for a line. There was also one firm rule: what

you won you never collected until the later,
darker hours. This indemnified one against the

many rascals who habitually frequented the
entrance, in hopes of making a quick and easy
catch.
I have often wondered why fate conspired to
bring us together in this rather odd way. At this

time Douglas was a humble lieutenant in a
‘Crusader’ tank regiment, and I a more humble
Flight/Sergeant pilot. We were both out to enjoy
a hectic leave. I suppose that is reason enough:
to make the leave both hectic and memorable
ready cash was needed. None came my way;
Keith, however, duly pocketed £20.
I can remember most clearly my first impres
sion of him. Slight of build, dark haired, wearing
issue spectacles with thin metal frames, sporting
a moustache (his sole army gimmick), and with a
half humorous smile in his eyes. It was that half
secretive sense of the humorous which gave me
a ready clue to his somewhat complex person-

poems, for he
laughing quietly
poems, on the
passionate side

was in essence a humorist
at the serious side of life. His
other hand, betray the com
of his character, which he

meet in a hospital ward. That I beat him there by
a matter of two weeks is of no account.

Fate, in a particularly conspiratorial mood, had
brought us together. In a benevolent mood she
had decreed that the 88 mm. shell which burst
close to the ‘Hurricane’ which I was flying caused
me no more damage than minor burns and leg
injuries; but shortly afterwards, in a less benevo
lent mood, she had caused petrol to leak from
the tanks, and that, in turn, had involved me in a

bad force-landing, head injuries and a broken
nose.
Keith had come off far the worse of the two of
us. He had fouled the trip wire of a mine in the
battle area, and had been extensively damaged in
the process. Luckily, the blast and shrapnel had
done very little damage to his face, but his left

foot, both legs and his back had suffered severely.
Certainly he had many painful hours ahead of

him in what became the daily ritual of digging
fragments of shrapnel out of his legs and
back.
Frankly, I didn’t envy him his life in the tank

unit. I felt that the tank corps men deserved a
great deal more than the meagre gifts handed out
by lady luck. Of course, it is true that he had come
by his injuries otherwise than being in a tank.
Nevertheless—particularly so since we had
become friends—I could not rid my mind of a

scene I had witnessed a year or so before I had
met him. Heading for the landing ground (there

tried hard to hide under a thin veneer of

were hundreds spattered about the Western

cynicism.
We had nine days’ leave due to us, and we

as L.G. 05, etc.) after a late tactical reconnais

spread it out as best we could, in Alexandria and
Cairo, in Tel Aviv and Jerusalem. One day was
spent in visiting some sheikly friends of his, near
El Arish in the Sinai. They turned out to be
ostracised tent dwellers, with a thirst for arak, the
potent Arab drink. After that session, we
stumbled many a weary mile in the darkness,

finding El Arish at last, and climbing exhausted
on to the Lydda—El Arish—El Quantara—
Ismalia troop train. This was not our lucky night,

since we were immediately spotted by an officious
major, and severely castigated for appearing
among troops in such a filthy condition. He was

right, of course; though a combination of arak
and night desert walking was hardly calculated to
leave us clean, cool and calm!

We travelled together as far as Berg el Arab,
and then parted.
Of course we corresponded. The next time we
met, however, was in rather unusual circum
stances, for very rarely do parted friends next

Desert, and known only by code numerals, such
sance, I had seen this metal monster ploughing
along like a ‘Marie Celeste’ of the desert, stream
ing flame and smoke, and at every few seconds’

interval ammunition exploded in fiery bursts. The
crew were dead, and most probably cooked in the
inferno, but the machine careered on its lonely
way. Even as I watched, the whole machine

exploded in one gigantic air-trembling roar. If
only for this stark scene I envied the tank men
not at all. Such events, however, left Keith
untroubled; but on the other hand, he had no
stomach for the pilot’s lot.
Recovery and convalescence parted us again.

When next we met, at Homs in Tripolitania, the
desert war as such was nearing its close; or at
least, one might clearly discern the end in view.
Keith had six days in which to amuse himself,
and he chose to spend them with me. At this time
I was with an Australian squadron, and being the
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only for this stark scene I envied the tank men
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When next we met, at Homs in Tripolitania, the
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they treated Keith like a king.
So far I have barely alluded to Keith’s great
gifts as a poet. He scorned the traditional aspects
of poetry, thinking of himself as an out-to-out
modernist, with no time for snivelling senti
mentality. But here at Horns he wrote what is to
my mind his finest piece, “Elegy for an 88
Gunner”. It may be that this poem betrays more
than any other of his the deep compassion which
he strove to hide.
“Three weeks gone and the combatants gone,
returning over the nightmare ground
we found the place again and found
the soldier sprawling in the sun
And smiling in his gunpit spoil
is a picture of his girl
who has written: ‘Steffi Vergissmeinicht’
in a copybook Gothic script...
“...But she would weep to see today
how on his skin the swart flies move,
the dust upon the paper eye
and the burst stomach like a cave.
“For here the lover and the killer are mingled
who had one body and one heart;
and Death, who had the soldier singled
has done the lover mortal hurt”.
Perhaps it is true that one’s value as a critic is
lost when faced with the products of a particular
friend. But whatever the reason, I have never yet
managed to apply one critical point to that elegy.
Again, it has the fascination of timeless recall,
for to read it, as I often do, these twenty-seven
or so years later, brings back to me with startling
alertness the noise and activity, sweat and grime,
the many comradeships, and the clear poois of
silence which occurred at the most unexpected
moments. And even as he wrote it, the humorous
Aussie pilots made scathing remarks about
“Pommy’ women in the Desert war”.
It could be that that allusion convinced Keith
that he had to show these Aussies the mettle of
an Englishman. To prove it, he challenged one
of their number, Lance Duffield, a hardened and
experienced drinker—which Keith was not—to a
drinking bout. The challenge was: to drink any
thing, whether pure or neat or mixed, and the
first man down lost the contest.
In fact, for the purposes of his challenge, Keith
had made the worst possible choice of contestant.
Duffield’s prowess as a drinker ranged far
beyond the confines of his squadron. It was
known that during periods of leave he had
challenged, and beaten, men from the navy, the
army, and the air force. He boasted that he
“.

.

.

could, if necessary, drink from dark to dawn, and
then climb into his ‘Hurricane’ and carry out a
first-class tactical reconnaissance. It was not an
idle boast. But the challenge had been made, and
accepted; we piled into two trucks and headed
for Horns.
At two o’clock in the morning the strain was
barely showing. True, Keith was sitting down,
while DuftIeld walked about with a happy smile
on his face. Whether in fact Keith could have
stood up is a matter for conjecture. Then some
body got hold of four bottles of beer, of a
particularly potent Canadian brand, ‘Three
X Dow’.
Duffield downed one almost ata gulp. Keith,
not to be outdone, promptly did the same. One
of the Aussies shouted, “Don’t let the bloody
‘Pommy’ wack you, Lance”; and Duffield, as if
to show complete disdain of the competition,
downed his second bottle. Keith, holding his
second bottle by the neck, raised it to his lips. In
truth, we couldn’t tell whether the holder or the
bottle was the master. But he drank it.
Duffield shouted, “What a man, what a
mountain of a ‘Pommy’
Everybody cheered,
except Keith. He was sitting in the chair, and on
his face was the look of a man who had reached
the state of absolute paralytic drunkenness. So
we carried him to the truck.
As I have signified, drinking was not his
particular forte. He was one of very many
thousands who drank, either moderately or
madly, at times when any drink was available,
out of a sense of boredom, to establish comradeships, or because of fear, or for other not so
easily noticeable reasons. But whether he wished it
or not, the Aussies of the squadron established
him as a minor god.
If I were to sentimentalize over this time, our
last meeting, and our final parting, I would say
that he signified by expression or word that death
would surely find him before the end of the war.
in fact, nothing so melodramatic occurred. It
rained as we stood on the outskirts of Horns
waiting for transport to his unit. The truck
arrived. We shook hands. Then he was gone.
Death did find him, in Normandy. But long
before that date he had signified the fact:
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Concrete Society Award
1970
many readers will be aware, the
Concrete Society Award for 1970 has
been given to the new buildings
recently completed at the Royal Military Acad
emy, Sandhurst. The new structures were
designed by the firm, and we were also respon
sible for the associated civil engineering work,
including roads, drainage, stream diversion and
construction of artificial lakes. The Architects
were Gollins, Melvin, Ward & Partners, Services
Engineers were W. S. Atkins and Langdon &
Every were the Quantity Surveyors. The Con
tractor was Higgs and 1-1 ill and the sub-contractors
for the pre-cast concrete were Girlings’ Ferro
Concrete Co. Ltd. (precast cladding) and
Anglian Building Products Ltd. (precast
columns).
The new complex consists of nine new build
ings: four study-bedroom blocks, the Academy
Headquarters, a Teaching Block, a Dining Hall,
an Assembly Hall (pictured on the cover of the

“.

“...But Time, who ate my love, you cannot make
such another; you who can remake
the lizard’s tail and the bright snakeskin
cannot, cannot. That you gobbled in
too quick, and though you brought me from a boy
you can make no more of me, only destroy”

7

4

Academy
Headquarters

Spring 1970 ‘Pontifact’) and a stores building.
The award is given annually for outstanding
excellence in the use of concrete, and reflects
equally the architectural treatment and the
engineering solution; it is in the latter aspect
that the firm made a significant contribution to
the success of the scheme.
The two-storey study-bedroom blocks are of
simple construction and consist of in situ light
weight concrete slabs supported on loadbearing
brickwork. The dining hall is a conventional R.C.
framed single-storey building; the roof beams are
of cruciform section, for architectural reasons. It
was in the Headquarters Block and the Teaching
Block that real structural ingenuity was called for,
as the Architect required the inner faces of the
twin 30” x 8” external columns to line up with the
edges of the floor slabs. This meant that some
means other than conventional reinforcement had
to be found to transfer the slab loads into the
columns. The solution chosen was to provide
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North Cornwall on the First of May
Teaching
and Study
Block

steel shear connectors (welded up from rolled
angles and plates) cast into the columns and
projecting into the slabs. Laboratory tests were
carried out to determine the ultimate strength of
the shear connectors as there was no known
precedent for their use. In addition, the Head
quarters Block has 20 ft. cantilevers in two
direction at each corner. These corner slabs
were supported by Macalloy bars threaded
through the cladding units and suspended from
the heavily reinforced roof beams. The bars were
slightly tensioned to prevent any opening up of
joints. Both these buildings had coffered floor
slabs, which in addition to saving weight, were
left exposed as ceilings.
Throughout the project, the Architect main
tained a theme of vertical panels of dark grey
exposed aggregate concrete, alternating with
twin vertical concrete elements (either columns
or iiullions, depending on the structure.) The
site is wooded, and as many of the existing trees
as possible have been preserved within the new
complex. A stream which ran diagonally across
the site has been diverted into a series of lakes
and rapids, which skirt the south and west sides

of the group of buildings; while these contribute
greatly to the attractive setting of the buildings,
they also gave rise to high ground water levels
that required careful attention to obtain stable
foundations for the roads and parade grounds.
According to the Concrete Society judges, the
new scheme “more than lives up to the existing
buildings in the vicinity, which include James
Wyatt’s Old College completed in 1812.”
The Assenibly Hall, although not included in
the group for which the Award was made, is an
equally interesting structure. it is triangular in
plan, the sides of the triangle being curved; the
roof structure consists of tubular steel trusses
spanning from a central compression ring to
peripheral trusses, which are in turn supported on
stanchions. Despite the unusual shape, the cost
per seat compares favourably with other modern
theatres.
The project was conceived under K. W. Innes,
and subsequently the bulk of the working design
was carried out in Vodek Prylinski’s section; the
Associate and Partner responsible were Mr.
P. B. Edwards and Mr. G. M. J. Williams.

Better the Devil you know
Colonel Sibthorp, who was then the member of Parliament for Lincoln and an arch opponent of
free trade, railways and anything else likely to disturb the rural peace of the English gentleman, once
told the famous engineer, lsambard Kingdom Brunel: “[ would rather see a highwayman, or a burglar
on my premises, than an engineer.”

many, the first of May conjures up
visions of political hysteria. For others it’s
the utterance of “White Rabbits” upon
awakening—perhaps some unfortunate S. E. was
beaten into a Conference Room ‘A’ Booking.
but to the resident of a small North Cornish
community, it is without doubt the day of the
year and has been thus for centuries; I refer to the
Township of Padstow.
Visualise a sheltered harbour on the River
Camel approximately mid-way between Newquay
and Tintagel. The mouth of the river faces the
Atlantic, the northern headland being ‘Pentir&
and the southern headland named ‘Stepper
Point’
the latter providing a natural barrier
from the prevailing S.W. winds as many a
mariner has discovered to his advantage.
Padstow has retained much of its Olde
Worlde charm. I wish the same could be said for
St. Ives, Newquay, Lands End (Ugh!) and sundry
other neon-lit commercialised and one-arm
banditried ‘Little Blackpools.
Without boring readers with non essential or
excessive detail, the Celtic saint St. Petroc sailed
into Padstow Bay from Wales and the name
Padstow is a derivative of Petrocstowe (or
Petroc’s Town). The Parish Church, well worth
an hour of ones time, is that of St. Petroc. The
whole area is renowned for its salt water fishing,
fine textured golden sands, sailing, surfing and
coastal scenery and to me it is the ultimate
Utopia wherein to forget the discomforts of rush
hour travel and all the other modern everyday
aggravations and hazards.
Cornwall is steeped in history and Padstow has
a very tangible link with olden times. On the first
of May each year, the Hobby Horse is made
manifest to all and sundry fortunate enough to
be present on that day. In his “Portrait of
Cornwall” the late Claude Berry (a local historian
and writer) states that the origin of the Hobby
Horse, despite intensive research, is “Lost in the
mists of Antiquity”. Neither can any supposition
for the initial fabrication of the Hobby Horse be
put forward.
.

.

.

