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BRYNTAIL.

We started on our holidays at Snow il station at 1-15 p.m.
The journey as Lar as Shrewsbury was comf ortably accomplished,
a8 we had reserved compartments, but after that we had to
brave the terrors of the Cambrian Railway. The least said the
better und eventually we landed at Llanidloes half an hour late. .

A cart was waiting to take our luggage up to Bryntail and
in about half-an-hour we got everything loaded up satisfactorily.
Then we started on our grand march up the mountains. It was
up hill practically the whole way, the gradients becoming steeper
the farther we went. When about half way, it started to rain,
and that, combined with the last hill, nearly finished off the
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gallant band. The march up was accomplished in about ofe
hour, Mr, . Guerra gallantly leading the rear.

As soon as we arrived, several energetic souls forgetting
their fatigue started mountaineering, the others were content to
explore the unknown corners of the cottage.

Bryntail is an ideal place for a holiday.  ITills tower up on all
sides, and circling round the valleys below or dashing over
rocks or hiding in the deep foliage on its banks, flows the river,
the name of which a few elastic tongues, especially that of
“ Brains ’ can pronounce correctly, it is the Clywedoc. Not
far from its banks stand the remains of what once was a flourish-
ing lead mine, and with the exception of Bryntail farm, no human
habitation can be seen within a couple of miles.

Several brave parents attempted to reach the cagle’s nest
we had chosen and many failed in the attempt. Some motor-
cyclists landed in gorse bushes at the sharp corners and some
motorists, imitating the lobster had to climb backwards, thereby
no doubt giving the impression they were going down hill ; others
collided with inoffensive farmers on the road, to say nothing of
one of the best known cligracters of the C.8.8. who not only
raced the Cambrian Railway.on the-level but also the farmer’s
cart up the hill. gl 1

Great interest was taken in the architectural design of the
ruins of the old mine. Our artists improved on the archways
with the help of well-intentioned but misguided parents.

Of the twelve boys who formed the first contingent no
fewer than seven managed to get round their parents with such
skill that they obtained permission to remain another fortnight.
Mr. Guerra sat up (with a cup of hot cocoa) until the midnight
lamp burnt low, making a brave and praiseworthy effort to find
out where to put them all.  The problem became acute later on
when it was known that four ** tramps * were also to find lodgings
at the cottage. One slept on two tables and another attempted
to sleep in an armehair ; both were unsuccessful and passed the
night chasing & mouse in the chimney.

Many were the pleasures of the mountains, but to these
pleasures was added the attraction of the farm, Mr. . Kvans
and family being most obliging and kind, and we take this
opportunity of thanking them for all they did for us. The farm,
thanks to them, was & delightful spot. One boy learnt how to
ride a horse, though he still has to learn how to stop it, and
another maintaing he can now milk & cow. They all made
friends with the dog *“ Bob,” and with three snorting monsters
which lived by the gates and which specially attracted Mr. C.

On the last Saturday the prize distribution took place,
Mrs. Esslemont kindly consenting to give them out. The pro-
ceedings were opened by R. Powis, the school football captain,
who presented her with a fine bouquet of wild flowers which the
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SCHOOL NOTES.

Dates to be remembered : Prize Distribution on Wednesday,
26th, at 7-30 p.m.; end of term on Friday, July 28th; next
term, Tuesday, September 12th to Wednesday, December 20th.

A very interesting marriage announcement :—‘‘On the
20th May, at St. Michael's, Handsworth, Norman Loveridge
(Sergeant R.A.M.C.) to Dorothy G. B. Cashmore.”

On June 6th, Mr. Foster gave a most enjoyable lecture on
the Shackleton Expedition, first reviewing the work of Vasco
da Gama, Captain Cook, Captain Scott, and other explorers, then
giving us a detailed account of this last expedition of Sir Ernest
Shackleton to the South Polar regions. It will be remembered
that the School took a practical interest in Captain Scott’s last
expedition by making a ‘contribution sufficient to buy a dog.
This lecture has greatly helped to increase the School’s interest
in a work which, but for the war, would have engrossed every-
one’s attention.

TFrom a Bryntailer :—*‘On Wednesday, April 19th, twenty
boys under Mr. Guerra’s supervision entrained via Llanidloes
for Bryntail, their home for the next fortnight. The three-mile
walk to Bryntail was soon accomplished, the cupboards were
‘ bagged * as also were the beds, by the first arrivals ; the three
older boys having these. The weather, except two days, was very
fine, and excursions were made to Rhayader, Plinlimmon,
Pennant Rocks, and to the waterfall of Craig-y-llo. We were
favoured with visits from & number of parents who all enjoyed
camp-life, although it be rough and ready. The Camp Sports
were held, and Mrs. Robottom kindly distributed the prizes
which Mr. Powis had brought from Birmingham. How pleasant it
was to go just wherever we pleased—no fences or sign-boards
with the usual warning phrase, not to trespass. We all enjoyed
ourselves, even those who, being late for meals, had to wash up.
We did hear of two poor fellows who went without a meal alto-
gether. Everybody returned looking better for his holiday and
is eager to go again.” ,

A very interesting match was played between an XI. of
convalescent soldiers from Highbury and the C.8.8. Our XL
had the benefit of the services of Mr. Lovel, Mr. Davison, Mr.
C. A. F. Hastilow, and Mr. Postins, captain of the Night School
Cricket Team. Highbury batted first on a wet wicket and made
57.  C.8.8. played out time making 100 for the loss of three
wickets. ‘We hope to play more of these matches before the
term ends.

~ We do not vouch for the accuracy of the following des-
cription of a mathematical lesson :

__‘* The master walks in, looks round, passes his hand through
his hair, then ‘Good morning, boys,’ says he—pause of 10 seconds
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BRYNTAIL SUMMER OCAMP, 19816.

We all arrived safely on July 23th, and got the cottage in
order. On the Saturday Howson and Smith arrived unexpectedly,
and had to return to Llanidloes ; then Southon, Ball and Boston
arrived at 11 p.m., having cyeled from Birmingham. Owing to
lack of accommodation they had to sleep in an old miner’s cot-
tage. On the 30th an excursion was made to Craig-y-llo Water-
fall. At night the air was alive with muttered strafings against
unknown persons who had effectually sewn up the pyjamas of
certain boys. On Monday an unofficial report was circulated that
the Sixth Formers (Ball and Co.) had pineapple and salmon for
tea. We sincerely hope they had a good night. A certain Form 1T,
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boy contracted stomach-ache, having captured the larger part
of the Llanidioes’ tuck shops. Matric. results arriving, it was
found necessary to christen the Sixth Formers the ‘‘ Guild of
Undergraduates.” Knicks beginning to look the worse for wear.
Great attraction the next day in Innes’ and Iolloway’s accidental
diving exhibition in full dress. Holloway ascending the hill in a
towel, gave us the impression of a prehistoric Briton or else an
advertisement for Pears’ soap. On the 3rd several campers
visited Pennant Rocks. Tunstall gave us a good example of the
force of gravity as applied to human b ings, trying to hang by his
budding moustache over a twenty-foot precipice. On Iriday (the
4th August) eight of us went to Moat Lane to see Govier off for
Borth. Personally, we saw him just as the train started ; how-
ever, being philosophic, we consoled ourselves with the thought
that it was quite enough. Growing casualty list, including tooth-
ache and sunburn cases. Indeed, many boys were wondering if
they would have any epidermis left en their return. On Sunday
Mr. Powis arrived on the famous ““ James,” also Fred Sadler. A
visit was paid to the Welsh Church. On Monday, the first Camp
Sports were held, R. Matthews gaining most successes. The
Guild still survive their suppers, although half a pound of vigor-
ous cheese eloped with a loaf of bread in a mysterious manner.
On Wednesday (August 9th) the water sports were held ; these
included polo and diving, the latter being won by Langley, with
Hall as runner-up. The day after, a visit was made to Plynlimon.
On Friday (the 11th) the first fortnight boys disappeared, being
replaced by the second fortnight boys, with whom came Mr.
Millard and Mr. Walker. On Saturday we had the first rain, the
weather previously having been very hot and fine.

Sunday, the 13th, was wet practically all day ; -a few boys,
thinking they would get no wetter than they were, took advan-
tage of a fine interval to bathe. A very fine interval indeed !
So fine it could hardly be measured. The following day, a base-
ball match was arranged between the Old Campers and the New
Campers, the former gaining an casy victory. On Tuesday a
paper chase was organised, in spite of some protestations from
the opposition benches. It was remarked that an enthusiastic
devourer of the *“ Nelson Lee ** Library (full particulars on appli-
cation) followed the trail in the approved style, sniffing hard. By
the way in which Matthews (Form II.) succeeded in sticking to a
large deposit of Welsh mud, one would have thought we had had
some rain; of course a most ridiculous supposition. Very un-
gentlemanly laughter from hares on hounds’ arrival, one and half
hours after them. Wednesday was calm on most fronts. On one
sector, however, Bradford (Va.) tried to hang by one finger on to
the barbed wire entanglcments of the front gate, with consequent
disastrous results. Another visit was yaid by the Loys and Mr.
Guerra to Craig-y-llo Waterfall. Great credit is due to J. Nicolle



for his brave attempt to fall the 70£t. On the return, Mr. Guerra
and a few intrepid followers forded the river, without wetting their
boots and stockings. Great protestations from Mr, Guerra that
he had not taken them off, though of course no one dared suggest
that he had. On Thursday, meat having run short, the writer and
& gallant ally assisted 121th. of meat in its walk from Llanidloes to
Bryntail. No bathing, the ‘* raisqn * being that the current was
too strong. On Friday, the 18th, Mr. Taylor effected a safe
arrival. It is rumoured that the Cambrian train by which he
arrived was only three minutes late. No special editions of the
local paper were observed, however, On the 19th Govier re-
arrived from Borth., The second fortnight sports were also held on
this date. On Sunday (20th) several doughty warriors, following
the example of the Spanish toreadors engaged in g little interview
with a Welsh bull of Drepossessing appearance and good manners.
Records were made both in Cross-country running and in tree..
climbing. Winners, Mr. Millard and Mr. Taylor for the running,
Messrs. Grew, Govier and Walker for the tree-climbing, Finally,
after a quiet conversation, lasting about g quarter of an hour,
the interviewers made g highly dignified and strategical refreat,
without casualties. ITowever, Aspinall narrowly escaped 4 serious
wound for laughing in g particularly hard-hearted manner at two
prefects washing up. (Hurried retreat of Asp.). The duty boy for
the day severely ““ strafed »* for being too economical with the
butter. However, as the bard says, ‘“ Man needs butter little
here below.”

On Monday a visit was paid to the Van Mines, but no one
Succeeded in falling down the shaft. One boy showed a suicidal
desire to have his head crushed by the beam engine, but fortun-
ately for those who would have had to pick up the bits, he was
saved. On Wednesday, the 23rd, a visit was paid to Broncho
Bill's Wild West Show, Three Huge Shows in One, ete., cte.
(total time taken, one and half hours). Everybody trudged down
to Llanidloes in the wet fully prepared to witness bloodshed and
murder in the hair-raising sword duels, also feats bordering on the
impossible. By the way, did Roman Gladiators wear trousers
and leggings, or have their hair down their bucks ? The only feat
bordering on anything, let alone the impossible, were those of the
tight rope dancer. On tle Thursday the prize distribution took
Dlace, Mrs. Bvans, of the farm, presiding, * On Friday the camp
broke up, after a very pleasant holiday, and with hopes for g
further visit, J. Grew.

[Two views of Bryntail Camyp (from photographs taken by S.
Rymond) are added to this number. The first gives a view of
the cottage, and the second ghows the grand scenery of the
immediate neighbourhood. On the right of the lower picture,
near the river banl, may be seen the patch worn bare by the
Undergraduates’ Camp]. .
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SCHOOL NEWS.
The Prize-Giving will take place- on Thursday, July 16th, at 7-30
p-m. We break up.the next morning., Season Tickets for next
Term should be ordered from September 11th to December 1gth..

We regret to announce that Miss Henderson is leaving us at the
end of the term; we trust that the West Country will appreciate, ag
we have done, her high standards of work and duty, and that the
maids of Clifton may emulate the boys of Suffolk Street in their
response. We are heartily sorry to lose her.

Birmingham University successes :—S. G. Ball has passed the
Final B.Sc. in Mathematics and Physics; and C. A. Lakin, in spite
of his being engaged in war work since before Easter, has passed the
Final B.Sc. in Physics.

Mr. Ellerker is again offering a prize for fielding to be awarded
on the vote of the team, In 1915 the prize was awarded to R.
Powis, and in 1916 to A. B. Holmes.

A Watch Competition provided us with a little excitement and
enabled us to send £3 to the Y.M.C.A. Hut Fund. The winner,
F. M. Barr, now positively revels in punctuality,

‘The exact amount raised by the Whist Drive on February 17th
and the Headmaster's Lecture on March 3rd was £26 10s. 4d., and
a cheque for that amount was sent last term to the Lady Mayoress’
Depot Fund, ' ’

Of ginger beer it may be said that its precise composition now’

depends on Lord Rhondda and is a problem for the laboratory, but
the brand prepared for the Sports must be sweetish, must cling to
the palate, must froth, and must distend—one bottle is good, three
are desirable, more is unattainable felicity. ~Our Sports’ brew
triumphed over every difficulty.

If, as comic opera tells us, the hall mark of gentility is a
following of sisters, cousins, and aunts, our entrance examination
candidates are the very pink of courteous circumspection, the Ex.-VI,
of years to be.

An innovation this term is a series of water polo matches, Form
VI. o, the Rest. It was Mr. Guerra’s intention to have a polo match
at the Sports, but the short time allowed for the use of the baths
made this impossible.

The Easter Bryntailers had a unique experience: snow to the
hocks, more snow, well-pressed sledding snow, il anything, added to
the enjoyment. The Summer Camp immediately succeeds School
Assembly ; on July 27th, promptly at noon, twenty-cight boys plus
luggage will swarm down the front steps. The same evening, the
walk up, the pure mountain air, and long vistas of joys to come may
emitie o sad inroad upon the countless bags of luscious nutriment
thouphtlully despatched ahead by Mr. Guerra. .

It b bheen known for some time that our attempts to improve
the torl on the ericket pitch were welcomed by the rabbits in the
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BRYNTAIL CAMP,

Now-a-days a journey on an ordinary railway is both uncertain
and dangerous, and the Cambrian is anything but ordinary. However,
the charms of Bryntail being irresistible, even in the face of such
hardships, Mr. Guerra plus thirty boys embarked in high feather on
the 1-5 express from Snow Hill on July 28th. Even the attempts of
the railway company to stifle us by shunting our carriage into a
tunnel, and leaving it there for half-an-hour, proved inadequate to
quell our spirits,  The journey was further enlivened by the rain,
torrents of it, till we were neatly home.  Our only excitement during
the first fortnight was getting up at midnight and hammering in tent-
pegs, which the wind immediately pulled up. During the second
fortnight we were favoured with five really fine days, and a walk to
Pennant Rocks was arranged. A sudden shower coming on just as
we were scrambling up a cliff added to the excitement, and greatly Lo
the astonishment of a cow, who shared our quarters ; we dried our
jerseys in a shed belonging to a neighbouring farm.  One night some
fellows arrived in their tent to find everything an inch decp in water,
so they spent half-an-hour in carrying bedding into the cottage.  Jam
supplies 1an short after the third week, so Mrs, Millard volunteercd
to preserve bilberries, I'wenty-eight pounds were spredily gathered,
and the jam was thoroughly appreciated. A paper chase, with Mr.
Millard and Mr. Walker as hares, ended in a victory for the hares,
while Macadie won sixpence for being the first hound to reach home.
As our time drew to a close, “feeds” became nightly occurrences.
The members of one tent decided to hold theirs while the rest of the
camp were at supper. Unfortunately the secret leaked out ; there
was a raid, pineapple got on the ground, the ground got on the pine-
apple, while both got into the cream, and a mixture of powdered
biscuit and smashed gooseberry got on everything and everybody.

On adding up the number of points which each camper had
gained it was found that Esslemont and Aspinall had tied for the
Bryntail Medal, but a baseball match, won by Aspinall's side, gave
him the necessary point. ‘I'hroughout the month the camp main-
tained its record for punctuality and early rising, especially the
members of Form V. tent and the couks, who never once were late
for breakfast, though they sometimes discarded “summer time.”

In spite of rain we had a glorious time; nothing ever mars our
enjoyment at Bryntail, and witn each visit the place scems to get
more and more delightful.

Recently the Bryntailers gave an exhibition game of Baseball ;
an “exhibition,” the strain of which, the ball itself could not with-
stand. However, the players carried on with a rubber ball, while
Grew continued to referee with a solemnity which would have graced
an owl., The losers were assisted by Mr. Guerra, who, escaping
before the end, was discovered in the pavilion drowning his shame
in cocoa,




of wild rose bushes ; also a most successful cycle runl wf"Ebtl_!'_,-f.:
wood with a full tale of punctures and lots of chaff and lnughter, .
it is mmoured that when the Threes ure Fours the: tJunior
Inre may draw them still. DA LS

A party of boys already initiated into Baseball at BIyRas;. 1
and desirous of seeing the real thing, went to the Aston Vills.
ground on June 8th. Their expectations rose grea.tly'when?’g'
U.8.A. player stopped a long catch with his head ; the business-
like way in which @ regerve took his place was impressive, while
the comments of some fifty American soldiers seated behind the
- home plate” were more impressive gtill, One waR told to
©yamoose to ballyhack,’ another to ¢ feteh his gra.nny,’ and
another * to get a drain-pipe to it.” Apparently ¢ buckets ’
not - mitts’owere required, and the only decent man in the

- Canuek T team was the catcher who was ¢ jake-aloo.’ But we
are ©ormery linguists, so * nufl sed.” :

None regrets more than we the absence of Old Boy Letters
jpom this nnmber. Other deficiencies we can make up, but not
this. Cheery, humorous, uncomplaining, these letters, giving us
an insight into the hum-drum duties of the soldier, have seb the
cords of memory vibrating. and, more than anything else, have
helped us to realise what the gchool is doing in the war, Can
we not have more ?

The Maroon Demonstration provided the School with & little
excitement 5 the prospect of something going off is always
alluring ; moreover, there were persistent rumours, unforfunately
unfounded, that the occasion would be graced by an elocutionary
effusion of patriotic gentiment ; but none knew exactly what
was going to happen. Directly the maroons were fired -orders
were given to assemble in Room 127. First came 5a and 5B.
gwinging along . manfully, half protesting against being in the
van, while gracefully acknowledging the compliment inplied ;
{hen 34, beautifully led, mincing in time with erisp, deoisive
steps, were immediately followed by 3B and 3c; far above there
sounded the patter of little feet in unabashed haste, while- their
Jender hovered nncertainly between van and rear wonderin,
which was the post demanded of propriety i Form VL gtrolle
imperturbable, disapproving of any uncalled-for exertion, con-
doscendingly and leisurely they wended their lordly way j
Jastly came the Fours, noisily, as is their wont. In four minutes
(he whole school was safely stowed away i we have often seen
hoys and macaroons stowed away in 162 in half that time.

We are grateful for the ungrudging payment of the increased
price of the magazine ; one reader who borrowed a copy went 80
{ur s to pronounce it worth sixpence, another, however, thought
{he inclusion of the Four Oaks railway-service ‘might make it
worth a penny., Criticism generously dealt out has clearly indi-

¢nted o plain path to our unperplexed vigion : in future, the Easter
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BRYNTAIL.

We have been privileged to look over the Easter diary;
it is a piquant document, full of life and youthful excitement,
2 testimony of pure joy and exuberant health, occasionally giving
little peeps into the innermost life of the camp, ut more often
velapsing into silence after saying just enough to whet the keen-
est curiosity.

The fun started at Snow Hill, where Mr. Guerra had a
¢ fjerce argunment with the ticket-collector about half-fares.”
We are not told who won, but, knowing H.G.8 thoroughness,
we can picture his stage setting: Esslemont cuttin% a tooth,
Caxh lisping in falgetto for a Steedman powder, Bushill soothing
@ toddy-bear with chocolate cigarettes, and the others gtanding
wround singing ‘¢ We are Seven.” By the way, H. G. seemns
fairly to have run amok : besides this fierce grgument, we learn
that he ¢ tried his gtrength on 8ix yokels ”’ ; We cannot find out
anything about these yokels, 8o we conclude they were mangl

beyond identification ; he also conspired with Asp—the very
name gives us Nilotic shivers—*to assassinate M. Le Grand 3
once, after cider, H. G. attacked the cottage with the brutal

idea of spri_ng-cleaning it, and damaged himself with a hammer ;

again, unaided, and armed only with a sou’-wester, he went out

and defeated in gingle combat the turkey-cock, encmy to boys and
devourer of rice-puddings moreover, he won the Booby Prige.




; Desides  Mr. Guerrs, were strangely affected by
Beetlery. .. Onee Slater: was' eairied home in o stretcher,
e 008 ; another time ‘Hsslemont forgot to go to
~bed.7i In<his Searoh for s quiet corner suitable for the study of
(Neafleld, he had retired into ‘the pantry and wag found, late at
“nighty devouring grammar with his head propped up against a

n-pot.. But the most remarkable testimony to the

' Lvilifation is found in the following entry:—

. Saturd e¢ notable Sixth Form wits went to Oraig-y-

lige.”” "' Thr B W, ixthl!‘ox:mw;m.all atonce! Note the sud-

denness of the chynge. ' The very boys who are wont to gaze

stolidly and unrelentlessly with dull, leaden, expresgionless gaze

out of those windows turned, in three days, into wits! Won-
derful ' What & tribute to Plynlimmon !

We have always had a partiality for cooks, we admire them
and all their works, and we rejoice to find that the Bryntail
cooks kept ungullied the high reputation won by the world’s
greatest benefactors. They were thoughtful from the first ;
owing to a high wind there was little sleep the first night, so
they were late the next morning; the day after, with infinite
tact, they were too early ; on meatless days they comforted the
camp with chocolate and rice pudding ; they shared their rations
with the turkey-cock ; after seeing the deplorable effect of cider
on Mr. Guerra, in utter devotion to their beloved chief, they
** put away ”’ the source of evil, cut their fingers and broke two
plates ; so tremendous were their efforts that they used up the
coal too soon and had to callect wood; and their meek and
unaffected grace at church prompted the vergqr to ask their
agsistance in taking round the collection-plates. We are proud
of them ! :

One Thursday several boys went to Llanidloes by trap, but
missed it for the return journey.  Fortune, however, amply
repaid them, they met a ‘‘ nice girl, aged two, who had never
been kissed.” Tut-tut! Where was the fierce arguer, the van-
quisher of gix yokels and one turkey-cock, the co-comspirator
with Asp, where was he ! Or was ‘Walker, winner of the prize
for being the most obliging boy, on the spot?  And did he
oblige 1 ‘We sincerely hope he was and did. .

~--‘The Camp ended .up in a blaze of glory with a splendid
Prize-Giving, splendid Prizes, and splendid ‘Bpeeches, . notably
that of Esslemont, winner of the Bryntail Medal, awarded. for.
the -highest marks for Beauty, Leap-frog, Intellect, Potato-
pee]ing,a,nd.‘yme,, 5 = o R § y " _—— e -
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SCHOOL NEWS.

The Athletic Sports will be held on Saturday, June 28th.
We break up on Friday, July 25th. Next term’s seasons should
be ordered from Tuesday, September 9th, to Friday, December
190th, meclusive,

Our House Captaing are :—A. PowBLL (Black) ; It. R. SAN-
TALL (Blue) ; . B. VICARY (Green) ; and II. S. RoBINS (Red).

At present we have twelve Prefects :—J. H. Bushill, T, R.
Lea, N, C. Marples, . W. Moore, I. 11. Nicholls, A. Powell,
II. S. Robins, I. R. C. Smith, R. B. Tunstall (Senior), H. B.
Vicary, J. M. Walshe, and A. S. Witts.

The small Union Jack which jauntily flutters near the
ceiling in 267 was put up on Armistice Day. How it.got there
puzzles us ; how it can be got from there puzzles 63.

The Junior Debating Society has had a good session. Among
its most successful features may be rccorded a paper on The
Channel Tunnel, by Walker (48), & Mock Trial of Kaiser Wilhelm,
and War-talks by Lieuts. Quinney, ITopkins, and Loveridge.
A Yarn-Spinving Contest and a Mugical Recital had something
of the charm of novelty. But why, oh why, have we not a piano ¥

On April 14th the Sixths, with inimitable decorum, endured
v Lveryman ” at the Repertory as & sermon which cost a shilling ;
on May 12th, as an antidote to fifteenth century morality, they
enjoyed in “ Much Ado ” Dogberry’s malapropisms and the
delightful “* Sigh no more,” though they voted Claudio & seurvy
hero, and preferred to his fickle affection the obvious villainy
of Don John. The Fours had a rare old time at ** She Stoops to
Conquer.”  Tony they consider a real hero, and are prepared to
let the management know just how the part should be played.

Our school has an architectural admiver. Its beauty has
evoked enthusiasm in a Freneh schoclboy, who ordinarily can
vee little to charm in Buglish interiors.  ITe was pleased with the
‘nside mural decorations ;3 but tears were very near his eyes
when, in 5, he spied those channels grooved in the desks for
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streams of ink, widely separated in the highlands and converg-
ing near the edge into one vast and cunningly construeted
reservoir. Aunother strand in the Entente Cordiale !

The Prizes were distributed by Miss Burrows, a constant
good friend to the School. A beautiful gilt basket, tastefully
wreathed by Mrs. Hatfield with erimson roses grown in the gar-
dens of the boys’ fathers, expressed the thanks of the School
more warmly than could the usual costly bouquet.

Bryntail still draws crowded and enthusiastic houses. Tast
summer the camp lasted four weeks; there were no mishaps.
contre-temps, or accidents ; indeed, of this camp it may be said :
« Il n’y a pas d’histoire i raconter des camps heureux.” TFor the
first week of the IBaster camp glorious, weather prevailed, and the
older boys were able to go under canvas 3 but one morning, at
6-30 summer time, the tents gave way, the cooks established a
record for early rising, and soon after winter returned, making
Alpine sports possible.  Unfortunately, one young camper hurt
s knee while playing baseball ; otherwise the Baster holiday,
in spite of varied weather, was most enjoyable 3 morveover, the
presence of Cash and Govier, those stainless cooks ol a former
camp, gave an air of distinetion to a blameless holiday.

The above is the official record, hut we are not so ecasily
misled. Our exposure in the Magazine of last July has obviously
frightened H.G., and though he may have told us the truth,
he has certainly not told the whole truth. Searching inquiry has
established the fact that Bushill and Robins, supposed to sleep
at the farm opposite, were once locked out and forced to slcep
above mnocent cows in a hayloft. Moreover, the turkey-cock has
disappeared. ‘‘ Le brave coq est mort.”  1lis last gobble is
gobbled, and his last strut strutted. It is of no use to tell us
“il i’y a pas d’histoire A raconter des coqs heureux,” because
we know that I1.G. went down at Christmas and came buck
smacking his lips, not with emotion, but, we fear, with gusta-
tory recollection.  Crocodile was the tear that dropped on the
parson’s nose ! And the last gobble of all—we blush to relate it—
wag not the turkey-cock’s, but 11.G.’s.

About forty boys spent three weeks of the summer vacation
¢ on the land " in Scotland. Despite the fact that they camped
near & plantation of seven or cight hundred acres of raspberries,
they did only four days’ work. The National Service committce,
having o somewhat guilty conscience, paid the expense of o trip
to Loch Earn, one of the beauty spots of Scotland. Previous to
this—in fact, during the last week of the summer term—six
boys went to Tamworth.  Although they missed the delights
of % Bonnie Scotland,” and of hearing undilutcd Scoteh aceent,
they certainly ehose a better time.

The plays chosen for last Christmes were “* Le Cid 7 and
* King Henry IV.” Part 1. Rehearsals were continued until the
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BRYNTAIL.

During the early part of the term there had been strange rumours
(hat there would be no camp ; wise heads were wondering what H.G.
wou'd do with himself.  What could be the counter-attraction ?  What
areenhouse, what tomato, what strange malady of the chicken-coop
could accomplish this ?  Speculation was rife, but the boys neverthe-
less had their camp.  This year we bave prodigies to chronicle.  First
two prefects got up at 4 a.m. to catch a train. Gentle reader, you
have read aright, it was 4 am. They got up, travelled, arrived, but
their eyes, if not their appetites. belied any awakening Again there
came to light a ferocious wild-beast-hunter who, searching for tigers,
snared a rabbit, and tracking a polar bear, encountered a pole cat.
As it was dead, its capture became feasible. Our snake-charmer who
specialized on the tail-end was not wholly successful, since the cobra,
known in Wales as a blind-worm —strange people are the Welsh to
persist in miscalling animals —slipped through the operator’s fingers
into a gorse bush ~ For the first few days we had our Headmaster with
us, needless to say he was most welcome ; he left on Tuesday at 6 a.m.,
and tents A and B should have seen him off. However, by some
unforeseen hitch, tents A and B were still asleep when the breakfast
bell rang at 8-30. The question they still try to solve is whether We sh
time is the same as English time. Dr. Roberts paid a flying visit,
also too short ; and then came tw) tramps from Bristol, all dust ani
thirst ; then another, yclept “Tuppence”; and yet another visitor,
Mr. Walker, to whom the camp, since its start, owes the Bryntail
medal ; a debt recognized by speech and souvenir on his depature.
With him came a horde of tenderfoots, tired and footworn. It is such
a climb from Llanidloes, the City, to Bryntail, the CAMP. And so
days passed ; swimming, running, and baseball, watching 1st XV.
heroes indulging in s ientific ti)-cat —without move, levels, or nose-
drops—made the time pass all too quickly. Duty boys did their work
with zeal It is t'ue that a key was found in the porridge that dish-
cloths had a knack of disappearing, and that scarcity of plates was
felt ; these are but details, Everyone knows it is easier to break a
plate than to wash it : for proof come to Bryntail. Rumour also has
it that there is a cupboard in H.G.’s room worth breaking open. It
is full of tuck. Tuck plentiful and up to the present, unowned.

