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Editorial

And now for something completely different! While browsing through piles of dust covered ante-diluvian editions of
D.H.S. Magazines in a vain (I fear) effort to be inspired by some spark of 1920 Editorial genius, I have come to the
conclusion that the way to deliver an editorial is either to write a dull, dreary, disillusioned discourse on the diverse
activities of a dwindling 6th form or to adhere to the fashion of expounding a documentary account of six months within our
“ Schola Clara ” and then to proceed to administer a sarcastic chastisement on the lack both in quantity and quality of
articles aspiring to these hallowed pages.

Until this very moment I firmly believed that my mind could never be more blank and devoid of constructive ideas than
at examination times—but now I realise, my exam worn pen courageously scribbling yet another few lines, that I'd
never tried writing an editorial before. As one illustrious predecessor to my position once said ““ Any fool can write about
something but it takes a genius to write about nothing—and with no intention of laying any false claims to genius, I
hasten to find something to write about.

Not for one minute do I suppose that anyone ever reads the Editorial—but duty calls, “ tempus fugit ” and my
deadline is long since past. But you must admit—there isn’t really very much to say. The past six months have passed
much like any other six months and save for the brand new look mag. cover the contents have much the same mediocre
standard ranging from articles on “I wish I were a roast potato ” to the inevitable * smart” report.

Since brevity, I am told, is the soul of wit and since the usual conventional Editorial remarks can be found in any
back issue of the Mag (obtainable price 50p post free from Mr Fyall), then to save ink I refer you back to these voices
of the past—they apply equally well to any term.

I will leave you, however, with the voice of another to introduce the feast of entertainment to be found in the
following pages —

“This is not the end, it is not even the beginning of the end, but it is perhaps the end of the beginning.”

The Editor, Valerie A. Reid.
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News and Notes

NEWS OF STAFF

Every year this section becomes longer; and
we are sorry to lose so many valued and
respected members of staff, but we are glad to
see them gain promotion. A few lines cannot
begin to do justice to the teachers mentioned
here but space forbids any more.

We are very pleased to report the appoint-
ment of Miss A. W. Gray and Mr G. C. Stewart
as Assistant Rectors of the School. Staff, pupils
and parents are well aware of their enthusiastic
and dedicated service to D.H.S. We congratu-
late them heartily and wish them well in their
work in the School.

Other members of staff have gained pro-
motion and we congratulate them and wish
them success and happiness.

Mr N. P. Gray left us in May to take up his
appointment as Principal Teacher of Geography
in Forfar Academy. Mr Gray’s services to the
School can only be mentioned briefly here:
dedicated and enthusiastic service to the Geo-
graphy Department, kindness and understand-
ing as a Form Master, continual help in the
Physical Education Department—all these made
him a valued and respected member of staff.

Mr W. M. Garland also left in April to become
Principal Teacher of Mathematics in Arbroath
High School. Mr Garland helped widely and
enthusiastically in many aspects of the life of
the School; and as an enthusiastic and diligent
teacher, formidable hockey player and coach
and as a friendly and helpful colleague he has
made his mark on the life of the School.

From the Chemistry Department Mr I. W.
Lornie left at Easter, and Mr L. Stuart leaves
at the end of the session. Mr Lornie was
appointed Principal Teacher of Chemistry in
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Cults Academy, Aberdeenshire—we congratu-
late him on his promotion and thank him for
his work in the School.

Mr L. Stuart leaves to take up his appointment
as Head of the Chemistry Department in Robert
Gordon’s College, Aberdeen. Staff and pupils
have greatly appreciated Mr Stuart’s dedicated
and consistent work as a teacher and as a
Form Master.

During the session we have welcomed the
following members of staff (other than those
mentioned in the December issue)—Dr Bell
(Chemistry).

Once again we thank Mrs Walsh for her help
in the Geography Department.

We look forward to welcoming the following
as members of staff in August: Miss F. Birrell
(English); Mr Steele (Geography); Mr Gill
(Mathematics); Mrs Millar (Chemistry).

During the year we have been joined by Mrs
Joyce Coull, an F.P. of the School, who suc-
ceeded Miss Elizabeth Thomson as Assistant
Secretary. We wish Miss Thomson happiness
and success, and welcome Mrs Coull to her
many tasks in the office.

Also Mrs Mackenzie and Mrs Clunie have left
and we thank them for their service to the
School; in their place we welcome Mrs Close
and Mrs Allardice respectively. Mr Morrison
Reid has also left and we thank him too for
his work in the School, and we welcome Mr
Lothian in his place.

Note

Mr David MacDonald has designed the new
cover. This is the second one he has produced,
and the many comments on the attractive
appearance of the recent magazines are largely
due to his work.

Valerie Reid (F.VI) has designed most of the
layout of this issue and the final result is a
tribute to her work.

I would like to thank them, along with the
rest of the Magazine Committee and everyone
else who has helped to bring this “enfant ter-
rible” to print.

R.S.F.

ART STAFF

We congratulate Miss Edgar on her engage-
ment to Mr Robert Leishman, D.A., R.S.W. and
wish them every happiness and good fortune
in future years.

In an Exhibition of Art and Crafts at Pit-
lochry Festival Theatre this season, Miss Edgar
has several attractive ceramic figures and
pieces of pottery on view and her work was
also shown in the Members’ Exhibition of the
Dundee Art Society.

Mr Macdonald is holding a one-man Exhibi-
tion of his work in the Edinburgh Book Shop
in early October. The Exhibition will consist of
a series of decorative, abstract reliefs in foil
set against coloured fabric background—a most
effective technique which he has developed
recently.

Mr Vannet had an oil painting of Fraser-
burgh Harbour hung in the Boat Show, Earl’s
Court, London in January and this work was
selected for a year’s tour of English cities by
the Arts Bureau. He was represented in the
Annual Exhibition of the Royal Scottish
Academy by an etching and his work was also
shown in the Members’ Exhibition of the Dun-
dee Art Society.



FORMER STAFF

We are sorry to have to report the death
of former members of Staff well known to a
wide circle of Former Pupils and Parents.

Mr W. More, a former Headmaster of the
Mathematics Department died in January. A
tribute to Mr More appears later in the Maga-
zine, and we extend sympathy to his wife and
family.

Mrs Ian Bain, wife of one of our former
Rectors died on the 11th May, and we extend
sympathy to Mr Bain.

The following is a tribute to her :—

“It is with deep regret that we record the
death in hospital, on 11th May, 1972, of Mrs
JIan Bain, the wife of our former Rector.

Mrs Bain was a kind, sincere, and generous
person, who carried out her role as Head-
master’s wife with the utmost tact and charm.
She always made a point of getting to know
and welcoming each new member of staff,
and former staff will remember with much
gratitude the hospitality which she extended
to one and all.

Her interest in the well-being and progress
of the School and its pupils was very real,
and I can remember few, if any, events which
were not graced by her presence.

In extending to Mr Bain our whole-hearted
sympathy in his irreparable loss, we all, former
pupils, staff and friends of the Dundee High
School, mourn the passing of a very gracious

lady.”
I.LA.McN.

Mr C. R. Anderson, a former Classics Master
here, and latterly Depute Rector of Madras
College, St Andrews died in March. 1 received
a letter from a former pupil of the School, part
of which reads as follows: “ Charles Anderson
I remember as one of the best teachers I have
known whether at school or university. He

was a fine member of a fine department, honest
in his scholarship and in his personal relation-
ships. With his firm standards there went a
delicately flexible mind, mischievous humour
and a willingness to understand how other
people thought and felt. He knew how to be
incisive in judgement and enthusiastic in sym-
pathy without infringing a pupil’s right to make
up his own mind. . . I am sure that there are
many people who were taught by Charlie
Anderson who would be very glad to think
they had been significantly influenced by him.”

NEWS OF PUPILS

Once again, versatility and excellence are
the keynotes of the achievements of our pupils.

Academic success continues to reflect itself
in the results achieved in University Bursary
Competitions. We congratulate the winners of
these and wish them the success they deserve
in their future careers— Rona Horne was
successful in the St Andrews Competition;
Catherine McLeod was successful in the Edin-
burgh Competition; Michael Blair was success-
ful in both the Edinburgh and Aberdeen com-
ptitions! (no mean achievement).

In Athletics and Sports we continue to have
excellent results. Frank Hadden (F.6) gained
the Gold Award (Thistle Awards) of the Scot-
tish Arms Athletic Association.

William Bryden and Neil Hutton were chosen
for the Scottish Schoolboys Hockey Team.

Audrey Melvin and Mary Grewar were in the
“pool” from which the Scottish Schools Hockey
team will be chosen to play Wales and Ireland.

Miriam Little won the Scottish Girls’ Chess
Championship. This was the first time in its
six-year existence that the Dundee-made trophy
was recaptured by the city.

