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Comment
Now is the time to say Goodbye

by Colin Damp and Peter Watson.

Well folks, it's the end of the line, this is our last
;nagazrne as editors before we go the w'ay of asll editorial
lesh. We_ hope you enjoyed our three editions as much
as we enjoyed editing them. We must thank all those
members of the committee who did such good work as sub-
editors and for all they did to help produce “The Balshavian”
each term. We must also thank Mr. Holmes for his
assistance with advertising, Mr. Leathley and Mr. Rowley
with subscriptions and Mr. Eccles for all his help.

It is also, very regrettably, Mr. Eccles’ last magazine.
A constant source of ideas and enthusiasm ever since the
the first edition of the new ‘Balshavian” appeared in 1965,
now, nearly four years and eleven “Balshavians” later Mr.
Eccles is ending his association with the magazine. It
was he who always insisted that everything in the magazine
should be the product of the pupils. He often provided the
inspiration, when it was lacking, for articles which were
developed by members of the committee. As a result of
his guidance and help “The Balshavian” is now a magazine
which has been lifted from the level of ordinary school
journals to a place where we are now emulated by others.
To produce a magazine of this calibre is no mean feat.
Enthusiasm is always difficult to maintain from year to year,
yet Mr. Eccles has provided the continuity vital to the
magazine when editors come and go. Amongst the
‘thousand and one’ worries of printers, copy, finance, ad-
vertising, and sweating editors he remained imperturbable
with advice and aid.

We are deeply grateful for all he has done for us and
“The Balshavian®.

In his place we welcome Mr. Tromans who has so
willingly agreed to carry on the good work. To Mr. Tromans,
to the new editors and to the new committee we offer our
best wishes for future editions and hope that you, our
writers and readers will support them in every way possible.
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Committee members who have served during our
editorship:—Joyce Proctor, Sally Thompson, Marilyn Hutch-
inson, Mary Houghton, Margaret Norris, Dorcas Howe, Carol
Rennie, Anita Horrocks, Gillian Kirkham, Olwyn Catton,
Peter Jones, David Lawrie, Frank Crowe, Leslie Waring,
Brian Derrick, John Chadwick, Michael Foster, Christopher
McKittrick, lan Bleasdale.

Prefects Comment

by Marilyn Hutchinson.

| never fail to be entertained when I'm on prefect duty:
the nature of the entertainment is sometimes dubious but
it certainly exists. For example, the other day it was
raining, so that meant that everybody stayed in classrooms
for the duration of the lunch hour. | was checking that
the classrooms were in reasonable order when, to my mild
surprise, | heard the plaintive cry of a female from the next
room. On further enquiry | discovered that the said female
was being terrorised by another angelic little girl brandishing
a couple of cow's eyes, which were, | was told, intended
for dissection in the Biology Lab. “‘Sweet children,” | thought,
“full of fun.”

We seem to have great potential in this year's lower
forms: some of the boy members of the same may be noted
for their ample share of energy, and loud voices, and cheek.
Another lunchtime | was surprised to find a group of small
boys in Room 3. Venturing to enquire why they were there,
the toughest advanced importantly, planted himself right
under my nose and, drawing himself up to his full three
feet ten inches, announced ‘“Fishin’ Club; are you inter-
ested?” With a respectful “No”, | withdrew from the room,
an older and wiser prefect. The girls are equally promising.
Why, only the other day, whilst watching field activities from
Room 18, | saw a charming little blond girl knock a little
boy flat in only ten seconds.

Considering these and various other incidents, | was
prompted to recall what sort twelve-year-old | had been.
The only incident which | considered to be of any moment
was when | was gently whacked across the ears with a text
book by one of the prefects because | had dared to address
him as “Lofty”.

Curious to discover what other prefects think about

children, i.e. “little Balshavians”, | broached the subject
with various colleagues.
“What do you think Mike . . . . about children?”

“Oh! I'm in favour; perhaps two or three.”

“No, Mike, I'm asking for your view, in your capacity
as prefect, of members of the lower school.”

“Oh! In that case—subdue the masses!"
“Yes Michael. What do you think, Gwillym?"
“They’re too tall.”

