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EDITORIAL.

\J 7TTH this number we complete the sixth volume and eighteenth
' year of publication. An index will be ready early in the new
year. We shall be pleased to arrange for the binding of any copies
that are sent to us before February ist.

We offer a cordial welcome to the new members of the staff. A
perusal of the pages that follow will show how heartily they are
taking their share in the games and work of the various societies.

At the annual meeting of the Old Leightonian Club in July R. C.
Ford found it necessary to resign the office of Secretary, and his
brother G. 1.. Ford was appointed in his place. The thanks of all
are due to the late secretary for the able way in which he has
conducted the affairs of the Club.  In accordance with a strong
feeling that the time has come when an Old ILeightonian Register
should be prepared, E. V. Ballard and J. Rickman have consented
to undertake the work and will shortly be sending forms to all old
boys, which, it is hoped, they will fill in and return promptly. They
expect to be able to submit the result to the next club meeting, when
the question of printing the same will be considered.

Increased activity in the work of the Societies, and preparation for
the mid-term and big social, with its attendant exhibition, has made
the term seem very full to most of us. We are glad, therefore, to
report that the claims of the Magazine have not been forgotten, and
that three of the articles that follow are written by boys in the
school,
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OI.D LEIGHTONIANS’ GATHERING.
FAREWELL PRESENTATIONS.

We are indebted to the Friend for the following :—

The annual meeting of the Old Leightonians’ Club was held at the
School on July 26-29, preceded by a week’s tour of the O.1.. cricket
team, in which matches were won against Stramongate and Bootham.
and lost to Ayton, York Retreat, and Old Ackworthians. ‘The pro-
ceedings at Leighton Park began on the Friday with a tennis match
against the School, which the Old Boys won by eight matches to two,
six being drawn. TIn the evening a lantern exhibition was given
in the gymnasium, illustrating the early history of the school, chiefly
from photographs taken by boys between 18go and 1895. On
the Saturday, the number of old boys present reached 76, a
““record ”’ number ; many of them were accompanied by their wives.
and some also by their children. The cricket match was won by
the School, 187 to 80, nearly all the runs of the School team being
made by boys, one of whom also took five wickets.

In the evening, before the business meeting of the O. L. Club,
there was a large gathering of Old Leightonians, present boys,
and members of the staff, in the gymnasium, to say good-bye to ¥. ].
F.dminson and W. S. Rowntree.

J. Edward Hodgkin, president ot the club, said: Most of us here
present feel that I¥. J. Edminson has been to us more than we can
ever express; to many of us he has been all that a second father
could be.  He leaves T.eighton Park with our deepest and warmest
affection, and grateful thanks for his tremendously helpful friend-
ship. He has done his duty nobly and well, and carries with him
into his new life our heart-whole love.  As a small way of saying
“ thank you ”’ we ask him to accept this roll-top desk and cheque for
4125, and we also ask Mrs. Ldminson, who has so thoroughly
shared her husband’s life-work, to wear this wrist watch as a slight
memento of her influence on our life at Leighton Park.

F. J. Edminson, speaking for himself and Mrs. Edminson, said
that the occasion bereft him of all words. Indeed it was not a time
for words, For twenty-two years, next to their own children, they
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had loved the ILeighton Park boys. They were overwhelmed with’
their kindness and generosity. They wished to thank the Board of
Governors for the bountiful provision they had made for them for
three years; the present boys for the beautiful watch they had given
him and the music cabinet they had given Mrs. Edminson; and the
Old Leightonians for the triple gift of watch, desk, and cheque.
““ We thank you from the bottom of our hearts.”’

Mrs. Edminson said that the watch would be to her a priceless
possession : a token of many happy days and friendships.

Archibald Warner said that it was utterly impossible for them to
let their old friend and master, W. S. Rowntree, leave the school
without some slight memento of their esteem. They not only thanked
him for his care and interest in their work, but also for the way he
had promoted their cricket and welcomed them as old boys whenever
they came back to the school.  They asked him to accept this silver
cigarette case and cheque for forty guineas, with the best wishes of
all for the future.

Walter S. Rowntree described his feelings as too deep for words.
That day had been one of surprises. First of all they had invited
him to be photographed in the O.L. group, then on going to his room,
he had found there a beautiful travelling case and note from the
boys, and now the old boys had overwhelmed him with these presents.
Of course, he felt leaving very much, hut he felt some consolation
from the fact that from to-day he would be an Old Leightonian.