Another Hobby Horse of sorts exists. (Being
a Cornish National England to me is a country
north of the River Tarnar and so the second
Hobby Horse therefore is English!) The Minehead (Somerset) Horse is basically the same shape
but there the resemblance ends.
However, the Padstow celebrations are asso
ciated with the coming of Summer, and the
H.obby Horse could well be one of Europe’s
oldest survivals. Between the two World Wars it
held an honoured place at the International Folk
Dance Festivals at the Royal Albert Hall. Four
thousand years ago it is believed there was a
settlement at the mouth of the River Camel and
that the Hobby Horse could well be a link with
that era.
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Tradition also has it that during the French
Wars the Hobby Horse was taken to Stepper
Point to scare away would be invaders. With very
few exceptions, the first of May is the one day of
the year on which it makes its appearance. Only
on very special occasions is it brought from its
‘stable’ at any other time (e.g. at the respective
downfalls of Messrs. Napoleon and Hitler,
Armistice Day 1918, V.E. and V.J. Days 1945
etc.). The Festival itself has been called a ‘Merit
of Antiquity’, ‘Relic of Barbarism’, ‘Rough and
Coarse Pastime’ and many other references to it
have been made—(some good, some bad) but it is
thought to be directly associated with ancient
fertility rites.
To Padstownians, many of whom travel literally
thousands of miles to be ‘Home’ on May Day,
the festivities begin at midnight with the singing
of the appropriately worded verses of the May
Song. At this hour, a large group of people
congregates outside the ‘Golden Lion’ Hostelry
(the l-lorse is stabled in its outbuildings) and the
‘Mayers’ traverse the town reminding the
populace that ‘Summer is acome unto day’. They
will sing at the doors of some 30 or 40 people’s
homes, mentioning the occupants by name. In
particular the aged and sick are singled out for
this nocturnal May Day preview and such a visit
is deemed an honour. By two a.m. people are
snatching what little sleep is possible before the
‘Big Day’ and the only sounds to be heard will be
those of the waves gently lapping against the
quayside, the church clock striking the hours or
the alarming and resounding explosion of
maroons being fired to summon the Lifeboat
crew for duty at the newly erected Lifeboat
Station at nearby Trevose Head.
Between 0600 and 0800 flowers and boughs of
trees are gathered and the narrow streets become
transformed with colourful bunting. A Maypole
is erected near the Market Place, its base being a
profusion of cowslips, primroses, bluebells and
tulips neatly and beautifully arranged.
The overnight transformation is amazing but
it typifies the town’s gaiety for the occasion. By
11 a.m. the streets are thronged with people and
the locals and tourists (including exiles such as
myself) greet the Hobby Horse with loud shouts
of ‘oss oss’. (The English translation is
‘Horse’.)
To the uninitiated, it presents a terrifying and
grotesque spectacle, comprising a metal hoop
some 6 or 7 feet across, draped in sail cloth which
hangs 4—5 feet down from the hoop and is painted
black. (Formerly lamp-blacked with the sugges
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tion that anyone whom it touched would be
protected from all evil for twelve months).
A fearsome looking headgear is included in the
dress and the whole apparel weighs 40—50
pounds. The headpiece is intricately painted
white, red and black. A small horse-hair ‘tail’
back aft (obviously) and wooden ‘Snappers’
forrard complete the ‘oss’. One man carries this
outfit for periods of 10—15 minutes, cavorting and
dancing at will as though it were weightless.
Naturally, the length of time a person can carry it
depends on (a) his stamina and (b) the amount of
liquor consumed beforehand but there are many
willing shoulders awaiting the privilege of carry
ing the ‘oss’. Two web straps keep man and
beast together and the carrier’s fingers can grip
the hoop at the front.
To give added impetus to the performance, a
‘Teaser’ complete with be-ribboned painted club
accompanies the dancing throughout the day’s
proceedings and a team of competent musicians
equipped with accordions, concertinas and drums
(one of which saw service at the Battle of Water
loo) make up the Retinue. The peculiar rhythm
of the drums is a pattern which is impossible to
forget in the ensuing months.
The words of the song are catching and the
melody is a lilting one. I quote a brief stanza at
this point:
“Unite and Unite, and let us all Unite,
For Summer is acome in Today,
Oh, Happy are those little birds that merrily do
sing,
In the Merry Morning of May.”
The Hobby Horse prances around Padstow all
day and tulips and cowslips are worn in people’s
hats or are pinned to coat lapels and the occasion
is a very merry one. The odd men out are the
weirdies still sober at mid-day! In the 19th
Century, the population of Padstow was 1,700.
At that time, Padstow possessed at least eight
inns. The population has grown to circa 3,000
and there are still the same number of hotels and
pubs, but there are ways and means of procuring
drinks, despite the bars being overcrowded, and
by 8 p.m. a 19th Century contentment appears to
have descended upon one and all. 9 p.m. sees a
last frenzied farewell to the Hobby Horse by way
of a final fling around the Maypole. Shortly
afterwards back to the ‘Stable’ it goes for another
year, a nostalgic song announcing its exit.
Children of course have their miniature Hobby
Horses and manage a few bobsworth of pocket-
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money during the day! The collections made by
the Seniors however benefit the older generation
by Christmas gifts such as coal and fuel which I
consider rather a nice gesture. However, it will
be the children who will maintain the tradition of
the Hobby Horse way into the future.
Being unable to reproduce coloured photo
graphs here with this depiction, I am at a rather
distinct disadvantage but the black and white
shot gives an idea as to the Hobby Horse’s
appearance and size. Neither have I eloquence
sufficient to describe the spontaneity, the colour
ful streets, the true spirit of the tradition nor the
uniqueness of the whole thing but as a family

outing or harmless (but enjoyable) stag or hen*
excursion, why not try it for yourself one year?
Remember, the venue is Padstow, North Corn
wall and the date the (glorious) first of May.
“KERNOW”
*Ladies take heed. Local superstition hath it
that to be caught beneath the gown if only for a
fleeting second means (involuntary) fertilisation
in the ensuing twelve months. Please don’t let
this deter you from visiting Padstow on May
Day! Just keep well back at telephoto range and
permit the more adventurous to draw nigh with
their instamatics!

Bangar Discovered
As regular readers of ‘Pontifact’ will know, there has been some doubt as to tile n’hereabouts of Bangar;
indeed the more cymcal amongst lip even doubted that the place existed at all.
Nevertheless, articles and newsletters have continued to emanate from Bangar (which, your Editors
established, was neither in Northern Ireland nor Wales) and the latest of these reveals the whereabouts
of tills mysterious engineering outpost. Tile reasons for keeping tile location of Bangar a secret have not
been clear; was the Inland Revenue trying to catch up with our correspondent, or had he frgotten (until

his road reached civilisation) which island he was actually on ? Per/laps we shall never know.
However, all is now revealed; Temburong district has yielded up its secret, and an

by Tim Conway
runei, from which name comes the
European “Borneo”, was once a power
ful territory; the wrath of its Sultans was
felt from Manila to Singapore. The Sultans
claimed as theirs most of the island of Borneo
and many of the islands to its east which now
make up the Philippines. Diplomatic relation
ships between Malaysia and the Philippines have
been severed due to the Philippines’ insistence
that Sabah (formerly British North Borneo) is
part of their territory. The claim almost led to
war. People here wonder what would happen if
the World Court allowed the Philippines’ claim
and Brunei then claimed the Philippines and
Sarawak; as she would be entitled to do.
But that was three and four hundred years ago
when one’s right to claim a territory depended on
one’s ability to sail a pirate fleet round it. As the
Sultans lost or gave up this ability their influence
and land shrank, and now all that is left to them
is 2,000 square miles. Moreover, the land is split
in two: three contiguous districts run along the

coast of the South China Sea, while the fourth,
Temburong, hangs on the map like a green sack
beneath Brunei Bay and is separated from the
other three by a narrow spur of Sarawak territory.
That, briefly, is the history and geography of
Brunei and Temburong; and the latter would
have no further interest to readers of ‘Pontifact’
were SWKP not building 40 miles of road there.
But to give a more detailed picture is difficult:
land in Temburong is covered by either swamp or
jungle. Unless you are a connoisseur or a mon
key, one bit of swamp (or jungle) looks very
much like any other bit of swamp (or jungle),
and words cannot describe adequately their utter
monotony.
However, we are all of us commuters by nature
and there is this about Temburong that may stir
the soul: there is no road between Brunei Town
and Temburong. Travel from one to the other is
possible only by boat. As this fact is what makes
living in Bangar the dubious pleasure that it is,
and as the journey is of some interest (and of
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Tradition also has it that during the French
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Point to scare away would be invaders. With very
few exceptions, the first of May is the one day of
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of ‘oss oss’. (The English translation is
‘Horse’.)
To the uninitiated, it presents a terrifying and
grotesque spectacle, comprising a metal hoop
some 6 or 7 feet across, draped in sail cloth which
hangs 4—5 feet down from the hoop and is painted
black. (Formerly lamp-blacked with the sugges
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tion that anyone whom it touched would be
protected from all evil for twelve months).
A fearsome looking headgear is included in the
dress and the whole apparel weighs 40—50
pounds. The headpiece is intricately painted
white, red and black. A small horse-hair ‘tail’
back aft (obviously) and wooden ‘Snappers’
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this point:
“Unite and Unite, and let us all Unite,
For Summer is acome in Today,
Oh, Happy are those little birds that merrily do
sing,
In the Merry Morning of May.”
The Hobby Horse prances around Padstow all
day and tulips and cowslips are worn in people’s
hats or are pinned to coat lapels and the occasion
is a very merry one. The odd men out are the
weirdies still sober at mid-day! In the 19th
Century, the population of Padstow was 1,700.
At that time, Padstow possessed at least eight
inns. The population has grown to circa 3,000
and there are still the same number of hotels and
pubs, but there are ways and means of procuring
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last frenzied farewell to the Hobby Horse by way
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year, a nostalgic song announcing its exit.
Children of course have their miniature Hobby
Horses and manage a few bobsworth of pocket-
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money during the day! The collections made by
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great importance to us) an account of it follows.
The journey by fast boat from Brunei Town to
Bangar, the chief town in Temburong and the
hub of our road network, takes about an hour.
(But this is deceptive, for a breakdown may delay
one by five or six hours and travel at night is
avoided. It is not the same as a one hour journey
in a car.) The boat leaves the wharf of the Royal
Brunei Yacht Club and heads southwards. It
passes the water village of Kampong Ayer on the
right—the original capital of Brunei and now,
with a population of 30,000 or so, as big as it was
300 years ago—and the beautifully-gardened
British Residency perched halfway up a hill on
the left. Ocean-going ships anchored in the Roads
here point back towards the Yacht Club and the
golden onion on the Mosque. The water is
choppy and crowded with small craft moving in
all directions.
As the boat leaves the last of straggling
Kampong Ayer’s houses it enters the swamp; the
river narrows and signs of habitation disappear.
This is not like the swamps of Florida, studded
with exotic animals and cool, photogenic glades.
This is a great stinking mud-flat through which
the tide and rain have gouged a network of
glutinous grey channels, many narrow but some
half a mile wide, If the mud height is right, thick
forests of spiky nipah palm and gnarled slimy
mangrove grow. The water is filthy—this is a
delta being formed and mid and debris are
always in suspension. Mud marks the tidal
range; it sits on the nipah like a grey stripe at
the water’s edge. The nipah grows to heights of
30 or 40 feet and one can never see from one
channel to another. The vegetation is menacing
and the water forbidding. This is not a place for
human beings; only for mosquitoes, ants and
snakes.
After twenty minutes in the swamp, when most
first-time passengers have become apprehensive
—will this engine keep going? does the driver
really know where we are? why are there no sign
posts ?—the boat emerges into the southern-most
tip of Brunei Bay. Ahead and to the right is a
large glittering lake of water ringed by distant
shores and the purple of hills on the horizon; on
a clear day Mt. Kinabalu can be seen and that’s
about 100 miles away. To the left is a gap mark
ing the way to the South China Sea, and further
left is the edge of the swamp. The water is broken
only by fishing nets and by posts marking a
deepened channel. A deserted village on stilts
haunts the entrance to the Bay. If the tide is high
the boat turns right immediately after the village
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and heads due South to the mouth of the Tern
burong River; if it is low, the boat continues
eastward for half a mile or more along the
deepened channel before turning.
The Bay is open and unsheltered and although
the water is not deep, it can be rough during a
storm and when the tide is rising in the after
noon.
Ten minutes through the Bay bring the boat to
a lonely blue-and-white Customs Post stuck on an
island in the motith of the Temburong River. This
marks the half-way point in the journey and soon
the river narrows as the boat enters the southern
reaches of the swamp surrounding the Bay;
claustrophobia returns. Few boats stop at the
Customs Post.
But here the swamp is slightly different in
character: at times one can see the low range of
hills that mark the end of the swamp and the
start of the jungle. Moreover, the nipah here is
not so thick and trees other than mangrove can
be seen. As the boat approaches Bangar the
swamp becomes less and less inhospitable until
at Bangar it is thankfully superseded by the
comparatively friendly jungle. But only just.
And what of Bangar and Temburong?
There is a lot to tell about the people and their
handicrafts: Muruts and Ibans, their blowpipes,
paganism, tattoos, charm; but this is ajob for an
anthropologist, and would scarcely have justice
done to it in anything smaller than a book. There
are several excellent accounts available.
And what effect will our roads have?
That is hard to tell for, most curiously, they
will lead nowhere when finished. There will be
four roadheads, of which three will be in thick
swamp and heavy jungle. The fourth, which
existed as part of an all-weather track before this
job started, is at a ferry site and allows access to
Sarawak and the nearby town of Limbang. From
Limbang one can drive a few miles further into
the bush and then, too, that road stops. One day
our roads may form part of the pan-Borneo High
way or be linked with Brunei Town through
Sarawak, or oil may be found here. But until
that time Temburong will remain the State’s poor
relation, nothing butjungle, swamp and kampongs
(villages); and Bangar will remain a grubby little
town, more prosaic than anything Somerset
Maugham ever wrote about and a lot more
expensive.
Nevertheless, at the end of this job there is
likely to be one mile of first-class road for each
private vehicle in Temburong; that is at least a
sign of prosperity.
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haunts the entrance to the Bay. If the tide is high
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done to it in anything smaller than a book. There
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hree piles of paper lay on my desk, one pile
was the day’s post, another mostly invoices
to be checked, the third what was left over
from the day and week, even month, before.
Also a blotter—green with blue blots and a
greyish patch (jam from the last birthday in our
corner of the premises). Two telephones, two
ashtrays and a diary also joined forces with the
heaps and the blotter to bar my way out of rou
tine. It was warm and stuffy in W.l. I had just
come back from lunch and had begun to turn
over one or two of the papers off their heap.
Routine may be a blessing [thought, sometimes
anyway, but what a relief it would be to escape
from it, out into the wide spaces of the world as
the Engineers do. And not only Engineers. I had
seen Surveyors on their way to Kaduna, Geolo
gists to Tanzania and a Chartered Secretary to
Hong Kong—even a Resident Astrologer to
Botswana (was it to be his job to inspire confi
dence among the locals by predicting eclipses as
the Jesuit Fathers had done at Peking in the early
l600s?).
I looked out of my window at the sky and
began to wonder—to escape from office routine
would need an unusual excuse. I thought with
envy of those lucky resident engineers on the M6;
just suppose—a foreign visitor might come to
London and want to see the M6 in Westmorland,
there and back in a day. [imagined a Partner
saying casually: “Can you get this Ruritanian
chap to Kendal and back next Wednesday?”
“Might manage it”. (“You bet!” is what I
would actually think). How though, train or car
would take too long. Helicopter? But who has
helicopters on tap, even for foreign visitors?
Have to fly somehow; see if anyone has a suitable
aircraft free.
The vision expanded. Phone calls to friendly
firms with private aircraft; to the makers of new
aircraft of the right size—”Would you like to
demonstrate your aircraft to a Ruritanian
visitor?”; to a sometime Fleet Air Arm pilot,
now a C.R.E. on the M6, to look for a landing
place, for the dream had focused on an aircraft,

