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Editorial

, Macbeth in same hurri~d autobiographical notes men'tions
that he had onee found bis hair standing on end "at a dis-

, .
mal treatise", by wbich no doubt we should 'take him to
meliln nota dull sermon bpt some annals of crime similar to
bis own. This year's Literory Magazine is guaranteed not
to cause any such psychologica1 or physiological phenomena
by virtue of either its horror 'or ,its turgiwty. Witbin these
covers~ you will find recorded neither the deeds 0'1' gangsters
nor the '. dicta of philosophers. although the scope of the
articles' is, wide: they range from verse inspired by 'the death
()f His Majesty King George VI, that solemri occasion wbich
leftits imprint upon aU civilized men, to a discourse on
Spanish'BUll-fighting and notes on .the life of T. E. Lawrence,
passing lightly over such topies, as modern verse and the
activities of. a vislting Film Unit.,· From the front cover,
specially designed by Mr. G. H. Cooper. through the draw­
ing of a cricket match on Upper Field by Peter Thompson to
the ,very last page we have tried to make the magazine
attractive and interes'ting.
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Lying in State
,

We arrived at Westminster Station by well-known foutes,
and entered the court in front__of the Houses of Parliawent.
Obi route was perhaps unorthodox, for we used the double
iron gates set in the sideof the Station. Co!. Austin pre­
sented animposing pass to the'vast policemati in!>ide, a~d we
were immediately conducted to 'the central lobby,where we
were to meet Sir Ralph. Private pari:ies for severai M.P.s were
aIreadygathered there, and as we b;ad half an heur 10 :wait. ,
wesat and watchc? people come aridgo. Men whosefaces
are fanriliar through .their. appearance indaily newspapers
passed and repassed.

Four representatives o'f the School joumeyed toLondon to
Pay a last act of homage to our lateKing as he'lay, in state
in Westminster Hall,and it was my privllege to beincluded
in tbis smallparty. Sir Ralph Olyn, who, besides being the
Member of Parliament'for Abingdon, is a member of the
School governing body, very kindly' arranged that the Head­
master. acco~panied by three boys,should enter Westminster
Hall aspatt of bis private party, thusmissing the vast oueu~
of moumers which stretched for several miles. This was
indeed a great favour, and We are deeply. grateful to him. The
Headm,:asterand 'three boys were to 'meet Col. Austin and
Miss P. K. Ames. atPaddington, and made '1lP the party of .
six wbich l each M.P. was allowed to take over Westminster
Hall with a priorlty pass.

. .
PunctuaIly at 2~30 Sir Ralph was announced by the 'police-

man on duty. We were a11 introduced, and he then con­
. ducted us. over both .Houses, our passage being- swif't buf
comprehensive. Then he. took us 10 a side entrance of West~
minsrer Hall and we parted .company.

We entered ~)ll a scene that wilIremain indeh'bly imprinted
on the memory of alIof uso Many hundreds 0'1' people stoOO
in that great Hall, bu't the .silence wascompl~te, and at first
ove~helming. The_guatd was heing chanl!ed amt, as, each
officer slbw~marched to bisplace, the sound of high black



boots rubbinl! together ,cou1d be c1ear1y heard. the giory
of thc c..atafalque contrasted strangely with the', s'tarkness of
the archi'tectuie. It stood in the centre on a raised dais, with
its teh mo'tionless gqards the focus ofall eyes andhearts·in -'
ihat greatbuilding. Tbe coffin, draped in the gold and red
of the Royal Standard, restedon the purple catafalque; on
top of the coffin were se't the Imperial State Crown, 'the Orb,
and the Royal Sc;:eptre; whose jewels flashed with myriad
lights.

The brillian'i oolours 01 the guards' unlforms,glowed in the
huge cold Halllike a fire in an unlighted room. Four officers
of the Welsh Guards in their great bearskins stood at the
corners of the ca'tafalque, resting on their swords. In frout
of them stood. four Yeomen of the Guard, theirpartizans
.reversed, quite motionless with bowed heads. At the head
of the coffin, in front of the great Wanamaker Cross, stood
two Gentlemen-at-Arms, the King's personal bodyguard in
death as in life.

Down the broad sweep 01 the steps., 'two files of people
stood silent, 'awaiting their t1im to pay a last tribute to their
beloved King. , There was 'no sense of c1ass. distinction 'in
tha't queue, 'for everyone bad a common purpQse. Men in
city dress and ladies in fur coats stood shou1der to shoulder
with ordinary workmen, and there, as in the test cif London,
all c10thing was very subdued, and no bright colours ,were to
be seen. Drawn from all .c1asses of society, these people had
waited patien'tly for over four hours 10 petform their individ­
ual acts of love and loyalty.

