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EDITORIAL

OUn the first day affer the Easter holiday, Mr. Greenwood,
B.Se., M.Ed., Deputy Education Officer, and Mr. Pascoe, M.A.,
who 1a in charge of higher and technical education, visited us to
convey the good wishes both of the Chairman of the Iducation
Committee and of the Iducation Officer, who greatly regreited
their inability to be present,

Both Mr. Greenwood and Mr. Pascoe addressed the School,
emphasizing the advantagea of becoming a Grammar School. The
text of Mr. Creenwood’s talk will be found on another page.

We welecome the return of Mr. Cresswell, B.A. tu the Stall,
and the addition of Mr, V. J. Gee, A.R.C.A,, who 15 in charge uf
Lhe Axt.

It 1z with greatl pleasure that we record the following awards
to Old Boya of the School, and offer ’r‘th our heartiest congratu- -
lations :

- Wing-Commander Arithur H. €. Roberls, D.F.C., R.A.F.0,,
(1929- 1934_], has been awarded the I}mtmgmshcd Surﬂce Drﬂ.er.
In December, 1944, states the citation, Wing-Commander Roberts
captained an aircraft in an atteck on the airfield at Mulheim,
Intense and accurate anti-aircraft fire was encountered. over the
target, the aireraft being badly damaged. Nevertheless he pressed
home a successful attack. DBefore leaving the targel area the
atreralt was again hit, Displaying outstanding airmanship ng
Commander Roberls llew his severely damaged bomber to an air-
field where he executed a masterly landing. This officer, who has
completed o large number of sorties, has invariably displayed the
highest standard of courage, skill, and resolution.

Flight-Lieutenant Ronald A. Marsh, R.A.F.V.R_, (1931-1936),
has been awarded the D.I'.C. This ufﬁcEI says 1.ha eitation, has
‘}lmhul}mﬁﬂ in numerous gorties. On his four of operalional duty

e destroyed a Dornier 217 and three enemy Llrains, During h
second tuur he haos taken part in allacks against a large variety of
targeta. Throughout, his cournge and steadiness in face of the
eniemy have been most praiseworthy. - '

Flight-Sergeant C. B. Jolliffe, (1925-1927), misging sinee
October, 1943, in air operations over Germany, {qﬂicially presumed
killed), has been awarded the D.F.M, 'The cilation states that
this airman has compleled numerous operations agoinst the enemy,
in the course of which he hasg invariably diep n}rnd the utmost
fortitude, courage, and devotion to duty.

We offer cungmtulutmns to the Rev. J. Douglas Ashley,
1924-1929), on his appointment as Minister to the Guildhall Streel
Congregatioual Church, Canterbury.




It looks as though we shall have to wait some little while
before the alterations in our present building are effected; und
longer still before the mew school at Addiscombe is built. ‘The
Committee are anxious to geb the work dome at the firat posuible
moment but we have Lo recognize the prior claims of bombed
houses. Kven the lepcing of the Ilaying Field is impossible al
present, with the result Lhat cricket pitches are ruined by uun-
authorised use und by the traffic of people who seem to think they
have a right of way across the centre of the ground even if a malch
18 1n Progress.

AN ADDRIESS TO THE SCHOOI
24th April, 1945,
by
N. GREENWOOD, Fag.,, B.Sc., M.Ed,
Deputy-Fducation Officer and Inspeclor

As My, McLeod has just said, this in the greatest day in the
history of the John Ruskin School. Up lo now you have been a
Selective Clentral School, but you and those who have gone before
you have done so well that you have heen judged worthy to enter
LLhat emall and select group of schools called Grammar Schools.

Your Ileadmaster will tell you that Lhese schools were formed
long ago for the study of grammar which was in the main Latin
and QGreek grammar, without the meaning which that word has
since acquired. But the main point 15 thal they have for hundreds-
of yeurs produced the leanders of our nation. My own school has
turned out one great statesman, a very greal poet, and famous
engineers. There is no person on this plailorm who could not say
the snme of hie own scheol. You boys here thiz morning will
begin a iradition, which I have no doubi in course of time will
be as famous as any which is represented here.  To make a worthy
tradilion is your responsibility.

As a Grammar School you will have your Sixth Form. TUntil
ou get thers you are kept so busy acquiring knowledge Lhat you
ave little time for thought. DBut in the Sixth Form we expect

independence of oullook.and a eritical judgement. "There will then
be in the Schoo! that interplay of mind on mind—the older boys
with the younger ones ang both with the musblers—which  will
stimulate you ull, No ome can take the whole of knowledge to
himself and if I think Clerk Maxwell and Newlon to be the
finest flowers of the human spirit, Mr. MeLeod will show you
Shakespeare, Milton, and Wordsworth. Your other masters will
hold up other figures for your admiration and delight, and you
must take your choice among them. Having decided whom you
will follow you will have a master who will lead you into know-
ledge which will be a joy to you as long as you live.

The Edueation Olicer who has doue so much to get this School
recognized as a Grommar School, and the Chairman of Lhe Educa-
(ion Committee, wich Lo be assoelated with you on Lhis oceasion.
On their behalf, and on my own, I wish you well.
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A NOTE TO THE DOYS
By THE HEADM&ETER

When we read in class how once
: In Xanadu did Knhla Khan
A stately pleasure-dome decree,

we did nol puuse upon those names, nor eare whether here was [act
or fancy. Doeetry, not history, was our concern. S5till, as you
Know, there was a Khan Kubla, who did indeed build thal summer
palace, and enclose within the ambit uf its towered wall, exquisite
gu.uil:.ua ** brighl wilh sinuous rills 7§ and ﬂhu uught ".’."Eu have
heard, in the tumult of the running waters, °“ ancestral voices
prnphﬂﬁ:.rmg war ', for he was Emperor of China by congquesi, and
came of a warrior race, this grandson of the terrible Jinghis Khan,
his lord of Tarlaery.

Not Tartary uf the puet’E- rhyme with ““ bird-delighting citron-
Lrees in every purple vale ”’, bul the dreary sleppes lo the north of
China, high on the Mongolian plateau, and stretching thence for
thousands of miles with never a break across the heart of Asia and
into Europe to the curve of the Carpathians. Here was the home
of the horsemen—all akin, whether called ITuns or Turks or Tartars
or Mongols—forever on the move with their flocks and herds, and
forever looking with hungry eyes on the rich lands around—Europe
and Persia and China. The [ronliers were rarely [ree [rom their
raids; and when some mighty chief arose—an Attila, an Othman,

a Tamerlane to weld the jealous tribes into unily, then Kings and
]{ingduma toppled before them, as China did before Jinghia Khan
—most dreadful of these lords of slaughter—who burst through
the Great Wall and took Peking early in the thirteenth century.
He hated the cultivaled country., *° Lﬂb us stamp oul sll the
Chinese that grass may grow,”” he said, *‘ and our horses will have
pasture.”” Then he and his hordes turneﬂ westward. Terhaps he
haa had one rival only in the rnin and misery he broughi upon
mankind: By the middle of the century the Tartars were masters
of an empire that stretched from the Yellow River fo the Danube,
from the Persian Gulf to the forests of Siberia. For a hundred
years they imposed their will upon Asia, yel proved slrangely
tolerant in matters of religion.

