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High Flight

011 I lwvc slipped the surly bonds of earth,

And dunced the skies on bug-hter-silvered wings;

Sunward I've climbed und joined the tumbling mirth

or sun-split clouds - and done a hundl'e,d things

You have not dreamed of - wheeled and SOUIW! :md swml~::­

High in the sunlit silence. llov'l'ing there,

I've chused the shonting wind along and flung

l'liy eager craft through footless hills of air.

Up, up the long delirious, burning blue

1've topped the wind-swept heights with easy g1'3Ce,

\\'here never lark, 01' even engle flew;

And, while with silent, lifting mind I've trod

The high untres}J<'1ssed sanctity of space,

Put out my hand, and touched the face of God.
-John CiJ)e~pjc lil:tgce.

This poem W3.'< written by an AmfJrica\l vGluntccl' in U:c R. A. F.

lie W(lS killed in Dcccm~r 1!J.11.
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Roll of Honour

PHILIP A. MERCER, R.N. (Killed in action).

Sgt. Pilot H. L. LEARNING, R.A.F. (Killed in action),

Sgt. Pilot B. NOSEWORTHY, R.A.F. (Killed in action).

Sgt. Pilot C. E. WHEELER, RA.F. (Killed in action).

Sgt. Pilot F. H. FALK, KC.A.F. (Missing, believed killed).

Sgt. Pilot A. 1\'1. ANDERSON, R.A.F. (Killed in action).

Sgt. Pilot A. GRUCHY, RA.F. (l\'lissing, believed killed).

Sgt. Pilot D. JEANS, R.A.F. (Killed in action).

Sgt. Pilot L. J. BLACKMORE, R.A.F. (Missing).

Sgt. Pilot E. A. I-lOUSE, RA.F. (Killed in action).

Sgt. Pilot L. BANIKHIN, R.A.F. (Killed).

Seaman J. W. H. WINDSOR, R.N. (Lost at sea).

Pilot Officer L. E. LEGGE, R.A.F. (Lost at sea).

Lost at sea (5.S. Caribou), October 14, 1942:

G. HAl\fl\10ND

E. MARTIN, B.Se.



Teaching Staff, 1942

R. E. Tannl:lr, A.R.C.S., RSc. (London), formerly
Hou.se Master and Chief Chemistl·y Master,
Sevenoaks School, Englund.

Assisted by

RSc. (Dalhousie).
(U. Grade)-Golumbia University.
(U. Grade).
B. A. (King's).
(U. Grade).
(A. Grade).
(D. Grade).
(Special training at Nova Scotia Nonnal
School).
Manual Training Dept.

Headmaster:

E. H. Press.

R. S. Anderson.
Miss 1\1. Andrews.
A. Bishop.
E. I. Caines.
L. J. French.
W. E. Fnmch.
S. J. Hefferton.
A. G. Poole.

Music Department:

Miss M. Taylor, F.T.C.L., L.R.A.1\l., A.R.C.M.
Miss 1\1. Jennings, L.R.A.M.
Miss 1\1. V. Tibbs, A.R.C.1\I.

Chaplain: Rev. F. Buffett, M.A. (Oxon).
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editorial

NUMBER TIIR}:~; ~

WE go to press later than usual this year and place the blame on the con-
gestion at the printers. Our copy was practically complete ::1t the end

of May. but we were told that it would be quite impossible fOT us to appeal"
in time for the end of the summer term, we therefore have held our pubH·
cation unlil October.

We record another year of steady endeavour, of hard work and keen
play. l\Iany of our Old Boys have said au revoir as they set 00' on their
travels to Canada, to the R.A.F., to the :Mel'chant Navy, and the Artillery.
Our Roll of I lonour records the names of those who have given their all for
us. that we may have a chance to live our decent Christian life in peace.

We have to record the resignation of Bishop White, one of the oldest
Old Feildians, who in June relinquished the )X)Sition of Bishop of the Di()­
cese which he has held for so many difficult years. Bishop White has .al­
ways been interested on our behalf and no term has passed without his
visiting us for some School or Old Boy occasion. We wish him a long cnd
ilappy retirement.

Bishop Abraham is no stranger to us. We trust his health will soon
be restored to normal and that we shall see him amongst us again and

learn from him what work the Church needs from us as we entel' manhood
with its enormous responsibilities and possibilities fOI' doing good work,
for our neighbours and the land we love.
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Headmaste/s RepOl°t-J

Your Excellency, Lady Walwyn, :My Lords, Ladies and Gentlemen:

We are vel'Y glad to welcome you all to our annual Speech Day. On
behalf of the School I extend to you the very best wishes for a Happy
Christmas and a peaceful New Year.

Once again as a School we can record a )'ear of innumerable blessings,
blessings which are the envy of countless millions in Europe and Asia to­
day, Our regular routine hilS had few interruptions, we have been able
to follow a liberal curriculum untouched by so called Educationists desiring
to rewrite the facts of History, Geography and Science for their own ends.

In this life of safety and freedom from interference. each member of
the School has had his successes and failures, his joys and his SOITQWS, in
a word, each has had to face those experiences which in greater measure
he will have to face on leaving school. The greatest responsibility as I see
it of both teacher and parent lies in the type of guidance we give our chil­
dren. Each time we suggest the easy wny out either in word or by example
we sow the seed which may well develop into n habit of mind which will
warp a character capable of untold powers fol' good.

The steady stream of Old FeHdians enlisting in such large numbers
is a source of inspiration to us all,; we arc very proud of the fifteen Old
Feildians who have gained their commissions; we feel that the basic train~
ing obtained in the C.L.B. has stood them in good stead.

Since my last Report we have heard of the death on active service of
one of our Old BoYS, Sgt. Pilot H. L. Learning, whilst Sgt. Pilot Clarence
\Vheeler is missing, believed killed. We admired these young men whilf'
they were with us and to-night we honour their memories. Our heartfelt
sympathy is extended to their parents and friends.

Our Old Boys are serving in every theatre of War, with the Merchant
Service, the Navy, the Army and the Air Force, we have even heard of
their presence in the Commandos-that band of men specially chosen for
their initiative and valour. The requirement of the war imposes censor­
ship on the tales of their doings, but when theil' task is done and they
return once more to their native land, what tales of adventure and courage
we shall hear; the School :Magazine of those days should indeed provide
thrilling reading.

During the past yea'·, sale of War Savings Stamps was encouraged and
we have saved close to $900.00. The past term has seen an unfortunate
falling off in the sale of these stamps. I trust that parents will do their
utmost to encourage habits of thrift and self sacrifice.

The school year that has passed brought us a number of successes of
which we are proud. Our Grade XI had the best results last June that we
have had for many years, 87jc of our candidates were successful in gain­
i.ng certificates of the Common Examining Board. On behalf of myself and
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the School, I wish to thank my Staff fOl' their very hard work, and I wish
also to thank Rev. Brinton, Rev, Buffett and Rev, Rhodes for their weekly
Divinity Lessons; we value greatly the time devoted to us. We have had
good news of our Old Boys who have gone on to Memorial CoUege and to
Universities in Canada and the United States, C. Rendell won the Cap
and Gown Scholarship for 1st year students at Memorial College and
almost one third of the men students who graduated from )lemorial Col­
lege were Old Feildinns. We now have at least nine Old Feildians studying
for their Degrees in Canada and the United States-A. Lewis, G. Mercer,
C. Henderson, H, Wood, G, Vavasour, T. Harris, E. Martin, A. Brown and
G. Stirling. These young pe<lple have already shown their fine qualities
in their general education, We are sure that they will return to us as fully
twined Priests, Doctors and Scientists, equipped to help in the develop­
ment and rebuilding of their native land. When we remember the services
performed by these young people while they were members of the School,
we know that the ideal of service for all, rather than labour for their own
personal gain, will be their guide, Dr. B. Murphy has already returned to
St. John's; we wish him every good fortune in his chosen profession.