the Islander, thit could put down ten people in
three hundred yards or so.
The arrangements in fantasy now concluded,
how would the fantasy itself work out. Rendez
vous at the Ruritanian embassy, a convoy of two
very ordinary cars through North-west London
to Leavesden airfield. The aircraft arrived a
minute early—funny how in a daydream one can
make arrangements work. The captain walked to
meet us, a young man of nineteen with red hair
growing down below the rim of his cap. We took
off into a blue Spring sky and headed along one
side of the Ml at a thousand feet and 140 knots.
The Ruritanian was, we hoped, enthralled by the
Motorway itself and later by the works for the
Ml—M6 link and the M6 itself which was our
route up to Crewe. Meanwhile, “Have a go” said
the captain as he plunged into a great volume to
look up radio frequencies. The aircraft, stable,
flew steadily without hands on the controls. Under
a daydreamers hands the wings were less prompt
to level after the occasional gust and we slowly
climbed another 600 feet; there was also a
diversion, in fear and to the captain’s scorn,
across to the other side of the motorway. We had
sighted Daventry radio masts which seemed to
tower across our track. “They’re below us in
fact, and anyway the wind will drift us away
from them”.
On above the motorways and over the light
green, sunny fields of the Midlands. Trees gave
perspective, cloud shadows varied the colouring.
Then came the Mersey—industry, grey poois,
black heaps and rows of dark red houses. One
heap, however, was white and flashed in the sun
—“Pilkingtons”, the captain said.
We reached the wide sands, scoured and
channelled, of the Ribble estuary. “Golf-alpha
Whiskey-november-uniform, Blackpool, good
morning” called the captain and soon we landed,
using only a couple of hundred yards of one of
Blackpool’s four runways and almost, it seemed,
on the front itself.
A good escape we’d made from W.l, into the
clear sea air and bright sky. Then, to make good
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visitor?”; to a sometime Fleet Air Arm pilot,
now a C.R.E. on the M6, to look for a landing
place, for the dream had focused on an aircraft,
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the next stage of the dream we took on board two
senior members of the M6 site staff who would
describe to the Ruritanian visitor the attractions
of building a motorway through the Lune Gorge.
Off again over Blackpool Tower and we headed
for the hills, past Lancaster University and along
Sections 1 and 2 of our stretch of M6 and into the
mouth of the gorge, green fields giving way to
yellow and brown moorland hills. Gusty now,
and the Islander’s long wings dropped and rose.
The engineering passengers watched the motor
way down to our left, the escapist returned the
curious glances of sheep up to our right. Another
passenger sat back with an amused smile—he
flew Liberators in the war. We turned over
Levens Park and headed back again towards the
Gorge, low enough to exchange waves with
passers-by on the road below. “Can we beat up
my office ?“ said the senior member of the site
staff. We did in fact get a fair view of the office,

and an excellent one of the top of the office
aerial.
The dream went on, back to Blackpool, up
along an airway route to Castle Donington, then
later in the evening sun across the quiet fields to
the Chilterns and then Leavesden again. The
Ruritanian visitor left us, after handing each of
the other passengers a small present—”for ze
vife”, said his escort.
The ‘phone rang on my desk. What is it this
time? Sixth Floor Gents out of toilet rolls again?
Or how many members of the staff in Kuwait
joined the Pension Scheme in 1967? A look at
my watch—2.30, an hour since I came back from
lunch. I opened the window wider and lifted the
‘phone.
Odd, though, just before I began to write this
I found that Ruritanian present (still to be pre
sented) under some socks in a top drawer at my
flat.

‘Do It Yourself’ Garden Fertilisers
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Stamp Notes
by G. E. Orge

issue, earlier this year, of four com
memorative stamps aroused great interest
in philatelic circles. In particular, the fivepenny Declaration ofArbroath in 1320 was much
admired. The main articles of this historic docu
ment are well enough known to need no further
comment. But what is much less widely known is
that, by a secret codicil not revealed until after
the Grand Remonstrance, Goosefoot the
Thatcher, the natural son of Englebert the
Obscure, was empowered to cut two tithes of
staithes from the River Cocker every Lady Day.
But Goosefoot, a greedy natural son if there ever
was one, overdid things as usual, and was
soundly punished for his pains.

The mixtures given below are recommended by our gardening expert as being of equal quality to
commercially manufactured fertilizers, but costing about one third as much.

Tonks Rose Fertiliser
Superphosphate of Lime
Sulphate of Potash
Sulphate of Magnesia (Epsom Salts)...
Sulphate of Iron
Gypsum

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

12
10
2
1
8

lb.
lb.
lb.
lb.
lb.

Apply 4 oz. to the square yard in two equal applications—April and July.

Lawn Fertilizer
Sulphate of Ammonia...
Dried

Blood

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

Superphosphate...
Fine Bonemeal (Spring, or
Hoof and Horn Meal (Winter)
Sulphate of Potash
...

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

3 lb.
2 lb.
2 lb.
1 lb.

The second part of the codicil attempted to
restrict to some extent the mass of foreigners
flooding across the border into Scotland at that
date. In retrospect, this appears to have been the
first attempt on record at immigration control.
Young Welsh persons (or Widgets as they were
then called) were to be seized at the border, taken
into custody and eventually taught a useful trade.
Bannoch baking and backgammon appear to
have been very popular.

1 lb.

Apply 2 oz. to the square yard in two equal applications—April and July. Choose showery periods—
never in drought.

Next issue, we hope to tell you something of the
curious circumstances leading to the Relief of
Ladysmith.
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by Beth Bancroft

arlier in the year [was invited by friends to
“come and stay with us for the Village
week-end”. I accepted this invitation,
trains were looked up and confirmed and meeting
arrangements finalised; eventually all ends were
tied off with pleasurable anticipation. Part of the
anticipation was because of the unknown ele
ments although I felt that I knew the village
because of having spent six or seven week-ends
there as well as a Christmas which had been most
enjoyable—I was right about the “unknown
elements !“
[managed to leave the office in time to get the
5.15 train from Paddington to Worcester, this
being the train which serves Charibury on
Friday evenings. A number of ‘nodding acquaint
ances’ nodded to me at the station and 1 caught
snatches of conversation about meeting for tea
and/or coffee in the Village Hall, gardens open to
the public, the local glove factory being ‘at home’
to visitors, film shows and a flower festival—all
of which made me begin to wonder what 1 was in
for! Before I got very far in my wonderings my
host for the week-end appeared at the station
with apologies for the absence of his wife, she
being busy helping to transform the Village Hall,
and we set off for the short drive to Stonesfield.
As soon as I had made my welcomes and
unpacked my bag I was whisked off to the hail
which had truly been transformed. Gone were
the usually drab walls, and in their place were
murals from the school, the local art centre and
the Evening Institute, as well as hangings from
the Guides and Brownies and Brass Rubbings
taken from the Parish Church—indeed it was a
wonderful transformation. After a quick look
round the Hall I went off for a more detailed
tour and was delighted to find a most unusual
sight for these days, a display of Corn Dollies
being used as mobiles. These had been made by a
young lady from a neighbouring village and they
were based on the traditional forms. Apparently
these corn dollies had been intended as a decora
tion only but due to demand they were sold and
orders for many more taken—much to the

delight of the talented young lady, the organisers
and the purchasers. Needless to say I fell a
willing victim to the charm of these unusual
items and find they are an everlasting source of
pleasure.
One end of the Hall was devoted to an exhibi
tion of old documents, ledgers and collecting
books and I found that these all related to the
Village Community Health Scheme—it seems
that this village had the equivalent of a National
Health Service very many years ago, some of the
entries having been made early in the 1700’s. It
was interesting to see how many of the surnames
of the older village folk date from the time of the
compilation of these ledgers—it helps to shrink
things back into their proper perspective, as the
pattern of life has not changed all that much in
two centuries—people still need care when sick
or ailing, and in times of National Troubles or
strife, as well as in times of National Rejoicing.
All of these aspects of life seem to occur in the
annals of this Community Scheme.
The Village Diary was also on display—this is
looked after and written up by the Women’s
Institute. The diary itself is not very old, especially
when compared with the Health Service Records,
but it does contain a wealth of interesting detail,
the names of the Rectors, doctors, school teachers,
policemen, leading farmers, local achievements,
records of football matches, cricket matches,
Victory Celebrations, Choir Outings and Village
Trips. There is an interesting (though faded)
photograph of some Villagers going to Southend
in a farm brake—there is also a photograph of a
recent trip only this time the Villagers had been
to Paris for the week-end, by air not farm brake!
During my wandering round the Hall I
sampled the excellent coffee being sold by the
Girl Guide waitresses, there was no sign of a
hold-up in supplies and the quality never varied,
due (no doubt) to the well tried recipes used by
the indefatigable Ladies of the WI.
On Saturday morning I took the opportunity
of visiting some of the local gardens. The Manor
Gardens were very extensive but they still
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managed to achieve a homely well-loved look and
the shade provided by the trees and larger shrubs
was appreciated by many of the visitors. Every
where there was evidence of loving care and
attention. I was surprised to hear from the
owners of some of the properties that their
gardens had been under continual cultivation for
upwards of 200 years. These ‘established’
gardens were a delight to the eye and nothing
seemed to be incongruous; I am sure that any
weeds would have promptly died of shock had
they the audacity to break through the top soil.
This impression of permanence was helped by
the abundance of trees. One recently retired
gentleman told me about the walnut trees in his
garden, of their age, fruiting and undoubted
commercial value. It appears that in the past
owners of the trees have sold them to cover the
cost of maintenance and so forth. In particular I
remember his telling me of one lady who needed
her cottage re-thatched but as she had no ready
cash and did not approve of ‘going to the bank’
she arranged to sell one of her walnut trees. She
must have made a good sale because she was able
to have the roof re-thatched, some extensions
built and even then had enough left for a holiday.
Apparently her tree was bought by a gunsmith so
she also felt that she had made a contribution to
the war effort as her tree supplied some gun
stocks!
After visiting the gardens I thought it time to
see the Flowers in the Parish Church. The flower
arrangements in this small village church would
have been a credit (indeed one could even say
‘triumph’) for the most sought after floral artists
—they were so much in keeping with the sur
roundings that one had the feeling that they were
actually coming from the stonework of the
ledges. The peonies, lupins, roses, wall flowers,
lilacs, carnations, sweet peas and irises seemed to
be vying with each other to add to the peon of
praise. One bowl of flowers seemed to capture all
shades of gold and a closer inspection revealed
that it was mainly golden chain, cow parsley,
buttercups and iris—the humble and lowly as
well as the costly and haughty, they all found
their niche in this Festival. The children of the
village had taken over the font—they had massed
about 50 jars of flowers, some wild, some cul
tivated, but alL making a colourful whole which
had the appearance of a pyramid of pin points of
colour. I was told by the Rector’s wife that there
had been queues of people to see the flowers
which had been placed there by local people,
church people, churches of other denominations,
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as well as by representatives of nearby industrial
concerns, garages, hotels and inns.
On Sunday morning 1 felt venturesome and
joined an expedition to the slate mines which
proved to be a most interesting affair. We began
by walking about 4 miles through neighbouring
farm lands to the entrance to the mine shaft and
then started to scramble down to the mine proper.
The passages were very shallow and narrow and
not very well lit but even so they are said to have
been much woise for the men who had actually
worked there not so many years ago. I under
stand that in the heyday of this local industry all
the men served the mine in one way or another
and during the summer they would work in the
mine getting out the blocks of slate which were
then trundled up to the surface and then placed
in mounds and covered with straw which is kept
damp until the right weather conditions prevail
to aid the next process. According to local
memories the right conditions usually came about
in the middle of the night on a very cold night in
early November when the men would be roused
by the ringing of the Church bell. I gather that
the men harnessed the services of the usually
much cursed Jack Frost in the splitting of the
slate into manageable pieces and when the slate
had been so split they set the pieces aside until
such time as they could set to work fashioning
them into the correct shape and size for walling
and roofing.
After a much needed clean-up and lunch I went
back to the Village Hall and paid my Is. which
entitled me to take part in the Parish Walk. This
started at 2 p.m. and we were warned that we
should be away about 3 hours. I thoroughly
enjoyed this walk and found it interesting to
follow the traces of the village growth through
the ages in relation to the surrounding country
side and the proximity of water. It was also
interesting to recall that the Romans had dis
covered the area and developed it into quite a
wealthy settlement, as evidenced by the remains
of the bath houses, underfloor heating channels
and mosaic floors. The leaders of this Parish
Walk proved to be very good at their task and at
5 p.m. we were all back at the Village Hall where
we were delighted to find that our ls. fee entitled
us to a free tea, but I am sure that there was no
profit out of the
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meanwhile marvelling at how much had been
packed into what I had mistakenly thought was
going to be a Quiet Week-end in the Country.
I have been fortunate enough to be invited
along to the next village Week-End and also to
the laying of the foundation stone for the new

village hail project, which is what the Village
Week-End was in aid of. I am looking forward
to seeing the gardens again and going on the
Parish Walk to see the fields when the hedges
and trees are not so fully leaved—I wonder
whether wellingtons or snow boots will form
part of the week-end luggage?

Happy Families
or
“A rose by any other name...
by]. F. Lindsay
uring the halcyon days of the Kendal
Office’s sojourn at Shaw End, we
sought advice on tree preservation
and maintenance from a local horticultural firm
appropriately named Mould & Bloomer. One
wonders whether such a happy conjunction of
names is pure coincidence when so many examples
are to be found, such as Grout & Ingram (con
crete block manufacturers), S. M. Tidy (site
clearance contractor) and Fidler & Leake
(builders who speciaiise in putting a new roof on
a house for as little as £3 a month). But the out
standing example, and one which definitely is
genuine, is to be found in the West of Ireland
where a worn and much-photographed brass
plate bears the uncompromising inscription
“Argue & Phibbs—Solicitors”.
Individual names can also be appropriate. Did
Sir Frank Figgures of the Treasury get his recent
knighthood entirely on merit? When Engineer
and Contractor were both playing Test cricket
would it not have been a nice gesture to provide
one umpire named Arbitrator? Sometimes the
aptness is deliberate—a distant branch of my own
family is surnamed Berry and two misguided
parents named their sons Rowan and Holly and
their daughters Ivy and Myrtle. Fortunately the
line ended there, since it is difficult to think of
further forenames on the same principle which
even the most liberal cleric would be willing to
accept for christening purposes. But a clergyman
was in fact a member of another branch of the

family, surnamed Haythornthwaite, and he must
therefore bear dual responsibility for christening
his only child Aithne. The poor girl died in
middle age, unmarried. Presumably the thought
of a lifetime so burdened was too much.
Particularly nowadays when they are used so
extensively, initials can also have connotations,
sometimes embarrassing. CGS has already been
referred to in an earlier issue but L. S. Dodd
whose initials could only, on a previous M6
contract, have given confidence to the wealthy
Cheshire farmers, is probably now treated with
some suspicion in a part of the country where the
habits of the permissive society have yet to gain
much foothold.
The derivation of names can be an interesting
study and, if one believes that their meanings can
correctly interpret character, it is encouraging to
think that the fortunes of the London Partner
ship are guided by men who embody the qualities
associated with “peace”, “free”, “olive-tree”,
“home-ruler”, “mighty sway”, “freeman” and
“God is gracious”. A proper balance, one feels,
between the velvet glove and the iron fist.
Afterthought: How many people (apart from the
knowledgeable readers of Pontifact) realise that
the composer l-lumperdinck’s first name really
was Engelbert? Had he been born in another
century he could have married my cousin Aithne
without either of them being much worse off
namewise.
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Pontiscoop No. 2—
International Mathematics
Boswell : So, Sir, you laugh at schemes of political improvement ?
Johnson : Why, Sir, most schemes of political impçovement aie veiy
laughable things.
(Or, as Joyce said: All is waldy bon urns.)
Read on.