All camp activities proved successful, and competition between
boys was keen. Four paper-chases were run, all campers joining in
and all finishing, except one. In spite of Indian-like m -thods, in
which it appea's Bryntail boys are adepts, the track was lost. The
four dispatch runs were exciting, but bilberries proved too strong a
temptation for the small fry. The weather, fine beyond expectation,
proved favourable for camping. Some boys were as black as the
blackest negro Africa can boast, and days of brilliant sunshine followed
one another until the last week, when a hurricane swept down the
valley and blew a tent over. The following night, when rain found

its way into the same tent, H.G. took drastic measures and removed
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the forlorn sixth-formers, plus the School Captain’s bed. int) better
quarters. The only tangible result of the efforts of the wind was the
appearance of the seniors for breakfast ; yes, indeed, whatever! In
time, look you now too! It was one of our best camps. On an
average fourteen pounds of bread per week per head were eaten (what
says the Food Controller ?). Fielding at baseball smartened up, and
twenty-two catches in one evening will take some bea'ing. With the
exception of a cut sustained as a result of the attraction of the bread-
cutter, the surgery was singularly neglected. The youngest camper,
joined for the month, was twenty-four months old and weighed two
stones The water supply for the first time ran so low, that special
duty had to be taken to carry some from the river for washing purposes,
the  little supply available from the spring being kept for cooking.
Amongst the campers were the School Football Captain ; seven 1st
XV., seven znd XV., and six jrd XV. players ; two boys who were
amongst the first Bryntail campers five years ago ; six boys from form
VI, ten from form V., twelve from form IV., ten from form IIL., [and
one Master from Alexandra Road, Edgbaston —Ed.]
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Pro Patria.
To the sixty names already published one more must be added :

G. F. R. BRIDGE, killed in action April 15th, 1918.

SCHOOL NEWS.

We break up on Friday, July 23rd, and re-start on Tuesday,
September 7th. The School Sports will be held on Saturday,
June 26th.

We congratulate H. Whitworth on his success in the
January London Matric. Exam.

Prizes for General Knowledge were awarded at Christmas
to Eaton 6A and Hughes 3B.

To many readers the name ‘‘ Bryntail ” is linked with
their pleasantest memories of school life which will stand out
undimmed and unforgettable when other incidents will have
taded into oblivion; old Campers, especially, will be grieved
to hear that, after Easter, Bryntail will no longer be available
for school camps. =

The C.S.S. is always pleased to see old friends. especially,
perhaps, when they happen to be ladies ; those who knew Miss
Henderson were delighted to greet her en route in the New Year
from Aberdeen for the West. She can still identify the surviv-
ing Sixth under their disguise of adolescence !  Mrs. Hatfleld
blew in at mid-term, floated up to Form II. to compare this
year’s spring crop with previous seasons’, and openly wished her-
gelf back on overtime, explaining Nap to Matric. candidates.
It’s some success to make scientists sense history !

Preparations for cricket are well advanced. Some rolling
has been done, stock has been overhauled and, where necessary,
repaired or replaced, and a completed fixture list has been put
in the hands of the printers. We resume this year our games
with Halesowen G.8., and for the first time matches have been
arranged with Yardley 8.8. Santall’s leaving creates a gap in
the X1, we shall have' dificulty in filling. His keenness and
hrillinnee in School cricketilead us to expect big things of him
in the next few years, and we shall watch his career with interest.
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BRYNTAIL.

It is not possible to allow the Magazine to go to print without a
word about Bryntail,  Every Faster and every Summer boys from the
(0 8.8, leave for the School camp in Wales, high up in the l’l)'nh'mmon
Range.  The event attracts no attention, produces no stir ; it is part

of the School routine ! The Summer camp of 1920 has litle to record
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for posterity. 1f some outstanding event had to be inscribed on the
School’s record, we should mention the weather. ‘The weather makes
or mars camp life, and that summer it was most unkind.  aster,
1921, was again not favoured, and even this summer when an except.
ional fine spell created elsewhere a record of sunshine and waimth,
the boys at Bryntail caught all the worst the year produced.  After
the weather, health holds second place in importance. During the
four weeks of the camp in 1920, ill-luck was again with the boys. Mr.
Guerra, who assumes the responsibility of the outings, and believe me,
reader, it is no small matter, suffered much from ill-health. More-
over, one of the boys contracted quinsy, and we must in this connection
give hearty thanks to Mrs. Millard who was with us, for the excellent
care she gave the invalid.  However, the two following camps were
absolutely free from illness, and health reigned supreme.

Camp routine was pleasantly broken in 1920 by the visit of
several parents, who are always welcome in our little '“ nid d’ aigle.”
Most welcome indeed was the visit at Easter of our Headmaster and
Mr. Benton, who remained with us for far too short a period.  Mr.
Benton cieated quite an enthusiasm by discovering a tumulus, which
the boys dug out in the expectation of finding remains of a period
now disappeared in the fog of time. ‘I'he energy they displayed in
digging would drive the leaders of the trade union of navvies to
despair.

Old Boys still flock to Bryntail. Once having been, they always
want to come again.  In 1920 the Old Boys joined hands with-the
School ; in 1921 they camped independently close by. ‘Their only
mishap was the loss of a bucket that floated down the river which
had risen so high and so quickly as to flood their tent.

Activities never flagged. Last summer the boys bathed in the
river daily, had four paper-chases of about five to six miles, four
dispatch runs, two sports days (in which all events were keenly con-
tested by every boy without exception), two gymkhanas, well enjoyed,
tugs-of-war, four hill-climbing competitions, some swimming sports,
one junior sports meeting, two mock trials, and four concerts, in
which the camp Jazz band gave a good account of itself. After
tea baseball was the order of the day, and on four occasions the
boys went for long walks in the neighbourhood (about 8 to g miles).
It is needless to add that none suffered from insomnia.

Duty in 1920 was not altogether satisfactorily performed, but at
the two following camps it proved to be without a flaw. Each boy
did his best, and that is all that is asked of a Bryntail boy.

We cannot close these comments without a word of praise for
the spirit displayed this summer. Indeed the Camp Motto, “un pour
tous et tous pour un” for them is not an empty phrase. It is a motto
they took to heart and oheyed to the letter. So long as that is the
case, we need have no fear that Bryntail will not live yet a while for
the enjoyment and pleasure of the boys, and of their commanding
officer whose orders are carried out so cheerfully and well.




AIR, LIGHT AND SPACE.

The casiest, stmplest, most detightful way of studying
Geography, indeed the only method that should be admissible,
is to see the world for oneself; then, then only purhups, do the
plaus, nmys, deseriplions of experts become intelligible, then
ouly can the information they exude in class- und lecture-room
be absorbed ; while, incidentally, fresh experts may therchy be
ercated to hore with thenr knowledge the yet untravelled young.
The day, we fear, is yet fav distant when enlightened Educafion
Committees, no longer impecunious, will at not infrequent
intervals despateh envoys (o the far places of the earth to see,
enjoy, veturn and report: bhut Gl that happy day arrives (we
shall wateh its advent from our * bed of heaped  Elysian
flowers ”’), let us  continue—afool, awheel, atvain, or in
hospitable car—to scour {that portion of the universe accessible
to us.  The one necessity of travel is not money, bul time;
though into a week-end one can eram a deal of pleasure, and
some folle wounld tackle the Indies in a Whitsuntide recess.

Several habitues of the School have recently by week-end
discovered Wales, which, as the hulk of boys already know, is a
Principality, which in the Novth produced for them o Second,
and in the South o Head, which, as one of its dozen counties,
includes Montgomeryshive, which  enfolds  Bryntail. A,
Bryntail (remember (o pronounce as newshoys cry (heir
My-i-i-il), what virions the word calls up  of huge jum-jars
and smoking camp-flives, of cold, clear water and romantic
caverns, of cheeky squirrels and clusive otters, of yarns and
climbs and races galove! 1f there be yel one Boy, Old or
Lixtant, who knows not Bryntail, and  who asketh “ What ?”°
and “ Where? ™ we answer: * Bryntail is a hospitable home in
Tadgbaston, where one plays billiards, and fingers Tongingly
antique bayonets, scimitars and swords; Bryntail is o windy
hill-top that looks towards Plynlimmon; it is o flourishing
furm whose cows are red and white Herefords, not little black
Welsh; it is a long, low coltage, the nucleus of the School
Camp, setl deep in a hollow of the mountain-side.”

Aud how does one gel there?  One cycles, if holidays are
long and luggage light, its 120 miles of distanee; one meanders
there by teain, if lToads are weiehty ; one is whisked there by
car, if the Fates and Mr. Guerra ave kind.

ITast thou, Fair Reader, seen Mr. Guerra’s car present or
past, 1eplete with boys and dogs and gramophones?  Hast ever
seen him drive, him to whom Jehu, the son of Nimshi, way
racing suail 7 But mmd, he slackens speed to let a black-aviced
Tambkin cross the voad, and he never exceeds the speed Timit
long when he spies a policenman in the offing.  And what game
he puts up - long-tailed cock-pheasant, a vagrant fox, bunuies
anul blackbivds galore.  And some won't up!  Certain matronly
Lens, sublime in buxom British worth, deeline to hurry the
pace, and the Citroén must needs slacken speed lest Dignity's
staid plume be rufied by her breeze.
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Ounee there——() the joy of waking at Bryntail on u May
morning, when the bloom is on the pear! Breukfust cooked
the open, French omelette done to a turn, pomes de terre
sautées, chunks of bread and bulter overlaid with store
marmalade, and washed down with mugfuls of China tea. Then
the scrambles up and down stony banks, the peeps into birds’
nests, the discoveries among the whinberries und down by the
stream. Hard to say which is mosi exciting, to dig oul a baby
rabbit with the help of one stick, one dog und half a dozen
excited humans, or to locate Cavern 161—first discovered by a
4 boy, aud capable of holding most of two Juniors, dovetaited
head and heel ! Then the charm of vrunnine water, the distant
blue of mountain glens, the gleam of golden celandine, the
clusive charm of violets, white and blue.

Then the Farm at Bryntail is so jolly ncighbourly; in
its great bedroom the sound sleep born of unlimited fresh air
defies the gambols of rats and mice behind the wainscot, and
round its wide fireplace it is very pleasant to gossip overnighi
with the Welsh lads come safely back from Salonika and
Jorusalem. How odd these far-away names sound in this moun-
tain home'!

Of the two roads to Bryntail it is hard to suy which is the
more pleasant, the one through quaint Leominster (where one
stops to note that the Ducking Stool wus the reward not only
of scolding Wives, but of cheating Brewers and Bakers) and
busy Rhayader, or the other through the gate of old-world
Lmhuw and by half-timbered Ombersley.  One may mention
that since Bryntail was actually lmutfhl for a permanent School
Camp, the Bivmingham Water Works Authority at Rhayader,
in view of the increased traffic of the district, have thought it
expedient to take down the ancient ** Butter Cross  that blocked
the main villuge street lest it should shave the fate of Llanidloes
Town Hall, charged sideways recently lgir a Bryntail motor
convoy. (Damuge (o car, shght to negligi le.)

Of late, the Chief of Camp, in the goodness of his heart, has
made some extra runs down hr,yntuu way, but we wre glad (o
report that the patient in Llanidloes War Memorial Hospital,
whose visitors he has carried, is now well on the roud to recovery,
since he has tuken to blowing bubbles and laughine aloud over
the epistles despatched {o him in bulky envelope by his co-mates
in smoky Brum.

Au revoir, Bryntail! We long to see you again! The lilac
is all ubloom, and the hedgerows are while with May, and all the
trees have tumbled into flower and leaf, incontinent, at once.
The scent of the bean-fiold, the lark’s nest in the heather—and
{he engines ure lelting off steam alongside the CS.8., and
througﬁn the dull gluss panes one cun hardly fell whether the
sun shines or no. Ay de mi, ay de mi! K.H.C.
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THE EASTER OCAMP.

This Baster Camp was the fourteenth held at Bryntail. In
giving this short account of the deeds and misdeeds of the bold
adventurers who penetrated to the summit on which stands our
little engle's nest, we will not enlarge on the sorrow felt at the
misfortunes of one ecamper who, the day of his arvival, was taken
soviously ill. Barring this, the only clouds were those in the sky,
and (hese were many, the weather being an extraordinary
mixture of snow, sun, rain, hail, and wind : indeed, we had no
weather, but merely a complete set of samples.  The rain
scemed  particularly keen on exercising its influence in  the
morning, greatly to the distress of F. Barr, our eminent cook,
who knows how to combine mysterious elements into a delect-
able whole, but likes to do so in solitude. Thus it happened that,
making the most of sunshine and accepting rain with a cheerful
mind, the days at Bryntail followed their unswerving course,
and too soon, much too soon, the hour came when it was neces-
sary {o say good-bye to the Welsh mountains.  Looking back
upon the fourteen days, it must be admitted that nothing but
pleasant recollections are present in onr minds. The activities
were numerous, dull moments few, and these were soon dis-
persed by the efforts of the excellent househole band, whose
selections were admirably rendered, especially the ** Birthday
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Serenade,” their best efforl.  Oul of doors games were keenly
played, even ““ tip-cat '3 Mutt and Jeff were here in their
clement, and great were their victories.  Bach week Sports were
held, and these proved most successful; four Old Boys  Boston,
lisslemont, Laughton, and Barr—joined in, but their efforts,
though duly appreciated, met with little success,  We had the
pleasure of having Mr. Benton as judge and our Headmaster as
starter. It is always a great joy for the boys o have our Head-
master at Bryntail, and the sole objection to his visils is thaf
they are too short. We know what o busy man he is, and for
once we shall excuse him  mais qu'il ne recommence pas
carried nem. con.

We also welcomed the presence of Mrs. Broscomb al our
last meeting and prize distvibution. She gave oul the prizes in
a way which at once captivated every boy. The €0, expressed
his satisfaction at the behaviour of the boys and at their readi-
ness Lo fall in with any suggestion. Onee again (he boys proved
true fo the Camp motto: * One for all and all for one.”™ We fecel
{hat when this 1s the case we can but repeat the famous words
of Macmahon : *“ ('est vous le négre, parfait, continuez.”

The outstanding event of the fortnight was the farewell
dinner organised by the Senior Boys for their own benefit, This
was a gorgeous affair indeed.  Bggs, bacon, milk and lea galore!
The tlﬁ)l(‘ was loaded, and to complete the festivity, the (L0, in
the dark of night, produced a enke that also disappeared *n
mysterious fashion,

This account would be incomplete should no mention be
made of the addition of a steel tent to the sleeping accommada-
tion. In connection with this, our most hearty thanks musl he
givon to Mr Fox, who so kindly eame to Bryntail {o ereetl it,
and who incidentally mended all our seats; put up o shelter for
the Cook, and proved such a useful acquisition to the Camyp that
]l:npvs are entertained that he may come again. Rumour says

¢ may.

And now one word to the boys. We speak of events, of
visitors, of building: what about the boys?  Undoubledly they
form the most important part of the whole concern. Duty well
performed, discipline, sportsmanship above suspicion, con-
stituto elements assuring a successful Camp. fay it ever

be so. ‘ I1.G.
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Months ago there were persistent rumours that C.S.S. boys were
to become landed proprietors. Everyone of importance now knows
that, through the kindness of Mr. R. G. Powis who lent the necessary
cash, Bryntail belongs to the School. The debt on the cottage ‘was
£80 plus legal expenses amounting to £s 16s.  Already two whist
drives have helped considerably to reduce this debt. The first, at
which there were 244 players, yielded a profit of £zo, and the second
with 228 players gave us A19. Ve have, therefore, thanks to the
generosity of parents and the splendid help by the I.adies’
Committce, who made such a success of the catering, reduced the
debt to £46 16s. At both drives Bryntail boys were to the fore ;
after their expericnce in waiting on forty hungry campers, the task of
supplying refreshment to two hundred or more civilized Birmingham
citizens was mere child's play. Elsewhere a picture of Bryntail will
give parents an idea of the holiday home they have helped to buy
and, we hope, will prove an incentive to further acts of generosity so
that the purchase may be speedily completed. :

A party of eleven, ten mere hommes, and Nell Guerra, spent
New Year week working at Bryntail, [That's the place to teach that
work is the best of play!] and thanks to their efforts the walls are
now distempered in artistic toncs, and everywhere is swept and
garnished for Easter. 'The weather was mild, and the moon was full;
the Jazz Band gave several spirited performances. [You should see
H. G. conduct | Appleby Matthews isn’t in it!] ‘I'here was a new
cook [Fr: cuisiniere], who burnt the soup only once—it was thick
soup! Ye gods! Even the Farm dogs sniffed.  H. G. lovked like
Don Q in his crimson sweater, with his hair on end; the rest
resembled budding pirates till transformation came on leaving day,
when shoes were polished and collars clean. Nell’s costume
sustained no damage. Rumour has it that the smaller half of the
party got side-tracked on the return journey. However they looked
jolly enough when an inspector looked in on them, in a carriage all to
themselves, crunching toffee and playing bridge for love. Swank |
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BRYNTAIL.

Bryntail Camp was carricd on last August with as much
enthusiasm as in previous ycars ; the boys were keenly interested in

Camp Sports and Camp Competitions, as was shown by the hard
A y

tussle for the Camp Medal. Mr. Guerra was pleased with  the
keenness shown in the Swimming Sports, one of the greatest camp
events. T'here were also two walks, each about ten to twelve miles

long, and four hill-climbs, one in cach week. ‘T'he weather was bad

for the whole month, but ip spite of this, routine was carried out as
usual. S

‘The Camp was honoured by the presence of a few Old Boys,
though these proved quite sufficient; on the other hand they did a
great work in acting two Charades, which were quite humourous.
The Old Boys who turned up were Boston, Robins, Harris, Slater,
Govier, and a jolly new camper Cornick, or the camp comedian.  The
camp was also honoured by the presence of Mr. Broscomb and Mr.
Benson who made a Stage which, to our surprise, has not yet broken
down under the weight of performers. A little while before August
those famous building contractors, Broscomb and Guerra lad., came
to Bryntail, and by knocking down the wall between the C.O. room
and the Square room, formed the large Dining Room and Concert
Hall. ‘The campers were not without  tuck, forll, G. opened a

BRYNTAIL COTTAGE.
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tuckshop which was put in charge of. H. Walker. | : e e
* All went well until the second fortnight when a poor little
darling turned up and grew so homesick that, when he had been
there only three days, he was sent back home incurable. Friend
Cooke came to.camp and proved to be a good camper, for he kept
to the camp motto, *“One for all'and all for one,” so well that he
was voted the Popularity Prize, :

The camp was marred by the illness of Nell and Dunn, the
former becane stiff and could not stand,.probably due to overgorging.
Nell became so il that Mr. Guerra was abliged to take her to the
Vet, but she soon got well after a few days starvation. Dunn caught
a severe cold; it appears that he fell into the river, and instead of
running straight back to camp, he undressed and: waited until his
clothes were dry ; however he recovered and was well. enough to go
home quite soon. i

The last note of interest is the journey of five adventurers who
tisked their lives by going to Aberystwith in.the Citréen. They did
the twenty-nine miles in seventy-five minutes, some . speed;. but
H. G. says that a Citriien will do anything, even beat a Morgan,

There will, of course, be a camp at August, and Mr. Guerra
hopes to see many new campers at Bryntail, and I may tell you, it is
really a wonderful place, o
B(;M. N
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SOME OF THE BRYNTAIL BOYS. SECOND FORTNIGHT, SUMMER, 1924.

CAMP.
For boys especially there is no happier, healthier holiday than
camping . . . but camping depends on three things:— First.  The

weather., Our last four camps were very unfortunate, and the work of
the C.0O. and the Cook was increased tenfold,  Last summer we had four
paper chases, of about cight miles, in the rain ; every boy except one
wurned out, and all enjoyed the fun.  We also had four dispatch runs
in the midst of showers, and Thiey also proved enjoyable. We had
two Sports Meetings, in which all the events were well contested,
specially the tug of war, and two days were set apart for Junior Sports.
‘I'he weather allowed one Swimming Sports Meeting, but the second
suffered from the rain and cold.

Second. The boys, who must show themselves docile and adapt-
able. To learn not to be selfish is a great lesson ; where can it be
better learnt than in camp?
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The third essential is the officers, who must be perpetually on the
alert, see to everything, know everything, control everything, and give
sometimes disagreeable orders in a pleasing manner.

There is also the question of money. In spite of the heavy
demand the various improvements at Bryntail have made on our
resources—two new steel tents, reflooring of miner’s cottage, covering
of way to camp oven and water supply, laying of drains—the
balance sheet this year shows a welcome improvement. So far we
have lived on our debts ; in a near future all this will be cleared up.

We had the pleasure of entertaining during the 1923 Summer
Camp three boys from our city’s adopted town of Albert, and from
these boys we still receive occasional letters recalling amusing incidents.
Last summer unfortunately neither space nor money allowed the
repetition of the experiment.

We have been fortunate in our cooks; they have all done
admirably ; such names as Govier, Innes, Robins, Boston, Robotham,
need no comment, Last summer this responsible post was held by
a school boy, Mills, and at no time were we better served,

The Camp Concerts were excellent! We had a gymnastic dis-
play, living pictures, an articulated doll, a mirror mystery, marionettes,
and a nigger minstrel troupe, and songs specially composed for Rryntail
were numerous and amusing.  We must thank Mr. Broscomb for his
help in our entertainments ; his song “The Nigger Sunday School,”
has become part of the Camp collection.  Underwood as a young

lady, Brooks as the parson, Mr. Boston as the bold bad pirate (with
a stove-pipe in lieu of a telescope) took the camp by storm.

We also gave a Grand Banquet to the Old Boys and visitors. Five
courses, with speeches and songs, finished with a dance in which the
C.0. led the final farandole to the martial strains of * Quand Madelon.”
Form Four boys acted as waiters, in costume, towel tied round the
waist. ’

One of our bonfires had to be abandoned through rain, but the
other was splendid, and the flames rose to the height of the cottage
chimney, while the hissing was deadened by the syncopated singing
of the Old Boys.

Mrs. Broscomb kindly distributed the 67 prizes on the last day ;
the medal was well won by G. llughes ; the runner-up was Talboys.
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OLD BOYS' CAMP, 1924,

The affair started on July 28, when half a dozen of us set out
from Snow Hill, presumably to look after the schoolboy campers, but
really to have a jolly good time. Railway journeys have a knack of
putting people into high spirits and giving them that Kruschen feel-
ing necessary to the successful holiday-maker. By the time we reached
Llanidloes we were ready for any devilment, but our good sense
prevailed ! We managed to crawl up to Bryntail and rencw old
aquaintance, and then we turned to our “digs” in the miner's hut
next door to the school cottage.

A conspicuous old camper who always slept in bed socks would
have us all “go to sleep together ;” his appeal for unity met with a
storm of missiles. most of which were heavy boots. There was, too, a
super-fastidious person, who would have a table of some sort, and who
would object to burnt porridge or even to a few cinders in his rice.
Our membership included also two notorious Alexandrines—brothers,
worse luck l—an insurance agent, pianist, a hard working moulder, a
harder working chartered (nearly) accountant, the hardest worker of
all (the writer), and a would-be actor.  During August week, we had
a real live cricketer, who is also a full back, a non-smoker, and a
strict abstainer.

None bathed until the third week of camp, thanks to the rainy
season setting in, with short sharp spells of cold relieved by down-
pours and further outlook gloomy to stormy.  Of course wood duties
had to be performed, and the brother Alexandrines, setting aside for
once their little differences of opinion, rigged up intricately intelligent
contrivances with straps for that easy carrying of logs which constituted
most of our material exercise and diversion and after which complete
rest, before and after dinner, was always much appreciated—except by
the cooks.

The first exciting action in which we took part was H.G’s.
concert, to which we were invited frec of charge. I'he next was when,
as hares for the paper chase, we led the boys a rare dance—and our-
selves too—only to find them cut the trail by about a mile and a
half and suddenly appear a few yards behind us! The funniest inci-
dent of the run was that a certain * Chappie” could not stop running
down the Van mountain and crashed, legs foremost, through a thick
set hedge.

Our piratical troupe outshone anything in ' Treasure Island” or
“Peter Pan;” our libretto, with lyrics, highly original, left the juniors
dumbfounded. Dewdrop, the pirate wench, was highly acceptable,
though her borrowed skirt was rathet short; the rest of the troupe
made love to her quite attractively, and when she quivered and
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tremored in the ‘ Prithee, pretty maiden” duet, the whole house
quivered and wept with her.

We gave a really A1 dinner in the IHut; it was a four-course
dinner, and H.G’s. appetite certainly improved when he saw the fruit
salad. Impromptu speeches were made in flowing terms, and Mr.
Broscomb related funny (?) stories  The gathering dispersed to the
accompaniment of weird and wondcrful noises from a crowd of boys,
dressed in anything from a pyjama upwards, who were growing excited
over a suppositious bonfire, and the evening finished with songs and
dances round a huge conflagration.

We visited the Birmingham Waterworks in the Llan Valley,
thirteen miles away, where we drank tea and sherry (the brothers had
birthdays !) at the Hotel, sang with mine host’s daughter, descended
beneath the Caban Géch dam and generally had a good time.  Then
we raced back to Rhayader and shopped in Llanidloes, and, when the
moon arose in silvery majesty, cven the staidest old camper felt the
prick of Cupid’s little sharp arrows.  Tlowever, abnormality soon re-
turned, and we treated Sabrina (Scvern) and her neighbours to a
selection from our extensive repertoire of song.  Finally we crawled
the four miles up to camp and flopped into bLed, dead to the world.

Succeeding days saw another paper chase, much longer than the
first, a supper and concert, given in our honour by 1L.G. & la Savoie,
the revival of the obsolcte art of bathing, and much more which has
been forgiven and forgotten. * Goodbye, Bryntail ; roll on 1925!

OLD BOYS8' CONCERT PARTY, S8UMMER, 1924



CAMPERS IN TOWN.

Some of the best events in camp life are those which take place
after it is too dark for outdoor sports, and perhaps the most enjoyable
of these is the Camp Concert or Sing Song when those who are able
are called upon to amuse the others by their efforts, vocal, instru-
mental, etc.

It was thought by the ¢ powers that be’ that those unfortunates
who have not been able to take part in the camps, together with
their parents and friends, might be interested to know how the time
at camp is spent, and to this end a Bryntail Sing Song was arranged
in the School Hall, on Saturday, January 24th.

‘I'he Head in his opening remarks pointed out that as only one
person could sing,” and he was not mentioning that person’s name so
that no one would be jealous, the audience must please be merciful
and not throw things at the performers, each of whom would be
doing his best.

‘The “Sing Song” was declared open by the private camp crier
known as the Silent Reader— Barlow, Broscomb and an overcoat,
This item was successful in that at least one of H.G.’s pipes is now
useless. '

The next item was the Camp Song—*There is a Happy
Camp,” by the Form 4 artists, after which Merrick and Fletcher told
us, in musical form, exactly what one cats at each meal.

A recitation called “ Morrow,” by Rooke, was much appreciated
by the andience.  Keey, supported by a Form 4 Chorus gave the
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song—L'Alouette,” and the Head and H.G. endeavoured to persuade
the audience to join in the chorus, with more or less success owing
to a certain amount of shyness, a quality which was confined to the
older members.

During the cvening, Mr. Broscomb, a camp visitor, gave Lwo
songs. _
Form 4's section of the evening’s entertainment concluded with
an athletic display—* Pyramids.”

A Nigger Minstrel concert, of which the inlrunllem.nl part was
of the Jazz order, next took place. Two of the leading instruments
were the Watering Can and H.G.’s banjo. Perhaps the most success:
ful items in this‘scclion were, Piccadilly (the Band), The Garden
Subbub (sung by Partridge), and M Namara's Dand (sung by
Hughes).

During the interval which followed, the audienee were stimulated
by coffee, scrved by the camp waiters, and :}ﬂur this Mr, 1. M.
Jones gave an interesting talk on Camp Life, illustrated by Lantern
Slides. It is interesting to nole that, in spite of rumours to the
contrary, one slide showed that washing does take place in Camp
routine.

The next musical item was a song called “Hey Diddle, Diddle,”
which tells of the exciting adventures of “Mary,” “ Mrs. Perkins,”
and others. [Ellerslie’s song—"' Rhubard and Custard” made an
impression. **The Capital Ship” was sung by Anckorn, supported by
others from I'orm 5, who also sang a song which is now looked upon
as belonging to the camp—** My Old Master.”

“This Lrought to an end the first Sing Song, which was certainly
enjoyed by present boys, old campers and, we hope, the audience.

The proceedings closed, in the same manner as at Bryntail, by

all singing God Save the King.
R.B.



THE TWENTIETH BRYNTAIL CAMP, EASTER, 1925.

It has been said that happy countries have no history. The
same can be said of last Easter Bryntail Camp.

It was raining when the boys tramped up to the Cottage. It
rained practically all the time, and by sheer luck the boys managed
to get to Llanidloes on the return journey between two showers.
Rain, however, is of little account. It is easy to get accustomed to
all things, it is only a matter of forgetting that it might be otherwise.

We had two excellent Dispatch Runs and two good Paper
Chases. T'he second was of a special nature. ‘TI'hrough lack of paper
the hares laid but a scanty track. That did not puzzle the hounds,
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The latter simply adopted an old track ot years gone by and got home
Lefore the hines 1D The Relay Races also were successiul and well
contested ; so were the Bascball matches.  ‘T'he most interesting
event of the Sports was the ‘Tug-of-\War which was rendered difficult
by the wet and slippery grass.

The Concerts were most enjoyable; a pathetic littde  ditty
about TLG's heard went o the tune of “Itaint gonna rain no more ”;
a good sony about “our marsh” had cluborate stagimg, including
live animals. ('T'his does not refer to the actual troupe of entertainers).
All did well,

A certain amount of excitement animated the smaller boys
when, through a stoppage in the pipe, the water supply gave out.
T'hey had brought soap : but how to use it!!!

Accidents. O yes of course! One boy canie into rough
contact with the rocks and damaged his leg.  Another sprained his
foot. T'he latter is used Lo it He does it every time! Quite a habit!

