We reckon that one out

of every two young

men who make a career in
the bank will reach
managerial rank, earning
at least £2,230 a year.
Many of them will do so in
their early 30’s. From then
on, salaries can rise

to £5,000 and beyond.

In most jobs girls have to
be better than a man to
enjoy a man’s opportunities
(and his pay).

Not at the Midland.

Like all the details ? Write to us, stating what G.C.E. passes you have,
or hope to have. We will tell you about jobs in the Midland, the pay, the
considerable fringe benefits. Address your letter to:

The Staff Manager, Midland Bank, Head Office, Poultry, London E.C.2

F: 11104
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Editorial

The time has come again for a change. The Magazine
Committee that has served so loyally and well for the past
year Is now involved in urgent preparation for the Advanced
Level Examination and has retired from office. We thank them

for_the_ir Strenuous efforts and hope only that we are able to
maintain the standards they set.

. We are aware of an unfortunate shortage of material
written by juniors and of interest to them; but we can print
only that which we receive and hope that for the next edition
more junior work and articles will be made available to us.
We have introduced a Senior Crossword into this issue
because there seemed to be popular demand for it. Since
we are offering a ten-shilling book-token for the first correct
solution, it cannot be expected that the working be easy.
Nevertheless, we would welcome comments from the sixth
on the difficulty or otherwise of the competition so that we
may fix accurately the appropriate level of difficulty—if indeed
there is any need for adjustment.

We were very pleased to hear that Mr. Bull has attracted
the attention of the anthologists and so enhanced his reputation
as a poet. To celebrate the event Mr. Bull has written for the
Magazine an article, appropriately enough, about a poet whose
reputation, he feels, does not match his ability. Qur con-
gratulations also to Christine Barron who, with her partner
won the Junior Mixed Doubles at the National Badminton
Championships. Less pleasant news was that Mrs. Gregory
had been involved in a road-accident, but, we are pleased to
note, she is back at school again. Her enforced absence
meant the postponement of the Sixth Form’s production, “The
Crucible®.

Finally, we wish all those involved in public examinations
good luck and friendly papers.

(Editorial Committee).

The shape of things to come

For some time now, rumours have been circulating round
the school about the possibility of new, separate accommo-
dation for the sixth form—a kind of luxury building to be run
on the lines of a college. | therefore decided to investigate
the matter by going to the Headmaster; for you can never
rely on rumour, no matter how well-informed the source may
appear to be.

Unluckily my first two encounters, without appointment,
brought only the reply: “Sorry young man, can’t see you
today—I've gota . . . " as the Head and his voice disappeared
round the corner. Eventually, after many days of patient
waiting, | did manage to get an interview.

Mr. Bleasdale explained that work would begin this
autumn on the erection of a new block to house about 120
people and that it was intended that the building be finished
by 1970.

The building is to be a two-storey block not dissimilar in
external appearance from the science-block. The new block
will be a more-or-less self-contained unit in which there will
be provided cloakroom, dining, social and reading accommo-
dation for the Sixth Form.

The "feel” of the place will be rather different from the
usual school atmosphere of marble corridors and wooden
seats. It will be both more comfortable and quieter. Soft,
upholstered seats and fitted carpets will supplement the more
traditional school fitments. It is hoped that other amenities
will include a more varied menu with a choice of dishes—
though, of course, simple economics will restrict the number
of dishes available. It seems unlikely that the new library and
common room will be large enough to cater for the needs of
the whole sixth form. Consequently there may be two of
each. The library would have to be divided into two sections:
junior and senior, to avoid the duplication of books.

The Headmaster was not very willing to make any firm
or positive pronouncements on the running of the new wing.
He said that nearer the time of completion he would ask for
sensible suggestions from the sixth-formers and hoped that
the administration of the block could be conducted with a
greater degree of sixth-form participation. Even so, there
would be none of the more outrageous forms of liberty. Any
one who thinks in terms of the freedom to smoke in school is
in for a sad disappointment.

The sixth-form wing is, as | see it, a progressive step,
giving improved accommodation and a more democratic
approach to school-life. However, since it will accommodate
only 120 people, it is certain, even now, to be too small to
cater for the fast-rising numbers in our sixth-form.

(P. Harrison, L6Sc.).



Ex Libris

Even those among you who are not well acquainted with
the school library cannot have faiied to notice that there have

been great phanges recently. We hope that our labours
shall not be in vain.

The old library was considered by everyone to be much
too' small for the needs of a school the size of Balshaw's.
After considering many ideas for improving the existing
library, it was decided that the best thing to do was to move
the books to another, larger room. Mr. Downer, Mrs. Hard-
wick and' Mr. Shackleton planned and executed the operation.