sat, several hundred of us, in an
underground bunker near Brighton
facing a well-lit stage. Around me
were leaders and members of an Opposition
party, the elders of the Young Opposition
organisation and others of import. Few spoke.
An economic expert entered the hall, climbed
onto the stage and faced us. This is what he said:
“Gentlemen,
“A feeling gaining ground today among the
intellectuals is that Britain is lagging scientifi
cally, that a significant achievement by her in the
realms of mathematics or engineering would
enhance her prestige. This view has been expressed
forcibly many times and 1 wish to express it
again now, for I have a proposal to make to you
regarding a plan of my own devising.
“This plan, this masterstroke, links the coming
election, the sad state of our economy, the
Common Market and decimalisation, the first
we must win, the second improve, the third join
and the last overcome. And can we accomplish
this in one move? Can one swift, imaginative
action avert defeat and disgrace and return
Britain to her former glory? That is for you to
judge.
“Before going on to outline this plan, I must
explain that it is totally ridiculous in concept and
will be met at first by hoots of laughter. However,
any plan, no matter how mad, that can achieve
all that I claim it can, must be welcome. The plan
should be, moreover, a significant scientific
experiment.
“The fact is that it is a bluff and I think a bluff
can succeed because it was in this sort of situation
before that England turned and faced the world

and by bluff and courage, charged, fought and
won. Remember the Armada; remember Agin
court, and the Battle of Britain, and many other
situations where the odds were against us and the
situation at home was unhappy (strikes, rebel
lions and the like going on) but where a mixture
of madness, skill and determination helped us to
win. Of all the qualities that helped us in previous
times of desperation, not the least was our ability
to fool the foe and inspire a sense of false confi
dence in our people. We won by a combination
of guts, skill and perseverance; yes, but we also
won by doing the unexpected, doing it quickly
and doing it well. Where others would have sat,
we stood; where others would have turned right,
we turned left or turned somersaults. And we
laughed while we did it, to confuse the other side.
As G. K. Chesterton says:
‘We saw the King as they killed him, and his
face was proud and pale;
And a few men talked of freedom, while
England talked of ale.’
“Britain’s present position is not comparable
to that existing at the time of Agincourt or
Waterloo maybe, but we certainly need a fillip.
“1 shall delay no longer. My proposal is
simple and is this: that under the guise of chang
ing to SI units—that is, decimalising—we change
our counting base from ten to twelve.
“What, Gentlemen; no hoots? (Laughter).
“Let me explain the consequences of such an
action. When we decimalise we shall be at a
serious disadvantage. Conversions of this nature
cost money and it takes time for people to become
used to the new units. But were we to take this
conversion a step further, we could become
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world leaders. Of course, we should have to
persuade the rest of the world to do likewise; and
we should have to change first. This is where the
inherent bluff of the Englishman comes into its
own and where the unexpectedness of our pro
posal would leave the world gasping for its
economic breath. Chaos would reign, to our
advantage; for we, having some experience in
the matter, would be the experts and only we
could help other countries find their feet. But,
Gentlemen, we must do it now, do it irrevocably
and do it confidently.
“What do I mean by ‘changing our counting
base from ten to twelve’? Well, when we start
counting from one we use nine different numbers
before we reach double figures; a computer
working on a binary system only uses one
number—apart from zero, that is. In the duodecimal system we should have to use eleven
numbers or integers.
“A Mathematician might learn quite easily how
to count to the base twelve using our present stock
of numbers, but a housewife, with her knowledge
and experience limited to the decimal system
despite there being twelve pennies to the shilling,
would have a harder time. We must therefore
invent two new numbers. They must be easy to
write and have simple names. May I suggest:
(he walked to the blackboard)
splod L
100
crun A
ll
“Ridiculous names, but redolent of English
humour.
“The suffix “o” indicates that the l0
(ten)
0
belongs to the decimal system (i.e. the Old
system). The suffix “n” will indicate that a figure
belongs to the duodecimal system (the New
system).
Thus: lOl
2
“Now, according to the Old system, and using
continental units,
0 decametre
100 metresl
“Maximum chaos must be achieved if this
bluff is to work, therefore we English must insist
on retaining old names as much as possible. So,
if we want to keep the ratio
decametre 1 0
L
metre
the decametre will have to be renamed the
“Splodametre” because decametre (“deca” mean
ing ten of something in the Old system and
retained in the New) will mean:
l2 IO
—

i0

in

“This is not so serious with regard to the
decametre perhaps, because it is not used much,
but the kilometre is. Consider:
I0Onl44o, and o
1728 but ‘°°°0
n
1000
n
834
“Therefore In kilometre contains 834 metres,
which is still the same distance as the old kilo
metre.
“But the system of counting has changed, and
as “Kilo-” signifies lOOO834 it becomes
redundant and the kilometr&s revised name
becomes the “Octocentitridecaquadrametre” or
some other Greco-Latin concoction. Of course,
one may retain the name “Kilometre” and use it
to mean l000 metres, but this equals 1728
metres and would be perhaps too confusing.
“You may argue that new names for the new
numerals are not necessary; that one should
retain ten (L) and eleven (A) and let iO be called
twelve.
“But this is inconsistent; in English, as in other
major languages, the numbers thirteen to nine
teen inclusive are derived from an integer’s name
plus ten, e.g. fifteen==five+ten. So you would
have us believe that thirteen equals fifteen?
“Similarly with twenty, thirty, etc., where the
suffix “-ty” means “tens”. Moreover, l3ll
which is “Eleven” (New); but we cannot call it
that, as 110 (eleven Old)AEleven.
“Therefore I lnA, which is plainly nonsense.
We should have to rename all numerals with
values above twelve (Ion).
“Of course, one could change the suffix from
-teen (or -ty) to -twel (or -ty) or something
similar. But, in English at least, this would soon
revert to -tween or -teen again and the whole idea
of this exercise is to confuse others, not ourselves.
“The trouble we experienced with kilometres
will occur also with kilograms, litres, hectares
and other units and while this may be confusing
for the rest of the world, it will be no more
confusing for the Briton as each of us will have
enough difficulty converting to SI units anyway.
“We are all of us so overawed by the magic
power of ten that we cannot believe another
number to be superior; yet if you will look at the
number twelve for a moment, you will see how
useful it is.
“Twelve is divisible by two, three, four and
six. It has stronger magical and religious conno
tations than ten—think of the tribes of Israel, the
apostles and the signs of the Zodiac. Moreover,
with twelve as our base, we could retain shillings
and pence (to be re-named tence?). The day is
already twice twelve hours long and the year has
twelve months, but what about a twelve day
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week? The riots over conversion to the Gregorian
Calendar in whenever it was will be nothing
compared to the effect on the population of
changing, say, 1967 to A
63 (sixteen thirty crun).
l
Confusion, Gentlemen! Think of the Confusion!
While the rest of the world is in turmoil, Britain
slips into first place! Page numbering.
(At this point two stewards emerged from the
wings and approached the speaker quietly).
of books, cash register numeration, type
writers, computers all needing revision and two
extra digits. What a mess it will be.
“We may, of course, have some difficulty in
persuading other countries to convert, but let us
not forget the spirit of Dunkirk.
“It may be necessary to introduce a complete
new set of numerals with new names if the New
system proves too difficult even for us. But, if we
.

“.

.

.

are to do this, we must start now so that it is we,
Britain, who give it to the rest of the world. Why,
we could even invent French, Russian and other
equivalents. Our prestige would be enormous.
Other countries would turn to us automatically
for technical advice.
“How heartening to think of the millions of
British youth with complete mastery of the
crun-times table.
“It may even be that a British car will win at
Le Mans using splod-speed gearbox!
“Hey! I say. What are you fellows doing? Let
go!”
Cries of “Shame!” came from the audience.
I also heard: “We’re behind you, Frank!” and:
“Britain will be great again” as I slipped out
before the brawl turned into a massacre.
WYTI-1AN 0. M’Cour.

Glasgow—
Woodside Contract—Site Office
Spotlight on our Female Staff
To add to the glamour of Pontifact, we present
Sheila Wilson our administrative organiser to the
Site Staff.
Sheila comes from Dumbarton, the gateway to
Loch Lomond. She is a ravishing blonde with
blue eyes and definitely stands out against the
16 men she works with on the site. It may appear
from the photograph that Sheila is measuring the
rock for size, but in actual fact the Measurements’
Engineer is on the other side of the rock trying
to untangle his tape.
Sheila’s picture appeared in the Glasgow
Evening Citizen in June as a “Dolly of the
Week”, it is suggested that there are other
Dollies hiding under Contractors’ rocks on other
sites or behind filing cabinets in the offices, who
wouldn’t mind appearing in Pontifact. We have
no doubt such a show of talent would increase
the circulation among our male readers—at
least!

N.B.—There are currently no vacancies on the
Woodside Site.—Edii’ors.

Sheila Wilson
(By permission of Evening Citizen)
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Job Numbers
Allocated by the London Partnership

SUMMER. 1970

70036

Beef Island

70037

Santa Galdana—Menorca

70039

St. Andrews, The Old Course Hotel—TV Outside Broadcast Facilities

70041

New Zealand House—Suspended Staging

70042

Wallasey Embankment

70043

Oxford Central Area—Public Inquiry

70044

Monmouth County Hall—Phase 11

25

69144

Stafford—Brine Subsidence

70045

B.E.A. Heston—Enlarge Opening for Aircraft Fuselage

69145

Commercial Union Building—Licensed Premises

70046

Zion Baptist Chapel—Aberfan

69148

Frame Analysis—Computing

70047

Pearls Airport—Grenada

69149

Friends’ Provident & Century Group—Printing and Stationery Building

70048

Berkeley Square House—Bridge for Lloyds Bank

69150

I.C.T. (Europa) Fibres—Offenbach Factory
70050/P

Liverpool Airport Development

70005

Cheltenham Central Area Study

70006

Shed 102—Loadings Investigations

70051

Queen Anne’s Mansions

70007

Hunstanton U.D.C.—South Beach Road

70054

T.C.i. Fibres—Floor Loading Investigation

70008

New Hospital at Fuiham—Amenities Block

70055

B.E.A. Heston—Training Centre Offices

70010

Shell Centre—Miscellaneous tasks

70056

C.U. Building—Vibration Study

70011

Penang—Linkage Alternatives

70057

B.O.A.C. Aircraft Catering Building, London Airport

70015

Ronan Point—Structural Survey

70058

Eastern Nigerian Airports

70017

Oxford County—1981 Traffic Matrices

70059

Abergele By-pass

70019

Standard Specification

70063

1.C.I. Fibres Pontypool—Improved Fire Rating

70021

Beachwood—Arnside

70064

Portal House, Bournemouth

70022

Tees-side Planning—Computing

70065

Royal Military Academy, Sandhurst—Survey of New College

70023

Tees-side Shopping Model

70069

A.N. Ltd. Premises, Commercial Wharf—Investigation

70024

Owen Owen—New Escalators in Store

70070

Lotus Ltd.—Litigation

70025

Coast Road from Abu Dhabi to Qatar

70073

Beckton Sewage Treatment Works—Alterations to Ventilation Plant Room and Ductwork

70026

Cleveland Potash Ltd—Amenity Buildings

70074

T.C.l. Ltd. Doncaster—Air Conditioning Silencers

70027

Frankley Service Station, M.5

70075

Engineering Building—University of Oxford—Wind loading on Windows

70029

Francistown, Botswana—study & plan

70076

Berkeley Square House—National Westminster Bank

70031

Royal Festival Hall—Miscellaneous

70077

1.C. 1. Fibres—Doncaster—Floor Loading Investigation

70032

Leamington—Inspection of Impounding Reservoir

70078

]-Iuddersfield Hospital—X-ray Department
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Portal House, Bournemouth

70022

Tees-side Planning—Computing

70065

Royal Military Academy, Sandhurst—Survey of New College

70023

Tees-side Shopping Model

70069

A.N. Ltd. Premises, Commercial Wharf—Investigation

70024

Owen Owen—New Escalators in Store

70070

Lotus Ltd.—Litigation

70025

Coast Road from Abu Dhabi to Qatar

70073

Beckton Sewage Treatment Works—Alterations to Ventilation Plant Room and Ductwork

70026

Cleveland Potash Ltd—Amenity Buildings

70074

T.C.l. Ltd. Doncaster—Air Conditioning Silencers

70027

Frankley Service Station, M.5

70075

Engineering Building—University of Oxford—Wind loading on Windows

70029

Francistown, Botswana—study & plan

70076

Berkeley Square House—National Westminster Bank

70031

Royal Festival Hall—Miscellaneous

70077

1.C. 1. Fibres—Doncaster—Floor Loading Investigation

70032

Leamington—Inspection of Impounding Reservoir

70078

]-Iuddersfield Hospital—X-ray Department
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Movements of Staff Overseas

Staff Notes
A

New Appointments

London Office
R. W. Cambridge
N. L. Clemson
Mrs. H. Foster
J. A. Francis (Seconded from Fitzpatrick & Sons (Contractors) Ltd.)
P. C. Margesson (Rejoined)

Site
G. W. Atkinson (formerly employed by SWKP in Nigeria)
J. A. Broadhurst
A. J. S. Clark
G. R. Ferguson
Miss C. McNeice

M. F. Britnell—Nairobi Office, Kenya (ex Blantyre Office, Malawi)
T. A. Dockerty—R.E. Raising Plover Cove Dams, Hong Kong (ex Safi/Aqaba Highways site, Jordan)
3. Grindlay—I.O.W. Raising Plover Cove Dams, Hong Kong (ex M6 site)
F. S. Matthews—Francistown, Botswana (ex London)
P. 3. Regan—Kaduna Office (ex London)
A. Rennie—I.O.W. Urban Highways, Hong Kong (ex M6 site)
L. R. Sayer—Kaduna Office (ex London)
D. Smith—Kaduna Office (ex Tanzania)
J. H. Tetlow—Hong Kong Office (ex Muscat and Mutrah Water Supply Scheme)
A. Waterworth—Nairobi Office, Kenya (ex M6 site)
To

Movements of Staff in U.K.

From

J. K. H. Chau
D. W. Farthing
P. A. Lance

St. John’s Precinct, Liverpool

J. R. Lane
A. M. Mowatt
R. N. Targett
M. E. Trigg

M6

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

London Office
London Office

London Office
Dungeness “B” Nuclear Power Station
B.E.A. Engineering Base Phase III
Fulham Hospital
Glasgow Office
Tees-side Office
B.E.A. Engineering Base Phase II[
London Office
B.E.A. Engineering Base Phase III
London Office
...

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

...

Post-Graduate Fellowships
Fellowships were awarded for the 1969/70 academic year as follows:—

G. B. Szulecki

J.