In Public Speaking we continue to have
good results: a wide variety of local and
national contests are attempted. We con-
gratulate Dorothy MacKenzie (F.3) and Sandy
Melvin (F.2) on winning the Secondary Schools
Speech Contest sponsored by the Dundee
Speakers’ Club; this was the first contest of
its kind.

NEWS OF FORMER PUPILS

Once again I would ask friends of the School
to send in items for this section.

Ian McNicoll, who is in his First Year at
Edinburgh University, has been flying with the
University Air Squadron and has won the Duke
of Sutherland’s Cup for Spot Landing.

GIFTS TO THE SCHOOL

Once again we thank friends of the School
for their generosity.

Mr Ian Bain has gifted to the School, the set
of Golf Clubs given to him on his retirement.

The Old Girls’ Club have presented a Dux
Prize for Form 1 Girls to be called the “ Miss
Florence Whytock Memorial Prize.”

Mr A. S. Drummond has presented a prize
for Public Speaking in the Junior Section of
the Literary and Debating Society.
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MEDALLISTS 1971-72

Back Row (L to r.)—Lester C. Barr (Dux in Biology), Fiona Williamson (Dux in Spanish%, John Fergusson (Dux in Physics and Natural Science),
William ]Ic?;t)ryden (Dux in Chemistry), Peter Mitchell (Dux in History), Alasdair Chalmers (Dux in Geography), Sarah Catlow (Dux in
Homecraft).

Centre Row (L to r.)—Nicola Miller (Dux in Gym, girls), S_and& Thomson (Dux in Engineering), Allison Wilson (Dux in Latin and Greek),
Douglas Tudhope (Dux_in Mathematics), Judith Hanslip & ux, Form 3 glrl_sL, Robin Winter (Dux, Form 3 boys), Hilary Ritchie (Dux,
Form 2 girls), David Aingle (Dux, Form 2 boys), Valerie Reid (Dux in English), Graham Allardyce (Dux in Gym, boys).

Front Row (L to r.)—David Ray (Dux, L.7 boys), Catherine Langlands (Dux, Form 1 girls), Ross Collins (Dux, Preparatoa{ Boys), Sheena McMain
Dux, Form 5), Rona Horne (Dux of School, Dux in Music, French and German), Sarah Boase (Dux, Form 4), Hillary Mottashaw (Dux,

reparatory Girls), Stephen Rogers (Dux, Form 1 boys), Jennifer Hanslip (Dux, L.7 girls).



TRAIN FIRE!
(ACTUAL INCIDENT)

On Monday 6th March, 1972, 1
boarded the train at Carnoustie as usual,
on my way to school with my friends.
Suddenly, I noticed clouds of white
smoke coming out from the brakes
beneath our carriage. Soon the smoke
was so thick that it was unbreathable.
The guards then came and told us to
move through to another carriage. Cal-
lum, Angus and I were all choking by
this time.

At Monifieth everyone was told to get
off the train then a fire engine arrived
at the station. We were then told there
was a bus coming to take us to Dundee.
When it arrived we got on. As it was
full we gave our seats to some elderly
passengers.

The driver then came round and told
us standing was prohibited so we had
to get off again! Later an express train
bound for Glasgow was signalled to stop
at Monifieth. We finally arrived at school
about 10 a.m., but at least we had a
good excuse for being late!

Ian Wright, L.VL

MAGGIE THE HAGGIE

There was an old woman called Maggie,

Who stooped around with a handbaggie.

But in spite of her smile

Which you could see for a mile,

She was Maggie the Baggie old Haggie.
Alistair Reid, L.VIL

MY CAT

My cat is fluffy,
Her fur is puffy.
She is black
And when she was naughty
She gets a smack.
That’s what my cat is like.
Susan McCoss.

THE CAT

I saw a pure black cat,

It had round beady eyes,

It stood at a gate

Waiting to get in.

She was on a dusty road rolling about
A car came along, so

She ran through the gate.

She saw a window open,

So she ran to it.

She climbed through the window
And ran to the larder.

She saw some fish on the larder

So she fed herself.
Hilary Fair, L.IVa.

MY CAT

My cat’s name is Tabitha. She is
nearly full grown but she still acts like
a kitten. She goes into our greenhouse
and basks in the heat. She must have
had an ancestor who was a wild cat
because she has got a ringed tail.

Gillian McFarland, L.IVa.
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WHAT A DAY!

I watched the rain come down

Splish, splosh, splash.
That is what I heard,

Splish, splosh, splash
Over and over again.

Then I heard pitter patter
It was beginning to spit.

So I asked Mummy if
I could go out

It was a pity that I
Was not down to my
Bedroom window again.

I heard it go pitter patter
Over and over again,

Then I gave a sigh of relief
It had stopped.

Amanda Falconer.

THE APOLLO

There it stands,
Dwarfing all that lies around it.
A great, white metal rod.

It represents man’s courage and valour,

It represents his curiosity, and
impatience to see what lies up there.

Yet, what true purpose does it serve?

Paul Brewer.
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A Mother can be a ball of fun.
Look after her well, you’ve only got one.

Martin McKay.

THE SANDPIPER

Far in the distance,

Beyond the golden sun,

Sat a little sandpiper whistling
A sweet, heartful song.

It sat for—I don’t know how long
As still as can be,

It never moved an inch

Not even for me.

Karen Barr, L.VI (girls).

THE STARS

They sit up there in space,
Looking like well-polished silver but-
tons.

Yet, they seem to be just waiting there,
To do what many other stars have done.
Disintegrate.
Paul Brewer.



AT A LOOSE-END

I'm at a loose end.

What can I do?

I've played all my games,
Done all my jigsaws,
And read all my books.
Oh, I'm so bored.

Ring-ing-ing-ing.

There’s Karen.

Oh, hurray,

I'm not at a loose end any more.

Rose Block, L.Va.

THE CAMEL

The camel has too many
lumps, bumps, humps,
Its legs have knobbly knees!
His eyes are big and brown
No eyebrows with which to frown.

Its tongue is long . . .. ..
and pink,
He has two toes on each foot!
He has pads, worn pads on
his feet
Trampingonandon......
A. Henderson, L.Va.

THE FOX

The fox with russet red fur,

Its pointed muzzle and bushy tail,
It runs,

Chased by men and dogs,

It plays all its tricks

Then,

Exhausted, dives in its den,

and waits.

Margaret-Anne Hutton, L.Va.

A DRAGON

Christophalax Was a Dragon of imperial
line,

His armour was diamond and very fine

This dragon Was not as Big as falle

Nor as small as Smalle.

He Lived In a hole in the mountain,
Not very far from a cold fountain.

He would not pay the king

Or for that matter any such thing.

Brian Christie, L.VI (boys).

THE THUNDERSTORM

Across the dark sky Thor did roar,
Making the countryside tremble
As if a giant was having his stroll.
At the farm the hens all squawked
And the cows all bellowed.

While the rain was pouring down
Upon the farmyard house.

Then suddenly,

The lightning struck

On an old desolate tree.

It fell with CRASH!

When morning came,

The rainclouds had passed by

And the sun was shining once more.

Caroline Urquhart, L.VI (girls).

FOUR BY DAWN

They trudged on,

Feeling the cold of the grey mist

Just submitting to the morning sun,

Under their feet grass squelched,

With morning dew.

They heard the chorus of birds waking
up,

And stretching for their wings,

As if yawning.

A rabbit scurried and darted by

Away to get his breakfast.

All too soon they were home.

Jennifer Reid, L.VI (girls).
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Senior School

THE DEAD BIRD

Blood-bundle

Above it the birds arrow upwards

Splitting the sun

Which then beats bundle in vengeance

Like hands on a drum.

The dead bird jerks rhythmically, then
is still.

No doubt placed there by some friendly
foot,

Hard pressed against a strong, stone
God,

The National Commercial Bank of Scot-
land

Affiliated to the Linen Bank,

Branches in Dundee, Falkirk and Fife

Head office, Glasgow.

It was a very small bird.

People pass with faces tensed at the
lack of money

Not the lack of life

Man looks after the pennies

And leaves God to look after the birds.

Brian Taylor, F.VI.

LIVE—REGARDLESS

Come live with me

alone.

Let’s you and I remove ourselves
from this vast ditch

which will surely turn to quicksand
pulling me down

to the rut they call society—

or is it security?

30

The words are quite alike

in my vocabulary.

They both involve a certain sense of
claustrophobia

felt by few,

but then again,

enough.

So let’s go—NOW,

don’t wait for winter to catch and
overtake us

for it will only reveal my outstanding
commitments

or the ones I would rather ignore.

Jay.

TURNING

In my mind,
my thoughts drift only to you.
My life is full

now,

for how long?

The pages of my book of life
are turning—

too quickly

I sometimes think.

Perhaps

I'm missing so many things
which should be savoured
and loved

and nourished

to grow

into another tree of life
more profitable than my own
with branches extending
outwards

downwards

heavenwards

to reach an unyielding population
underneath that stone cold floor of rubble
waiting

for love

for compassion

hatred,

for anything

rather than this

blank indifference

they meet so often

and therefore

retreat

so often

behind the wall of disillusionment.