O. L.

PREFECTS.
T. W. Hopkins (senior prefect), appointed September, ig12.
J. M. Bickerton, appointed September, 19i2.
D. J. Malcomson, appointed September, 1912.
E. S. Harris, appointed September, 1912.
P. S. Cadbury, appointed September, 1912.
C. ¥. Bilbrough, appointed September, 1912.
A. E. Mitchell, appointed September, 1912.
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NEW BOYS.

V.—M. Priestman, Birmingham.

Lower V.—A. P. Cotterell, Bristol.
L. S. Penrose, Watford.
M. A. Sisson, Gloucester.

IV.—A. J. Hodgkin, Claygate.
G. L. G. Mitcheson,* Trentham.
0. A. A. Pollard, Cheshunt.
R. K. Wilson, Hitchin.

11I.—R. C. Butler, Birmingham.
1. G. Grace, Bristol.
G. Jefferys, Kendal.
D. S. Newbegin, Staines.
R. Pease, Darlington.
W. P. Southall, Birmingham.

*Re-entry.

NIEEW OLD BOYS.

I. S. Brain, Kelvin, Alexandra Road, Reading.
H. R. Bickerton, 88, Rodney Street, Liverpool.
. C. P. Biggar, West Heath, Totland Bay, Isle of Wight.
. Cadbury, Manor House, Northfield, Birmingham.
P. Fox, Robin’s Close, Wellington, Somerset.
. Harricks, Ryefield, Rochdale.
. I*. Lennard, Shirley Lodge, Knighton, Leicester.
. L1. Lloyd, Edgbaston Grove, Birmingham,
A. N. Pearson, Woburn Lodge, Broughton Park, Manchester.
15. P. Southall, 3, Green Lane, L.eominster.
W. J. C. Taylor, Ravensear, Helsby, Cheshire.

T wzZET
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A DAY ON THE MOUNTAINS.

IT was a cold dark morning, with the stars shining brilliantly
through a cloudless sky, when there was a rap at the door, and
we realised that the time for rest was over and we must work.

We had a hurried breakfast, and at 4 a.m. started out with a
guide and a porter to climb a mountain called Za Petife Dent de
Veisivi.

As soon as the dawn came, and the whiter and more distinct objects
became visible the lantern was put out, and we went on in the half-
light.

After some two-and-a-half hours’ steep walking uphill we came
to a small stream and halted for breakfast; it was the first oppor-
tunity we had had for looking back. Miles away over the tops of
the nearer slopes rose range after range of huge snow-capped moun-
tains, and then the eye suddenly caught a flash of intense blue. It
was the first glimpse we had had of the Zac Bleu de Lucelle, a tiny
brilliant-blue lake situated high up among the grass slopes on the
opposite side of the valley; the mere name, however, can give no
adequate idea of the wonderful colour.

The ground was bitterly cold as the sun had not yet risen above
the mountains, so we were glad to get on the march again, and after
some very steep tramping we reached the foot of the great rock wall
on which the summit stands. The ice-axes and alpenstocks were
left in a convenient cleft, and we went on to the lowest part of the
rock wall, some 500 feet above the cacke, and about half-a-mile, as
the crow flies, from the summit.

The real climbing was about to begin, so the rope was put on, and
we started off. The going chiefly consisted of clambering along a
narrow rocky arete, with a perpendicular 500 feet drop on one side
and an excessively steep slope on the other. In one place there was
a cavern, nowhere very wide, and in places exceedingly narrow.
Here one member of the party stuck, and had to be pulled out on
the rope by the guide.
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Soon after the cavern we came to the Red Gendarme, which is one
of the stock climbs to be done on the mountain. It is simply a
tall rock pinnacle, one of several, but it is harder to climb than the
others.  The first eight feet consisted of a sheer rock wall utterly
devoid of holds, up which our guide jumped and kicked his way, and
then most of us were hauled up on the rope. Then we had to swarm
up a narrow ridge of rock, and so on to the top.

When we reached the bottom again we found two other parties
waiting to make the ascent. As soon as the whole of our party was
down we went on, and at last reached the summit, where we stayed
for some time admiring the view, which included the Matterhorn
and the Dent Blanche.

When thoroughly rested, we started to come down by the short-
cut way, which should bring us out close to our cacle.

On the way down we passed the supposed scene of the Hopkin-
sons’ accident in 189g. The exact details will never be known, but
the party, five in number, started out on a Sunday morning and never
returned. As soon as it was evident that something must have hap-
pened, search parties were sent out. The bodies were found at the
foot of the rocks. It is probable that one of the party slipped and
carried the others, a thousand feet down, to their doom.

When we were well past the place our guide pointed it out and
quietly remarked to the nearest to him, ‘‘ That’s the place. I found
him ; he had only half a head.”

We reached our' cac/e in safety, and then set off for home. At the
stream we had the remaining food and drink, but did not stop long.