“Colin, any views?"



“Well, . . . um . .. where should we be without them?
Unemployment among prefects would be rife, would it not?”

Everybody seemed willing to make general comments
but no' one seemed to have anything constructive to say,
when one champion of the working classes came up with
the following—questionable—comment in verse form.

From their heads unto their feet

First formers are pure and sweet.
The second form, if they are good,
Are full of joy and youthful blood.
The third form girls are twice as nice.
The third form boys are full of vice.
The fourths have reason to be haughty,
If tl}ey remember not to be naughty.
Wh!lst in the fifths, divisions abrupt:
The girls are pure, the boys corrupt.

(Alan Heald).

All comments on the above controversial statement are
invited for publication in the next issue.

Context No. 6
The Primary School

‘We drew round Duncan Pickup’

by Joyce Procter and Mary Houghton.

The fresh scent of daffodils, hyacinths and tulips drifted
out to. meet us through the open doorway, and we were
momentarily afraid we’d landed in the W.l. by mistake. But
no. We were quickly informed by a charming little man
with. a moustache (Mr. Gillam, the Headmaster) who
emerged from the Dutch Tulip Fields, evidence of the
annual show of bulbs cultivated by the children, that it was
indeed Roe Lee Primary School in Blackburn.

We were there to see how much the modern primary
school differed from what we and most of our readers
remember of our early school years. Roe Lee was par-
ticularly suitable for such a study because it practices the
new Nuffield teaching methods. These lay especial
emphasis on the practical and concrete aspects of such
subjects as Science, French and Maths in order to teach
them to five-to-thirteen-year-olds.

It is not the school itself which is new, but the methods
of teaching — the actual classrooms being built round a
quadrangle with a six-foot wide corridor running round the
inside. Every inch of space is used, and we were under
considerable strain to fight our way through the swarm of

4

children in the corridor, wielding paint pots, sticky glue
brushes, cups of tea, buns and bowls of everything from
plaster of Paris to plain water.

The bulb show is entirely in the spirit of the school’s
method of teaching which aims at self expression and self
confidence and stimulating the child’'s sense of curiosity
rather than filling the brain with just enough facts to pass
the 11-plus. The abolition of this exam. in Blackburn allows
more freedom to teach things which interest the children
and which they want to learn. To quote Mr. Gillam, the
teacher is ‘‘no longer a pedagogue at a high desk issuing
orders, but an advisor and friend liable to be indistinguish-
able under a swarm of buzzing children.”” This is reflected
admirably in Mr. Gillam’s own relationship with his pupils
which seems to be that of a favourite uncle rather than the
forbidding giant of our early school-days.

As the teacher’s role has changed, so have the types
of discipline. Timetables are extremely flexible, as are
the arrangements of desks. Classes tend to be divided
into small groups of six or even less. The members of the
group co-operate with each other on a project with as little
instruction as reasonable from the teacher, allowing natural
initiative to develop to the full. This informality of routine
goes hand-in-hand with the appearance of the classroom.
Desks are often huddled in groups or ‘“‘work bays' some-
times with notice boards to display each group’s work.
The classroom itself is like Aladdin's cave with brightly
coloured paintings, graphs, collages and models on view
everywhere, plants thronging the window sills like a hot-
house, and shelves loaded with scales, tin jugs, bottles,
tape measures, shells, coloured pebbles, balsa wood, rubber
bands, string beads, peg boards and even a microscope for
the immediate use of anyone who wanted them. The point
about such an arrangement is that when a child sets out
to do anything, everything required is at hand so that he
can sit down and start, possibly popping along to the library
for information without any prompting or necessary
permission from the teacher.