Jay.



GRAND CENTRAL STATION

Misted kitchen windows
Newly cleaned from grease
Form shadows of the trees
And light has no release.

Rhyme has no more rulings
Rhythm free and easy went
No one understands the message
That through the words was sent.

Water runs in races

Down the window glass
Eyes stare out in blankness
As the seasons slowly pass.

What else is there doing

Now the world’s begun to die?
Any other form of living
Would be a silent lie.

Prayers and Sunday Best
Are wearing out and old

Lonelies sitting, starving
Hearts of stony cold.

Warmth has no more meanings
Giving has deceased

For all the human race has done
The windows smeared with grease.

When men to wash the panes away
To leave the clear pain sharp

Sun and rain just penetrate

The bare and lonely heart.

It is far better not to see
To live in ignorance

To always be in blissful life
Hidden warmly in a trance.

Why dig out the old complaints
Because it’s getting worse?
Messages explain it all

As a self constructed curse.

&

Why blame everybody else?
Because you are afraid

That on the final Judgement Day
It’s you that will be paid.

Why not stand up for your rights
And see what we have done

And try to make a better world
For the Returning Son?

Who has said these mystic words,
Made prophesies come true?

For all I care it might have been
The Holy Ghost or you.

Example is much better

Than your messages obscure
They neither set the mind at rest
Nor make the conscience pure.

For all the troubles in the world
You have an explanation

Well now! Have one for you;
The world is like a station.

When every train rumbles on by
People get off and on

And when they buy their ticket
They’re in for a great big con.

You are there with the ticket machine
Making 2009% profits

And dishing out the overalls

Hoping that they fit.

When the mist again forms
Over the greasy window pane
Everything is obscured

In the even motion of the train.

Carollyn Sillars, F.VL
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TRAGEDY OF A HIPPO
<— TRANSLATED FROM HIPPO

Long ago in Roman times

Were many wondrous things:

There were temples and legionaires
And emperors and kings.

There were many kinds of animals
And several types of goose,

But the greatest beast of all belonged
To Consul Grapefruitjus.

The Consul had a hippo

As pink as pink can be,

And that means very pink indeed
I'm sure you’ll all agree.

He called his famous hippo

By a very Roman word—

He used to call him Pairofshus
And this was quite absurd.

The people flocked from miles around
To marvel at the sight

Of a hippo that was really pink,

Not purple, green or white.

But the hippo wasn’t happy

Being locked up all day long,

And the camel living next to him
Made a really awful pong.

Then one night when the Consul

Was watching Match of the Day

(Live from the Colosseum)

The hippo ran away.

He slipped underneath a two inch gap
And gave a joyful shout,

He frolicked around in his new-found joy
Then fell and knocked himself out.

The animal was found next day

By a famous diplomat,

Who was known by the name of Calla-
trus,

But no one could help that.

He was dragged before a jury
And then to his dismay

He was sentenced to be lion food
A week on Wednesday.

On Wednesday the folks packed in
To watch and shout hooray,

But found they were a week too soon
And quietly went away.

A week went by—the time was up,
The hippo was led out,

The huge, excited crowd broke out
In one gigantic shout.

Suddenly there was a cry

From someone in the crowd,

And a little man called Poorexcus
Shouted out aloud:

“Stop the Show, it can’t go on,
It’s not allowed I say,

For I am from the local branch
Of the R S.P.CA

And thus it was in the nick of time,
Poorexcus did save

Pairofshus the hippo

From a very early grave.

This story has a moral—

It is very plain to see.

But if you cannot see one here,
Then make one up like me.

KEY OF NAMES FOR IDIOTS
If you are an idiot, which you must be to be
reading this, then you will need this key on how
to pronounce the Latin names :

Grapefruitjus — Grapefruit Juice
Pairofshus — Pair of Shoes
Callatrus — Call a Truce
Poorexcus — Poor Excuse

Gavin Sinclair, FIII.

-
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“If you do that again, you're for it!”
came the belligerent voice of Professor
Edwin Johnson, who was thoroughly
exasperated. ‘“Two laborous, tedious
years we've been working on this pro-
ject, and still you persist in confusing
these files. Once more, and you're out
on your neck! Now for God’s sake leave
me in peace.”

The time was 6.30 p.m. and the place
was the “Institute of Medical Research,”
Boston. For two years Professor Johnson
had been working on a break-through
cure for leukemia; and now his gargan-
tuan and demanding task was almost
complete. Under the impression that all
his fellow men were either incompetent
or apathetic, he took nobody into his full
confidence, and hence had undergone
the strain of the project literally unaided
(as far as mental work is concerned).
He was a young man; brilliant yet
lacking patience with his apparently
bungling staff. Although a whole team
was officially engaged in this worthwhile
project, it was this scientific genius who
underwent all the difficulties and vigor-
ously tackled all the inevitable stumb-
ling-blocks that fell in his way.

This great advancement was, under-
standably, the envy of many “rival”
research clinics, and although the benefit
of two years continuous labour had al-
most materialised, it was still imperative
that nothing should interfere with the
project. Should anything happen to Pro-
fessor Johnson, then the total research
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ADVANCEMENT

by CALUM R. PATON, F.IV.

would be at a standstill, for he was the
only person capable of completing the
work. The reason, of course, was that he
underwent all this experimenting and
research himself—it would be impossible
for any other individual merely to carry
on where he left off.

The other vital aspect of the project
was that the results and conclusion of
the Professor be kept utterly secret—
any divulged information or lack of
security could lead to the crucial in-
formation coming into the hands of rival
and even devious “opponents.” Hence
all the data and information was kept at
all times in an almost impenetrable safe,
to which the Professor alone had access.

With a monotonous clanking and
scraping, the decrepit band of night
cleaners set about their dull business.
Every night at 8 p.m. they would enter
through the heavy back door of the Re-
search Institute, and, with their various
utensils, set about their evening’s work.
Each cleaner served two nights a week,
operating on different shifts each week.
The weather this night was particularly
depressing—a forceful wind driving
with it squalls of late October rain. By
ten o’clock the last bucket had been
placed in the cleaning cupboard, and the
bedraggled cleaners were gradually
leaving the building until only one re-
mained—an oldish, rather bent man clad
in a dirty, frayed overcoat. By now,
nothing could be heard but the howl of






the wind, and the battering rain outside.
Slowly, instead of leaving the building,
the cleaner shuffled gradually up three
flights of stairs to the laboratory of Pro-
fessor Johnson. Producing a bunch of
keys, he unlocked the door marked No
ADMITTANCE WHATSOEVER and admitted
himself. There he crossed the shadowed
floor to the safe containing all the Pro-
fessor’s work and, unlocking the primary
door, began fingering the six number
combination. Eventually he had posi-
tioned all the numbers to his satisfaction.
He unleased the latch and the door
swung open creakily, revealing sheaves
of notes and observations. Slowly he
reached out his hand . . . .

“There’s no doubt at all,” coolly re-
marked James Addison of the Boston
Medical Clinic. “One million dollars
worth of medical observations and one
Professor Johnson alive to tell the tale
and lead us to thirty years or more just
don’t go together. And what’s more,” he
added with heavy irony in his metallic
voire, “I know which I'm gonna choose.”

“But Doc,” protested a nervous young
man, “supposin’ we leave the slightest
trace behind us? Illegal acquisition of
the greatest medical break-through of
the decade is bad enough, but the mur-
der of the leading figure associated with
that break-through is just too much. I
want power at my finger tips., but not
sitting in a chair loaded with several
thousand volts.”

“Now, look here, we’ve been through
all this before. Nobody can possibly sus-
pect even murder, let alone us. A man
walking his dog alongside a deep river.
All you need is an ill-placed foot near
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the water, and that’s you done for. Be-
sides,” he added smoothly, “a man who’s
killed and then thrown into a river won’t
have water in his lungs, 'cause he’ll have
stopped breathing beforehand. If we
pump water into Johnson’s lungs and
then throw him in, if his body’s found,
they’ll assume he’s fallen, and struggled
violently.”

The nervous young individual’s silence
betrayed all the mistrust and trepidation
possible, yet he said nothing more.

“And mind,” added James Addison,
“not a word of any of this to that
cleaner supplying us with all the inform-

ation of the leukemia cure, or rather
Mit X. If he so much as suspects we’ve
anything to do with Johnson’s death, he
may take fright and flee. And that’s us
high and dry—no information to sell to
the California Institute, plus one dead
man.”

“You're positive that Johnson’s out
with his dog past that river every night,
Doc.”

“Sure thing. You three won’t miss him;
you’ll better not, or that’s you done for.
Any qualms, and just you remember
that. If he lives, then he’ll know the
California Institute of Medical Research
got a hold of his work. And as long as
he knows that, we’re in danger.”