The last part of the descent seemed very long, and still more so
the tramp home, but we got in at last, almost exactly thirteen hours
after we had started.

REMINISCENCES.

A S 1 sit in my study at a ripe old age and survey the past days of
my youth, many and varied are the acts of righteousness that
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stream before my mind, but if I peer more closely into the mist of
bygone years, 1 can here and there catch a fleeting glimpse of
rather doubtful proceedings now almost obliterated by a perfect
senility. On my very tender youth—oh ! how tender sometimes—I
will not touch—oh ! how much more than touching sometimes—be it
sufficient to say that when I departed northwards in 1g9o8 full of
misgivings and chocolate, it was with a heavy heart and a heavier
——, but stay, this foreword is becoming a preface, and as nobody
ever reads prefaces, it would be wasting my time—a rare occurrence.

On arriving at a new school there are a few little things to learn
besides lessons—nicknames, especially the masters—things to be done.
according to the boys, and not to be done, according to the masters.
Everyone knows ¢ forbidden fruits are swectest’” (Eve’s excuse),
and so I will speak straightaway of ‘‘ things#to be or not to be
done ’’ in that north country school where I W worked three

years.

When a new master was on duty it was apparently his business
during the day, to give leave to every member of one bedroom to go
tpstairs and get a handkerchief. If he had eyes and saw he would
notice that when those boys went u#pstairs their pockets would be of
rather an ungainly size, but when they came down again they-——the
pockets—had deflated, so to speak. If he had troubled to go upstairs
to that bedroom and look in the drawers, underneath their contents,
he would have found numerous mysterious little parcels, paper bags,
and perhaps bottles of evil-looking fluid. Again, if that master had
had the audacity to go into that bedroom between eleven and twelve
o’clock at night, what a tableau would have met his eyes. There in
the middle of the room he might have seen the inmates wrapped in
rugs or dressing gowns, sitting on pillows or mattresses provided by
the new boys—if there happened to be any—round drawers from
the chests, turned. upside down, and laden with the contents of those
mysterious parcels and paper bags. These night orgies were known
as *“ Bedroom Victuals.”” *‘ Hi! chuck us a porker! 7% ‘ Where
did you put those sausage rolls? >’ ‘“ Don’t make such a shindy,
you’ll have all the nixes up,’’ and similar phrases would be heard,
mingled with steady munching and gurgling. Then, ‘‘ Here, vou
new kids, you can shove these things away; we're going to bed

* Pork pies were a sine qua non.
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again. And if you make a row you’ll get ¢ groogled ’’’ (an emphatic
form of expressing one’s desires much in vogue at that school).
Another form of amusement was unwittingly supplied by the authori-
ties who provided sheep in the field, which in the dusk during the
summer were a never-ending source of interest. Until tired, it is
impossible to imagine how hard it is to catch a sheep in the dusk
and then get on its back. This sport might be called hunting, but
was most usually known as *“ Mutton Rabbling.”

That school was situated in a famous city, which possessed several
narrow back streets. Down one of these was a cafe whose specialite
was, in good English, meat pies, but in descriptive language
*“ Hausers.”” Why they were called by this name no one ever
knew ; unless it was connected with the IEnglish word ¢ Zawser,””
because of their strength, and was spelt the German way because of
the popular idea that all English things are made in Germany.
But these toothsome morsels consisted of two pieces of pastry covering
the meat of some hitherto undiscovered animal floating in a hot
liquid ; and cost twopence each. Needless to say the street in which
that cafe was situated was out of bounds. One more remembrance
and then I shall have to stop, for even now I hear muttered remarks
from the Editor about a ‘‘rambling old bore in his second
chi-ildhood,”” but he must blame the Assistant Editor, who asked me
to write something, and even if it is not printed it will jolly well
serve him right, for /e will have to read it, if nobody else does.
My last remembrance is about ‘‘ Prefects preps.’”’, but on second
thoughts T don’t think T will.

‘“ NoMME-DE-PLUME.

ACHILL ISILLAND.

CHILL ISLAND'! Who in the world would ever think of
going to spend a holiday there; I should think you would

get absolutely sick of it before you had been there more than a
day or two.””  That is probably about all the encouragement your
average Englishman would give if you told him of your intention
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of going to spend a holiday in that remote corner of Erin. And yet
if you do go you will almost certainly never regret it.