Ho it was that while the Pax Tartarica held, merchants and
friars from Europe for the first time could make {heir way fo the
mysterious Bast of which such fantastic tales were told, and whence
came the precious spices and silk, gold and jade and gems. The
barrier of Islam was down for a while and before it rose again,
certain daring venturers had left a record of their discoveries.

Greatest was the Venetian, Marco IPolo, who, with his father
and unale, sel ont in 1271—he was sevenleen years old then—for
the eourt of the Great Khan. By desert ways and mountain tracks

by palths nol frodden again by Kuvopeans Lill (he nmineleenth
century—they came at last, after three and a half years, to Kubla’s
presence.  The Grand Khan was gracious. Ile took young Marco
into hiz service and soon discovered his ability. He sent him on
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missions through the length and hreadth of China, and beyond, to
Tongking, Cochin China and Malaya. Marce noted everything
with that quick, curione eye of hig, and his reports instructed
and delighted his master. Meanwhile the elder Polos went pros-
perously about their business as jewel merchants.

The years passed, and at last the I'olos would go home. Kubla
was hurt at their ingratitude and they promptly forgot their wish.
That was wise, Kubla was still 2 Tartar. Then a ruling prince
in Persia desired ag wife one of Kubla’s danghters. It was decided
gshe should go to him by sea but the Persian envoys would only
venture if Lfarc:-, who knew something of the dangerous passage,
could accompany them, and the Khan reluctantly agreed. After
& voyage of eighteen months the little fleet reached the Persian
Gulf, and the I'olos journeyed on to Venice. They had been away
for twenty-five years and their relatives hesitated to own these
strangely-clad, disreputable-looking strangers; but when they
ripped up the seams of their clothes and poured out a wealth of
E?ﬁﬂiﬂuﬂ stones they were recognised at once by their affectionate

ingmen.

We might never have had the book of Marco’s travels had he
not been taken prisoner of war by the Genoese. He whiled away
the tedium of captivity by reealling the great adventure of his

outh, and a fellow-prisoner wrote 1t all down as he tulked: the
ong road to the Bast—the sun-siceped plains, the iey Roal of the
World, the haunted Geobi desert; vaet China, its ineredible wealth
and swarming cities; the Golden Chersonese and ullimate Jopan;
strange peoples and stranger customs; and always the might and
magnificence of the Great Khan., °° On his hirthday the Greal
Khan dresses in wondrous rohes of heaten gold, and twelve Lhou-
gand barons and knights also dress in the same colour and alter
the same fashion. But though their robes are of the same colour
and fashion, yet they are not so cosily; bul all the same they ave
of silk and gold. And all of them have great golden belts. Thie
raiment is given them by the Greal Khan., And I assure you that
some of these robes are adorned with precious stomes and pearls
to the value of Len thonsand gold bezants. And you must know
"that thirteen times a year does the CGreat Khan give xobes to
these twelve thousand barons and knights.”” DBut for the book,
Kuble would have been to us hardly a name—a lord of dust—and
Coleridge would nol Liave crowned him with the coronal of romance.
Europe heard the story and wondered and only -part-believed.
Chaucer heard ; his Squire tells—alas! only half tells—** the story
of Cambuscan beld ’. Do yon recognise Jinghis Khan—Chingis
Khan—in Cambus Can? A hundred and fifty years after the book
uppearad, a Genoese sailor pored over if in a Latin version, made
notes in the margin—‘‘ gold in great plenty,”” he would write—
and dreamed of a voyage to Cipangu and Cathay, not by any
castern Toute, but westward, through unsailed scas.

Yes, a great, traveller, Marco! but for all his bright eye he
missed the soul of China and the guality of ils civilisalion—ita
poclry, the perfection of its painting, the deep wisdom of ite sages;
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all then manifeat, for China’s golden age was lhat of the Sung
dynasty which Kubla overthrew. Perhape he came nearest, in his
appreciation of the * moble and magnificent city of Kin-sai™ wilh
its eplendid walerways and countless bridges and its happy, friendly
people. And he must surely have delighted in Kubla’s gardens,
lovely with all that Chinese art could devise. A recent traveller
tells of such an imperial garden, fallen now into utier decay from
long neglect, but exquisite still. He writes of ile pavilions:
‘¢ Their vermilion-red masses are crowned with roofs eovered with
tiles of 'a rich yellow, heightened by borders of peacock blue; the
frames of the doors and windows mre of smooth white marble;
lacquer and enmamel in green and rose and gold everywhere lace
the restful surfaces like delicate embroideries.” And he goes on:
‘“ The whole imperious ordering of the park, over which are seat-
tered lakes, groves, artificial mounds crowned with pavilions, and
whose spaces are ornamented with porlicues and triumphal arches,
intersected with wide marble roads.or furrowed with lowery by-
ways, unfolds successive beauties interlinked like the stanzas of a
poem. Everywhere the charmed eye is tempted by depths and
distances fincly disposed und nobly conceived. Broad terraces, the
upward soar of n pagoda, the resiful-bulk-of a vast palace, or the
steep elusterings of the fantastic roofe of the © Uneasy T"avilions’,
the gracefully exaggerated enrve of o one-arched bridge, the supple
- gerolls of the ¢ Marble Ship ?, meet the eye here and there, among
the aged treee, the beds of flowers, as if to affirm more definitely
than ever the sovereign will which has realised this perfect marriage
of Nature and Art’® But a wild confusion of plant life blots ont
the noble lines of the park. ¢ These palaces belong (o some
Chinese Sleeping Beauly in the Wood who will lie thus fill Prince
Charming’s kies shall wake her. Will she wait for ever? We
canmot believe that these adorable places will disappear little by
Jitlle, that these dream palaces whose golden rools are edged with
magic blue, will, little by little, erumble to dust . . . And yet
they. will.”” -

. And yet they will, Beauty passes.. What equal paradise will
the new world create, upon whose verge we stand?

TWILIGHT

3, The counlryside’s at peace,
S (1T T The darknees starts to creep,
¥ The birds their singing cease,

The cattle fall asleep.

Ae the dusk draws on
The lights in houses wink,
Then one by one are gone
And into darkness sink.

The ficlds are quiet now,
And everyone at rest,
Txeept the gliding owl
Who knows that night iz hest, «
: %FI RISTOPHER MORT.
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1 | THD LITTLE THINGS
' ' == 4 byl
H. M. TOMTINEON

Mr. Tomlinson refers below to hiz first book. He doesn't make
-mueh of it—but then he wouldn't. You muat find out for yourselvea
that The Sea and the Jungle s a very greal book mdeed, a piece of
rare writing, a revelation of the beauly and terror of the Amazon and
the Amasonian [orest, a classic of travel. He knows the world as

few men do. He has travelled far ; and the horvest of o marvellodsly
heen and visionary eye, a critical and deeply reflective mind, a heart
not over-sanguine but never hopeless and always compassionale, and
i genius for lovely writing, is gathered up in his books., Tt ua name
o fow of them: Tidemarks; FLondon River; Old Junk; Oui ﬂ{
Soundings ; Al Our Yeslerdays; Guallions fteach ;—hooks that wil
live. It iz good te koow thot he has a4 new novel about to come out :
The Light of Morning=a tale of the sea of a hundred years ago.

You boys may be very proud that Mr. Tomlinson has written for
you. You will trensura this numher of the Magazine, and often read
and ponder his words, And we would give him our gratitude.