Overseas

D. G. E. Smith returned to the London office on 27th July, and J. Taylor expects to return at the
end of October.
The following Fellowships have been awarded for the 1970171 academic year:—

J. S. McCabe—l.O.W./Diver Hong Kong Cross Harbour Tunnel (previously employed by S.W.K.P
in Hong Kong on Plover Cove)
R. 3. Osborn—S.A.E. Hong Kong Office (Rejoined)
C. E. Rowand—Water Engineer Kaduna Office, Nigeria
C. C. Wright—R.E. (Civil) Hong Kong Cross Harbour Tunnel

Overseas Staff Returning to U.K.
R. A. Denton-Cox—London Office (ex Muscat and Mutrah Water Supply Scheme)
J. A. Emery—London Office (ex site investigation in St. Kitts)
D. J. Flavell—London Office (ex New Capital site, British Honduras)
G. A. Good—London Office (ex Kaduna Office, Nigeria)

TAYLOR—TO study Bridge Engineering at the University of Surrey at Guildford, leading to an M.Sc.
D. G. E. SMITH—To study Structural Engineering at Imperial College, leading to an M.Sc.

D. W. HIGHT—TO study Soil Mechanics at Tmperial College
C. J. H. WRIGHT—TO study Transportation at Imperial College.
M. A. SLINN—To study Transportation at Cornell University, U.S.A.

—
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Newsletters
Northern Ireland
M2: Dunsilly to Ballybentragh
M22: Shanes Viaduct to Dunsilly
Once again, after a very late start, we are
experiencing a most un-Irish summer arid an even
more untypical shortage of water. Since the
beginning of May the earthmovers have been
carrying on their activities enveloped in clouds of
dust and within a very few more weeks this aspect
of Contract 412 will be behind us and the similar
work on 413A is well advanced. Having success
fully coped with the intricacies of suitable,
unsuitable and grade 2 we have just said farewell
to our soils engineer Willy Scott who has
answered again the lure of Africa which, once
acquired, is so difficult to resist. Walter Henderson
of our bridges staff also left on the same day to
try his hand in the contracting business. Willy
and Walter gave a joint farewell at Corr’s pub
which was an unqualified success and resulted in
one member of staff circling the adjacent round
about for several orbits before achieving the
correct escape velocity through his desired exit
road.
One new member of staff has also been re
cruited in the delightful form of Christine
McNeice who brings very attractive and welcome
assistance to Valerie Cooke in the general office.
Politics have now left their mark on our work
in Northern Ireland in the form of an exhortation

on Barnish Bridge to all good citizens to vote for
someone called Paisley. Unfortunately a suffi
cient number answered the call and we are faced
with the prospect of an opening ceremony next
year conducted by the M.P. for Bannside.
The recent election passed off very peacefully
and we are hopeful that the impending season of
so-called “religious” demonstrations will also
take place without incident.
London Office have now produced, to a very
tight schedule, documents for our remaining two
Contracts which it was hoped to issue shortly.
After all this rush, however, the Ministry are
now faced with an objection to the Vesting Order
which will have to be resolved before proceeding
further. At the time of going to press we have
just heard from the newspaper details of the
latest five-year plan which includes the recom
mendation that “the M2 between Glengormley
and Templepatrick should be constructed earlier
than planned” so our long dormant Contract 411
may yet awake into life.
With the advent of fine weather the cricket club
has been resurrected and two matches have been
played—one against each of our Contractors.
That against Farrans was a most enjoyable affair
in which the result was of minor importance—I
understand they won. The game against John
Grahams was a sterner affair at which we were
anxious to reverse last year’s result which 1 am
glad to say was duly accomplished with a fine
win. To date only a limited golf outing has been
held with the Contractor—the job is now moving
ever more into the measurement stage and rela
tions can become strained at times!
TERRY MCDOWELL.

M6
Carnforth—Farleton
In all probability this will be the last Newsletter
for these sections written at a time when staffing
is at least ninety per cent complete. Since the
publication of the last Newsletter, Andy Kellam
(Quantities Engineer Section 2) has departed to
Kenya; Alan Waterworth (A.R.E. Section 1) also
to Kenya; and Bob Parkin (S.A.R.E. Bridges
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Section I) has left S.W.K.P., and is going over
seas to work for another company. We are now
in the period of exodus.
Even so, this is a period of great activity. The
southbound carriageway from Farleton to
Carnforth Interchange is due for completion on
the 31st July, and the northbound carriageway a
matter of two weeks later. Favoured by excellent
June weather—that is, until the 24th when it
rained heavily for most of the day—work has
gone ahead at a rapid rate. Structures on both
sections are either completed or in an advanced
state of completion. So too are the sideroads, for
which, no doubt, the general public are duly
grateful. The batters are looking shipshape, being
trimmed and seeded. So that to all intents and
purposes the major essentials are completed on
Section 1, and minor works (pitching, ditching,
etc.) are all that remain. The same may be said
of Section 2 in proportion to Section l’s comple
tion date. So that it is possible, with a bare
minimum of inconvenience, to travel by private
car from Carnforth Interchange (the most
southerly point on Section 1) to beyond Bull
Coppy Bridge which is within striking distance
of the northern end of Section 2.
The initial enthusiasm of Andrew Brodie
(A.R.E. Quantities Section 2), acknowledged as
an expert climber, brought in Kevin Wilcox
(A.R.E. Quantities Section 1) as his first recruit
in what promised to be the formation of a
climbing club. They were joined by Rhodes
Greenwood and Nigel Watson (Quantities,
W. & C. French). Unfortunately, however, so
soon had the club started its activities than the
rot set in. Not by any means because of a lack of
enthusiasm, but simply the ‘give and take’ of the
civil engineering industry. So that Rhodes
Greenwood departed for another contract. And
while Andrew Brodie and Kevin Wilcox retain
their initial enthusiasm, Nigel Watson is doubtful
at heights exceeding ten feet!
Don and Pat Grant recently returned from a
period of leave, having enjoyed all the benefits
conveyed in a holiday at Rhodes and the Greek
Islands. One should not begrudge them even a
little of their pleasures; nevertheless, one dis
gruntled A.R.E. was heard to remark that he
“couldnt manage Blackpool never mind the
Greek Islands!”
b
As I have said, this is the period of exodus.
Messrs. French’s once palatial palace of offices
has now been dismantled to half its size and
half its former luxury. There is one fear in the
hearts of all, whether S.W.K.P. or French
.

.

.

29

employees: will my desk and chair still be there
in the morning?
Finally, a rather sad note. David Modley, a
chainman with a distinct flair and enthusiasm for
civil engineering, was unfortunately knocked
down and run over by a reversing truck during
the course of his duties. He is now in Lancaster
Royal Infirmary, suffering from multiple injuries
(treble fracture to one leg, broken pelvis bone,
etc.). We are doing our best to cheer David by
constant visitin and supplies of civil engineering
literature (which he prefers to books and maga
zines). We are doing this because David has
served us well and faithfully for two years or
more, and because we admire his keenness and
enthusiasm.
Killington—Tebay
It is with a mixture of nostalgia and thankful
ness that this, the last newsletter to issue from
Lowgill, is penned. Up and down the line in
weatherbeaten site huts and nearly clapped out
Landrovers, the main topic of conversation is
departure and even the pessimists now agree that
the end is in sight. The two latest victims of this
run down have been Dave Farthing who has
departed to London Office (or should it be
deported!) and Chris Lane, who having found
1,000 square miles of bleak fells a little claustro
phobic, has gone in search of the wide open
spaces in Canada. Other departures are imminent
including that of the writer, and having almost
survived the longest of the original Section 3
design team I am going to permit myself the
licence of some retrospective reflections.
A spectacular project of this kind cannot fail
to cause the people engaged upon it to become
acutely aware of their intrusion upon nature, As
well as a difficult Engineering problem and a
battle against the elements it has been an exercise
in humiliation. After 5 years sweat in the design
office and 2* years harder sweat on site, and the
spending of some £10 million of the taxpayers
money, a stroll along the ridge of the Howgill
Fells reveals that in the context of the landscape
as a whole, the change is almost insignificant.
This is both disheartening in so far as it brings
home how very antlike the forces of man are, but
also a relief that this very beautiful piece of
country has not been irrevocably damaged.
In 21 years we have put up with nearly every
kind of Meteorological extreme; from nearly 4
weeks without rain just recently, to 5 inches of
rain in 2 days, and from nearly 40°F of frost to a
blistering 85°F. We have all beaten hasty retreats
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Glasaow

from the office in the face of blizzards and have
sat outside on summer evenings watching the
5
changing colours of the hills in a balmy sunset.
It is remarkable what change can take place in
Life has been far from monotonous,
the space between one newsletter and another.
Coming back to the present, the strips of In Glasgow the long winter has ended and
blacktop get longer daily, and the gaps are Mother Nature would appear to be ‘sprouting up’
rapidly being filled in. The structures are losing all over the place along with the City’s urban
their individuality as the earthworks are land- motorway system which is really beginning to
scaped around them. The grass is starting to take shape. The new Kingston Bridge which
grow on the batter slopes now that the heatwave marks the second phase in the Ring Road
has given way to more characteristic weather. programme was opened by her Majesty the
Lastly, and what could be more indicative of the Queen Mother. This splendid bridge now provides
imminence of opening day than the appearance a new 10-lane highway over the River Clyde.
of white lines?
Our own site staff have been seen to leave their
On the social side, Neil MacKay led another respective offices now that the sun is shining upon
successful fell walking expedition into the them. Roy ‘AIf Garnet’ Revie, that disting
Howgills (we’re real gluttons for punishment up uished ‘old’ Engineer of Townhead and Woodside
here) and Chris Fink organised a successful slide fame has decided to forgo the pleasures of our
show and afterwards was responsible for manag- Glasgow climate and retreat to sunny South
ing a spectacular feat of logistics in obtaining Africa; lucky lad.
copies of everybody’s bestslides for everybody else.
Our Transportation Section was reduced in
As a parting thought one wonders what the numbers with the departure of Andy Davies and
next chapter in the History of the Lune Gorge Bob Jolliffe to Glasgow Corporation and even
will be. The Romans came through here in the before taking up the new appointments their
1st Century A.D.; the Scots came through here j sadness at leaving the firm was in some measure
on their pillaging raids in the dark ages (that is reduced with the news of a substantial pay rise
until the Sassenachs defeated them at Carlingill-4in Corporation salaries. Bob is our current golf
Wood); the navvies brought the railway at the champion playing off a rather low handicap, but
end of the last century, and now the Motorway,
nonetheless little credence can be given to the
Perhaps the London Office stargazers would like alleged comment of one golfing rabbit as fareto make some suggestions. Salute!
wells were being said—’ah well, the Corpor
C. R. FITT.
ation’s loss is our gain!’
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In the world of sport we have again set the
heather on fire against stern opposition. When
the blue and gold football team of SWKP take
the field even the browsing cows chewing the cud
(etc.) in an adjacent field have been seen to choke
with admiration at the meat on display. Our mid
line of Mitchell, Davies and Wood presented a
front of such dimensions that our goalkeeper
was protected at all ranges up to 30 yards. With
Jack Wood and myself embarking on a strict
diet half way through the season the resultant
gaps in defence were too much of a handicap and
we lost our last match 4 3. (We also lost Bob
Jolliffe taken to the Infirmary for an X-ray).
The hot weather experienced at our golf outing
to Largs this year was too severe for certain
members of the party who failed to come under
starter’s orders for the afternoon 18 holes, pre
ferring the shade of the bar. Prizes were presented
in the evening and the cheers for the winner
Willard Dougall (13) for the third year running,
were equalled only by the thoughtful silence that
followed when it was remembered he had also
organised the event (and the handicaps) in the
same period of time. Rodger Anderson from the
Site Office was second playing off 2. The whole
day was a wonderful success and we are grateful
to the Partners for making it possible.
\j There seems nothing else to report except to
say that England and David Coleman are no
longer World Champions and in the words of
our ex-P.M. ‘we have never been had so good’.
—

HARRY MITCHELL.

London
While it lasted the summer was magnificent.
One whole glorious June. A bit early for school
holidays perhaps, but very pleasant walking from
the underground to the office and back. And
after that
well, of course, the country does
need the rain. The London season notwithstand
ing proceeds—The Royal Tournament, the Horse
Show, the President’s Cricket Match are duly
marked on the calendar. As we write these notes
in late July the temperatures are once again
beginning to soar and those of us who spent
holidays in wind and rain are feeling very des
pondent indeed.
.

The Glasgow
team.

.

.

.

*

*

*

Turning to happier news, our congratulations
go to Ray and Ann Sales of Accounts section on
the birth of a son, Mark; Peter and Susan Smith
of Civils section a son, David and to maintain a
male dominance, for this issue at least, a son to

Cohn and Olga Smith. Our congratulations also
to Mr. Moodie who has become a grandfather.
*

*

*

Mick Lawrence of Vodek Prylinski’s section
married Cynthia Layer in April. Our congratu
lations and best wishes for their future happiness.
Combined news from Ken Innes’s and Derek
Verran’s sections inform us that Gordon Trigg
will shortly be leaving for British Honduras and
Cohn Harding for Lagos. P. Roshan left in June
to return to Pakistan.
Ken Innes has left for Singapore for a Harbour
Crossing feasibility study, calling at Hong Kong
for launching of the first tunnel unit. Henry
Egerton flew out to Nairobi in July to take up
appointment as Assistant Engineer on the Kenya
Tea Roads project.
*

*

*

Sadly we say goodbye to a lot of ‘old faces’.
John Hopkins has left Derek Verrans section
to take up an appointment with a contractor on
a Motorway near Cardiff. Graham Ray and ‘Pat’
Patel have left to join M.P.B.W. Other resigna
tions reported to us, J. Fletcher from Mr. Watson’s
section, Garry Shieldhouse from Computer
section and Owen Turnbull from Mr. James’
section who is emigrating to South Africa. The
ladies extend the list further. Mrs. Austin and
Miss Helen Walsh have left the London General
Office and Miss J. Tyler the print room. We also
say farewell to Chris Knollys who will be sadly
missed by his fellow Editors on Pontifact. We
wish them all every future success in their new
appointments.
*

*

*

An item of special mention and our heartiest
congratulations to Bob Alderslade on the
celebration of his Silver Wedding. Others setting
out on the road of ‘wedded bliss’ are Angela
Cowdray of Computer Section married on 20th
July and Richard Targett of Peter Rutter’s
section married at Easter. Our congratulations
to both of them and all best wishes for their
future happiness.
*