Two days later the three that Addison
had referred to were speeding through
a deserted region outside of Boston in a
medium-sized van. Two of them were
heavyweights, one was the nervous type.
There was complete silence in the van;
each knew his job; each knew that his
life depended on carrying that out. They
were to park the van up an alleyway
leading to the river, and remain in wait-
ing for Professor Johnson.

Let me think, thought the driver (one
of the heavyweights, actually from Chic-
ago). Brad shouts out to Johnson, he
whips round and Dick and 1 strike.
The silk stocking ’ll leave no traces,
then we’ll pump the salt water down
his throat and then we’ll . .. ..

“Look out, for God’s sake!” roared
Bradley, “Swerve!”

The driver was shocked out of his
trance, but not before he had knocked
down a dark-clothed man, who yelled,
and then lay motionless on the dark
road.









A CHILD SCREAMED

There was complete silence. Nothing
moved. Even the rain had stopped fal-
ling. The trees stood frozen. There were
no cars. No cat or dog ran out. The
street lamps made the snake-like pave-
ments glisten like shiny scales. No
smoke rose from the chimneys. No
familiar sounds came from the houses.
No-one walked the streets. There were
no buses, trains or aeroplanes to dis-
turb the quiet. The world was at peace
with itself. Life seemed to have stopped.
The air hung still in the stifling silence.

A child screamed. The screams rent
the peace. Whether they were screams
of anguish, hate, pain or fear no-one
knew. And no-one bothered to find out.
No curtains were drawn back. No nosey
neighbours went out to pry into the
child’s despair. The world still stayed
the same. The screams stopped and the
oppressing quiet dominated again.

That child could have been killed.
These could have been his last screams
on this earth. But no-one bothered to
find out. No-one cared. That child could
have been in pain or frightened and vou
could have helped. But no. Everyone
stayed in their own world. They didn’t
want to seem nosey! They did not care.
They were too selfish? or too lazy?
Why didn’t the man who was ardently
watching the television go and find out
instead of simply saying “1 wonder
what’s wrong there?” It is not the child
who is ‘wrong.’ It’s you.

AG.

A PROBLEM OF NOMENCLATURE

Elizabeth? Catherine? What shall we
choose?

Whom should we favour? We’ve nothing
to lose.

If Grandma’s insulted, Aunt Kate will be
glad;

So let’s be unclannish, and make them
all mad.

Let’s call her Dolores, or Marie, or Joy,
Or even Roberta—in case ‘‘she’s’ a boy.
Just think of their faces! How shocked
they’ll all be!
They’ll say that it’s ruined the Family
Tree.
P. Knox, F.V.

IRRESISTIBLE URGE

I woke up with a start. The grand-
father clock outside my room chimes
midnight. I feel an irresistible sense of
adventure. Still in my nightdress, I slip
down the long staircase, through the
door and out into the grounds of the
old mansion-house. There is a thick
wood a few hundred yards from the
front door, and I am irresistibly drawn
towards this. It is dark, like black vel-
vet, embossed with a pattern of trees.
Clouds blot out the stars, although the
outline of the full moon can only be
seen occasionally through a blueish
haze . . .

I walk slowly. Deep in the heart of
the wood it is darker than ever . .. even
the blue moon is blotted out by the
branches of the trees . .. I am far away
from the world . .. I cannot find my way
back through the trees . . . I cannot find
my way in the black velvet darkness.

The undergrowth in the heart of the
wood grows thick and high as the jungle
... the trees close in around me, restrict-
ing movement . . . I am afraid ... I am
lost here in the wood, lost and afraid.
The trees fall back. . .. A shadow passes
in front of the now visible blood-red
moon. . . . A shadow that is not a cloud.
...Iscream....

It is here in the wood that I am found
by sun-light — DEAD.

Sandra.
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THE SMALL BOY

Like a drowned, blackflint pinnacle far
out at sea

He hovers an inch from the road of mud.

Lost.

Small, cold, wet, deflated and lost

Through endless gaping yards of fear

The sight attacks me violently.

Everyone everywhere ever in suffering

Bundled up like a skyful of rags

Into the one, single, solitary figure,

His hair shrill as a soldier’s scream

His lips weakly parted like a beggar’s
hands

His rose face fierce as the cross-scarlet
scars

And his eyes.

Slowly, through centuries a tear forms

(Pathetic symbol of moist misery)

Enclosing all misery in a pale liquid
globe

Completely.
Brian Taylor, F.VI.

LOVE
I had it:
It’s hand reached out and took me by
surprise:
For one night it was there and I was

happy.
It was no dream
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I found it—or did it find me?
I don’t know:
But it was there.
I know not how it came
But he was there.
He was real.
He touched me
And I touched him.
Music blared,
We couldn’t hear,
But what did I care?
On that night
I was infinitely happy.
Then,
‘When it was over,
It faded
Just a little.
Then —
I was dropped from its highest cliff!
Down, down!
Desperately clutching at saplings,
Fragments of hope.
But it was too late.
I landed,
Hard, rocky, prickly was the landing,
And I was broken.
I rolled onto soft moss and grass.
For a moment I was sore all over.
Then 1 fell asleep.
Rain.
Rain washed everything away but the
memory.
Now I am awake.
The memory lingers—
That was all—
Until today.
J. L, FIV.









GENESIS

“Who are you?” said the Prime Minister.

“I am God,” replied the stranger.

“1 don’t believe you,” sneered the P.M.
“Show me a miracle.” And God showed the
P.M. the miracle of birth.

“Pah!’ said the P.M. *“My scientists are
creating life in test tubes and have solved the
secret of heredity. Artificial insemination is
more certain than your lackadaisical method,
and by cross-breeding we are producing fish
and mammals to our design. Show me a proper
miracle.”

And God caused the sky to darken and hail-
stones came pouring down, ‘“That’s nothing!”
said the P.M. picking up the telephone to the
Air Ministry. “Send up a met. plane would
you, old chap, and sprinkle the clouds with
some silver chloride crystals.”

And the met. plane went up and sprinkled
the clouds which had darkened the earth, and
the hailstones stopped pouring down and the
sun shone brightly.

“ Show me another,” said the P.M.

“1 will cause a plague of frogs to descend
upon the land,” said God.

The P.M. picked up the telephone. “ Get the
Ministry for Agriculture and Fisheries,” he
said to the Operator “ and instruct them to
procure a frog killer, as myxamatosis Kkilled
rabbits.” And soon the land was free of frogs,
and the people gave thanks and erected labora-
tories in his name.

“Show me another,” sneered the P.M.

And God caused the sea to divide. The P.M.
picked up his direct-link telephone to the
Polaris submarine. “ Lob a few I.C.B.Ms. into
Antarctica and melt the ice cap please, old
man.”

And the ice cap melted, and the water came
rushing back to the sea again. “I will kill all
the first-born,” said God.

“ Paltry tricks,” said the P.M. “ Watch this!”

He pressed a button on his desk and missiles
flew to their pre-ordained destinations. H-
bombs split the world asunder and radic-activity
killed every mortal thing.

“I can raise the dead,” said God.

‘“Please,” said the P.M. in his cardboard
coffin, “Let me live again.”

l'd“ Why, who are you?” said God, closing the
1d.
Lester Barr.

FLAME

Flickering tiny yellow flame of candle

then deeper redder flame of paper

now harder, hungrier devastating
flame

as it eats carpets and curtains

then finally the wood catches

and all is gone.

Fire is powerful, all possessing,
good as slave, but bad as master,
ready to serve, but readier to rule.
Watch out! That little docile flame
in a grate or on a candle is

waiting for the one careless mistake.

Nicholas Dryden, F.IL

A PETITION

We are a band of town mice,

Liking to live in schools or hice.

We might live in a field with flowers and
nettles

But still we prefer to live with Mr
Kettles—

That is, not with him but under the floor

Reaching Mrs Lambert’s by a door.

Really we live all over the school

But these are headquarters as a rule.

We don’t mind sharing our home with

ou,

We gon’t expect it to stay like new,

We don’t mind your rubbish

(Sometimes it’s tasty-ish)

But really the noise

(It’s all those boys),

We really feel we must object,

Hoping this fault you will correct.

I mean, you really must admit

We do put up with quite a bit!

Could we have it quieter still?

You'll say ¢ Yes,” I know you will.

Please do something about the din

If only to the rooms we're in.

Our headquarters, as I said before,

Are under Mr Kettles’ floor;

Mr Fyall’s is another place,

Mr Paton’s contains a whole race,

One or two mice scurry below

Then to Mrs Waiton’s they go.

But please, of those most of all

Is under Mr Kettles’ wall.

Anonimouse
(with sympathizers of H.F., F.IIL.)

if you use any of this stuff,
you must be really hard up
for articles.
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EARLY ONE MORNING

The short story told below is based
on quotations which are indicated by
brackets. Try to guess who said each
particular quote.