In a letier lv me, my friend, Mr. MeLeod, who iz your Head-
master, mentioned that he could foresee his retirement from ofhice,
and that before overlong he would be absent from the John Ruskin
School. 1 thought I detected in his reference {o it a restrained
note of melancholy, which I understood. 1 know what the feeling
is, that of ¢f the last time *’ of anything in life; of lovking back,
from the gale, on leaving the old home; of vacating a chair of
office, in which for years one had direcled & public affair, hoping
for the best, though doubtfully; and then, one day, shutting the
desk, and handing ils key to another man. And what good did
you do, you cannot help asking yoursell, as you go out over the
familiar threshold for the last time and turn away; what good was .
done while | was busy there, anyway? No answer comes. You
are not told. Only the gods are aware, and they never say.

You don’t feel like that on leaving school; or 1 didn’l, Leav-
ing school 18 only the release to the great adventure, I ecan sfill
see the figure of my headinusler, an admirable man and scholar,
of equable temper, whén I went in to tell him 1 must go. I was
glad, He was not. Tle made it elear he had not yet done cnough
for me. There still was more than enough to do. He seemed
quite sorry about it. Well, he has been in the lields of asphodel -
for many years, and I trust he knows now—what T myself did not
know when I said farewell to him, so how counld 1 tell him ?—how
mueh I owe to him. Only years later did Lhal facl make itself
-plain, and then he wasn’t here to be told. How full of significance,
though we are unaware of it at the time, are some of the odd and
trifling incidents in life! A{ the moment, you see nothing im-
portant in- one of them, except that you are suddenly alerl, and
wondering. Svmething new has happened, but you don’t know
what. My headmaster, like yours, was superior to the school
curriculum. Jle was apt to make irrelevant and queer asides about
thia subject and Lhat, when it was the burden of the hour, and



somechow one’s attention was fastened. Ome afternoon of summer
English grammar and analysis, if you please, on such a day—
our teacher found, and s=aid, we were greater fools than ever.
What we were u.uu.l}rzmg ‘WIIE a passage from Milton’s epic. Our
headmaster entered the room, looked on sadly for a few minutes,
and then said, ** Allow me. " He touk Millon from the teacher’s
hand, and read a length of the great poem. He had a strong
barilone voice, a black beard, abd a presence. As he read, I sat
up. Still T can hear his voice; for 1 ﬂeard that afternoon, for the
first time, the emotion: in high utterance, which is music; past all
argument, above logic, not to be explained rnn.’rhnmntmnlly never
to be analyzed. An arrangemen| of the letters of the alphabet,
yet embodying a mystery, ?nr the spirit of life stirs in 1le clay al
the sound. Dut all T felt that afternoon was astonishment that the
passage I'd heen dissecting till T was sleepy over it had more in it
than I thought; had aunugh in it to wake me : up, Vvery gratified,
but perplexed.

Now I’ll ask ]F'l:ﬂ.l ITaven’t you often at Eﬂhﬂ{ll. heard Ruskin
nemed, and for a reason not always as plain as a big bomber just
over the house tops? Haven't you at times felt a surmise of
somelling new and slrauge—a purinise gone in the next bit of
excitement—at advice given in achool mnot strietly pertaining to
the matter in hand? You have, and I can tell you that not till
later years will ita full meaning heeome elear. We get, from a
~wiser mind, an indicalign of an ultimate wvalne; g standard for
measuring ; the hint of a spiritual quality which will, in later lLile,
maké much that is deemed important, and popular, seem poor and
cheap. Rut, at the momert when we pet it, it is m:perfc-l:tljr
aypmlleuﬂla&. Time and events will bring to 'fight its full signifi-
cance. That is how civilization is made and kept. Yel, at r_:ﬂhnﬂl,
we are not expected to understand that; and what is more, we
don’t.

I suppose—in fact I am quite sure—your Headmaster has
alwaye hoped that, by a forlunale word ol hig, Lthe lamp. ol gne -
fellow in a form would be lighted. One only wounld do; one wonld
be juslificalion encugh. Dut, if that happened, he was well aware
that he might never know it. So what kept him at it? Faith.
He Lrusled in the good thal he knew. He must leave it at that.
Faith, we are often told nowadays, is dead. Never believe 1. We
can’t board a bus without' faith of sorts, that the bus will keep
going. Whether we want to or nmot, we must live I?ti faith. Nv
decision in life can be made without trusting that the presiding
powers will look on kindly. But Iuilth in whalt? Thal's the ques-
tl-:m There were those who trusted in a swastika. Others trust
in this or that political parly; or they lrusl s [riend at courti; or
their faith is now that very eommon one—they are in adﬂrﬂ,tmn
hefore the divine compulsion of engines of all sorts; engines will
get them out of all their troubles, all of ev eryhody’s troubles, if
expertly organized and driven; m‘u‘l thiz last faith, to my way of
thinking, is the latest lovely form of Mumhbo Jumbo. 1'm nol sure
that il isn’l a kind of devil worship.
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The faith of good men takes a bit of explaining, and I'm not
the man to do it: but T can say that it rests eecure with a value
which is out of sight of the market place, of the Board of Idu-
cation, and even of Parliament. Their trust is in a atandard by
which all Lhe activities of Lhe week are measured, even those of
the Church. Their faith is in something not ourselves which makes
for good, they arc not sure how, and Lhey don’t ask. The lives
of all the world’s great musicians, artisls, puets, teachers, and
scientists, attest to this. And there is seldom anylhing in it but
duty; not much money, if any, and rarcly any publicity. ‘Lhey
get publicity, now and then, when they are dead. All the same,
they have a zesl for their work, and enjoy life; and what more do
you want? : :

I’'m afreid I'm off (he line somewhat. What I was really
trying to do was to hint that the lit{le Lhings of life, a bright word
caught which blew along by chance, apparently, but look your
wondering interest; or a mnofe of musie which very unreasonably
sounded a chord in the mind; or a demonstration in the laboratory
that was an incomplete revelation, and set you speculating; such
little things may make all the difference in life’s long run., We
are round a corner, facing a new direction, and are rarely aware ol
it. We ought always to be ready lor if, though, in some measure;
and that ia what drudgery at school, or anywhere else, ia for.

I remember that one Easter 1 chose for reading Dates’
¢ Waturalist on the River Amazons >’. 1 had never before heard
of Bates, nor bothered about the Amagzon, hut was fond of natural
history.” That Easter T was lost in:a dream. I came under the
spell of the Amazon; which 'was, of course, by the magic touch of

ates. T know now thal his book is one of the classics of travel.
Still, what chance has a fellow in an office of ever voyaging on
that greatest river of the Tropics? None. ‘It will ever remain
for him where it always was, in the first chapler ol Genesis.  He
isn’t such an ass aa to expeet to travel there. DBut I followed up
the matter for the fun of it—useless knowledge ! -and at last knew
more than one ought to know of Brazilian geography and what not.

One night a relalive called. Tle always gave a call when home
again from sea., Just before he went I asked casually where he
was off to next. The Amazon! Also a long, long way inland; a
voyage up the river’s gmatﬂst tributary, Lhe Madeira, and it had
never yet been entered by an ocean-going steamer. HEven Dates
didn’t know the Madeira. ]

This was curious. I begged for more information, and got il.
1 wrote for a daily paper a little story about the addity of this
coming. voyage. Iis editor, the mext day, met me on the atairs,
and remarked, smiling, that my story was an entertaining lie.
Very gravely I informed him that it was written in the name of
British enterprise and navigalion; and as a proof of good faith, but
as g joke, I told him further that I had been oflered a berth aboard.
This was quite true, but it was also ridiculous. °° Then,” said
Le, ““ you must take it, and go.”” Did he mean 1t? 1 asked
doubtfully. Yes, he meant it. And that; by the way, is how my
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first hook oame ahonl; no importanl matier that, but one’s first
hook iz one’s firat.