In 1940, our Junior team won the Inter-Collegiate Football competition,
this year we drew with Prince of Wales College and were beaten by an odd
go.1.1 in the playoff. Those who watched this sel'ies will agree that the
keenness and clean game of both tEams was a most encouraging sight. Our
Senior teams have been handicnpped by the I'elatively few Seniors avail­
able to us, but in all our games, we have continued to play keenly and the
physique of our players has improved as a result, We value Sgt. Major
Crump's interest in School Football greatly; his refereeing was much ap­
preciated. The loss of the Arena will prohibit regular hockey games, I am
sorry to say; it will, however, lead to a return to the simpler and more
Spartan game on the ponds around the town, which produced so many of
the great names of the past. As a School we have to thank the Arena
management for many kindnesses over a long period,

We had a very pleasant surprise last August when we heard that "The
Feildian" had been awarded first prize in the Rotary Club competition for
College Magazines. Out' pleasure was the greater since none of us had
heal'd of the competition until after the magazine had been published. The
award shows that in some measure we have succeeded in our aim of pro­
ducing a magazine which like a well-polished mirror reveals the doings of
Old Feildians and School alike. I hope our many friends do J;ead this
magazine when it is published each June.

The Manual Training Depaltment has been wOI'king at full pressure,
and a very sure proof of the value of the instruction given by Mr. Press
was the way in which the articles offered for sale at the Feildian Ladies'
Sale were bought up, so that at the end not a single article remained, and
a long list of orders had been given for future work. Almost every even­
ing after school you can find the lathes, planes and other tools being used
by boys and staff as they work on their many different projects. A num­
ber of desks have been repaired and stands fOI' hanging coats in the cloak
room have been erected.

We have to thank Miss Jennings and Miss Tibbs for their unceasing
enorts on our behalf. Mi:$s Jennings has put in an enonnous amount of
hard work with both out choirs, and we value very much her work for the
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Senior Choir; this has meant many rehearsals at times which often must
have been very inconvenient. The Senior Choir has perfonned a large num­
ber of times this year, both ave): the radio and at concerts in the town:
whenever they have sung we han heard good reports of them. Miss Tibbs
has developed the general Form Singing and Music Appreciation in the
Junior and Middle School. She has also started a violin class, whose pro­
gress you have been able to judge for yourselves to-night.

We have had two changes in Staff this year. Miss Andrews has re·
LUl'ned to us after completing successfully her course at Columbia Univer­
sity Teachers' College. We received the news of 1\(r. Edgar House's .!lP­
]>ointmcnt as Principal of Buchan's Public School with mixed feelings; W~

welcomed his promotion for his own sake, but our loss has been a great
one. 1\1r. House's unceasing energy on the playing field and in the class
room have been of untold help to every boy he came in contact with. We
know his work at Buchans will be of outstanding character. We wish him
every good fortune, Mr, lIouse has been succeeded by 1\11'. Ilefferton, who
comes to us after a number of years of successful work in Newfoundland.

The Feildian Athletic Grounds Association haS continued its labours
on our behalf and has built up a considerable bank balance which is ear­
marked for a new pavilion to be erected shortly. In their collecting of
these funds, the Association has made a valuable contribution to the social
liie of the town with their regular well-organized dances.

The Feildian Ladies' Association have had another busy year; their
catering for dances and their work for the Sale goes on without a break,
We were delighted to see the speed with which all the articles for sele dis-­
appeared from the stalls. 111e patronage of so many friends in a great en­
couragement to us all.

This ends a brief report of our doings during the past ·year. What of
the future? \Ye have a much larger enrolment this year, 270 boys to be
exact, almost a 50% increase in five years. Each one of these boys is a
separate individual and as such makes his own particular calls upon stan
and felJows. We are grateful for your interest in so many ways, and we
ask for even greater interest and understanding in the future, for we have
a hard and terribly important job to do. Most of liS agree that the presem
unhappy state of the world is due to a multitude of different causes, and
whilst we appreciate and value the leadership of statesmen of the ,~~libr(!

of Mr. Churchill and Mr. Roosevelt, we must realize that the new world
which we long for, and whose outline we can see shaping in the Atlantic
Charter, will only come as a result of hosts of "men of good-will" who to­
day all over the world are still children.

I think in the year 1879 lI.lark Twain expreSSEd what I want to say Lc
you very well, when he was proposing the toast of the "Bapies" at a dinnpl'
given in honoul' of Genel'al Grant, who had just returned from a world
toUI'. "It is a shame that for a thousand years the world's banquets have
utterly ignnred the baby, llS if he didn't amount to anything! If you gen­
tlemen will stop and think a minute-if you will go back fifty or a hundred
rears to yoar earl~' married life, and recontemplate your first baby, you
will remEmber that he amounted to a good deal-and even something over!
Among the three or four million cradles now rocking in the land are somt'
which this nation would preserve for ages as sacred things. U we could
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only know which ones they are. For in one of these cradles the future
great historian is lying, in another the future President is busying himself
\vith no profounder problem of state than what the mischief has become
of his hair so early. And still in another cradle the future illustrious Com­
mander-in-chief of the American armies is so little burdened with his ap­
proaching grandeurs and responsibilities as to be giving his whole strategic
mind, at this moment, to trying to find some way to get his big toe in his
mouth, an achievement which the illustrious guest of this evening, General
Grant, also turned his attention to some fifty-six years ago, and if th~

child is hut the prophecy of the man there are mighty few will doubt that
he succeeded!"

To-night then, as we think of our School, we must realize with Mark
Twain the infinite possibilities of each one of our number, and we must
sLl'ive as never before to give them training so that they may go out into
i.e world with those ideals which Sir Henry Newbolt has given them.

To set the Cau~e above Renown;
To 10V(' thl' Game beyond the Prbw:

To honoUl', while you strike him down,
The foe that comes with fcorless eyes

To hold the life oI battle good,
And dear the land that gave you birth,

But dearer yet the brotherhood
That binds the brave of all the earth.

My son, the oath is yours; the end
Is His who built this world of strife,

Who gave His children Pain for friend
And Death for surest hope of Life.

To-day and here the fight '8 begun,
Of the great Fellowship you're free,

Henceforth the School and you are one,
And what you are the Race shall be.

----+ + +-------

Program,meJ

1. GOD SAVE THE KING.... . The Orchestra

2. INSPECTION OF TilE GUARD OF HONOUR.

3. THE BOYS' CHOIR,

..............................English Folk Song
.. . Sea Chantey

.. _ Traditional
...Czechoslavokian Round

..........G. McPherson

Rowing Song ..
Tllree Pirates .
A-hunting We Will Go .
My Friends do not Worry....

4. PIANO SOLO ......·C"h~pi~··Ei~d~··op~~~···l(i· No.3.

5. FEILD SPENCER CHOIRS:

The Reavens Resound ..
o 'Vert Thou in the Cauld B1ast.. .
Turn Ye to Me ..
Comin' through the Rye ..
All This Night Bright Angels Sing ..

.........................................Beethoven
......Mendelsshon

::::"::::S~~'t~'i~ Folk Songs
.. Cal'O'l
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o. VIOLIN CLASS DEMONSTRATION.

7. THE PRINCIPAL'S REPORT.

8. GATHERING PEASGODS (Old English Air) The Orchestra

9. KING ALFRED AND THE CAKES.
By L. DuGarde Peach

Cadoc, a British Peasant.... . G. Storer
His Wife ~.... . D. Moreir~

King' Alfred V. Richards
Odc D. Basto,...
Hr01'S3 C. Johnston
Hiljvik V. Bastow
Eric N. Goodridge
Aedgar, of Alfred's Earls H. Lilly
Other Danes: J. D. Samson, E. 'Thistle, C. Milling, P. Adams, J.

Crosbie, D. Barter.

Scene I and HI: Cadoc's Hut.
Scene II: A forest near Cadoc's Hut.
Scenery............ .. ~..By the School
Costumes.... . By the School
Make-up. . ~ Private B. Taylor (O.F.)

10. HERE'S A TO HIS MAJESTY-
17th Century Ol'chestru

11. PRESENTATION OF PRIZES BY LADY WALWYN.

12. ADDRESS BY HIS EXCELLENCY THE GOVERNOR.

13. VOTES OF THANKS.

THE ORCHESTRA;
l\'liss Berry, H. Parsons, 1\1. Skinner, T. Crawford, H. Murray, P.

Curtis, C. Banikhin, R. Barnum, G. Clal'k, B. Ross, P. Goodridge,
D. Marshall, J. HalibUl'ton, J. Steinhauer, D. Baird.