The two outstanding events of the Camp were undoubtedly the
final banquet and the bonfire.  The Cook surpassed himself, but
rumour has it that he is now convalescent and ready to recommence,
Excitement reigned when it was found that Nell, innocent Nell,
taking advantage of the concentrated attention given to the cloquent
speech of the C.O., was silently but effectively devouring Form 2's
custards,

. )
The bonfire would not burn. It simply woul.n NotT BURN. [t
was raining, and our Senior Stoker had builu it

Duty was well performed.  Lven the wood duty. Ay, Ay! Sir!
cven the wood duty, as proved by the acrobatic performance of the
mitk duty boy, vaulting high stacks of wood piled in the most
unexpected place.  One of the Camp preblems is how did the Cook
manage to burn the lot!

For the second time in Bryntail Camp history two boys tied for
the medal—Clarke and Burr.  Well done!!
And the last day came all too soon, and every one returned to

Birmingham all the better for the change.
H, G.
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BRYNTAIL.

The first fortnight boys, conducted by Mr. L. A. Walker, arrived
at Brynuil, tired but happy, in the afternoon of July 28th and were
immediately served with tea. A few days after, F, Barr came up,
followed by an outbreak of influenza in the camp; H. G. brought
a doctor fromi town, and, having caught cold himself, went about with
a blanket wrapped tightly round him, A la mode indienne.

The Sports and Concerts were a success on the whole, but the
weather was wet ; 1o quote a Form 11 boy ““Stormy, further outlook
unscttled *Towards the end of 1he fortnight there was a banquet (?)
followed by a bonfire, and next day the fortnightly Loys departed,
accompanied by Barr, who, having smoked hundreds of Army Club,
had littered the Camp with empty cigarette boxes.

The second fortnight, with the helpful supervision of Colonel
and Captain Walker, passed peacefully (except when H.G. was awak-
ened oo early in the morning or afternoon) ; but the water supply ran
short, and the boys had to wash in the farm horse trough or the river,
that is, when they did wash.  (Who was the boy who'carried pails of
water to the farm for Mary?)

‘The Sports, ably (?) conducted by Barlow, were a great success ;
several new records, the chief being the two-mile relay in 29 minutes
o seconds by Mills, were set up.  The usual Paper chases were run,
but why did the whippers-in carry gorse bushes?

Poulton celebrated his sixteenth (or his sixth) birthday ; the
inmates of the cook’s room, plus an outsider, invited HG. to a
wagnificent tea, subscribed for by them, but alas! a certain 1st XV
fellow couldn’t pitch in the baseball game afterwards, and his side,
who were firm favourites, lost.

Scveral concerts were given, notably the mock wireless demons-
tration, of the Walkers and ‘I'ent Four, but the greatest event of the
fortnight was the Banquet; the most hard worked person in the Camp
was the cook, who provided the following menu - Soup, sausage
and mash, sardines, peas (cannon balls), bread and cheesc, and
custard and prunc(s?), washed down at vanous intervals with tea.
The Banquet was followed by the Prize Distribution, when the Camp
Medal was given to Fletcher, but the bonfire, not for the first time,
was washed by rain.

‘The next day Camp broke up with mixtures of joy and sadness,
but “If Summer comes, can Easter be far behind ? ”
IF.J. M.
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the performances in the other concerts, that of Grocock occupics a
position the others could not rise or fall to,—his singing as well as
his voice is unique.

Two days before the end of these eventful weeks was held the
camp banquet, at which the guest of honour was Mr. Humphreys.
Alter the dinner, served by Mr. Guerra, Dunn and Walker, (many
and varied were the remarks passed about the amount left for the
waiters), various items of song (?) were rendered by the more

BRYNTAIL. CAMP, EASTER, 1926. accomplished members of the camp.

The School Camp was again, as in previous years, a great ‘The next day the prizes were distributed by Mr. Humphreys ;
success. The chief thing which ensures a successful camp is good the medal was awarded o G. Iughes, and the popularity prize to
waather, and probably never before has the camp enjoyed such Broscombe (Sen).  After supper the camp bonfire was lit by Mr.
delighttul weather at Easter-time. Guerra with a gallon of petrol.  ‘Then on the Saturday camp broke

up, as did the weather in sceming sympathy. D.N.W.

Then again there was no grumbling, every boy performed his
duties willingly and well, and even the C.O. could find nothing
wrong, und he is, as everyone knows, very critical.  Special praise, if
such may be given, is deserved by the camp cook "Mills, whose
culmary achicvements were truly remarkable, reaching the summit of
their greamess in the camp banquet held just before the return home,
Mills ulso scrved the meals to time, or even a little before time ; this
latter fact, although appreciated by the camp in general, caused
considerable discomfort to some members of the Sixth, not to
mention a few Old Boys, in the mornings

Two paper-chases and despatch-runs were run as usual, everyone
- camp taking part.  ‘The second paper-chase was, however,
unfinished, owing to the length and difficulty of the course. For the
(st time was held a “course au clocher,” in which the camp was
completely hoodwinked by Mr. Walker and Mr. Broscombe. Two
sports mectings, as well junior sports, were held; all the events
were keenly contested. Most events were won by Burr and Hughes.
Thinks 1o the weather, swimming in the morning and baseball in the
cvening formed part of the daily routine,

‘T'hree visitors, Mr. Broscombe, Mr. Humphreys, and Mr. \Valker,
honoured the camp by their presence ; a number of old boys turned
upat the beginning of the first week, but of course Camps are not
what they used to be in the old days.  Why . .. . etc.”

Several camp concerts were held during the fortnight, the first,
by the old boys, was a great success, although H. G. arranged the
programme, while the audience patiently awaited the performers. Of
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THE SUMMER CAMP, 1926.

The first fortnight boys left Snow Hill on Friday, July z3rd
and arrived at Bryntail in time for a welcome tea,  Camyp activities
began with a Paper Chase on the Monday, and everybody slept well
that night.  The second Paper Chase was held a week later, and,
after losing the trail several times, the whole camp, including the
hares, turned up late for tea, much to Mr. Guerra’s annoyance,

The T'wo Mile Relay Races were held, (Jones covering the
ground on one occasion in less than twelve minutes), and in the
usual athletic and swimming sports, competitions and despatch runs
Mills and Fletcher covered themselves with glory. '

Bathing was enjoyed nearly every morning. The water was
very cold, though H. G’s thermometer, a unique instrument,
proved it was always above freezing point. Baseball was played by
part of the camp every evening, and those unfortunates who were not

playing, indulged in a peculiar game invented by H. G. and called
Tip and Run,

Towards the end of the fortnight a magnificent bonfire was
fired by means of all the available petrol, In a burst of economy
and thinking of the coal strike, 11. G. decided to boil his kettle on
the embers, and save the methylated sprits in his stove. The seniors
were allowed to roast potatoes in the ashes.

At the Camp dinner on the day following the bonfire, Broscomb
Senior was voted the Popularity Prize.  ‘T'he dinner itself was excell-
ent and our cook surpassed himself,

The second fortnighters ate a week’s bread in the first three
days, and certain activities were cancelled, no paper-chase at all
being held.  Mr. Humphreys and the seniors conducted a walk to
Craig y Llo, the falls being particularly high owing to the rain, and
six senior campers walked to Pennant Rocks.

At the end of the third week we lost the well-known Mills, our
much prized cook.  ‘T'he brothers \Walker took over this dificult task,
and their dinners will long be remembered. At the second Camp
Dinner and Prize Distribution Mr. Guerra was presented with a cut
plass and silver biscuit barrel in honour of his twenty-fifth visit to
Bryntail.  The prizes were distributed by Mrs. Walker and Mrs.
Irascomb.  Bennitt won the Camp Medal, Marklew was voted the

most popular hoy in Form 4, and Newey was awarded the Junior
NMedal
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As usual there were numcrous Old Boys at Bryntail, it would
not be camp without them. We had a number of visitors during the
month, including, as wusual, Messrs.  Broscomb, Walker, and
Humphreys, Mr. René Guerra and several parents.

The weather was, as is usual at Bryntail, rainy with a few fair
periods. The second week was glorious, but during the sccond fort
night bathing was often impossible as the river rose two feet.  The
concerts during the month were as good as ever, Form IV’s was esp-
ecially enjoyable. At the mock trial Mr. Broscomb was a very good
judge, and we will not enlarge upon the terrible punishment of the
prisoner. ‘The camp attended Divine Service at the chapel on
Crowlwn once during each fortnight. R.J. B.



That there are one or two Weary Willies in the Upper School
whom nothing short of a. charging bull or a charge of cordite conld
ronse from their lethargic boredom. So young and yeb so slothful !
Perchance all their energy is spent on growing pains?

That eclipsing is great fun, especially when Dad pays your fare
and Mother cuts the sandwiches and fills the Thermos, We mayn't be
here for the next Sun Shadow Show ; we may be up among Dailey’s
beads. How nice and warm we'll be, smoking Coronas on the Moon !

That there will be many changes in the class rooms and canteen
next September.  One bold spirit prophecies that hooks will be hounsed
in a library and that a penny &cone will cost less than three halfpence.
What a hope! ‘

That the Head is some cricketer

That “Current Events” as a part of Mistory is a brainy idea and
ean include anything from Archeolngical Txcavations and aerial
wonders to the gliding of a front garden down a figsure in the London
chalk.

That a ditty called “Sing a Song of Sixpence” is not popular in
the Fives.

That some of the hymns sung at Morning Prayer are top hole.
The musieal eritic of the Upper Fifth has some yarn about the second
century of the Christian era and the Procession of the Ass.  Terhaps
Mr. Hopkins (or another) wonld oblige with a lecture on ““Origing of
Farly Christian Musie.”

That Mr. Evans shows such a pretty wit whiles in Assembly that
ane wide smile leads on to silence.

That some of the Prefects are mighty good looking, and that
o Tourth Form boy’s young sister noted the fact aloud.

That thongh there was no Faster camp this year at Bryntail a
Rhode was found there ; the way was long, the path was steep, and
il water bubbled in the radiator before the Cncumbers were reached.

That one of the Staff reached school o early one June morning
(It ho Toat hoth himself and his hat. Tt is not wrue, however, that
I nickad the night watchman’s early cup of coflee.

That at the injanction,  Hands out of yonr pockets, hoys!” one
ol the masters nearly obeyed himself.
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BRYNTAIL.

Arriving at Llanidloes at 4 o’clock, we began camp training with
a four mile walk, all uphill in a boiling hot sun. Mr. Humphreys
presented the camp with twelve silver medals for various activities;
Dr. Cobb came up, and Mr. Ward, one of the school curators. It was
a wonder some of the boys survived the ‘Camp Keast, when one
considers what they put out of sight.

We went on a lorry to Llandinam ; had altogether four paper
chases, of about six to eight miles each ; four relay races of five miles
across country (the best time 12 minutes); two ‘gate hunts,’ two
dispatch ruus, two junior sports, two camp competitions, two senior
sports and two swimming sports,

Mr. and Mrs, Reynolds came to the Farewell Dinner; Mr,
Reynolds gave us a little entertainment, Mrs. Reynolds distributed the
prizes. The Camp Cup, for the best at Sports, Baseball and Duty,
was won for the third time by R. G. . Hughes,

On the last night we had a tremendous bonfire and a procession,
and the seniors roasted potatoes on the ashes, On Saturday (the lagt
day) we set out in pouring rain for Llanidloes. D.T. L,
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WITH THE OLD BOYS AT BRYNTAIL CAMP, EASTER, 1928.

[This article deals with the activities of a party of about 20
0ld Boys who attended the School Camp at Bryntail and had
a really first class, enjoyable time.—Ed.]

A fine gathering of Old Boys took place at Bryntail this Faster.
The Old Boys cutnumbered the School Boys hy six!! They all
rolled up—some by train, some on motor-hikes, some on push-hikes,
One Old Boy who is following special treatment for reducing his
embonpoint suggests walking it?  And on they came, at all times;
one turned up in the early hours of the morning. It appears that he
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lost himself in the hills of Wild Wales, but we do not know what
refreshments he had en route.  Some reached Bryntail far in advance
of the Schonl Adyanee Party, much to the delight of the members of
this party, who found everything ship-shape and in perfect order and
therefore had nothing to do. Two more Old Toys were seen, after the
Camp had hroken up, hastening on push-hikes towards Middleton.
Whether they reached Bryntail or not, we eannot say.  What they
did if ever they got there and found everything locked up, we can but
guess, but what they said we pretty well know !

The chief activities of the Old Boys were : first, a terrible rush
on the Camp tuck shop (Ask friend C what he thinks of the
camp “Fruit Dainties,” 1) second, a visit in forece to Llanidloes
Picture Tlouse,  We are told that when they had all got seated, it
was found necessary to close the doors—“ITouse Full.” ~ We eannot
record the hour of their return to Camp.  They returned so quietly
that even the mastiff of the 0.C. failed to hear them.  Did they get
hack at all that night?  We wonder!

We also_hear on good anthority that Old Boys peeled potatoes,
mended wireless sets, drank milk and even played cards at the farm.,

‘And these Old Bovs were right to come and were therefore
heartily weleomed. Lt is the hest way to enjoy an outing and the
(.C. assures me that he is always pleased to see Old Boys coming
back to the old spot where so many pleasant hours were spent.

May there he many such happy parties at Bryntail. I1L.G.
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BRYNTAIL. FEBRUARY, 1929,

The premature and much regretted retirement of Mr Guerra
rases the question of what is to be done about the School Camp at
Jryntail, and it is important that boys, parents and old boys should
understand the true situation,

Those who know and appreciate the time and labour Mr. Guerra
devoted to camp matters will realise that no single man can succeed
to his work—for masters who have normal home ties to spend almost
the whole of the Easter and Summer Holidays at Bryntail is an utter
mipossibility and an unreasonable tax on their time. Responsibility
for the camp will therefore henceforth have to be borne on more than
one pair of shoulders, and several masters have intimated their willing-
ness to tike a turn of duty. Mr. Humphreys has agreed to undertake
the organisation of the administrative side, and offers of assistance
have heen received from parents and old boys.

T'he main difficulty is the Camp itself. A certain amount of
annual repair of the cottage and the tents is expected, but the gales
of last \utumn caused unprecedented damage. ‘I'wo of the steel tents
are completely wrecked, a third is so badly dainaged as to make its
reconditioning at least a very difficult matter ; the corrugated-iron
roofing over the cook-house has been blown down and part of the
verandali roof swept away. We already knew that the beams
supporting the roof of the miner’s cottage were rotting and required
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replacement, and certain improvements in the cooking arrangements
were comtemplated, but the havoc wrought by the weather was
beyond our wildest nightmares.

A brief statement of the Camp’s finances must here be made.
The Cottage, steel tents and fittings represent a capital outlay
of £150.

It has been the policy to keep the fees of the campers as low
as possible. No provision for a sinking fund has therefore been
made ; the money for repair work, extensions, etc. has been met by
means of loans, repaid by instalments from the proceeds of sub-
sequent camps. There is thus no money in hand, indeed an amount
of £10 is still owing to the Old Centrals’ Football Club. It must
be clearly understood that since the Camp concerns at the most 159,
of the boys in the School, the general games fund can hardly be used
for camp purposes (except by way of loans).

It must also be remembered that the cottage property is lease-
hold and that when the lease falls in in 23 years time it will have to
be handed back to the owner in its original condition. Such
restoration will prove expensive, and in justice to our successors it is
imperative that some provision be made for this. If we are to
provide for a sinking fund for the above purposes, it will be necessary
to increase the charges made to campers.

Such then are the facts upon which a decision will have to be
made. It must be clearly understood that the ultimate responsibility
for a Camp bearing the School name and under School auspices
must fall on the Head Master, and that from this no-one, however
willing, can relieve him.

May it be added that he is appreciative of the delights of the
Camp and its surroundings, of the immence benefit life under such
conditions can be to boys and of the happy memories it holds for
Old Campers. W. H. R.



BRYNTAIL.

In response to the request of many parents the Camp at
Bryntail is being continued.

In order to put the Steel huts, the Cottage and various camp
huildings in proper repair we have already incurred expenses amounting
to £35. We hope parents, old boys, and others interested in the
activities of the School will send donations to help us to defray this
expenditure,
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BRYNTAIL, 1929.

After a lapse of about a year the Camp was reorganised this
Summer,

At Whitsuntide a party went to Bryntail to estimate the extent
of the damage done by the gales, and it was decided that out of the
remains of the four tin huts, together with some new materials, three
huts might he erected. Hence the Summer Camp was intended to he
a “Working Camp.” Actually, the greater part of the work under
the supervision of our technical advisers, Mr. Crump and Mr,
Broscomb, was finished in the first four days, and after that the Camp
ran on its usual lines, sundry despatch tuns and paper-chases, etc.,
being arranged.

The second paper-chase was a particularly bright affair ; it poured
hard and it blew hard, so that after some (thirty?) three miles the
hounds gave up; the hares, who included a member of the Staff. got
home about two hours later. It appeared that at frequent intervals
they had thought they could hear the hounds and hence they made
the most gruelling trail they could, until, eventually, they lost
themsclves,

The weather was quite good for Bryntail; that is to say
“mainly unsettled and showery with a few fair periods.” The fair
periods were brilliant, and even sun-hathing was indulged in.

As for the home life of Camp we were exceedingly well fed and
generally looked after by our excellent quartermaster, Mr. Humphreys.

The position of C.0. was ably filled by Mr. Loveridge, who
even tested our bath water (River Clwedig) before allowing us to get
“c.c-c-eversowarrrm.” ourselves.

Mills acted as cook for the fortnight, surpassing even his usnal
high standard—The porridge was burned only twice. He was helped
by Mr. E. Ward, who filled the post of General Handyman.

Mr. Logan came up to give Campa trial for two or three days.
He stayed a fortnight. What more can be said to emphasise the
pleasure of the holiday D.G.B.
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C. S. S. CAMP, EASTER, 1930.

After an uneventful train journey, about fifteen of us arrived at
Llanidloes, dumped our kit-bags, and faced, cheerfully or otherwise,
the prospect of a three-mile walk uphill.

The long train ride had cramped our legs, and the first mile of
walking eased them, but after that, well, T'll leave that to your
imagination.

As soon as our kit-bags arrived, we reduced our wear to the least
possible and went to see the * sights.”  Old campers renewed
their acquaintance with the beloved land-marke, new campers paused
and wondered at the glories revealed.

That night gave an indication of the cold weather that was to
come, and T am afraid most of us wore more than the usual night-gear.
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The next evening saw an innovation in the camp, Rughy-touch
succeeded Base-ball, mainly on account of the temperature or rather
lack of it. Those who have played * ordinary ” Rughy-touch have no
idea what the game can be made into. It can hecome ns exciting as
Rugby itself, especially if the players disagree over the rules,

A long walk to the “Bottomless lake,” inured us to the
“hardships” of camp life. - '

A paper-chase, held a day or two after, was hy no means a
complete success, unless to collect mud from unheaten tracks, and dump
it at the camp.

Now Mr. Loveridge took the opportunity to paint the tents, and
some unfortunate ones had to scrape the rust off them, on their free
days.

At the end of the vacalion, we had a bathe, that is those of us
who could stand a temperature of a little, if any, above zero.  Mr.
Loveridge enjoyed it; he said so himself when "“e came out of the
water, three seconds after he had entered it.

A Steeple-chase, about the last thing we did, was perhaps the
most successful of all, though wading the river three or four times
damped the ardour of some.

The breaking-up concert was successful but not =0 much as the
feast that preceded it.

Then almost before we could realise it, ten days had gone and
the time had come to return to home and heauty.

From another source :— Messrs, Humphreys and DBroscomb were
Quarter Master and Renovator rvespectively. The latest innovations
are sausnges and palliasses. Smith and Mills took over the cooking.
Together they used, according to the wood squad, more fuel than ever
before. The Quartermaster and Renovator bricked in the tap, built*a
set of steps and improved the outside fireplace. Out of old tent tin
they made a contraption for either bathing in, or keeping wood in.

From a third :—Near to the Camp, at Van, Mr. Guerra was
found taking a holiday. Cheerful as ever, with as usual a number of
small boys about him, he was lodged in a cottage through whose roof
protrudes the remains of a fallen tree. Tue Trio.
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christened in Yorkshire, schooled at Birmingham University and housed
for four years at Chancellor's Hall, (where they play fives), and Mr.
C. Roberts whose Inglish is more intelligible, in the Gymnasinm and
out, than was Mr. Logan’s. Quite a number of the ataff, some of
them Army men, are fluent in French and German, but Mr. Roberts is
unique in that he speaks Danish as the result of three years spent in
Jutland and on the Island of Fyn at the Silkeborg and the Niels
Bukhs Physical Training Colleges.

Two masters, two boys and a make-weight had a delightfully
strenuous November week-end at Bryntail where they went to ** tuck
up the camp for the winter.” Lunch off the road side, shopping in
Llanidloes, a rush up hill in Mr, Humphrey’s powerful six cylinder
Austin, sausages for supper, a moonlight walk down to the tumbling
Clywedog and over the swaying Miners’ Bridge, Welsh ham for
breakfast, and a ripping run home—how’s that for twenty-seven
hours! Camp is picturesque and comfortable nowadays, the beds,
which rolled up look like fat umbrellas, make good lying, and the
steel tents are gay with stripes of black, white and flame.

Congratulutions to Mr, Guerra on his recovery after cperations.
We wish him a long tenancy of his £5 house at Van. It is stone
built and solitary, even a Citredn cannot get to the door, and rumour
says it is well furnished for the simple life with a sack, a deckchair,
and a table-cover convertible when required into u hlanket.

A Fourth Form boy walked into the Library the other day with
half a dozen *sixpenny ” books as a modest gift to the School. The
gift was heartily welcomed and put into circulation forthwith ;
volumes today are so badly bound, they are indeed only cased, that
their life is short, and any readable book lasts till it falls to pieces.
Perhaps others will look over their shelves and emulate Thompson.

School is proud this season of its Rugger * fathers,” the Old
Centrals. The Mail's Saturday night's issue and the Poet's Monday
morning’s are eagerly scanned for new victories,

Novembers Whist Drive was most successful. There were
sixty-six tables and quite a floating regiment of supers ; in all, some
three hundred people were present, and a goodly number of boys,
and even men, played ‘“lady.” Jackson of 5A won First Prize,
Madame was equally successful, and Miss Marsh, one of our two
charming satellites, gained half a tea-set and had to motor home to
Shropshire at the week-end to display the spoil. Excellent and
plentiful refreshments, as usual, halved the programme. At the
C.8.8. the food is half the fun, while at other shows one pays, often
through the nose, for coffee, cakes and sandwiches.
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SUMMER CAMP, 1930.

Ours was a reserved coach all the way to Llanidloes this year,
and the boys rode up to camp in comparative comfort upon a motor
lorry. At Bryntail a great crowd was gathered—all sports, all noisy,
and all thoroughly prepared to extract the maximum enjoyment from
their sojourn in the wilds, The smallest boy in camp was the biggee’t
noise there (with perhaps one notable exception) ; one could not help
knowing Harrison.

Each day’s programme was arranged upon the actual day so that
the weather might be consulted before hand and its fell intentions
baulked.

On the first Sunday certain boys who walked to Craig-y-Lloe
encountered a Welsh farmer's wife and her pig: she did all the
talking and won, hands down.

As usual there was plenty to do; despatch runs, gate hunts,
prisoners’ release, a paper chase, and, lastly, bathing every morning,
all of which were endured, if not enjoyed.

Our first concert was a mixed cffort, boys, Old Boys, Masters
and visitors all made as much noise as possible. This was obviouely
their aim, and well they succeeded. The second concert included
Tae BAND, i.e. one watering-can, one banjo, and lord knows what
else ; the banjo played just one note though the player seriously
studied the music and moved his digits accordingly, and the watering-
can grunted sympathetically. At the last concert, the Old Boys,
attired in varied garb recorded every camp happening. This concert
was great and deserves a space to itself.

Mr. Humphreys was quietly indispensable, Mr. Loveridge
worked hard upon the tents, Mesers. Crump and Broscomb, though a
nuisance to ping-pongers, transformed the miner’s cottage, Mr, Guerra
paid us a visit and ladled out the soup, Mr. Ward was as cheery as
ever and the Head was a true camper.

It was a great camp and everyone was soTTy when breaking-up
day arrived. There have been good times in the past but none
better than this. T. A. GROCOCK.




BRYNTAIL, SUMMER 1930,

At Camp this Summer there were more Old Boys present than
there have been of recent years; and in accordance with Mr. Loveridge’s
Invitation voiced at the O. Bs, dinner they were all made very welcome,
Camp nowadays is not what it used to be, Kgys, for example, are no
longer thrown in the air at breakfast time by the C.0. and
canght on an enamel plate at the third attempt; and in order not to set
the youngsters a bad example we hud to break the habits of a lifetime
and wash before breakfast,  In spite of these minor changes Camy is
still a very pleasant place to spend a holiday.

The Camp buildings have been enormously improved; the Miners’
Cottage now being topped with a really waterproof roof and the cottage
itself being cleaned and painted throughout.

The Old Boys as of old played the School at Baseball and as
usual beat them, the game lasting the full nine innings for each side,
B order to solace the Sehool to some extent for their defeat, we
volunteered Lo provide the breaking-up concert.  We uppeired on the
stige in weird disguises and chanted all the old camp songs (including
two of L. M.’ parodies) together with u few original ones munufactured
by our own private parodist, in which we slated everybody in general,
and of course, Mr. Loveridge in particular,

We thoroughily enjoyed ourselves and fondly hope and trust (and
also helieve) that the audience did likewise. Incidentully it was very
pleasant to see that the people from the neighbouring furms still turn
up ut the concert,

It was very good to see My, Reynolds av camp  He joined in
everything that was going on and proved himself a fivst-cluss camper.
It is distinetly to be hoped that he will make regular visits to Bryntail,

[ conclusion we wonld like to thank the School for still allowing
the Old Boys to come to Bryutail, and to say, at least in as fur as the six
habituals who were there this last Summer, that we intend Lrespussing
on your good nature again, Incidentally there is no finer place than
Camp for renewing old acquuintance as well as making new. However,
adios Bryntail, until 193], R.J.S.B.
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BRYNTAIL.

Due no doubt to the fact that Easter was rather early this year
only eleven or twelve stalwarts visited Bryntail. Lack of numbers,
however, was more than counterbalanced by enthusiasm.

To a newcomer to the Camp, our arrival in a stendy drizzle of
rain was hardly exhilarating, but I was informed by old-stagers that I
should soon get nsed to it, in fact the said old-stagers persisted in
recalling for my henefit, holidays spent at Bryntail with perhaps one
fine day per month. The *‘fickle jade” favoured us, however, and we
had only two wet days out of ten. Further, let it be known, on one
or two occasions sun-bathing was the order of the day, <

The Camp went on in the usual manner, paper-chases ete. belng
organised and on four occasions we braved the waters of the Bwer
Clywdog.

Mr. Humphreys ‘ quartermastered ’ us exceadingly well and saw
to it that we were all well fed, while Mr, Loveridge made an admirable
C.0., in fact to my mind the two chief joys of Camp were to see Mr.
Loveridge with paint-pot and brush busily engaged in pairting the
window-panes—sorry—I mean the window-frames, and. to hear him
tootle ‘ Come to the Cook-house door, Boys” on one note.

James, assisted by Squire, set up, I am told, again by the old-
stagers, a new standard in Bryntail cooking.

Another newcomer to the Camp was Mr. C. Roberts who
proved a very jolly and useful camper, despite the fact that he suffered
with his throat for the first few days and went about in mortal dread
since Mr. Loveridge entertained bloodthirsty notions of removing his
tonsils with a penknife,

A welcome visitor to Camp was Mrs, Cantrell, who, though
staying at the farm, ‘“ messed ” with us.

A peculiar feature of the Camp was the number of Old Boys
present over the Easter week-end, indeed at one time they actually
outnumbered us. R. Pitraway.
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OLD BOYS SECTION.

EpiTor: A. CHURCHMAN, ' Tideswell,” 23, Kingsley Road, King's Norton,
who will welcome contributions for future issues.

OLD BOY'S ASSOCIATION.

In spite of the discomfort necessarily attached to eating in an
armour plated shirt,—Convention’s misguided conception of suitable
evening - wear,—the Old Boys’ Dinner appeared to be thoroughly
enjoyed by everyone present. The chair was taken by Dr. Anderson,
who proposed the toast of our Association with effortless eloquence
and with a flow .of language to which it was a delight to listen. M.
Reynolds, responding to the toast of the School,—proposed by 8. H.
8mith, the retiring Head Prefect,—spoke of what we must regretfully
consider to bethe School’s uncertain future. Mr.Scorer’s breezy remarks,
Richardson’s rather incoherent reply, and Hastilow’s graceful appreci-
ation of our guests were all heartily enjoyed, while Burt and his friend,
with their duets, added to the evening all that was required for its
complete success,

Mention should be made of the Easter Camp, which for part of
the time, was almost completely predominated by Old Boys. Why
any sane person should voluntarily forego the comforts of modern
civilization for Bryntail’s Spartan existence,—a Bryntail rendered even
more barbaric by a contrivance known as an Ablution Bench, (one of
Mr. Loveridge’s infernal machinations, I believe) planted in the wide
epen spaces, and exposed to the four winds of heaven,—can be under-
stood only by seasoned campers, Whether it is that fragrant smell of
burning wood and burnt prunes, or those inimitable paper-chases, or
that particularly persistent, drenching rain which makes this Bryntail
go dear to them, it is difficult to determine, but for those who have
once learned to love it barren slopes and icy river, it possesses an
inexhaustible enchantment, Before passing to other things, a tribute
shonld be paid to the hospitality of the quietly efficient C.O., and the
equally efficient, but not nearly o quiet Second-in-command, both of
whom gave a warm welcome to the numerous O.B’s. who drifted in
during the holday.