You have noted, I hope, that the beginning of it was when,
Mny years: hefore, my headmasler, unaware of the Eﬁﬂﬁt of his
voice when reading poetry 1o a class, roused an inferest in the use
tn which words could he put. =o 'lt- ie cafe, quite sale, lo assure
your Headmaster, that though he surrenders his chair to another,
there are those who know, or will know later on, whal they owe lo
him. I say thie as a genuinely old boy.

LATITUDIS
by
Potty Officer PHILIP WADEY, R.N.
“There are no prizes lor Lhe correct answer, h"l.-'it ¢an you name
a place north of the Equator where it is hotter in winter than in
summer, where the ripe nruuﬁes are green, nol yellow, where the
*¢ black £ men are brown, where the day is always ahout twelve

hours long, and white men da nof work in Lhe alternoon if they
can help it?

Well, it’s obvious that the place is near fhe Equator, and if
you know your isotherms you will know that it 1s °° The White
Man's Grave ¥, or West Africa. Ilowever it is not quite the grave
it naed to be, fm- while malaria is still too common 1t is nol wearly
so common or so deadly as it used to be. The breeding places of
the mosquito are either completely destroyed or mada pxoesdingly
uncomiortable by liberal use of oil which is supplied free to the
native population, and special dress minimises the chance of infee-
tion, while daily doses of quinine or a synthelic subslilule iucrease
the resistance of the blood of those exposed to risk of infection.

Still, in spite of thizs and other improvements, Weat Afriea is
not an ideal holiday resorf, though 1 lind il difficult to ima%rme
auything much more pleasant than an evening spent cruising along
under a bright tropical moon with a gentle warm breeze efleclively
removing any chill from the air, for the night can be, and ﬂftﬂn
is, Extremely cold. But even better and more glt:—riﬂlm is u night
at sea further north when there j2 no moon. One comes from a
stufly messdeck below to have a breath of fresh air, and is en-
veloped by the inky blackness of the night, until, looking astern,
oue sees a bright line stretching away to the horizon like the tail
of a fiery comet. Cnriosity aroused, the puzezled walcher finds hie
way lo Lhe ship’s side, and leaning over, is filled with awe at the
sight which greets him. To his mnu:st-m:‘nf the whole of the ship’s
side from waterline to keel is ablaze Wlth light more spectaocular
and glorious than [Piccadilly Cirens or 'lmi‘u‘rrﬂr square. The
eanse of this phenomenon is lhat Lhe sea in Lhese latitudes is full
of phosphorus due to a marine animal that lives in warm waters,
and ewerywhere the surface of the ovean i1z dislurbed, the spray
shines as if gll the glow-worms in creation were holding a carnival

there. .
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Lngos, the port of Nigerin, and the most important of the
British West African ports, is worthy of mention because there 1t
ie poesible to obluin a large bunch of delicious bananas for a pair
of old overalls or trousers. Fifty cigaretiea (costing me about
eighteen pence) Lave more purchasing power than a ten shilling
note. A little patience ia needed in these transactions, for an
arbicle is always quoted al ten or more times its value; e.g. a bag
may be worth fifteen shillings, hut you may he nsked s muel as
five pounds; whereupon you offer ten shillings, and so the bargain-
ing goea on until you finally get the bag for between twenly and
tweuty-five shillings,

very climate scems to have its own characlerislic colour. In
the tropics everything was a shade of brown. The merciless sun
never gave anything a chance to be green for long. Iven Lhe
green of the palm leaves scemed faded as if tired by their continual
enduranee of the soulless heal. DBy the way, dou't get the im-
pression that England does not get as hot as the tropies. Ii does.
But while in England such heat is outstanding, and if lasting
more than a day is called a “‘ heat wave ”’, in the tropice this
seorching continues withoul interval throughout the greater part
of the year, getting neither hotter nor ecooler, until one 18 worn
gul by its inhuman monotony,

In the region of the Mediterranean, however, a4 ¢hange comes
over the scene, and the universe takes on a concentrated glare far
moré cruel in its intensity than in the weighly world of the south;
bul when at last the sun sinks to rest, and the azure sky turns fo
royal, and then navy blue, while the stars begin lo twinkle merrily
until the sky is a canopy of majestic velvet covered with a myriad
of glittering diamonds, and the harsh, stern, white and yellow
buildings become soft and gentle under the mellowing radiance of
the moon, the day of rush and buslle, of strife and intrigue, is
submerged in an atmosphere of mystery and romance. :

In contrast again is the spirit and colour of the seene that
greets the eye of the traveller as he is carried gracefully up Lough
Foyle Lo Londonderry. No inspired poet needed to christen Ireland
the ““ Emerald Isle ”’. An illiterate child could hardly have called
it anything else. Yet somehow the very richness of the shamrock
geemed a little too good to be true. Il seemed deceptive, as if
luring the unwary to rest on its evergreen bed, and sleep, like the
Liotos-Eaters, never to awaken again to reality, until this suspicion

rew in the mind like poison, turning the beauty into mistrust and
ear,

Scotland is known for its ruggedness of people and of land,
and a journey through the Minch and the Orkneys is typical of
deotland. But in no sense is this ruggedness unfriendly. Exaet-
ing, yes; plain, yes; forbidding, no. If one will accept it for what
it is, take it as one’s own, become as it 1s 1lgell, it can be a friend;
a friend that is always by you, so that in the bleakest island, in a
gale that only the Atlantic kunows, still, one is not alone. Dut I
do nol like ruggedness; 1 like gales even less, so I was not sorry
to turn south once again, until— ' :
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After months of gea, I was away on a train bound south. |1
looked out of the windows. On both sides I saw land: farm land,
fields of harley, of wheal, factories, orchards, rivers, towns, rain,
suushine, all one after another in a happy, vareless mixture. I
gaw faces.. Not the faces (hat I had gazed at across the messtable
for weeks on end, but new faces: u [arm labourer, a doctor, a
soldier, a little girl, a clergyman, a W.A.A.F. No sense, no rhyme
or reason: and yet in all this inconsislency, there was a common
hond ; oue common bond that tied us individuals inlo a nation. A
nation of individuals that, when Lyranny threatened, stood together
_ alone. Wheén all was lost, defeated in the field, hammered [from
the air, nearly stranpled [rom the sea, then, in their greatesi
humiliaglion——""* This was their finest hour*.

How did T know all this, who had been away and seen such
glorious lhings in other lands? How could 1 eel all this when, on
that train, I said not one word to another soul?

I knew, becaunse, as T looked out of lhal carriage window, as
T looked at those *“ slrange ”’ faces, I knew that I was home.

