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A Sale by Auction

In one brief moment, the rain had co e lashing
down against the paved stones on the pTonln:ztzlnl(?é
People who had, one minute, been sunbathing on
the front. hurriedly dashed for shelter. Many of
the crowd converged on a small building on the
promena.de," facing on to the sea. “Genuine Sale
by Auction” was the caption on the poster outside.

The crowd surged into the already smoky atmos-

“phere of the brightly lit building. re were two
ggures standing at the end of the haft on a raised
%lﬁt!form, who had for the moment remained silent.

_crowd carried on with their continual mur-
‘muring about the weather, and the sudden down-

gur. Slowly they seemed to settle down, probably
anticipation.
a short. but sharp cough to bring the
nce to his attention, one of the two figures
the platform began to speak. He was a short,
looking person, loudly dressed in a light blue
bright tie. He was rather on the rough-
side, his unshaven face giving a tough.
ugged appearance to his already coarse
. His voice was in character with his ap-
_ deep, gruff, even, and one could tell at
e was a man of words. His voice boomed
o the crowded hall, and seemed to echo
four walls. His hammer, grasped firmly
, chubby hand, was poised at the ready,
‘down on the wooden desk top. His assis-
contrast to himself. He was
ed person, rather of the
n and hungry-looking. He sat &t
‘a dull, weak sort of person, as
ge ledger in front of him.
lention was drawn by the speak-
ne aware that the auction had

sell you anything, but simply
happy holiday people.”
the pi gs, smai_i parcels,
‘and other small gifts, were
The rumble of apprecia-

greeted by two short,

~on the desk top. Once
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agam the crowd was hushed.
small box. and asked. “Who
geautgul silve{ arf crowns f
AC)gTi% ‘:ﬂ’ obliged and was given the box free.
€ crowd murmured. and again the same
fcl}{!i\; resounded from the platform. % P
_ € auctioneer wa relve 9 i e
torward and buy oncniwefdtl:;‘s:ht';n&;up{-;\ .1,0 . k’?
‘35 explained. to be his real customers. The \:35‘;
tt‘!:lc? S:je?n]cd- a httle i?gzsnaqt: except for one small.
ady. in a bright yellow coat. She hustled
the small man at the desk. gave him five Shilliaes
and walked with 4 rolling 'bidl\tcw ‘;;m ;1‘— .Shll_llpgs.
spot, with « beam of s-ﬁigl"‘-ncl"\“ ‘{0 e orlgma]A
rotund face. PSR R M1
th}h a swccp‘ of his forearm. the stout man on
the platform drew our attentions to a table. spark-
ling and glittering radiantly. and ablaze with light
which was dancing on the cut glass of ornaments
and vases. and sparkling on the clear faces of
clocks. “These. my friends, are the genuine bar-
gains, the highlight of our auction.” His short, fat
fingers began to sweep over the various objects.
The canteen-cutlery sets. the clocks of various
shapes and sizes, children's toys, lamp standards,
tall and slender. and the small wireless sets. His
twelve genuine customers who had bought the
small boxes, began to edge their way towards the
front of the audience, and cast their eyes anxiously
over the goods. The remainder waited eagerly to
see Whether this was going to be a genuine auction.

The auctioneer began to sell his wares. and his
assistant, busy making entries into the ledger. found
time to force a wince on to his pale face, to show
his disapproval and disgust at the supposed low
prices at which his friend was selling the goods.
Another man appeared at this stage of the proceed-
ings, a reflection of the auctioneer: the same build.
and apart from the different colour of hair. they
looked exactly alike. His job was to hand down the
goods, to the. by now. trustrated customers. The
prices began to rise rapidly. The clink of silver
was displaced by the rustle of crisp notes.

The twelve genuine customers were beginning (o
realise the fantastic prices they had been paying
for their now cheap-looking bargains. The crowd
began to get out of order, and arguments between
seller and buver were growing in number, accusa-
tions were becoming rash and hasty. Then a black
velvet curtain rushed back. with a swish, against
the wall, and three or four well-built specimens
pushed their way out from backstage, and mingled
with the bubbling mass. Violence was used when-
ever members of the crowd became over-trouble-
some. The two men on the platform took out
handkerchiefs, and began mopping their shining
brows and seemed somewhat disturbed. The stout.
rough character, tightened his stubby hand on the
wooden mallet. eagerly seizing this chance. to bring

The man held up «
will give me two
or this little lot?™




ose. He
__.,ﬁ;'membel_'s of his outfit, and then
, ident attitude, raised his hand

Y, “Thank you for your kind atten-
I best sale of the season,” and with a
crack the hammer crashed against the

last time. That was the end of the

1on,” and within minutes the crowd
oing and gone,

A Sport of Spain

from England travelling in a foreign
‘ an ambassador, representing
wherever he goes. His ideas about
pinions of the sport of the foreign-
¥ him alone and he is freely able
* pleasures of his own particular
of mine, a great lover of cricket,
ain, and there witnessed a sport
sphere greatly thrilled him.
well travelled across the whole of
heard much of this game. Many
[ “lo lidia” and “corrida de toros”
to him. Never had he been able
%l:.rOf this sport and he deter-
celona till there was such a
think that this sport could be
ket, thinking it was only the
excitable Spaniards that greatly
in the sunshine outside his
100n, he was startled by the
- one of the waiters shouting
stopped this man to find out
t. In broken English he ex-
s were coming and that it
the hotel. Thus, my friend
yduction to “the game.” Mobs
g past shouting and screaming
1§ 500N to see the reason for this.
bulls, with shining h{ldes and
nt galloping past to the taunts
nt bloods. Their huge horns
cadliness, the wicked, gleaming
from the ribbons that adorned

yone in the town had ceased
op and was making towards
friend saw that his chance
ght, and he quickly joined the
rong. Soon he arrived at the
rmined to have a good view,
of five pounds for his seat.

gave swift cunning

K. H. MITCHELL, 6M.L. .
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;I;{lderft:m\:?;e about fifteen thousand
g themselves as they waited for the pro-
gramme to commence. There was the aroma of
cheap scent and even cheaper cigars, while from
elow the stands came the leathery smell from the
hides of many animals. The seats were filled by one
great splash of colours displayed in the dazzling
clothes worn by the locals. Suddenly the crowd
was hushed and all attention was directed towards
the small arena in the centre of this towering sta-
dium. It was so quiet that one could hear the flap-
ping of the many flags, stirred by the breeze that
whipped up the myriad particles of dust in the
arena into a stinging cloud.

Then across the still masses came the echoing
sound of a trumpet’s fanfare. A great gate at one
end of the arena swung open, and the fighters
marched across. the sand, the crowd giving thunder-
ous ovation to these handsome men in resplendent
garb. They were led by a matador, who alone stood
out from all the rest, by his bearing and general
manner. This matador halted before the president’s
box and swept into a bow. He received the presi-
dent’s “go ahead” signal and returned to his posi-
tion beside the arena fence. A second fanfare
sounded, and all was still. The torril gate swung
open and out thundered a Goliath of a bull, its
oiled black hide glistening in the sun, and muscles
rippling at every joint. One by one, the matador's
assistants used their capes to play the bull as the
angry monster used every ruse to catch them. This
was skill against brute strength and was very
thrilling. A third fapfare sounded and in rode men
on horseback armed with lances. These were the
picadors, whose job was to tire the bull. At a
fourth fanfare the matadord péones entered and
with great skill and determination, faced the mad-
dened creature. Coolly they thrust short bander-
illos into the animal’s withers, continuing to tire
it and to lower its head, enabling the matador to
work close to it.

A fifth fanfare sounded, the bull’s death knell,
and into the ring stepped the matador, bare-headed,
to make the dedication. The most exciting part, the
faena, commenced. Armed with a sword and his
mulita, a heavy crimson serge draped over a
stick, he entered alone to meet the bull. Attracted
by the dancing cape, the bull charged again and
again and each time the matador played it closer
in a series of thrilling passes. Having seen all the
wiles and ruses of the bull, he prepared for the
kill, In a flash, the matador placed himself in
position and with all the skill and grace he could
attach to the gruesome task, thrust home his sword,
vanquishing his valiant foe. The bull sank to the
ground defeated, but glorious in death, as the
crowd rose to proclaim its victor. The matador
saluted the body and turned to acknowledge the
cheers of his many admirers.

people sitting
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On Moving House

There is nothing I know more i
the imagination agnd emotions tl?g:f l:xlmac::?ntgolfg:;::e
Although we are not a nomadic people we are a
race of mariners, which may explain our love of
travel. To move house brings a mixture of joys,
fears, laughs and tears more keenly felt than ex-
pressed. There are the Joys of finding a new envir-
onment to be explored and new friends to be made
and fears that the friends may not be so easily ac-
quired and that the locality may not be all that was
expected. There are laughs in the actual moving
and tears at the parting with the old house, which
had been a home for so long, and the farewells of
close friends and neighbours.