THE VIOLIN CLASS:

W. Titford
B. Dowden
J. Carter
D. Clouston
J. Crosbie
E. Porter
G. Verge
D. Waterman
F. Bradbrook
G. Phillips
H. Murray

C. Banikhin
H. Steele
L. Hiscock
H. C. Johnston
E. Thistle
N. Parsons
V. Bastow
R. Warren
G. Voisey
M. Madill
D. Marshall
D. Baird

H. Murray, P. Curtis, C. Banikhin, R. Barnum, J. Haliburton, J. Stein-
hauer, D. Baird, D. Marshall, R. Cole.

BOYS' CHOIR:
B. Crowther
G. Storey
G. Miller
P. Harvey
S. Epstein
P. Curtis
F. Evans
R. Harnum
B. Morgan
W. Clouston
L. Jones
T. Petten
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FEILD - SPENCER CHOIR,

SOPRANO: N. Koseworthy
D. Innes D. Noseworthy
R Chafe D. Cramm
R. Morgan P. Saunders
B. Soper L. Wiseman
O. Hann B. Clark
G. Rowsell G. !vemy
1. Jorgensen D. Tiller
:M. Porter P. Clark
H. Hawkins 5. Voisey
G. Carter hI. Burt

J. Cosgrove Fr', ~ft~fe
D. Tulk J. I-Ial'vey
P. Parsons P. Long
R. Parsons M. Morris
E. Rendell
M. Attwood ALTOS:
Una Vavasour 1\1. Wells

V. Vavasour
A. Devey
J. Thompson
1\1. Skinner
G. Godden
M. l\Iawer
P. Squibb
N. Kerr

TENORS:
D. Bastow
G. Macpherson
G. Chaffey
B. Edwards

BASS,
F. Ruggles
G. Ebsary
G. Bastow
E. Crane

CONTRIBUTORS TO THE PRIZE FUND,

The Lord Bishop of Newfoundland

C. Hunt R. Steele
R. B. Job 1\'11'5. Hayward
R. R. Wood W. S. Monroe
E. S. Pinsent E. A. Bowring
G. K. Laing E. Jerrett
1. J. Samson Sir W. Horwood
G. Sterling W. A. Reid
C. E. A. Jeffrey C. Noonan
F. R .Emerson
H. V. Hutchings

Rev. Canon Bolt
Rev. Canon Higham
Rev. Canon Howitt
Hon. H. A. Winter
Hon. J. A. Winter
H. Outerbridge
L. C. Outerbridge
H. H. Winter
W. S. Perlin
R. G. Winter

+-
Tite Prize List

DIVINITY,

Grade XII
XI
X
IX
VIII & VII
VI
V
IV

C. Abraham (His Lordship the Bishop's Prize)
\V. Peddle
C. Perry
H. Lilly
K. Darby
P. Harvey
R. Pearce
A. Macpherson
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FORM PRIZES,
Grade Xl G. Macpher'3on

" X C. Perry
"IX J. Sidel
., VIII K. Dal"by
.. VIJ J. Garland
.. VI P. Harvey
.. V N. Goodridge
" IV W. Titford
"Ill J.1I1cEntagert

ENGLISH ESSAY PRIZES:
Grade Xl G. Macpherson (F. C. Herteau Essay)

., X D. J. Davenport
"IX W. Bennett

GRADE XI-SUBJECT PRIZES:
English and History G. Macpherson (C. E. A. Jeffery Prize)
Mathematics and Science A .T. Colbourne
Languages G. Macpherson (F. R. Emerson Prize)
Art B. Taylor (Hon. J. A. Winter Prize)
E. H. House's English W. Peddle

Prize
1\11'. Laing's Prize for R. Darby and P. Harvey

Arithmetic

J. Henderson
D. Wilansky
A. Cowan
G. Pilgrim
J. Sidel
B. Haynes
A .Brown
D. Hookey
C. Bishop
W. Bennett and B. Carew

G. Macpherson

W. Peddle

G. Adams
D. Hookey
A. Downton
R. Harvey
P. Harvey

C. Perry

F. G. Pike

MANUAL TRAINING:
Grade X E. Hammond (Mr. R. Steele's Prize)

" IX D. Hookey
" Vlll & vn G. Storey
.. VI D. Downton

R. R. WOOD GOLD MEDAL:
R. I. S. MEDAL:

FORM MEDALS: Grade X
" IX
" VITI
" VII
" VI

FEILDIAN LADIES' SCHOLARSHIP:

OLD FEILDIAN SCHOLARSHIP:

JOB SCHOLARSHIPS:
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HAROLD HAYIVAHD BURSAHY,

HAHOLD HAYWAHD PRIZE,

ELLIS SCHOLARSHIP,

lI. Rowe

P. Harvey

J. Berg

Account 0/ tile Sp«c]. Day Performance

SP~~;:~~~I~~a~:~~~nfr?:~l:~;~~hr:I?~~~~l~~t~~~~b:niht~~~~~
their interest in the work of the College, and to enjoy the interesting pro­
gramme ' ...·hich experience has taught them to expect.

On the arrival of His Excellency the Governor and Lady Walwyn the
College Orchestra played "Cod Save the King." TIle C.L.B., which
had turned out as a Guard of Honour, was then inspected by His Excellency.

There was some fine singing by the Boys' Choir and by the Feild­
Spencer Choir, and their work was greatly appreciated by the audience.
VIOlins figured prominently in the programme, and in this interesting and
welcome development, the capable finger of Miss Tibbs can be seen. Under
her direction a charming demonstration was given by the Violin Class, con­
sisting mostly of boys who were somewhat smaller than their instruments
which they wielded so successfully.

King Alfred, England's great champion against the Danes, did more
important things than to burn cakes; but history books would not have us
believe that he did. In the short play ;'H:ing Alfred and the Cakes," by I;.
DuGarde Pench, which fOl'med part of the programme, this famous act of
forgetfulness and its important consequences are treated in an exciting
and dramatic manner. Most of the members of the cast were junior boys,
and their performance did justice both to :Mr. DuGarde Pench and to the
cakes. D. Moreira, the peasant's wife, bullied her husband and even the
stranger who later proved to be the king, in a way which would evoke un~

derstanding and sympathy from evelY henpecked husband; and G. Storey,
as Cadoc the peasant, was the kind of husband who would exasperate the
most patient of wives. King Alfred (V. Richards) combined majesty with
simplicity, and his interests were served loyally by Earl Aedgar (H. Lilly),
Oric (D. Bastow), JIrorsa (C. Johnson), Kiljvik (V. Bastow), and Erie (N.
Goodridge), seemed to breathe the ~ir which made the wild men of the
North the terror of Europ::. Their vcry names were terrifying to anybody
who tried to pronounce them. Their company was swelled by J. D. Samson,
E. Thistle, C. ]I,'1illing, P. Adams, J. Crosbie, rmd D. Barter.

The scenery and costumes were made by membErs of the school, and
the make-up was in the experienced hands of Private Bruce Taylor, an Old
FeiJdian who is now serving with the Canadian Forces.

The prizes were presented by Lady Walwyn, after which His Excel~

lency the Governor delivered an inspiring address. He congratulated the
Principal, Staff, and pupils upon the achievements of the College durir
the year, and reminded his listeners of the importance of making the best
use of their time and opportunities in preparation for the share which they
will have to take in building n better wOlld when peace comes.

The programme ended with the usu::t1 votes of thanks.
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New Boys Since September, 1941

Benson, R.
Elliott, D. E. H.
Hollett, L.

Bishop, G.
Genge, W.
Howell, S.
Lundrigan, G.

Anstey, P.
Brown, H.
Carter, N.
Dowden, J.
Edgar, J.
Escott, E.
Harding, M.
King, A.
May, E.
Mercer, M.
:Mills,M.
Mills, R.
Murray, H.

Hammond, R.
Leaf, C.
Learning, M.
McCoan, H.
:McKinley, H.

Carter, H.
Collins, W.
Cook, C. R.
Feaver, W. A.
Long, H.
i\Ioreira, D. R.

Adams. P. B.
Bridger, L.
Brown, B.
Bursey, M.
Morgan, D.

Grade XI

Holwell, R.
Knight, T. F.
Loveberg, R.

Grade X

Simms, G.
Smith, F.
Wyatt, H.