The remarkable muscular power of the fourth-form boys
really came into its own in the first manoeuvres, which
consisted generally in hauling large, dusty boxes of weighty
books to room 12 where they were stored over the holidays.
Immediately after the Christmas holidays the sixth-form
librarians, helped by some fifth-form girls, began the task of
placing the books on their new shelves. Mr. Downer presided
over the operation, wise and omniscient, Mrs. Hardwick
handled the public relations side while Mr. Shackleton was in
charge of the supply-lines, regulating the flow of books.

Surprisingly quickly, the new library began to take shape.
Laboriously we thundered through the pages of the “Dewey
Classification Book’’, separating and cataloguing books on all
topics, and trolleys bearing “Roderick Random” and “The
Greek lLexicon’ sped from section to section. Despite the
enormity of the task and the delay in the arrival of new furni-
ture the new library was completed before: half-term, largely
in dinner hours.

At the moment the library is fully operational and seems
to be well used by both pupils and staff. New features have
been introduced: a reference section has been started and
each of the various sections is being constantly supplemented.

The position of the new library is a definite advantage,
away from the congestion near the entrance, the hall, the
staff-rooms and the staircase. The noise-level is considerably
reduced and the quietness is enhanced by the very pleasant
view of the grounds from the windows, providing a more
soothing atmosphere altogether.

We are much indebted to Mr. Downer, Mrs. Hardwick
andl Mr. Shackleton and we hope that their efforts will be
rewarded by the careful and considerate use of our new
facilities.

(Jacqueline Wade, LGA.).

Ford Capri: £890.

We don’t want to mislead you. £890
buys you the Capri 1300. The 1300 in
the picture is fitted with optional sports
road wheels, which naturally adds to
the cost of the car. But whether you
pay the lowest price or fork out £1167
for a 2000 GT XLR, your Capri will
have 4 things in common with every
other Capri.

That beautiful shape. Enough room
in the back for 2 —even 3 —adults. A

good-sized boot. And a very sporty
feel to it.

You can also decide what you have in
and on your car by using the Capri
Custom Plan packs of extra equipment.

But before you make any decisions
we suggest you go out for a test drive.

A quick trip round the houses is all
it needs.

You’ll come back sold.

Ford Capri: the car you always promised yourself.

LEYLAND GARAGE CO., LTD.

- OO0

For all your motoring requisites
Exchanges — Hire Purchase — Insurance

TOWNGATE - LEYLAND

Phone 21766 (8 lines)
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It’s smart!
To wear

SHOES ¢ larks

FITTING SERVICE

FOR YOUNG MEN AND
WOMEN OF TOMORROW

BIANCA 49/11

3 fittings in Brown or
Black Ash Grain; Beige
Smooth Side or Cinnamon
Suede. Girls 2 - 8

Designed to go
from day to
date with equal
poise and
aptness - they
feel asigood as

they: look.

IS D Gers FREESTRIDE 42/11 - §9/11
SRolie 3 Fittings in Black Smooth

in a choice of Side. Boys 11 - Youths 11

e Hazel Smooth or Brown Suede.

fittings and Youths 2 - 11

our trained

staff fits

correctly on

CLARKS

FOOIGAUGE

Mangnalls

17 Chapel Brow, Leyland

Mr. R. W. Lunn, C.B.E.

We are very sorry to have to announce the death of Mr.
R. W. Lunn, C.B.E., a foundation governor of the School.
Unfortunately his death occurred just as the last edition of
“The Balshavian’ was being printed; so it has been necessary
to hold up the obituary until this current issue.

-
)
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Mr. Lunn joined the Leyland and Birmingham Rubber
Company in 1918. He very quickly came to hold a responsible
position in the company and by 1930 had become a director.
In 1959 Mr. Lunn was appointed chairman and held that
position until he retired in March, 1968.

His contribution to the company was considerable: in the
1920’s he produced a series of papers introducing entirely new
conceptions of the physical structure of natural rubber—nor
were his activities confined to strictly industrial or scientific
matters.

He was a man deeply concerned with his company and
for all those who worked'in it. He cared for his employees
as if they were his family. Much of his work during the last
twenty years in the rubber industry was connected with the
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prevention of accidents that were common among the workers
in rubber. His work in this direction reached its climax when
he developed and applied what are now known as the Lunn
Safety Principles. For this and for his cther valuable contri-
butions to accident-prevention in the Rubber Industry he was
awarded, in 1955, the C.B.E. Some years before this award
he had been the first recipient of the Hancock Medal of The
Institution of the Rubber Industry for outstanding service.