It is impossible really to describe.one's own personal feel­
ings on entering the great Hall. The mere details o'f the
ca't8falque and its suiToundings were takenin at a glance and
dismissed. Mter that first glimpse attention was irresistably
focused on the flag-draped coffin, surmounted by, the Crown
Jewels. One did not think of the grandeur ang pageantry
which surrounded the King, but.ratherofa simp~ man with .

1;'
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J.W.

WhODl we alt had. some personalbond., however s1ight Mem­
ories croWded the mind .as we filed slowlypast the ca'ta­
falque, memories which we shared with everyone in the
throng. We turned at the end of the Hall, for one last look
at the magnificent scene, and passed through the canopied

•archway into the 'sunIit court beyond.

In Mem.oriam : King q.eorge VI.
, .

The presence of Death is feIt in an th~ land,
The light is darkened now by his vast wing.·
A sileril:nation mournsits well-loved King:-­
Another. page is. turned by Jm;'tory's hand.
Faithful he was, and aI!Vays strove to 'act,
Not. 'for, his own, but for h~s country's good.
Nor spared himself, but ever steadfast stood.
Nor fqrtitU(;le and constant courage lacked.
He walked with Death; but not as oneafraid.
He knew the certaintyof victory o'er the grave.
a:etrusted in thepöwer of God to save ­
And so thelas't great sacri!ice he made.
We sorrowed our loss, for him we must not moum.
For Death. hut heraIds· yet a -brighter DaWn.

, C. J. L-S.

Proclamation of Queen Elizabeth 11.
The dll-Y dawned fine and dear: A fresh breeze was blow­

ing. which whipped. the flagon the County Hall into violent
motion. In front of this imposing building, drawn up to form
three sides of a square. were con'tingents from the fighting
services. the Royal Navy from Culham, the Army aM the
R.A.F. from Abingdon aerodrome. They were smartIy
turned out, boots polished.uniforms creased,webbillg blan­
coed; There alsowasthesch60l band which.had, in reverish
haste. prepared itself' in order to play theNational Anthem.
Around the troops and on convenient vantage points; St.
Nicholas'Church Tower, 'the baIcöny o( theQueen's Hotel,

li

• t i
___.~__~'- __..c."--' c ,__~ __ ~__~_~ .. .. cc.'_... __ ."_. ..J



had gathered a conslderable crowd, school children, house~

wives, shopkeepers and others whp had interrupted their
daily work for thisshort,' simple, yethistoric ceremony.

At 11.10 a· procession of th~ Mayor' and the Corporation,
~n in. the ,full regalia of theiroffice, left the Gilildharr 'for 'the
<!ais placed before the County Hall. When they had taken
their places ,a fanfare of trumpets was sounded,and the
Junior'Sergeant-at-Mace stepped forward to the microphone.
The loud-speaker. crackled and 'the crowd instinctively edged
fOrward in order not tb miss anything. He rang bis bell and
cried: ."Oy~! Oyez I Oyez!· Praysilence while'His Worship
the~ayor reads the Royal Proclftmation." The Junior
Sergeant-at-Mace then made way for the Mayor. Tbe Mayor
held' in his hand a large sheet of' paper. 1t was the Royal
Proc1amation. This he r'ead in loud'cleartones which echoed

, ' around' the marke't~place. I can' still 'rem~mber snatches·of.
, It: "Whereas it' has pleased Almighty God 10 call to' His

Mercy our late sovereign lord, King George VI, of blessed
and glorious memory, . . we . . do . . proclaim theliigh and.
mighty Prlncess Elizabeth Alexandra Mary is now be~

comeQueenElizabeth TI " . God Save the Queen." While
he wl:lsreading this, everyone an,d everything rlse was still
and quiet, except the paper rustUng in the wind. When he
had finished, he stepped baCk; 'the trumpeters sounded another
fanfare. Tbe troops thenpresented arms while the Na'tional '
Anthem was played. Tbeirbayonets glinted in the sun.
.Those standing in the square joined in the singing, a tittle
shyly at fitst, but then more confidently. Tbe deep, well­

·defined shadow cast by the County Hall provided a sharp
/contrast be'tween,those standing in it and those whose faces
were' smitten by the glapng sun which, despite its brightness,
gave no warttlth. .