Grade IX

Pack, A.
Payne, E.
Pardy, R.
Parsons, R.
Payne, E.
Piercey, J.
Randell, R.
Rowsell, J.
Simmonds, J.
Skanes, G.
Spurrell, G.
Vivian, C.
Willar, G.

Grade VIII

Miles, A.
Miles, D.
Sawers, H.
Snow, T.
Whitehead, P.

Grade VII

Morgan, E. D.
NosewOlihy, E. M.
Pike, D.
Sidel, D.
Staton, L. G.
Summers, P.

Grade VI

Smith, G.
Tilley, D.
Voisey, G.
Walters, D.
Warren, R.
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Adams, B.
Hall, J.
Haynes, D.

Dowden, Boyd
Dowden, Bruce
Hollett, D.
Kelloway, F.
Leonard, A.

Andrews, B.
Bradbrook, F.
Chafe, E.
Banett, R.
Colbourne, D.
Cmwford, A.
Crosbie, A.
Goodridge, H.
Kelland, J.
i\'larshall, R.

Baird, C.
Chalker, G.
Cook, F.
Goodridge, T.
Hand, R.
Hiscock, J.
Long, James
Long, John
MacGillivray. D.
Megann, H.
Newman, G.

Grade V

Learning, D.
Shumway, M.

Grade IV

Porter, E.
Ryan, A.
Smyth, P.
Verge, G.
Webster, H.

Grade III

lIlignon, C.
Miller, H.
Phillips, G.
Piercey. D.
Shears, A.
Silver, M.
Steele, G.
Thiele, S.
Webster, H.
Wilansky, G.

Grade II
Parker, L.
Payne, D.
Pennell, B.
Rose, F.
Silver, C.
Warren, D.
Wells,D.
Windsor, S.
Yeats, C.
Young, J.
Young, R.

-------+ + ...-

Boys Left, September 1940--]ulle 1941

Abraham, C.
Dawe, E.

. Edward, B.
Jones, L.
Kelly, H.
Lilly, H.

Bannister, A.
Blandford, H. R.

Grade XII
Maunder, J.
Moss, F.
Parsons, R.
Windsor, D.
Winter, H.

Grade XI
l\'!acpherson, G. C.
Norman, R.
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Bradshaw, E. 1\'1.
Clark, F. G.
Colbourne, A. T.
Cook, A.
Dawe, G. B.
Frampton, R.
Fudge, M. :M.
Gardner, D.
Gullage, J. A.
King, R.
Lewis, P. D.
Maclellan, N.

Atwood, F.
Bemistel', G.
Brazil, E.
I-lammond, E.

Bursey, A.
Crawford, G.
Escott, C.
Hammond, G.
Hawkins, E.
Learning, A.

Ellis, J.

Cook, A.

Au Band Kaie
Katz, H.

Bing, N.

Hunt, L.

THE FEILDIAN

Palmer, D. O.
J.'arsons, C. R.
PEddle, W.
PeHel', \V.
Pike, E.
Reid, B.
!{owsell, B.
Ruggles, C. F.
Saunders, G.
Saunders, J. G.
Taylor, R. B.
Thistle, A. R.

Grade X

Hennebury, D.
Morgan, G.
Phillips, J.

Grade IX

Luscombe, W.
Roberts, L.
Spunel, IT.

'f~~~~: il':
Grade vnI

Grade VII

Tilley, C.

Grade V

McNab, V.
Zuber, S.

Grade IV

Grade III

James: "I used to have a beard like yours once till I saw myself in
a glass; then T shaved it off."

Tim: "Did you? Well I used to have a fnce like yours, but when J
saw myself in the glass, 1 grew this beard."

Passenger: "I have paid my h:.re once."
Conductor: "I don't recollect it."
Passenger: "And you won't I'€--collect it either."
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LIT

UCourage
U

Cou.ph~P.~inmrh~~~~~i~~\~.ore than a word
It makes up all this wide,wide world,

And great it is to see.

Some lack this necessary trait
Tn human character,

But there are many folk who see
This courage as a star.

It outshines every other thing
That's in this world to-day,

It brings you th rough to victory
O'er enemies in the fray.

Courage was the passing word
Upon Lord Nelson's tongue;

And when he won the battle fierce
Loud were his praises sung.

But braver folk are too imbued
With braver spirit yet,

And they have fought hard battles long
With all their kind hearts set.

They've fought against the hunger
And misery of life.

Yet they come through with colours high
In every bitter strife.

Yes, courage, it will e'er be found
In every walk and way, .

And in the hearts of man and kind
E'en until they are grey.

+ <---

W.D.W.

15

Verge: "Quite an amusing thing happened to Wheeler yesterday."
Thom~s: "Really! what was it?"
Verge: "Well, you see, Wheeler has a FOIU which is rather ancient,

so he tied a magnet to the back to pick up the parts which fell off, and
eventually Wheeler was Iiding on the magnet."

A man, who had fallen in the water from a pier, shouted to a man:
"Hey, you! drop me a line."

The reply was: "Sure. What address?"
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The Blackout...>

OF ~l~et:e~s b~~;:?hl~:e:an compare
When you step out in a Blackout

On a step that isn't there.

You leave somebody's house for home,
And step out in the nighl;

You cant' tell where you're going, but
You hope and pray you're right.

When you stand upon the threshold
Your troubles just begin,

You say the step is just b2!OW,
Or was, when you came in.

Although you now expect the worst,
You're nervous just the same,

You're dropping down tOW31'd the step.
You've missed it; what a shame!

Boy! what a smack, you're all upset,
You just don't feel the same,

But you can still get up and walk­
So home you go .. again.

Well done, you're on the sidewalk now,
You're doing fine, that's great!

Your nerve is coming back when, smack,
Who swung that -- (censored) gate.

Unnerved again, and rather sore,
You plod toward youI' goal;

That's better now-your luck is in­
Until you hit a pole.

At last you reach youI' own backyard,
Your hopes are pretty flat,

And by your door you step right on
The neighbours old tom cat.

Now when the howls have died away
You find yourself at home,

And swear that while a Blackout lasts
You never more will roam.

---------+ + v----
A Cockney who was visiting America with his American friend heard

<til owl hoot one night:
Cockney: "'Elp! what was that?"
Friend: "That was an owl."
Cockney: "I know hlt was an 'owl, but what was it that 'owled'!"

W.J.
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Big Game Hunting in Newfoundland

17

o~ ~:~~~ma~d' ;~o~~t\~ ~~'~;~~l~Sat~;~e~y~t~~ \~';~~~~~~dN~;~:~~
a motor boat to tow us up Terra Nova Lake a distance of five miles. When
we reached the top of the lake we entered a river up which we paddled and
then across several lakes to Butt's Brook, where we pitched our camp,
which consisted of two lents, olle a food tent and the other a sleeping tent.
We then built a table and two chairs out of our food boxes. When that
was finished we made a good fire and prepared a good meal of ham and
eggs. Then to bed. because the next day we had to rise at dawn and get
011 the hunt.

Several days passed without any luck or sign of bears or caribou, but
we saw plenty of partridge and wild geese, which we could not shoot. On
SEptember the fourth we packed enough food to last us three days and
then left camp, traveUing very light with only food, an a.xe and two guns.
After travelling several hours we stopped to boil the kettle, because the
weather was getting misty. We had something to eat and got under way
.>~ quickly as possible. Within less than an hour it started to rain heavily.
Now twenty miles from camp, soaked to the skin, and it was not very
pleasant, so we made for the woods. We then cut down about ten trees
and bound them together to mnke a bough hut, thatching the roof with
boughs. We managed to get a good fire going and dried our clothes. Then
the next thing was some sleep. I was the lucky one because J was between
the other two, so this kept me warm.

Next morning it was still raining, but we decided to go on. The land
which we were crossing was soft with grass three or four inches hi~h and
very hard walking. So about mid-day as we were on top of a hill, Jack
suddenly knelt down and sighted his dfle on something, then calling my
attention to the game. My brother then took the other gun, sighted it,
then they both fired. The black object, which was a black bear, jumped
out into the open, trying to J{et away with his two hind len broken. Then
Dick and Jack blazing away brought the bear to a standstill. It was nearly
dead, so I took the gun and put a bullet through his brain, but the bear
still refused to die; so Jack took his axe and threw it at his head and
killed him.