June 27th' was noteworthy for two reasons :— 1. It was a fine
day. . 2. It was the date of the Old Boy’s Cricket Match. RBeing
lamentably ignorant of all things cricket, but a bare outline of the
game can be given. The O.B's, by dint of shamelessly scrounging
runs on any pretext whatsoever, managed to scrape together 42 in the




SUMMER CAMP, 1934,

fhe Ty tyniail theory was abolished after gaining a consider-
wilicr wl wtherents, It even retained them for a year or two
bt le n pallant fight for it, but at this Camp was
I dweredited and once again replaced by the “Wet” or
wi " theory, The records state that we had three cmnvleh-ly

i twcompletely wet ones and nine when the Heavens, if not

col o ntonmy rate distinetly ajar.
oo Campernineluded Mr, Bradley, hereinafter referred to as
| wk M Chnpman, a Teehnical College lecturer with gifts in the

I oupnesiing and song-writing.  They were both unanimously
A 1o b good eampers ;3 both very definitely added to the
it of lifo nt Bryntail, enriching it with songs ancient and
Lo e filnens and good humour, concrete suggestions, concrete
poowid o hottle of Worcester sauce.  We hope to see them both at
Co el mpin
’. Fhan enmp nlio saw some important additions and improvements
v cgqubpiment, The tent roofs were all repainted ; we acquired a
wee healer; My Chapman stuck lamps of concrete on and round the
' tn i fheplaee the foeus of all eamp-life ; N.L., assisted by
P Ae aseomb, stayed on and painted the cottage inside, after we
[l el off to our respectable homes.  Finally the front steps,
l el comerated hy B and Mr. Chapman, were declared open on
" I"H' Avpunt. On the 6th, after a thunderstorm, thoy became a
cavomle il whiob hinlf the water neatly off “ Bryn” under the front
A The ald gatber has been redug.

Tenlth wine nob g0 good as usual 3 Parking went to see Dr,
Fecdie, e eonl's voom fed one night on mushrooms, sardines and
fted potntoen . Iroekway suffered from some ohseure Celtic disease ;
Iy el down Crowlwm on a wet afternoon,

LA il meloneholy  faet @ the pool “Llyn Ror ()" or
W oo vepatad 1o he hottomless, is actually about 18 feet deep.

Vo Bt woinded for coneenled vocks or snags the pool was in use
w e Hetore nnd OFE Boys asca diving-pool,

Dany Loa, Summer, 1934,

Wt aly e, waem, wind - moderate from West,
oot b dwmes, Dolphing 166, AU, JUM. arrived as

chovnee ety O wid elonnad tontey ote,  Aired and  filled
T L Halhivod
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Th. 26. Rain, fine and warm after 3 p.m.  Washed all erocks ;
prepared Miners’ cottage ; bathed.  Mr. Chapman, L.B., N.L. aud 25
boys arrived. Faulkner arrived by bicycle at 9 pm. P.J.1L
returned home in afternoon.

F. 27. Showery ; fine in afternoon. Bathing. Camp Walk.
New boiler arrived from Falkirk. Rugger Touch. E C. went back.

S. 28.  Rain in morning ; some sun later.  Bathing (optional).
Whitehouse, Brooks, Frecmén arrived by bicyele at breakfust time,
Despatch ran. - Rugby Touch. '

Sun. 29. Rain all day. Indoor Tournaments,

M. 30. Fine ; some sun. Bathing ; some old boys in “ New
Pool.”  Free afternoon ; small party walked via Bwlch y Gle to * The
Hill.”  After tea, the new campers received compliments from the old
on their unusual rapidity in picking up the rules and methods of
Buseball. Leading-Aircraftman Richmond arrived.  Isherwood had
four bowls of soup.

T. 31. Heavy showers after 11.30 a.m. Pennant Walk. Sing-
song after tea ; L.B. introduces Barnsley National Anthem.

W. 1st August. Rain all day after 1 pam. Bathing optional.
“Straight” run.  Another sing-song after tea, led by old boys.  1.B,,
Faulkner and J.M. walked to Plynlimon.

Th. 2. Rain all day. No bathing. “Suraight” run.  Free
evening. Messrs. Crump and Crump awived.  Visit from Mr. H.
Guerra,

F. 8. Fine ; warm afternoon. E.C. and cousin departed.
L.B. got up early, oyez, and also departed avee Legg. Richmond left.
Bathing optional, river being high.  Free afternoon, optional bathing
at 4 pm. Painting tent roofs and concreting front steps completed.
Bascball. Tracey, S. J. Roberts, Mather, Field arrived.

S. 4. Fine. Bathing. Walked to Craig y Llo.

Sun. 6. Showery. Bathing optional. Treasure Hunt. To
Deildre chapel ; heard Mr. Davies, a local preacher from lLlangurig.
Mue. and Murs, Turner, Mr. and Miss Gillam visited camp ; also Mr.
and Mrs. Holland,

M. 6. Showery ; thunderstorm in evening. DBathed. Prison-
ers’ Release, Baseball (Old Boys v School).

T. 7. Dull, but warm ; some rain at 5 p.m. Banquet and
Concert. Ladies from the farm (Mr. Chapman’s wife and mother),

T T




Mr. and Muys. Varnon, friends from Crowlwm, Cwm and Bryntail,
(Programme given below).

W. 8. Fine and warm ; shower about 8 p.m. Bathing, Free
afternoon with optional bathing. Baseball.

Th. 9. Showery. Return, the main party with Mr. Chapman,

ProaraMMe oF Camp CoNGERT.

The Diver, Jean Ba'tiste, The Last Round Up, Assorted Songs
(Rowland, 2a4), Five Sketches ; the following song, written and sung
by Mr. Chapman (air : “ John Peel 3

1. D'ye ken Bryntail with its boys so gay ?
D’yd ken the O.C. and big May 1§
D’ye ken the cooks who get no pay
And the duty in the morning ¢

Chorus :  For the 0.C’s. face peers in at the door,
And we know that day we shall sleep no more :
“ Lazy swabs | Get up from the floor,
For there’s duty to be done in the morning.”

2. The Veg. Squad to its work does fly ;
At the start they're very spry ;
At the hundredth pound they're ready to die
Or jump in the river in the morning.

3. The big man May is very wise
For a person of his size ;
When on walks *“ Nice now | ” he cries,
But he can’t get up in the morning.

4. Clever men in the Long Room dwell,
Of four of them I will not tell ;
The fifth finds it difficult to quell
Their remarks as he gets up in the morning,

b. The cook’s eflicient, there’s no doubt,
Although wet wood makes fires go out ;
Iis plans sometimes go up the spout,
Aud the porridge turns to water in the morning.

6. But we must admit that in spite of this
The life up here is full of bliss ;
We hope that next time we shan’t miss
Tea in bed, hot fish and taters in the morning.
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Easter Camp, 1935,

This Camp was in several ways different from previons ones,
Instead of raining most daya, it rained every day ; it was in fact a wet
Camp, and there was an unusually large number of Old Centrals
present—the conjunction “and ”, grammarians say, is the most over.
worked word in the English language (innuendo).

Another change was the welcome variation of the menu.  Jam
pudding on the Raster Monday and plum duff on the previous
Saturday replaced the usual riee and fruit.  Then a more permanent
change was the unn{plete renovation of the Colole ronf which had
been found lying alout the garden.  The galvanised sheets of which
it is made had heen torn away from the bolts, clearly by a storm of
some violence, since the Colole is at the sheltered end of the cottage,

Though Enastor was late the Clywedog was reported to bhe still
fairly paralysing.  The 0.C continned to lower the moral tone of the
Camp by indulging in the rite known inaccurately as “bathing ", and
it is ascertained that on Glond Friday two Old Centrals—one Field
and one Bundy—also participated in this ceremony which leads only
oo often to idle and vainglorions honsting.  THappily they later
recanted and when the 0.,C. persisted in what the present writer must
call his blue-hlooded ohstinacy—to adapt Macanlay—

‘“Curse on him " quoth good Bundy ;
“ Will not the villan drown 1"

Finally, nsing Bryntail as their base, the Old Centrals carried
onta brief hut most successful tonr which will no doubt bhe found
reported in the O.R.A. section of the magazine,

Damy Toa, Faster 1935.
Mon,, 15th Ajpl. Mostly fine, hut rain at night. P.J.H., J.M,,

J.James, Toge, Varnom (ndvance party) cleared out cottage, washed
crocks, ofe,
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Tu. 16.  Fine intervals morning and evening, rain all afternoon,
Dried and filled palliusses.  L.I,, N.L., and 17 boys arrived, Brouks
and Freeman arrvived by bicyele at 10-30 P (never again), PJ.11,
and J. James returned,

Wed. 17, Rain all worning and afternoon, very high W wind,
N.L. bathed. Indoor tournament and Rugby touch,  Faulkner arr,
2 days late—said he had been touring in Mid-Welsh Border country,
Late arvivals : Brockway (Civil service exam.) and Isherwood (Mid-
land Schoolboys’ Rugger trial),

Thurs, 18, Morning and afternoon fuir, rain after 4 p.m.
Warmer, No bathing.  Camp walk via Bwlel, ¥ Gle, “Old Aberyst-
wyth Road” and Derclict Farm, Free evening. 12 Old Boys arr,
late.

Fri. 19.  Some showers, warmer, N.L., Ficld, Bundy, Brock-
way bathed.  Old Centrals walked to Llani,, played the town (and Dr,
Graham Davies) won 11—3, Free afternoon ; some boys going down
to match- Rugby touch in evening.,  Baggotts I and 11 arvived.

Sat. 20 Ruin in morning, showery afternoon. Optional
bathing. Straight run in afternoon, 0.C’s. played Newtown, Jost
3-9.

Sun. 21, Mainly fair.  Optional bathing.  KFree afternoon,
Rugby touch at night,

Mon. 22, Muinly fine.  Wet jn evening.  0.C’s. again played
the Town, the Doctor and the Newtown Flier, and with encouragement
from 1LG. on the wouchline won 9—3.  Desputch run in afternoun,
Old Boys’ concert. J. M. injured and returned.

Tu. 23, FKine, some thunder-showers after mid day.  Optional
bathing. Cump supper and concert—adequate fodder in spite of
absence of J. Jumes, Visits from G.B.B. and F. J. Mills.
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Summer Camp, 1935.

Another record for Camp weather was establiched last Summer
it Bryntail, when it rained but once, and then in the night. Messrs,
ITumyphreys, Faulkner, James, Black and Legg, forming the Advance
I'wity, wrrived on 24th July, and prepared for the main party who
arvived next day, At about 6 p.m. Messrs. Humphreys and James
lolt Lo veturn to Birmingham and were not seen until the night before
g hroke up.

AGAIN THERE WERE NO PAPERCHASES.

My, Loveridge with his usual dexterivy acted as O.C. and made
el b ponerndly useful by re-painting the tent roofs, Mr. Chapman
thnnd b b Tochnical College lecturer, being gifted in the art of

conge) constructed with the aid of his right hand man Jimmy
P oonew ibile and o new gate and replaced the rapidly deteriorat-
o bbb wire round the cottage garden.  Jimmy Dunn and the Cook
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spent an interesting afternoon on the cottage roof in the blazing sun,
poking owls’ nests, a decomposed owl and various brickends down the
chimney of the Long Room, and then fixing wire netting over the
chimney pots.

Bathing was as popular as ever and was made even more
delightful towards the end of Camp by the use of Jimmy Dunn’s
“ Lido,” which, by the “ mercy of the gods” was not damaged on any
of the many gorse bushes which line the path to the river.

As usual, one blazing summer day, the whole of the present-boy
gection of the Camp plus a few Old Boys turned out for the 14 mile
walk to Pennant Rocks, which brought its usual number of blistered
feet.

The Camp Banquet, a source of pleasure to everyone, except
the Cooks, was as usual a grand success, and that goes for the Camp
Concert as well.

The.idea, circulating rather freely around the Camp and over-
heard by no less a person than the 0.C. that the Cooks, Black, Legg
and Varnom, got up at 6 a.m. was rudely dispelled by our friend the
0.C. at breakfast. which on that particular morning was late.

We greatly missed Mr. Bradley and his charming ‘‘bamboo-
pipe” music which was very much in evidence at the Kaster Camp,
and hope he will be present next Easter. '

The rest of the time was occupied very enjoyably in playing
base-ball, rugger touch, dispatch runs, walks, concerts and free
afternoons. .

Mr. May, that great ‘‘he-man,” accompanied by Varnom,
attempted to return from Llanidloes by way of the river Severn.
They did not accomplish this feat however, owing, so we heard, to
the lack of water in the river.

The Camp on the whole was a very enjoyable one, and we were
glad to see such a number of Old Boys present.

N.B.—1It is impossible to publish the Camp Log for the Summer
Camp, for it cannot be found. Varvom’s Brack-Leaa.
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Easter Camp. 1936.

During the Easter holidays 17 boys spent an enjoyable time up
at the School Camp ; they were joined during this period by a number
of Old Boys who added to the fun. The weather was not at its best,
consisting of snow, hail, rain and bright periods [as our friends, the
announcers of the B.B.C., put it.]

There were, however, no paper-chases or atraight rung, the time
being epent in rugger-touch, walks, concerts, a despatech run and a
visit to Newtown (gratis!) to watch a rugger mateh between the Old
Centrals and Newtown R.F.C.

The cooks hecame daring once more (hurrah 1) and in addition
to the camp Danquet, attempted two “specials” in the way of
puddings, all of which were voted to he a success.

Further excitement was provided by Mr. and Mrs. Chapman
who arrived in a “ Morris,” so called, and Jimmy Dunn the camp's
handy-man on motor.bike,

There is, however, one grouse; we should like to sec more
seniors up at eamp ! If only a few go up, it is not half =0 enjoyahle
for them, and also more awkward for those in responsible positions.
Seniors who have been up at Camp might do everyone a good turn
hy helping to prevent the spreading of untruthful rumonre, concerning
20 mile walks, paper-chases, etc.

It is impossible to close without thanking the masters ; notably
N.L. and the Hend who give up their holidays to lonk after those boys
whose parents wish to get rid of them for a week or so, and also Mr.
Humphreys, who is less conspicuous, but nevertheless works just as
hard. GLEG.

Daily Log at Easter Camp, 1936.

Turspay, 7tA ApriL. Messrs, Humphreys, Jimmy James,
Faulkner, Parkins and Legg opened up Camp after having had to
horrow a set of keys from the farm the others having heen lost.  Tea.
Aired pallinsse-cases and filled some with straw,

Webpnrsnay, 8tA Aprin.  Washed crocks, cleaned cottage ont, ete.
Legg and James bathed although in general they seemed normal
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individuals (we wonder?)  Messrs. Bradley, Loveridge and TT. Butler
arrived with 17 hoys to the nsual delightful sausage tea and to sleep
for a short time.  Mr. Tlumphreys and James retuined.

Trurspay, 9110 Arrit. Some new eampers got. up at about 6 am.
with the result, that veg, duty was almost finished hefore hreakfast.
Seven tough guys bathed 11 Four being new eampers which explains
it! A new eamp walk in the afternoon, followed after tea by Rugger
tonch. Mr. and Mrs, Chapman arrived in a “ninety-eight honk-honk ”
hetter known to the privileged few as a “Morris Motor Saloon”;
J. Dunn also arrived.

Frinav, 10t Arrin.  The number of bathers was reduced to
five. A despatch run filled the afternoon, the evening heing free.

Numerous Old Boys arrived,

Saturpay, 11ta Arrin. One super-tongh-he-man bhathed—the
one and only N.L. Tn the afternoon the hoys turned mountaineers
and under the leadership of Reynolds and Butler climbed Vann THill.

Sunnay, 12111 Arrin. The river for onee was untronbled by
hathing beanx.  Tha afternoon and evening were free.  In the late
evening an impromptu concert was held, which was, however,

succoessful,

Monnay, 13n Arrir. The eamp lost Mr. Bradley who went
to town in the “ Morris” making it necessary for Mr. Francis to ring
up the station master to tell him to hold the train up. In the after-
noon the Camp, owing to the generosity of the Old Boys, spent an
enjoyable afternoon watching a rugger match hetween the Old
Centrals and the Newtown R.F.C. at Newtown, when the Old
Centrals lost after a tongh struggle by 8-13 pts. To-day thero wore 46
in Camp.

Turspay, 14t Aerin. A fairly successful treacle pudding was
manufactured (I think that is the most suitable word) by the cooks.
A free afternoon.  Rugger touch in the evening.

Wronrsnay, 15ta Apmin. The Camp Banquet took place
to-day ; but no eoneort. owing to the indisposition of Mr. Faulkner,

Tnursnay, 16T Arrin. Parking had an argument with the
bread-cutter.  The Camp Coneert was suceessfully compéred by J.
Dunn.  Mr. Humphreys returned to holp with the clearing up.

Fraoay, 17t Armi. 6 am. Reveillé 171 The rear guard
arrived in Birmingham just hefore the Train party.
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Bryntail, Summer 1936.

After the usual introduction of new campers to the sights and
scenes surronnding Bryntail tte camp really started on Saturday when
the campers went a “ straight run” led by Brooks (or should we say
“led astray”?). At any rate, despite the strenuous plea of the
leader that he knew where he was all the time, the party really did
arrive back rather late.

Sunday was perhaps the most momentous day of the camp and
will ever demand head lines in the annale of camp history. The
hardy campers had the promise that on this day they would be feasted
on ham and pudding. Ham and pudding at Bryntail! What a
glorions prospect!  And then the amazing, monstrous and awful
discovery that that which was to have been could not be. THE
HAM WAS LOST. ..

How the air went blue!

How uncomfortable the cook would have been under his collar
if he had had one on!

What theories, fantastic and far-fetched, were put forward to
explain the mystery! But all to no avail |

Many campere will remember that black day. A day which
will have no date nor be mentioned on calendars, but will ever be
known as  the day on which the ham was lost.”

After a despatch-run on Monday and a gentle paper-chase on
Tuesday afternoon we attempted to play base-ball on Tuesday evening.
That is, we stond outside the kitchen door and looked at the
mist and clonds, attempting the impossible: to forecast the weather
for an hour. This latter unreliable individual played one of his
typical Bryntail tricks ; tempted us down to the base-ball field and
then sent us back by * watering the place beneath” as soon as the
fielders were on their bases.

On Wednesday we had better fortune, which threatened to be
misfortune as a ball went flying river-wards, but turned out the best
of fortune as, on the slope, we found two balls, one of which had been
there for a year.

The walk to Pennant was again successful, though while we
were away Engineer Dunn superintended the work of a special squad
in making a stone platform for the ablution bench. As if there is
not enough water already in the river and descending from the clouds
without providing a supply on tap and, moreover, washing bowls, for
tho torture of certain conscientious, half-naked washers.

i |4 Mar 27

Justice was done however.  The Engineer lost his hammer the
very next day. Naturally the culprit was another old boy. He took
the instrument to nail crude verses on gate-posts and then left it lying
about.

Boys found the clues all right and the treasure these led to but
it puzzled all and sundry to find the hammer.

Some campers thought that real paper chases were a thing of
the past but such people were sorely disappointed. ~We had a proper
one with wet gullies and river crossings to the hares’ content.

The camp ended happily with a banquet and concert and a
closely contested base-ball match between the School and Old Boys;
the O.B’s. gaining a narrow victory of 12 to 10. EAF.'
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Summer Camp, 1937.

The day after the arrival at the Camp was a wet one, but in
spite of the rain six stalwarts bathed (some said the ‘“stal ” should be
left out), while the rest went for a short walk. Some old boys—
Messrs. Faulkner, Dunn and Brooks—had a brainwave, which was to
start a “ Camp Magazine,” so every morning we received a printed
sheet containing the chief events of the day before.  People who did
not like other members of the community sent in contributions of
their own.

The weather was not really nice till Tuesday when the sun
shone quite brightly, but many backs were turned red by Wednesday’s
sun and on this day bathing was compulsory for the first time.
On Thursday the walk to Pennant Rocks was made successfully, the
only ill effects being some blistered heels, The best day of all was
Saturday, January 30th, the hottest since 1933,

On the following Tuesday night there was the “ Grand Banquet
and Concert,” which went off very well, not ending till 10.30. Nearly
every day Rugby Tonch and Baseball were played, so it may safely be
said that this year’s camp was a success, 5L WEAVER.
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Bryntail, Easter, 1938,

Bryntail now works miracles twice nightly, We cook the stew,
the porridge and the pud, by putting them into a box full of hay, and
as we now possess two of these boxes, the miraculous feat is performed
twice as often as before, R

We mention food first, for at Bryntail one takes a keen and
permanent interest in food. It is discussed. Sometimes it is
criticised. At frequent intervals it is eaten. And always it is a
subject for meditation and silent thought, as indeed it must be at all
camps, for the life in the keen open air will soon whip up an
immense, gargantuan, all-deavouring—in fact, hearty—appetite, even
in your puny, ice-cream and fish-and-chip-nibbling delicate stomached
darling. ' :
Food first, even at Bryntail, where the country is 8o grand and
wild in its beauty, We record with pleasure that Mr. Simm and his
friends, Michael and George, were so caplured by the unspoilt 'béauty
of mid-Wales, so charmed by our lovely Clywedog valley and impressed
by great Plinlimon that, though they had come for a couplé of days,
they stayed a week. Other visitors whose presence was felt in camp for
some days were the Old Boys. They also left their mark on
Llanidloes, whacking them most decisively, twice in three days, by
really good and attractive football.

Unfortunately, only a handful of our own boys were present to
enjoy the fine Easter weather. This is a pity, for several reasons, It
means that the économical running of the camp is impossible—in fact,
as Mr. Loveridge justly pointed out.last time, it is hardly worth
while running Bryntail at all for fewer than 15 boys. It means that
for those boys who go, such games as “Despatch Run” or “Race to the
Pole” are not easily managed—for these and many ather excellent
wide games, numbers are essential. It means finally that you are
missing a chance—the chance of getting to know, and love, one of the
finest of unspoiled countries in Britain, and ¢hat, to anyone who lives
in Birmingham and haunts Suffolk Street daily, is certainly a chance
not to be missed. .
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Summer Camp, 1938

The Summer Camp 1938, which began on Thursday, 21Ist July. was distinguished
from the preceding camps in four ways. Firstly the Camp visited the Lianidloes Hos-
pital Carnival for the first time in camp history. Secondly, a cricket team formed from
campers visited Llanidloes in order to play a team from the Llanidloes Boys' Club.
Thirdly, there was no Penant walk, and last, but not least, there was Bamping's
birthday. On the morning of the first complete day bathing was compulsory ; in the
afternoon there was a walk round Bryn and Van, and in the evening new campers were
introduced to the mysteries of ** Bryntail Base-Ball." The O.C. admirably spent part
of his time painting tent roofs and humming the *‘ Lambeth Walk.'" The weather was
alternately good and bad, and during the bad weather games and competitions in the
Miner's Cottage replaced the usual baseball and Rugby touch. The camp was lucky
on the first Sunday in being graced with the presence of the Chapman family, who
kindly supplied the camp with home-made cakes. On Tuesday, 26th July, four stalwarts
i.e.. Messrs. May, Perrot, Faulkner and Isherwood journeyed to Plynlimon, where
they obtained a marvellous view of the surrounding country and of the distant sea.
On the afternoon of the second Sunday, twenty-one campers made their annual visit
to the chapel at Deildre. The Camp Concert and Supper was held on the evening of
Tuesday, August 3rd and, as usual, was a success. The Camp ended on Thursday,

August 4th, and | think everyone agreed that it was a well-spent and enjoyable holiday.
S.D. (6R.)
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School Notes

There is always an air of conclusiveness about the summer term, a sense of some-
thing attempted, something done. It is at once a time of retrospect and of prospect.
Those who are leaving realise rather regretfully that their schooldays are over, and wonder
what the outside world has in store for them ; those who are staying on are looking forward
to next year, some of them hoping for a place in the First XV ; while those taking exams.
this year have all their thoughts on the results, which we all hope will be favourable.

Turning to the Summer Sports, we see that Green has followed its tradition of winning
the School Sports. Blue House was a close runner-up, partly as a result of the great help
it received from Tye, who thoroughly deserved his Gold Medal. Red House was unfor-
tunate to lose Dean though injury, for it had hoped for so much from him.

At the Joint Sports we did not do as well as usual — Dean was still injured, Tye
was disqualified for no fault of his, and some of our runners failed to turn up. These facts
explain our weak results. £ ’

After a trial at the School Fields and a fiasco at Sutton Park, the Steepl@hase was run
satisfactorily a second time and, to most people’s surprise, won easily by Black, with
four runners in the first six. The first man home was Hussell, of Red House.

So far this season the School First XI, captained by Leeke, have played seven matches
and won four of them. The three lost are those usually considered the toughest of the
season.

The Easter Camp this year was as successful as ever ; it scems to be a hardy annual
incapable of anything but success! A Fifth Form also ran a Whitsun Camp, for the
success of which Archer was chiefly responsible.

The School Play, “ Le Bourgeouis Gentilhomme,” was by way of a histrionic
success for C. P. Hall, who delighted the audience throughout the play except when he
sang. But highlights were provided by other capable actors — the seductive ogling of
Bishop, the inspired gymnastics of Thorneycroft, the stony silence of Stephens, and
that laugh of Hooley’s.

X1 lZ.
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Jubilee 1897-1947.

An old trick of the amateur debater is to kick off with a
definition, which he then uses as a preacher uses his text. “Aha" we
thought, as we ap roached our subject, "it's a gift—jubilee is clearly
a relation of jubilee and jubilate, and no doubt descends from their
Latin ancestor jubilum, meaning “a shout of joy and triumph.” But

we were wrong.

The word comes, by a roundabout route, from a Hebrew word
meaning "‘a ram’s horn,” s0 chat our brilliant guess was wrong in fact,
although we modestly claim it, even now, to’ be right in spirit. A
jubilee has come to mean a celebration, a jollification, or (to put-it in
plain English) a Bit of a Do. It is a sort of public boast that a reign,
or a marriage, or even a school, has lasted fifty years——and in "atomic”
times this will become very rapidly an outstanding feat. It is a public
thanksgiving for a comparatively long life. Finally it is an excuse for
eating and drinking.

What about our own Jubilee? Well, we hope to have our
celebration next summer, on the 17th, 18th, and 19th July. The " eating
and drinking " part of it will probably be later, nearer to the date of
the opening of the school in 1897, and will no doubt take the form
of a Dinner, attended by Old Boys and Friends of the school.

The part which concerns the school most is the first part, due
to take place in July. This will be held in the Central Technical College
in Suffolx Street, the school's first home. It is hoped tu lold an
exhibition, as full as possible, illustrating the history of the school,
its past achievements and its future aspirations. It will be made up of
charts and photos, diagrams and pictures, and of actual objects of interest
such as Honours Boards, Athletic shields, and—if the Victoria and
Albert Museum will release it for a few days—the world-famous Left-
handed Porridge Spoon from the School Camp at Bryn-tail.

To enliven the exhibition for visitors a series of short Puppet-
plays is Plapned, for which preparations have already begun. Connected
with this is the mystifying discovery by several mothers, in recent
weeks of their best pastry bowls smeared with a dirty grey and rather
offensive mass of newspaper pulp: this pulp is the very earliest stage
of an amusing and lifelike puppet’s head, or that is what we all hope.

Another part of the Jubilee will be a special magazine planned
to contain the best articles from previous " mags,’ specially written
articles by “old Old Boys” and others, and interesting illustrations.

That then is the very rough outline of the Jubilee plans: to
carry them out the §chool must do its part, as it certainly will, with
keenness and enthusiasm—and as it has already begun to do with the
Puppetry Club. ' M.

x|t D= 46



Editorial.

Here we present another edition of “The Hammer” smaller
perhaps in quantity, but still, we hope, maintaining its usual quality.
Our exhortations in the last issue regarding polish of style have had
a good effect, particularly on the lower forms, whose contributions
indeed, far exceed those of the upper school in number and often in
relative quality. The apathy of the seniors in regard to magazine
contributions has been disappointing and from personal observation
we feel that the excuse can hardly be pressure of examination work. The
most important school event since we Jast went to press, was the Prize-
Distribution, at which Mrs. L. ]. Cadbury presided, and Mr. H. C.
Cooksey presented the prizes. This, the peak of the school's scholastic
life, is reported in full further on.

School life has gone on placidly and the only really outstanding
event was the re-opening of the school holiday camp at Bryntail. A
much appreciated innovation has been the commencement of gramo-
phone concerts in the dinner hour. The bad winter brought the school’s
outdoor activities to an abrupt finish; scrimmage ball, however, has
been energetically taken up by the Juniors, and we hope soon to form
a basket-ball team. The Easter term was well rounded off by a combined
staff and boys' concert at which all present, both audience and performers,
enjoyed themselves. The only Socict which has held regular meetings
has been the Literary, Dramatic an! Debating Society which arranged
a play-reading and several discussions. Some of these latter were to
have been degates but owing to the paucity of members they took the
form of discussions. The poor support from ‘members of the upper
school does not, we hope, reflect their mental ability or their attitude
to the subjects discussed, most of which ‘were controversial enough to
allow of a wide range of debate. The Chess Society, too, struggling
valiantly to maintain itsclf, suffers from poor attendance, which we
hope will soon be remedied.

Bryntail, 1941.

Between April 1st and 10th, the first school party since 1939
stayed at the camp. Its main purpose was to be a working party to
prepare the camp for the August holidays. .

The camp is situated 3%2 " Welsh " miles up the Van Road
from Llanidloes on the side of the Bryntail mountain about 25 yards
{rom the Lvans farmhouse. The country round about varies from

barren hills to steep wooded river valleys and everywhere you see:

swampy ground caused by the rainy Welsh climate. The weather varied
{rom snow, hail and rainstorms to unclouded windless days, but the
latter unfortunately did not show themselves until the last two days of
the camp.
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The life of the camp consisted largely of the camp duties, walks
and various games.

The duties consisted of cooking, " spud-bashing,” wood-gathering
and various other odd jobs and household repairs ably directed by Mr.
Probert. With regard to the cooking, many amazing discoveries have
been made; in the first place, for example, that it is uscful to cook
beetroot in water, secondly, the remarkable fact that soot flavouring in
the porridge is quite enjoyable; and finally, the wonderful varicties of
pudding you can get from only dates, macaroni, and figs. Of all the
meals 1 think the most remarkable was breakfast for which we had an
egg every day; quite a contrast to home life!

The camp, which was organised and conducted by Mr. Faulkner.
proved on the whole a great success, and I myself am looking forward
to the next camp in August. V.ATVIv




Bryntail, 1919-1939.

Holiday camps were run at one time at Holt Fleet on the Severn;
then in 1919 M. Guerra first took a party of boys fo Bryntail. Bryntail
is an old mine-manager’s cottage in the heart of the hills of Mid-Wales,
3V miles from Llanidloes, where are the nearest shops. West and North
are scores of miles of hills and moorland, cut up by rushing mountain
torrents.