Mr. Lunn was especially interested in young people and
became a governor of our school in 1964. During 1965 the
Rubber Company installed some new equipment using solid
fuel; the installation was formerly opened by Lord Robens.
The opportunity was too good to miss; Mr. Lunn, who was
always' convinced that the best service to young people was
to provide incentive and encouragement for their educational
advancement, persuaded Lord Robens to provide a prize to be
awarded annually.

We in Leyland, and especially in this school, are indebted
to Mr. Lunn.

(Carol Rennie, UBA.).

Through a looking glass, darkly

Having racked my brains to think of a title sufficiently
enigmatic to cover up the lack of theme in this article, | bow
to the ingenuity of the magazine committee who, following in
the steps of thel previous committee, will slowly drive them-
selves insane trying to formulate suitable headings for other
similarly: obscure works.

To return to the article proper, consider the profound
philosophical thought: that time distorts the truth. Is it not
true that looking| back on our childhood days' we: see them
sunnily; through' a rose-coloured haze? Life; was/ so much
simpler then. Significantly perhaps it is/ the time before: |
started school that now seems most memorable. | can never
remember, feeling tired; | regarded sleep as al fatuous waste
of time invented by adults for the sole purpose of getting a
few. hours of peace and quiet. To prove my utter disregard
for thelidea | once tried wearing my: Tee-shirt and shorts under
my, pink flanelettel pyjamas with teddy-bears/ on. | did/ not
believe inistaying in bed a mement longer than was necessary.
Before you rush out and try the idea for yourselves, | must
warn you that it is rather hot and uncomfortable and terribly
easy to strangle yourself.

But life wasimuchi more pleasant in. many ways. These
were endless days—or so it seems—with nothing to do but
play. And! when school did start, it was exmtlng—altho_ugh
one or twol people (whose names! | shall tactfully \_mtholq since
they, wouldl scarcely have: the scandal proclaimed in the
Common Room) cried for'their mummies. Yet what cpuld be
more absorbing than drawing littlel houses and trains, or
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weighing bags of beans or pretending to be a tin-soldier with
stiff legs? We conveniently forget the unpleasant times.

To carry the argument a stage further, is this not why the
juniors seem less obedient and certainly much more impudent
than we imagine we were at the same age? Prefectorial
mutterings have been heard to echo along the sacred corridors:
“I'm sure we were never so bad” or “l was terrified of the
prefects when | was in the first form.”

Think about children’s television. | was, until recently,
firmly convinced that the programmes now screened were not
half as good as those of ten years ago. What could equal the
thrill-packed tension of “The Railway Children” where the
little girl ripped up her red flannel petticoat to make a danger
flag and save the train from catastrophe? Only the subtleties
of “The Magic Roundabout”. But were those earlier pro-
grammes really so scintillating? If you watch a programme
that has been running long enough for you to make a compari-
son between your reaction five or six years ago and your
reaction now, it may reveal the illusions you preserve about the
past. Unfortunately, the only programme | could find on
which to conduct this superb psycho-analytical test was ““The
Woodentops™”. Not exactly the material | was looking for but
one cannot have everything. The drama ensuing from Spotty
Dog’s knocking over the milk pail on Mrs. Woodentop’s clean
kitchen floor, was not up to the standard | had expected.
Perhaps these things were really much the same in the past
as they are now. The thought is sufficiently depressing to be
conceivably true.

Indeed the more closely one thinks about the past, the
less attractive it becomes. In fact it is all rather embarrassing.
I can remember insisting that everybody had to watch Andy
Pandy come out of his basket—just in case he got stuck!
Then there was the time | gaily jumped in the sixteen-foot-
deep-end when | could not swim; or the day | managed to
plough my bicycle into a stationary car which just happened to
be in the way. The worst time was when | developed a craze
for do-it-yourself presents—apologies to “‘Blue Peter””. One
six-foot-tall-crepe-paper-Christmas-tree would have sufficed.
Two were rather overfacing. Of course, it is because these
things happened such a long time ago that | can bear to talk
about them. | have only just seen the funny side of the day
I'was stuck up/to my knees in an extremely succulent swamp.
I'am still not amused by another nameless sixth-former who
just stood and laughed while | scream for help—a scientist,
naturally.

The more | consider the past, the more pleased | am that
it is indeed over. |t is just as well, except that in those days
I'was never faced with the problems of trying to end an article
for the school magazine without sounding either supercilious
or sanctimonious. Perhaps | should just blurr into the page
like a pop-record—trivial and unfinished.

(Dorcas Howe, UGA.).