When the new house is first explored it always
seems so huge in its empty state and the clattering
footsteps on the uncarpeted floors echo through-
out the rooms. In the first half-hour the house is
already redecorated and furnished five times over
in the buyer’s eyes. Everything is planned to the
~ tiniest impracticable detail. And then the garden, a
~ jungle of high grass, weeds, overgrown shrubs,
drunken, decayed trellises and non-existent flower-
beds is revealed. But what material for the imagi-
nation! “A rock garden with a stream here, a

cious lawn over there, a pool fringed with
mdﬂs in front of the flower-bed here, an orch-
d in the corner, and a vegetable garden there
h a summer house by the wall,” all in a quar-
an acre!
ks &: ‘the day of the removal, and while the men
‘the removal van are trying to get the ward-
wn from upstairs and wondering how 1t
ot up (“Your end, ‘arry” “Your end, Joe.
a bit, 'arry.” “Down a bit, Joe.” “Watch the
arry.” Crash! “Oops, Joe.”) someone is
rying to pack the crockery and other fragile
e

OWS rocess of taking the furnitu
sﬂfag, a proceeding which is watched
rite joy by chxldr;n of alll a%fl; ;rit;ct)lsx’:i ssotl‘g
to | : ose sole :
= ::lfpan ud.nhg‘ thrill out of witnessing
s in the china cabinet crack one by one,

nts as the piano is laid with not undue
top of the crate.

o
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Then is the sadd :
elp feeling some ;Séccn;liomem of all. One cannot

hood. As a last walk is ta
house with bare cupboards P
memories come rushing back of “the sights that 1
nave seen 1 now can see no more.” A last look is
taken as the van rumbles out of the village.

Pres:n_tl_v the new house is reached and the whole
process, i1s precisely reversed with people peeping
surreptitiously through their curtains to see what
furniture the new neighbours have, and whether 1t
includes a television set. And at night, installed in
our beds in new surroundings we all vow we'll
never move again—till next time!

C. C. BRowN, 6M.L.

round the empty
and carpetless floors,

Protelum Invictum
(A Tribute to the Old Hulmeians Lacrosse Team).

They routed the ranks

Of their rivals, Old Mancs.
And for honour, not shekels,
Slew Boardman and Eccles.
Scoring goals busily,

They shattered poor Disley,
When tackled by Cheetham,
They managed to beat ‘em.
Tons of Urms, Offer and Ash,
Received each a good bash.
While they gave to Old Wacs

A couple of smacks.

Another team beaten

Was the Mersey side Heaton,
And the facing of Cheadle
Failed to give them the needle.
From Stockport, Old Stops
Had two of their flops. B
('T would take a “stout fella
To find rhyme for Mellor).

R. M. F. LINFORD, 5Y.

Call of the Wild

n returned to the kitchen, still smarting
unﬁ?r (t:l?ll: lash of Mrs. Brown's tongue. Sullcn:y
he took off his short white jacket anqdbeg_an thg
sluice the dishes under the tap. Outsi eblm e
clearing he could see rows of neat vegeta de rgas‘
ches, carefully cultivated. Beyond, green and my

terious, lay the jungle.



typical of many in Malaya. lay at
acres of plantation. and a long drive
up from the main road. The plan-
e seen from the front porch and
garden was the forest. Ah Chen.
| his recent verbal castigation, con-
se and brooding fashion. to wash
ng now and then to listen to the
ime from the forest. He could hear
‘apart from the occasional bellow
| the dinner party, all was still.
he gibberings of the apes and the
S as they hurled themselves from
se bursts of sound were inter-
nore ominous silences broken
s of twigs. It was hot in the
ntrast to the cool, green jungle.
p the remaining plate. placed it
then in a frenzy of rage dashed
nother, then another. When he
destruction of the Browns
Wwn on a chair. sweat glist-
“noise of his outburst had
ned the guests, for they had
wusic of wailing saxophones
sts of trumpeters. These
d on Ah Chen's ears.
pong he could hear a
Of en the shutters he let
ttle room, drowning the
These noises. combined
rove his poor mind into
for everything Western.
d Ah Chen and he
. What had they done
n these uncomfortable
m? Had she not
1€ noise from the
European clothes
Ithy, ragged loin
on, hurled open the
the hated house. he
nveloped him and
es were all about
ergrowth tore and
‘His clothes, though
of. hung in tatters
without pausing,
e he sunk to his
r

ight. There was an
ver before heard
uld hear twigs snap-
m, all around him,
[0 the surround-
regretted his mo-

)
U

d the clearing.
nd trousers of the
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same colour and condition. On their heads were
blue forage caps emblazoned with a red star. They
clutched sten-guns. Ah Chen knew that badge. He
tried to speak. but fear gripped his tongue and he
could do no more than croak.

“It is he who works for Tuan Brown.” said one,

“ls your name Ah Chen, of the Dagona district?™
asked another. Ah Chen nodded dumbly.

“You are a traitor.” said the third. “You worked
for the Englishman. They are the blight of our
glorious country; they are draining dry the wealth
of Malaya. which should be the wealth of the
people.” He gave a curt nod to one of his compan-
ions, who advanced on Ah Chen. Ah Chen tried to
speak, tried to tell them his real feelings; but a
bullet through his head silenced him.

Mr. Brown. head throbbing from the late festi-
vities. was awakened by a chattering and wailing
from the compound. He strode out of the house
and burst through the circle of onlookers. The
focus of their eyes was the naked. torn. slashed
body of his former houseboy. Brown swore. “How
did it happen?”™ he demanded curtly.

“He was surprised in the kitchen. Tuan. Long
Live the Queen!™ said a Tamil labourer. *It ain’t
nalf in a mess. my hat!™ continued the same.

“Killed at his post, eh?™ said Brown. the ideu

appealing to him. “The devotion of these fellows
1s touching. damned touching.”

D. D. A. Lams, 3X

Down the Canal

Alter an anxious drive down a seemingly interm-
inable lane that wound between the fog-shrouded
tanks of the sewage works. we ariived at Barton
Lock. There at the “dolphin,” lay the ship. the
Mancunian. She is a sludge boat of about 1,200
tons. built ten years ago. although her ruked masts
and funnel, and her straight stern give her an almost
old-fashioned appearance.

After boarding her, my companion and | were
shown to the spare cabin by the steward. Here we
met the SKipper and First Officer. who explained
that owing to the fog we could not depart. How-
ever, alter an hour’s delay we cast off and proceed-
ed down the canal. By the time we reached the
first lock. Irlam. we were well clear of the fog.

Below this lock 1s the Irlam Steel Works’ Whartf.
Here, one of Ropner’s ships, the Troutpool, was
discharging coal by means of a large steel grab.
from which numerous mechanical ‘buckets dropped
into her hold

o
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Some distance below the Steel Works, 4 dredger
;. In mid-channel. She signalled to us
t us pass. However, as

0 pay out with alarmine
(sreed. The tug on her bow started to pull, and tht:
Iredger’s stern Swung across the canal. By this
time, we were quite close., and moving quite quickly,
but with the engines moving ‘full astern’ we just
managed to swing clear without doing any damage.

After this incident, we continued down t

1o Latchford Lock. As we left the large
- Just scraped

he canal
lock, we
s past one of Harrison's “Factor” ships,
- earning for ourselves some strong comments from
- her skipper. Then just below the road bridge I saw
~a smart, clean, cable-laying ship which seemed to
fill the hundred foot clearance below the bridge,
and looked massive as we approached it. However,

Its two tugs surely dragged her to one side of the
canal to allow us to pass.

Then we gingerly negotiated a series of swing-
bridges, and sailed on to Runcorn. Here the canal
runs alongside the River Mersey, separated onl by
wood and concrete shoring. On the Runcorn sicK: of

e canal are many small docks and huge ware-
ses of the I.C.I. Behind these can be seen the
' ten locks on the Bridgewater Canal, looking
> a flight of giant steps.
om Runcorn to Ellesmere Port is an open
L of canal, with the Mersey on one side and
ck heathland on the othier. This heathland
broken by the glittering mass of Stanlow
efinery. On the other side of the canal are
ys” which were filled by seven or eight
ing ers. On the other side of the canal,
was a small coastal tanker which.
r told us, had poured oil on the
Princess Victoria.

‘Eastham Locks. which joins the
ersey and the sea, we were just in
e of Brocklebank’s ships, outward
we were locking through Eastham,
e two 40,000 ton tankers in the
k. where they discharge oil which
ine to the refinery.

down the Mersey to sea. It
nce going down this stretch
rom going down by road.
see the Mersey Salvage
a naval destroyer. while
narder Saxonia, the new
y others.

d tanker, Kratos, we
headed out to sea up
1s only a slight sea
her a low free-board,

1
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_ About thirteen miles off-shore we dropped our
liquid cargo and turned in a wide arc round the
Liverpool Pilot vessel into the Queen's Channel,
leaving a spreading black stain behind us. As we
were “light™ now. we sheered about a bit, but the
helmsmen were quite able to deal with this. The
tide had bzen running for some time, and the great
wreck-studded golden banks were visible on either
side.

Up the Mersey we steamed. threading our way
through the ships which., night and day, ply to and
fro in the river. The sun was setling as we reached
Eastham. and at Runcorn the 1.C.1. buildings were
a blaze of light—so much 5o, that our gkippcr
cursed heartily as he strove to pick out the leading
lights which guided us safely through. Beyond Run-
corn we passed the Pacific North West moored to
a Dolphin, and looking strangely unreal in that
outlandish spot. .