SOUTH I'TALXY

We are accustomed to hear the south of Italy spoken of as a
beauliful country. Its mountain forme are gracelul above others,
its sea bayas exquicite in oulline and hue; but it is only heantiful
in superficial aspeet. In closer detail it is wild and melancholy.
Its forests are romhbre-leaved, labyrinth-stemmed; the ecarubbe, the
olive, laurel; and ilex, are alike in that slrange feverish twisting
of their branches, ag if in spasms of half human pain:—Avernus
forests; one fears to break their boughs, lest they should ery to us
from the rents: the rocks they shade are of ashes, or thrice-molten
lava ; iron sponge whose every pore hae been filled with fire. Silent
villages, earthquake shaken, without commerce, withoul induslry,
without knowledge, without hope, gleam in white ruin from hillside
to hillside; far-winding wrecks of immemorial walls surround Lhe
dust of cities long forsaken: the mountain streams moan through
the cold wrchies of their foundations, green wilh weed, and rage
over the heaps.of their fallen towers. Far above, in thunder-blue
getration, stand the eternal edges of the angry Apennine, dark with

volling impendence ol voleanic cloud.
From John Ruakin’s Medern Paintera,
hy kind pormission of the authorised
publishers, Messrs. Allen & Tlnwin.

TRIOLET

Vietory’s here
With joy and shout;
. Be of good cheer,
. Viclory’s here.
Gone is all fear,
Flags flutter out;
Victory’s hers .
With joy and shout.
- J. SIMMONDS.



J. BROOKES (oh)



IN MEMORIAM

Their shoulders held the sky suspended,
They stood, and sarth’s foundations stay. \
A. E. Housman.

1 Gunner J. W. PENSON, R.F.A. (1937-1M0). - Killed in action April 19th,
1845, nged 18, ) _ )

P.j0. RAYMOND W. GRIGGS, TLAF. (1033-1087). Missing sinee June,
1944, now presumed killed. He woa a wireless operntor on o Launcasler
bomber.

FiL.jSgl. €. B, JOLLIFFE, D.FM., RATF. (1925-1027). Missing since
; October, 1043, officially presumed killed

Bet, FRANK H, IDZ}BI.TR..I.%, Lt. A.A. L, R.A, (1925-1928). Wounded on
November 19iL, 1944, alter heavy shelling in a pocket of resistance in
Holland ; died the same evening. Buried at Nijmegen.

MTSSING
fet./Pilot, JOHN LEIGH, R.A.F, (1931-1939).
Pilot/Officer JACK FEATHERSTONE, DI M. T.A.F.V.R. (1932-1037).

MAJOR RONALD ADAMS
. [1935-1939}

In the splendid record of the 0ld Boys of thig School in the
present war, there is nothing more gallant than Lhe story of Ronald
Adams, Major in Fergusson’s ** Chindits **. |

He was marked for distinetion from the day he leil lus
0.C.T.U., leading the *° Passing Out* Tarade before Irince
Bernhard of the Netherlands. He went to India in 1042 as o
Captain in the Reconnaissance Corps, and there, promoted Lo Ma;fi:rr,
had the honour of being chusen lo lead a Chindit column into
- Burma in General Wingate's daring adventure, which was -
tended not only to gather information bul lo throw the enemy info
doubt and conlusion and disrupt his communications.

Muny of the Chindits flew in, but Brigadier Fergusson’s men
marched, often through jungle so deose that they could only hack
a passage of a couple of miles a day, where atarvation was almosl
certain if air-borne supplies failed, aod where the little water they
could curry—eight pints per man was a maximum-— was. 500N ex-
hausted and thirst became a torment. And there was the ever-
present threat of allack by the strongly-based, swarming Japanese
forces. _ 1

Fergusson’s special mission was fo cut a vital railway line,
and after a ficrce encounler with the Japanese, it was necessary to
divide the force, Major Adams taking command of one parly, His
men were ont of water and u [resh supply must be obtained. They
had been withoul for forty-eight houra. Major Adama himsell
set out in search with a small party., He came to a river and
crossed it with & [ew men to make a guick reconnaissance, but the
Japanese had machine guns trained on them [rom an ambush and
Major Adams fell, shot in the thigh. He knew his men could not
move hizu, He asked them for ammunilion sud then ordered them
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to leave him, which they did with the preatest reluctance. And
that 1s the last we know. We can only hope that he was picked
up by the Japanese and taken to hospital.

In a letter to Mrs. Adams, Major-General Lenlaigne, who
succeeded General Wingate, spoke of him in the highest terms as a -
man of ** Special Foree " gud Lherelore ag one destined to undergo
far greater hazards lor lar longer periods under infinitely worse
couditions than an officer in a normal unit, and described him as
4 man without thonght of self; of high courage and loyalty.

Amongst other things, Brigadier B, B, Ferpusson said: I
can only ‘tell you what. a splendid offtcer he was and how hard his
logs has hil uol ouly his Regiment but the Brigade as well. You
de not peed lo be told how mueh he was loved by officers and men
alike. All that he was in peace and all that he promised to be
in action, was amply fulfilled 4n the Field. He was a tower of
strength to his Colonel and his rapid rise in rank was fully justified
when the time came to command his men in battle. . , . T'he Reyi-
ment will feel the loss of him iTI'E]JElTH.hl}f. I & say what 1 ERY,
not because it is the sort of thing thal vne [eels one must write,
but because every word of it s lrye,”’

RUSKIN SKETCH COLUB

A Sketeh Club has been formed in Lhe School wilh the object
of binding together members in the pursuit of a common interest.
* We have the name of & very great man upon whom we can look as
“an wspralion not only for the Sehool, F}lut more particularly for
the Club; and it hehoves ua to see the Ruskin Club lives up to the
name it heara, :

The first meeting was held on the 16th May when Lhe follow-
ing were elected: B. Thorpe, Chairman, B. Robinson, Seerctary,
and J. Brookes, Treasurer. It ig hoped Lo elect a Committee later.
Various suggestions were made in discussing the programme for
the year, amgung which il wae proposed to hold ont-door sketch
parties, Further suggestions will he most welcome at the next
meeting, when a eriticism of the monthly compositions. has been
m'mn;;;nﬂ. _ '

Tickets at a reduced rate, available until August 11th, are
being obtained for the Rloval Academy Exhibitipu,

: Y.1.G.
\ CASCADE
Tumbling in a stream of white
Over rock and bounlder mossed,
Glancing in the golden light,
Then in a sullen black pool lost; .

Rushing from the sable murk
Through a narrow cleft and fall,
Beneath the shade of pine-trees dark,
Rolls the foaming water-fall.

FERNLEY HILLIER.
"4



VE DAY IN TOWN-

The greal day at last! We alighted from the bus at Trafalgar
Square and mingled with the surging crowds. The four sentinel
lions looked placidly ou, surmounted by those who wanted a point
of vantage. The “ dummy ** information bureau still sivod in the
Square, still denying informalion even on a day hike this. FEverys
one reemed to be waving a flag or rattling a rattle, shouting or
singing. As someone said, there was Lhe deuce of a din. The
fashion in paper hata ran fo inscriptions like: ** Hi-ya, Toots #,
or “ Squeeze me *’,

We fought our way along Whitehall through the press of people
to Parliament Syquare, where the erowd scemed even denser. The
athletic swarmed over the other ° bookstall ** or to the plinths
and shoulders of statues in the hope of a better glimpse of the
Prime Minister, The incesaant ringing of church bells drowned in-
telligible conversation, 'I'he sun blazed down upon our sweltering,
seething mass.  Big Ben boomed the half-hour and a neighbouring
church clock confirmed him with u resonanl clang.