Four circular corrugated-iron huts were used for sleeping, but
the wind has removed all of these.
. M. Guerra ran the camp from 1919 to 1928, then Mr. Loveridge
carried on till 1939. The 30 years' lease is up in 1952, so for fwe years
more at least we shall have camps there.

The weather there is unpredictable—sometimes a fortnight
without a shower, more often a fortnight with hardly a day’s sunshine
altogether; sometimes at Easter sun-bathing one day and snow the next.
One always knows that there may be a little sunshine one of the days.

Food was the second mo® important subject of conversation. For
breakfast we had porridge and eggs, usually boiled as hard as stones.
Once we had nicotine flavouring in the porridge; Mills, the cook, had
lost his pipe; at any rate, this masked the usual burne taste. At dinner-
time we had a standard menu, " Bryntail stew "—114lbs. of potatoes
each, corned beef, and rice, rice, and more rice. There was a choice for
tea—bread and butter and jam, or jam on bread and butter. Soup for
supper one day, soup for supper the next, and so on alternately. Each
;veek we had the baker up with four cwt. of bread—1141bs. each per

ay. ;
Bathing parades were held each morning, rain, hail or shine. All
bathed, unless the rain was too heavy or turned to snow, or the river
was running too high. In the late afternoon, after a period of scorching
days, it was delightful to splash on the smooth rocks surrounded by
water and lashing spray. Despatch runs, Paper Chases, Base Ball, Rugby
Touch and other activities helped o run off the stiffness of the previous
day. ,
Camp concerts were usually arranged by the leading lights
among the boys; one year we had a most successful band complete with
tin whistle, tambourine, cymbals, watering-can saxophone, triangle and
numerous percussion instruments of the tin-can and enamel-bowl variety

Old Boys visited the camp in fairly larfe numbers and sleft
(from about 1 a.m. to 7.59 a.m.) in the stone bui ding known variously
as the "tool-shed” or “Registered Office of the Cambrian Mining
Company.” Some old boys were useful as expert pitchers and catchers
at baseball, which, by the way, we played in a field at the brink of the
steep hill which goes down to the river. The first rule of camp baseball
is: " When the ball shoots over the wall and down to the river, all
boys within range shall thereupon leap over the said wall and go after
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it.” (This means a break of five minutes—waiting for them to climb
up again).

Another feature of the Old Centrals' visits has becn the rugger
matches against Llandidloes and Newtown.

Standing jokes are a feature of camp life; the stew that contains
who knows what; the dried peas as hard as bullets; the 11 a.m. remark
of Mr. Loveridge: “Time for Bathing Parade. I'll go and blow up:’
the pre-war cry of “Tuck Shop's open,” immediately following
tremendous meal; and the old camper who waits by the gate for the
new camper with the remark: “Have you pulled the chain?" to send
the new camper back to discover, of course, that it is just a shed and
seat over a deep hole in the ground.

A note is added to bring home the usefulness of the Tuck Shop
in normal times: —

July, 1939, for forty campers:—3 tins of Mintoes: 3 tins of
Glacier Mints; 1 tin of toffees; 69 dozen twopenny bars of chocolate.
etc; 15/- worth of toffee-bars; 7 dozen oranges. EAF.

BRYNTAIL.

A camp is being held from 24th July to 7th August and I
should be pleased to hear from Old Boys who would like to come up.
Please write straight away. E. A. FAULKNER

(For Magazine Commitiee).
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“ Nearly Twenty Years With The ‘ C.S.S.”

Yes, the circular is on my table ! It has been there for some time. It reminds me that

the C.S.S. is now fifty years old . . . Tt was 36 years ago that I first entered the doors of

l the School. The building in which it was housed gave me a shock. I remember the dark and
smoky §b room, under the street level. I remember 3c room placed immediately above

the sawmill of the woodwork ““lab " and immediately under the drilling machines of the
brass shop. I remember the railway engines shunting, blowing and letting off steam without

i rease right under the windows. I remember the endless stairs that our Headmaster, Mr.
I[ .. M. Jones, would take at one stride and that reduced Mr. L. C. Evans to a state of complete
That

lollapse . . . still T hoped for the best. I was young and young folks live in hope
is as it should be. Old folks live in memorics. Thagt is als); as git should be. o=
The most pleasant memories are connected with the School camps. In 1913, Mr.

cckler invited me to help him with his camps which were then held at Holt Fleet. We
amped in an orchard near the river and lived under canvas. Some 60 to 70 boys attended
these camps. We were at Holt Fleet when the first world war broke out. Mr. Seckler,
wing to his nationality, came in for much observation from the police. A charge was made
’ gainst him of communicating with the enemy. The informer declared that this was done
by means of a kite. It turned out that the guilty party was a school boy — Newey — who
realll)‘r was quite an expert at kite flying. I wonder how many Holt Fleet campers remember
he * Ten little nigger boys "’ who tried so hard to entertain at these camps.

| During the war, camping at Holt Fleet was no longer possible. A friend, Doctor
| Roberts (now medical officer on board the P. & O. passenger liners) suggested letting a

~mall cottage he owned on the top of a mountain on the east side of theglglynlimon range
i Wales. The suggestion seemed good. I immediately took train and taking three boys
vith me (one of these was F. Esslemont) explored the possibilities. I decided on the spot
that Bryntail was to be the future camping ground of the C.S.S.

Our first camp was in 1915, 30 boys attended and the venture proved a great success.
mee that date I have held more than 30 camps on that ideal site. A

" 1. M.” (Please let me call him L. M. . . . He has always been L.M. for me !) also found
(I spot ideal for the purpose and was instrumental in providing two steel tents .A few
cars after, we entered into negotiation with Doctor Roberts with the view of purchasing
he cottage.  The funds were raised by whist drives and concerts and in due time the cottage
vasoours on a 30 years lease.

Memories of various events which took place at Bryntail rush to my mind in an over-
helming flow | — I ;emember Williams, in the early days of the war, trying to reach the
unpon his motorbike. A dreadfully noisy affair! We could hear his bike far away

vandering round Staylittle and the Van for hours. To this day some of the old folk on
e farms will tell you that a *“ Zepperlin " visited the district. I remember the heated
piment two 'f‘athers and three boys had with an oversized Welsh bull (known from that
iy s " OXO ). For running, the prize went to Mr. Walker and for tree climbing the boys
(e of l:u'sc was Slater) proved unbeatable. They were all late for tea and therefore went
” || vithout I I remember a vicious turkey that would try to get at the boys’ legs when they

vent to the farm to fetch milk, We lost two gallons of this much needed milk owing to
he Tty retreat of one of these boys. I remember * Cock " Robbins finding a dead polecat
which he started skinning. The smell was such that the boys chased him away to the
powder magazine, where he finished his self imposed task. I cannot remember what
, lappened to the skin! T remember Ellerker riding with great pride one of the giant
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horses of the farm. He might have done so for ever, because he did not know how to get o
Dick, of the farm, came to his rescue, and saved him from that dreadful fate ! I rememb
the habit the boys got into of falling at odd times in the river. The example was set |
Innes and Holloway. They remained in blankets for the rest of the day ! I remember
small boy falling over a basket containing 100 eggs. We salvaged about a dozen. A ti
to the river was indicated | I remember one of the cooks putting a lump of soap in t
rice pudding. He maintained it was sugar and to prove his contention offered to eat {

lot . . . but soon gave up the attempt.

Names are crowding in my mind. Esslemont, H. Walker, Broscomb, Collins, Sl
Powis, Barr, Nicoll, Mills, Robbins, Richardson, Squire, Smith, Santall, Birbeck, Cornie
Dare, Holtom, Holloway, Innes, Hawley, Underwood, Grocock, L. Walker and his brofly
Webb, J. Dunn and many others who year after year spent many happy days at Bryntu

The success of camp depends much on the cooks. We had a long list of really ¢/l u
cooks. Govier, Innes, Robbins, Boston, Robotham and especially Mills who ollicial

several years in succession.

In 1920 we converted two rooms into one and thus made what was called the dint
room. In 1924 we added two more steel tents, refloored the miner’s cottage and huill

covered way from the camp kitchen to the water supply.

The principal events of these camps were the bonfire, the banquet and the o
concerts. The old druidic ceremonies of ‘“ Al Tor " followed the bonfire and the I
roasted potatoes in the hot cinders. On one occasion the goat, figured by a small In
proved difficult and barged into the chief priest and nearly bowled him into the fire. |
suppers were grand affairs | Juniors acted as waiters, with aprons and caps all comyplh
They were followed by speeches and songs and were generally attended by visitors, |
waiters fed after — and they lost nothing by waiting . . . except once when ““ Nell " 1
0.C.’s dog made the most of the opportunity and devoured all the waiters’ custird !
find the following programme amongst papers carefully treasured :—

MENU

Sour : Potage & la Bryntail
ENTREE : Salmon on Toast
Green Peas
RoAST:  Brawn a la Mills
Pommes en robe de chambre
SWEETS : Vanilla Custard

Fruit Salad

The concerts were very elaborate affairs!| We had a band (a houschold bind), <ol
chorus and duets. The Old Boys, (there always were Old Boys at Camp), helped to
up the programmes. The most successful contribution I can remember wii piven
Underwood (a young shy damsel) Brooks (a parson) and Boston (a bold and bad piad
Some of the songs soon became hardy annuals. “ The bog " by Mills, " The ¢y ™
H. Walker. * The fish ball "’ and several brought to camp by Mr. Broscomb.

0ld Boys used to camp under canvas by the river near  the diving rock . 1 remcinl
once a fierce storm compelled the Old Boys to make shift in the " Minei's Cotta:
shall never forget Boston’s look when he found all his precious provisions floating dowi |
river as well as the only bucket they possessed ! The next day the boys were Ty i
clothes, caps, sacks and food out of the swift running water. ' o ol 1 1



School Camp, Bryntail.

Bryntail 1919-1946

When we heard that I had passed for the Central Secondary School, my parents,
already fond of holidays in Wales, decided to stay in Llanidloes that summer and go and
have a look at the camp the school was running in the hills, We stayed at the Trewythen
Arms, and one day went up the Staylittle road. I realise now that we got only as far as

; but the black shadow.of the farm and the line of Crowlwm still stand

when we got there. Arthur Ford, then a bosom pal, and I walked back to the station to
look for the missing bag, but drew a blank. When we eventually got back to camip, the bag
turned up in the O.C.’s room, but tea had been and gone. I have rarely been hungrier
or wetter. Supper seemed about three weeks off, and I know we both caught beautiful
colds. All the best bed-places had been bagged and sacks had to be filled with straw in
the barn, and this was all the worse because we were so new to it all. That camp we slept
in the Long Room with five other small boys. The exalted slept in the Cooks' Room and
the supposedly sensible slept in the three tents out in the garden and on the bank. There
were no steel tents in those days, and the dining room was halved by a partition halfway
down. Cooking was done almost exclusively on the big fire outside, and hot water was
confined to cooking. The grub was good and plentiful, if unvaried, and it was at that first
camp that I grew to like the stew and porridge in particular. I have never lost the taste,
and I have never seen a whole sheep cut up and eaten in the open air by forty people since.
It wasn't cooked properly, but it was exciting and it all went down. Breakfast was porridge
follawed hy eoos ar kinnere and then hread and butter and marmalade (T can still hear

Qv 2.

H.G.’s joke about the chicken and the vociferous answer) washed down by tea from the ur
In those days the tea showed a distressing tendency to taste of soap from time to tim
I always suspected one pa:ticular Dut Squad that would persist in washing the urn wi
soapy water, but forgot (o swill it. I memory serves, they were all mulcted of the day
points on one occasion for a particularly strong brew of soap faintly disguised by a flavo
of tea. But it went down all the same. So did the bread. T recall one later camp when
table of ten boys got through 142 slices of bread and butter and jam. Pat Collins ar
Piggy Smith and one or two others could remember, too, perhaps. Dinner was the invariab
stew.

I don’t know if all the duty squads did the same when their turn came round for Ve,
Duty, but our quota was 120 spuds, 60 carrots, 40 parsnips, and about 20 each of onior
and swedes, depending on size and supply. I don’t suppose there is a boy who was ther
who will ever forget doing veges. in cold water in the open at Easter camp. " The veges. wer
all cooked in the big iron pot, and about 20 minutes before time the corned beef was cut u
and put in the boiling water. It was good stew. Pudding was, at Easter, boiled rice an
dried fruit, but the Summer camp' had bilberries or whinberries or sometimes raspberries

our thanks and plaudits in absentia. It was at a Bryntail tea table that the evergreen jok
was born about camp being as bad as home the day there was no cake. Supper was sou
from the stew remains, or shredded wheat and warm milk and sugar. And so to bed afte
reading in the dining room by the warm oil lamps. ;

In those days we were organised along competitive lines. Marks were awarded for al
duties, for bed-making (some clod always kicked your bed just after you had made it anc¢
just before the O.C. came along to mark you up), for games, for bathing. The biggest
total at the end of camp won the Camp Medal, and there was also a popularity prize decided
by popular vote of all the Campers. If I remember right, Fatty Cooke made a habit of the
Popularity prize, but never got the other one. Looking back now I see several snags in thd
system, but they never obtruded as a boy, and I think I-tried as hard as everyone clse
for the medal. I do know that I resented the dragooning of my spare time. I would ofte
have preferred to skim stones at the bathing pool rather than make the defenders look sill;]
in a Despatch Run. Still, we all grew and throve on the system, even if parents were ap
to look askance at the outer layers of dirt on clothes and skins. 1In the early camps there
was no camp tuck shop, and we had to make the trip down to the Post Office at Van.
went there last year, and was served by the same woman as in 1920, although she telli
me she gave up the general store side of her business about 1943, and now the shop is jus
another Post Office.

In my second camp I was promoted to one of the tents on the bank. 1 was unde
the Reading Rock, and that year we had a wet camp. The second night the pole camd
through the top four times, and we then made tracks for the cottage, spending the rest
of the night in the passage by the Long Room, though there was no partition there then.
I believe it was that camp when L. M. Jones spent some time with us, and the Beak turned
very human to some of us lesser fry. I remember his almost lightning parody of ** Gin
Body " for one of the Concerts. In those days Concerts were a full dress affair. H.G.
usually coached reluctant musicians on weird instruments like combs and paper, milk
jugs, coffee pots and so on. I can recall Washington Post March played on that gramophone
to this day. The farm people were all invited, and usually some neighbours also. A
riotous evening was had by all, especially the evening we organised some draw-curtains that
didn’t. The Old Boys played a very large part in those early camps and there contributions

| were usually the pick of the evening. Does anyone else remember Ranny Holtom’s Black
"Conntrv ctaries 2 And Corkneck’s sonee and Gree Roston’s reluctance to do anvthing ?



After that camp the tents were abandoned to the fate they deserved, and the next
camp we put up the steel tents. 1 have a suspicion that this would have served the Crazy
Gang well for material, but they got put up with no worse trouble than rocking floors and
D.L. getting cut by a roof section that slipped. I remember well trying the supposedly
“ bullet proof " glazing material with a pointed stick, and being very disappointed to find
that it wasn’t even stick proof. From time to time some painting was done, but the next
big job I remember was taking the partition out of the dining room and making one big
room of it. A great improvement followed by the partition cutting off the Long Room
from the passage. It was about 1923 when a small camp spent Christmas there to do some
extensive painting. There was Mrs. Cantrell, H.G., and about six boys. It snowed, and I
can sce the top side of the cottage still with snow right up to the bank. It was at that
camp that I had the embarrassment of hitting Madame Cantrell in the face with a plate of
stew I was passing to someone.  The colour scheme was light and dark grey (French grey,
of course).  Not Mrs. Cantrell, but the walls. It was unfortunate that we got the colours
mixed up when it came to doing above and below the waist-line. We met halfway with a
neit counter-change that H.G. hadn’t bargained on. Still, there was plenty of paint then,
although T don’t think it came from Dockers in those days.

I think it was about that time that I realised just how much these camps got into the
blood.  For some reason I decided to go home with the first fortnight boys (the whole
ciump lasted a month, and you could go the whole time or first or second fortnight). Anyhow,
I zot up at crack of dawn the morning after I got home, and caught the 6-30 a.m. from Snow
[ill, and rolled back up the hill again. I was sore when H.G. said, “ Ah, I thought you
would come back to us.” But he was right. There is some indefinable something about
that place that draws a regular back. And the early camps slipped away with Despatch
IKuns, Paper Chases, walks to Craig-y-Llo and Pennant and Llyn Ebr, Baseball up the
hill'in the top field (how grateful I was to Elliott, then a very Old Boy, who was kind about a
dropped catch one evening) and later on in the field above the Copse over the river, when
cvery stray ball had to be found and brought up that confounded slope on cold evenings
when the only shelter was below the wall waiting to bat. And the walk over to Deildre to
( iipel, and the struggle to keep a straight face in the midst of strong Welsh Faith. And
“liding down Crowlwm afterwards, and the long sunny days out on the hills, so that the
vily smelt when we got home, and campers could be spotted by their open neck shirts
longy atter the others had resigned themselves to collars and ties. ‘

Ihen T went again as an Old Boy, and this time to a Camp under new Management,
lor T1. . had retired to Llanidloes, and N. L. took his place in charge. I don’t know what
I thoupht to find, but was relieved to find the more it changes, the more it is the same.
Hie Ills stood where they did, the same wind blew cool at evening up the river, and the

v hent trees stood along the ridge-above Cwm. I think it was the second day I was there
(hat N. 1. asked me how it compared with the old days, and I think the only real difference

Wi the less probability of finding Milky Mills’ pipe in the stew or porridge because Mills
wa't there, In later camps I did notice some changes, but it seemed that Bryntail stood
where it always did. I think the only serious criticism that would be worth making would

vt from oy at both camps, not a boy who had grown into an Old Boy, because camp is
veladifterent place for the two types of camper.  But it doesn’t matter, anyhow. Bryntail

will always be Bryntail whoever runs the camp. I was lucky enough to become one of the
clectOF course, T refer to the Camp Engineers, and number such names as Chappie,
I towcomb (the Hammer Wizard), Probert, the Beak (one Mr. Bradley) and such. I
dppeeae there were always the varied repairs to be done, but as a youngster I didn’t notice
them Grades, fences, paths, roofs, chimneys, painting (now definitely from Dockers) more

Does the noble fraternity

pritntimg prave agood day’s work for medium-strong Engineers.
Old Boy if only to have

remeber the excellent service of tea ? It’s worth becoming an
S b hwingaccup of tea to bed first thing in the morning.

Ihen there was the summer when we saw no rain for three solid weeks and precious
hittle dew, either, and Jack Brooks went about parboiled, and J ... M. . . shed about four

Qud.
acres of skin in the sun. And the year of the one and only Camp Magazine, which proba
gave its compilers and producers much more fun that any of its readers ever had. 2
Old Boy Rugger matches with Llanidloes, Newton, and Rhayader, usually followed by h
jinks in the town at night. Does Robbo remember that classic run back to camp at |
Scouts trot, when his legs faded out on Quarry Hill, and the night we got back from the I
phant at 2-30 a.m. to find a fat rabbit in the wire. And how we cleaned it with a ra
blade and a chopper, and fried it in about four pounds of butter ? And got up the follow
morning and fetched wood, and played Llanidloes in the afternoon ? I think nowhere co
such energy be put out and maintained as up in that crystal air with those hills to stir |
blood, It is hopeless to call all the names back, but there are several who went in 1939 a
have gone to their last camp in the war. Nab Bennitt, Shwash, Tracey, to name only thr
I suspect their spirit lurks round those hills somewhere. Go and read the pencilled and «
names down in the salon in the copse to see the people who found Bryntail satisfying a
made it what it was. They start at an early date and they go on and on. And don't fory
the out-of-the-lime-lighters like Humph. who did much for Bryntail but rarely stayed the

In 1945 and 1946 my own family were lucky enough to get a holiday at Bryntail, than
to N. L.’s generosity, and they are added to the growing list of devotees.” This Eas
Arnie Faulkner took ten boys up there to get things going for fresh camps. Good work
these ration-bound days, and a sign of returning sanity in this post war world. So t
camp goes on. I have often wondered why Bryntail pulls so hard at the memory, i
talking to Jimmy May one evening I think he put his finger on the spot. He said th
holidays there were the most completely satisfying form of enjoyment. For a travell
man, that is a big statement, but I believe he has the answer. I can vouch for that fro
my camping days, for I have never spent such holidays, wherever I have been,

I have tried to analyse this satisfying feeling about camp. I have found more impressi
scenery in North Wales, more sun at the seaside, finer woods in Warwick, hills as beautil
even in the Lickeys, and unparallelled scenery in Devon and Cornwall, and in the Pennine
But still the old familiar outline of Crowlwm with the sun beyond in the evening, and tl
rush of the river at the end of the bathing pool, and the wildly inhospitable top of the h
and the scamper of wild life in the little square spinney up Bryntail, and the clump of ax
on wood duty are exclusively Bryntail. Or is it the Campers ? And last year we found :
exploded bomb-case at the back of Crowlwm.
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Bryntail, Easter, 1948.

The morning of the 25th March brought many happy faces
to Snow Hill Station. Everyone was on time and we all managed
to squeeze into the 8.20 aan. train to Shrewsbury. At Shrewsbury
reserved coaches awaited 'us. We were well installed in our com-
partient enjoying a little game of cards, when Watson, in an attempt
to close the window, with his mighty strength pushed his hand
right through the glass.  This inflicted a severe flesh wound and we
had the great pleasure of holding the train up for almost half-an-
hour while Watson's hand was dressed by a very obliging station-
master.

After this little incident we continued on our journey, caught
the connection at Moat Lane, and eventually arrived at Llanidloes.
We were met by Mr. Faulkner and a decrepit old lorry. Our kit
was thrown on to the lorry and after a hurried glance round the
town we set off for camp.

Our arrival at camp, after a gruelling 3}-mile walk, was well-
timed, for the lorry arrived at the same time. We installed ourselves
in our respective slceping quarters and then explored the camp
and its surrounding country.

The weather was good for the first two days, and then the
rains came. Several wet days followed and indoor activities pre-
vailed. A Relay Race and a Despatch Run were organised, as well

xvi Qv i

as walks to Craig-y-Lloe Falls and up Van Mountain. Some of us
braved the cold water and bathed in the river. On Saturday,
27th, some of us went to town to see a local football match, and
afterwards to the pictures. On Easter Monday, the camp’s six
boogey boys went to a dance and had a very enjoyable time. The
walk back to camp was not so pleasant, but in spite of the blinding
rain we all reached camp about 12.15 a.m., wet, but not much the
worse for wear.

The whole camp was full of thrills and spills, some of which
are not printable. Among the principal pastimes were, climbing
crags on Bryntail, sliding down Crowlwm (which turned out to be
rather uncomfortable in the end) and the court of high treason
(further information on this point can be obtained from V. R.
Watson, J.P.).

When Mr. Reader returned home after the first weck, Mr.
Aldridge took his place. With the latter came Mr. Walker (Old Boy)
and his dog ' Jane,” who became popular when shoes and valuable
articles began to disappear.

The last items at camp were the concerts, in which everyone
took part. ‘“Old Favourites” were introduced once again by
Messrs. Faulkner and Aldridge, while Mr. Walker “ amused "
everyone with the songs he picked up in the Navy.

Time passed very quickly, as it always does on such occasions,
and just as we were enjoying our stay at Bryntail, the dreaded
morning of the 6th April dawned upon us. The new campers
prepared breakfast while the old campers packed, and afterwards
the old campers cleared up. Packing finished, we set out in moderate
rain for the town. We took turns at guarding the kit and after
lunch caught the train for the homeward journey, which was
disappointingly uneventful.

A photograph of the Easter Camp appears at the back of the magazine.
J. K. D. and J. K., VL.
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Bryntail Summer Camp.

As the first rays of sunlight on the last day of the Summer
Term began to fall softly upon the magnificent C.G.S. premises in
Bordesley Green, sixteen sublimely happy young Centrals were
eagerly boarding the 8.20 a.m. train-to gﬁrgwsbury in Snow Hill
Station. Bryntail was our ultimate goal, and affer a couple of
changes we arrived in Llandidloes at midday. After a ‘mile
walk in sweltering heat we arrived at the Cottage and be '
settling in. First came a week of brilliant sunshine, during w&
temperatures were continually in the nineties, and then one of more
unsettled weather with two days of rain. s AR

An excellent tea having been done justice ‘o, we - were
introduced to the game of baseball, which all séemned to' ‘enjoy,
although few understood it at first, This mode of amusement: was
pursued in a field which a certain black cow seemed to: consider jts
own private domain, This animal, unfortunately, showe ' stron
inclination to join in the game, and many members:
became remarkably adept at scrambling swiftly thre
prickly hedges, much to the delight of tgose.;ﬁhq;sm.
particular moment the objects of the cow’s

Another favourite pastime was bathing in'
on the first week, when we went in two and'
However fou}rl innocent recreation was oftén
vention of that most bloodthirsty; savage ‘ax
commonly known as the horsefly,; This:¢rea
a marked affsction for any bare: e

if it were wet.. ¢ s ot
- Among the activities of the first week
with the County School. Here, all Centrals
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the School acquitted itself well, failing by only a few runs to pull
off a win. The day was a scorcher and the w ole team, especially
Watson, V., and Rolfe, t%layed well under ‘trying conditions.
Jabbitt, J., Strike, and Gri ths (Old Boys) ably assisted the team.

A usual feature of the camp was to some extent missing, for,
on account of the terrific heat, walks were restricted. Nevertheless
two were accomplished in our second week. The first was conductd
by Mr. May, and consisted of an evening stroll, (about 3% hours)
round Crowlwm, and the second, more in the nature of a half day
affair was to the picturesque little village of Llawr-y-Glyn. On
the first Sunday we ambled gently us) hill and down dale to the
little chapel at Deildre, where we all listened to an interestin
sermon by the Rev. M. Anthony.

It was amazing the number of hitherto unknown runncrs
the caméa produced during the relay race and two cross-country
runs. Of course such stalwarts as Watson, V., and Strike (Old
Boy) were well to the forefront, but Murray and Abbey put up a
very good show. These runs were the delight (or otherwise) of wet
evenings and the sight of scantily clad youths ploughing through
farmyard mud and over sodden fields in slight rain and mountain
mist became quite familiar. Of course the ping-pong table, where
Billingham managed to hold his own against all comers, chess, and
bagatelle were more popular forms of amusement in such weather,
especia:lH among the less bold spirits. However, once the race had
begun afl competed keenly, and on the whole very well. (Ambitious
athletes should note that runs were between one and two miles,
and one Bryntail mile equals three Birmingham miles, as Rolfe,
(51) will, we are sure, be pleased to inform those interested.

With the discovery of a rugger ball and the presence of Watson
V., we could not hope to escape for loni the consequences. A
seven-a-side match was played between the Old Boys, including
Watson, and a School side. The game was keen and hard-fought
throughout, providing enjoyment for spectator and player alike.
(old managed to snatch a victory by 24 points to 3).

* ‘Towards the end of Camp, what has probably been its most
feature through the years, the Camp Concert came round.
‘Everyone except Horton, who claimed to be suffering from a touch
of laryngitis, took part, the items ranging from one of Schubert’s
_songs,  sung. % atson, V., to comedy acts by Jordan, and
\Griffiths (Old Boy) assisted by Watson. Mr. May and Mr. Faulkner
‘both/contributed amusing and very much appreciated turns.

by b s ey e,
P g Tﬁ s after a fortnight of good weather, good fun and keen
i anship, the Camp made its way back to Birmingham, all

t :
ff"thing convinced that a holiday at Bryntail (in spite of straw beds
{and ‘farpe: doses of Bryntail Stew) can be almost all one could

iR J.G.P. and D.H., VL
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Easter 1049,
‘thain party of boys with Mr, Reader left
. Fgmy“&”;fangs ﬂ!?twrroooks heafvi;g

: var “at Shrewsbury and Moat Lane,
we ‘finally arrived es. ' We all: split up-into various
8“0“95,,&‘;6 after & p;: unple m?hmmi:le wag arrived att;‘hg;
camp. " There 'was’ mucl chatter-and’ little, sleep in 'our camp tha

R cxcapt. oy Ollinguorth pechapa, who had cycled. from

nigh

1 s D

-k “Thesweather ‘improved “gradually 2
young -stalwarts bathed in the river. - In the afternoon the whole
camp walked to Craig-y-Lloe ‘waterfall,”. The main party, under
the sheltering wing of Mr. Reader returned the same way, while
Mr, Faulkner and 5 boys carried on to the Wye Valley to look
over a cettage which Mr. Faulkner had in mind for a future camp.
This little party arrived home rather late, returning by road via
Llangurig and Llanidloes, about 19 miles in all.

During the next few days many old boys arrived, Mr. May
also arriving on Saturday. The school played the old boys at
baseball and after being 14—7 in arrears the school made a
magnificent return to form and finally won 30—16. On Monday
evening the majority of boys went to town, either to the dance or
the cinema. A very enjoyable time was had by all. Everyone
had returned by midnight or thereabouts except K. Hall, who was
obviously not well acquainted with the Bryntail district. During
the next few days a Despatch Run and a Whist Drive were
organised. We finally made a trip to Pennant waterfalls. Mr. May
and eleven boys returned by the river route, while Mr. Faulkner
returned by road with numerous cripples.

The day for our return arrived, a typical Bryntail day—
wet and windy. Mr, May and thirteen boys caught the 1.54 at
Llanidloes and arrived back at Snow Hill about 6 p.m., Chelling-
worth arriving by bicycle at 5.30 p.m. Mr. Faulkner returned
after clearing up with the two cooks on the following day.

JK., VIL.




A d ddd e =

Scnoor CaMe, DRYNTAL.

\ Bryntail.

There have been over fifty School Camps at Bryntail since
the hist party was taken there in 1917 by Mr. Guerra.  Perhaps
between five hundred and a thousand boys have been to a Bryntail
Campr  How wuch pleasure and enjoyment there has been none
can tells Bryotail is so different | '
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We leave the smoke and grime, the rush and bustle of
Birmingham for the clear mountain air where the pace of life
depends on the steady pace of nature. Restriction is replaced by
freedom; ‘‘no standing on top,”’ ‘‘ move along there inside;"
‘““ empty 'bus behind " and two hundred boys crowded into each
small playground give way to ‘‘ bathing parade at Il o'clock,
you won't need costumes,’”” a paper chase in the afternoon when
the hares can go wherever they like and upset no one (except th»
hounds), or a walk to Rhayader, or Plynlimmon, Ffrwd Fawr or
Craig y Lloe and perhaps meet no one for the first ten miles.