The weather being very bad, we skinned the bear. noting where the
bullets hit-one in the lungs, one in the nose, one in the brain and three
in the legs. Tt took about half an hour to skin him. We knew that there
were some loggers' huts in the district about seven miles away. After a
hard tramp with a heavy bear skin we finally reached the huts. We made
a good fire and dried OUI' clothes and ate all our food except some bread.

E)' this time the weather had cleared somewhat. Across from th('
hut in which we were was a huge bird sitting on the chimney. I took the
gun and shot. The bird flew down to the ground, and thinking J had missed
and didn't bother to look. Next morning it was a scorching hot day, lind
thou~h we were thirty miles from a camp, we set out in great spirits. We
left the huts as we found them, for the next person who might be like our·
selves. These huts are always left open fol' people who get lost, so that
they can make themselves comfortable. Now on the trail for camp, about
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two hundred ym'ds from the huts we noticed the same bird which we had
seen the night before. Jack picked up a stick and hit it on the head. This
was a huge wood owl and we noticed that the bullet had broken its wing.
We put the owl in a bag and took it with us. Before night we reached
camp. The owl was alive and kicking, so we kept it fOI' five days until it
died, because it would not eat.

Now this is a very brid story of a couple of days hunting. We al!';o
had more fun several days later, but which it would tal,~ too long to tell.
We hoped to get a caribou, but the weather being bad prevented us from
going too far from camp.

E. W..-
A Holiday on the Isle 0/ WigJ,t

WEt~~~th~~~~~~t:~Uil~2n a~~. ti~o~~d~e~;' ~~1c~ ~:rr:;~~e~saiop~~~s~l~~~~
When we landed at Wootten we went straight to my grandmother's hous€
in East Cowes. Directly we got there we had something to eat. Aitel
dinner we went down to lhe beach to have a swim. Then we went to have
a game of golf and finally went home to tea.

The next morning we heard that the S.S. Que-en l\1ary was going to
go past the sea front, so we went down to the beach and anived just in
1.ime for dad to get some pictures of her before she went past.

The couple of days which followed were packed with excitement. Aftel
a few days we heard there was going to be a fair a short distance away.
80 we got ready and went. When we got there the place was full. There
were cocoanut shies, candy stalls, bowling alleys, and goodness knows what
else. Mother went in a haunted house and sprained hel' ankle and she had
to be carried a way.

The next day my grandmother said she was going to buy me a new
motor boat. So we visited one of the leading shops in Ryde, where we
oought one. It was a lovely boat and I still have it. The last few weckf'
were just as exciting. I went swimming and I played clock golf and, most
of all, I sailed my nice, new motor boat.

P. D. C.

Victory

Victory and might-
In battle fol' freedom and right
Comrades in arms you stand
Throughout the long day and night.
Oh! what loyalty and strength
Right unto the end;
You give all yours for Victory.

J. C.



THE FEILDIAN

TIle Mystery Manor

19

M\t'~~E~~~it\~~sd~:\~fe:iO~~l'~~~~~ lr;~tni~~e~a:~~g,e~f?e ~h~~J::;
roiled ,and, to make matters worse, Mr. Greene ran into a large ditch and
couldn't g'et the car out.

Luckily 1\11'. Greene spied an old manor in the distance, so he set out
for it as quickly as possible. At last he reached the door and stalted
pounding on it and, as he got no answer, starting kicking ont it, whereupon
the door fell off its hinges.

It was pitch dark inside, but Mr. Greene, with a sigh of relief, fell
inside. Suddenly he was grabbed by a pair of hands and bundled into a
room. Shortly afterwards he heard a key turn in the lock.

Again 1\11'. Greene pounded and kicked the door, but this time it did
not fall off its hinges. Suddenly he remembered something he had in his
pClcket-it was :l screwdriver. Somehow he managed to pick the lock. He
crept out with the air of a detective, and stealthily went upstairs, with a
pIece of wood ready to use as a weapon.

He opened a door cautiously and saw a lot of men with movie cameras,
and a man was saying, "O.K. Let's have that ghost scene again"; and then
the man saw :Mr. Greene again and said, "Aw, gosh, didn't 1 lock you up
there for good? Why must you butt in?" AlIl\'Ir. Greene said was, "Well,
I'll be shot."

D.R.M.

The Story of a Copper

WE~~i~~I~ ~~~~~~~~~,ea~~o~~a~hli~~a~U~~~~i~:s ~~e~~~a~~n~ a~o~~~
and flowers, with a monument set in the middle to commemorate my
birth (1918). It makes me smile to think of this when 1 realize now that
it is death that should be commemorated.

All my next-of-kin sang like brass bands and tinkling bells on our way
through the mint. Suddenly I found myself with twenty-four of my com­
panions rolled in paper and sent to a candy store.

One day the lady took me out and gave me to a grubby little boy, who
said "Thank, ma'am, I'll put him in me piggy-bank". So away I went in his
pocket, with nails, a sucker stick, ;J, piece of candy, some string, and a fish
hook. There was a little hole in his pocket, so I got near it and jumped out,
You know I hate to be imprisoned. When I came to my senses, I found
myself on the side of the road, dirty, ~md very muddy. I don't know how
long I had stayed there, but later a man picked me up, and washed m,e in
the river and gave me to a little girl, who gave me to a shop keeper for a
candy, Just imagine, she'd rather have the candy than me!
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Well, days and nights passed, and one night a boy of fourteen broke
in through the window and took me and all my friends and ran away with
us. During his flight he was stopped by a policeman and brought to a
court, where we were all passed over to the judge, who later passed us to
the shopkeeper again.

One day a man came and changed some of our friends for us. He
brought us home in his pocket and put us in a sack, then put us into a bag.
and at the bottom of drawer he laid us. Well, it was only the other day
that I found out he was a miser, so I gave my diary to one of my friends
who was taken out and asked him to send it to the printing press, because
l don't know how long I'll be here. I might be moved when you read this,
my story; I hope I am, don't you. So here goes my diary to the press until
J write another one of my later adventures.

ONE CENT.--+. +---

Soldiers of the Empire

IN t~fg~\;i~~e~~: a~~~~~htsert,
The soldiers of our Empire

Defend our Nation's right.

The right of speaking freely,
To worship as we please,

The might of Hitler's army
Shall take not from us these.

They were with brave Commandos
On raids of St. Nazaire,

They will fight for right and freedom
'Till its over, over there.

Across the blue Pacific
We've to face another foe,

From the role of mighty conqueror
Nippon soon shall go.

For his beaten men in Russia
Hitler now must grieve,

From the enslaved lands of Europe
His armies soon must leave.

But in the end we'll conquer,
For conquer them we must;

The soldiers of the Empire
Will uphold their sacred trust.

For a year they fought outnumbered,
But crime will never pay,

And our men 'lill beat these gangsters
With help from U. S. A.

B. C.
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Dunkirk

ACROSS the Channel came a fleet
Of vessels, large and small,

With courage, strength, and fortitude,
They gave their life-their all.

One glance upon the shores of France
Would make the bravest quake,

With shot and shell, like flames of hell.
Their country was at stake.

The rescuers began their job
To bring the lads back home.

'Mids't shot and shell they saved them well,
Amidst the swirling foam.

The Germans tried, although in vain,
To stop the swelling flow.

With planes and tanks, and mighty ranks,
They killed the helpless foe.

The boys are home, but many groan,
And some lie in the murk;

But where e're they be, they'll always see,
That hell on earth-Dunkirk.

A. H.

---+ + +--

TIte Grand Falls Mill

W'lllLE on my summer holidays at Badger I went into Grand Falls on a
visit, and whilst there I was given permission to go round the Anglo­

Newfoundland Development Company's paper mill. with the prize winners
(of which I was not one) of a Forest Fire Patrol competition.

After going over the offices adjoining the mill. we were introduced to
our guide, Mr. Dean, who first took us to the dam ovel' the river Exploits.
In spite of the immense amount of electricity generated here, if the need
arose, three times as much could be produced.

\Ve were then taken to the place where the logs coming down the river
nre taken into the mill by men with pick-poles who put the logs on a con­
veYOl' (an endless chain fitted with hooks for carrying logs from one part
of the mill to another) that carries them to the saw-mills.