To the person who loves wild and desolate scenery, or who has
lived for a long time in the muggy atmosphere of towns, the island
in question is an almost ideal place to spend a short time. It is
fairly easy of access, for the Midland Great Western Railway—the
Irish ¢ South-Eastern ’—runs as far as Achill Sound, which ori-
ginally separated the island from the mainland, but is now bridged
by a substantial iron structure. The visitor, therefore, who has un-
happy recollections of the sea, can now go all the way on dry land
from any part of Ireland to his destination in Achill, which will
probably be Dugort, the principal village in the island. This is
quite apretentious little place on the northern shore, containing some
three or four hotels (!) and a Protestant Church—a rare thing in
these parts. The principal hotel stands right underneath the moun-
tain of Slievemore, the summit of which—the mountain, I mean—
claims to be some five or ten feet higher than the much more inter-
esting peak of Crogham, which is situate at the western extremity
of the island.  The proprietor of the institution just mentioned,
Sheridan by name, is said to claim relationship with the great author
of “The Rivals.”  He is noted chiefly for his large stock of old
Irish tales, which he tells in quite a dramatic fashion, and also for
his intimate knowledge of every corner of the island in which he lives.
He is never at a loss to find some new excursion for every visitor,
even the one who thinks he has seen everything possible in the
vicinity.

In fine scenery Achill island is certainly not lacking, as almost all
around its coast there are extremely fine cliffs, some of them rising
an enormous height out of the water; inland too the landscape,
although barren and desolate in the extreme, is often very striking,
the mixture of flat bog, lake, and mountain being in places very
effective. An ascent of the mountain of Crogham is well worth the
trouble, although it is advisable to take a guide, as sudden mists
often come down over the summit, in which case it is quite possible
to walk into a dangerous bog or even over a precipice, and this would
not tend to make the excursion a very enjoyable one at any rate.
From about halfway up the mountain one has an excellent view of
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Keem Bay, one of the most beautiful secluded spots in the island.
where people that way inclined often go and camp for a short time.
As one ascends the view all around gets finer and finer, until, when
one reaches the summit, one can see some 50 or 6o miles in at least
three directions. To the south, apparently almost under one’s feet,
lies Clew Bay with its innumerable islands; in the distance across
the water the mountains of Connemara may be seen very plainly,
whilst still farther on one can discern the Aran islands in Galway Bay.
Northwards is Blacksod Bay, from whence it has often been pro-
posed to run a line of steamers to America. The Atlantic stretches
away to the westward, and one can look almost straight down into its
depths, for the western side of the mountain has, as it were, been
completely cut away, leaving a cliff which descends almost sheer for
over two thousand feet before reaching the blue water below, and
how much further the stranger can but guess.

Another favourite excursion is a visit, by boat, of what are known
as the ‘““seal ”” caves. Here seals may often be observed at some
times of the year, and numbers are shot by visitors eager to obtain a
skin ¢ of their own killing > without going further afield.  Other
expeditions there are in abundance, which will all be arranged for
you by your kind host, who, you may be sure, will never send you
to a place not worth seeing.

The inhabitants of Achill are, like the place itself, charming.
They probably contain more Celtic blood than almost any of their
fellow countrymen, and have the same habits and modes of living as
the majority of Irish countryfolk had perhaps fifty years ago. They
all speak their native tongue fluently; so much is this the case, in
fact, that quite a large number of people come and live in the villages
for a time in order to learn the language and incidentally also to
study the old-fashioned customs of the people. Here a large
number of the older women still wear the bright, scarlet skirts which
were common all over the'country during the earlier part of last
century. 'The chief method of transport, too, is rarely seen in other
parts, for in this neighbourhood almost everything, from a load of
peat down to a pair of young pigs, is carried in large panniers
slung across the back of a horse or ass. This is an especially



THE LEIGHTONIAN.

convenient arrangement, for many places have often to be visited
which are almost in the heart of a bog and unapproachable by any
road.

In many ways, therefore, Achill Island is well worth a visit, even
if only for a day or two. The stranger is always sure of a hos-
pitable reception, and may be certain of finding there plenty of
amusement in the way of boating, shooting, or mountain climbing, or
even in learning the Irish language ! M.

A FEW NOTES ON THE OLYMPIC GAMES AT
STOCKHOLM, 1912.

N the afterncon of June 29th, with several of the English
contingent, I left Liverpool Street Station for Stockholm, via
Harwich and Gothenburg. The journey was exceedingly pleasant,
partly because the passengers were gay and sociable and partly
because the North Sea was like a mill pond. We reached Stockholm
on the evening of Monday, July 1st. The whole of Stockholm
seemed to have come down to meet our train, and as we steamed in
we were greeted with rousing cheers.

Stockholm, in my opinion, and that of many travellers, is one of
the most beautiful and interesting cities in the world. It is built on
seven islands in the Baltic, and is thus intersected with water, so
that some people call it the Venice of the North.  But, unlike
Venice, it is an exceedingly clean city.