After Latchford Lock | realised how tired | was.
I had been up since 6-30, and had stood through-
out the day. So I turned in. and went to sleep.
When | awoke we were at Barton once again; the
ship was moored. and already work had started.
Three hours later 1 was at School.

H. PORTER, 4A.

School Dinner

School dinner time i1s now at hand.
And boys and girls throughout the land
File (quietly?) in, or wait in queue
For stringy meat or sloppy stew;

Or blackened spud that tastes of mud,
And gravy thin and greasy,

With fatty pork and cabbage stalk.
Which makes one feel quite queasy.

Then chocolate concrete, nard as rock.
And custard sauce, not tasty,

Or cornflakes, or a solid block

Of sponge. which tastes quite pasty.

The prefect near the servers sits.
Makes sure his plate’s piled high,
He only lcaves the little bits

For us, the ‘smaller fry.’

But ninepence is not much to pay
For this our daily dinper;
"Tis other food on which we live
Which stops us getting thinner.

T. G. NEVILLE, 4Y.




" At Belle Vue

3

‘during my Easter holidays, 1 had the
to be invited by Gerald Iles to go
" at the Belle Vue Zoo.

of Gerald Iles, who luckily was an
in, and who was very pleased to recall
‘schooldays, was appointed ‘guide.’

it the Reptile House we made our
- 1g of people pointing distaste-
Stooping low, I passed through
found myself in the quiet atmos-
narrow room, with snake skins
Ot water pipe just above my head.
wide, ran the length of the
vered by glass cages of various

unted as I became aware of
[ the cages. A green tree-
_ ht new coat, eyed me
d tongue flickering along the
xd, and out of a small cage
two four-inches long

my thumb, its prehen-
s telescopic eyes worked
. the cages behind it,
- unblinkingly.
‘it moved up my arm and
~collar. The other cham-
~adventurous and was
er pocket!
_a large cage, revealing
Lguanz d, a replica
> Amazonian forests.
handed me a giant,
displeasure at being
and puffing itself
edly relinquished

mmunal tank, while
s bodies round
-coloured ‘Side-
), with its sinister,
its characteristic
floor of its cage.

named!) splash-
 barred tank. A

g my hand
ile, displaying
a ‘crocodile-grin,
laziness in the next
den in various nooks
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The Lguana lizard stalked quietly off into ijtg
sleeping quarters. The King-Snakes slid under thejr
hollow log. The small Viperina coiled itself round
the thin sapling in its cage. The stplushings of the
huge turtle subsided. The noise of the crowd had
died down. It was time to go.

On my dressing-table, there is now a discarded
cobra skin, to give substance to what otherwise
might have been but *‘My Happiest Dream.’

P. BARNES, 4Y,

The Old Mill

There in the valley stood the old mill. It had seen
better days, when times were prosperous and the
whirring of the sails on a windy day had been
accompanied by the miller’s cheery songs. He greet-
ed the farmers with a hearty “Good-day” as they
brought the grain to be threshed. His voice was
now but an echo of the past, and the noise of the
broken sails only an irregular creaking. Only the
river tumbling over the weir and rushing into the
deep pool below remained the same. Fishermen
still came on many a hot afternoon, and basked in
the humid heat on the bank, or others, preferring
the shade, fell asleep under the willows bordering
the river.

The local children believed that the mill was
haunted, owing to the strange noises that could be
heard at certain times. But this was mainly caused
by the grating of the rusty hinges of the shutters
as they gave way to the tumult of the wind.

The swallows were not afraid though. They
returned year after year to their same nesting-
places in the ivy that almost completely covered
the outer wall of the mill. Owls found an excellent
home in the solid, but sadly dilapidated oak beams
that still remained in the interior.

The cobbled yard which led into the threshing
room, and had once resounded to the stamping of
hooves of the great farm horses that regularly
brought the grain from the surrounding country-
side, now lay overgrown by weeds and creepers,
silent as a graveyard.

The mill itself was made of great slabs of grey
stone, which, having weathered many a storm, were
now covered with decaying creepers and plants of
many varieties. The few windows were all broken
and the upper storeys were invaded by the fast-
growing ivy. The stout door could hardly be moved
on account of the weeds on the outside, and the
thick choking dust within.

Indeed, it was a peaceful enough place in the
daytime, although at night it seemed to take on a
life of its own, with the fitful shadows of the moon,
and innumerable bats that inhabited its interior.

M. C. Davies, 2Y.
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The Arab Chief

The Arab chief checked his horse o
: n th
of a rise and turned round in the saddle to iU(l:'l\-fis)f
the surrounding countryside,

His dark and flashing eyes sw
and plain, seeming almo
crops themselves in th

€pt over every ridge
st to see through the out-
eéir burning intensity. The

betokened a coura eous, vyet
cruel and resolute man. His teeth were gwhité a¥1d

flashing, set off no doubt by his dark countenance

and the crisp, curly, black beard that decorated the
lower part of his visage.

His body, for the most part, was covered by a

long, grey-white burnous, the headpiece of which

- Was tied with a band of gaily-coloured cord. The

cloak was drawn in at the waist with the same

mat&e;'fal On his feet he wore only a pair of rope
~sandals. '

_His broad and muscular shoulders showed a man

Of enormous strength, while his hands with their

long, slender, but extremely powerful fingers, made

long-bladed knife that usually hung from his

aist look like a toy. With his hands too, he could
trol with ease the jet-black stallion he rode.

legs when not completely covered by the
flowing robes he often wore could be seen to
ng and well-proportioned. With the slightest

ire of his knees he could guide his powerful
unt where he willed. The bulging calf muscles on
indicated that he was a good runner with
amina. Indeed he could beat everyone at this
his band of wandering Arabs. His arms,
thick and brawny and could wield a
n battle for hours without feeling any

as pure Arab and moved with the

f a well-trained show horse. As it

appeared to float over the ground,

B& earth at all with his kingly

‘and mane shone silky with the
of its master,

roud Arab with his haughty
icent stallion, seemed like
te to the chief’s riding.

was clear, the Arab chief
and trotted down the

1. S. LITHERLAND, 2Y.
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The Yacht Regatta

The morning of the Yacht Regatta daw :
and fine, with a fair breeze blowi%1g from tgsz\:;‘:{lT
East. Soon after breakfast, or in some cases before
yachting enthusiasts were making their way down
to the quay, 1o get in some practice runs before the
actual racing began. The course had been marked
out the previous day by the umpire and the officials
of the local yachting club. The competitors had
plenty of time to familiarise themselves with this
course as the race did not begin until eleven o'clock,
but some yachtsmen who believed practice made
perfect, would traverse the mile-long course as
many as ten times in the space of an hour.

The umpire, who was an international champion
yachtsman, had been on a private sailing holiday,
not wishing to take part in any races, or, indeed,
any other public function. Hé had been found,
more or less accidentally, by the local yachting
club’s secretary, and practically forced to take
charge. His yacht must have been the best of its
type that money could buy. It was painted com-
pletely black on the exterior, with the exception of
the white lettering of the name, which contrasted
sharply. It was called, fittingly, The Witch.

The Witch was a two-masted, Bermuda-rigged,
ketch-type vessel, with two auxiliary diesel engines,
for use if the wind failed.

Punctually at eleven o’clock the yachts formed up
for the first race. It was for the “International
Dragon” class, and there were five entries. The
“International Dragon™ class yacht is twenty-nine
feet long, and has a small cabin. It has only one
mast, and the mainsail is marked with a “D”, indi-
cating its class. The umpire waited until they were
in as straight a line as could be expected, and,
pointing the starter’s gun in the air, fired. There
was a crack, and they were off! Two of them made
a bad start, and as a result, were left far behind.
A yacht with red sails went into the lead, but was
closely followed by a blue-sailed vessel. The red-
sailed yacht was named Royal Star, and had a very
trim appearance. The hull was nut-brown in col-
our, which went well with the white superstructure
and red sails.

The course was half a mile in length, but the
vachts had to turn at a buoy at its extremity, and
return the way they had come, to complete the lap.