The, Anthem finished, the troops marched off; the Mayor}
and Corporation returned to the Guildhall, the Macebearer
at tbe head of the Procession. Traffic began to move; the
peopledisperseq.o Life became normal after a br'iefbut
important ceremony. J

D.R.G.A.



Lawrence ofArabia :The 'Man

Sir Ronald Storrs, K.C.M.G., C.B.E.,' LID., onetime
Oriental Adviser to Field-Mar~hal Lord Kitchener, and one­
time military governor of Jerusalem,spoke to boys and staff
of the School on 'Lawrence of Arabia: the Man' on the
,evening ofSaturday, 8th, March.

r-----o----
I

I
i

In 1914, Sir Ronald, whom Lawrence descriqed as 'the most
brilliant Englishman in the Near, East, and the most subtly
efficien't', wa.s in the Middle Bast aiding the Atabs orBedouin
against the Turks. Lawrence, however, was excavating ruins
upon th~ banks of the Euphrates. He immediately joined
the army and' was dnifted fi'to the 1ntelligenceCorps and
posted 10 the Middle Bast, wherehe met Sir· Ronald. The
two menhad much in common-a londness 'for the classics.
for they were both classical scholars,andsimilar. tastesin
l'eading ~l:Dd music. For these teaso~s theybecame friendly.

Lawrence, or 'Aurens', ashe was popularlyealled, was
, respeeted by the Arabs fot three reasons, for the three ways
in wbichhe endeavoured to surpass the Arabs: for bis
superior brajn pOwer, strategie ability and 'for bis _strict
moral principles-he always kept his word :;lnd nevet'
deeeived any man. By eonstant applieation and prnetiee he

,tried to emulate and surpass the, physieal deeds of the Arabs:
ifan Arab cOuld tide a cameI three days, Lawrence would
detetniine to ride it four.

When Lawrenee retired from, aetive, work in the East he
came back to Englandand joined t)J.e Tank Corps, which he'
disliked. He then transferred tothe Royal Air Force, under
thename of A.C.2 Shaw, T. E. Ite was in the Air Force
for twelve years; a few weeks after he retired 'his death
overtook him.

Lawrence neither, smoked nor drank aleohol, but he was
addieted to· one diug-:-speed. One day he'" wasridittg döwit
a Hampshire lane at 90 m.p.h. when he' saw two boys
cycling abreast in front of him. Lawrence wrenched bis



wbeel to tbe right,tbe motor~cyclecapsized.and Lawrence
wasflungsixty yards on bis bead'on· to tbe tarmac. He was
taken to Bovington, where he died.

In body, Lawrence was notlall. but was weIl-built ye't wiry.
Hishead waslong. bis .hai! yeUow andbis eyes a brilliant'
blue.... 'The hestrepresentations of himare the· portrait now
hanging in All Souls.· and the .bronze bust in the. crypt of St.
Pauls.

He was perhaps the un'tidieSt officer in the British Army.
a'ndän Arab servant would frequently have to chase after
him waving his Sa1Jl Browne belt. He was notorious for
being late for appointments, but often made .unexpected
appearances. Like ~e poet SheIley, Lawrence was able '00

vanish arid reappear. withou'ta sClUnd.

His memory was, wonderful, and he always tetum~d books
which he had borrowed. even replacing them on their proper
shelf BoQks and music he loved, but not what he called
'tripe'.. He took great care of bis collection of gramopbone
records. cataloguing and cleaning them thoroughly. He was
perfectly at ease. with' machinery, and could disman'tle and
re~a:ssemble evensuch a precise instrument as a RoUs Royce
engine. 'He was both an. athlete and a man of taste; and
showed his agethat a scholar was not necessarily torpid.
nor an athleteoone-headed.

'Lawrence's literary style is on a level withthat of two other
great men who recorded their battle experience, Caesar and
Churchill. He' loved wri'ting for its own sake. 'for he. had
the creative urge, and considtbred that bis life was conseerated
tobeauty. He ndt only wrote the Seven Pillars but attended
to the many'technicalities of production.

Towards the end of bis life, he became sadder, and 'thete
is •an uncanny' coincidencein that the very hour in which a
friend shot a bird whose pecking had irri'tated him. Lawrence
met bis death. Lawrence was one of the gallantand roman-
ti" hero~ of Engllshmaphood.'

. J ,.' .- • .