*

*

Mr. Edington has addressed the Architectural
Association on the problems of staffing overseas.
He gave his talk jointly with a Partner of Widnell
and Trollopes and it was so well received that the
text has been printed as a circular to members of
the Association.
Roly Edwards presented a paper “The Engin

eering Geologist in Project Reconnaissance and
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Glasaow

from the office in the face of blizzards and have
sat outside on summer evenings watching the
5
changing colours of the hills in a balmy sunset.
It is remarkable what change can take place in
Life has been far from monotonous,
the space between one newsletter and another.
Coming back to the present, the strips of In Glasgow the long winter has ended and
blacktop get longer daily, and the gaps are Mother Nature would appear to be ‘sprouting up’
rapidly being filled in. The structures are losing all over the place along with the City’s urban
their individuality as the earthworks are land- motorway system which is really beginning to
scaped around them. The grass is starting to take shape. The new Kingston Bridge which
grow on the batter slopes now that the heatwave marks the second phase in the Ring Road
has given way to more characteristic weather. programme was opened by her Majesty the
Lastly, and what could be more indicative of the Queen Mother. This splendid bridge now provides
imminence of opening day than the appearance a new 10-lane highway over the River Clyde.
of white lines?
Our own site staff have been seen to leave their
On the social side, Neil MacKay led another respective offices now that the sun is shining upon
successful fell walking expedition into the them. Roy ‘AIf Garnet’ Revie, that disting
Howgills (we’re real gluttons for punishment up uished ‘old’ Engineer of Townhead and Woodside
here) and Chris Fink organised a successful slide fame has decided to forgo the pleasures of our
show and afterwards was responsible for manag- Glasgow climate and retreat to sunny South
ing a spectacular feat of logistics in obtaining Africa; lucky lad.
copies of everybody’s bestslides for everybody else.
Our Transportation Section was reduced in
As a parting thought one wonders what the numbers with the departure of Andy Davies and
next chapter in the History of the Lune Gorge Bob Jolliffe to Glasgow Corporation and even
will be. The Romans came through here in the before taking up the new appointments their
1st Century A.D.; the Scots came through here j sadness at leaving the firm was in some measure
on their pillaging raids in the dark ages (that is reduced with the news of a substantial pay rise
until the Sassenachs defeated them at Carlingill-4in Corporation salaries. Bob is our current golf
Wood); the navvies brought the railway at the champion playing off a rather low handicap, but
end of the last century, and now the Motorway,
nonetheless little credence can be given to the
Perhaps the London Office stargazers would like alleged comment of one golfing rabbit as fareto make some suggestions. Salute!
wells were being said—’ah well, the Corpor
C. R. FITT.
ation’s loss is our gain!’
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In the world of sport we have again set the
heather on fire against stern opposition. When
the blue and gold football team of SWKP take
the field even the browsing cows chewing the cud
(etc.) in an adjacent field have been seen to choke
with admiration at the meat on display. Our mid
line of Mitchell, Davies and Wood presented a
front of such dimensions that our goalkeeper
was protected at all ranges up to 30 yards. With
Jack Wood and myself embarking on a strict
diet half way through the season the resultant
gaps in defence were too much of a handicap and
we lost our last match 4 3. (We also lost Bob
Jolliffe taken to the Infirmary for an X-ray).
The hot weather experienced at our golf outing
to Largs this year was too severe for certain
members of the party who failed to come under
starter’s orders for the afternoon 18 holes, pre
ferring the shade of the bar. Prizes were presented
in the evening and the cheers for the winner
Willard Dougall (13) for the third year running,
were equalled only by the thoughtful silence that
followed when it was remembered he had also
organised the event (and the handicaps) in the
same period of time. Rodger Anderson from the
Site Office was second playing off 2. The whole
day was a wonderful success and we are grateful
to the Partners for making it possible.
\j There seems nothing else to report except to
say that England and David Coleman are no
longer World Champions and in the words of
our ex-P.M. ‘we have never been had so good’.
—

HARRY MITCHELL.

London
While it lasted the summer was magnificent.
One whole glorious June. A bit early for school
holidays perhaps, but very pleasant walking from
the underground to the office and back. And
after that
well, of course, the country does
need the rain. The London season notwithstand
ing proceeds—The Royal Tournament, the Horse
Show, the President’s Cricket Match are duly
marked on the calendar. As we write these notes
in late July the temperatures are once again
beginning to soar and those of us who spent
holidays in wind and rain are feeling very des
pondent indeed.
.

The Glasgow
team.

.

.

.

*

*

*

Turning to happier news, our congratulations
go to Ray and Ann Sales of Accounts section on
the birth of a son, Mark; Peter and Susan Smith
of Civils section a son, David and to maintain a
male dominance, for this issue at least, a son to

Cohn and Olga Smith. Our congratulations also
to Mr. Moodie who has become a grandfather.
*

*

*

Mick Lawrence of Vodek Prylinski’s section
married Cynthia Layer in April. Our congratu
lations and best wishes for their future happiness.
Combined news from Ken Innes’s and Derek
Verran’s sections inform us that Gordon Trigg
will shortly be leaving for British Honduras and
Cohn Harding for Lagos. P. Roshan left in June
to return to Pakistan.
Ken Innes has left for Singapore for a Harbour
Crossing feasibility study, calling at Hong Kong
for launching of the first tunnel unit. Henry
Egerton flew out to Nairobi in July to take up
appointment as Assistant Engineer on the Kenya
Tea Roads project.
*

*
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Sadly we say goodbye to a lot of ‘old faces’.
John Hopkins has left Derek Verrans section
to take up an appointment with a contractor on
a Motorway near Cardiff. Graham Ray and ‘Pat’
Patel have left to join M.P.B.W. Other resigna
tions reported to us, J. Fletcher from Mr. Watson’s
section, Garry Shieldhouse from Computer
section and Owen Turnbull from Mr. James’
section who is emigrating to South Africa. The
ladies extend the list further. Mrs. Austin and
Miss Helen Walsh have left the London General
Office and Miss J. Tyler the print room. We also
say farewell to Chris Knollys who will be sadly
missed by his fellow Editors on Pontifact. We
wish them all every future success in their new
appointments.
*

*

*

An item of special mention and our heartiest
congratulations to Bob Alderslade on the
celebration of his Silver Wedding. Others setting
out on the road of ‘wedded bliss’ are Angela
Cowdray of Computer Section married on 20th
July and Richard Targett of Peter Rutter’s
section married at Easter. Our congratulations
to both of them and all best wishes for their
future happiness.
*

*

*

Mr. Edington has addressed the Architectural
Association on the problems of staffing overseas.
He gave his talk jointly with a Partner of Widnell
and Trollopes and it was so well received that the
text has been printed as a circular to members of
the Association.
Roly Edwards presented a paper “The Engin

eering Geologist in Project Reconnaissance and
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Feasibility Studies” at the Regional Conference
Engineering Group of the Geological Society
in Dublin on 27th July.
*

*

*

Our congratulations to Tony Finigan and
Angus Wilson on their promotion to Senior
Engineers. The strain hit Angus quickly—he
suffered a heart attack 3 days after promotion.
We are happy to report that he is back with us
now.
Our congratulations also go to S. Cheng,
R. Denton-Cox, D. Farthing and R. Heddon on
election to Membership of the Institution of
Civil Engineers.
*

*

*

Mike Chester of Civils Section is touring in
France in his TR4—with home-made suspension.
His colleagues await news of him with interest.
Harry Maingi of Bridges section, who comes from
Kenya, has been photographed in the office and
filmed on the M6 by the Central Office of
information to show one kind of work that
Commonwealth students are doing in the U.K.
*

*

*

And finally an item which must strike a chill
to the hearts of all confirmed batchelors. We are
informed that one of the bastions of high
batchelordom has fallen at last. ‘Mac’ of Bridges
has succumbed. We do not know the lady’s
name or when the contract will be signed but we
do not doubt that she was worth waiting for and
we wish the both of them every happiness.
THE LONDON LIGHTS.

Hong Kong
The firm in Hong Kong has now grown to
such a size it requires a newsletter in sections if
justice is to be done to the overall picture of
activities here, and for this reason separate reports
are included for the Cross-Harbour Tunnel and
Plover Cove.
Looking back to the gloomy days of 1967 and
1968, it is difficult to imagine that such growth
could have happened in a relatively short time,
since at that time the forecast for Hong Kong
was very pessimistic indeed. However, as evidenced
by the recent U.K. election results, even the best
of forecasts have a habit of being wrong, and
Hong Kong especially delights in astounding the
financial pundits with its habit of bouncing back

harder and higher than ever before. Currently the
economy continues to boom, and engineeringwise this is reflected in a spate of building projects
which continue to be announced almost daily.
Pressure of demand has led to very sharp
increases in wage rates and material costs, so
much so that estimating these days is a matter for
the crystal ball plus 25%.
Our summer thus far has been sufficiently wet
to suit the reservoirs, although at one time it did
look as though we might have to turn again to
China for extension of the winter supply of fresh
water. Two periods of very heavy rain during
early May brought something like 20 inches
within a short space of time, and during June a
succession of thunderstorms have added a further
11 inches or so. At the time of writing the heat is
oppressive, and two tropical storms which are
likely to develop into typhoons are hovering in
the China Sea, with some indication of heading
in our direction.
If they arrive it is probable they will do so in
time to disrupt the week-end, although this is a
sure way of preventing the traffic jams which
have occurred during the year on many of the
roads leading to the popular beaches and the
New Territories. Traffic continues to intensify,
and it is now becoming virtually impossible to
drive on certain roads other than during off-peak
hours. Government are tackling this problem
with emphasis on public transport, and a step in
this direction was the legalising of privately
owned 14-seater mini-buses. These are providing
a service on many routes not covered by the two
major bus companies, and in fact offer an
alternative to the large buses which during much
of the day are full to overflowing. Control of
mini-buses is difficult, and has led to 14-day
impounding action where regulations have not
been obeyed; this has led to controversy between
owner-drivers and Police, but overall this some
what drastic action does seem to have the desired
effect and generally speaking the system appears
to be working quite well. Advice has been given
that the problem will not be solved until the Mass
Transit Scheme is available and with the report
soon to be submitted to Government, it is hoped
that a decision regarding implementation will
not be delayed. Those assembled for the report
are now beginning to disperse; Mike Kennedy
who came on a temporary basis is to return this
week for a reunion with his wife, but Geoff Tetlow
who followed Mike from London will be staying
on for a while.
The firm has been retained to prepare a report
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and a preliminary design for the Kwai Chung
Container Terminal, which is to be built on part
of the area made available by the Kwai Chung
Development Scheme, which was completed by
the firm in 1967. With his knowledge of the Kwai
Chung area it was perhaps inevitable that Mr.
Lindsay would arrive in Hong Kong for this
investigation, but we were delighted to welcome
him again and apart from a brief return trip to
London his stay is continuing.
Welcome visitors earlier during the year were
Mr. and Mrs. Measor, both of whom had a very
full round of visits but nevertheless found time
to see many members of the firm and visited
work in progress. A Chinese dinner party was
arranged at the Miramar Hotel, and this splendid
evening provided an opportunity for all members
of staff to be greeted by Mr. and Mrs. Measor
together with Mr. and Mrs. Elliott; it is possible
that this function was the biggest of its kind ever
held by the firm in Hong Kong. Also in connection
with the visit a cocktail party took place at the
Hong Kong Club, and this was an opportunity to
welcome clients and contractors including many
distinguished guests from Government.
Other visitors have included Mr. Spencer and
Mr. Sterling (in connection with the Kai Tak
Runway Extension) and on a social visit en route
from Muscat to the U.K. we have seen Charles
Seale and his wife.
Tenders have been returned for the Kai Tak
Extension first contract and it is hoped that this
will be let very soon: in readiness for this Steve

A strong team—
judging by numbers—
in Hong Kong
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Cottrell together with Claire and the family have
left for well-earned home leave, prior to Steve
assuming R.E. duties. The problems of working
at the end of the existing runway, from which
airline traffic is becoming increasingly heavy, are
going to be formidable indeed. We have seen the
introduction of a 747 jumbo service into Hong
Kong, which has gone smoothly so far as the
runway and taxiway are concerned. The widening
of the taxiway 1
ts completed during March.
With the increase in staff interest has renewed
in football, and a further chapter in the continuing
saga of the Pontifact Cup games resulted this
time in a win for the expatriate staff by 3 goals
to 2. Mike Kennedy and Andrew Maslowicz
with 2 goals scored for the expats, Jim Chung-ling
and T. Y. Choy for the locals; Mr. Lindsay
presented the Cup to Mike Owen as skipper of
the expatriate side, and the facilities of the
Merchant Navy Club were then fully extended
for the celebration which followed.
Since then a number of games have been played,
notable amongst them being a combined local
and expatriate team victory against a team from
Trans-Harbour Constructors; it is understood
that Trans-Harbour are not going to take this
defeat lying down, and a return game is expected.
Seven-a-side football has been popular, with
inter-office games and also against teams from
Government. in support of the interest and
enthusiasm displayed thus far, the firm are to
provide shirts and shorts in appropriate colours
so that the team can be visually recognised.
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filmed on the M6 by the Central Office of
information to show one kind of work that
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to the hearts of all confirmed batchelors. We are
informed that one of the bastions of high
batchelordom has fallen at last. ‘Mac’ of Bridges
has succumbed. We do not know the lady’s
name or when the contract will be signed but we
do not doubt that she was worth waiting for and
we wish the both of them every happiness.
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The firm in Hong Kong has now grown to
such a size it requires a newsletter in sections if
justice is to be done to the overall picture of
activities here, and for this reason separate reports
are included for the Cross-Harbour Tunnel and
Plover Cove.
Looking back to the gloomy days of 1967 and
1968, it is difficult to imagine that such growth
could have happened in a relatively short time,
since at that time the forecast for Hong Kong
was very pessimistic indeed. However, as evidenced
by the recent U.K. election results, even the best
of forecasts have a habit of being wrong, and
Hong Kong especially delights in astounding the
financial pundits with its habit of bouncing back