The turning point was reached, and Royal Star
was still going strongly, but then came tragedy for
the yacht’s crew. They made a bad turn, lost con-
trol, and headed straight into a mud-bank, and stuck
fast. The way to victory now seemed open for the
blue-sailed yacht, but fate once more turned the

tables.
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e yacht with blue sails. profiting by its pre- Stark. the rocky headlands stand: oblivious to the

OIS mistakes, came round the turn in a wide pounding symphony, weathered ang thrasheg

t the third yacht, which had been a short through eons of time. Masses of purple heather on

ce behind, took the turn very sharply, so the headland wave to and fro, and, day in, day

Y that the crew could have touched the buoy out, witness that mighty. inscrutable power. n,:
wished. This put it a short distance in s=a. :

d in an exciting finish, it won by half its To such great wonders of our Maker We muygt

. vield: and pay worthy homage to this and all things

unch, the races continued. They were in silent wonderment. >

d varied. and included “The Cadet” class 1. R MavLiinson, 2A
Ich was strictly for the under cighteens. :
€ time came for the final event of the ==

nt of the day was the judging for the .
‘afloat that day. All the bgoatgs passed Famlly Pet
_."-si.n%le file, with scrubbed decks and

red burgees flying at the mast-heads. __ 1] . . .

won, surprisingly, by Roval Star. Joey,” our budgerigar. is of the blye variety.

hauled off the mud-bank by a tug. He cannot speak a word and performs no outstangd-
ht regatta, and everyone return- ing trlpks. He hug always mamntained a distan
Py and contented. All that is, except and mistrustful attitude to all of us, He is just
htsman, who was still annoyed at fine-feathered flop, and most people would prob-
interrupted. ably Inqt cln;nsl:ier hilm worfth dtci::_dmg.l Myhparems
: bsl o complain that 1 neglect to feed him, clean his ca (S
d. G. Davibson, 2A. and play with him occasionally. They think thatgl
should give him to some other youngster who might
prove more appreciative of the bird.

1 shall never part with him, because 1 do not
Sea Shore think it is ordained that 1 should do so.
Consider an experience 1 had with my bird just
; after receiving him as a birthday present. We had
surge the unceasing waves Just treated “Joey™ to a fine, new cage, which hung
t upon the sea. the waves majestically, high above the ground on a slender

g and breaking: the crests chromium-plated tube mounted on a weighted base
flecked spume. and. draw- plate. Outside, the sun shone hot and brilliant in 4
ivagely against the aged. cloudless sky. “Joev™ should have a treat. 1 took

2 him, cage, stand, and all, and planted them in the
ever flowing, the waves middle of the lawn so that he might enjoy the wel-
‘the golden sands, towards come sunshine. 1 strolled into the house to call out
leaving vividly tinted sea- my parents so that they also might see “Joey™ in all
om time to time driftwood his glory. The peace of the afternoon was suddenly

to be drawn back again by shattered by the crash of metal, the breaking of
ceding waves. The endless glass, and the screeching of a terrified bird.

ainst the cliffs provides a Out I rushed, my parents hard on my heels. A
‘to the happier shouts of sharp gust of wind had overturned “Joey's™ glitter-
ing their way home- ing mansion. Amidst the bright, but shapeless tangle
soon the seashore is of twisted wires, metal and broken glass writhed a
. chattering ball of blue feathers. The sight checked

= TISIng moon casts iis our rush, our misery mounting as we quickly sur-

' sea, paving a silver way. veyed the ruin. The raucous cacophony proved that
¢ moon. Across this “Joey™ was still alive, but was he injured, and if so.
solitary seagull, bound how badly? Could we rescue him trom that chaos
ce; for a moment she is without doing further damage? Thus meditating
hway; and then is lost spanned only a few seconds. but “Joey™ was lost to
_, us for ever. I suddenlv noticed that his last struggle
the shore, solitary and had carried him to a fairly large hole in the wires
_ ife; but inhabited by where his seed cup normally fitted, but was now
als, embedded in the soff, displaced. As he emerged from the opening my
they are dragged back to reflex actions suddenly clicked. I dived headlong
I of the receding waves, for him. arms outstretched. My fingers pinned the

-




July. 1956

THE Hut Mp1an

tips of his tail-feathers to
slithered irom between
Springy turf. “Joey,” fi
ur:to the air, and with -
the roof-tops out of sight. My i i

§ - My tears followed -
ously, and my parent’s consolations went unhegc(l)epc;.

I was feeling very sad I should ¢ 1.
: i nev . :
again. What would become of him'.’er'se'c 2oy

the ground. The feathers

Could we catch him?

; on the horizontal forefinge
of an outstretched hand. With this in mind | ;u:‘%pT

roached the tree slowly and stealthily, with fore-
finger and hand outstretched to “Joey.” After what
seemed a breathless and endless age, my fi

‘ : inch. This painful and nerve-
- racking procedure continued slowly and I was now

on my tip-toes and almost at fuli stretch. Cramp
Was gripping my limbs. | was at the end of my
tether—it was now or never. | lurched forward and

- made one last frantic and despairing grab. As he
~ shot upwards again, my finger and thumb grasped
~the tip of his tail-feathers. In fear, I clung tight.
He did not slither free this time. and fortunately his
adly flapping wings damaged neither of us.
Triumphantly I popped him into the old cage, none
orse for his journey into space. “Joey” belongs
i€ and | shall always keep him—wouldn’t you”

P. McNurTy. 2A.

day. 17th June. | was waiting with twelve
from our School outside the T.V. studio
n Road. Fallowfield. to attend the
elevision Club. At first appearance the
s o be nothing but an old chapel
ebuilt, as there is the usual builder’s
‘and a new building being built at
‘us waiting outside on that rather
what exactly we were going
It a little keyed up inside.
of girls from Whalley Range
tbb‘.gorsi we gave our tickets
proceeded thro_ugh what wag
) s, until we emerge
’m' ‘Manchester.
adjusted to the glare of the
‘what met my eyes. There
* left, and. much to our joy.

411

standing by it was Peter Butterworth. Immediately
the.penple who had brought autograph books rush-
ed forward, but Peter was refusing all comers,

We were put into our seats at small tables by
Trevor Hill, the producer of the programme,

revor then introduced himself to us, and told us
what was £going to happen, and what not to do.
S:ICCh 4s wave at the camera. or 20 cross-eved at it.
etc. )

My impressions of the studio are many and
varied. We were sitting opposite to the main set
where the pottery-making and most of the action
took place. There were three cameras in the studio.
one ol which was mounted on the top of a sort
of crane on which the cameraman sat. This camera
could “crane’ up and down and move around
1ac studio with amazing dexterity. The other two
cameras were not on a machine that would ‘crane’
up and down. but maintained 2 fixed height. They
could. however, move arcund.

We were then introduced to Wilfred
Pickles, and in his usual
laugh. He next asked us

and Mabel
style Wilfred made us all
a rather strange question-

“"Who is good at decorating and painting?™

Several boys and girls put up their hands. One of
the girls and one of our boys (C. Wright, 2B) were
chosen to decorate the pottery which club members
had made the previous time. They went over to
Alison Wilson. who told them what thev were going
to do.

From then on until just before transmission we
were free to talk among ourselves and gaze around,
etc. Above and to our left were the large windows
of the producer’s box, where the sound is ‘mixed"
and the programme generally controlled. It was
from up here also that instructions could be sent
to the cameramen and Mr. Johnny Day. the floor
manager, who all wore headphones.

There were tense moments before we were about
10 go ‘on the air.’ Then the red light on Camera
2 shone brightly, Wilfred came over to our table.
and we were ‘on.

Early in the programme Mabel brought us some
lemonade, and Peter Butterworth made his appear-
ance. A little later Wilfred interviewed a member of
the Loftus Sword Dancers, and then we had a dis-
play of sword dancing from them.

There was next a parlour game called *‘Man and
his Object,” played against Wilfred by a specially
chosen team. He then interviewed a young tennis
player called Micheal Hann, who entered last year
in the junior championships at Wimbledon.

Wilfred then crossed over to the Potters, and we
all went across to see what they _had done and to
sign our names in the Members' Book.

Quite suddenly the red lights on the cameras had

topped going on and off, and we realised we had
?‘rr?i?; ed.gTregor Hill and his staff very kindly let
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{Ing to the cameramen and to Wilfred and
the cameramen very kindly showed us the
‘one of the cameras, telling us at the same
cameras were worth three thousand
/elve hundred of this cost being occasion-
he two cathode ray tubes.
very regretful sigh and a word of thanks

ed we left ‘Studio A,’ Dickenson Road,
and once more departed into the world

J. L. SMITH, 2A.

The Phantom Ship

ht of the winter’s night
nd blows hard and keen,
onlight pale on spar and sail
“Ship is seen.

£}

’

ship sets sail,

1s past, a ship will be cast
by the howling gale.

night is getting less bright,
ds scud over the moon.
ar upon the shore.

ers gather, for soon—

ill be spread over the sea

on to the strand.

tumble where cases tumble,
‘up on the land.
wreckers will speak
Blucked from the main,
Il be looking out still,
p sailing again.

o M. J. B. SMITH, 2A.

tee Meeting

} Council will be held . .”
card affixed skew-whiff to
al store. All members of
they read it, inwardly

to another—*“Lor!—
Piffy’s’ been up to his
objects to the football
bfipk;l———n eevish?—

, an’ changes the
just to make us miss the

in the studio for about half an hour after- ]
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. Of course there was the usual fiery talk circula-
ting about the group, usually generated by the
tweedy curate, about liberty, and votes of the
majority, which was nodded and mumbled at, by
the humbler members till it was quite threadbare,
and forgotten entirely; but as usual, the miserable
little company tramped sullenly down the hill in the
d'nppmg rain to the committee rooms, at three
o'clock precisely on Saturday afternoon. The ‘Com-
mittee Rooms,” as one might expect, was a gloomy
Victorian edifice of grey brick, which seemed o
have “Built in the year of grace 1847 for the bene-
fit (?) of the public (Blesséd be the Lord)” written
all over the forbidding exterior. The ‘Committee’
trailed miserably inside, one by one, with their
respective apparel dripping in muddy pools all over
the utility oilcloth, and making it greyer than ever.
They heaped their overcoats over the antiquated,
and shabbily genteel iron stove that gave one the
impression of grinning vaguely and interminably
from under the lid, and passed into the inner room,
holy of holies, wherein the affairs of the parish
were decided by this eminent body of men now
entering.