These things make Bryntail what it is!

“Veg. squad "’ and a great dixie to fill with potatoes;
““ camp squad "’ and a mountain of bread to butter; ** lights out "’
with a howling gale and rain lashing on the drumming tent roof;
gasping for breath on plunging into the icy water of Clywedog;
sun-bathing when it is almost too hot to move or the umpire's cry
of ** strike three '* and your team mates’ yell of ** run for it, run!"’

These are some of the things that make Bryntail worth while.

But how can we carry on?

Three of the four corrugated iron tents have been blown to
pieces which so reduces the sleeping accommodation that it really

does not pay. To make this loss good we need 2 hut; and to build
a hut we need about one hundred and twenty pounds,

A gift was reccived two years ago in memory of an old
camper, who was at school from 1927 to 1931. This will form the
nucleus of a fund which is being raised to replace the huts which
were lost. ‘

Who knows but that the “ C, A. Tracey Hut "’ may house
many young campers in the years to come? E.AF.

Summer Camp 1949.
Statistics first, just to get them out of the way.

Numbers present: 18 boys, 2 masters, 10 old boys, 3 friends,
2 birds of passage (Fig. 24B).

Weather: 8 days wiTHOUT rain, 7 days WITH.

End-to-End: If all the eggs (one per person per day) were
laid end to end on the side of Crowlwm, they would roll down into
the river.

This camp was unusual in one respect: we did no walking.
True, there were one or two rambles round the farms, and an
afternoon stroll to the ‘* Derclict Farm,”” Pen y Banc, and Eblid,
perhaps 7 miles in all. Then there were numerous trips to Llanidlocs,
but you can walk on tarmac without leaving Birmingham.



There were no ‘ real " walks—those long days on the tops
that previous campers have known, with hobnailed boots crashing
over the moors, heather-wading and bog-trotting; running down
sleep places and toiling up the other side; filling the aching void
from a mountain stream because the sandwiches went long before,
and at last thankfully recognising, in the late evening light, some
landmark of home,

The strange thing is that if the Unwilling Pedestrians of
Summer 1949 had only once known the pains and blisters, the toils
and triumphs of a real Bryntail walk, they would have been
converted. So, campers of Easter 1950, be warned! Give Mr.
Faulkner no rest until you have been to Plynlimmon over the tops,
so winning the freedom of the hills.

The weather did perhaps give the Weary Walkers some
excuse, for the eight fine days were too hot for anything strenuous,
and tempted everyone down to the river, Clywedog was scarcely
ankle-deep, but the stoncs thrown in by thirty generations of
cumpers have made a rough dam and our pool was still full of
water, so warm that even the most delicate were reluctant to leave
it. Getting dry was a matter of lounging in the sun for five minutes
before putting on shorts and pumps and strolling up to camp. The
sccond week saw the old routine return: dive in, come up speech-
less, make a dozen mighty thrashing strokes, and scramble out 7n
numbed feet. Breathe. Dry hastily in a biting wind and sudden
shower, dress, and then utter the time-honoured words: ‘‘ It's fine
when you c-come out.”

Bryntail has always seemed to encourage a delightful eccen-
tricity in dress. - This was well maintained and is illustrated
elsewhere by a selection from our Fashion Artist’s sketch-book. He
explains Figure | thus: ‘“ We are all familiar with the Hikers who
roll their stockings down and trousers up, but it was Abbey of 58
who carried the idea to its logical conclusion; he rolled up his
rugger-shirt as well.” No. 24 shows Hodgson’s idea of suitable
hcadgear for a wet day; it has also occurred to the U.S. Navy.
10 and 17 are our artist’s impredsions of two masters dressed for
camp rather than for school. A few campers, like No. 11, continue
to wear their school-caps, perhaps to emphasize their innocent,
childlike expressions and so ensure kindly treatment if captured
by the Wild' Welsh. Fig. 213 shews another trcasure from the
Army and Navy Stores, usually decorated with a Plume, and worn
with a ferocious tilt by the meekest junior, The last, Fig. 248,
shows the kind of rucksack now in favour. The two figures visible
in the background are Graham and Shirley on their walk to Bryn-
tail from Birmingham. The sketch suggests that this walk was
entirely mechanized but the camp’s Medical Staff can testify that
this was not so (private joke).

XV | 4

There was no room to illustrate fashions in bathing-suits,
but enough has been said to support the claims of Bryntail to
encourage freedom and individuality in dress if in nothing else.

To end this report, here are some of the most memorable
events of the camp. First, of course, comes the cricket match.
Bryntail managed for the first time to beat the County School.
With the help of an impressive 29 by their sports master, Mr.
Tudor. Llanidloes scored 72, Banks taking six wickets. We lost
two wickets cheaply, then Tracey (44) and Banks (26) played with
great freedom and confidence. "Our final score was 102, and Mr.
Tudor was so impressed that he took Tracey and Banks to play
for the town team in two matches.

Abbey, Chambers, and others learnt something about snaring
rabbits, and the camp officers a great deal about <kinning and
cleaning these charming little creatures. We had seven in the
stew one day.

We had a paper-chase—the first since 1939. After a seven
mile run the hares, three Old Boys, arrived back only a minute
before the first two hounds, Abbey and Hodgson, Everyone else
was home within ten minutes, perhaps because all the other Old
Boys were on duty as whippers-in.

Murray ran the *‘ Two-Mile "’ relay course in 93 minutes,
by the camp alarm clock. This timc has been cqualled several
times in the past, but never beaten; what about it, you cross-
country runners?

There is much more of interest to past and future campers
in the cighteen pages of the log-book—the Concert, the Despatch-
Runs, Bascball, Seven-a-Sides—but this extract must suffice. If
you want to know more, come and see for yourselves.

Finally, a further statistic which has just come to light: if
all the boys who wanted to come to this camp, but could not be
accommodated, were laid side by side, they would comfortably
fill the new hut that we so urgently need. Tf those rcaders who
have a spare half-crown (or more) in their pockets missed the
delicate hint in another article, perhaps they will notice this more
shameless appeal | PROFESSOR ZEUGMA.
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Bryntail: Building the new bat.

 Bryntail: T he néur but completed. L.
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BRYNTAIL
Easter at Bryntail, 1950.

A working party consisting of 13 boys and 5 masters spent
their Faster holidays at Bryntail in order to crect a Nissen hut. The
party with Messrs. May, Faulkner and Merriman had quite a good
journcy down and were mct by the Royal Air Force, namely Messrs.
Phillips and Reader, who had arrived the day before.

‘The camp was very pleased to welcome a party comprising
Sir Rodney and Lady Pasley and their son, and Miss Sheldon.
The general health of the camp was very good, except for

Mr. Reader and Spencer, G., who fell victims to Jordan's cooking
bur who recovered rapidly in Mr. Phillips's experienced hands.



At the end of the first weck Messrs. Phillips, Reader and
Merriman returned to Birmingham, as did Woods, Jones, W.D. and
Horton, but their places were taken by Old Boys, ninc of whom were
at Bryntail during the fortnight.

Owing to the wind which reached gale force at times it was
impossible to erect any superstructure but the foundations and the
floor were successfully laid.

It was hoped that the hut would be finished during the
Summer Camp thus, in the future, enabling about 20 more boys to
enjoy life at Bryntail.

As always, time passed much too quickly and April 14th
arrived before it was expected,

After 4} hours travelling we reached Snow Iill station feeling
pleased that the journey was over, but sorry that the target had
not been hit. B.J.E. 6U Science.

Summer at Bryntail.
I.

After a prompt meeting the party obtained their scats in the
train.  We left Snow Hill at 8.30 and arrived at Shrewsbury at 10.0.
After a half hour wait we left and arrived at Llanidloes at 1.15.
We sighted camp at about 2.0 and we had arrived to be met by
Spencer and McDermott who had cycled.

The camp was divided into two usual squads, hut and camp.
Work commenced soon after our arrival.

With the help of Messrs. May, Faulkner, Reader and Phillips
two sections were put up in the first two days. Work steadily pro-
gressed and just before we came away the hut was near completion,

A walk to Van (a mountain 1,835 feet high) and Van village
was made. The camp went to the local chapel as usual.

All too soon the holiday came to an end and on the day af
returning we left camp at 11.30 and arrived in Snow Hill at 6 o'clock
after a very nice and enjoyable holiday.

B. C. HALL, 5SF.

IL

I think that all the old campers will agree with me, that this
camp was the best for many years. Work of course came first and
the high spirits second. The job of this camp was to complete the
erection of the Nissen hut that had not been finished last Easter. Tt
will now be possible for about another twenty boys to visit the camps

{f the future,

There was a fair amount of sleep the first night after Mr. May
had kept all. twelve of us in his sight (but not out of tobacco fumes)
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from Snow Hill to Llanidloes, Messrs. IFaulkner, Phillips and Reader
having arrived on the previous day (July 26th) to prepare for us.

Work on the Nissen hut was begun immediately.  Once work
was under way we had the mosfortune to lose the services of Messrs.
Phillips and Reader. The decrease in “up-put ” was very soon
compensated by the eleven old boys who were at the camp from one
time to another. With lots ol scraping, hammering and painting,
the hut was eventually finished on the last day but one of the
fortnight.

I'he duties of the camp squads were even more tedious this
year. “ Spud-bashing ”” and wood-gathering had 10 be done as well
us the usual tidying up.

All runs and games of one sort and another were missing this
Summer.  We did however take advantage of all the “off duty
time we could. This time was occupied mainly by ambling around
the countryside.

Two walks were organised.  “T'he first was a Sunday afternoon
stroll to the top of Van. ‘This was very ably conducted by Eastwood
and very ably misconducted by the rest of the party.  The second
walk was organised by Messrs. May and Faulkner.  ‘I'he route taken
was Crowlwm Farm, Pen-y-banc and Deildre Chapel. 1t was this
chapel that we visited the following Sunday.

Our annual cricket match with Llanidloes Grammar School
could not take place this year owing to building operations. Llanidlocs
Cricket Club did however borrow ‘T'racy (O.B.) Harris and Smith
(School) for their match with Llanfyllin.  Despite the fact that
Harris and Smith did not receive a chance 1o show their paces,
Llanidloes won by three wickets,

Bathing parades this Summer were very popular, The primary
use of them was for us to have a good wash down, but some good
all-round sports were cxpericnced.  ‘These mainly consisted in trying
10 “repel all boarders ™ from “ Mac's” dinghy.

After a fortnight of reasonable weather, the dreaded last day
arrived.  With the hurry and bustle of packing over, we sct off from
camp along the track back home.  One last look at the Old Town
Hall, before starting our very comfortable journcy, made one wish
that next Easter was nearcr than it is,

J. D. PAYNE, 6L..

Bryntail 1950 : Hut-Year.

EASTER: “Thoughts, while concrete-bashing.”

A-a-a-a-h! Creak-crick-crick! Ah! that's better.  Hinges of
back still working, and we can still stand up, after mixing another
load . . . Slop it into the barrow, wheel it down to the Site, tip it,



spread and level it guickly before it begins to set . . . Yes, as usual;
here it comes again—hail this time for a change.

Why does it always start 1o rain or hail or snow as soon as the
concrete is mixed? ‘The labouring men, the actual bashers of the
concrete, can retire o shelier, but not so the layers and levellers.
These men, aristocrats of the profession, cannot leave their tasks until
all is smooth and covered over.
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Behind us is an old stone building. It contains a heap of lime,
half a ton of cement, drums of paint and some of the iron and wood
that will one day be a Nissen hut.  We have no name for this old
cottage, but for some years before the war there was a piece of board
nailed 1o the door and bearing the impressive words:

CAMBRIAN MINING COMPANY—REGISTERED OFFICES.

At that time it served as a canteen and welfare centre for the
cmployees of the Cambrian Mining Co., who numbcred four, or three
when work was not so heavy. It was also an cquipment-store and
cilice, and for these purposes contuined:—

(a) a few picks and shovels;

(b) some boxes of gelignite sticks;

(¢) u notebouk, with a short pencil attached to it by a piece

of string.

H 1 i F ik i i

The weather; Laster an Bryntail has produced some gueer and
horrible samples of Plynlimon weather, but nobody remembers any-
thing like this before.  There’s the wind, blasting and roaring round
the corner at nincty miles an hour; there’s rain, sometimes mixed
with hail, sometimes with snow; there’s snow alone, snow that looks
s0 cosy on a Christmas card, but o bleak a thousand feet up and so
untidy when mixed with inches of grey mud.  But all the time this
wind, howling down from the west. At its worst it prevents convers-
ation in anything less than a shout, it whisks rough concrete off the
trowel inoa spray, it drives the new lambs slowly across the fields
into the hedges, und pins them there.

ik o o Fs P *

T'hursday, 13th April, the last day; a suitable time to look
lie - over the fortnight’s work, to compare the Vision with the Fact.
I e Vision —or as it now scems, the absurd dream—was something
fib o this: about 3 days for levelling the site and laying concrete
fodation walls; then a day or so 1o sort out and prepare the various

puitc of the hue while the concerete hardened; then a week or more
for the warl of erecting it
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The fact is that we have a level piece of ground, on which
arc some fiftcen hundred bricks, covered with two inches of, concrete
and surrounded by the foundation walls. Inside the Miners’ Cottage
is a pile of material: 150 corrugated sheets, all straightened out,
cleaned, and tarred, and the wooden ends of the hut, now cleaned
and repaired.

So we are defeated, but not disgraced; beaten by the weather,
for the “ Bryntail Constructional Co.” ir}cxpchcnced lhough.thcy
were, realized that conditions were not quite suitable for building a
hut when two strong men found it a dangerous and strenuous job to
carry a single sheet of corrugated iron, and when ten-foot curved
sheets were whipped up from the ground, and went sailing through
the air.

g i st ] 3 E

‘I'he last barrow-load of concrete is laid down, to .complcte
the floor, into a pool of rain and melting hailstones. So, with about
two hours of daylight to spare, the first stage of our battle against
the weather comes to an end.

Summer: “I dunno what we done:," quoth he,
“ But ’twere a famous victory.”

Looking back on the victory, the first thing to remcmber'is the
weather.  Any really old Bryntailer—say, one whose memories go
back to the nineteen-twenties—will tell you that if you have had
seven days wet and seven days dry, you have been lucky. Such
would count as a Good Camp.

Our record was: 10 dry, 2 drizzly, 2 wet. Bank Holiday was
a perfect day, with sun all day, a few white clouds and a gentle
brecze, but the next day was 24-caral Bryntail weather, with heavy
rainclouds driving from the West in unending processions, and the
rain like rather grubby lace curtains drifting down incessantly.

‘I'he cvenings and nights were often very wet, as we ascer-
tnined from Bromage and Flavell, for these two (like many other
Old Boys) had undertaken a serious study of Welsh life and social
customs, which necessitated their return from Llanidloes in the early
hours of the morning.

* S *# " * #

Our Nissen hut consists of a skeleton, a double skin of
corrugated iron, and two ends. Semicircular iron “ rit.as ” are held
in position by five long wooden joists or “ purlins ” which run from
one end of the hut to the other. and are bolted firmly to the 1ibs.
The inner skin is fitted—about 75 sheets of corrugated iron fastened
together by clips. Then the two ends arc blocked up by sectional
wooden walls, which have the useful effect of forcing the hut into
something like the desired shape. Finally the outer skin of large



curved sheets is nailed on the purlins, leaving a three-inch space
between the two skins.

This rather long-winded description should help 10 make clear
the following summary of progress:

Day 1. crected first three ribs and inner sheeting,.
Day  2: first three ribs and inner sheeting collapsed.
Day 4: skelcton, inner skin and one end in place.
Day 5: above still standing; other end fitied.

Day 8: all outer sheets in place.

Day 10: side-windows in place; outside painted green,
Day 13: inside finished with 3 coats cream paint.
Day 14: floor painted, and the whole thing anchored with

wires to the ground, the trees, and a couple of tram-
lines sct in concrete,

i i ) i ' th

Our few visitors included three really old campers: L. Birbeck
and F. J. Mills who remember being ai Bryntail with Tenri Guerra
about 1925, and Roy Broscombe who was also there about that time,
and attended his last camp, as an Old Boy, about 1932,

The * Bryntail Boys ” too were frequent visitors, and keen
but silent critics.  Most evenings one or other of them would be
round, inspecting the day’s progress and testing it in the way that
furm stock and farm buildings are usually tested, which is (a) by
prodding with walking-sticks, and (b) by grasping in powerful hands
and shaking vigorously, to sce whether anything will fall down. Afier
Day 2, nothing did.  And now for miles around there is wonder and
genuine admiration for the job we have done.

i @ e 3. € i

In the last number of “ T'he Hammer ™ theie was a very strong
hint, at the end of the Camp report, that your money was needed 10
support the Bryntail Building Fund. Since that time the moncy has
been contributed, the hut has been bought, transported from Cumber-
land, and crecied—a very substantial way of saying “ thank you” 1o
all subscribers, be they boys of the school, parents, Old Boys, or the
many good friends of the Central Grammar School. They will all
agree that the last word in this present camnp report should be a word
of appreciation for those who did the work. A total of 43, a1 the
two camps: 22 boys, 16 Old Boys, 5 masiers—namecless toilers all
except for the one whose untiring enthusia.m, paticnce, foresight and
sheer hard work saw the project through from beginning to end—
Arnie Faulkner! Prof. ZEUGMA.
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WHERLE THE MONLY CAME FROM (and where it went o)

RECEIPTS Y EXPENDITURE £ os. d
Mrs. Tracey 25 0 0 Huts, Nissen, one 56 0 0
School 48 0 3 Paint:

OId Boys and Friends 7013 0 24 galls White a0 0
Anonyimous 25 0 0 5 galls Cream 7 0
10 galls Black 215 0
5 galls Green 7o 6 5 0

34 galls  Glust  (for
ﬂuur) o V12 Y
5 galls Thinners 2.0 0

Other Materials ;

Stove and transport ... 416 1
4 rolls  Roofing  Felt 2.9 00
5 galls Fele  Adhesive 115 0
28 Ibs. Bitumastic Puuy 16 0
4 lbs. Puuy ... 6 0
I gall Creosote 4 0
30 cwi. Cement i 716 %

12 tons  Gravel  and
Cartage ... . 6 2 6
§ cwt. Galvanised Wire 1 8 0

Nuts, bolts,  screws,
nails cte. 316
Sucks for Beds 410 0
String ] 2 6

Tools :

Paint Brushes g s 112 0
Wheel Barrow . iP5 0
Spade and Shovels . . 114 6
Pick . 13 3
Scratch Brushes 12 0
Buckets 111 0
Hammer 7y . 5 0
Hack Saw and Blades 14 5
Trowels o . 8 2
Punch .. 9

Fares and Accommodation ;
Whitchaven (to feich

the hue) : 117 3

Working Party (Part

of Fures) 316 2
Scerctarial Expenses
Advert, in Farmers'

Weekly ‘ 18 2
Duplicating Paper I 8 2
Envelopes . 3 3
Stampy - 5 1
Telegrams 29
Receipt Book 110

Balance  in Hand  for

" Finmshing O™ 1 0 2
LIGB 13 3 £168 13 3
o EAF.
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Bryntail (I.)
THURSDAY, 22nd MARCH—WEDNESDAY, 4th APRIL.

In the care of Messrs. May and Cunningham, 27 boys left
Birmingham on 22nd March for a fortnight at camp. After the
usual changes at Shrewsbury and Moat Lane we arrived at Llanidloes.
When camp was reached we found Mr. Faulkner, Eastwood and
McDermott waiting for us. They had arrived the day before to
clear up.

On the Friday, the weather was really bad. In the afternoon
4 team race over the 13 mile cross country course was organised.
“I'hrec teams of nine boys, stoutly dressed, fought their way against
the clements around the course in times varying between 11 and
15 minutes.

During the Saturday morning, Marston, after having attempted
v lop his knee off, was given a free ride on a stretcher from the
wood back to camp. A walk to Crowlwm, Cwm, Pen-y-banc and
Deildre Chapel was made during the afternoon.
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It was during the period 5 p.m. to 8 p.m. on Sunday, when
going to Chapel, that we found thar not even capes and macs could
keep the rain from penetrating cvery layer of clothing we had on,
Even worse, though, was the hour sitting in damp clothes during the
service.

On the Wednesday afternoon we all followed the river down
as far as town. Most of us went to the ‘ Cinema’ to rce “Ma and
Pa Kettle.” In the newsreel the “ Blues " and Wolves " were given
full support in the cup semi-final. This support was eclipsed later
in the evening when the film “ Jane™ was shown.

‘I'he following two days were uncventful apart from a “ Wide
game " on Thursday afternoon.

The person who made the biggest blunder on 1st April was
the one who suggested that we should go a walk to Lake Glaslyn.
Five slightly smaller fools agreed to go with him. Two parties were
organised, one for Pennant Falls and the other for Glaslyn. Both
parties started in fine weather but before long the rain bepan to
fall. Pennant was reached and dinner was had at the falls.

During that afternoon Fastwood, Hughes, Randell, McDermott
Croft and myself went on to Glaslyn. When we reached the lake,
1 paddle (in boots) provided a welcome change of water around
our feet. Although the lake itself was clear, the whole scenery looked
drab and uninteresting as the rain beat down incessantly.  ‘T'ea was

had near the lake before we started on our ten-mile journey back
to camp.

On the following evening a camp concert was organised, Some
very weird and wonderful sounds were experienced.  They ranged
from Eastwood's “ Goofy” grunt 1o Buckley's almost feminine
squeak. The programme included such things as songs, jokes, stories
and sketches.

Wednesday, the day of our rcturn saw cveryonc busy doing
odd jobs about the camp. Then, just after 11 a.m. we out of the
Nissen hut, reluctantly left our stove and beds, while cight «ccond
formers from the tent were “mad keen’ to get home and get a
good night’s sleep.

Although the camp was not a working one, concrete ¢ bashing,’
fence and path making was done. Hard work, mainly by old boys
and masters, will continue for a number of years, so as to make the
camps of the future a success.

J. D. PAYNE, 6L.



Bryntail and the Flying Saucers (Il.)

It should be made clear from the start that no-one has seen
flying saucers at Bryntail—for the very good reason that we have no
saucers there. Let theré be no doubt about this fact: Bryntail is a
Camp and, as our peppery old C.O. says, “ Dash it all, Sir, thesc
young fellahs must learn to rough it, what? Do some of 'em good.”
So, no saucers.

True, since the early days, a few concessions to comfort have
been made: there is a solid and windproof Nissen, with a stove in
the middle, and spring beds with a locker by the side of each. Many
boys wash daily" and some who are “nesh,” and at the same time
cunning enough to elude the vigilance of the cook, even wash in
warm water, For the weekly shave we use hot water and not, as so
often in the tough pioneering days, cold tea. We put an oil stove
in the dining room on cold evenings; we cook with Calor gas; we
have a doormat but—definitely no saucers.

Those who associate the word “camp” with a bell-tent
pitched in the lush summer grass of an English field. and aluminium
frying-pans over a wood fire of low calorific value—however useful
it might be for sending smoke-signals—may express contempt for
the luxury at Bryntail. They are wrong. And the weather this
Easter would have shewn the most obstinate critic just how wrong
he was; the first two days would have sent him back to his home,
and his tent over the top of Pen Clun.

There is no need to say much more about the weather, really:
the spring of 1951 will be remembered for generations. Up there.
we had 2} finc days and 113 more or less wet ones. It blew hard
most of the time, and it rained, hailed, and snowed. One morning,
on the way down to the river for “ Bathing Parade ” they had a
vigorous snowfight—after which Ken Bromage and W. J. R. stripped
and entered the water, voluntarily. One thing which will certainly
stay in the memory of most campers is the mud; it was everywhere,
especially round the cottage, varying in depth from a mere couple
of inches to a foot or more.

Yet it was possible to carry through a good deal of outdoor
activity, mainly walking, and in this we had plenty of small-scale
Juck with the weather. The usual thing, after a morning of showers
or pouring rain, was to start out for the walk, heavily disguised in
sacks, gas-capes, sou’westers, etc, and find that after the first few
minutes the rain eased off and then stopped. Sometimes the sun
shone, more often not, but at least we returned to camp with dry
shirts. In this way we visited the summit of Van: the Van Mines;
the Cwm and Pen-y-Banc; the top of Dinas; and some nearer parts.
In addition there were a run around the Two-Mile Relay, a game of
Prisoners’ Release (in the very wide bounds we use at camp), and a
« run-walk-run ”* along the river to Bwich-y-Gle and back.
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This luck did not hold all the time, and on two occasions we
or a real soaking. The first was on Faster Sunday when we went
to Deildre Chapel for evening service. It rained all the time and
though cveryone was pretly well cquipped for such weather, cven
the newest and most voluminous oilskins arc not proof against
horizontal rain. So we arrived, all more or less wet from the waist
dcwn, and sat in the cold bare little chapel for nearly an hour and
2 half. In spite of the discomfort, behaviour was exemplary. Tt was
not until clammy macks had been put on, and the homeward rush
began, that the tongues started to wag again.  Rain was still driving
pitilessly, but the wind was on our backs now: even o, a few.
hurrying down the slippery steeps of Crowlwm, hecame cven wetier
after they had skidded several times and sat down in the mud. The
notable thing about all this is that not one of the thirty-six pilgrims
had the least suspicion of a cold afterwards, or indced at any time
during the camp.

The other wet occasion was the Big Walk, a weck later.
Fleven walked to Pennant Falls and Dylife, then back by the river
path (15 miles) while six others led by Payne pushed on to Glaslyn
(20 miles), on a day of frequent rain-and snow-storms. It was far
too cold to linger and, except for one halt in the shelter of a ruined
house to eat sandwiches, we kept on the move all the time. So.
having some clear weather on the return half, we were able to walk
ourselves nearly dry.

Altogether, in spite of the foul weather, this was a quite
suceessful camp. ‘The smaller boys, including nine second-form lads,
did remarkably well and promise 1o become ‘uscfu.l campers later on
May they discover that the sun often shines in Mid-Wales!

Finally, a word of appreciation for four of the many who
contributed 10 the success: Payne, who was an active camp-leader;
Eastwood, our conscientious and cilicient cook; and two who must
blush behind the obscurity of initials: 1. R. and G. W. P, who
worked all the dry hours and some wet oncs, and put yards of
concrete path down, and yards of pig-proof fencing up, asking for
their reward only fourtcen mugs of tea a day—without saucers.

PROF. ZEUGMA.

- T O e e e = e s



xv|6

4 4 A A X 31 33T

Bryntail—Easter 1951,



-~ aeEBEREEREEE-

Bedter Than Ever
Summer Camp at Bryntail was an outstanding one. 'The weather
was good; spirits were excellent; some traditional activities were
revived and others improved upon; most memorable of all, washing
i camp was Officially Prohibited.

Before we went to camp there had been a long dry spell. As a
result, the tap would run dry after a few cans of water had been
drawn ofl. So it was reserved mainly for cooking. Only cooks and
food-handlers were allowed a few pails for washing; other boys
managed to conceal their disappointment. However, the kit in Bathing
Parade was towels and soap, and in the end many were actually
cleaner than in normal camps.

The Pennant walk was memorable. On a blazing hot day we spent
over nine hours doing fiftcen miles. Naturally there were spasms of
hard walking by those whose gear-boxes give them only “ Full
Speed " and “ Stop,” but the emphasis was much morc on “ messing
about  than walking. “Messing about” meant chiefly scrambling
up and down hillsides, and bathing, Bathing was quite informal—
the most delightful sort. As we walked along a green track by the
river, under the blazing afternoon sun, hot and dry, the water looked
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very tempting. Sv instead of sighing, ** If only we could have a dip,”
we merely strolled along until we came Lo a decper place, and—
got in. Those who had brought towels dricd with them, those who
had not used other methods.

Outdoor activities also included a Gate Hunt-—the first since about
1930—a great and formidable paper-chase, and a cricket match
against Llanidloes County School, in which, after two innings cach,
Bryntail lost by four wickets. Cricket at camp is impossible, but
there were some mighty games of baseball; Campers soon learnt and
took to the game with enthusiasm and success.

Of our visitors three call for special notice: Mrs. I'racey, Dr.
Roberts and Harry Webb.

Mrs. ‘I'racy came to see the place where Charles T'racey had spent
so many happy days, and we were proud to be able 1o show her the
new Nissen—oflicially known as the Tracey Mcemorial Hut—which
liad been made possible by her generous gift in memory of her son.

Dr. Roberts, our lundlord, spent a busy morning looking over his
property with a shrewd Welsh cye, and exprested his great satisfac-
tion at the way we had looked after the cotage and buildings. He
was pleased, wo, with the general organisation of the camp.

Harry Webb spent a week-end with us. One of the oldest campers
we have ever entertained, he first came o Bryntail as a boy in 1917,
two years after Mr. Guerra held his first camp. He vividly recalled
the rough conditions of those pioneer days when even our antigue tap
did not exist and the water came out of the hillside as a spring.

“ LLANIDLOES FLYER”



The cooking stall becomes, with the confidence born of experience,
bold 1o the point of duducity, and the cook’s (or Easiwood’s) stew-
like soups—or soup-like stews—brought fresh adventures 1o every
supper-time. When at our first supper he was asked what was in the
stew he was able w0 reply, with magnificent simplicity: Eveything
He may perhaps have looked on the Tuck Shop, revived from pre-
war days, as a slight reflection on his ability 1o feed the hungry, but
there is no doubt that he welcomed s heartily as the rest of us
another innovation—the oven, Acquired and presented by “ Jimmy *
Jumes, one of our ex-cooks (u resilient and hard-biten ruce, if they
survive), it consists of a large square tin with asbestos lining, and
stands on two bricks, above a Calor Gas ring. Not much 1o look at,
but it is most cllicient, and enabled the cook t produce, for the
first time in canpers’ memory—roast meat! To say more is 10 gild
refined gold.