In the saw-mills the logs (originally measuring 5-12 feet) are auto­
matically sawn into half, making them easier to handle. Leaving the saw­
mill, the logs travel on another conveyor to the barking machines for
stripping them of their bark. These consist of three enormous drums
with the inside of them revolving, into which the logs go. Water is then
sprayed onto the logs at high pressure, washing the bark from them. As



22 THE FEILDJAN

more logs fall in, the old ones fnlI out, and the men standing by check the
logs, so that if any of them have some bark on them theY are immediately
returned to the strippers.

The logs next go into a room where they are split, and then, while
some of the logs are cut inlo chips, the others are ground up. We then
saw the chips being mixed with water to fonn pulp. Although when the
water is poured onto them it is quite cold. such is the speed of the hiades
which mix the pulp, that by the time the pulp is laken out of the machine,
the water is boiling hot from fdetion.

The pulp then has most of the water dmined from it, and it is rolled
into thick-textured paper like blotting paper. Other rolling processes then
take place until finally the finished product, paper, is turned out, of which
Grand Falls produces 600 tons dail)'.

The paper is then immediately rolled into bundles, which are graded,
weighed, ,and labelled, and are then packed into freight cars for shipment.

We were next shown the three great cylinders where sulphur (which
is used in the making of newsprint) is extmcted from the rocks contain­
ing it. We also saw many other interesting things, including the electric
generators, and we were allowed to go to the top of the control tower,
which affords an excellent view of the country for miles around.

When we left the mill we all felt very grateful for having been given
un opportunity to see such an interesting industry.

P.H.
-+++--

A Walking Hike

TH:O~o~~~~~r~o~ig:~~s~~~~itie~d I like
Or maybe Joe and Tom and Mike
Would come with me on a walking hike.

We've decided upon a walking tour
Because of exercise it contains more.
We start off at a brisk pace,
And head towards the appointed place.

We start along the winding road,
While the sunshine our spirits goad.
We walk along with interest new,
And look up at the sky so blue.

We tried a farm house to find,
As the purchase of milk had troubled my mind.
We walked along a country lane
To find a farmhouse owned by a Dane.

There we purchased for us, our milk,
And for mother a country cloth lined with silk,
Then we bid the Dane good·day,
And wished him the best of luck with his hay.
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When we had gone a good long way,
We met a man who was Qut for the day.
So we asked how old ;ronder castles would be,
And he replied two hundred years, or maybe three.

After we travelled for an hour or so,
"Am I hungry?" cries out Joe,
So we tried a suitable place to find,
Where we could sit down and yams unwind.

It didn't take long to find a nice site
SUlTounded by trees in all beauty and might.
Little rabbits frisked round, that were small and mute,
While song from the trees came from birds so cute.

We started to eat the food,
And my, was it good!
We'd had plenty and there was some over,
When after the meal we replaced the cover.

AIter a very good repast
We started to tr~ad the road we'd just past.
And when at last home came in sight,
We raised a cheer with all our might.

B.A.
---+ +

To tl'e R. A. F.

A T~:~;~ ~~~~~i~~sa~t t~nf~~:
Stand up and drink, with heart and hand,
A toast to that reliant band

Who fight for you and me.

Who fight for all we have and hold,
For all we keep as dear-

The righ t to sny what freemen say,
Be free to work and free to play,

And free from mortal fear.

They're borne on the wing of morning
I-'ar up into the blue,

Their task is grim, 'twill never cease
Till comes the day of hard-won peace

To all the brave and true.

So now let's up and toast again,
And not as though perforce,

But with our heart and all our soul.
A toast that they may reach their goal­

A Toast-''The Royal Air Force",
D. W.

23



24 THE FEILDTAN

To tile NaV2

I SA~~;~~a;~iu~l~~n~ ~:~U:~d night,
Wild waves lashing all around you,
Thundering storms so vIDnly pound you,
Brave the whole wide wol'1d has found you,

Proving fully "Right is might."

I salute you, gallant seamen,
All your deeds may ne'er be known;

Though many foes attack you madly,
Keep cheerful. e'en things go badly,
We would ever aid you gladly-

You will come into yom' own.

Pearl Harbour

(The U. S. entry into the War, December 8th, 1941.)

IT w~~~~~n~u~::sS~e~t~g gay,
The Japs attacked Pearl Harbour,

In the middle of the day.

They crept in "very quiet like",
Scarce making any sound,

They dropped their deadly cargo
On planes still on the ground.

And then they bombed the city,
And sprayed the streets like lead,

And after they had done their work
They very quickly fled.

Before the Japs got very far,
The Air Corps took to flight,

With bullets flying everywhere
They zoomed into the night.

The day, December seventh,
The Japs made their attack;

But on the day which followed,
Uncle Sam, he hit right back.

And now the U. S. Dough-boys
Are figh ting side by side

With John Bull's hardy Tommies,
To avenge the men that died.

D. w.
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With England and the U. S. A.
Together in this war.

Dictators better watch themselves.
Or they'll dictate no more.

So while the \Val' is mging,
With everybody trying;

Let's make more guns and airplanes.
And help to "keep 'em flying".

--. + +-

TIle Successful Hunt

THEC~:sU;:d ~~: ~~~~~n~h~~e~~~~~~g wind
Then the thunder roared. and the lightning flashed,

And rain poured from a cloud.

The roof was heard to near collapse,
As a cry then rent the air;

The sound of a hOrlible scuffle. and then
Running foot-steps over the stair.

Then all was still as before this scene
And the two listening men outside,

\Yalked cautiously up to the doorway
And pushed it open wide.

One of the men, who had a light,
Shone it round the webbed hallway.

Revealing the old soiled staircase,
Upon which a slain corpse lay.

They hurriedly phoned for the police van,
And started to search the place,

To try and find the murderer,
Though they never saw his face.

They started by searching the basement..
Where they had heard a muffled sound,

Then all of a sudden, a voice sang out
"Reach high, and tum around".

Amazement spread on the face of both,
For now they knew his name;

This man they were hunting was crazy,
From an asylum just down the lane.

The two men were suddenly frightened,
For they knew whal the man would do.

They were the asylum's keepers,
To them these things weren't new.

M. D.
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Then help came suddenly from outside­
A policeman appeared at the door,

Accompanied by seven friends
He bore the man to the 1100r.

The keepers had looked for tile man n whole week,
And now were glad he was found.

The murdered man, I:lS they soon found out,
Was the man who had made him unsound.

Per/Japs

WH~~s:i~~~~~SdC~~Pg~=:~h;a~I~'
That's when good peace and quietness

Are brought to one and all.

That's when our thoughts do tum to God,
Or then to other things,

Perhaps we think of joyS long past
When we were little things.

Perhaps we thinl{ in years to come,
We may be ftlmOus men.

Perhaps we think up wistful things
To tell our children then.

Perhi~w~;r~~~n~st~\~et ~~~ are righ t,

Perhaps we think of killing souls,
As other people do.

Perhaps wc think of famous men,
And all the things lhey've done.

Perhaps we think that the~ good souls,
Have life's hard course well run.

Perhaps we think when men arc old,
That they know many things.

Pel'!mps we think of easy life,
And joy to us it brings.

Perhaps we think of brethren dear,
Though very far away.

Perhaps we think we nc'er shall be
As happy as to-day.

Perhaps we think of life's reward,
For ever strh'ing hard.

Perhaps we think of fighting men,
And things we have to guard.

J. C.
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Perhaps we think of wealth's crazed lust,
Which many men have gained.

Perhaps we think of simple lives, .
Which many have not gained.

Perhaps we think of writing poems,
As I am doing now.

Perhaps we think of writing plays,
To which we give a bow.

By now the sun has sunk below
The level line of hills,

So now our thinking, it is o'cr,
As arc all story thrills.

The shades are drawn, the lights arc lit,
The bed sheets all turned down,

Aod after saying prayers to God,
We in slumber's balm are drowned.

W.E.

WllO am I?

MYp~~~~~e~~:t~~~iSe~~~;.i~o;I\~:~s;~~fisti::;:~?:~~~~~sih~a;:r~O~a~.li~;%
of writers. We are a very large family of various occupations and diverse
capabilities; however I am the most useful of my family, and have per­
fonned the greatest service to mankind. Yet T am looked on with very
little admiration.