Cornelius Piffle, president of the cricket club,
chairman of the parish council, and exceedingly
important, by all accounts, was there already, at
the far end of the vast table, the only function of
which seemed to be to keep opposing members at
a safe distance, engaged in fortifying himself for
the approaching ordeal with glass after glass of
port, and watching the members file in, timidly,
with a fishy glare. They came in slowly, the Com-
mittee—Salias Bloggs, the round, red, robust butch-
er, Mr. Andrews, the baker, a long lanky being,
whose limbs seemed to be straggling and rebellious
outposts of an empire that had seen its best days,
the wheezing parson, thin, and full of colds, asthma,
rheumatism and gout, about which he would com-
plain at great lengths to any one who cared to
listen, the tweedy curate, who greeted everyone and
everything with a mild, benign grin, and many
others. When the last poor sodden wretch had crept
in, late, under the disapproving eye of the general
company, all of whom found a great delight in
being able to look down their noses at someone,
Mr. Cornelius Piffle, with great circumstance, rose,
levered his paunch out from under the table, bent
to look at his notes (which made the blood press-
ure shoot up) and announced the reason of his
calling the meeting. He droned on, and on, bringing
in embarrassing details of minor feuds, fiddling
events of the village, the births, deaths, marriages
and burials, that everyone knew about already, and
other things, so insignificant as not to earn them-
selves a place in the local newspaper (which was
pretty hard up for things to put in as it was), and
dragged and stretched this scanty material over a
full hour, without once mentioning the reason for
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P S—— e e ——————

- the meeting. Members be n to
benches began to creak, thg?r o«;culz.::n:.ses s!:l:t:t'.stv.v;?c‘l'E
~ ling their thumbs, looking at the floor, ceil'ing and
;h'onzon. They were msuﬁ'crably bored. They had
~ been bored, bored and re-bored during the past
two hours._ w:thoug getting a word in the matter

' f it ever had been mentioned
.gbey had forgotton) and this was the way all meet-

M. J. Lyncu, 2B.

e

- The guide was pointing out the Norman arches
- of the great hall, and the party of tourists were
uttering suitable expressions of awe at being allow-
ed to see such a marvel. One young lady, however,

not murmuring with approval at the right time,
g:; looked bored. 4

walked up to her and soon we were in conver-
sation. She let fall in the conversation that she was
only at the castle because she was with the party,

| offered to show her round the castle which !

ery well. She immcdiatelr accepted. Soon

on our way. I took her al rouncr the castle,

gallery, the armour room and the turrets
—we took them all in our stride.

on top of the turret at the highest point
-when 1 suggested a visit to the dun-

nded the one-thousand-and-whatever-it-
ns. i :

we came near, she seemed to realise
vas cold, for she shivered and her teeth
h . It was cold and dank down here
otsteps were caught up, echoed and
he long stone passages. .

gend of the outlaw who loved
the castle. They used to meet
e maid -was false. One night
th a lock that would spring
This lock would only open

hi, and it js said that
any unw in the
wmf the s:gegllzck. We

gave the door a swing with
d we heard the lock cﬁck

1 walked through the
. SmiTH, 2B.
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When the Rain Came

One day last summer
0 as | was feeling the h
waist and spent a pl
the grass,

About four o'clock in the afternoon it began to
get very hot and stuffy, Half an hour later al} the
birds had stopped twittering and it was as if the

whole of Britain was waiting in suspense, One
could almost hear the silence,

A Iriend of mine invited me to come and watch
television at his house, so I went. We had just en-
tered the house when ‘the windows of heaven were
opened’ and large drops of rain splashed upon the
parched carth. The cracked, clayey ground showed
gaps like open mouths, ready to drink the rain. The
sky above, once blue, turned black. Jagged flashes
of lightning streaked across the sky, tollowed by
car-splitting crashes of thunder which shook the
ground beneath us,

All thoughts of television were now forgotten.
The yard outside sloped down to a central pbint,
where, sunk in the concrete, was a pipe leading to
a big grid-covered hole in the cellar, Tﬁc rain water
poured down into this hole, There was such an
excess that the hole was filled and water started
overflowing on to the level floor of the cellar. {The
cloudburst lasted about half an hour and in that
time we watched the water rising rapidly. This
cellar was accessible cither by steps down from the
vard or by a flight of stone steps from the intérior
of the house. It had a large floor space covering
almost the whole of the underneath of the’ big
four-storey house. Water poured in and covered
the whole of the floor to a depth of at least ‘two
feet. Paint tins, full, half full and empty, lidless
and topped, together with corked and open-necked
bottles, floated about the cellar like listing boats
which had been damaged in a war.

]
Then the rain stopped and the sun shone out as
if there had never been a storm. The flood waters
abated and we went round collecting the minia-
ture ‘Noah’s Arks’ and restored them to their
proper places. All that remained was the fresh
smell which is peculiar to rain-soaked earth.

D. J. HOwWARD, 1A.

the weather was very hot,
eat, 1 stripped down 1o the
casant alternoon sunbathing on

Obedience Always Pays

Once upon a time, there was a very disobedient
boy. Onepday, however, he decided to do every-
thing he was told, and teach his parents a lesson.



orning his mother told him to - dress,
ne down as quickly as possible, so
he slid down the bannisters for his

kfast table, a cereal packet instructed
 food with honey, jam, raisins, nuts,
“hot and cold milk. Serving himself with
45 were available, he soon felt replete.

wsagents, his eye caught a placard

Y The Daily Wail. He ;’t once
op and bought a copy. In the to
_advertisement read, “Go Suc

ed the adjoining sweetshop and

urney, he came across a pla-
L Raleigh,” so secing one at the
> mounted and rode off.

e saying, “Turn Left,” so he
corner a notice said, “Turn
in turned. “Walk the Barratt
ye, so he abandoned the bi-
foot.

arlier than usual he scanned
with him and started to fill

petition. It was a relief to
g his day at school.

; at tea-time he found he
with

f

e, and a few days later
a letter telling him he

the school.
ng the rule.
1l boys must do.
‘gained by the few.
rted with zest.

1 come from the best.
g black gowns.
hich causes some frowns.
strument store.
ined in the ‘Corps’.
ng in the rooms.
“William Hulme’s.”

J. Sowrgy, 1C.
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him. He decided to |
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Old Hulmeians Notes and News

On Saturday, 28th April, at the Masonic Temple,
Bridg_c Strest, Manchester 3, Mr. E. P. Appleton,
P.P.G.D., was installed as Worshipful Master of
the Old Hulmeians' Lodge, No. 7062 (Province of
East Lancashire). The Installing Master was the
retiring Worshipful Master, Mr. E. Barber. assisted
by the Past Masters of and in the Lodge. The Sec-
retary of the Lodge is Mr. A. E. Bolsover, P.M.,
of Abingdon, Brooklands Road, Wythenshawe,
Manchester (Tel. No. SALe 1998).

A. H. Allman has been elected president of the
Manchester Statistical Society.

W. W. Land has been appointed Chairman of
Convocation of Manchester University.

We congratulate S. Gill on being awarded the
A.M.1.Mech.E.

R. H. Pear collaborated in the writing of How
People Vote, a Study of Electoral Behaviour in
Greenwich, published by Routledge at 25/-.

Spurred by our reference to C. N. Fletcher in
our last issue, C. S. Youatt writes to say that he
has been with his firm, Messrs. Rhodes, Brydon
and Youatt Ltd., of Waterloo Engineering Works,
Stockport, for forty years. After being Chairman
for the greater part of that time, he is now Deputy
Chairman. Edgar Youatt, a solicitor, was recently
appointed a Director. Norman, C. S. Youatt’s
son, is Managing Director, and W. A., his other son,
is a departmental manager. All are Old Hulmeians.
Two other Old Hulmeians, H. Sweet and A. J.
Clements, are managers.

G. E. Ramsdale has obtained a commission 1n
the R.A.F., D. L. Swann in the Royal Engineers.
The latter is now out in Singapore where he has
met Major Gaul, also an Old Hulmeian.

We are pleased to learn that Dr. C. G. Eastwood
(1913-24) is compiling a history of the School. He
would be very grateful for photographs, papers,
reminiscences or anything that would help to make
the record ‘complete. They should be sent to him
at 37, Long Road, Cambridge, where he is Medical
Officer of Health,

J. H. Dafforne, general superintendent of An-
coa’s Hospital, Manchester, was elected Chairman
of the Manchester and District Branch of the
Chartered Institute of Secretaries.




July, 1956

Births, Marriages and Deaths

BIRTHS
HALL—On March 4, (o
and Eric Gordon, a son. e

__ Tobp—On March 8, (o
Stear) and Frank Brian, a son

(fkomu—On March 20, to Margaret and

DIXoN.—On March 2]

d , a son,

R.onpnTSON.—On March 21
hins) and Alex, a son.