The range of subjects taught (“learnt about” would
be a betier phrase) is amazing. Many of the children do
projecis, often started quite spontaneously. The oldest
year, girls and boys, does cookery, making anything from
sweets to chocolate buns, and even sponge cake in the
staff room gas oven. One of the first things we were asked
was “Would you like a cup of tea?’ — exit a girl of ten or
eleven to return later with an excellent brew.
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: Cookery, however, is not the most unexpected subject.
_Chllqren of five learn fractions here in the most extraordinar-
ily simple way. A basic circle of sticky paper is cut up
into. halves and quarters and used for building simple
pictures. The child grasps the concept of what fractions
are through seeing them and using them and then explaining
what he has done in words. “I made a man from two halves
agnd two quarters.” This is always the method adopted:
fn’stvdo the experiment, then write about it and whenever
feasible, make a chart or graph of the result, so that English
and Maths are inextricably linked.

Mr. Gillam’s maxim is “l hear — | forget, | see — |
remember, | do — | understand” and here it is put success-
fully into effect. We saw beautiful writing done by five and
six:-vear-olds, which summed up a graph they had done
about hair colour in their class. i :

At the beginning, the children have to be given concepts
of shz_ape. size, colour and weight. All this is done by
prenr_nent. “We drew round Duncan Pickup,” said one
little: girl excitedly. They also cut out shapes and make
them into geome_tric patterns. Children of seven and eight
talk quite happily about regular and irregular hexagons,
equilateral triangles etc. They are encouraged to measure
and weigh everything in sight and in this way they begin
to think constructively from a very early age.

~ When the youngsters have mastered the concept of
dimension, they go on to area. Peg boards and rubber
bands provide a useful variation on graph paper for finding
the area of a sguare and hence devising a formula for the
area of a triangle. In this atmosphere of experiment, text
books have little relevance and have been supplanted
almo_st_ entirely. by work cards prepared by the teacher, by
television programmes and by “environmental studies”
including field trips to places of interest.

Everything is recorded and displayed for all to see
and learn from. [t is imperative that the child’s work is
seen to be important if he is to feel encouraged to pursue
his' studies. However slow a child may be, he goes at his
own pace and gets as much encouragement as anyone
else so that he knows he is doing something worthwhile.

We were a little surprised to find that Roe Lee does
not use the “i.t.a.” method of teaching children to read.
It was felt that the need tol make the change over negated
any good effects that the system might have, and anyhow
the standard of reading and writing we saw in five and six-
year-olds seemed! remarkably high.
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The eight-year-olds and upwards learn French by the
Nuffield system using tape recordings and flannelgraph.
The ten and eleven-year-olds had previously tried two other
systems using records and films and had started at the
beginning again, but they could still shame some of our first
year, we dare say. The emphasis is on spoken French, the
accent being considered all important, and they were
remarkably good at repeating the dialogues they had heard

with actions to suit.

One aspect of life in this school which cuts across
all ages is the puppet show. Every class has its home
made puppet theatre and a collection of glove puppets with
papier maché heads. Even the infants learn confidence
and self expression in improvising plays, culminating in a
puppet show given every year by the top class with the aid
of Mr. Nicholson. It was a lavish performance this year
presenting Jack and the Beanstalk and a variety show
which included Shirley Bassey, a bull-fight and a magician
sawing a lady in half.

At every turn it was clear to us that the interests of
Mr. Gillam have quite an influence on the school. Apart
from the obvious enthusiasm for children and teaching, his
liking for poetry seemed to be behind the fact that classroom
walls were adorned with such poems as Blake's “Tiger,
Tiger” drawing lavish illustrations from the children as
well as encouraging them to try their own hands at writing
poetry. He is also a keen bee keeper and the three hives
in the grounds arouse considerable interest during the
summer when the children can see how a colony is formed
and how the honey is made.

The school is also lucky to be endowed with large
playing fields and a well equipped hall-cum-gymnasium. It
is only fair to point out, as Mr. Gillam did, that the level of
intelligence among the pupils is generally high. But even
taking this into account, the achievement at Roe Lee was,
to our eyes, tremendous. We found great enthusiasm in
both staff and pupils. The children were assured and
talkative, rarely shy, and we were told that when interviewed
for “Children Talking” they talked the television people to
death for three days!

The whole experience was an excellent example of
how rewarding teaching can be. At four o'clock a remark-
able number of children, apart from teachers’ children,
lingered behind. What better testimony than that?
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Show

by Alan Pickles, age 9, of Roe Lee Primary School
Snow, snow, beautiful snow.