Vinally a word about
those lust-bui-not-leasts,
those silent, unseen, de-
voted  workers  behind
the  scenes,  without
whom the roofs would
collapse, the building.
perish for luck of paint,
the fireplaces fall in,
and the consumption of
tea fall w below the
danger-point,  causing
spontancous  combusti-
on.  We refer o the
masters und  the old
boys, ol course. Besides
the work implied in the
preceding sentence,they
made  gates, repaired
dooiways, laid concrete
paths, and did much
leee sary work on the
cottage  dsell with
putty, plaster and ce-
ment,

CONCRETE MIXING

In fuct, Harper of Form 2 may have stumbled on a sinister con-
spiracy when he suggested that any Old Boy who in his Bryntail
application form was unable 1o prove his ability as a carpenter,
plumber, civil engineer, or property maintenance expert, was certain
of rejection. We hope it is untrue, for the peculiar mixture, the happy
community of boys, Old Boys, and masters makes Bryntail what it is.
Let the figures speak: in 1951, campers have included, 10 Old Boys,
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10 masters, and 58 boys—over one cighth of 1he present school
population. PROFESSOR ZEUGMA,

'l’.S..—Wuulcd, for Easter 1952, any Old Boys or others who are
skilled in the art of making Coracles.

AMien Thoughts from Home
(‘The writer disclaims all responsibility for Welsh spelling: mis.-
pronunciations  have his approval. ‘T'he Lditor hopes everyone iy
fumiliar with * Kubla Khan 1)
In Bryn-y-wil did LA F,
A stately Nissen Hut decree
Where Clywedog's sucred river ran
Past Crowlem and the Lakes of Van
To Severn and the sea.
So fifty yards of rocky ground
With concrete walls were girdled round
And Old Boys broke their hearis and picks
Lifting rocks and laying bricks
And shovelling the Concrete-miy
To make foundations sound.
There conereie paths were truly laid
And wicket gates and fences made
And purlins fixed and arches raised
And chimineys set and windows glazed
And all without was patinted bright
And all within made walter-tight,
—It was a miracle of rare device
A Sunny Dome . . a Cave of Iee!
And O that deep romantic chasi which slanted
Down the Long Path, below the bracken cover!
A Bathing Place, delightful and enchanted
That daily "neath the summer sun wis haunted
By Centrals, when the working squads were over!
—A& master with a wooden flute
Late in the kitchen once T saw.
He pursed his lips and resolute
Putfed out his checks and set his jaw
And undeterred by hour and place
He entertained—bob Sais!
The Cook’s Room kitchen squad awoke
Enraptured as the music spoke
The Songs of Llanidloes:
The Ash Grove and Ar Hyd-y-nos
: The Harlech Men and Saspan Vach
Cwm Rhondda and Tuffy the Welsh
The White Rock and the Gle-y-Bwlch
[As he was playing in the dark
The order may be wrong! |
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Could T revive within me

His symphony and song

‘I'o such deep delight "twould win me
That with rucksack stout and strong
And hobnailed boots and ancient hat

I would leave Lianidloes flat

—ive miles meandering with a mazy motion—
I would sceck that Hut again

And Centrals all should follow then
And when the Cooks had brewed their potion
|Of herb and fruit and meat and spice
With incantations duly said]

And carried in the savoury pot

And plied the ladles, steaming hot

And all had sent their bowls up thrice—
None who saw would wonder then

Or marvel more at Bryntail men

Who mountains move and uproot trees
And Nissens build with skill and ease
Or millstones pick up in a trice

And heave them to the river’s bed—
For they on Bryntail Soup have fed
And drunk the Tea of Paradise!
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BRYNTAIL SECTION

An Elegy on a Country Residence

“ Llanidloes!” came the croaking shout,
The school contingent tumbled out,
As through the station we did tramp.
‘o make our way up o the camp,
The wise ones hurried on ahcead,
To get the comfortablest bed;
But not so smart, T lagged behind.
The long rough country lanes did wind.
[Had this pilgrimage no end?

o Lelt wheel ahead, another bend!”

Up 1o the ™ cucumbers " we drew:

“ Pm dizzy, Dai, I'm welling you.”

“The camp,” a shout that made me smile,
It dicd, *three guarters of a mile
To go.” I rallicd and began o (rot;
But by this time I'd had my lot.
The camp now loomed into My view,
A welcome sight, motelling you.
1 slumped down o the Nissen floor.
—I'd got the bed beside the door!

I'd come in last: the others laughed
To think that I'd be in the dranght.
My bed and T were knocked about
Whenever anyone went out,
It scraped the floor with frightful din,
Whenever anyone ciine i,
« Fereh that ™ “Take this ” “ This should be sent”
And next the door, “twas 1 who went.

That night T tried w0 close my cars,

And sleep in spite of yells and jeers;

Aud cvery night T was kept awake

By Nissen night-jar and camp corncrake.
Next day T drew no peaceful breath,

The camp-squad worked me near 10 death;
And dinner time was misery,

1 thought the cook would poison me.

But still T dared not make complaint,

The mine-shaft threat was my restraint.

The second morning made me shiver,
I learned that we were for the river.
We scrambled down the slopes of Bryn
To the river and tumbled in.
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We're lucky no one has o quote,
Of swimming in that icy moat,
They went down o the rive side
And - there committed suicide.”

1 wok a breath, and with a leap,
Flung myself into the deep.

I sunk immediaiely, alas!

And thought my cnd had come Lo puss,
Help! Help!” was all my strangled shout,
And two tough fellows dragged me out.
Next a walk all strides and jumps,

It nearly wore my legs Lo stumps.

Then mountain races—these quite good,
Until T tumbled in the mud;

And as T found I’d sprained my wrist,
The bascball match was one I missed.

We went o town before departing

To see the School’s Old Boys imparting
A beating to Llanidloes Town;

Our rugger team deserves a crown.

The last day came alas, alack,

We were leaving, going back

‘To Birmingham, back to the city,

I really thought it quite a pity.

T'he Easter camp’s had me perplexed,
But summer is for me the next;

We shall have a different cook

And warmer water in the brook;
Therell be less mud and work to do,
And T have learned a thing or two,
I'll choose a bed upon the floor
Rather than that next o the door!

‘I N. WILLIAMSON, 5S.

Bryntail Easter 1952

“ Bryntail,” grumbled Professor Zeugma, when he was re-
minded last term that * ‘The Hammer ” can hardly go to print without
him, “is always the same; or at least, what onc can say about it is.”
Nevertheless, we do not suspect that he journeyed north instead of
west this Baster to avoid writing his own especial pages. It is true
that life at Bryntail follows a pattern, but to those who go it is always
fresh; so, oo, the words of the professor.

And indeed, it was a different Bryntail that we found this
Easter. I left last summer when the kitchen was in a state of uphcaval,
the grate and fireplace out, plaster, soot and broken bricks every-
where, and one member of the staff, perhaps inspired though late in
his life by the writings of the Rev: Charles Kingsley, was stuck



half way up the chimney, not even his boots visible. 1 entered the
cottage at Easter 0 find as clean and pleasant a kitchen as could be
wished; congratulations 1o our aniteur bricklaycrs, plasterers and
painters—the Bryntail Old Boys and Statl!

Camp was opened this year as usual by Mr. Faulkner, who,
with Eastwood and McDermot, put in a good day’s work getting all
things ready for the main party, which arrived after a plea.ant but
uneventful journey, on 4th April. ‘The party was of a further 27
boys, Mr. Phillips, Mr. Jones and Mr. Reader. Mr. Rees and Mr.
Heslop joined the camp later on. Llanidloes was still asleep, but o
Centrals it is a beauty sleep, and Billy Vaughan had roused himself
and his truck to meet the train, so that all boys were soon scuded in
at Bryntail. Not so the staff, for our O.C. had arranged for the truck
w return o Llanidloes and bring them the shovels, that a load of
gravel from the river bed for concrete mixing could come 1o camp
with them—a good introduction o the mysteries of Bryntail for
Mr. Jones!

Life at camp did follow its pattern, but what a fine healthy
pattern it is, and by how much cach year is fresh colour and detuil
added. Each camp sces more work done and improvements made
for casicr running and greater comfort, Pasticularly is this noticeuble
now we have the Nissen—the Tracey Memorial Hut—and iron beds
for most of the boys. The camp gives o all who come healthy exer-
cise, keen appetite and good food in plenty (with covks of Eastwood's
ability we might say *“excellent food ™); it gives a complete change
in interest and scene, and in the spirit it fosters, a beter under-
standing between masters and boys, and in its long association with
the district a sense of pride in “ belonging ”—not just to the clect of
Bryntail, but 10 C.G.S. Many lessons can be learned outside the
form room. ‘I'hese, as our Editorial points out, are days of change
and experiment, and local education authorities and the Ministry
encourage innovation and varicty in the pattern of school life. Can
we look forward 1o a time when a period at Bryntail may be part of
the term’s timetable? Tt offers possibilities for work in subjects that
do, or might, find a place in our curriculum, In school, indeed, we
learn much from Welshmen—we might learn still more in Wales!

The weather was reasouably good, but there were showery
days, and April showers in the hills arc heavy. They did not prevent
any of the customary activities: walks, races, bascball, the various
and peculiar Bryntail games which have developed over the years—
or working parties! An unusual job for the last-mentioned was the
filling in of a “hole.” This had appeared in the cotlage garden
behind the rockery, a hole about a foot square on the surface, but
below it opened up, big, deep, dark and mysterious. It may have been
old lead mine workings from the days before maps and records, or,
as the more romantic asserted, part of the legendary secret passage
from the Miner’s Cottage to the Farm; (T have heard it extended 1o
Llanidloes, one day it will reach back to Birmingham); we do not
know; it was filled up, not explored.
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Of walks and expeditions mention should be made ol the
chimbing of Van Mountain, and on gth April an excursion o Craig-
y-Llo by the younger boys, while the stalwarts of the stout hearts
and strong legs, made the longer journey Lo the wop of Plinlimmon,
T'wo anccdotes of that day are worth recording. On the return from
Plinlimmon the party was greeted by an old inhabitant (aged 85)
of the Plinlimmon slopes. He wld of Bryntail as it was many years
ago, in those harder days when he had walked some five miles cach
wuy over mountain tracks daily to work there, asked who was there
now, and was told that C.G.S. had been for about 36 ycars. “ Ah
yes,” said he 1o Mr. Faulkner, “ 1 remember. You're a citizen now.”
Mr. Jones, bringing home the other party from Craig-y-Llo, stopped
w0 ask for water and directions from a farmer, speaking to him in
Welsh, in which language the furmer replied; all this to the amaze-
ment of one second-former who expressed his wonder that the old
farmer should speak Frenchl

‘The great event of the camp this year, apart from the arrival of
Old Boys to stay (there were seven over Faster) was on Easter
Monday. This was no less an event than the revival of the pre-war
annual football match between Old Centrals and  Llanidloes. On
this occasion most member; of the team arranged (o come by coach
1o Bryntail, with wife, if they had one, friecnds and supporters, play
the match, visit the camp for lunch and tea, and return to Birmingham
in the one day. The project was excellent, and the day keenly awaited
i camp and in town.

But there were difliculties, and the weather was the worst,
It rained for the arrival of the team, heavily throughout the match,
and on and on until almost time for departure. But cven so, with
hard work by the cooks (that day under the inspiring command of
old boy * Jimmy ” Jumes) and mart organisation by the O.C. a good
lunch was served to time to all the visitors and the residents, even
though kitchen and 0.Cs room were full of folk “ drying out.”

Alas for the coach! The road o Llanidloes is good, bul
Llanidloes to Bryntail is a mountain road. This the coach driver
negotiated comfortably as far as Bryntail boundary, but he would
not bring his vehidle through the % cucumbers ” for the last half
mile of the farm road. Nor could he wrn there, but went on o find
a suituble place for this munocuvre. Later, word was brought to camp
that the £3,000 “luxury ” vehicle was stuck across the road at
Bwlch-y-gle, and it was only after strenuous cfforts by the stoutest of
old boys, who dug away the banks on either side of the road and ook
down a yard or so of stone wall (and all this in torrential rain) that
the coach was turned and headed back for Llanidloes.

But back at camp clothes were dried and, after a buffet
tea at 4.30, the visitors left. And the sun smiled down on their
departure.

Old Centrals won their game, 22 points to 8. An interesting
comment afterwards came from Dr. Graham Davies of Llanidloes,
who although by all the rules is far 100 old for the game now, was
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still keen cnough o play. He iy an old international player, having
been chosen for Wales several times. Our Mr. Carter, who as a buy
knew him well, has many anecdotes of the footballer-doctor. e once
sent Mr. Carter 1o bed on Friday with influenza and a very high
temperature, at the same time assuring him he would be all right
for Saturday, and must be up o play in the rugger match! The
Doctor met Mr, Faulkner on the evening alter the Llanidloes maich,
when the Centrals were giving assistance at the scene ol a slight
accident, and thanked him foi his very considerate refereeing of the
game. He said that he hoped we hado’t minded their playing 10
men, but one had come over from Rhayader especially for the game,
and rather than disappoint him the Welsh had - played him, hoping
the Ol Ceatrals wouldn't notice, And they hadn’ty referee, nor
players, nor spectators! Tt i this type of bold innovation and origi-
pality of method that will, without doubt, keep Wales at the top
of the international table.

Several whist drives were held during the evenings in camp
(with the re-opening of the tuck shop it is not so diflicult 1o find
prizes) and there were two evening sing-songs. (For the first came
a request from the smallest member that modern songs might be
sung, not the * hey nonny nonny stull”” Ty was his first camp.) At
the second we had visitors from’ the farm, but on these cvenings, as
on so much else during the stay, we missed the services and company
of Mr. May—as much as we miss in this issuc the notes of Professor
Zeugia,

BRYNTAIL. EASTER 1952
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BRYNTAIL
AN INCIDENT OF THE WELSH CAMP

Some people love to be in a crowd. To them St. Andrew’s
or the Speedway, or Blackpool’s South Shore are just little bity of
Heaven. Others take the opposite view: their chief desire is, every
so often, to get away from people.

‘I'he latter ambition is much harder to achieve; as the popu-
lation of this island increases, so do its lonely places become fewer,
year by year. Ilouses sprawl; quarries eat into the mountain sides;
hydro-clectric schemes invade the secret valleys of our hill country.
or score the flanks of Snowdon with lines of enormous drainpipes.

And this, for thosc who scck solitude, is where Bryntail
comes in. 1t stands on the threshold of the Plynlimon arca—a loncly
part indeed, and one that becomes lonelier as time passes. When
Victoria was Queen, these hills must have been full of people:
leadminers crossing them as they went to or from their work; shep-
herds; the squires and sportsmen shooting over their moors. But the
mines dicd long ago. the shooting lodges were left to decay, and now
the shepherds and hill-farmers have gone too, pushed out by the
Forestry Commission. “ Come to Bryntail "—the word is plain to
those who, at times, need to get away from People.

This desire is by no means selfish or unsociable. It springs
rather from the urge to find out how much we can do for ourselves,
without interference or well-mcant offers of assistance; to test our-
sclves; to set oursclves a simple task and carry it through under our
own steam. And that—without being too solemn and dramatic about
a mild little adventure—that is the kind of task that faces anyone
who will walk from Bryntail to the top of Plynlimon.

At the Summer Camp this year there were daily questions,
from the lads, beginning quictly on the first day and developing into
a persistent and relentless nagging: “ What about a walk to Glaslyn?”
Later it became “When do we go to Glaslyn?” and the more
ambitious added the words ” and I’;;urlinmn “—a bold but not revo-
lutionary idea, since this double expedition had been carried out many
years hefore by at least one notable pedestrian among our Old Boys.
After a week of such nagging, Authority at last yiclded.
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It was clear that he desire for a Real Walk was both
spontancous and genuine, More o the point, the lads had been both
tested and trained by walks to Van summit, 10 the Glyn bridge
(“ Jones’s Bridge ), Crowlwm and Coppice Llwyd, 10 town and
back for the cricket match, and o Llawr y Glyn.

Accordingly, on Friday, Ist August, the O.C. said, “lLet
this thing be.” At breakfast, when the question was put, there were
some two-dozen who said they wished to take part. When the less
cepable walkers and the ambitious young had been firmly though
regretfully weeded out, fifteen were left, and these sct about pre-
paring for as early a start as pussible.

It was just cleven o’clock as the party left camp. Some dashed
cagerly ahcad at a good four to five miles an hour; the more
experienced were content to warm up gradually. The period between
breakfast and the start had been filled with activity which, if not
feverish, was certainly continuous: washing up, the construction of
monumental sandwiches, last-minute attention to boots, the collection
and packing of gear such as capes, extra sweaters, maps, whistle,
compass, and the usual small quantity of first-aid items which
experience had proved uscful, not least a small tin of vascline.

The first walkers halted at Staylittle (43 miles) av twelve
o’clock and were replete with pop when the last arrivals came on
the scene some ten minutes later with the tin of vascline. The pace,
on that hard and hilly road, had been a bit oo hot for some, and the
vascline both soothed and lubricated several chafed heels and sizzling
tocs. Level going now for two miles; then a few minutes’ halt w0
marvel at the Ffrwd Fawr (the “ Great Waterfall”) which campers
know as Pennant Falls; then on through the ruins of Dylife und so,
after three and a half miles of uphill road, o our first objective
—Glaslyn.

Glaslyn (the *“ Blue Lake ™) lies at the respectable height of
1,600 feet, but half a dozen of the party were not satisfied with
this climb. They felt compelled to arrive there by way of Foel
Fadian, a hill 1,850 fect high and a mile or more further thun the
direct road. When all were met, operations were begun on the sand-
wiches. Thesc were fully appreciated, particularly by the hardy few
who had made Glaslyn their swimming pool, drying in a keen wind
off Cardigan Bay, which from this point is clearly visible.

A shepherd on a pony was seen at the far end of the lake,
but soon disappeared—the only living soul we had scen since lcaving
the seven or eight houses that still remain of the once prosperous
lead-mining village of Dylife (Not “ Dic-life,” but “ Dull-ce-veh ™).

At half-past three the party divided: nine turned back to
follow the river Clywedog down through its raven-haunted gorge 10
Staylittle and so back to camp; six went onward 10 Plynlimon.
Following the cart-road for a mile we reached Bugeilyn, the end of
the road and of civilization. This * Shepherd’s Lake” is long and
shallow—at one end an cxpanse of startlingly green and tender
grass, in which stand the shepherd’s cottage and a grim, square-



built shouting-lodge. Though there are still some faded curtains
hanging in the litde house, no shepherd has lived there for five or
six years, while the shooting-lodge with its eclaboraic plumbing
(* Baths they hud in the rooms upstairs ) has been long abandoned
—perhaps since the days of the fabulous Squire Wynn who built it.

Bewween Bugeilyn and Blaen Hafren we covered 8} miles
(a distance, to speak more correctly, of nearly five hours). We
climbed on to the long hog’s back of Plynlimon, over the lower
summits, and at last to the Cardiganshire peak, the very top of the
mountain and the principal object of the walk. In those five hours
that we spent on Plynlimon we saw just three traces of human beings:
a wire fence running along the shoulder of the mountain; the far
scattered remains, now becoming hidden among the sparse heather
and coarse grass, of what we could only suppose was an aircraft
that crashed necar the summit cairn; a few slabs of slate, standing
like little gravestones here and there on the tops and bearing the
inscription “ W.W.W. 1869.” These links with men who once lived
or died on these hills seemed 10 emphasize more strongly, even
poignantly, the surrounding desolation.

At the top (marked on maps with a little triangle and 2468)
we crouched in the shelier of a large cairn and scraped the bottom of
our rucksacks for the last precious crumbs, while the mist drove
above our heads. Then we stood, leaning on the wind, to look at
the view. \

Through driving mist we caught glimpses of a vast landscape;
southward, a welter of jumbled, hummocky mountains; westward, a
deep and shadowy trough, then a black rim of hills beyond which
the sea stretched for many a mile, a sheet of dazzling silver in the
cvening light, with cloud-shadows like horizontal pencil lines moving
across it

High time to be getting off the top, and as near camp as we
could before nightfall. Racing downhill, we passed the source of
the Wye and drank gratefully (like George Borrow a hundred
years before).

At half-past eight we were at Blaen Hafren, once a farm but
now a name (“ Severn Spring ”). Children played there forty years
ago, round the liule house that is tumbling down today. At last
we reached Rhyd y Benwch, and the highroad. But therc was still
no sign of life, for this once prosperous farm has been abandoned
since the war. A mile or more of tarmac lay between us and civiliz-
ation—a wayside house, where we saw a bulldozer and some living
people. We spoke to them, and they answered us.

We covered the last two miles in darkness, fitfully relieved
by the feeble rays of a watery half-moon. As we trudged, weary
and silent, over the familiar tracks we were content in the know-
ledge that, without the aid of any Transport Department, we had
done what we set out to do. The twenty-seven rough miles had taken
twelve hours, for it was just eleven o’clock as we came into the
Cottage.
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The O.C. and his mates welcomed us Kindly, with bowls of
stecaming broth, apples and custard, and pints of cotlee. And then,
having got away from people for most of the day, we seutled down
to dreamless sleep. In our litde camp there were fifty people that
night. PROFESSOR ZEUGMA.



Bryntail Easter 1953

The Easter Camp this year was from 2nd April to 14th
April. Twenty-nine boys and Mr. Faulkner were there for the
whole period, while seven Old Boys, Mr. Philips, Mr. Cunningham,
Mr. Weston and Mr. Reader stayed for part of the time. AR
unexpected but welcome visitor was Mr. Rees, who stayed for a
few days.  Other visilors were parents of some of the boys, and
Old Boy M. 1L |iggins, who called with his family. The weather
wis al tines showery, but there were some very pleasant days,
sunny and warn cnough to encourage the bathers into the pool.

Camp followed its usual pattern, active, healthy, interesting
and useful.  Games werce keenly played: excursions undertaken
(noteworthy were those to the top of Plinlimmon and back in
nine hours by seven senior boys, and of the whole compuny to
Rhayader by train, with a further 10-mile walk to the second dam
(o view the panorama of the lukes); repairs and additions made
to the cottage: and tremendous meals eaten, thanks for the last
being due o D. Abbey, who us cook was excellent.

RIS

‘ontributions
The Red Boolk of Bryntail

Constant  readers of this magazine will by now have
gathered that the School runs a Camp at Bryntail.

Nay, more! dozens of boys still in School, as well as hun-
dreds of Old Boys, have actually been 10 Bryntail themselves.
Some huve been 15 or 20 times and know the hills, the people,
and the Camp in almost every detail, and yet it is safe o say that
1o none of them do the words Llyfr Coch Bryntail convey any-
thing! A very few may guess at the meaning of those same words,
when Englished as The Red Book of Bryntail. And cven when
the veil is lifted and the book appears under its common name
as the Camp Log, only a mere handful would know it as anything
moge thun a name.

‘This is a great pity. To help put matlers right, we now
bring (o our readers description of the book, the more timely
as Volume 111 has now been started with a record of the latest
Camp Easter 1953.

The Camp Log is, of course, still in manuscript---the pub-
lishers have not yel found out about it. 1t has been in existence
since about 1936, and is always written in a thick book with red
covers. There is no official Camp Secretary, Historiographer, or
Seribe; uny master who can read and write (and is willing to
accept the task) is free to write his pages as seems best to him.
Volume [11., which we are now reviewing, contains contributions
from Thomas the Rhymer and the O.C.

The Log in the carly duys was factual, brief, to the point:
a mere catalogue of wind and weather and events. But various
writers added more and more to it and Volume 1L is typical of
the style which was finally evolved—facts mingled with fancies;
names of campers and accounts of their exploits, mixed with
names of half-legendary local characters and the racy local gossip
about them (not, at present, for publication, even though the
characlers appear in some measure disguised).



This volume opens with an account, day by day, of the
Easter Camp. The entries vary from under half a page to five
pages for a day, according to what happened on any particular
day, and how the writer felt. [t starts with entries, in the bold
and fluent hand of Thomas the Rhymer (T.R. on the time-table),
from which we learn that Camp opened with 29 boys, one Old
Boy and four masters. The weather of that first day is described
exactly, yet without profanity, as is only right.

When the Log is published the reader will find that the
weather, faithfully recorded every day, has at Easter and August
over a long period of years been astonishingly good. In fact,
the Englishman’s idea of perpetual Rain in Them Thar Hills is a
wild cxaggeration,

Other facts that one may glean from this volume include
records of walks undertaken, of property repairs successfully
carried out, of games played, with their results. Fully recorded,
with names and scores and times, are the baseball games, the two
Despatch-Runs, the Two-mile Relay.

Then, besides recording facts for the sake of future interest,
the Log is meant to be of practical use. Place-names are entered,
and names of all the farmers round about, added as we learn
first one, then another. There are details of walks—distances,
measured in miles and in hours; hill routes to use and others to
avoid. There is even technical information, unobtainable else-
where such as the following on How to get 27 boys aboard the
Rhayader train by 10.15: *If sandwiches are packed before
breakfast, this can be at 7.45. Camp Squad prepares breakfast;
Veg. Squad sandwiches; Wood Squad clear up after breakfast;
Odd-Job Squad do camp duty in the evening.”

This was the successful prelude to a memorable visit to
our Elan and Claerwen Waterworks; it is easy to see how useful
the information will be to planners of future trips.

But, as we hinted earlier, not all of this book is fact. The
Camp Log is also the Red Book of Bryntail, full of humour and
imagination, of fantasy and Cymric legend, at times of poetry!

Even that notable Druid-hunter, T.R., is ensnared by the
gramarye or the music of the local names, and his pages ring
with Aber Deunant and the Cwm, Glaslyn and Ystrad Hynod and
Allt y Rabbit. On another page an unsuspected beauty of Bryn-
tail is recorded: a night of stars—that clear night-sky framed in
the blackness of the hills and filled with the brilliance of stars
bigger and more numerous than we ever see in Birmingham. A
little thing, some may think; yet it is one thing that will come
flooding back in the memory of any old camper who may chance
to turn the pages of that book.

Humour too, much of it too sly, too allusive, too personal to
quote here. * Family jokes” are seldom aé)greciated outside, so
if you wish to know the true history of Todd (the Post), or Holy

7|4

Joe, or what the farmer said to the camper who climbed his new
fence, you must come to Bryntail and learn the background and
when you are a very senior boy, ask to have *“ a read of the Camp
Log.” However, to round off our brief review, here is an entry
which needs no special knowledge. Tt is from the five pages
about Easter Tuesday, and is headed * Nature Note
*“G.W.P. and N.C., prospecting for grit for concrete,
ambled over to the old mine-workings. A rabbit, busy on
its new burrow, suddenly aware of them, bolted from under
their feet, straight down the field. And in its blind career
struck a lamb amidships, bowling it clean over. All four
surprised, but only two amused.”

So this is our book: three in one. The Camp Log for
meteorology, visitors, statistics; the Red Book ol Bryntail for
every kind of comment, observation and musing; Llyfr Coch
Bryniail for the legend of Llyn yr Ordd, the Druid’s Curse, und
the recipe for Bryntail Stew! PROF. ZEUGMA.

The Bryntail Pilgrims

(Note: There should be no difliculty in the pronunciation
of the words here, as anyone who is, or has been, in the Arts
Sixth would tell you. “Ed™ or “es™ at the end of a word is
usually pronounced as a sylluble, and so is the letter ¢ ™ unless
the next word begins with “ h™ or a vowel. That's all you need
to know.)

PROLOGUE:

Whan that Aprille to an ende doth bringe
The Scole terme, highte Easter or Springe,
And murily fro out our halle wende

Al yonge knaves whos swink is at an ende;
Whan maisteres namore hem bidden hede
Whyles they in hir olde bokes rede;

Ne prefectes ne lenger in despyte

Hem honden paper lynes for tendyte;

Ne Second Maistere hath entencioun

Hem lenger holde in detencioun;

They casten in hir mindes everichon

In straunge strondes shortly for to gon.
And fro our Scole the halydayes to spende
To Bryn y tail in Walles the moste wende,
Hir Nissene herbergage for to seke,

And herknen to the Walsschemen how they speke.
Bifel that in that sesoun on a day,

At Snow Hill on the deys in my way,
Weren of knaves wel som seven-and-twenty
(And cek of kiltebags and gere a-plenty)
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Redy to wenden on this pilgrimage.
And murthe and joye out-shoon in ech visage
For Bryn y tail they shopen hem echon
And 1 was of hir felaweship anon

Me thinketh it not accordaunt to resoun
To telle yow al the condicioun

Of ech of hem; hir bewty or hir grace
Hir singularitee of forme or face

Ne eck in what array they weren in

Of habergeoun or of hainselin

Forgut sholde ben al swiche atte beste
They weren murye knaves, leet it reste.

But of hir officers 1 wil you telle

That hem sholde garde and reulen welle
What tyme the ferne londs they weren inne
And at the Hostiler wil T firste biginne.

THE HOSTE.
A hoste ther was of stedfast demeanour,
Of campers-oule he was the verray flour;
Of viagings to Bryntail hadde he been
Ful six-and-twenty, mo or lesse, 1 ween.
Wel coude he marschal knaves and lede hem hence,
For he was lerned of long experience,
With urchins or with old boys grete or smal,
And eck with Walsshemen coude he dele withal.
As he were duk he marched hem up the hille,
Than torned hem round, there nas no stonding stille,
To march adoun; or sayde he to this oon,
“Go yow,” or * come,” like a centurioun.
Of vitailles was he a kene achatour,
And wyse in byinge mele or bread or flour
Wel coude he juge of brisket or bacoun,
(And gif ech knave his fair proporcioun)
Or whether eyen fresshe were or stale;
And whether that he payde or toke by taille,
Ther coude no wight bring him in arrerage.
His rekenynge he wroot faire on his page,
And atte the ende his chafferynge he chekt,
His purchasing might never ben infect.
No knavish trikkestere mote with him avail.

At the campe singe-songe tolde he wel his tale;
Lite it rekked hem he nadde but oon,

It moot be hered, that was tradicioun;

What time the lampe was light and soper doon,
He yaf hem al his benedictioun.

Out after with his lanterne wolde he crepe
T'ensuren al were sauf and sound on slepe;
Breke his campe reules no knave dorste,

Algate he praktised hem himselve firste.