Therefore (abide with me). (This is
not the end, it is not even the beginning
of the end but it is perhaps the end of
the beginning).

(Early one morning, just as the sun
was rising) Mary woke up, went down-
stairs and had breakfast with her family
(some sipping punch, some sipping tea).
After deciding to (walk upon England’s
mountains green) she set off (steady of
heart and stout of hand) to her friend’s
house and together they began their
(journey into the unknown). Mary was
very embarrassed when her young impu-
dent brother called out (who’s your fat
friend?) While walking down a dusty
country lane they decided that (there’ll
always be an England while there’s a
country lane). They (wandered lonely
as a cloud) (past the near meadows,
over the still stream, up the hillside).
Having (nothing to eat but food) they
ate lunch in a wood wondering why
(there was no leaf upon the forest bare,
no flower upon the ground). Then they
ran and (stood tiptoe upon a little hill).
Suddenly from the wood flew a robin
(like a pale martyr in his shirt of fire),
thought Mary, “(a wonderful bird is a
pelican)”. In order to be home before
('tis the very witching time of night)
Mary and her friend wearily (drudge
through the miry lane by the skulking
pond where the pollards frown). At last
Mary lay down in bed (to sleep per-
chance to dream).
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(This is the beginning of the end).
There is nothing more for me to write
except that (I have nothing to declare
except my genius).

QUOTATIONS

“Abide with me”—Henry Francis Lyte.

“This is not the end, it is not even the begin-
ning of the end, but it is perhaps the end of
the beginning”—Sir Winston Churchill.

“Early one morning, just as the sun was rising”
—Anonymous.

“Some sipping punch, some sipping tea”—
William Wordsworth.

“Walk upon England’s mountains green”—Wil
liam Blake.

“Steady of heart and stout of hand”—Sir Walter
Scott.

“Journey into the unknown”—Jules Verne.

“Who’s your fat friend?””—George Bryan Brum-
mell.

“There’ll always be an England while there’s
a country lane”—Hughie Charles.

“Wandered lonely as a cloud”—William Words-
worth.

“Past the near meadows, over the still streams,
up the hillside”—John Keats.

“Nothing to eat but food”—Benjamin Franklin
King.

“Therg was no leaf upon the forest bare, no
flower upon the ground”—Percy Bysshe Shel-

ey.

“Stood tiptoe upon a little hill’—John Keats.

“Like a pale martyr in his shirt of fire”—
Alexander Smith.

“A wonderful bird is a pelican”—George Lanier
Neinnt.

“’Tis the very witching time of night”—William
Shakespeare.

“Drudge through the miry lane by the skulking
pond where the pollards frown”—Edmund
Blunden.

“To sleep perchance to dream”—William Shake-
speare.

“This is the beginning of the end”—Charles-
Maurice de Talleygrand.

“I have nothing to declare except my genius”
—Oscar Wilde.

eg.


















THE TRAIN JOURNEY

Hearing the midnight siren, as I lay in my bed,
from the clocks, I turned my thoughts back
to that memorable night of 30 years ago. The
night when my life might well have been
ended. I can remember it well . . ..

. . . . The busy station was in darkness, the
only light coming from lanterns carried by the
porters and station master. The monstrous
black train steamed in and hissed to a halt.
Doors were slamming and banging as people
got on and off the train. Finally the train
streamed out into the blackness of the night,
with reluctance. Through the barren country-
side which once was green and pleasant, we
steadily moved onwards.

The dimmed light of the compartment was
barely adequate to see from one side to the
other and I could hardly make out my travel-
ling companions, but from what I could see
they seemed as unenchanted with our present
situation as I did.

The old man in the corner was huddled up,
trying perhaps to sleep. The woman sitting
opposite him with her two children cuddling
into her, was very poorly dressed. She wore
laddered stockings, shoes with holes and an
obviously ancient suit, The only respectable
things she was wearing were her hat and
blouse. It was obvious that her clothing rations
were spent on her children as they, in com-
parison were beautifully dressed. The old
lady, who was sitting next to me, clicked con-
tinuously and annoyingly away at her knitting.
She too was shabbily dressed, from her hat
down to her shoes. The only relief from the
faded clothes was a double string of pearls
which positively glowed round her neck.

“Click! Click! Click!”

On and on she went till I found myself
wanting to scream from sheer exasperation.

The train rushed on. Once or twice the little
light began to flicker as if pretending to die;
another train passed us, breaking the mono-
tonous noise of our train, its wheels making
sparks as they turned on the track. It was a
fast moving express.

We sped on, passing through station after
station and village after village. We came to a
town, a large badly kept town. We could see
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homeless urchins and orphans sleeping by the
railway embankment. The noise of the train
overcame the sobs but one could imagine the
noise and it rang round one's head. Their
families and friends, their homes and all they
had ever known had all been obliterated as had
those of many others in many other towns.
We passed through the town stopping briefly
at its only station, This too was badly damaged.
As we moved off again, we made for the edge
of the town again. It was while we were pas-
sing through this stage of our journey that we
first heard the siren. The aeropane flew over,
droning above us. Their bombs were landing
on the already badly hit town. The train, by
this time, was completely blacked out to avoid
being an obvious target. The little girls were
sobbing and their mother was trying to com-
fort them; however, with the bombs exploding
all around us it is little wonder that they
continued despite their mother’s endeavours.
The little old lady next to me went on knitting
automatically, stopping now and then only to
finger her pearls or to utter a short prayer
under her breath, while the old man sat in
his corner and muttered and scratched con-
tinuously. I was amazed that the old woman
could still keep on Kknitting in the darkness
but instead of stopping on and on she went,
on and on . .. The train puffed on continuously
and the planes went away, their job was done.
The lights in the train came on and a sense
of relief was felt. The train rattled on, on and
on....

Suddenly it made a great lunge forward. The
lights went out and we were all flung forward
on to the floor in a great surge. Great wailings
arose from up and down the train and the train
crumpled up and cracked and broke. There was
a sound of splintering glass and wood. Flames
struck up at the front of the train. Sound of
people screaming in agony and terror wafted
up on the cool night breeze to our ears. I
couldn’t take in the horror of the tragedy which
had just taken place.

After a few minutes my head cleared. I
tried to pick myself up, managed and scrambled
out of the crumbled carriage. Just as I did so,
there was an enormous explosion as the engine
blew up. Others had extracted themselves by
now and the horror began to sink in. We all
got together and tried to rescue as many people
as possible from the fiery grave.

Much later help came. Ambulances and fire-
tenders came to rescue the injured. I remember
little more after this till I awoke up in a
sterile smelling hospital ward. Many hours after
this I learned of the full extent of the tragedy.

How many innocent lives are needlessly
wasted in war.

Anthea Henderson, F.V.






INTERVIEW

Valerie A. Reid and John C. Vannet, aided
and abetted by Catherine M. McLeod and J.
Michael G. Blair might seem a group of cele-
brities worthy of the interviewing acumen of
Robin Day or the suavity of David Frost; but
in the unaccountable absence of these gentle-
men I asked them to reveal what power had
done to them: In the somewhat inelegant sur-
roundings of archaic desks, squeaking radiators,
battleship paint and broken window-panes this
is what I discovered!

1 Question: Why (honestly) do you think
you were chosen?
Valerie: 1 live nearest Miss Gray.
John: The Headmasters thought I was
Michael Blair.

2 And now, a question for their deputies.
What do you like most and least about the
Head Girl?
Catherine 1: T like her because she’s Head
Girl instead of me.

2: I dislike the fact that she can
eat doughnuts without get-
ing fat.

Michael 1: Can't think of anything likeable.
2: Or, unlikeable (come to think
of it).
(Does this suggest a lack
of vocabulary?)

3 Question: What do you like most in school?
Valerie: Free periods.
John: Cups of tea from Lilly and Betty.
Catherine: Canteen apples.
Michael: Cadets!

4 Question: What do you dislike most in

school?

Valerie: Staff who walk into the Prefect’s
room without knocking.

John: Brilliant new telephone system sum-
moning prefects to go errands.

Catherine: There are not enough hiding
places.

Michael: Vast numbers of members of staff
who come in late (they are the only
individuais in the *late” book).
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HOOTLEHOO

wheels and I make painful
groaning noises because the
noise of the wheels gives me a

You
don’t need
to believe me
but I'm a thing,
a Hootlehoo! I move
one thing — square

headache. T wear
a hat and it’s pink

for

camouflage

I eat food, things

like

glue

5 Question: What would you do if you were
Rector for a day?
Valerie: Have a fit.
John: Persuade the Board to supply a
business (?) car for the Head Boy.
Catherine: Expel all the ¢ skivers,” and
then go to the beach for a picnic.

Michael: Make the Staff obey the traffic
regulations.

6 Traditional Question: What is your favourite
food?

Valerie: Doughnuts and Potato Crisps
(Salt and Vinegar).

John: Anything edible.

Catherine: Cheese/spinach.