He!'e it is, there it is, everywhere we go.

Children here, children there, little dogs and kittens.

But we must :
mitteg:t well wrapped up with coats and fur and

What's that there? Oh yes. of
¢ ,of ¢
all the hedgeé. RRESisisnowinasicovered

Look, over there: a dog has fallen down a hole; oh dear.

Ha, ha, lo&ke?ver there: some snow has fallen in that man’s

Chacun Pour Soi!

by Carol Rennie and Anita Horrocks.

___ Continuing the editorial policy of exposi
initiated to the incomprehensible, i};’] sub-alpcciisc[:n%ort'iigi?tiounns
we emerged from the school building, to give you a blood-
curdling up-to-the-minute report on the rugby knockout
ﬂ?al. Huddled in a corner we watched thirty healthy rugby
players troop out and take up their positions on the field
Soon the whistle blew and war broke out. In the first minute
of play, someone hared up the wing, hurled himself and the
ball'over a white line and a roar of triumph was heard from
all 'three Worden supporters—a try. ‘“For all you lot wot
g;’néoanc:l%t;l'?hntet%'wi_’ %ame", that means three points. Now
ing this inte a goa ints.
asoneningiinis into offg | they get a further two points.

1. Opposing players retreat behind the goal posts.

2. After much argument one of the other team e
and takes up position. ptl -

8. Digs hole in greund and with infini :
ball therein. J ith infinite care buries

4. Head kicker takes aim and the ball soars over the

bar to the satisfaction of his team mates a
> S@ nd t
apparent indifferencel of the opposers. 2
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Five points now, and the Worden team are still going
strong; from then on we were lost, as the ball sped up and
down the field, whistles blew, players were trampled under
foot and the linesmen bobbed up and down waving their
flags. Anyway the game continued in what to us looked
like impossible chaos. Eventually after fifty minutes of
pitiless attack by Worden, who were nearly ail members of
the School 1st XV, the final whistle blew leaving them the
victors with a score of fifteen points to nil.

The Hockey Final

by Colin Damp.

Monday March 4th 1968 was not my day. It was my
first day of duty, | forgot to open the form rooms after lunch,
the reporter from this noble rag charged with the task of
reporting the Hockey Final was away at an interview leaving
me to do it, and to cap it all, my house (Cuerden) lost!

At 4-15 p.m., coat on and keys in pocket, | sallied forth
onto the field (The match, by the way, was between Faring-
ton and Cuerden). At 4-18 p.m. someone shouted.

“Bully off!” they cried.

“And y . . . Oh! Is that what it's called?” | said, and
made note. At this point a sympathetic member of staff
took me in hand and explained all about hitting the ball
with the flat side of the stick, not raising the stick above
the shoulder, something called “turning’” and a thousand
and one little intricacies of the game. Shortly afterwards,
at 421 p.m.,, a ‘‘corner’” was awarded to Farington. In
answer to my timid enquiry, | was told that a member of
Cuerden must have “committed a misdemeanour in the
cirole.” | muttered something about the back stalls being
more usual, but nevertheless took dutiful note of the fact.
The first half, tonight consisting of twenty-three minutes,
was made eventful only by the ball disappearing down a
rabbit hole at 4-29, and being retrieved from the brook by
Vicky Riding at 4-35. At 4-40 the Cuerden captain, Freda
Southworth, attempted to deal with a high ball and was
penalised for raising her stick above her shoulder. It later
transpired that she was feeling somewhat under the weather
and was practically rattling with asprins. Dreams of a
headline “DRUGS AT SCHOOL HOCKEY FINAL" were short
lived, though, being murdered by the half-time whistle at
4-41 p.m.