It might interest you to hear what my duties were. Well, my
original invitation to the Games was as an ‘‘ Adjutant of the Press,’”
i.e., I had to carry all results and give all necessary information to
the pressmen.  Soon after I received an invitation to become a
member of the Reception Committee, which meant having to arrange
entertainments and act as host on these occasions.  Directly I
arrived I was also asked to be a member of the International
Swimming Congress, and on several occasions I did duty on the
International Jury. The last mentioned office, I must say, was not
altogether a pleasant one. All these duties were in connection with
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swimming. As I had promised to write an article for the Scientific
Journal of Physical Education, I also attended the large Stadium
as a pressman. From this you can gather that I was well occupied,
and seldom had a moment I could call my own for personal
enjoyment.

Four thousand six hundred competitors, representing about forty
nations, took part in the Games. As these were the best the world
could produce, you can imagine it was a remarkable collection of
athletes.

The Stadium was nearly full of spectators every day, and on
Marathon day, at 8 o’clock in the morning, there was a queue of
people quite a mile long, and 6 to 10 abreast, although the race was
not to take place till 1.45 p.m. Before 11 o’clock every seat was
occupied, and thousands of people had to be content with seeing the
competitors on the road. Although, I am sure, this was the hottest
day, all the competitors that completed the distance were in
comparatively good condition. Unfortunately, one of them, a
young Portuguese named Lazaro, had sunstroke and died.

The Boy Scout movement is going very strong in the whole of
Scandinavia, and during the Games thousands of Scouts from
Denmark and Norway met, and were received by the King of
Sweden.  The Swedish Bov Scouts, who are generally very sturdy
fellows, gave excellent displays in Swedish gymnastic and outdoor
games. They performed all kinds of duties, too many to mention,
and were most useful.

Entertainments arranged by the Swedish Olympic Council were
numerous and most successful, and about one of these (perhaps, the
most important) I should like to tell you. It took place on the
Marathon day in the evening, when a grand festival was held
at the stadium. About 5,000 athletes and officials, who took part
in the Games, were invited to a ¢ sit-down’’ supper. Before we
started our meal a rather strange thing happened. One of the
Americans started throwing high in the air something which had the
appearance of a large gramophone record. In a minute hundreds
of these were flying about. It turned out to be Swedish hard bread,
which is made in thin brown discs. This foolish game was, how-
ever, soon stopped by some of the officials, as, in the eyes of the

(%4
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Swedes, it is a great offence to play at ‘‘ throwing the discus ’’ with
the national bread ! During ihe meal we were treated to music from
a band of gigantic proportions, and singing by a male choir consisting
of about 3,000 voices. A vast audience almost filled the Stadium.
When we had finished the supper, speeches were delivered by the
Crown Prince of Sweden in English. Colonel Balck, who has been
the leading spirit in the Games, and who only a short time ago was

~—~—given a special Order by King George V., spoke in Swedish.
Another speech was delivered partly in French and partly in Swedish
by the founder of the Olympic Games, a French Count. After the
speeches, all specially -successful winners were carried shoulder high
and tossed about. McArthur, the winner of the Marathon race, was
particularly honoured in this way. He told me he was quite sore
all over the day after. The evening ended with magnificent fire-
works, the last item of which was ‘“ McArthur running.”’

Amongst the other numerous entertainments was an outing in a
steamer (the arrangements for which I had specially in hand) to a
seaside place called Sandham. A steamer accommodating about 6oo
people was chartered for the day and gaily decorated. Four hundred
ladies and gentlemen, chiefly amongst the swimmers of all nations,
were invited. About 10 a.m. we started on our journey, and a few
minutes after the band struck up a lively dance. We got to our
destination a couple of hours later, and evervone who had brought a
swimming costume ‘‘bv request ”’ joined in a mad frolic in the
clear blue water. During our absence tables had been laid for
lunch. Returning to the boat with a splendid appetite, we found
food excellent and plenty of it. After the luncheon speeches were
made in English, French, German and Swedish, and it was a
regular ‘“ entente cordiale.”” The rest of the journey was spent in
looking at the beautiful scenery, dancing, and partaking of refresh-
ments. Mr. Wagstaffe-Simmons, a prominent pressman, said this
outing was the most successful and the most enjovable during the
whole of the Games.

It was not an uncommon thing to see the Stockholm police with
small flags of various nations on their chests.  This denoted that
whatever flag they carried they could speak the language of that
particular nation. I saw one police inspector with five flags on his
chest, and an ordinary policeman with four, whilst two flags were
frequently seen.