GmVEn—On March 28, to June

(née Wadsworth)

Kathleen Joan (née

» 10 Audrey (née Kaye)
+ to Marjorie (née

and Nigel, a

.;—On April 3, to Margaret (née Tower)
id Tom, a son.

JONES (ex-staff)—On April 4, to Mr.
1. Jones, a daughter.
.—On April 5, to Jenane (née Everett)
mdore a son..
LL—On Apr
colm, a daught

; ._April 13, to Kathleen Mary and

and Mrs,

il 4, to Rachel (née Moore)
er.

‘April 24, to Mary (née Hunter)
- son. :
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MARRIAGES
SrnAbme—-M.«TrlNGu".——On No

'RADI vember 8, 1955,
at Kensington, Francis g

Richard, only son of Mr,
and Mrs, R, W. Stradling, of Manchester, t:) Vera
Enid, voungest daughter of Mr. and Mrs. L. G.
Mattingly o1 Portsmouth, Hants. d

AL\'E\'—:-DAHLGRENs—()n March 10,
Church, Sweden, George Scott,

Mrs. G. B. A vey, of Wilmslow
daughter of

Bromma, Sweden.

C.\_suuonrzﬁMunms.-~—0n March 17, at Weaste,
Austin, eldest son of Mr. and Mrs. A. Cashmore,
of Rom’ley, to Svlvia, elder daughter of Mr. and
Mrs. J. M. Morris, of Salford.

GREGORY—DUNNE.—On March 31, at Sale, John
Ingram, only son of Mrs, Gregory and the late Mr.
Gregory, of West Didsbury, and Pauline, second
daughter of the late Mr. and Mrs. Dunne, of Sale.

at Bromma
son  of Mr. and
to Dagmar Ines,
and Mrs. Sven Dahlgren, of

DEATHS

CouPE.—On November 29, 1955, suddenly  at
Sheffield, Frederick William. aged 72, dearly loved
husband of E. M. Ccupe, and only son of the late
Mr. and Mrs. Frederick Coupe of Whalley Range.

TEASDALE.—On January 27, in hospital, George
Ainley Teasdale, aged 33, youngest son of the

late Mr. and Mrs. W. A. Teasdale of Chorlton-
cum-Hardy.

McNicoL.—On  March 19, very suddenly, at
Torquay, Major Robert James MeNicol, T.D., aged
67 years, formerly of Manchester and Shanghau.

McNicoL.—On April 2, suddenly, at Torquay,
Douglas McNicol, aged 70 vears, formerly of
Winnipeg, Canada.

ALLISON.—On April 7, at Heaton Norris, James
Kenneth, aged 58 years, eldest son of Annie Allison
and the late James Allison.

Old Hulmeians Association

The Annual Dinner at the Midland Hotel on
Saturday, the 10th of March, was attended by an
all ime high record number of Old Boys and their

uests. One hundred and forty-one sat down to
ﬁinhér and it was particularly pleasant to note that
an increasing number of boys who have recently
left School were present. The speaking was again
of a high standard and the function appeared to
be enjoyed by all present. It is hoped that next
year the numbers will again increase.
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22 p.m. on Wednesday, the 30th of Mav
at t%re'Coc;.k Tavern, ?;?t Portland Slrcc’!,
-1, 1t was resolved unanimously by

Old Hulmeians, that the Association o? Olc}i
ns in London should be re-formed. Great
due to C. G. Dennis for getting together
Old Boys in London. He has, in fact,
d a list of some fifty-six addresses, and
ys not aiready on that list should get
th Mr. C. G. Dennis, The Town Hall,
n, E4. The President of the
. Eric Barnes, was able to attend
A Mr. R. H. Pearson was elected
G. Dennis Secretary and Mr. T.
with a small Committee of J. C.
firnan and R, H. Pear, to get the
and remain in office until the
Meeting some time in September.

NS must surely go to the
se first team won the Senior
ion Championship and the
the 1955/56 Season. Unfor-
ten by Cambridge University
datch, but on the day the

1

A

Central Fund continues to
g. The ts so far are to be

s magazine and it is hoped
nd those Old Boys who
to do so.

eld at Didsbury on the
most enjoyable affair
M. Warburton and J. N.
, Vlies and Merchant
‘was an interesting pre-
‘meeting when the Golf
| to Mr. J. A. Barber to
amount of work he has

ourhood of the Rugby
gham Road could help
Ig an eye on the premises,
! from vandalism and
aking in. It is felt that
en on the ground they
ble people away.

ation are joining to-
Addressograph machine.
nty years or more ago
hand letters going out
ion, will be sorry to
g of the old machine
ch work.

‘at the end of this Term
to join the Association
can be sure of a hearty
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welcome. It should be remembered that the playing
sections are just as much interested in the boys
wino aave not played on the School teams as their
more accomplished colleagues.

Old Hulmeians Association Fund

CENTRAL FUND

A notice of the creation of this Fund appeared
in this magazine just a year ago. The names of
those who have so far contributed to the Fund,
cither by way of donation or of Banker's Order
arc:

S. R. Best, Esq., J. G. Bird, Esq., H. R. Classen,
Esq., J. Evans, Esq., D. Ll Griffiths, Esq., H.
Hough, Esq., A. Jones, Esq., W. R, Lee, Esq., R.
Mark, Esq., F. M. McClinton, Esq., H. H. Nall,
Esq., J. B. Reid, Esq., W. Thorpe, Esq., G. R.
Vlies, Esq., H. H. Vlies, Esq., J. M. Walker, Esq.,
D. M. Williams, Esq.

The total amount in the Fund at the present time
(after payment of all preliminary expenses of the
original appeal) is £41 8s. 5d.

Individual contributors, either by way of single
donation or by annual Banker’'s Order, range from
five shillings to twenty-five pounds.

Every contribution, whatever the amount, will
be material in helping to swell the Fund towards
the total which will assure to the Association a
permanent and adequate financial standing.

It is hoped that further lists of contributors will
be published from time to time.

Donations and completed Banker’s Orders should
please be sent to the Honorary Treasurer, S. Whitt-
ingham, Esq., at 63, Cecil Avenue, Sale, Cheshire.

Old Hulmeians Lacrosse

Though the past season has been the most suc-
cessful for many years it was disappointing to the
Sect’on, that the First Team should be beaten in
the last match. This defeat, by eight goals to four,
at the hands of Cambridge University in the Iro-
quois Cup match for the All-England Club Cham-
pionship was the only game lost during the season
and ended a run of 25 successive victories in League
and Flags matches. -

In spite of this defeat the First Team has had its
best season, certainly, since the war and has played
some very good ‘crosse in securing both the
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M was a most exciting pn:h and the side played

League the First Team was undef

90 goals against 64 conceded. Tc'l:du;:ﬁ
: f mh m‘s’a u'.'.'é"'m“ that the defence
h Ing season, whilst
}M under John Buckllnd'l_ able cgplgil:cy' I':;:

itself 1o be a free-scoring and incisive unit.

.m'A’Mmhunothldwchl ood ye

| ar as

 1954/55 season, when both the !ﬁ.E.L.}A. Junior

gs the Second Division Championship were

. LIS season an unexpected defeat by Old Wac-
s ‘A’ in the last match, necessitated a play-off
Mnn':buur niversity for second place in the

e game it was not possible to field

_usual side and though the various

h o g members

ed hard enough, the Universi
y winners by eleven goal: to ni'i.. e

 Extra ‘A’ team has only played three matches
nce w rt, but in ’tfwo games against the
on Champions—Cheadle *A’—managed

a draw in one match and only lost narrowly

o ) were excellent games and were

h enjoyed by the members of the team.

~the Section sent a touring party to
) matches against Hamp-
y and a London XII. Those who tra-
don had a most pleasant stay as guests
W ‘crosse enthusiasts in the South of
thoroughly enjoyed the week-end.