harder and higher than ever before. Currently the
economy continues to boom, and engineeringwise this is reflected in a spate of building projects
which continue to be announced almost daily.
Pressure of demand has led to very sharp
increases in wage rates and material costs, so
much so that estimating these days is a matter for
the crystal ball plus 25%.
Our summer thus far has been sufficiently wet
to suit the reservoirs, although at one time it did
look as though we might have to turn again to
China for extension of the winter supply of fresh
water. Two periods of very heavy rain during
early May brought something like 20 inches
within a short space of time, and during June a
succession of thunderstorms have added a further
11 inches or so. At the time of writing the heat is
oppressive, and two tropical storms which are
likely to develop into typhoons are hovering in
the China Sea, with some indication of heading
in our direction.
If they arrive it is probable they will do so in
time to disrupt the week-end, although this is a
sure way of preventing the traffic jams which
have occurred during the year on many of the
roads leading to the popular beaches and the
New Territories. Traffic continues to intensify,
and it is now becoming virtually impossible to
drive on certain roads other than during off-peak
hours. Government are tackling this problem
with emphasis on public transport, and a step in
this direction was the legalising of privately
owned 14-seater mini-buses. These are providing
a service on many routes not covered by the two
major bus companies, and in fact offer an
alternative to the large buses which during much
of the day are full to overflowing. Control of
mini-buses is difficult, and has led to 14-day
impounding action where regulations have not
been obeyed; this has led to controversy between
owner-drivers and Police, but overall this some
what drastic action does seem to have the desired
effect and generally speaking the system appears
to be working quite well. Advice has been given
that the problem will not be solved until the Mass
Transit Scheme is available and with the report
soon to be submitted to Government, it is hoped
that a decision regarding implementation will
not be delayed. Those assembled for the report
are now beginning to disperse; Mike Kennedy
who came on a temporary basis is to return this
week for a reunion with his wife, but Geoff Tetlow
who followed Mike from London will be staying
on for a while.
The firm has been retained to prepare a report
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and a preliminary design for the Kwai Chung
Container Terminal, which is to be built on part
of the area made available by the Kwai Chung
Development Scheme, which was completed by
the firm in 1967. With his knowledge of the Kwai
Chung area it was perhaps inevitable that Mr.
Lindsay would arrive in Hong Kong for this
investigation, but we were delighted to welcome
him again and apart from a brief return trip to
London his stay is continuing.
Welcome visitors earlier during the year were
Mr. and Mrs. Measor, both of whom had a very
full round of visits but nevertheless found time
to see many members of the firm and visited
work in progress. A Chinese dinner party was
arranged at the Miramar Hotel, and this splendid
evening provided an opportunity for all members
of staff to be greeted by Mr. and Mrs. Measor
together with Mr. and Mrs. Elliott; it is possible
that this function was the biggest of its kind ever
held by the firm in Hong Kong. Also in connection
with the visit a cocktail party took place at the
Hong Kong Club, and this was an opportunity to
welcome clients and contractors including many
distinguished guests from Government.
Other visitors have included Mr. Spencer and
Mr. Sterling (in connection with the Kai Tak
Runway Extension) and on a social visit en route
from Muscat to the U.K. we have seen Charles
Seale and his wife.
Tenders have been returned for the Kai Tak
Extension first contract and it is hoped that this
will be let very soon: in readiness for this Steve
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Cottrell together with Claire and the family have
left for well-earned home leave, prior to Steve
assuming R.E. duties. The problems of working
at the end of the existing runway, from which
airline traffic is becoming increasingly heavy, are
going to be formidable indeed. We have seen the
introduction of a 747 jumbo service into Hong
Kong, which has gone smoothly so far as the
runway and taxiway are concerned. The widening
of the taxiway 1
ts completed during March.
With the increase in staff interest has renewed
in football, and a further chapter in the continuing
saga of the Pontifact Cup games resulted this
time in a win for the expatriate staff by 3 goals
to 2. Mike Kennedy and Andrew Maslowicz
with 2 goals scored for the expats, Jim Chung-ling
and T. Y. Choy for the locals; Mr. Lindsay
presented the Cup to Mike Owen as skipper of
the expatriate side, and the facilities of the
Merchant Navy Club were then fully extended
for the celebration which followed.
Since then a number of games have been played,
notable amongst them being a combined local
and expatriate team victory against a team from
Trans-Harbour Constructors; it is understood
that Trans-Harbour are not going to take this
defeat lying down, and a return game is expected.
Seven-a-side football has been popular, with
inter-office games and also against teams from
Government. in support of the interest and
enthusiasm displayed thus far, the firm are to
provide shirts and shorts in appropriate colours
so that the team can be visually recognised.
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Staff movements are difficult to keep up with,
but we must record the return of Vincent Chan
and Li Yiu-king, both of whom are to be con
gratulated on gaining their Master’s degrees in
America. At the time of writing we look forward
to welcoming Ken Innes and Robin Osborn,
both of whom are well known to Hong Kong.
There have been a number of new appointments
and we are pleased to welcome Edward Kwang,
H. C. Lee, H. L. K. Woo, and L. M. Fung, all of
whom have come to the firm as Assistant Engin
eers, together with J. M. Shen who is now
confirmed as a Graduate Assistant. To share
some of the office routine, we welcome Mrs.
P. A. Madgwick.
Andrew Maslowicz has transferred his atten
tions from roads and flyovers to the pre-contract
side of the work at Kai Tak, which includes not
only the present tenders for Stage One (seawalls
and reclamation), but also the future tenders for
actual runway construction; in the longer term
no doubt the new road and tunnel crossing the
Northern end of the present runway will also
receive attention.
Returning to flyovers, work at Lai Chi Kok
Interchange is nearing completion and within the
immediate future this important road junction
should be fully open to traffic. This will also
complete the firm’s work in North-West Kowloon
which began originally with Kwai Chung Deve
lopment project and its major Coastal Road, and
was subsequently followed with Lai Chi Kok
Bridge. The writer was very glad to welcome as

his Inspector of Works for the Interchange and
the Cross-Harbour Tunnel Connections, Sandy
Rennie, who arrived together with his wife Jenny
from M6 motorway contracts. Finally, it is very
pleasing to report that Syd Drury, who was
forced to return home because of ill health, has
undergone operative treatment and convalescence
with complete success, and is now apparently as
fit as ever.
JIM BLAKE.

Hong-Kong Cross-Harbour
Tunnel
The CRE’s staff occupied their offices on the
Hung Horn site on 4th December, 1969 and we
have now settled in comfortably, although we may
be a bit crowded when all the staff have been
appointed. The air-conditioners were installed
just in time before the hot weather started and
they work very well provided that one remembers
to keep windows and doors shut!
The development of the Hung Horn site is now
virtually completed. Steel fabrication of the
tunnel units cornrnenced early in the new year and
to-date Unit No. 1 is almost ready to be moved
into the launching position (see photograph) and
Unit Nos. 2 and 3 are in various stages of
assembly. The fitting-out jetty and launching
slipway, both built specially for the job, are now
nearing completion.
On the North Ramp, bored piling is now

Steel tunnel units,
Hong Kong

completed on the louvred section and open ramp,
excavation down to formation is complete and
construction has just started; it is now possible
to look down the ramp from the north end and
one can now imagine what the entrance to the
tunnel will look like. The caisson, in which the
North Ventilation Building will be built and
which was constructed at a separate dockyard,
is now moored off the sea wall and concreting is
in hand. The construction of the Peine pile
cofferdam is in full swing.
On the South side, Causeway Bay has now had
had an earth bund placed on most of its width,
but otherwise there is so far little to see except
for the dredgers and the explosive and drilling
barges.
The incidence of visitors is continually
increasing as the work develops, and we have
had several parties up to 50 in number who have
been shown round the works at Hung Horn; we
still have to sort out how to transport large
parties to see the marine and south ramp works
when these develop.
During the last 6 months, the staff have been
joined by Chris Wright, RE(Civil); King Li,
ARE; Inspectors Tom Stott, Leon Callaghan
and John McCabe.
We have one wedding to record, that of Miss
A. Wong, our telephone operator, who became
Mrs. A. Cheung on 10th of May, 1970, with our
best wishes for her future happiness.
PETER KNOWLES.

18th June, 1970.

Trying to turn round
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Plover Cove Water SCheme
Plover Cove Water Scheme is now livening up
again. The contract for the raising of the Plover
Cove dams and spillway has been let and work
is just starting on site. There are two further civil
contracts to go to tender later this year; the
extension of the Sha Tin treatment works and
further works at Tai Po Tau. We welcome to the
site staff Mike —lannah and Miles Cooke, both
from Binnie & Partners, and Tom Dockerty cx
London and Jordan who is now R.E. on the
raising of the dams; John Grindley has returned
to Plover Cove to the same house and post,
inspector of Works, as he filled before. We are
happy too, to see once again several familiar
faces return amongst the locally-employed site
supervisory staff, but were sorry to say farewell
to Alvin Smith, our bearded marine biologist,
and also John Duncanson (B & P) who have
both now returned to U.K. after long stays here.
Choy Tak Yan, after a long spell on site, is now
about to return to the office.
Steve Cotterell’s farewell from the Joint
Engineer’s office was marked with the traditional
golf match enjoyed by members of the Joint
Engineers, Cross-Harbour Tunnel and Plover
Cove site staff. We understand he should be
returning, after his leave, to a site job on the Kai
Tak airport runway extension. PaLLI Molyneux
(the local Binnies’ representative) is also on
leave and we are expecting him back in August.
We welcome David Wainwright (cx London),

___
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no doubt the new road and tunnel crossing the
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immediate future this important road junction
should be fully open to traffic. This will also
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which began originally with Kwai Chung Deve
lopment project and its major Coastal Road, and
was subsequently followed with Lai Chi Kok
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the Cross-Harbour Tunnel Connections, Sandy
Rennie, who arrived together with his wife Jenny
from M6 motorway contracts. Finally, it is very
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forced to return home because of ill health, has
undergone operative treatment and convalescence
with complete success, and is now apparently as
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The CRE’s staff occupied their offices on the
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have now settled in comfortably, although we may
be a bit crowded when all the staff have been
appointed. The air-conditioners were installed
just in time before the hot weather started and
they work very well provided that one remembers
to keep windows and doors shut!
The development of the Hung Horn site is now
virtually completed. Steel fabrication of the
tunnel units cornrnenced early in the new year and
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is now moored off the sea wall and concreting is
in hand. The construction of the Peine pile
cofferdam is in full swing.
On the South side, Causeway Bay has now had
had an earth bund placed on most of its width,
but otherwise there is so far little to see except
for the dredgers and the explosive and drilling
barges.
The incidence of visitors is continually
increasing as the work develops, and we have
had several parties up to 50 in number who have
been shown round the works at Hung Horn; we
still have to sort out how to transport large
parties to see the marine and south ramp works
when these develop.
During the last 6 months, the staff have been
joined by Chris Wright, RE(Civil); King Li,
ARE; Inspectors Tom Stott, Leon Callaghan
and John McCabe.
We have one wedding to record, that of Miss
A. Wong, our telephone operator, who became
Mrs. A. Cheung on 10th of May, 1970, with our
best wishes for her future happiness.
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18th June, 1970.
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Plover Cove Water SCheme
Plover Cove Water Scheme is now livening up
again. The contract for the raising of the Plover
Cove dams and spillway has been let and work
is just starting on site. There are two further civil
contracts to go to tender later this year; the
extension of the Sha Tin treatment works and
further works at Tai Po Tau. We welcome to the
site staff Mike —lannah and Miles Cooke, both
from Binnie & Partners, and Tom Dockerty cx
London and Jordan who is now R.E. on the
raising of the dams; John Grindley has returned
to Plover Cove to the same house and post,
inspector of Works, as he filled before. We are
happy too, to see once again several familiar
faces return amongst the locally-employed site
supervisory staff, but were sorry to say farewell
to Alvin Smith, our bearded marine biologist,
and also John Duncanson (B & P) who have
both now returned to U.K. after long stays here.
Choy Tak Yan, after a long spell on site, is now
about to return to the office.
Steve Cotterell’s farewell from the Joint
Engineer’s office was marked with the traditional
golf match enjoyed by members of the Joint
Engineers, Cross-Harbour Tunnel and Plover
Cove site staff. We understand he should be
returning, after his leave, to a site job on the Kai
Tak airport runway extension. PaLLI Molyneux
(the local Binnies’ representative) is also on
leave and we are expecting him back in August.
We welcome David Wainwright (cx London),
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Antony Lau and John Luk to the office. We must
record, following the previous mention of Richard
Gamlen’s housing problems in the Christmas
edition, that Richard has now, thankfully, found
suitable accommodation on Hong Kong island.
Richard (horn) is now well-established in the
colony; he appeared recently on a local television
programme leading a quintet and it is said that
we can expect further appearances. Whilst on the
subject of musical engineers, we can report that
the addition of David Wainwright (cello) has
brought our representation in the H.K. Phil
harmonic Orchestra up to three, Basil Bressler
(fiddle—Binnie & Partners) being the third. It is
also understood that John Davies (B & P) has
started lessons on the bassoon in addition to his
normal singing activities and Tom Dockerty is
negotiating the purchase of a euphonium. David
Coffey has moved from site to office to continue
his work on the original Plover Cove dam
contractor’s claims and has been joined by Peter
Ferguson who now boasts a Master’s degree
after studying at Harvard. Double congratulations
to Peter since, whilst in the States, he also acquired
a wife, Ingrid. We were pleased to receive visits
from old familiar faces, namely Mr. and Mrs.
Measor, Mr. Ford, Alan Pryor, Gordon Beavan,
Doug Nunn, Frank Drake, and Mike La Touche
(albeit the last two not in connection with Plover
Cove), all from Binnies (London) except for the
Measors. We must also record a sad farewell to
Sue Moller, our secretary who left a little before
her husband to return to South Africa, and also
Peta Carnell who is now on leave but is expected
back soon. In their places, we welcome Linda
Noble and Sandra Ross.
As is customary in June we joined in the local
Tuen Ng festivities by entering a combined office
site team of Plover Cove and High Islanders (a
major Binnies project in H.K.) as a crew of 27
in the local dragon boat races at Tai Po. We
“distinguished” ourselves by neither sinking nor
coming last for the second year running and
what is more after a very poor start just beat the
team entered by Water Authority. The traditional
roast pig was subsequently washed down with
gallons of beer at the Plover Cove club house.
DAvID WAINWRIGHT.

Bangar
With so much guff about Temburong in “The
Short Guide” this had better be shorter.
First, the award for devotion to duty must go

to Cyril Rabel who did an unrehearsed 27 ft.
nose-dive off bridge No. 1. Missing one concrete
pile-cap, three exposed piles and the usual tidy
stacks of muck, wood and steel that Contractors
leave under bridges, Cyril found a two-footsquare patch of soft mud with his eagle eye. It
was indeed a lucky escape and Cyril now
approaches deck soffit shuttering with a deal
more caution and memories of bruised ribs.
The only departure has been Chan Wai Keung
who has gone to the Airport site; his place has
been taken by Tan ChLIi Ling.
Arrivals? Ah, well that’s another story. Craig
Marc Jason was born to Pam and Darryl Murphy
on April 3rd; Philippa Clare was born to Cherry
and Tim Conway on May 3 1st; and Inspector
Dharmarajah from Ceylon joined the staff in
April. All three are very welcome. Rajah keeps
wicket for the Nondescripts in Brunei Town and,
together with his six cousins, has met and
vanquished the might of the Yacht Club team for
which Gordon Wilson plays; when it comes to
long, fast drives you can’t beat a roads man. Of
the other two there is little to report except that
Darryl thought he heard Yong Kong Weng
saying we should be thankful for small murphies.

An imminent departee is Elsie Mackinlay who

37

SUMMER, 1970

Nigeria and British Honduras
Although there are no newsletters from Nigeria
or British Honduras for this issue, we print these
photographs showing progress on the New
Capital in British Honduras, and the Lagos—
Apapa motorway in Nigeria.

Nt

Lagos—Apapa motorway

is off to U.K. at the end of Julie and to whom we
wish bon voyage. Mac will join her in November
and both will return in mid-January; that is,
while still mellow from Christmas and the New
Year but before the cold has set into the bones.
Lucky people.
Who was it who said that if SWKP become
the Playboy Club (see last edition)
the waitresses should be called binnies?
partners in

John Mushet, king of the Rest House, and
Mohan Das have come into their own now that
the Contractor has deigned to lay and spray the
base course and seal coats. At last we have some
completed road and the end of the job, if not
actually in sight, can be discerned faintly by
those skilled in the use of mirrors. There is less
than 40% of the job to go and it has been
rumoured that it was thought that the Contractor
was heard to say that perhaps he might consider
thinking about starting to run the job down, but
he wasn’t sure. He must have voted Conservative.
TIM CONWAY.

New Capital—British Honduras
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-Ii

ANIMALS

Club Notes

I

1St

G. L.obb
Alsatian

Camera Club
Looking back over the club’s programme for
last season it becomes apparent that there is, at
present, a growing interest within the club for
competitive photography. This appears to have
been stimulated by the enthusiasm of newer club
members and the acquisition of our new enlarger.
The competitive quality of both black and white
prints and colour transparencies has undoubtedly
improved and long may this trend continue.