!':

''mle IclQgCQ~~rid~'aIlbisCöU1i
'. ,Thai hi~, flfteertsQUs·shQWdlJetauglir·

. . - - - ,. , ":, ','.:.-. ,; ',,I ~. ,- ,- I'

No, tpafs still wrOqg. ~ a syllable mi~ing. AJ;i. yes;

",. "//d.:/:":",":,,, ..-',;:,,,'._ ",~:~:.,:':':.;,.;:,:_,.>:-. '·'c",,<,',..:. ".,: .i:-.:'<:c:_i::,' ''', ::'-<~'_'-'" _,;':-',"- -" ',' _ ".':'",.:,'~--"-<';:'" "."
. '."',' ' ·'JI~CnotreaIly.a~ poet.l' try and Itn'QutlnSQm,e",ay

" ,,'l'cannev~@da\\,or'ttbr~Ynte o~. 'aplu'~~tos~~ ~;'
'(,ls~,I:fu1q·.\t1lat the.o~y WOJ;d ... to,tit:ts.an: 'efts()Qh\,"~re\
·jQ'eit.·#~a'Ul'lt\.ör:'at.roint' ~ But .~~firSt li,neis, e~sy, enoUgh}~'" ,

J':' ,,'
,4' '-' _.;, f'

<;" "TheKhi~ comrtuinded ~lü$·CO~ ..,F ' , ,.' ": ",

", "th~~;~·~~ythjnkpf~Ub:~ wot~slth~i~ ~th,~m1~'." "
,Bq~ght. *o.ught, foug4!, WIo~~t,S~Ught taUght, fort.,~at, ",.
:,' Wuld.oy~~siet 1 think, thetrext;Iine' fits'Vice1y-'- . :' I .• " ,( ,

;" /;.'';',,:'-' >-',; ~-~ "' \,_., {,":-:,

;{/;:'{~; -/':i:,'<:~ '-, ,,::',.":-:
~\\;,;::-:;" ~~>~~~,;> ';""/'\ ,. -~~'- \;:"
,'", "'/' \' ,:.. ,
;{;";--'.<>- ",'.' L(':< ,','Lr

10;:,\,' '>Oh,dea:: Utere is s~m~thingWrong, probablY thelX1etre4->~"
:!,:/ ' . t~er~'s ~, syllabiemissing .'.' .

':~;;';
r~:_::~-<-·, ".~';, -.

·;J.··r;7f?~~~:';fJ~~?t:~~~::;r~,
~".<->r--\,:,~, "',« i '<',-"i:.:('" ~ i(,,, ,.'( ,,;. .'J"."

•. i" .'i ,," , .. ~,,' J ",:,.:;''' :i:/.,:'; ;'_ \ 'c ",,""

,~:J;;\~'::<~ ,'"'How:fw~ii~Pqetry","



;;.,:

Poe~,,of tÖday
-never have to stay
, tö thipk of a rhym~
theyrhaven"t, the time.
not>tb.e inclination.
Th~jnspirati()~ , "
.co!iles, you' will ,find. c

'fron:t~he subconsciQus mind. '"
Th~Y' ~ttlecare for mette '

• T bUh,Qnsider' ltneater ,i , .,

;~ ,.~ ~y~'S()unds~'f varying str«Ugth,
; ;,m: 1fuesof unequallength. . , ','.

, i.thQu 'thoseof the ~t1ietiC' kirid ,,' ,~ " ,\ "'<
, , l~yecapital letters behitid:,' >': -,',. ,\~:~t\:'
, Tobe 1lt1derstobd ':'.,' "-, ,,' ",.,
':wou!4,d<> them nogQOd; . ' ,~;: "'i, ,: ,.:

'sQ·ther'~,Qftheir: .verse,can seldom be found; ,_', .
arid 'this, it is thought. 1s- the prlncipal grpund I"; 1- "

", u~,whieh !bey /eart plaim -. '. - .

. .. .~~.~. '•.••. ~' ."~' .•\;jIl,f.!~'
I; ,\" ,,/c!;::~,:,,~~~>;~::,~~:,;'~!,:<'_:~:>--', ;:~/>" ..'\"-: , '~ '; _> .~. "_

.,,~.'-';,'" -".0 :\':-_." ~'"L__ \"-' "'.';:~;"'_":"_:_'/ ',,;,.,,:,'.cc I~~:_<}:_,~'

',:'!;;T~>:f~~~:,,~';;,,: S,~S;i~,~~" ,i·~,~,:~~~).;. L. ~::~~::)~:?L~~2'~;t':~~)~;:~, ~~~-{;j[0:1:i-r'~;,~L



:' 1



The Festivalf!f Britain

A grey morning in September, the gaily coloured balls on
their metal frames looking somewhat jaded without the sun,
a heterogeneous collectiQn o'l'.buildings in gay coloÜrs and
improbable architecture, giving promise of far more to be '
seen 'than therecould possibly be time to see,--'Such was my
first impressionof. the Festival of Britain.