1 'Annual General Meetin&::l: held
o

: andthefollo were
mson:%inuan. A

’J. T. Emery; Vice-
z ‘A’ Team Captain,
ain, R. B. Herbert; Com-
'C... lartin and P. W.

eld as the Hon.
Rains express-
ber for the loyal
d given in this

of years since his
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The Section extend a cordial any
welcome to any

:Lnl leaving School and to all Old Hulmeians who
would like to play ‘crosse next season. Further
;?:?&3"22 Il)‘ available on request to:—R. B.
. 46, Daventry Road, Manc 21. Tel:
CHO 2357 ang o mtl\;d fanchester 21. Tel!:

Resuvrrs
1086 First Team
Feb. 25 v, Stock wt (Friendly) H WI12-§
Mar. 10 v. OKd .‘ﬂ‘upfutdum A W 162
Mar. 17 v. WHGS. (Friendly) AW 9%-§
Mar. 24 v. Old Mancunians. Cale
Green (NLE.L.A. Senior
Flags—Final) W h
April 7 v. Old Waconians HW 9-2
April 14 v, Old Waconians AW L
April 21 v Cambridge Universit
{Iroquois Cup- qu?) A L 4-8
“A” Team
Feb. 25 v. Cheadle Hulme A W 127
Mar. 10 v. Stockport HW 9-8
April 14 v. Old Waconians A" H L 510
May 4 v. Manchester University
(Play off for Second
Position) A L 0—-1]
ExTtra “A" Team
Feb. 25 v. Cheadle “A" .. ... . H L 57
April 7 v. Cheadle “A” ........ A D 6—6
April 14 v. Ashton “A™ ... . . A L 11—14
EASTER ToOUR
Mar. 30 v. Hampstead ... . . A W 126
ML P Porley. ........ooc0nv0ninain A W 203
April 2 v. A London XI1 .. .. ... A W 13—4

Old Hulmeians Rugby

At the time of our last report, we were waiting
impaticntly the thaw after four wecks of frost,
and we promptly lost the next two matches. How-
ever, we put up a good performance against Sale
“A” and bezat:them for the second year in succeg-
sion. We were knocked out in the Manchestey
Football Club’s Seven-a-side tournament by the
eventual semi-finalists, and got to the final of the
Toc H sevens and then lost mainly because of a
gruelling series of games played in the course of
getting there.
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has been in gocd voice as skipper.
ortunate in losing two of our best
mith and J. C. Wilkinson, through
S. Smith is now embroiled in the
oOmic energy up in the wilds of Cumber-
; ,Ilklhgo.n.m chasing customers in Wales,
_We have not improved our footballing
ich as had been hoped. We were very
ver, waen G. Carter returned after a
knee injury having completely re-
1son has made a steady improve-
half, and with more thrustful
ter handling, E. Dellow would
on the wing,

has ‘been fortunate in being so
ed by R. J. Tredwell, and the
~vast improvement on previous
nus has been a key man in the
entually made his way on to the
sorry to lose him to the teaching

as well as K. G. McGhee for
ilton, G. F. Rushworth, D. J.
febster have all been keen regu-
ant to feel at last that the team

has also had a good season
ran has lately done a lot to
of unity to, the team, which in
concerned  with supplying
ims. There are a number of
chool now, whom we hope
g numbers by their breth-
| caps for the last time.

/¢ been well attended, the
y successful with 140 pre-
though less civilised, were
ention should be made once

» keep the wheels of admin-
I we would be pleased to
~members who have drifted
still the only headquarters
ation, and we are only too
ans on our premises, with
their old friends of any age
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B 13 o 1
k3. 100 1
B 71
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Firs
1956 T TEAM
Mar. 10 v. Rochdale A A H e
Mar. 17 v. Broughton Pk. “A™ A Il: 2—19"
Mar. 24 v. Prestwich ... ... .~ A W 14—6
Mar. 31 v. Sale “A» T H W 16—S8
Aprgl 2 v. Davenport “A” A L 10—16
April 7-y. Oldham “A” .~~~ H W 21—6
April 14 v. Manchester Toc H H L 324
agnd 21 v. Burnage ... T H L 3—18
“A" TEAM
1956
Mar. 10 v. Fylde Extra “B" ...... H W 14—5
Mar. 17 v. Brighton Pk. Ex. “A” H L 5—16
Mar. 24 v. Prestwich “A” ......... H W 18—15
Mar. 31 v. Sale Extra “A” . ... v W 22—0
April 7 v. Davenport Extra “A” H L 3—§
Apal 14.v. Mje.. Toe H “A". .. . A L 04
AOLL2) V. BUMARE - iovsiconobinss A L 627
EXTRA “A” TEAM

1956
Mar. 10 v. Metrovick “B” ...... H W 13—8
Mar. 17 v. Broughton Park “B” A L 11-29
Mar. 24 v. Prestwich “B” ... .. A W 18—3
Mar. 31 v, Sale “B” ............... Cancelled
April 7 v. Davenport “B” .. .. .. Cancelled
April 14 v. M/c. Toc H Ex. “A” H L 0—-22
April 21 v. Burnage Extra “A ... Cancelled

OLIVER DENNIS, Hon. Joint Secretary.

Old Hulmeians Motor Club

With the arrival of Spring we prepared ourselves
for the coming season, and held the first of the
out-of-doors events, a Treasure Hunt, on March
18th. There was an excellent entry of twenty-three
cars, and more than fifty members and friends
quickly spread themselves over South Lancashire
and Cheshire. One crew arrived smartly in Ashton-
under-Lyne to find, after deep meditation, that
taey had travelled in entirely the wrong direction.

Eventually, almost everyone arrived for tea at
The OId Vicarage, Stretton, and it was found that
W. T. Curtis had obtained more “keys” than any-
one else, and was deservedly declared the winner.

On April 8th was held the Spring Rally, consist-
ing of navigation by map references, and including
a driving test. Thirteen cars started, and the first
four, Curtis, Burgess, Cairns and Hamilton finished
without loss of marks, but as Bill Curtis made the
best time in the driving test he was again the
winner,
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‘- The May event w

; as a Gymkh
27th of that month, a Gymkhana held on the

and an enjoyable afte

was passed, both_by spectatorsja}(‘ld compe?i]tg(:g
The mOst interesting event was a “Mille Miglia™
pit stop in which driver and passenger had to pre-
tend to service a car, as if in a long-distance race.
The Radiator and Fuel Tank had to be refilled, all
caps having to be removed and replaced, and one

n one revolution,
. the car then being

- arn . Times ied f
525 seconds to 1280 seconds. s s P

P. A. T. Clarke was tae eventual winner of the
hole of the afternoon’s events. wj

ouchley second, and A. A. Clarke third. Crouch-
ey's second place

- of special mention, :
_ On June 2nd, a large number of members and
friends attended the Lancashire and Cheshire Car
Club Race Meeting at Oulton Park, to which we
a Club were invited. Warwick and Rodney

r, also W. B. Chapman were actually compet-
and whilst the Bloors obtained a Sixth, Fifth
;Fﬁ.ytth between them, Chapman was quite out
extend a cordial welcome to any prospective
1ber, and especially to those leaving this term,
~ should not be deterred by the lack of a
we invariably have spare seats available.
Ave a most interesting Autumn session
to follow the driving Tests in September,
‘the second annual Dinner Dance
on of Awards on December 1st next.
e available from the Hon. Secre-
: Smi h, 39, Athol Road, Manchester 16.

gl

tition for the Bradbury, Vlies
‘was held this year on the
ks, on Thursday, May
we were again favoured

“won by N. W. Sunder-
9=68. ' 5

st gross was aéahi won

core Bf'-78_§41=74- ‘

handicaps of 16 an
- Broo

kes with a score

eached last year's record
d to see some new
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members to the Goif Section,
ever, that some of the *
vear and we hope they
next year.

The trophies were presented by Mr. Eric Barnes.

cur Prcsiden_t. whom we were all glad to see. He
also played in the competition,

( We were sorry, how-
regulars™ were absent this
will be back again with us

Association of Old Hulmeians in London

AL 9-22 p.m. on Wednesday, 30th May, the
London Association - was re-formed. There were
criginally twenty-three names of members known
in the London area when the first efforts were
made to discover the strength of support for the
project two or three months ago. By the time of
the meeting the number had ‘increased to fifty=six
and it now stands at sixty-one. Of these, thirty sat
down to supper at the Cock Tavern in Great. Port-
land Street, and the idea of re-starting the London
Association was carried enthusiastically and unani-
mously. .

Eric Barnes, the President of the Association,
had made the journey to London to preside at the
meeting, and his presence and advice was warmly
welcomed.: It was ‘decided to revive the Annual
Dinner at the time of the School half-term in Octo-
ber or November, to hold an Annual Meeting in
Szptember, and to have regular meetings of all
members,” perhaps quarterly. On a rather more
ambitious note- we . discussed the formation of
sports sections, and possibly a golf tournament and
cricket matches.. t

R. H. Pearson was elected our first- Chairman
and we were delighted to appoint ‘an enthusiastic
member of our former London’’Association-=~he
was at School from 1887 to 1895. T. Short took
over the post of the Treasurer which he occupied
before the war and C. G. Dennis was elected the
Secretary. The Committee- consisted of J. C.
Edwards, H. S. Kiernan and R. H: Pear. :

Our Lancastrian past was clearly shown “by the
long and involved discussion on subscriptions, on
which there appeared to be nearly thirty-complete-
ly different views. Some sort of intricate formula
was finally evolved and.reccrded in the minutes,
and C. G. Eastwood told us about his forthcoming
history of the School. 5 L

Letters of support were received from a number
of members who were unable to attend, including
P. R. Bradshaw, R. Cocker, S. Gill, C. Kelsey, D.
M. Parren, E. O. Robinson and F. S. Salisbury.