After the Prime Minister had spoken, he drove to the Iouses
of Tarliament in an open car amid the prolonged cheering of an
admiring erowd. But he was to be seen again in the procession
of the Members of I"arliament Lo the Abbey for the Lhanksgiving
pervice. First came the Sergeant at Arms bearing the mace, then
the Speaker, Mr. Churchill and his Cabinel, and the other Mem-
bers of Parliament, amongst them the portly Mr. Bevin and the
cadaverous Sir William Beveridge, There was more cheering,

The scene changes to Piccadilly Circus at eight o’clock in the
evening. There was a huge crowd pushing and jostling hut all in
good humour, We were in the middle and just went helplessly
where the crowd willed we should go. We [ound ourselves drifting
towards the Rainbow Club, where Doughboys were throwing dough-
nuts from the windows. I have kepl vne as a gouvenir —as hard
ns conerete now. The revelry continued till far inte the night.
While I was watching a fire by the Circus a bag of flour dropped
from above and hit me-—me out of all those thougsands,

Looking paler than before, I relurned lo Trafalgar Square to
see Lhe floodlit buildings, Thén we decided that it was tinie to
return home; but the last bus and train had gone, so we hegan
to walk, under a sky aglow with fires. It was midnight when we
started—tired out, for we had been on our feel all day. At one-
Lhirly every curbstone had become 2 mounfain,  Finally we arrived
home, exhausted and dishevelled, (I with flour in my hair), bear-
ing triumphantly belween us a doughnut whieh will forever be a
reminder of a unique day in my life.

RONATD SMITH.



A VISIT TO A FARM

Marjorie, the land girl, thumps on your door and whistles
loudly, as is her wont. DBlear-eyed and tousle-headed, you reach
for your watch hoping for ten minules’ respile, but the inexorable
hande point to six o’clock. It is still dark outside, and the morn-
ing’s work, viewed in this leaden light, seems even less invifing
{hair usual. Tlowever, there’s nothing for it, so down the rickety
old staira, for this is an ancient Manor house, and to the kitchen
whose light blazes across the darkened hall, warmly iuviling entry.
Marjorie is collecting our lunch boxes, filled the previoug night.

Outside, there is only a thumbnail ¢lipping of moon; the gaunt
trees wave their menacing arms; the hare carth strelches eoldly
away, and a foint wind stirs the lrees, caressing you, and at the
same ‘time gripping you by the throat. You shiver and are glad
of your thick swealer. You pedal slowly in thick, clumsy gnm-
boots. You struggle to describe the ccene, composing sentences
in your mind—vague words, grandiose phrases oceur—hut yon give
up, disgusted at the lack of sponlancily ln your thought. Your
headlamp picks out interminable hedgerows, your eyes turn back
in their sockets with the strain of looking into the darkness on
wither side. At last the familiar fence, the brick wall, the out-
houses, then the yard, knee deep in straw., The day’s routine has
begun,

You collect your two huekets and stumble to the engine room,
where Mr. Turner has already got the decrepit engine working
which provides us with a milking machine; you take two mugfuls
of dried milk for the calves, inwardly anathematising the owner
of Priory Farm for giving such inferior gtull lo such young bovine
stomachs,

The older calves nose forward, and try surreptitiously to steal
the young omes’ dried milk, bul thud! goes the stick between
their budding horns and they shake their heads, look al you out
of the vorners of their eyes, and sidle away.

Bals flit Lo and fro across the lightening yard, pale gleams of

light shoot across the sky, and indeseribable feelings slir in you
at the beauly ol the morning.

. Marjorie introduces the note of reality again; in a monotone
she calls the vows in. In meek Indian file they troop by, their
hooves clacking on the concrete floor of the eowshed. Iach wails

with the %uti.umw ol ¢uslom [or the chain round her broad neck,
fastening her to the stall.

Your joh is to take the churns of milk and weigh them in the
gooling roem. You trundle them along professionally, lift them,
and then tilt them so Lhal the ereamy milk, still warm, splashes
into the register bucket; then you read the weight and with
Turner’s stub of pencil enter it against the cow’s name on the milk
list. As you pass, you dip your half gallon mug iulo Lhe container
and drink elowly and luxuriously.
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Luigi, the Ttalian prisoner (no! soldier, as he himself puts it}
Mr. Turner is his “ big bosa ”’, Marjorie, ** Litile boss *’, myself,
“ hoy **, himaelf, °* soldier **;) gvmes across the yard with his
usun! leap over the muddy patch, his big boots elatiering on Lhe
. concrete. ‘f Hullo boy, how air you? * he says, grinning and
showing his while teelh. Luigi is homesick for Italy and talks
yenrningly of his own herd of white cows.

he air outside iz still fresh and cold, trees and houses take
form, and the sky brightens, putting the flaring hurricane lamps
to shame. You all gulp down steaming coffee from Luigi’s flask.
Then eomes the job of cleaning the cow: house with a hose, a
delightful task, though detrimental to your clothes.

There is really no need for that look belween Turner, Marjorie
and you, that means °* Are you hungry? * The answer 15 plain.
You reach the hostel gates once more, and stumhle to the kitchen
for some breakfast. Some? A poor word, that. You do the
fullest justice to the meal and then decide that farming’s the lile,
aller all,

JOHN YOUNGER-

OFF T0O THE COUNTRY

. What magic there is in the phrasel TIerhaps if’s » wrip lo
Fdenbridge, flshing; or a ride to Dorking; to the lake at Earls-
wood ; or, mavhe, 2 day on the river at Windsor. Each gives some
excitement, and pleasure and pride in the accomplishment.

Ah! but this time it was to be dillerent. No Edenbridge for
us. Dorking! Why, it’s only * round the corner V. Kingston
—pooli! We wanted adventure—and adventure we had. Our
destination was North Wales; sevenleen days in.the saddle and
not one that we did not enjoy,

_ What do L remember most clearly? There was Woukey Hole
and our old guide, happy among his stalacliles and stalagmites,
in a world of hiza own. ‘l'here was Cheddar Gorge, challenging u
elimh. (What inevitable cuts and scratches we suslained en
route.) At Cheltenham there were toe-clips in plenty; why, in
London, are they as searce as bananas? Then the cathedral elock
at Wells with its ingenious face, supplying such a medley of
information, except perhaps the time, There was the ride from
Salishury to Winchester—a less pleasant memory; a road Lhat
stretehed for twenty miles over unending hills or winding switch-
backs and a sixty miles an hour headwind. DBut there was the
road from Shrewshury lo Ellesmere to compensate; a genlly un-
dulaling twenty miles—a cyelist’s paradise.

How well T remember our first Welsh town, entered, somehow,
on the back of a I""'r.}'- The dialeect, the PEuPlﬂ, were Fl.i.ru.ngu.
Now came -our livet encounter with the Welsh hille as we climbed
fhe long, tiresome road to Macshaven, We were told—or so it
seemed—that the hostel was ““about a hundred yards ‘on Lhe
right *>. 1t wae nearly two miles t::::: the left., Whal memories |
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Thi.i.:'l:".ﬁl]ﬂ:.f, the ‘i-W[!"[th.'"'ﬂ'llE"D'I'.H"'TEﬂe_]Ef:tEf day: There hefore
us lay Colwyn Day in ils splendour: the grassy pfair.s and golden
shore, the blue shimmering sea under a hot sun, and far on the
. horizon the gleaming white aliffs of the lsle of Anglesey. (There
arc also recollections. of amusement arcudes and cakes and ices.),
Along the narrow strip of coast to Dangor we weunl, finding our-
relves ten minutes late for supper. That wae serious. Through
Caernarvon to Snowdon, misty and forbidding, and back Lo Cner
narvon in pouring rain on Sﬂ;turﬁﬂir'} and Caernarvon &till unknown
sh

to na. Such is Wales and the We climata. .