;' " .
Looking back after nearly a year, one's recollectionsare

dulled, but thereare nevertheless certain thingswhich remain
in the .mind-the humour, hot only the conscious humour
of Tenniel's ,White Knight on bis charger, complete, with
"morale·raiser" and other accoutrements, but the incidental
humour oHhe basketwork hens laying imitation (?) e,ggs ll.ild
the 'extraordinary steel foun'tain, intermittently cascading

. water from smaU to large, and from large to larger buckets.
1ben there was the astonishiilg bad taste of much 01 the
furniture in the Homes and Gardens Pavilion-exo'tic, cheap­
looking wood, pointed legs guaranteed to make holes in any
carpet, the discord of adjacentold and new-where the sav­
ing of space had been reduced to a fetish arid too often pro­
duced an overcrowded result.

Tbe Dome'of Discovery, in itselfno inconsiderable example
of engineering skiU, contained so much that was completely
incomprehensible to a non-scientific mind-dark, weird, sug,.
gestive of another planet with its signposts to the eartb and
Outer Space--a place where one could have spent a week
studying the exhibi'ts and trying to understand them.

There were the beau'tiful things, too, which stood out 'from.
the rest-the china, the Th1;ough the Looking Glass Dolls,
the one a perfect mirror image of the other, some of the
sculpture, the piece which springs to the mind rrlost readily,
though not the best, beingCharoux's 'The Islanders', which
domina'ted the.river w~lk, and which had a certain Churcbil­
Hau re~olution about it,

.j



Other memories which remain are the railway engines and
carsr in th~ Transport Pavillon, the changing panoramas illus­
trating episodes from 'the past in "the Land, and the Festival
Hall~isappointing outside. but superb within. Intended·
as an example of modern English architecture at its best, its

I exterior lacked grandeur andseemedaltogether too sIigh't­
chromium pl;Üe having thtj glitter but lacking the lustre and
deep beauty of silver.

A single day at this Exhibition, however. was of necessity
a: failure if orie.wanted to do more than merely hurryfrom
pavillon to .pavilion s~eing much but lookingat lit'tle. It
was arrangedso as to tell a story. the story of British con­
tributions to worId civilization in 'the arts of peace." and so
in order to understand the story properly it was necessary to
follow the sequence in which the pavilions; the chapters of
the story, had been arranged. It was. however, impossible
'to do this thoroughly in a few hours, and to do It less than
thoroughly would have been a waste of tiine. So. if one
wanted tO see the pavilions which one was reaUy interested
in, one had to abandon the story and concentrate on in­
dividual chaptersout of their~ contex't, which meant that
nlUch of their poitl;t was lost. This mus't have beena common
experience among those who saw the Exhibition. and many
people will share the regret that each pavillon was not more
ofan enti'ty in itself. You. cannot understand a book by
reading a chapter here ·and 'there, however goO'd those chap­
ters niay be, and one. could not really understand the Festival
Ofi Britain Exhibition bylooking at individual pavillons.

/



The Yeomen of Celluloid

Some months ago a documen'tary film unit made a sequence
of a film in the School Science Block. After much discussion
it was decided that the ~iology Lab. was most suitable, so
the dust was shaken off the Sixth Form mologists, and ,'they
were ousted from their contemplations. upon a rabbit's duo-'
clenum to mak~ way for the budding~ stars of the. ~our'tl;l.

We print belowß number of observations on theif visit.
w

"'fhefirst gentleman who llttracted my attention as I '
walked round .the Biology Lab.. was fulfilling a truly extra·
ordinarjfunction. I 'was standing by the sink, minding my
own business and taking an intelligen't interest in what was
'goinß· on, when suddenly up he poppoo, bang in the middle '

. ofthe room. He was holding a larget>lack.board on which
.were .chalked several numbers and' mystic sign§.' This was
fair, enough but, a moment later,he started. shoutingat the
top of his voice in a mos't Peculiat language. At 'the end of
this violent outburst he struck the board forcibly, using a
long striped pole and making a resoundin,g crash. I had
nearly recovered from the bang when he suddenly dis­
appeared. Just like that, into thin air. He did 'this at sundry
times during the day, an<\ when he had done it about eleven
times I was ubable to contain myself any longer, so I enquired
who he was, and was told in awed 'tones, "Oh,he's the dap­
per boy." I was still in a fog.