A most encouraging  start, involving journeys
from such places as Bracknell, Bury St. Edmunds,
Cambridge, Redhill, Welqu,_He:nfo_rd and Cheam.
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vista of half-
shop windows,
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Now college kitchens scethe and bubbl
Squeak and mashed potatoes rise in one d:nl‘l:::
apotheosis of culinary perfumes, knit themselves

mio a necklace of sa
wom Mie o h- m"‘and settle round the

But soon the afternoon pushes on to its siesta-
less activity, digs its heels nto the soft summer
turf, and chases off after rubber balls and bubble
feputations. Wal Essen there, buttering along the
Isis, vice-captain of Univ boat club. At night he
chooses a cosser craft with a lighter crew, And
Johnny Baker, performing at bow with a stern
CApression, a rowing-man of the most disgusting
Mncerity, and his tutor's best bet for the Academic
Stesplechase in two year's time Unless he improves
soon, his University carcer may turn out wholly
successful. He still owes me 3/7d Last of the
muscle-bound giants is Don Hankey, president of
Oriel J.CR. and incommunicative as a tree-trunk,

lan Graham-Bryce is not too happy about his
estate. Colorado beetle and the shoc ing price of
POt cggs have necessitated the discharge of three
redundant pigmen. For reasons of economy, there-
fore, he has given up socks. girls and work, To
compensate this, he has taken up the ‘Cherwell’
gossip-column, different girls, and yachting.

The pale pink-pearl early night-light droops over
the wizened walls and towers of the reclining town;
and the cvening, expansive, soulless, asked to be
lived into life. Graham Ellis, all clean collar and
scissor-edge trousers, buzzes out of his streaky-
bacon Keble hive, and umbrellas along the Broad
to go and enjoy a disagreement at the Union. Ox-
ford, he says, has taught him to relax. Garry Rob-
ertson broods over botany pamphlets in the library,
and hopes for a job in the Colonial Service. All
that Oxford has given him, he says, is an impecc-
able Scottish accent.

The evening draws on, and still no sign of Brian
Heap. A peep in his room at St. John's reveals a
tennis racquet, a sheaf of brass-rubbings and half a
pot of gooseberry jam.

Now . . . windows sleep, corbels snore, lamp-
posts nod and the spit-sky spires dream up a
paradise of pinnacles and crochets. Suddenly, the
linen silence of the night is torn, as a small, hair-
laden figuré clambers over some spikes and barbed-
wire carelessly left there by the Senior Dean, drops
to the ground quiet as a cataract, and wraiths to
his room. Lovingly places the guitar in its corner,
and himself in bed.

“Not a bad party, that. Now what on earth to
put in that report.”

J. D. S. HarroP.
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~ Old Hulmeians at Cambridge University

Well this term we can quarter up Hulmeians at

: bridge into those who worked, those who row-

ed, those who‘did nothing and those who cannot
remember. Opinion was quite unanimous on the

~best course to follow. Not only that, it's certainly
more “U” to do nothing at all, and “Uness has

- “swept” (sorry! no other word for this “non-U”
journalese) Cambridge this term.

However, Hulmeians, Kenncth Harper at Peter-
house has been converted from an advanced
- Christian position to stroke of the 2nd Boat. He
- complains rather plaintively that his new faith
~ allows him little extraneous pleasure. Brian Reeve
~ mentioned something about rowing—Lady Mar-
~garet 17th Boat I think. But he approached this,
his last term in Cambridge, with the fixed intent to
enjoy it. He thought it nicest to say “enjoying his
last term so far as examinations permit.”

 As far as this “U”ness of do-nothing goes, D.
Latham, C. Dickinson are expert, and R. Burgess
uisite, practitoners. M. Robinson likewise es-
d into the rest of the country before I could
~him. 1 guess he must have a pressing problem
ewhere. To all these lost persons your corres-
ent extends his good wishes. congratulations
ndolences according to their situation.

Wilcock still suffers from that same com-
that was remarkable at School. Six weeks
nt to earth. Taking with him a lot of
t of paper and a lot of ink, he produced
notes about history. He still blinks when
nto a strong light. Gordon Leah also took
ear, so I expect he too opened a great
~in this last few weeks. During the
he did some tubbing (I mean the
on a soap-box, not rowing on the
“asked about the success of his recent
campaign, he refused to count in
like the other contemporary evan-
also been appointed Hon. Secretary
sse. At Christ’s, Anthony Brazen-
office. From it he is said to
spondence with a couple
5. He also smokes pipes—
is—heartily. G. T. D. is
Peterhouse Gentleman'’s
a llege’s unique Society
0 pull off the annual bluff

i Gv To D-
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Old Hulmeians at Manchester University

When we saw Mike Smethurst gazing wistfully
up at the gaunt girders of the new Union the other
day, 1t occurred to us how transient our life here
really is, which spurred us on to locate those of our
Old Boys, at least, who were not incarcerated on

;fl,altl day of reckoning in the awesome Whitworth
all.

A spark of charity stopped us from assailing
those who tottered out with breezy questions—
under such harrowing circumstances—like “How
are thmgs' thesg days?” Such enquiries are apt to
be met with biased and undiplomatic replies and
having the prohibitions of the law of libel engrain-
ed indelibly on our souls, we chose to sacrifice
colour and characterisation for the more prosaic
approach which may or not resemble the G.P.O.
directory, but whichis undeniably unimpeachable.

There are, however, some people whom you just
can’t keep down, and our delight on seeing a group
of Old Boys together for the first time in months
induced us to disrupt their hideous post-mortem.
The general trend of observations from Jimmy
Hood, Dave Norbury and Warwick Morell, even
so, was colourful though factually uninformative.
Still, it’s good to see that J. K. Philipson, P. Kyffin
and D. Marlton, though wan and obviously under
the stress of combat fatigue, are still recognisable
by their individualistically decorated log-tables.

We did not linger long with Ralph Swindells
nor Malc Sutcliffe, since our appreciation of such
Atomic Age phenomena as Sigrist Gyversoerg’s
(was it?) compression regulated fluro-proton den-
sifying slide orbit for the Rutsch-Grutborg phase
IV veronium extrenuator was limited to humble
murmurings of admiration. After all, we haven't
been brought up to that kind of thing, however less
prone it may be to oxy-tensional stresses at high
revs.

This ought, chronologically, to have brought us
to D. Campbell’s miracle of locomotion, but since
he was last seen engrossed in a City cinema, we
approached G. V. Penketh and from a safe dis-
tance, tactfully enquired if, or how the judo was
progressing. Medics are easier to understand,
experience has shown us, but Asian wrestling terms
are not, so we retreated none the wiser.

On more familiar territory, our temporary men-
tal aberration was assuaged by the gratifying sight
of the ebullient Barry Nutt gyrating around his
musical domain, though it was somewhat sobering
to observe that Bob Shaw has seemingly succumbed

to recent governmental financial stringencies and

no longer meditates over his hookah.
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ntage of the unusually fresh air, a
1€ Central Ref. was taken and this

! : 1ate Pege Webster in com-
“Cabinn’d, cribbed and
om which B

’dd terse comment from P. T. Mit-
. Gutteridge, now haughty academi-
cled gymnasiumwards, in which
Y, we were happy to meet lan
Wise time expired, but still a
of the University sharpshooters.

st it be omitted to emphasise
" us of the Law School were the
eville Hopwood, tonsorially im-
ewey, in status quo, the
€W our mutual propinquity,
that though he is no longer
his youthful dream days,
music there is in the Gaelic

of Property Act discarded, will
uier realms of real estate, and
H. G. Rhodes, with negli-
Jicensing Acts and the Road
ely, will have abandoned
arez on Esperanto—for
 forget our first loves?

; JoC

ation Notes

e has arrived when we lose
bers and the School a num-
fore with mixed feelings
| of Summer Term. The
10st versatile workers, Dr.
mer and to them and all
our association, we record
our best wishes.

as this travelogue is scanned, |

The Staff and
Fallowfield Hotel
another ‘high spot.’
the evening and our

Parents Supper Social at the
in April was unquestionably
Everyone thoroughly enjoyed
k warmest congratulations go to
the Entertainment Committee for their arrange-
ments and to Mrs. White and Mr. Whitfield for
taeir splendid efforts as Masters of Ceremony.
Next year, we hope to have all the Staff and their
ladies or escorts to join in the fun and games.

During the Summer Term we have been without
the services of our Chairman, Mrs, Lily Stockdale.
We are all pleased to know that though she must
‘80’ quietly for a while, she will still be able to
serve us and we anticipate her early return.

As these notes are written, we enter the two
cricket match season the Association enjoys. The
results are therefore unknown, but the pleasure
in them is a foregone conclusion,

Also on the immediate horizon is the Annual
General Meeting, and it is hoped that there will
be a good representation on that occasion.

Looking into next term, these dates are already
fixed, the first being the September Meeting when
the Headmaster speaks. This will be on Wednes-
day, September 26th, at the School. commencing at
7-30 p.m. promptly and light refreshments will be
served in the Dining Hall at the close. The second
is that of the Parents Supper Dance at the Fallow-
field Hotel, on Friday, October 19th, but both these
dates will be circularised early in the Autumn
Term.

So now it remains only, once again, to express
our thanks as parents, to all members of the Staff.
in all their many grades and duties for the way
they attend our sons, to hope they are encouraged
by their success and in any case will find pleasure
in accepting our parental good wishes.

On behalf of the 1956 Parents’ Committee, a
very hearty bon voyage to all our leavers, and to
everyone, best wishes for a really glorious Summer
Holiday.
: S. V. HICKLING, Hon. Sec.

6, Lydgate Road, Droylsden.
Tel:. DRO 1005.