The homeward way was easy alter sunh hills, and.in leisurely
fushion we knocked off the miles: Herelord, Gloncester, Stratford-
on-Avon (the disappointment at Anne Hathaway's cottape?l) were
all surveyed; Oxford and Eton (with a trip on the river) and to
our last hostel at Streatley. Was it some learned philosopher wha
sald that Lhe bLesl part of a journey was coming home? Great
minds are somefimes wrong. But it was with not much regret
that we spied the outskirts of Croydon and with some relief, as
Fheugh we had expected the town Lo have vanished. ‘And then
nnder the admiring eyes of the neighbours we sped down the road
home, hrown and untidy, but gloriously happy alfler a wonderful
seventeen days. _ ;

JOHN SALKELD.

FIGHING

The day wae young wnd promized to be all that I could wish.
A thin white mist hung low over the sleepy water whose c¢urrent
was imperceptible buf for Lhe finy eddies at the bank.

My intention was to fieh. As I prepnred my tackle, a bright
blue flash caught my eye. I looked swiflly and saw ringa of
sparkling ripples on the calm water, Then the kinglisher uppesred
with a gleaming victim in its beak.

Wilh this good example in my mind I returned lo my fishing.
My fixel fish, a silvery form, was quickly en the bank. A pgolden
ray of sunlight broke fhrongh the mist which soon mysteriously
vanished, As Lhe day wurmed the fish ceased to bite, no matter
how tempting the bait, bul swum Iazily a little below the surface.
With a sigh I put aside my Lackle und prepured to eat my lunch.

Al the kight of my paper bag, a gorgeous drake and 3 duck
swam Tapidly lowarde me. A graceful gull, high above in the
cloudless gky, perceived the business below and wheeled downward.
He touched the water with wonderful grace and elegance. The
birds stretched their lovely necks in eaper anlicipation. 1 watched
the piecea of bread I threw to them devoured-almost us soon as they
tonehed the water. 1 fed these bheauntiful ereatures until I realized
that I should ‘soon not be able to feed myself. On geeing they
would gebt no more the dueks awam off in search of more delicacies
from generous anglers and the gull soared away over the horizon,

'.[%ms deserled, T vollected my things and returned home.

MIOHAFRL CADDY.
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TRIOLET

A cloth of gold
Benealh blue skies!

Richly unrolled

(A cloth ol gold)

Joy to behold,
The cornfield lies—

- A vlolh of gold

Beneath blue skies.

ROGER BARRELL,

WINTER

0, for the driving rain and sleet
Of the long, dark, winter mnight,
For the snow to drift and flutter down
And eloak the world in white.

0, for the howl of the homeless wind
As we ait ronnd a glowing fire,

And wateh the flames dance as they feed
On the oak and the root' of the briar.

0, to be out in the snow and hear
The erunching under my shoe,

And see the trees by its weight bowed down—
Royal nak or yiclding sloe,

0, for the mysatery that lics.
In the dark of a winter night—

To look o’er the snow-swept plain and see
The frost-firea twinkle bright.

GERALD BOUTHGATE.

THE SHIPWRECK
They lislen to the sullen roar,

They know that death is at the gate,
And they may never reach the shaore.

The japgped rocks are very mear,

Aud all Lhe crew most tensely wailt—
They wail in mingled hope and fear.
Then guddenly a mighty crash!

The great boat shudders and heels o’er—
Again the rock and iron. clash.

They strugple to the boats too late; -
The ghip’s greal bows rise in the air,
She slips and settles to her fate.

Then as the wild waves swirl around-

And the crew sink beneath the foam,
Again Lhat sullen roaring sound.

BERNARD JOHNEON,
%0 :



VE NTIGHT ON WADDON ESTATE

At ten o'clock on the mght of Tuesday, May 8ih, 1 lell iy
home to gee how Waddon FEstate was celebrating Victory in
Europe.

(toing, in the direetion of the Airport 1| was atiracted by a
great red glare and clouds of black, evil-amelling amoke and 1 saw
on 4 grass verge a bonfire blazing and crackling. Children ran
and danced around it, while soot-hegrimed little hoys scurried
hither and thither with flaming firebrands. 1 stupped for a while
to contemplate the acene and then went on my way.

Everywhere were flags and sireamers, flapping in Lhe chill
evening air; in windows gleamed lights, red, green, blue and
orange ; and people passed along, all smiling and laughing.

In every street fires burned fiercely, scorching the hedges and
melting the surface of the road so that the tar flowed in hot sticky
streams inlo the gutter.

On reaching the junetion of Crowley Crescenl and HFysse
Avenue, a picture reminding me of Dante’s Inferno came before
my eyes. To my left a fire was consuming an old mattress, black-
oul screens aud curlains, and an effigy of Adolf Hiller; while boys
and girls, men and women, danced hllﬂ-].‘iﬂllE-l}' round tht- red and
yellow tongues of flame. On my right Fosse Avenue was bright
with yards of wmulfi-coloured bunting and numerous flashing
illuminations in addition to a fire which stretched across the Toad.

Ahead of me lay the Church of 8t. Ceorge—a ghostly silhouette
in the glow of the greatest of all the victory .bonfires on Waddon
Estale. “T'he pile of fuel here was over nine feet high, the flames
were higher, and highest of all red-hot sparks ascended heaven-
ward Lo vanish in the dark sky, An augienl piane had been hauled
out of a house and a young girl played skilfully an aecompaniment
to the whirling revellers.

People were attracted to this crackling heap like moths to a
candle-flame, bringing fuel of every kind. Taper aud rubbish of
nll sorls, boxes and eases, planks and sleepera, pram hodies and
wicker cots, even chairs and sofas were flung alike into the ever-
hupgry, rogripr wnferpo,  Over 4 hundred and lifty people must
have been gathered round it. At intervals a gust of wind would
blow blaamg embers like feathers over our heads. "I'he heal and
smoke were almost overpowering,

ouddenly 1 thoughl, on leoking at the sky, how like it was
to that sky of May 12th, 1941, when Goering’s Luftwaffe was
euplying ifs logd ol dealh on burming London, bBut times have
changed since then. It was the same deep crimson sky, blazing
delignee, g Lhen; bul now, delext ulso, Lo 'J&uluuu.- and Prussian
militariat ideals.

I returned home to bed at two on Wednesday morning, tired
and much impressed by all T had seen and heard.

TERIENCE MORRIS.
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| "LIVERPOOT. DOCKS

During the period of evacuation 1 was billeled in Liverpool,
a greal town, a very great port, and full of intereat. What maoat
impressed me was the journey by the Overhead Railway alongside
the dm:ks, thirteen miles of them altc::g&ther; Ll‘ul‘}r UL Lh_iug well
worlly seeing, _

One can board the Railway at Seaforth and {ravel Lheir whole
length to Guarslon. ‘The train stops at cach dock—Gladstone
(where there 18 a dry dock large enough to take the Queen Mary),
Huskisson, Alexander, Nelson and the rest, Here come ships from
all pver Lhe world.,

Among the many vessels T saw was the Drottaengholin on her
errand of mercy, bringing back repalriated prisoners. In startling
econtrast to all the other ships in their war dress, she was painted
a brilliant white, yellow and blue, and bore in Swedish, German
and English, the statemeunl thal she wae a ** protected *° vessel.