The second half was more eventful. At 4-45 | was
informed that Vicky Riding was rolling on. “What?" | asked,
pictures flashing through my mind like subliminal advertising,
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“She'’s got a roll on”, they said. Wondering what it had
got to do with me, | still made careful note of the fact after
declining the kind offer of a rule book to study. It then
transpired that due to the fact that the ball did not bounce
five yards or feet or something into the field during Miss
Riding’s frenzied activities, a penalty was awarded to Cuer-
den and Kathleen Carr “rolled on” (What beautiful termin-
ology this game has!). No advantage (in a non-sporting
sense) was gained, however, because at 4-47 Miss Julia
Holmes, fashionably turned out in snazzy yellow laced boots,
regulation mini-skirt (sorry! Hockey skirt) and lemon bodice,
scored for her team (Farington, by the way). At 4-51, the
kindly member of staff made a dignified exit saying some-
thing about her husband’s tea and 2F's Elaine Blake was
sworn in as Official Hockey Advisor to the Editor of the
Magazine.

At 4-54 something untoward appeared to occur at the
far end of the field. Sensing my inability to comprehend,
Miss Blake said simply ‘“Feet against Judith Young”. |
thought this sounded an excruciatingly uncomfortabie ex-
perience, but nothing appeared to come of it except that
the ball had to be rescued from the hedge by Hazel
Battersby.

At 4-57 the ball entered Cuerden’s goal but it srems
somebody was off side ,a state of affairs | have never been
able to understand in any field game, and so the goal was
disallowed. For the rest of the match, my advisor, a member
of Cuerden who was unable to play, continually yelled
“Shoot’’ but nobody seemed to take any particular notice.
| was told to say that Farington’s defence was too good
to let Cuerden through—by a member of Farington. The
rest of the game moved along rapidly. “Feet” was given
against Sylvia Crabtree, Kathleen Carr dropped her handker-
chief, there was a foul in the circle (again) and ‘“‘feet” was
given against (of all people) Freda Southworth! Oh, the
shame of it At 5-04, however, the whistle went (never to
come back? — Sorryl).

A triumph for Farington, a triumph for factual and
objective(?) reporting, and to three very sorry cheers from
Cuerden, with red legs (because of the cold, you know)
and' hair blown in all directions, the teams tramped off the
field' to thaw: out.
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R-I-P. by Carol Rennie and Anita Horrocks.

It's gone! What? The Newsletter! Oh, Is no-one moved
to compassion by the disappearance of this service? Have
your lives not been chaotic and your minds confused?
Apparently not, for no cries of protest have been raised
nor have any petitions been handed in to the editors
demanding its return. Does it appear therefore that the
Newsletter has been buried in Balshaw's archives never to
see the light of day again?

This weekly catalogue which served us all so well for
so long died a sudden death in the Winter of 1967 when
the Magazine Committee decided that in spite of their
valiant attempts to keep their fellow Balshavians well in-
formed, their efforts were in vain as only a few pupils
showed signs of having read our weekly effort. Contrary to
popular belief the Newsletters were not to enhance the
decorations but were in fact carefully compiled to give you
full coverage of the week’s events. Unfortunately, our efforts
in relentlessly pursuing harassed members of staff, sec-
retaries, captains and other keepers of the desired in-
formation did not seem to be appreciated nor did they seem
to have the desired effect of ensuring that people turned
up when and where required.

So it is with heavy hearts that we bid farewell to the
Newsletter, which must surely go down in Balshaw’s history
as a valiant but, in the end, unsuccessful attempt on the
part of ‘“The Balshavian” to serve the school whose
magazine it is.

(Footnote : Newsletters were produced in eighty consecutive weeks
during term time and each weck forty copies were distributed to
different parts of the school).

More than a story of young love
A SURVEY OF SIXTH FORM FRIENDSHIPS
by Colin Damp and Mary Houghton.

Some sage once said that the three most important
things a man does are to be born, to get married, and to
die. In the nature of things, since we have precious little
control over the first and last, it tends to be the middle one
which dominates our existence. But before a man marries,
he must get to know at |least a few members of the opposite
sex (in order to choose one of them) and because of our
much stressed earlier maturity and the fact that education
tends nowadays to carry on at least until the accepted age
of majority, this necessary social mixing with the opposite
sex inevitably occurs whilst we are still at school. Conse-
quently, it is to this important aspect of school life that
“The Balshavian' turns in its latest inquiry.
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