Michael: Rest of prefects exclaim “We
never see Michael eating!”

7 Question: Why do you continually gaze
out of the window of the prefect’s room?
Valerie: T can’t stand watching Michael
playing patience (?).
John: To cover up others pursuing ulterior
motives on the bench beneath.
Catherine: It stops my getting bored.

Michael: There’s no point in gazing at the
wall behind.

8 Question: What advice do you have for
your successors?

Valerie: Take a panadol.
John: Commit suicide.
Catherine: Leave now.

Michael: Whatever you do, don't worry:
and that’s an order.

9 What question would you most like to ask

the questioner?

Valerie: Who wrote ‘ Ivanhoe?”

John: Why do you call your belt “Clarissa?”

Catherine: Where do you get your ties?

Michael: Why don’t you ever write the
true story of the staffroom to be put in
the School Library?

And that’s as good a place as any to end.
R.S.F.

P.S.—Carolyn E. Sillars and William D. L.
Boath sent their apologies.















DO YOU LOVE MY JESUS?

How many times today have you remarked
to yourself or to another person “Jesus loves
me?” How many times have you thought of
Jesus? You know the Man who died on the
cross to save you from your sins? How often
have you prayed to God via Jesus? If you have
answered no to any of these questions then you
are not a true Christian, but before you reach
to rip this page from your magazine, before
your conscience receives a nasty jolt, hear this
—you will not be the only one.

Myself and those who think along the same
lines as me, believe that the basic reason for
“forgetting Jesus ” is the inadequate teaching
given to people, when young, by the orthodox
Church of Scotland. This Church is tending to
work around spiritual problems, especially of
young people, and do more, very good I might
add, social work for old and infirm people. This
is where the Jesus Movement comes in.

The Jesus Movement is a spontaneous move-
ment which helps people with spiritual prob-
lems; to help them find Jesus and thus to save
them, for Jesus said that the only way to
Heaven was through Him. The leader of the
movement is Jesus himself—he controls every-
thing.

You may have seen a man called Arthur
Blessit on television; he is an important figure
but he, like everyone else, was caught up in
the spontaneous movement of love for Him
who died for us. This movement does not
contain young people exclusively but it is
aimed at young people to try to stop them
becoming a part of the convenient, watered
down version preached from C. of S. pulpits.
Bible studies are held, various people speak
about their experiences of finding and knowing
Jesus, but perhaps the most important outward
image of the Movement is “ Rock-God.” ““ Rock
God” is the musical accompaniment of the
Movement. Not only hard rock but also soft
rock and pop come into this category which
has one thing in common—they are all about
Jesus.

In America the Movement started separately
in several places; one of these on Sunset Strip,
traditional meeting place of drug addicts, hip-
pies and the like. These people were made
Christians, they were saved—saved from all
their sins. Jesus solved all moral, drug and

other problems. Hallelujah! They stopped
having free sex, they stopped taking drugs—
with no ill-effects—by their faith in one man
—my Jesus.

But before you say that you would not like
your offspring mixing with ex-American drug
addicts and you don’t think the Movement will
catch on in Britain, I have news for you—IT
HAS!

May be you think your children are happy
with their religious education. Ask them.
Chances are that they are not at all happy and
therefore Jesus will find them and they will be
saved. But it is not only hippies and drop-outs
that are in the Movement; in America short
hairs and “nice High School Boys” are in the
Movement and this so far is the general impres-
sion in Britain.

If you have felt shocked by this you will
realise that Christianity as a whole needs a
fresh breath—yet the C. of S. still ignores it—
and this breath is the Jesus Movement.

Remember to smile-——GOD LOVES YOU!
Jimmy Suttie, F.V.
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THE WEE MALKIES

As Dr Malcolm Macleod turned the key to
lock his laboratory in the Animal Genetics
Department of Oxford University he said good-
night to his “Wee Malkies.” Now the “Wee
Malkies” were on their own, two little mice.
They maybe looked ordinary but they were
super-intelligent mice, the final end-product of
several years’ research, in genetic selection. The
next morning as he entered the lab the lab
technician was cursing Malcolm and his “Wee
Malkies” under his breath, but when he went to
the cage — HORROR ! !—it was open. Adam
and Eve were gone!—he had locked the cage
before he went and Dr Macleod had checked
it—only the Malkies could have picked the lock!

Adam and Eve who had seen all they wanted
to see, and thought England was a dump, were
now sitting happily in the back of a cheese
lorry going North to Scotland. Malcolm was
intelligent so surely the country from which
he had come must be better than England. Soon
the Malkies had crossed the border and rejoiced
to find that Scotland was indeed better than
England. They decided the best idea would be
to find a quiet place for a few months where
no one would disturb them. After a few days
the Malkies reached Mallaig where they hid in
Bruce Watt’s boat which was preparing to leave
for St Kilda (the paradise for mice).

As the gale in the Minch grew stronger Eve
began to have her doubts. The boat tossed and
swayed and the Wee Malkies were by now
decidedly sick—but a quick nibble on a sea-
sickness pill dropped by a member of the
National Trust party going to St Kilda soon
cured that. On and on, the boat sailed until
suddenly it stopped and the little stowaways
peeped out from under a tarpaulin. Here was
heaven! Scuttling off the boat unnoticed the
Wee Malkies landed on St Kilda and settled
comfortably in a cleft on Mullach Mhor.

The Wee Malkies multiplied; Adam and Eve
had done their work well and the Wee Malkies
thrived. It was decided to call a parliament of
the Malkies. Soon outside cottage No. 1 Village
Street, St Kilda the first Malkie Parliament was
under way. The first question was nationality.
The Malkies found this no problem as they had
almost decided this already. They were going
to be Scots. Then there was the problem of
language. They communicated with each other
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by telepathic process but realised they must
start speaking to communicate with the less
intelligent humans. All 270 little mice had
different ideas. One stood up and said, “Why
not speak Latin? It’s a highly sophisticated
language.”

“But nobody likes learning it, and anyway
it's a dead language,” replied Adam. “How
about Gaelic then? It’s a highly sophisticated
and inflected language and they aspirate which
makes it more difficult,” suggested another.
And so the Malkies were now Scots and spoke
Gaelic.

After this the Malkies decided it was time
to take over St Kilda from the soldiers who
were making a pretty poor job of things. The
Malkies being so much more intelligent were
accepted at once by the soldiers, who accepted
their superiority.

By now there were 5,000 Malkies—a popula-
tion explosion. So Adam and Eve (now elderly)
and 10 other offspring mice stayed on St Kilda
while the others migrated to the mainland. They
integrated with the community and began to
get all the best jobs including Rector of Oban
High School and Minister of the Free Church
in Stornoway. They took to wearing the most
sensible dress—the kilt and sporan, and they
decided they were now ready for the Mod as
their singing had improved.

At the Mod the public had its first full scale
meeting with the Malkies and Eve’s first son
Calum won the gold medal (for traditional
singing) while all the other prizes were won by
other Malkies. And so the public knew the
Malkies, accepted the Malkies and wanted the
Malkies.

The Scottish Nationalist Party approached
the Malkies to take them over and it now con-
sisted of Malkies alone, and the head of the
party was Calum’s brother, Iain. When the
General Election came round the Opinion Poll
Canvassers asked, “ Whit’ll ye dae Missis now
the Wee Malkies have come?”’ The reply was
always “Whit’ll T dae? I'll vote for the Wee

“Malkies! I'm seeck a’ death of that stupid twit

in the yacht and that fat nyaff wi’ the Gannex
raincoat and the pipe! I'll vote for the Malkies!”
So the Malkies won the election by the greatest
majority ever known and took over Britain by
election not by force. The British never had it
so good!

Soon chairman Mao came with his little red



book saying that he was getting old and there
was no one fit to take his place. “Will you take
over China?” And the Malkies accepted. And
what did you get? Chinese Malkies! Nixon
worn out by Vietnam came with the same story,
so America was Malkised. Next came Brezh-
nehz and Russia fell peacefully to Malkie Rule.

Gradually Malkie rule spread over the world.
No war was known and people lived happily
under Malkie Rule. Pink, black, yellow and red
Malkies mingled and mixed to make a mouse
coloured Malkie like Adam and Eve. Peace
ruled. No strife was known. Vietnam was at
peace, Ireland was one happy community once
more. The Malkies were supreme and Dr Mal-
colm Macleod was awarded the Nobel prizes
for chemistry, physics and PEACE.

THE FIRE

The fire was blazing fiercely before
anyone arrived. News of it spread
throughout the village almost as quickly
as the fire through the house. Soon
people began to arrive at the scene to
gaze in admiration and discuss what to
do. Someone suggested forming a bucket
chain and this idea was put into opera-
tion. Buckets were fetched, the chain
formed and small quantities of water
thrown uselessly on the fire.

“Wish the fire engine would hurry,”
said one enthusiastic spectator.

“Aye, pity the fire station is so far
away,” returned another.