Our last two competitions have been well
supported. Judging in both instances was carried
out by the assembled audience who found,
contrary to popular belief, that it is possible for
several judges to arrive at similar conclusions.
The winners were as follows:
Informal Colour Transparency Competition
(88 Entries)—
1st Roland Pilcher
2nd Steve Oliver
3rd Terry Ottway
Black and White Print Competition—
Structures (23 Entries)
1st Steve Hobden
2nd Jim Ambridge
3rd Steve Flobden
Animals (25 Entries)
1st George Lobb
2nd Terry Ottway
3rd Steve Hobden

Two further lunchtime meetings have been
held, one on ‘Close-up Photography’ by David
King which turned out invaluable to all those
trying in vain to read our Competition Programme
for 1970-71 (copies are still available), and the
other by Martin Wiseman on his ‘Three Years in
Nigeria’.
The Club’s Annual General Meeting was
finally held during April when the following new
officers were elected: Terry Ottway as Hon.
Secretary, Beth Bancroft re-elected Treasurer,
head cook and bottle washer (she knows how to
cook the books!) and Jim Ambridge for Dark
room bookings. Cohn Smith was welcomed back
onto the Committee from his escapades in
Westmorland to assist Steve (Quantity and
Quality) Hobden, David King and George Lobb.

2nd
T. Ottway
Alligator

Henry Egerton’s departure to Kenya was a
loss to the club (5s. a year to be exact). We hope
he can now afford to replace both his cameras!!
(stolen during a recent IRA raid in Earls Court)
and submit his usual quota of entries for our
forthcoming competitions.
Our Autumn programme will commence with
the Annual ‘Bernard Ranger Trophy’ colour
transparency competition, and this year the
subjects are (a) Open, (b) Boats, and (c) Flower
Arrangements; (entries to Terry Ottway by 30th
September please). Whether you are an enthusi
astic amateur or just a holiday photographer I
hope as many as possible will enter this competi
tion and perhaps prove to yourself (and your
wife) that you have some photographic ability to
go along with that expensive camera.
DAVID LYON.

3rd
S. Hobden
Rhino
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Cricket
Long Ditton Cricket Club decided to hold a
cricket week this year which meant that we could
not play on their ground for that week and the
weeks immediately preceding and following.
Consequently we have to date played fewer
games than normal at this time of the year; in
fact at the time of writing we have completed a
single cricket competition, a match between
two sides chosen from within the firm and
two matches against other firms. With one
good win and one bad defeat it is difficult to
predict what our form is likely to be so I shall
give a brief description of our matches and let
you decide for yourselves.

STRUCTURES

1St

S. Hobden
The Bull, Pub

great form, sharing in an opening partnership of
73, the batsmen who followed took advantage of
this good start and at the end of 20 overs the
southern side had collected a total of 128 runs.

The northern side looked as though they were in
trouble when they started to bat and lost two
wickets for only 16 runs. It was at this stage that
Geoff French came in and hit a bold 48 which
included two fours, two sixes and a single off one
over. He was finally dismissed when he tried to
straight drive theball for 4, travelling like a bullet,
it went straight to Mr. Grace who took the catch
of a lifetime. The batsmen who followed,
encouraged by Geoff’s display, batted courage
ously but at the end of twenty overs were still 16
runs short of the winning total. The summer

social which followed the match was well
Practice Match
The name ‘match’ is a slight misnomer since
only fourteen people were available and a single
wicket competition was held instead. This event

proved to be popular with all who attended and
created some keen play between rival pairs.
G. French who was in good form won the
competition beating myself in the final by two
runs.

2nd
J. Ambridge
Stone Bridge

J. D. & D. M. Watson 30
J. Greenfield 2 for 3
D. Lyon 4 for 6
K. Hackney 3 for 7

V.

S.W.K. & P. 31 for 0
G. French, 19 n.o.

In our first match the opposition won the toss

G. French 48

3rd
S. Hobden
Bridge,
Newport
Tees

R. Costain 90

J. Greenfield 3 for 31

v. S.W.K. & P. 41

K. Hackney 17

Richard Costain having won the toss decided
to bat and their opening batsmen started very

and decided to bat; however, they found our
bowlers in top form, and the wickets tumbled
swiftly. A smart piece of fielding resulting in a
run out also brought us a wicket, and Watson’s
innings ended with only 30 on the board. G.
French and R. Chapman opened the batting and
hit the required total without loss.
North of the Thames
112 for 7

attended and everybody appeared to enjoy
themselves immensely, perhaps especially so
when the strawberry tarts were being handed
round. I should like to take this opportunity in
thanking Mr. and Mrs. Hawkey for giving us this
occasion; they do everything possible to ensure
its success. Jennifer Mann, Pauline Hague and
Sue Ellis assisted with the catering and their
efforts were greatly appreciated.

v. South of the Thames
128 for 5

R. Chapman 54
N. Patel 24

steadily. With the scoreboard showing 43 for 1,
things looked very black for us, when suddenly
we made a break and 3 more wickets fell before

they obtained 50. After this the wickets fell
steadily and Costains were dismissed for a total
of 90. Exhilarated by our previous matches, when

we started our innings none of us doubted our
ability to reach their total. However, it was a
case of pride before the fall and we lost the first
five wickets for only 9 runs; fortunately our tail

batsmen boosted the score and a quick 17 by
Keith Hackney made the total look a little less
dismal at the close.
Well, that is the news up to date; however,

Contrary to its usual form for the President’s
Match the weather was dry and the temperature
remained high allowing people to sit outside
until 10 p.m.

there are a number of matches yet to be played,
and if anyone is interested in playing, he should
contact me in D.O.3 and I shall be only too

Mr. Grace, who captained the southern side,
won the toss and elected to bat. Ron Chapman
and Nick Patel who opened the innings were in

D. R. I-IITcHING5.

delighted to give him an opportunity of taking
part in these enjoyable events.
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The “Mashie”, held at the RAC Club, Epsom
on the 25th June, enjoyed its usual brilliant
sunshine and produced a crop of latent talent in
the shape of Ken Weir (another Scot, by the way)
who gained 35 points and so received the trophy
from Mr. E. 0. Measor after the dinner in the
clubhouse. Second place went to Bob Cambridge,
a new member of the firm from “down under”
who, with borrowed clubs and playing a new
course, was only pipped by two points. The dark
horse of the competition was Ken Caston, who
obviously used his 36 handicap to good advantage
to gain third place a further 2 points in arrears.
Geoff Gosling took the Wooden Spoon, for the
second successive year, and Steve Oliver managed
to amass 18 strokes on the two nominated holes
for a prize of 2 golf balls. Methinks he needs
them!
The “Pontifact Putter” competition attracted
an encouraging eatry of 10 cards from 3 overseas
outposts, Kenya, Nigeria and Hong Kong and all
appeared on the result sheet.
First place went to David Coffey in Hong Kong
with 36 points, in joint second place came
Mr. and Mrs. P. D. Vulliamy in Lagos with 31
points each (collusion’?) and placed third was
Ron Hedges in Kenya with 28 points.
A suitable trophy for David has yet to be
acquired so he will receive same in due course.

Ken Weir

GRAHAM WA1KER.

Golf
So far this season two matches and two internal
events have been held with four matches still to be
played.
The first match of the season was against
Binnie & Partners, held at Cuddington Golf
Club on the 27th May, when we managed to
reverse last year’s defeat with a 2 ?, win. It was
suggested we cancel the remaining matches and
quit while we were ahead!!! Many a true word
etc., as the next match was drawn 1 l. This
was a new fixture against Mott Hay & Anderson
at Shirley Park Golf Club on 30th June and I
feel we acquitted ourselves well as they fielded a
strong team, starting with an 8 handicapper and
including only one 24! [ also feel the opposition
were suspicious of the game we won as Don
Dudeney playing off 16 recorded a net 61.
—

—

The two internal events were the “Measor
Mashie”, staged for the 10th year and the
“Pontifact Putter” for the first.

Sq uash
At present squash players in the firm can be
divided into two categories: the hard core of
about a dozen players who get adequate practice
in matches or by individual arrangement, and
those whose interest in squash is such that they
will willingly turn out for internal evenings or
other prearranged events, but find it difficult to
play any regular squash outside the firm’s fixtures.

SUMMER, 1970

This is not surprising as the game is now so
popular that generally all courts are filled within
minutes of the normal week-in-advance booking
date: a great deal of enthusiasm and patience,
not to mention a good memory, is required to
play squash outside the firm’s internal evenings
and matches.
Thus there becomes a distinct gap in the
standard between the two types of player. Despite
generous financial support from the Partners,
the whole problem is the lack of regular bookings
for the squash club. These have just not been
available since they were allowed to lapse at
Dolphin Square about three years ago.
Fortunately. Dave Farthing is to take over as
Secretary this coming season, and his enthusiasm
to find premises for a weekly club booking may
well prove successful. Any enquiries regarding
squash should be made to him in the Rotunda
(ext. 202).
We started last season (1969—70) with hope
that our team would advance to a higher position
in the Cementation Cup League table. It was our
impression that within the memory of any of the
players, it was the strongest that the firm had
ever produced. Yet, after half our league
matches had been played we had managed to
amass only four points out ofa possible forty-two.
The coincidence of the holiday of our first string,
Terry Keefe, and three of our fixtures did not
help matters. After Christmas we managed to
play our best team in most matches and gained a
further twenty-eight points, including a win over
Cementation (placed second) but this was not
sufficient to raise us above eleventh place out of
thirteen. Ove Arup won the Cup with seventy-two
points. Fourteen players represented the firm in
team matches. Of these, the most inspired was
Geoff French (playing with a badminton racket
and wearing football boots), who literally ran
his opponents into the ground. in fact when he
did not win easily he battled on and took up so
much court time that we could only play off three
or four out of five pairs.
We managed to arrange five internal evenings
at Crystal Palace last season. These were very
popular and suggest that if weekly bookings
could be made there would be no trouble in
filling them. A squash ladder was arranged but
did not really get off the ground mainly due to the
requirement of the players to make their own
arrangements and court bookings. Rather more
successful was a knock-out handicap tournament,
but this came to a halt in the semi-final, when
Geoff French held up the proceedings by not
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allowing Dick Brown to beat him in the allocated
court time. This has happened three times now
and still no result (he is hoping that Dick will
retire from squash, before a result)!
A. V. REID THOMAS.

Tennis
Having decided to follow the lead set by
Wimbledon, the
9 Firm’s policy of playing ‘Open’
tennis has made it possible to draw a team from
the large pool of professional talent within the
firm. The self-styled Handsome Six have, at the
time of writing, played seven matches resulting
in three wins, one draw and three so called defeats
Experienced players from previous years who
happily gave away their services include the
gentle giant, Geoff French (well-known for his
‘heavy’ game), Alister Reid-Thomas with his
ice-cool temperament, Chris Wright, voted
‘Stylist of the Year’, and Mike Slinn, a very
‘busy’ player who was almost too busy to play
this summer. The closed season signings of Eric
Farrell and Rod Hockin did much to strengthen
the side. Guest appearances were made by Mike
Heddon, John Measor, Jim Cocksedge and Owen
Turnbull. The general keeness to play was
believed to be not unconnected with the excellent
meals provided after matches at Roehampton.
The continuous interchange of players and pair
ings within the team was an attempt to prevent
any form of staleness or teamwork from creeping
into our play.
The Youth Scheme, a weekly event on Thurs
days at Maida Vale, was regularly attended by
Dave Williams, John Greenfield and John
Hopkins and resulted in Ed Farrand and Terry
Ottway being discovered.
The inter-section cup competition is still being
keenly contested and the result will be given in
the next report.
MIKE LANER.

Ext. 292

A Loved One
A country Churchyard, sunlit, quiet,
Only rooks calling above
The old stone tower,
And lying quiet, like a flower,
The remembered happiness of love.
PATRIcIA HAGAN.
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The “Mashie”, held at the RAC Club, Epsom
on the 25th June, enjoyed its usual brilliant
sunshine and produced a crop of latent talent in
the shape of Ken Weir (another Scot, by the way)
who gained 35 points and so received the trophy
from Mr. E. 0. Measor after the dinner in the
clubhouse. Second place went to Bob Cambridge,
a new member of the firm from “down under”
who, with borrowed clubs and playing a new
course, was only pipped by two points. The dark
horse of the competition was Ken Caston, who
obviously used his 36 handicap to good advantage
to gain third place a further 2 points in arrears.
Geoff Gosling took the Wooden Spoon, for the
second successive year, and Steve Oliver managed
to amass 18 strokes on the two nominated holes
for a prize of 2 golf balls. Methinks he needs
them!
The “Pontifact Putter” competition attracted
an encouraging eatry of 10 cards from 3 overseas
outposts, Kenya, Nigeria and Hong Kong and all
appeared on the result sheet.
First place went to David Coffey in Hong Kong
with 36 points, in joint second place came
Mr. and Mrs. P. D. Vulliamy in Lagos with 31
points each (collusion’?) and placed third was
Ron Hedges in Kenya with 28 points.
A suitable trophy for David has yet to be
acquired so he will receive same in due course.

Ken Weir

GRAHAM WA1KER.

Golf
So far this season two matches and two internal
events have been held with four matches still to be
played.
The first match of the season was against
Binnie & Partners, held at Cuddington Golf
Club on the 27th May, when we managed to
reverse last year’s defeat with a 2 ?, win. It was
suggested we cancel the remaining matches and
quit while we were ahead!!! Many a true word
etc., as the next match was drawn 1 l. This
was a new fixture against Mott Hay & Anderson
at Shirley Park Golf Club on 30th June and I
feel we acquitted ourselves well as they fielded a
strong team, starting with an 8 handicapper and
including only one 24! [ also feel the opposition
were suspicious of the game we won as Don
Dudeney playing off 16 recorded a net 61.
—

—

The two internal events were the “Measor
Mashie”, staged for the 10th year and the
“Pontifact Putter” for the first.

Sq uash
At present squash players in the firm can be
divided into two categories: the hard core of
about a dozen players who get adequate practice
in matches or by individual arrangement, and
those whose interest in squash is such that they
will willingly turn out for internal evenings or
other prearranged events, but find it difficult to
play any regular squash outside the firm’s fixtures.
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Editorial
back at past Editorials for
the same
theme is apparent in each—that material
arrived welL after the editing deadline. This is
true again, but at least, there have been excuses
this summer, with the World Cup, Wimbledon
and the Commonwealth Games following one
another in quick succession, not to mention
holidays, of course. As will be obvious by now
though, the articles and newsletters did arrive,
and we thank all contributors for their efforts.
Like other institutions ‘Pontifact’ has to adapt
itself to change, and so it is that we bid farewell
to Chris Knollys, who has been on the Editorial
Board since 1965. Throughout this period his
organising ability and perseverance have been
JOOKING

summer editions of ‘Pontifact’

MAy15 Jol-INsoN

CHRISTOPHER KNOLLYS

valuable assets in the business of producing
‘Pontifact’. He leaves the noise and fumes of
Oxford Circus for the ‘dreaming spires’ of
Oxford, and we wish him well in his new post.
Not to be outdone by the Partners, ‘Pontifact’
announces its own suggestions scheme. If you
have any ideas on how to improve ‘Pontifact’
(assuming, of course, that you think it needs
improving) we should be interested to hear of
them. Better still, of course, would be to produce
some material which would contribute to the
improving process; in which case please send it
in by early November at the latest—we cannot
make the Christmas edition deadline elastic.
With best wishes to all readers,

GEOFFREY MOORE

STEPHEN OLIVER

ROLAND PILCHER.
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