Sunk in meditation I recommenced my walk. I bad not
gone'far when my reverie was di~turbed by avery importaht
gentleman. He was obviously important beeauie everybody
called him "Old Bill, over there". He,too, was 'talking in a
language which was most peculiar. This, though, was differ­
ent 10 that of the clappet boy. He was in conversation with a
man wearing a large check cap and, from ,what I gathered,
he was 'inci'ting him to "kill tha't baby". Horrified I passed
on, but,. as I have since found out, he was merely telling, this
:Pl~n to switc}l off a srimll' spotli~ht. ' The TIlaP with tlW



check cap next, caught myat'tention. He reminded me of.
Thor playing with thundercand lightning. He wasseated at
a desk 'with a large metal,block in 'front of ,bim. This was
fitted/ with an electric cable.• In response ~o the commands of
Old Bill he was removing and replacing plugs in this large
block with devili~h glee. It was easy to see what kept him

,so ehtranced. Every time he pulled out aplug,he ,did it to
the, accompaniment of a large blue flash, a bang and a small
cloud of smoke.

Time growing short,' I passed on to the sound section. They
had three very interesting pieces ofapparatus. 'The first was

. a large searchlight generator. (affectionately called "genny"),
which storn} for the entire day on the g'ravel emitting.a high­
pitchedhum and sulphurous smoke. The next piece of
apparatus was certainly moststriking, I mentioll it because
it nearly brainedme. It was a large perforated zinc box at'
the end of a long s'tick. This was swung to and fra with
great ferocity every time the~e was a take. It was, ofcourse, .
a microphone. Lastly, the thing which attracted me most~

a small field telephone 'for commuhicating\'to the sound truck.
Everytime it wished toattract attention it didn"t ring or
buzz, it' just went-pip! pip I

All these weird and ~onderful gadgets operated
bythis wonderful body of distingujshed gentlemen combine
to produce what is commonly called a "movie". Tbe bnly,
snag is that I. doubtif we' shall ever see this one, becaqse .of
what Mr. Butler saw. ' " " .

D.S.L.



A 'Pr~spect 01 the South·
- It wouldhe difikult to imagihe. Europe without Spain and
yet there 1s no country-'apart from .. the iron-fron'tiered
territories .of tbe present time~which is politically more
isolated than she. Something ofa compromise be'tween the
civilisations of Europe and of Aftica, Spain is a world· o'f its
own;-;-remote and proud, lonely perhaps, but claiming
nothing i)fits kindred continents;-se1f-hönoured, if not al-
togetlier self-secure. .

The journey in'to Spain is, Ibelieve, like the Golden Road '
to Samark~md. To visit Spain, one should not go by air,or
sea noteven byrail, but travel downthrough the· mountains
from Bordeaux to San sebastian. This' is Spain's gateway;
thereare others, but none such· as this. The Lowlands of

.Gascony rise, mounting higher Md higher, and the traveller
at once understands that he is crossinga 'frontier. which is
something more than a line· on amap; it is a high defensive
wall, which once breached, gives way 10 peace and pleasan't
land.

From France thus, into Spain. The land is distinctive, but
not immediately the Spanish scene associated in orie's mi~d.

These are. the Basque Provinces, withtheir mysferious peopte,
remnants of the dark-eyed Iberian race;it is the country of
King Harry of Navarre. The sun is huge and golden· over
tlie '8ea. But here in North~mSpain there is nothjng of the
long, dry plains, the parched, yellow ranges of the South;
'there arewinepresses and Southern vineyards, but the heat -

_ is not excessive, the roads are not dust-laden and sun-cracked•
. tOOre is nö violent colour. The bills. so w1de and ramhling,

are green and thick with trees; they clitnb hut slowly. The
sky is cool and open; throughdut the year the air is mild,
and roses bloom at Chris'tmas just as in mid-Summer.

This i8 a sanctified land now; a wotld apart from France,
from Italy-and many a world from England. At dusk
thereis the murmur or the East even in Northemmost Spiin.
The passing of the day is swift; twilight arrives suddenly and 0.



is ofshon duration. There are, 10w baicönies to the sUfi­
shuttered houses,' high orange piles, deep-coloured oleanders,
Eastem squares and arcades in the towns and villages. Above
all th~re i8 a noise flnd music peculiar to Spain; an under­
curtent of avery powerful vitality, a vitality more and more
pronounced as one journeys Southwards, for ~his "is the least
alien part of Spa~. One can go to Old Castile, to Saragossa

[the old~time capital ofAragon, '1:0 Barcelona on theEastern
shore; or·to Portugal in the·West. Madrid and Toledo lie-on
thehigh central plain; there the scenery is. often magniflcent.
But the atmosphere is most oppressive, and the'traveller is

, önly .too happy to möve toward the sea; he will find rest
onee more in Valencia, whichis indisputedly OJ:le 01 the most·
beautiful. garden regions inthe world. But' it i8 Andalusia
which holds most ~ascination. for the visitor; Anllalusia, with
its still-a,biding Moorish art, has an incomparable beauty,
which it is impossible to forget.