“What about the lady who was sup-
posed to be living there?”

“Woman? I thought the place was
deserted.”

“She must still be in there! Oh! dear!
We must get her out! Quick!” shrieked
a hysterical woman spectator.

They began calling. It was a fegble
attempt as their cries could not possibly
have been heard above the roar of the
inferno. With bells clanging gaily the
fire engine arrived. On being told of the
situation the head fireman scratched his
head thoughtfully and told the frightened
spectators, “Nothing can be done about
the woman, if there is one, until we get
the fire out.”

The hoses gradually began to take
effect and the charred skeleton of the
house was no longer bedecked with
flames of orange, yellow and red. How-
ever, it was still doubtful if an old lady
was living in the house. Everyone began
arguing with each other, and everyone
maintained he held the correct point of
view. Eventually a small boy materialised
from nowhere and said in a loud high
voice, “There was a lady in the house.”

A deathly silence fell.

“How do you know, sonny?” queried
the enthusiastic spectator.

“I had to go messages for her yester-
day ’cos she can’t really get out of bed.
She said the house used to be her home
but she went away and now she’s come
back again. She muttered something
silly about coming back to die.”

The little boy looked round inquiringly
at the solemn faces then asked, “Why?
has anything happened to her?”

Searching through the wreckage of
the house the firemen found some pieces
of furniture. Nothing else.

eg.
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Former Pupils’ Section

OLD GIRLS’ CLUB
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A
Marriages :

Miss Jean S. Baird to Dr William Stimson.
Miss Elizabeth Adams to Mr James F. Anderson.
Miss Vivien Wood to Mr Alastair Scott.

Miss Pamela Fleming to Mr Bruce G. Johnston.

Greetings to Old Girls everywhere!

The 40th Annual General Meeting of the Club
was held on Monday, 13th March, 1972, when
the following office-bearers were appointed:—
President, Miss 1. A. McNaughton; Vice-Presi-
dents, Mrs Jenny Pate, Mrs Avril Tweedie;
Hon. Treasurer, Mrs D. Thornton, 2 Claypotts
Terrace, Broughty Ferry; Hon. Secretaries, Mrs
R. T. Leslie, 96 Grove Road, Broughty Ferry,
Mrs A. Scott, 6 Abertay Street, Barnhill. Other
members of Committee appointed were Mrs R.
Grieve and Miss A. W. Gray, ex-officio, Mrs 1.
Dryden, Mrs J. Peggie, Mrs E. Clark, Mrs E.
Hardie, Mrs 1. Lindsay, Mrs J. Stark, Mrs E.
Milne, Mrs A. Barnett, Mrs S. Jamieson, Mrs R.
Marshall, Mrs H. Stiven, and Mrs E. Cram.
The total membership of the Club is now 705.

The Reunion Dinner was held on the 29th
October in the Chamber of Commerce. The
attendance was slightly down on the previous
year but a most enjoyable reunion took place.
Dr Pat Thomas, an ophthalmologist and lay
preacher came from Birmingham to be with us.
This year we are to return to the Chamber of
Commerce on 3rd November and we hope to
ll;ave the usual support of old and new mem-

ers.

In May, 1971, we once again ran a tea party
in the new Dining Hall in conjunction with the
Old Boys for the School Leavers and a happy
afternoon was enjoyed by those who attended.
We extend a warm welcome to all girls leaving
School in July and trust they will join the Club.

As in previous years, in June 1971 the School

and the Club joined forces and ran the Tea
Tent and Cake and Candy Stall at the School
Sports. We were fortunate to have a sunny
afternoon, and the Club profited by approxi-
mately £80. We are to do the same again this
year and would like to thank all members of
staff and pupils for the help given.

The committee of Old Boys’ and Old Girls’
appointed to work on the Trust Fund are
happy to report that £76,000 has so far been
raised. The campaign director left at the end
of March and the committee are still urgently
looking for support from all former pupils to
help reach the target of £150,000.

It was brought to the notice of the Committee
that in the Senior School prize list there is a
Dux prize for the first boy in Form I, but no
such prize for the first girl. The Club have,
therefore, donated £100 to the School for the
purpose of awarding this prize each year. The
prize is to be named the Florence Whytock
Prize for the Dux in Form I Girls.

The Annual General Meeting in 1973 will be
held on Monday, 12th March, and intimation
will be given in the Courier and Advertiser.

We have added a list of members who have
disappeared from our mailing lists owing to a
change of name or address. If you can help
please send name and address to the Secretary,
Mrs R. T. Leslie, 96 Grove Road, Broughty
Ferry, Dundee.

Missing Members and last known address :

Mrs James Ewart (Marion Wiltshire), 12 Sunny-
side, Kirriemuir.

Mrs Fiona McRitchie (Buchanan), 2 Hyndford
Street, Dundee.

Miss Margaret A. Anderson, 10 Strips of Craigie
Road, Dundee.

Misses Audrey and Muriel Allan, Westbourne,
Durham Street, Monifieth.

Miss Kathleen Allan, 2 Chalmers Street, Dun-
dee.

Mrs George Balls, Manse of Kerse, Grange-
mouth.

Miss H. Baxter, 3 Inverleith Ave., Edinburgh.

Mrs Beath, 5 Camphill Road, Broughty Ferry.

Mrs Allan Bell, The Manse, Aberuthven.

Mrs P. Briggs, (Jewell Kidd), 5 Union Street,
Seissett, Nr. Huddersfield.

Mrs C. Billet (C. Bradburn), 123 Wards Road,
Brechin.

Miss Morag Campbell, 62 Pettycur Road, King-
horn, Fife.

Miss Muriel Crawford, Wraes, Birkhill, Dundee.

Miss Norma Currie, married address unknown.

Mrs James Dunlop, (Esme Bowman), Stables,
Glassnock, Cumnock, Ayrshire.

Mrs W. Galloway, 116 Law Street, Dundee.

Mrs Fergus Gibb (Linda Mollison), c/o Har-
rison Road, Dundee (In Canada).

Mrs A. G. Hamilton (J. Burnett), 10 Clarence
Street, Paisley.

Mrs Harold Inglis (W. Meston), 10 High Street,
Yarm, Yorks.

Miss Audrey Low, 25 Dalhousie Road, Barnhill.

Miss Agnes Melville, ¢c/o Bank of Scotland,
Victoria Street, Dundee.

Mrs A. B. Moore.

Miss Sheila J. Plant.

Miss Florence Phillips, 16 Greenhill Terrace,
Edinburgh.

Mrs Kenneth Philip (Kathleen Barrie), 4 Nor-
wood Crescent, Dundee.

Mrs L. T. Rees, Flat 4, Fernwood Court, Fern-
wood Road, Jeswood, Newcastle.

Misses M. B. and P. S. Richardson, 14 Con-
stitution Terrace, Dundee.

Mrs M. E. Robertson, Spylawbank Road, Colin-
ton, Edinburgh.

Mrs Nora Taylor (Allan), Westbourne, Durham
Street, Monifieth.

Miss Jean R. Thain, 322 Strathmartine Road,
Dundee.
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Mrs J. A. Todd, Coylum, Wellpark Terrace,
West Newport.

Mrs Wenyon, Ledaig, Wormit, Fife.

Mrs Isobel White, Kinvara, Tayport, Fife.

Mrs Ian K. Young, 125 Market Street, St
Andrews, Fife.

The following have joined the Club since
March, 1971 :

Miss Gillian Green, 62 Glamis Road, Dundee.

Miss Careen Petrie, 9 Robson Street, Dundee.

Miss Christine High, 94 Victoria Road, Dundee.

Miss Helen Stout, Overdale, Errol Road, Inver-
gowrie.

Miss Marion Armitage, 6 Skene St., Broughty
Ferry, Dundee.

Miss Lynda Henderson, 2 Park Road, Inver-
gowrie.

Miss Winifred Repper, Rosebank, Alyth.

Miss J. Helen Smith, Balruddery Farm, Inver-
gowrie.

Mrs Margot M. Cruden, Bower Bank, 12 Park
Road, Dundee.

Miss Lorna C. MacDougall, 33 Bingham Terrace,
Dundee.

Miss Jennifer Grove-White, 71 High Street,
Cowbridge, Glamorgan, Wales.

Miss Pamela A. Fleming, 2 Norwood Crescent,
Dundee.
We deeply regret the deaths of the following

members :

Mrs J. Laird.

Miss Agnes J. Stewart.

Mrs Beatrice Watson.

Miss Alice Moodie.

Mrs Joan Ellis.

Miss Elma Cairncross.

Katharine Leslie and Vivien Scott
(Hon. Secretaries).

FORMER PUPILS LADIES’ HOCKEY CLUB

Following a very successful season during
1970/71 the Club Secretary arranged new fix-
tures for the 1st XI against Western Wanderers,
Stirling High Former Pupils, Jordanhill Col-
lege School Former Pupils and Boroughmuir,
Although the first team’s results of both the
Dundee (Golf).
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new and regular fixtures this season have left
room for improvement it has been agreed that
the new fixtures were worthwhile and will be
continued.