When I pass along in the sh'eds people scarcely turn their heads to
look at me, and sometimes I am cast into dark dungeons where I lie for
many weeks on end, and never see the light of day.

For all this my heart is burned fire to bring food to the hungry and
wann cheer to the frozen beggar.

I am a homely fellow of no Kreat beauty, even considered by some to
be none too clean, yet Tam admitted and welcomed to the best of homes.

l\Jy family is distributed ovel' all p:n1:s of the world and ever since T
became of aQ"e men have fought to obtain my favours. T have a brother
who is considered to be more hard-hem·ted than I, yet his manners are
gentle and. from his personality there comes warmth and cheer. He is not
so industrious as Tam, yet he is much sought after, because his temper is
so mild and he has inexhaustible patience.

T have several sons of $!Teat repute. My eldest is a person of very
dark complexion, and very fickle temper: in a moment he may fiy into .fl

ra~e and yet fOI" long periods oftime spreads his protectve arms, and
shields men from the wet.

My second son is Jl dan<zcl'ous fellow. Although he is as light as a
feather, yet at one ~h"Oke he has been known to tear whole buildings apart.
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but when used in the dght wny, he becomes one of the best servants in
the kitchen, boiling water and cooking our food.

I have many grandsons; many of them illustrious. One of them paints
all the colours of the rainbow, another, high in the medical profession.
soothes pains and blings relief to many a sufferer. Another of my grand­
children is always competing with tJlC nr.tivc3 of the West Indies, but has
never succeeded in his PUl'pow. lIe is, however, much sought after by
people with a sweet tooth.

J cannot conclude without mentioning a niece of mine. She has man­
aged to win the admiration of men and women the world over, although
she has done very little for the good of mankind. She is a sparkling beauty
and while I burn my hEart out working for the good of the human race,
you will find her draped around the necks of queens. I have another niece,
however, who although homely, has kft her mark on the pages of history.

No doubt you would like to know my name, but by this time you are
so well acquainted with my family it would be :m insult to your intelli·
gence to introduce myself.

c. c.

Do YOllrDllty

CO~1fE;:~~r;~~~~~~~·:tg~lf~~'~~~~~~I~tf1°e:.uc~lIntI'Y,
This country now, as you all know,
Is fighting for freedom through sleet and through snow.

Our country is fighting with Hitler's tramps,
So why not help her with War Savings StD.mps;
It will give her great help, the authorities say,
So why not buy War Savings Stamps to-dny.

There are other wa:;s b:. which you can share,
For instance, ser.d socks to OUi" men ovcr thcre.
And as fOl" the children, now what have you done?
If nothing: Inve3t in Lhe Britain Milk Fund.

Hitler is now over fifty years old,
He can't move from the stove 'cause his reet become cold.
If he still keeps on fighting he'll die with the cramps.
Cheer up, Newfoundlanders-buy WUI' Savings Slamps.

The battle's still rag;ng, now don't be alarmed,
We are beating Adolph, so why not be chalmcd.
We are beating Adolph, and soon we shall see
That Hitler '8 not what he 's cr3cked up to be.

F. S.

"Yes," said Fred, "I've had some very tT:"'ng experiences on the foot­
ball field. Once I was struck senseless by the ball."

"And when," asked one of the listeners, "do you expect to rccover."
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Bedtime

WH~~~l'Y~~;i~e~~~~;~o~~',,~~or;:~~V~,~~,?~1e~·:~~~n:h:. ~=:.
" 'Tis off you now go,"
But not to the show,

" 'Tis to bed you'll go now
Without a fuss or a 1'o\v."
Your shoes you take off,
Then your coat you do doff.

Then your clothes you transport
To your sitting resort,
And there they bide until morning,
That is 'till day is dawning.
Then your prayers you do say
And bid God guard you 'till next day.

B.A.

---+ + +--

TIle Violi"

JI~l:~~~S i~ef;~~~\~~~lv~i~~lin;
He keeps his mother awake at night
And gives the neighbours an awful fright.

Sometimes he sqneaks and sometimes he squawks,
Sometimes he's still and sometimes he walks.
But all the time he'll play away;
He plays all night and plays all day.

P. D. C.

Grade X Questions

1. Earl isn't a lift but a --?

2. Claude is not bought but is for --?

3. Art is not white but is --?

4. Charlie is not a priest but a --?

5. Jim is not ice but --?

6. Fred is not a scream but a --?

7. Norman is not a barker but a --?

8. Kevin is not a rub but a --'

9. Doug is not a spookey, as he is a --?

(Answers on Next Page)
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Answers

1. Crane.
2. purchase.
3. Brown.
4. Bishop.
5. Snow.
6. Howell.
7. Tiller.
8. Chafe.
9. Hookey.

---+ + (.-

Storm at Sea

TH~n~U~h~'~~~t\~:st~e~: ~~l~a~k:;~:~t~l~f;~t!
But that red came in early morning,
And we all knew that it meant a warning.

The sky darkened as black clouds came in sight,
And soon a storm was at its height.
The lightning flashed, the thunder rolled,
It rained in torrents, the air grew cold.

Through those billows and lashing foam
A ship was coming towards her home.
The mountainous seas lept in the air,
The sailors toiled, yet relied too on prayer.

The thunder still rolled, the lightning still flashed,
A bolt struck a mast, the spar top was smashed.
The men kept praying, yet scanned the dark skies,
Anxiously watching from salt-bitten eyes.

Their prayers were heard and answered too,
The wind and \"ave began to subdue.
The thunder still rolled, far av.'ay now,
The lightning flashed, as from a distant brow.

The men, saved from that perilous sea,
Praised God, who oft had set them free.
They had been saved from the storm's great rage­
A reeorded date in their history's page.

B. v.

M.M.

-+ + +--­
Monasteries were places where monsters were kept.

An adult is a man that has stopped growing at both ends but not in
the middle.
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A Soldier

I W~~~~vl\~e,\~uI~eb~ ~~~~~e;'
To fight for deal' old England­

I am from Newfoundland.

My brother, he enlisted
When the call for tluty came;

I think when I grow old enough
That I will do the same.

And if this war continues
Until I am a man,

T will join the British army,
By my brother's side I'll stand.

----+ + +---

TIle RigI,t Spirit

H. C.

31

OUT in the forest of Newfoundland lived an old hunter. Once he worked
on the railroad s2eing that the tmck was in good l·epair. 'When he was

about to retire he liked the forests so much that he resolved to live in the
forest for the rest of his life. He was married and he had a little son. Once
in a while he went to Benton on Gander Lake to get provisions and the peo­
ple there called him "Old Dick," although his real name was Richard
Hunton. He had a nice house, which was there when he came, a nice vege­
table garden, a cow, a horse, and a few hens and ducks.

One day "Old Dick" was away looking at his traps and when he was
cominR" home he saw smoke coming out of his house, as he hurried towards
it. When he reached it his wife run towards him and said that little
Charlie had lit a match on his bedroom floor and a large part was burning
then. He told his wife to fetch water so he could put it on the fire. It was
out in a few minutes, but a big hole had been burnt in the floor.

Soon he was fixing the earth underneath to put a new floor down, but
his shovel struck some metal, so he started digging to see what it was, and
he soon found a small iron box in which were a lot of valuable gold pieces.
When the people in Benton heard this they were all wondering and sug­
gesting what he would do with it. He got its worth in regular money and
he gave $80 to the H.M.S. Newfoundland Fund and the rest he invested in
War Savings Certificates. When they saw this they put all their savings
in Certificates too.

E.D.M.
----+ + +---

A dynamo is a machine that makes dynamite and other explosives.

A mugwump is a bird that sits on the fence with his mug on one side
and his wump on the other.
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A Race against Time

AMIDST the swirling sand-dunes,
Away from all green fields,

A lonely figure staggers on,
Towards a fort he reels.

He wears a ragged uniform
Bespeckled with his blood,

And as he falls upon the gl'ound
He sends this prayer to God:

"Give me strength to cuny on
With my appointed task,

Strength to take me to the Fort
Is all I need to ask."

He lurched once mOl'e upon his feet
Continued on his way,

He had walked across the sands
Ever since the break of day.

A pleasing sound came to his ears
As he fell upon the sand;

'Twas the sound of running feet
By the members of his band.