Having once known Spain, one remembers, always-re­
members the golden days, 'and starry nights, the wild crowds
lat the bull-fights, the grape,treading, the public holidaysand
fiestas, the decorated streets and gaily~coloured, costuriles.
Above an one remembers 'the people; proud; mystic, gracious,
elegant and somet~es'cruel; there are small boys who scuffle
in the dust, there are minstrels who serenade beneath the
balconies, there are graeeful women with high mantilias, who
dance enchantingly-thi8, I know, is a very remote collcept.:
ion, and the Spanish people 'are probably far more practical
and· unexceptional .than Ibelieve :them'to be,' bot Spain iso
by tradition the 'horne of easties in the' air. . It is the jJeasan.t,

.however, who 'is most truly r~presentative of the spidt of
his country. He takes labour and his relaxation with,due
seriousness. and ,usually .he jis prepared on theinstant. to
break into gay,~ild dan.cing,or altemativeIy, 'to lie down anll
s~k a speIl of rest upon the roadside. For an' hout pr two
after mid-day, Southern villages are quite deserted, while he
sloops. Apart from tlie Latin\tetnperament, which he shares
witb'the IUÜiansand the P.rove,ncaux, the Spaniard is unique
in bis eharacter, which is derivednot only. from die old
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Romans butfrom the Iberian peopie, the tyrlan traders, the
Arabs, the Jews, Celts, Gotb1(and Vandals, all the varying
settiers o(the many yeats. '

It ,weIl may be that. Europe ends at the Pyrenees, but Spain
does no't end at the peninsula: its influence and inspiration .
are to be seen m 'all of Southern America and the seas
be'tween: This is the old lady of Europe, perfectIy graceful
and still beautiful, .she can look back on a long, eventfullife,
and likes to do so. Her days have been ptosperons, often
exceedingly so, but she has known grief and care besides.
Stillvivacious in her quiet way, she surveys her past con­
quests and her disappointmerits, all the glories of a bygone
age. She has seen huge galleons leave her shores bound for
the Indies, returningproud and silv,er-laden, She has seen
them leave herpot'ts 'for England, returning no more, Oh,
the grandeur tha't was Spain! But no~,~well.all is pleasant
to remember.The children that she 'brought up are now
grown and independent. 'She watches them from, afar, as
she watches all the wor1d, Lonely but contented in her
fashion, sl1e seeks solitude 10 end 'the days that remain;-for
her the autumn may yet be golden,before the 'winter comes.

E.G.R.P.

The Spanish Fighting Bull
The generally accepted idea tha't bull-fighting as practised

in Spam is, a cruel aud, senseless sport is as erroneous aS are
tttost British notions about Continental custom<;. Even the
name 'bull-:iighting' is a loose transla'tion: 'Corrida, deI toros'
should be rendered, as the 'running of bulls'-a far more
descriptive 'term. The word buII-fighting presumably derives
from the old British sport ,of bull-bafting in which the un­
fortunate1:)rute was 'tethered and unable 'to retaliate. A
Spanish büll is 'free to, and quite often does. toss and gore
his antagonists, and his horns are needle sharp.

Tlle fighting, bull is a very differFnt animal to the fat and
clumsy "ton of beer called a bull in England. A comparison

, '
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between a wild ca't artd a domestic tabby lS1!otmore iudi­
crous. Centuries_ of breooing for courage, strength, speed
and agility have produced a truly formidable anima!. Ra:\lg­
ing free over the wide estancias (ranches), except for period­
icalround-ups, when all weaklings which fall a test· of
courage are 'cast','the 'bu11 reaches his fu11 strength aft~r

about four yeats: Be is dien probably the most dangerous
fighting machine the wörld knows. He is some _nrne hundred
pounds of bone and musele, tested in inter-taurine warfare
(many bulls kill each other); alm.ost as fast as a good horse;
asagile and .quick asi ~ polo pony, fearing nothirig tha't lives.