1st X1 P D w L F A
1970/71 20 3 14 3 60 36
1971/72 21 1 5 15 29 60

By arranging new fixtures for the 1st XI it
has been possible to field a 2nd XI regularly
this season. This has stimulated interest in the
game and there is now greater competition for
first team places. It is to be hoped that next
season this will produce the desired results.

Our thanks go to the present pupils who
have helped us out during the season, and we
look forward to welcoming new members for
the 1972/73 season.

OLD BOYS’ CLUB

The Trust Appeal Fund remains uppermost
in our priorities at this time and with the appeal
to local industry now getting under way, the
Fund stands at about £78,000, just past the
halfway mark. The first outburst of enthusiastic
activity having passed with beneficial results,
it is now up to all members of the club to rise
to the challenge of working to achieve the
target figure.

The situation at present is that the Appeal
Office still have a large list of people who have
not been approached and those who have
already assisted by visiting are requested to
brace themselves for further effort. This is
something to which all Club Members are
asked by the Appeal Committee to give their
support.

In May, as has been our recent custom, a
School Leavers Tea Party was held in conjunc-
tion with the Old Girls Club, and our thanks
go to Miss Gray and Mrs Katherine Leslie for
organising the same.

The annual Fishing Outing was held at Loch
Leven on 5th June, and the Golf Outing at
Barry on 9th June. Any members not on the
conveners’ lists should contact Bill Clark,

Lisheen, Auchterhouse (Fishing), and Bill
Ritchie, ¢/o Ed. Cowan & Sons, 4 High Street,

Owing to increased costs in publication and
circulation of the School Magazine, the Club
is no longer circulating the Magazine to mem-
bers whose subscriptions fall more than 2 years
in arrears.

The Annual Dinner will be held in the Cham-
ber of Commerce Club, Panmure Street, Dundee
on Friday 1st December. Please note the change
of venue.

The following persons have joined the Club
during the past 6 months:—Messrs E. H. Irvine,
M. H. Winton, M. Petrie, W. Cuthbert, D. G.
Sibbald and J. S. Sibbald.

It was with regret that we noted the death of
the following members during the past 6 months:
Messrs W. L. Proctor, W. F. Simpson, Fred
Scott and T. D. Bruce.

Contributions by members for publication in
the December issue will be gratefully received.

G. Fraser Ritchie,
4, High Street,
Dundee.
Secretary.

ANNEXATION

The Appeal Committee have pleasure in
reporting that as at 23rd May 1972 the total
gross sum received by the Trustees amounted
to £78,497 from some 433 donors at an average
gross gift of £184. The Committee are extremely
gratified at the high level of donation and are
most grateful to all donors. They are anxious
however that any person who is willing and
able either to help in the Appeal or is pre-
pared to give a donation, should contact the
Appeal Secretary at 32 South Tay Street, Dun-
dee. It is the intention of the Appeal Committee
to publish a list of donors in the Christmas
edition of this Magazine.






Stationery : Art Materials The M&/"/GG
Slide Rules School Of MOZLOI"/'I?g

| Marlee Road, Broughty Ferry
Technical Drawing Requisites
®

Personal Tuition by COLIN MUNRO, M.LAM,,

to pupils of Dundee High School MOT Approved Instructor

Door to Door Service

CONSULT THE EXPERTS Dual Controlled Ford Escort

Reasonable Rates

BURNS & HARRIS
°

112 & 118 NETHERGATE

Special terms for senior school pupils

DUNDEE and students
Telephone . . . . 22591 Tel. Dundee 77|8O




WM. CLARK & CO.

(Inverkeilor) and (Edzell) LTD.

SAND, GRAVEL and WHINSTONE QUARRIES

— READY MIXED CONCRETE —

FREE ESTIMATES
GIVEN
for all types of

BITUMINOUS
MACADAM
ROADS and DRIVES

Works at:
INVERKEILOR, by Arbroath
Telephone 239 and 326

CAPO, by Laurencekirk
Telephone NORTHWATERBRIDGE 278
Manager’s Residence : ARBROATH 3562

WALLACE
Yond O Gakes
e

for
PIES and BRIDIES

8 CRICHTON STREET

AND BRANCHES
Head Office : STOBSWELL BAKERY Telephone 42224

LYON & SHERRIFFS

For all your

RADIO & TELEVISION REQUIREMENTS

32 GRAY STREET, 191 BROOK STREET
and 200 KING STREET
BROUGHTY FERRY

Telephone: 79056




The Royal Dundee Institution
for the Blind

FOUNDED 1865

59 MAGDALEN YARD ROAD
DUNDEE, DD1 4LJ

General Manager: T. G. Bell, T.D.

We manufacture Bedding (Mattresses, Divans, Headboards, Bed-

Ends, Cots, Bunk Beds, Continental Quilts and Pillows) ; Brushes;

Baskets and Baby Bassinettes in Cane and Willow ; Mats ; Woven

Fibre (Canetex) Furniture; and the Dun-di-Donk, our donkey-
shaped Pouffe.

Upholstery Recovering, the Recaning of Chair Seats and Backs
and the Respraying of Cane Weave and Woven Fibre Furniture
also undertaken.

Visit our Showroom (facing Magdalen Green) or our retail shop at
51 NETHERGATE, DUNDEE, DD1 4DQ
or phone the Factory —Dundee 67292/3 and 60375,
or Retail Shop — Dundee 24761

WE COLLECT AND DELIVER FREE OF CHARGE

Can we help you in producing
your next order for:

Invoice Forms : Invoice Sets : Statements
Ledger Cards : Remittance Forms

Duplicate, Triplicate or Quadruplicate Books
for Invoices, Orders and Advices

Catalogues : Price Lists

Advertising Folders in Colour
Account Books : Loose Leaf Sheets
Compliment Slips : Business Cards
Tags and Labels : Broadsheets
Bookjackets : Posters and Handbills
Showcards : Visiting Cards

Private Notepaper : Parker Pens

Portable Typewriters

(rtial “Piiniors

(hbsoath ) Lrd

GRAVESEND, ARBROATH, ANGUS
DDI11 1HT
Telephone 2648




NURSING IN DUNDEE

Train under the most modern conditions in the newest purpose-built College of
Nursing in the Country, a College which provides theoretical training for one
of the largest groups of nurses in Scotland. Dundee offers unlimited opportunity
for an intensely worthwhile and satifying career for all who start their

training now.

Two year training leading to Enrolment is available in the following
hospitals :—

DUNDEE ROYAL INFIRMARY

MARYFIELD HOSPITAL

ROYAL DUNDEE LIFF HOSPITAL

STRATHMARTINE HOSPITAL

KING’S CROSS HOSPITAL

ASHLUDIE HOSPITAL

The above hospitals also provide a three year training on a group

basis leading to Registration.

Write now for full information to the Principal Nursing Officer of any of these

Hospitals or direct to the Principal of the College of Nursing, Ninewells, Dundee,




WELBECK COLLEGE

at 16 you can train to lead tomorrow’s army

1. The Army requires a proportion of highly trained technical officers, and for this requirement Welbeck College plays an
important part. The College has vacancies annually for 75 boys of about 16 to 17 years of age, in two half-yearly
intakes in January and September. They are given a two-year sixth-form education with the emphasis on Maths and
Physics. There are excellent facilities for all games and sports, including sailing.

The most that parents will be asked to contribute is £85 per term. For many, Welbeck is absolutely free. Major
items of clothing. holiday travel warrants, books, stationery, etc., are provided free. There are virtually no extras.

2. From Welbeck the boys enter Sandhurst for further training and are commissioned into one of the following :—
Royal Signals, Royal Electrical and Mechanical Engineers, Royal Engineers and Royal Army Ordnance Corps. There
are, in addition, some vacancies in the Royal Corps of Transport and the Royal Artillery.

At Sandhurst the cadets receive pay. There are no charges to parents whatsoever. Ex-Welbeck cadets are gaining
a high proportion of the top places on passing out from Sandhurst. The majority qualify for an engineering degree
course at either Cambridge or the Royal Military College of Science, Shrivenham.

3. Conditions of Entry :—
(a) Boys must be between the ages of 15 years 9 months and 17 years 2 months on the first day of the month in which
they enter Welbeck, i.e. Ist January or lIst September.

(b) They should be up to pass standard in the Scottish Certificate of Education (or G.C.E.) at Ordinary Level in Mathe-
matics Physics, English Language, and some other subjects, of which Chemistry and a foreign language are desirable.

(c) The closing date for receipt of applications is 10th January, and 1st June for the September and January intakes
respectively.

For further details post this coupon to :—

Schools Liaison Officer,
H.Q. SCOTLAND (ARMY),
EDINBURGH, EH1 2YX
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