There was also the Mowrelania majestically sailing up the
river, her siren clamouring for a berth in which lo discharge her
Iveighl of lroops, Among the other vessels were aireraft-carriers,
destroyers, corvetfes and merchantmen.

It was a wondesful eight, filling one with pride and with
admiration for-the men who have sailed and who still sail in those
ships, facing incessant danger to bring us [vod and materials. I
thoughi ol the hymn that we often sing and the words took on a
decper meaning :

** From rock and tempest, fire and foe,
Protect them whereso’er they go.”

VICTOR CARTER,

LTHIZ ENGLANT

An old white castle, a wisp of smoke from the railway track
three hundred feet below—ihe train has ]nnﬂ ainee Pﬂggi}d h‘_‘,"—
occasional faint sounds floating up from the road far beneath, Lhe
steady drip, drip, drip of water for ever falling in the caves, the
pleasant humming near by of a bumble bee, and the sun’s rays
beating hotly down —all these things contribute to (he leeling of
peacefulness and languor that lingers in the air on this quiet,
warm, summer's day,

Yet far away to the East, our soldiers and kinslolk are waging
a fierce and terrible war.

1 look above, helow, around me. T see the mid-day sun in an
azure and cloudless sky, and a hovering sparrow-hawk. T see the
white road from Buxton winding away through Matlock and Derby.
I see Lhe grey caves, the bleached castle, the grassy aund wooded
slopes of the further side of the valley, This is our England—
and well worth fighting for. '

WILLIAM BLOW,
42



SPORTS SECTION
FOOTDALL

Iaving. completed 3 full fixture-list during the period Septem-
ber-December, 1944, the School teams, under. the playing-name of
Howden Athletic, had a very successful series of matches durnng
the remainder of the season. Playing in the North-Fast Surrey
League, the School finished as League Champions in Divison II
and as runners-up in Division I1I.

D). Hambidge and I.. Brown cepluained Lhe IEE-]JEEH'?E teams,

whose records were 83 follows :—

1st X1. wew o+ Played 7. Won 4. Tirawn 2. T.oat 1.
nd XT. Played 7. Waon 7. Tirawn (. Tost 0.

Among the players who eo ably represented the School in
these games were Slephens, Salkeld, Pilcher, McCluskey, Barnes,
unning, Fox, Dash, Counelly, Beenham, DProckter, Packham,
Manuey, Pace, 'intts, ﬁmak&, Langdon.

: CRICELET

As may be seen from the following list of results of the matches
that we have played so far, the season has been reasonably success-
ful. _ .

It must be admitted that the batting still leaves mueh fo be
desired, but the bowling has been so strong that our comparatively
small batting totals have still been considernbly higher than Lhose
for which our opponents have been dismissed on cach oceasion.

NESULTS :—

St. Mary's, Addington BSchonl lost by an innings and 7 runs
Norbury Bays' Club School won by 22 runs

Norbury Boys' Club Bchool won hy 17 runs -
Elmwaoad Connty Behool, Harhhridgﬂ School won by an innings and 4 runs
Norbury Boys' Club ... i School won by 20 runs

Royn' Brigade ... i Sohool won by 40 runs

(ld Boys' XI ... School won by 10 wickels

Dest in the hﬂ.ttl mrer& es are scores of 28 (Connelly) ;
24 20 (Salkeld); 23 ﬂEkET] 20 (Enight); 19 (Brown); 16
{Mﬂﬂlus ey).

The bowling figures are much hetler, us the [ullowing analysls
shows :—

' Avaragn
Brown a0 wickata for 53 runs 2.6¢
Ralkeld 21 wicketa for 28 runs 4.2
Warren 15 wickets for 20 rune 2.0
MceCluskey ... 5 12 wickete for 99 runs 8.0
1¥EHH}' e AW ﬂ “riql;-q'l‘h-' '[ur 1'3 rh-l-lﬂ' E"-u
Ruaaell 5 wickets for 37 runs i.d
ATHLETICS

Last senson o ronning brack had already been marked out on
the School Ground when the advent of fiying-bombs brought sport
to g standsLill. :

It is hoped that, when the grass on the playing-field has been
reduced Lo a, yeagonable len th, it will be possible to arrange for
Athlelics practice and inter-House enmpetltmn during this seuson,

ﬂ.



TABLE TENNIS

Two matehes were playad, both against a Thornton Heanth
Ehurnh Cluh., The School team won on each occasion by ¥ games
0 E.' . .

D. Hambidge, L. Brown, 3. Newman and J. Salkeld repre-
sented the School in these mateches.

We regrel thal a further fixture wilh lhe Sparlan Club had Lo
be cancelled.

An American Tournament and a Handicap Competition proved
1. Hamhidge again to be the Scheol echampion, and ““discovered ™
P. Milton as a new and capable challenger.

Further knock-oul competitions and House fixtures are being
arranged, :

GYMNASTICS

Following the lead set by J, MeCluskey last year, three ollier
boys of the School, after completing the course of {rpining, have
now been awarded their Physical Efficiency Certificates and Badges.

: The succesaful gymnasts were R. Seager, D, Oubridge and R.
Joyles.

D. Batchelor, 1940-44, also gaﬁled this award during the pre- .
sent year. -

Wé recommend these courses to all athletically-minded boys
in the School.

i S00N
; When I leave school

To work I'll go.
What ghall I dao?
Fill office atool,
[Tae craftaman’s tool,
Or dig and hoe?
I'erhaps I’ll mow
In fields of green;
Or sail a boat
To lands unseen.
Will it be fun?
Or shall T find
In leaving achoaol
Fun’a left hehind?

JOHN COOK, .
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The Best and -Branches

RUTERTTTTT

' sh
Most t:.".'umprehenswe = W:fgm;,_um?!:nd
Sfmppmg Service E East Surrey.
in the District. :
£ Ermqﬂrry
; 5 rovisions
SOUTH SUBURBAN: Drspery
¥ B FurniShing
CO-OPERATIVE: G
SOCIETY, Ltd. B
Registered Office : .E. Butchery
99, LONDON RD., CROYDON ; Confectonery
= !

_ _ ; Dairy
Cﬂ-*ﬂpﬂrﬂl‘lﬂﬂ Sflﬂpplﬂg’ i ED&L elc,
means Fair Dealing ~ Membership ; DIVIDEND ©

U Dividend. - is Free. 3 N
and Fu widen is Free 2 ALL PURCHASES

Fit your Boys out for Schoo! ai

C. HEWITT & SON

Croydon Men’s and Boys' Outfitters
45, 47, 49, CHURCH STREET, CROYDON

The Firm with 70 years’ reputation for valye.

ALWAYS IN STOCK : 'Jnfm Ruskin School Caps, Blazers,
Ties and Hose in all Hnusn Colours, Football Jerseys, ete.

Visit our SPORTS DEPARTMENT

We hold the most complete stock in Surrey mF
everything for Sports wear and use.
SPECIAL TERMS-TO SCHOOLS AND CLURS.
Ollicially sppeinted Outlitters to the
Croydon & District Boy Scout & Girl Guide Associations
PRICE LISTS OM APPLICATION.

ESTABLISHED [8ds. Phone—CROydon 1830