They took him up between them
Poured water on his head,

They put some brandy 'twixt his lips,
Then he awoke and said:

"We were captured in the desert,
By a murderous Arab band,

I alone escaped, to teU
About their secret plan.

They plot to take the Fort to-night,
So haste then and pl'epare"­

And as those words escaped his lips
He breathed a final prayer.

The men raced back towards the Fort,
Across the desert sand.

As the legionnaires took up their posts
There appeared an Arab band.

Because the men were warned before,
The fight was a quick defeat,

And one could see when the smoke had cleal'ed
The Arabs in retreat.
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This was the work of a hero
Who died that they might live,

That they might keep the desert safe;
What more can one man give?

They gave him military burial
Where he had died that night,

A prayer was sent to God above,
He was lowered out of sight.

A wooden cross is all that marks
This simple hero's grave,­

A symbol of unselfishness-
A symbol of the brave.

R. P.

--+ + +-----

TIle Spirit of Youth

I THANK Thee, LOl'd, for giving me a body that is strong,
That carries in its bosom the ectasy of song,

A heart of me with energy that forces me to move
By sacrificial motives that lift my soul above.

I thank Thee for the gift to learn by which Thave the strength
To look upon temptation and hold it at arm's length,
And may I always concentrate the mighty force of will
Upon a worth~while object, some noble place to fill.

Let me be always learning, yet never feel too wise;
For youth with all its careless and exhilarating JOYS
Would often tempt me from the path my elders think is best,
Or feel too independent through recklessness or jest.

Help me to use the Precious Years I have to call my own,
Lest I may find when it's too late my chances all have flown,
For all these stories of intellect awaiting· to be used,
Are but entrusted to m.y care and may not be abused.

And may I find in every gift that Thou hast given me
How wondeJ1'ul Thy stewardship, the trust I hold for Thee.

L. D. Y.

--+ + +----­
SPRING IS HERE

Spring is here once again,
Forget your worries,
Forget your pains;
Enjoy the sinshine and the air,
Forget the winter was ever here.

D. '1'.
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"Little Pigs"

ON my walk through life, I pause to think of these comkallittle ereateures
named "Pigs," though so smaU and clean when born, to live and die in

"muck", and yet they live lazily and happily in these humble sUlToundings,
to become large ugly swine, upon which people look and say "Ugh! dirty
beast". But oh! let's think again of the nice ham and eggs we had this
morning for breakfast, again of the nice dressed pork we had for dinner.
My, how lovely! Do we forget that the nice ham and pork were parts of
the comical little pigs of yesterday?

While to look again upon this little creature, it may seem of little value
to us learned and educated people, but by the way, where did that ham and
pork corne from? Why" the little pig, of course. No! not those dirty little
animals. But yes, these comical little creatures playa comparatively large
part in most of our lives, and so we will in future look upon these little
creatures and say "Hello there, you little fatty," won't we?

Ti,e War Savings Effort of Bishop Feild College

TH:et~~~' ~v~~1~t~~~;~t i~fb~/~~()iti;:~~d u~ne;~ij~n1~0~~ bt~te i~~~i~~~~
term of September to December, only $40 was collected, but the next week
alone showed a big jump. In January the graph showed $45, and the
coming months also showed a big jump. But the biggest jump of all wus
for the week ending :i\1arch 14th, when the grand total of $80 was collected.

Grade VII has aroused interest among its members by forming a War
Savings Army, under the leadership of Enlisting Officer, L. French. The
army has thrived.

---+ • +---------

Believe It or Not
WIULE my Buddy and 1 were on our vacation, we decided that we would

go and have a look at our rabbit snares. As we went to find it, Bruce,
my buddy, asked me if I thought there was a mbbit in our snare, I said I
hoped there was one, and we ran up the path to where we had set the
snare.

When we got there we were glad to see that there was a rabbit in the
snare. I was just going to get it when Bruce stopped me; he told me to
watch the rabbit at what it was doing. To my great surprise, I saw the
rabbit sitting on its hind paws, and with its fore paws, it was unwinding
the wire from the snare.

vVe watched the rabbit walking down the path with the snare on his
neck. As he approached another mbbit, the second one took the wire from
fll'ound his neck and they both hopped into a hole in a tree.



THE FEILDIAN

Buy War SaIJiugs Stamps

Bombers are just what we need,
U sed to help our victory speed,
Y Dung men on their way to fly,

W ar they bring to Nazi sky.
A Jlies all, they act as one,
R oaring on against the Hun,

Soldiers fighting in the east,
A gainst those ugly Japanese.
V ietary is near, we say,
I n a while we'll all be gay.
N ow its time to lend a dime,
G et our victory in quick time.
S ubmal'ines we too must buy,

S hips to sail in large convoy,
T aoks to make the Nazi run,
A mmunition for each gun.
Money will buy all of these.
Peonies. dimes, dollars, please!
S ave and speed them on their way.

BUY WAR SAVINGS STAMPS TO-DAY.

A False Alarm

35

WI~~~et~:a~~s;:~gaa}~~~y"~~~l~:~tl~e:p~nSe~g~~aa I~~~~~b~ ~~~~~~ea~~;:;
miles away. The local school teacher, with a friend, was visiting tht
clergyman at his house. It was an evening in December, about eight
o'clock, when a light snow began to fall.

The newly erected fog alarm made its first blow. Tt was a peculiar­
sounding horn, "much like that of an animal in distress." It never dawned
on the three gentlemen that it was the new fog alarm.

After the alarm had made some grunting blasts, one of the gentlemeu
remarked that some cow belonging to the settlement must be bogged in
the "Parson's Pond".

A lantern was immediately lit, and the trio left the house to search for
the cow which was in distress. They would wait for the sound, and then
start off in the direction from whence it seemed to come.

This was repeated time after time, and yet they seemed to get no
nearel' to the source of the groans.
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After an hour 01' so, the futile search began to fail, and the searchers
were beginning to feel distressed <tnd wet, from tmmping over the coun­
try-side.

They eventually had to quit and return to the parsonage, while the
groaning still continued.

After getting dried out and warmed, it suddenly dawned on one of the
gentlemen, that it had been the new Sagona fog alarm they had been
hunting.

R. P.

TIle Blackout

COl\~~~~ ~=t~~d~Oa~yl~~~~~.
It's all about the blackout

That's over St. John's city.

Our windows should be darkened
To keep light from the street,

And keep them blackened out,
Until Hitler he is beat.

The lights of cars are painted black
And a rim of glossy white,

To help folks see the traffic,
That prowl around at night.

The lights on the poles are off,
Making danger in the street.

If you are caught in a blackout
Be careful whom you meet.

:Many people they get hurt,
Some are even found dead,

The women will not go out in the night,
They rather be home in bed.

The town it sp.ems it deserted.
With not a light to be seen,

But its all to capture Adolf
An dto free our king and queen.

J. D.
--~•• +-
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Atlantic Port

I SAl~ ~h~~~t~~~;~t s~e~hg:~:~~~, side,
Silent as a corpse's lips,

Rocking slowly on the tide.

Peaceful ships, at peace no more,
Stopped in for a needed breather

In this business of war,
From enemies, and adverse weather.

I saw the doughty fighting ships,
Camouflaged for self defence,

Harboured in the wharves and slips,
Fitting out with confidence.

And the ?\Ierchant Navy ships,
But for them the war be lost,

Stacking up the fatal chips
With every time that they have crossed.

.-
Patrol Boat

S:\J~:X~~l~l~r~~~~~~C~~~l~lt~:~h~e~~r~~~rdays,
Hunting round for V-Boats,
E-Boats, Q-Boats,

Seldom ever finding them in the foggy haze.

Commander on the bridge and each man to his station,
Tired of monotony. wishing for some fun,

Sick of stinging salt sprays,
Long nights, short days,

Eager fol' some flction and tangle with the Hun.

Butting through the water, waves washing over,
Icy briny splflshes slapping at the men.

Fog to the starboard, ,
Fog to the larboard,

Cleaning up now and then, and banking down again.

Then back to port again, at supplying station,
Three days in, with leave on shore,

Listening to the ni~"htly sound
Of bombs falling aU around,

Glad to get back to the sea once more.

D.W.

D.W.
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