Classics with the ki

The sight of two hundred tec n tl
the Liverpool Philharmonic Hal s with Mendelssohn,
Brahms and Handel was a welcome cihange from the oddities
on television who drool dolefuliy over their departed dolls.
How pleasant instead to hear some dignified music!

We left school at 3-45 p.m. as rehearsals were due to
start at 5-30. On arrival at Liverpool we were provided with
free cups of tea in the foyer. The pupils squatted on the floor
to devour their sandwiches, though ‘devour’ is hardly the
correct word to apply to Eileen who invariably conducts
herself in the best traditions of the Girl Guides.

Janet was the most spectacular. She had brought a
thermos flask full of tomato soup which she washed down
with Pamela’s orangeade, thus ensuring that the colours
matched as they went down. In the meantime the boys had
disappeared. It is remarkable how often boys of 17 disappear
on the least provocation.

All around us were girls of every description—big girls
grasping piccolos and small girls struggling with double
basses, fat girls with flutes and tiny tots with trombones.
Capacious contraltos clutched precious manuscripts to their
ample diaphragms.

Rehearsals came and went and it was soon time for the
concert to begin. As | sat through the first item—Mendel-
ssohn’s setting of Psalm 94 “Come Let Us Sing”—I noticed
how angelic Crowe appeared in this setting. This was an
aspect of Crowe’s character which | had not previously
suspected. Was this the boy who had skilfully manipulated
the aces when playing bridge with his friends in the bus?

As | reflected how agreeable it was to sit in an atmosphere
free from smoke, the orchestra embarked on the second item
—Brahms’ Academic Festival Overture—my favourite in the
programme. This was quite a pleasing perfo_rmance even
though the conductor had some difficulty in keeping the cellos
and violins together at one point. And what did it matter if
the trombones did not quite hit the first note of a phrase?
Hitting the first note is in the lap of the gods anyway.

Strauss’ Tales from the Vienna Forest came next. Sally
Thompson’s flute warbled bewitchingly like a bird in the woods
as the choir sang the tunes of this well-known waitz. At
Liverpool the conductor worked hard to keep choir and
orchestra together through the frequent changes of tempo,
but at Blackburn the transitions were smoother. Sl

The fourth item was four movements from Bizet's
L’Arlesienne’ Suite which started on approximately the right
note. Much toithe conductor's embarrassment, the audience
persisted in applauding each movement, but he nght}y ignored
them. After the Minuet, a baby cried out something which
sounded! like ‘Bravo! whereupon the audience applauded more
vigorously than ever.

v the piatform of
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The last item before the interval was ‘Zadok the Priest’
by Handel. If this composer had been living to-day he would
surely have written a special flute part for Sally. As it was
she sat there with folded arms, flute on knee, admiring the
conductor’s beard. At one point she was startled to hear
the trumpets come in with a piercing blast. She looked in
their direction but soon turned back to look at the conductor,
apparently deciding that boys will be boys.

During the interval hundreds of school children milled
around the foyer and stairways clutching Kit-Kats and cups of
Coke. | gave up the unequal scramble for a cup of tea.

After the interval it was the turn of the County Youth
Brass Band. The playing was neat and precise and the
conductor obviously enjoyed himself. | preferred the per-
formance at Liverpool to the one at Blackburn where | had
the feeling that | was back in one of Munich’s monster beer
halls. Still, | suppose it is no mean achievement to play as
well as a German band.

I must confess | do not like transcriptions of orchestral
pieces such as ‘Pique Dame’. A brass band cannot possibly
get the same delicacy and variety of tone colour as a symphony
orchestra. However, the brass band arrangement would no
doubt go down well with those who do not know the orchestra
version.

The last item—Elgar's Pomp and Circumstance March
No. 1—was spoilt at Liverpool by the choir being drowned
by the brass, though at Blackburn this mistake was rectified.
However, the composition is incongruous nowadays for it is
barely conceivable that this Land of Hope and Glory will be
made mightier yet when we contemplate wild-cat strikes and
comprehensive education.

On the return journey, Crowe and Cronies sang (?) a
most dismal ditty about a corpse in a coffin, rotting and being
eaten by worms. Was this a delicate hint that Fate is about
to knock at my door? |If so, | consider it somewhat tactless
for them to conclude with the chorus “How happy we shall
be*.

(B. L. Wilkinson).

Feathers

Sunday morning, bright and breezy,
Tickled noses, feeling sneezy,
Long and droopy, fluffy beauty,
High-class lady, very snooty.
Makers of a youthful feeling,
Emblems of the extra pound,
Pretty, dainty, Mother’s dealing

In Dad’s wages—gone aground.

(Lesley Grimshaw, 3G.).
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