Remember too that this is a savagely ferocious ooas't-a
natural killer-bred to kill~tensed to drive horne horns as
hard and sharp as polished ste~l, baeked by nearly half-a-ton
of hard muscle and the speed of a mo'tor car. The fighting bu11
is a bunch of concentrated malice--full of hate and a courage
impossible to daunt At the very point of death the bu11 is
still fighting back and in the last second of his short life he
is at his mostdangerous. It is at the momentof 'the 'esto­
cado'-the kill-that the most of the matadörs' fa'talities
öccur. A figh't lasts. o~y some twelve minutes, and the buH.
although wea~ened, has lost none of his determina'tion to
kill. As the matador goes forward with only a sHm sword
and a scarlet scarf in his hand to drive horne the stool
betwoon the buH's -shoulders-the ömy vulnerable spot-a
sudden lunge and a swing, and it is 'the man who dies.
Manolete, the most famous of a11 Toreros-a fighter who
earned the equivalent of over a million pounds sterling-':'­
was ki11ed in 1947 in this fashion; as bis sword slid horne,
so the bu11's last desperate stroke plunged ahorn deep into
bis groin.

The name of a no'ted breed of bu11s means as mueh on -a
poster as-does-the name of Spain's-most famed matador. The
word 'Muiras' for instance is enougb to fill any arena
irrespective of the quality of the adverlised matadors, and
'~his counts for piuch in a country where .. the name 'Litri'
means sometbing like Comptön, Turpin and Matthews com·
bined;

o
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The Miura bull· is a: smallish' active anima!, black as coal,
wicked as Satan, quick aS a cat, with tOO ugly trick of a
suddenside swing as he charges, and indeed it was sucha
bull that killed Manolete. The fanknows that there is death
,for the careless, over-confident or ~cared matador, inthe
,shortstrong homsof the savage Miura; and that meansthat
inan as weIl as bull will be fighting for life on th~. sun-soake4
sßUd that afternoon:' So he Rays down ,his hard eanied

~ .
pesetas'to-see a bull rather than a man,!

Outward Bound
By coincidence three other boys going to the Outward

Bqund School climbed into tbe same compartment that I
was in,· but of course none· of ug knew.·each other, and it,
wasn't until the train iltarted that we 'discovered, we we,re all

. "Outward Bound". We were met at Aberdovey station by
a lorry which took our luggage. We walked. We walked a
lot in the nex'f month.

At tlie School we handed over our ration books at tb,e
Office: the Office WilS scrupulously tidy -and looked extremely
efficient; with all the desks in a neat line facing' the door.

, From the window at the back we could See the Dovey Est­
uary. Aftet collecting uniforms, a pair of blue .trous~s amt
a blue jersey each, we were directed to our hut. Now we
couId get a look at our surroundings. The mainbuilding
was in the Georgian style and bordered· on , theParade
Ground. To the sideof the Parade Ground were steps lead­
ing up to some wooden huts,. which were ourqua,rters. Each
hut, of 14 bunks, constituted a watch. ,

On the first· day we had a medical examination, and were
told· what was to happeri to us in the next month. The next
day: Monday, we were waken at 6.15 and taken for a
quarter-milerun, .followed by a cold shower:. After sweeping .
out our huts we had breakfast, then the Officer Commanding
the. Course made his daily inspection. For the rest of the
morOingwe were instructed in cutter rowing, then after lunch
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there was high jumping practice andinstruction· in handling
boa18. At 4.30 we changed into ~orm. for tea, followed
by prayers and discussion with thePadre rintil bed-time.

Oilr activities 'fot the rest of the ~eek included athletics,
sailing, and hiking over the Welsh hills, but I enjoyed most
the two-day trip in the School ketch. Neilrlyeveryone was
sei-sick~ but i was lucky--or perhaps Ublucky, forthe four
boys-who were unaffected·did· all the work:·an the last Sat.
urday of the Course we had the Big Hike, whichentailed
35 milesover the bills to the top of Cader IOOs, the third
highest mountain inBritain.When we reached the top snow
started to fall, so we had to descend holding one another's
008.18. We were put two hours behind schedule by this, and
didn't reach the School until 10.45 after walking nearly forty
iniles.

,
The days flew by, the last main event to take place being,

the five mile walk on theday before we left. When the time
cattle for us to leave we were sorry to go, althoughwe were
glad to arrive home. I should very much like 10 go pack to
th~ School... aM I can thor6ughly recommend the CoUrse to
any boy who wants ädventure-and I mean adventure, for
you never laiow just what's going to happen to you next:
~ho could foresee, for instance, that we should spend one
day looking for the pilot of a jet airplane that had crashed on
the mountains?

M.J.C.G.