THE DOCTOUR.
With us ther was a doctour of phisik,
The knaves to helen if that they were sik.
A bettre praktisour has nowher noon,
Al for his science and his high renoun.
Wel was he grounded in chirurgerye
And hadde of gere almost an armurye;
His sheres and knives and suws and his scalpel
As burnisht silver sperkled everydel,
Harneised wel and sharp as point of spere,
No razour was so kene as his daggere
To cutte or probe a mormal, whelke or knobbe;
An amputacioun was right his jobbe:
Than wolde he dresse his takel semely,
And grete his pacients ful solempnely;
They neded nat comen a second daie,
A first visyle was enow alwey.
In lechecraft knew he everich remedye
And eek the cause of everich maladye;
Lurge was the boks he kept his oynements in,
His boras, brymstoon and penicillin,
His philtres and his phials of oyl of castre,
His lytarge, narcotykes and stikinge plastre.
Of everich herbe he knew the propretee,
As opie, dokke leves and fumetere,
And strange lore he hadde and termes queynte
To conforten ech herte that was feynte.
To othere woundes and to broken armes
He hadde salves and he hadde charmes,
Fermacies of herbes and splintes stoute
To setten bak a nckke-boon put oute.
Of everich herbe and plante and tree and flour
He knew the vertu and he knew the power,
But allerday the mooste he hadde in minde
Were but tweye—of Virginie and Inde.

THE PROFESSOUR.
A professour was with hem for the nones,
Full long he was of heyghte and big of bones;
Given was he to meditacioun,
And ful his head of erudicioun,
Of subtil lerning and of wordes queynte,
With divers tonges he was wel aqueynte,
As walsshe t'exercise his tonge and jawe,
And he had muchel latyn in his mawe.
And atte table one moot here him saye,
“ Cette sauce H.P. de haute qualitee.”
Or “ Passez-moy the pain and eek the sel.”
For frensshe he spake fetisly and wel,
After his scole of Bordesley-atte-Grene
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(** Cours Moyen ” was to him a boke unsene!)
He was a worthy wight in camp, pardee:
Atwinne his bokes and lerning than leet he.
Wel farced with meat his walet for the day,
For nuncheon and by-etings on the way,

Boted and hosed, he ladde the knaves on

To Bwlich y gle and thennes Plinlimmon.
Nimbly he strood from montaigne into plaine
Ne stinted he his pas for wind ne rain.

Whan bak to campe he had hem saufly broght,
At night he wolde maken hem disron

And at the campe singe-songe wolde he pleye
On giterne or ribible, or assaye

(His owne voys as a trompe thonderinge)

As which of hem coude hoppe bet, or singe,
Or blowe pypes, combes or clariounes

That in hir Nissene maken murye sounes.

And after, as whan men to kynges wryte,

In heighe style the logge-boke wolde endyte,
With coloured inks or peynts or other swich:
Zeugma, he highte, or Jimm, 1 know nat which.

THE COOK.

By Destinee, ministre general

That ruleth in the wide world overal

As is depeynted in the sterres, ywis,

A cook we hadde, for our wele and blis!

A lusty knave he was, and yong and strong,
Grete clatterynge maked he his pots among;
Skilful to reulen tornespits was he

By his experience and auctoritee.

For deyntee cakes and servyse at the feste

Bake mgtes or broiled, al yaf he with the beste.
The knaves kepte him never wayting long

What tyme he maked soune his soper gong;
That was a sighte ywis for yen sore,

Whan inne his cauldron royailliche he bore.
Echoon was redy in his place aright,

The montaigne air so yaf hem appetyt

They coude the harneys ete, lat be the hors;
He neded never a del of poynaunt sauce;

Lyk Jakke Sprat, ech lafte his platter clene;
How bet mote cooks appreciated been?
Sparkled and winked his ladels spikke and spanne,
Bornished and scoured everich got and panne,
In al his gere no defaute mote be founde;

His kitchen was as hit were haly grounde.

Now God him helpe that sholde ther trespas!

* Avaunt! " quoth he, and “ Get thee gon apas!”
A squad he hadde to kepe his knives bright,
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Choppen his logs and make his Tyr aright,
His oynons pele and scrub his porigge bowls,
His asshes swepe and beren inne his coles,

Al for our bote, and that hit is hygiene,
Especialliche he kept his owene hondes clene.
Somtyme the oflicers did he to reste

Hem o refresshe and drinken if hem leste.
Fetis he was in art culinarye,

Of ul that craft he coude the misterye,

As how boylle water or how kerve bread,

Or tinne cannes ope or butter sprede.

Certein of cakes were we withoute doute,
And benes on toste, but if his fyr were oute.
He fested al, and dide so grete lubour

To esen us, that ech dide him honour,

Al were hit officer or knave or gest.

—But Evening Dishmetes he maked alder-best!

OLD BOY.

An olde boy ther was, a worthy man,

At Bryn-y-tail as urchin he bigan;

Of al the olde knaves that comen ther

Bet coude he hewen wode or water bere.

For he was stout and sturdy for the nones
And thereto was he brode and hard of bones;
His stature was nal grete, ne his limes long,
But hard of braunes he was, and stif and strong
To doon what any wight coude him devyse;
He many yeer had been in this servyse.
Ther nas no task he could nat for to doon;
He was of aller wightes a paragon.

At ones was he carpenter and cook,

Anon the bones fro the mete he ook,

Wals coude he mende and he was therwith
The bocher and the joyner and the smith;
Betwene whiles he braste stanes and rocks;
Anon he heeld aloft his magyk boks,

Aund al the knaves stode in stif posture
Whiles he made of hem hir pourtreyture.
Sanguine his humour and his yen bright,
Jolyf his lauf, he japed everich wight.

Risen at cokke-crow he wolde not faile,

But alderbeste he tolde a murye tale.

He was so murye of condicioun

That thurghout al the camp waus his renoun,
And at his japes laufed al the roum.
Jimmye he hight in cump, and Jakke at hoom.

T.R.
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Two notable walks were those to Llyn Ebyr and to Plinlimon.
The way to Llyn Ebyr, a reedy lake whose dark waters are lit
up with yellow water-lilies, lies along the disused Van Railway,
then lanes where wild raspberries grow thickly, and finally through
tall, dense beech-woods. An afternoon stroll of ten or @ dozen

miles.

Plinlimon (which the new Ordnance map pedantically calls
«pumlumon’’) is another thing altogether. In the first place,
although half the camp was eager to go on the walk, it was
thought advisable to limit numbers to seven boys, all from the

Fourth and Fifth Forms, and all stout walkers. Again, though

. the distance on the map is not much more than 26 miles, the
nyﬂhll. 1953 going 18 rough in places, and the walk normally occupies at least
hours including all stops for taking in food, bilberries and

Does anyone read these notes? NoO doubt those who were ten ! t K 2
present at the last camp will be interested. And perhaps other scenery. But this sprawling mountain has been gescnbed before
boys who have been to Bryntail, but missed Summer 'b3—poor in these notes, and we Saw little change this time. So much
fellows! And a good number of Old Boys 100, Old Centrals for the parents, who learn that we care for their sons in sickness,
who are also old campers. walk them off their legs in health, andlteach the\n;, hyg;lene, spotato-
ing, and hy by th 11-k kford

Perhaps A. E. Baker will be among the Old Boys who glance ‘r)::t‘::)%-—?r‘go g:(égszpit?v_ i e PSSR scklaed Squeets
at the “Bryptail Notes'’, just to see how the old place is going
on. Very likely he awill read the article, for he was one of the Finally, there are those who form the backbone of the School
visitors we were glad to welcome on that brilliantly fine Sunday magazine reading public, the boys themselves! They read every
afternoon, the 2nd of August. Standing in the c:c‘attage”gardenz page as a matter of course, and those who write for them need
he remembered it in—yes, in 1921, and talked of *‘H.G. (Henrl not even bother, normally, to please—but the wise will do so.
Guerra) and bell-tents in the garden, and camp programmes fixed
and jmmutable whatever the weather, and of a boy qamed Baker Therefore, old campers will find half-buried scraps of
who was there then, at his last camp. ‘See you in 32 years’ personal information, and “not-yet'’ campers will be able to
time'’. correct the lurid stories brought back from Bryntail by their

M .ent y . . ,  imaginative school-mates. S0 if Burton has read this far, he
to hea?rfh:'“;,r{‘e;:: P::",at:f apto gr;?:::ﬂc 1;:3::, fv;:llgt;e;:at:;eslt‘eai will notice that in our annual cricket-match he scored 11 valuable
left to go back and help on her parents’ farm. Hundreda, will runs against 2 L\'amdloes County School XI, and thus converted
remember seeing her as a guest at camp concerts, or when they § rout (26 for 8) into the respectable defeat (38 all (.mt) of 3 very
were sent to fetch eggs or milk from the farm, or striding manfully, Junior Second XL 3 e .
a sturdy figure in her heavy boots, as she went to feed her hens Or Broadbent, who will certainiy ‘have. read this far, will
(1)1‘:1far(;ledﬁt?: dinner-basket to the men at work in some distant find that, ably assisted by Lynch, he was our ‘Cook, and a8 the

ill-side helc. . Red Book of Bryntail says, «‘a highly successful one; not perhaps

Perhaps not only the Old Boys, but also some Old Folk exper_lmental in"the matter of stew, but having ,Ehe reat u.allty
will read these pages—or, to put it more clearly and diplomatically, of being unable to sleep after six in the morning"'. LSS 8L lime,
the parents of campers both actual and prospective. They should but each achieving te.mporar{ fame in his own way, Are Beards
know that the health in general was good’ and that despite the (he played tunes Of his teeth), Lewis, who gnyed in the river on
¢lear air and one or two days of intense sunlight, only 2 couple the coldes} day until ordergd n 1eaye..a_n_d Birch, who found gre
of these Old Boys lost any skin through blistering. W ashing, nest and identified every kind of bird living, dead, or mummified.
'\‘\"“2"‘;“‘ n,;§;r‘o::\?r:::lt:e,th:n;h:\t:; P‘gg“::a a:dc;"::::—“i':?:‘g: Pt;lrhaps, aftel:‘a'\\. E‘he answer to the quest'lon', “Does anyone
N veral chances every day—of scovering that excellent Way re_ad these notes?’’ 18, Yes, a few’’. .And at least half a dozen

will already be wondering about next time, too.

ol petting from one place to another known as walking. PROF. ZEUGMA.
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Bryntail — Easter, 1954

A year for records, 1954! One little-known record which will,
nevertheless, be remembered as long as most of the famous ones
—a matter of three or four years—concerns the weather at camp.

~ From the day the advance party arrived until the day th
left, seventeen full-sized days, NOT ONE DROP OF RAf’N fee?;
on Bryntail. Even at Welshpool there was an hour’s drizzle on
the great day of the Rugby match, but at Bryntail—No! A sharp
frost most nights, freezing the bowls to the ablution-bench, but
of rain, never a drop.

Having established this fact, let us add that despite fairly
heavy demands on it, the tap never dried up or even gave cause
for anxiety, as it so often has done in dry summers.

This was a great camp for walking. Most of the boys had been
able to fit themselves out with strong boots, some of them
claborately nailed with Hobs, Triple Hobs, or Studs, and at least
one pair with a complete set of edge-nails or Clinkers, that must
have added over a pound to the weight of each boot. Soles were
thick, and the boots roomy enough to take at least one extra
gaig of socks. In a word, those who stood inside these boots meant

usiness.

~ They had what they wanted: fourteen walks in fourteen.days.
The walks ranged from an hour’s stroll by the old Powder Mag.
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and then (as the Red Book of Bryntail romantically puts it) ‘‘along

the Goat Track. to the Petrified Forest and Bwich-y-Gle''—from

such gentle two-mile strolls ugnto day-long walks over twenty miles
and more of hill-country. . On 'April :15th, eleven .walked across
country to the Birmingham Waterworks, a walk ‘described by one
of the party on another page of ‘this issue. - Five days later; sixtee:
walked to Pennant Fall and. Dylife, and eight went further stil,
to Glaslyn. All three of these walks are between twenty dnd thirty

miles, but it should be-understood that the time is spent, not merely

in moving from point to point, but also in aimless, tho  healthy,
activities such as reading the map, admiring the view, abing up

to nests, or bathing impromptu in: chilly pools.. So the question
whether we have walked ten miles or twenty is not very important.

The furthest afield .that we went was to Welshpool, but not on
foot, except to Llanidloes station in the morning and back at night.
Even this, however, plus wandering round Powys Castle and the
stretit:11 of Welshpool (alias 'Pool or Trallwm) added up to about
ten miles. '

The event of the day was a Rugby match between an Old
Centrals’ team and Welshpool. Unfortunately, the home side was
rather below its usual strength, so that although the 60 or 70
spectators saw an interesting game with plent{ action and some
first-class passing movements, the elements of struggle and uncer-
tainty were lacking. Old Centrals won by 28 points to 3.

After the match many of the Old Boys came on to camp and
spent Easter Sunday and Monday with us, enlivening us with their
presence and assisting us with their strength in various jobs of
maintenance, including the sinking of a gatepost big enough to
hold a level-crossing gate. At this time we reached our maximum
number of 44 in camp. ' Colnta pliind NS '

The total number was 49, including nine masters who were in
camp either the whole time, or the first week or the second week,
or with the Rugby team. Nine masters! No wonder the boys
were subdued after the first day or twol P, Zw;g:;mh to point
out that this is a misleading statement; that there was no such
appallin%:ituation as a master/boy ratio of 1 to & (i.e
to four boys), for they came and (happily) went,:
were never there at one time, = S :

Still, nine of ‘em!  Wedi ei pacio, yng Nghymiru e

‘ e ) BRGNSy }.PROM“ZEUGMA.
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Bryntail — Summer, 1954

“LLYFR COCH BRYNTAIL" or “THE CAMP LOG"

There have been so many camps at Bryntail that it would
appear at first sight that nothing new or unusual could possibly
happen. Reading through this summer’s account, however, shows
that this is a complete fallacy. It would seem that there is always
something fresh.

There were the normal events—walks, despatch runs, the two-
mile relay, baseball, the whist drive, rugger-touch, and rugger of
the special Bryntail variety. -But even the walk up Van was varied
this time with a spell of rock climbing up a 30it. face, with the
aid of a stout 80ft. ropc. The paper chase was also exceptional
in that the hares went to earth and were caught, and it was
enlivened for many of the hounds by the antics of one of their
number when crossing the river. Quoting from the “‘Llyfr Coch"":
"‘One unfortunate youth failed to understand or appreciate the
spirit of the game; becoming more and more irritable as he was
urged on along the trail, he reached the climax, a paroxysm of
ineffectual fury, as he reached the middle of the river. There he
stood, pouring bitter imprecations on the silly Quidam who had
invented this unmentionagle game and who was destined, he hoped,
to burn everlastingly, and accompanying all this with frantic beat-
ing and splashing with his hands on the surface of the water.”

It would seem impossible to find new walks, but this year a
party broke new ground and visited Glynbrochan Pool, sometimes
called Marsh's Pool, a short distance north of the Llanidloes-
Llangurig Road; a pool described in some detail by Robert Gibbings
in his book ‘‘Coming Down the Wye."’

The Old Boys also varied the even tenor of events: from a
part-time inhabitant of one of the ‘‘locals’’ they bought a £2 motor
cycle. After having its name duly painted on the tank, ‘‘Benny’’
spent his time between camp and the river and between camp and
“‘town,”’ sometimes driven but more often pushed.

And so camps come and camps go, much as they have done
since 1915, but there is always something new.

E.AF.
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Bryntail Fund

Last year Harold Liggins thought that it would be a good idea
if there were a fund which could be kept in reserve to be available
if at any time there should be any large expense in connection with
the School Camp at Bryntail. He Fromised most generously to
double any donations up to a sum of one hundred pounds.

Over €40 was collected in the School and €40 from Old Boys;
Mr. Liggins himself sent a cheque for £100 so that there is now a
Bank Account balance of £181/13/0.

All Bryntail boys, past and present, will, no doubt, be very
pleased at this and will join in thanking Mr. Liggins and the very
lurge number of others who have given donations.



Bryntail
A Reply to the Critics

OFf Bryntail, the cynic, usually an unfortunate who has never
mude the pilgrimage, will say, “Once you've been you have seen
e lot' or, T want a holiday, not concrete-bashing in 2
concentration camp’’, or, more approbriously still, “‘1 have
enough of Mr, — at School, I couldn’t endure him at that dump’ .
(I have heard these criticisms of Bryntail so I can vouch for such
irreverences having been uttered!) -

Let us disprove him lest his factious words dissuade both the
ardent lovers of solitude and those of good companionship from
visiting Bryntail.

His first argument is, of course, easily refuted. Each camp
has individuality, not, let it be said, in its general pattern, for
walks to Van, Dinas and Aber Deunant are traditional and are
“idone’’ at every camp. No, it is in more particular detail that
each camp differs, and that of Easter 1955 was no exception.

Once more, builders, architects and carpenters were assembled
before the critical eye of the 0.C. and, armed with the appropriate
tools, the semi-professional army went into action. As a result,
the new outhouse, variously ~ denominated ‘“Marguerite"’,
““Myfanwy’’, or any other euphuism of the speaker’s fancy, was
completed within the specified time of ten days, in spite O much
carncst discussion, much puffing of pipes and, of course, much
drinking of Management Tea (and coffee!)

““Ah!"’ the cynic says, ‘‘what is different about that? You
build something every time you go to camp’’. But nevertheless,
this was a building with a difference, for Mr. Price, ‘‘the organiser
of victory'’, drew intricate diagrams of the—er—*‘thing’’ before
it was assembled.

The second argument is more difficult to disprove. Everyone
is cxpected to labour mightily for the good of the community.

“ The immortal spirit grows
Like harmony in music; there is a dark
Inscrutable workmanship that reconciles
Discordant elements, maEes them cling together
In one society.”

Most campers, both boys and old boys seem to regard it as
. labour of love, and if the critic is still not convinced, let me
tell him of Bond, Hunt and Salisbury, who voluntcered to stay
hebind from a walk in order to help the engineers lay concrete in
\ 1ace against the dark and rain.

I'he building of an adjunct was not the only activity; the
I« Ilut was given a new coat of paint and it is now probably
ftom Bane Ddu; and, of course, all the usual walks were

e, including a visit to Glyn Brochan or the ‘‘Marshes

1 the ascent of ““The Hill of Sion™ to Deildre Chapel.
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But let this stimulating excursion into the intricacies of Calvinistic
Doctrines be mentioned only in passing lest it embarrass anyone.
There are full and lurid details o tainable on special request from
the O.C.’s Stationery Office.

If our critic is a lover of s rt then he would not leavc
Bryntail disappointed. Admittedly, Mr. Faulkner replied ‘‘No
paper’’, to the suggestion of a paper-chase, but who could
complain? Both young and old took part in a relay race, in
which rain started rather than stop d play, and threw themselves
vigorously into games of “‘Rugby Touch’’, held in honour of the
acquisition of a second Rugby ball which was painstakingly cared
for by Bond. There was still more to follow; the ever-popular
dispatch-run was held, in which everybody took part, from the
smallest to the largest (that is, from Maddison to Monaghan).

Thus we come to the sceptic’s last argument. ‘I can’t tolerate
Mr. —— and Mr. —'', did he say? Let him come to this
“‘Palace of Culture’’, for are we not the finest musicians, scribes
and men of mighty voices (temporarily eclipsed, alas! when
Ingleston lost his voice) throughout Wales, the Eisteddfod included?
and he will discover that such men have souls. He will learn,
for instance, of Mr. Reader’s overmastering passion for hot, sweet
tea, and Mr. Price’s equally violent dislike for the brew, and of
Mr. May’s ability as a recorder player.

““ In his hand
The Thing became a trumpet; whence he blew
Soul-animating strains—alas, too few!”

Moreover, he will discover in Mr. Heslop ‘‘a fellow of infinite
jest, of most excellent fancy’’, with his flashes of merriment
that were wont to set the table on a roar’’; and can the National
Health Service compare with the kindly hands of our own Doctor
Phillips? Then there is Mr. Faulkner himself; the critic will soon
discover why he is legendary to old and new campers.

“ O Friend! our comforter and guide!
Strong in thyself, and powerful to give strength!"”’

Thus we have left the critic defenceless and in  passing
sentence on such a base heretic, we demand that he should make
the pilgrimage and form his own opinion first-hand. His verdict
will never be in doubt; ‘‘What is the date of the next camp?
want to be there to help lay the new path”’.

P.S.— ‘Myfanwy’’ will definitely stand in lasting memory of
“The First Battalion, Bryntail En ineers’’, for it has already
withstood the thrusts from the ‘‘Welc Regiment’’ from the Farm!

V. E. BROADBENT, 6U.
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Bryntail -Summer 1955

The rare occurrence of good weather at Bryntail amazed
the ancient sages of this little England beyond &ales for they
were convinced that Bryntail was never visited by the sun. They
proved to be wrong but fine weather brought its cares as well as
its pleasures.

The lack of rain ensured cleanliness underfoot (except
in the cook’s room) and one was able to reach the Nissen hut
without the use of waders. But the cooks’ room remained aloof
from cleanliness, for here disorder held sway. Anything that
could not be found on the floor could be found ** in the fridge,”
a luxury which existed, however, only in the fancies of the
room’s inmates,

The culinary sorcerers (dare one call them cooks?) found
the summery warmth a great advantage; towels (made grimy
by the hands of thoughtless dixie-cleaners) could be washed
and rapidly dried, whilst there was a marked hesitancy on the
part of the usual hearth worshippers to approach the blazing
inferno which cooked our potatoes.

Bryntail is noted for its sartorial customs, but the ‘‘torrid
clime ** of this camp encouraged fanaticism in undress rather
than dress. Blackened backs were seen everywhere and one
athletic giant resembled a certain American pugilist—espeoin]ly
after the elegant coiffure by Watson of Bond Street, or is it
Aston Cross?

Warm weather encouraged outdoor events, and activities
in this kind were numerous and varied. Excessive heat prevented
marathon walks to Plynlimon and Glaslyn, but in an atmosphere
of pleasurable languor the Campers made pilgrimages to Van,
I lawr-y-Glyn and, of course, the impregnable fortress of non-
conformity at Deildre. Heat had enetrated the chapel walls
and the sun had thawed out the Earmonium from which the
Mereinn pilgrims (our lads) heard :
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« Sonorous metal blowing martial sounds:
At which the universal host up-sent
A shout that tore Hell’s concave and beyond
Frightened the reign of Chaos and old Night.”

They could almost be taken literally for the formidable
combination of English and Cambrian voices would have sent
Satan and his rout (or any unfortunate shepherd on the side of
Dinas) fleeing in terror.

Besides tentative excursions into piety, the camp indulged
in Rugby Touch (Bryntail is oblivious of season), baseball and,
of course, a despatch run in which the runners themselves were
almost dispatched by the glare of the sun. Perhaps the most
notable event of this camp was a midnight walk. The stillness
of the night seized even the least romantic soul and we jour-
neyed ** Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy ways "
in silence for even the penetrating voice of Ariss was moment-
arily hushed.

During the day the lan uid air bred a laziness which
could not be dispelled even in tﬁe depths of Clywedog’s ™ ebon-
shaded "’ pools. The only engineering that was undertaken was
the construction of a much-needed path by the front door. No
doubt the engineers were inspired by the threnodic chorus of
recorders from the kitchen for

“ Anon they ‘ worked ’
In perfect phalanx to the ¢ doggerel ' mood
Of flutes and * shrill’ recorders.”’

Recorders were not a sufficient inspiration, however, for there
were frequent interruptions, apologetically called “tea-breaks"
by the workers.

The manufacture of tea has now become a definite science
at the Camp. Teapots are innumerable and comprise three
bright instruments of aluminium, one with a woefully small
top; a fuscous, medium-sized one (recently acquired): a * five-
cupper ' (a faded, battered blue with a grotesque brown lid
many sizes too big) and a near relation of the last mentioned
(usually reserved for the postman). In addition there are three
milk jugs, an unfathoma le sugar basin and even a tea-cosy.
Bryntail is indeed a paradise for drinkers of tea.

From the kitchen in the solitude of afternoon,
“ I gﬁed a man, with aged step
em’d weary, worn with care;
His face was furrow’d o’er with years,
And hoary was his hair.”

But this was no Leech-gatherer or Cumberland Beggar, it was
Mr. May with his scythe harvesting in full ﬁlare of the sun a
riotous crop of weeds, It is not surprising that Mr. May’'s de-
mand for tea exceeded the output from the kitchen!



« WHILE GREASY JOE DOTH KEE

L THE POT " .
A."}J. WricHT, -6L.

714

But let us go from the peaceful afternoon to the indus-
trious hours of the morning when Bryntail resembles a beehive.
Suddenly all work ceases and the least obtrusive member of the
Camp Squad achieves his transient fame by a dramatic call of
“ The tap's run dry!”’ The Management is summoned and a
hush descends over the Camp as the Governor-General verifies
the sad news. The situation, caused by the summer drought,
was indeed serious but the tap recovered some of its lost vigour
and on the order of ** use less water ' the Camp survived the
fortnight.

Apart from these domestic difficulties, the more drastic
effects of summer were felt during walks. Wherever we went we
were accompanied by a retinue of flies of varying degrees of
social attainment, from the resplendent horse fly to the humble
house fly. Wilkinson, however, stalked untroubled throughout
the Camp for he was literally besmeared with an offensive lotion
that repulsed both man and fly.

This last Summer can be accused of subversive activity
for it lulled new campers into a false sense of security in regard
to Bryntail weather. Let me warn them that at Kaster Bryntail
may be

“a frozen continent
Dark and wild, beat with perpetual storms
Of whirlwind and dire hail.”

And capes and sweaters must, of necessity. replace
tee-<hirts and straw hats from Grenada.

V. E. Broapsent, 611
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Bryntail — Easter 1956

““ Five years have past; five summers, with the length
Of five long winters! and again I hear
These waters, rolling from their mountain-springs
With a soft inland murmur—."’

I have been a camper for five years and little has changed at
Bryntail during that time. Fed by the mountain springs the river
still rolls past the foot of Bryntail and Banc Ddu dominates the
skyline. 1f nothing changes why does the camp merit a twelfth
visit? It is varicty rather than change that makes Bryntail so
intcresting.  Laster 1956 certainly had variety and the camp was
endowed with a character which’ distinguished it from all others.

Until this camp, meals had to be eaten with care if the hungry
diner did not want enamel flakes with his vegetables. Now he can
dig his fork in with abandon, for china plates have arrived.
Tradition is not lost, however, for we still have the hazards of our
enamel mugs. Bryntail stew has achieved great fame during the
years. Usnally it has been caten in the evening when every%)ody
has been too tired to care what he was eating, but at this year’s
camp we found that last winter’s frosts caused the potatoes to boil
into the water, and traditional ‘‘potage du soir’’ became ‘‘potage
du midi”’. And although everyone was wide awake, palates
approved the flavour and the fame is nnimpaired.

Change came also to the ‘‘Long Room’. For many years
“‘the smoke and stir of this dim spot” had troubled all who dwelt
in it. Now it was decreed that it should be painted, and dusty,
forgotten relics were cast into the dining room in preparation for
the assault. Inquisitive hands soon discovered the gramophone
among the rubbish and the more conservative members of the
community had to endure the instrument’s

quivering peals
And long halloos and screams and echoes loud
Redoubled and redoubled.”’

However, the transformation in the Long Room amply
compensated for the shrieks of the gramophone. After the painters’
work was done the place seemed like a palace.

Eventually, everyone pleaded to be taken away from paint
and “‘canned music’” and so a walk to Rhayader was proFosed.
But for the weather, the walk varied little with tradition, for we
had the same pack of ‘‘ham, jam, cheese and fish’’, the same
landmarks and the same Sid Thomson to drive us from Rh?'ader
to Llanidloes. But there was fun in a new battle-cry: ‘‘You're
poing too far over to the right!”” This warning proved correct,
‘el until someone asked a motor-cyclist the way we were marching
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towards Aberystwyth with our wheeling to the right! But from
then on the party hastened light-heartedly to Rhayader, no doubt
spurre<li on by the thought of Mr. Thomson’s taxi-cab for the
return

During the week, Centrals ‘‘raised impious war’’ with the
gramophone, but Sunday inspired in them a subdued and
chastened mood. In accordance with custom they dutifully followed
their commander over Crowlem to the Chapel at Deildre. This
pilgrimage usually takes place in the evening, but 1956 again had
variety, for the service was held in the afternoon. And this was
not all, for our service was conducted by no less a person than
the Mayor of Llanidloes. This suggests that we are gaining morc
and more prestige and importance in this part of Wales. There
is cven a hope that we may reconcile the Cymrw to the acceptance
of the Westminster Government, just as we oursclves aceept its
Lloyd George tradition and Celtic eloquence.

Chapel was not the only thing held at an unusual time. The
relay race took place in the calm of a warm cvening instead of
on the traditional cold, wet afternoon. Although the race is rather
gruelling, we found it ncvertheless preferable to the gramophone.
A new walk through the lands of the Forestry Commission, stirring
games of Rugby Touch and bathing for the intrepid constituted
the rest of this eleven days’ camp, and now we must look forward
to the summer. Alas! ‘we shall still have to endure the gramo-
phone, as Hollingshead, who first mastered its mysteries, has already
put his name down!

V. E. BROADBENT, 617,



Bryntail, Summer 1956

In this wilderness of gaunt, barren mountainsides, of mighty
verdant forests, of tumbling streams and miry tracks; amongst these
great humps, from which giants once hurled defiance at each other,
and these deep incised valleys, which once resounded with fierce war-
whoops mingled with the clash of steel and the ululations of dying
legionaries as some ambuscaded Roman patrol met its end at the hands
of the wild inhabitants; here, in this land steeped in legend and tradi-
tion, lies the Bali H'ai of Bryntail.

Campers during the last few years have enjoyed, by normal
Bryntail standards, some remarkably good weather and, indeed, the
Easter of a few years ago was distinguished by the complete absence
of rain. This summer very nearly gave us the opposite record. For the
first week an almost incessant rainfall deluged the countryside. High
winds shrieked around the mountain tops and curtains of rain drifted
down the valleys, forcing the sheep to huddle in downcast little groups
in whatever cover the pare slopes afforded. There was a marked

improvement in the second week, however, and occasionally a vestige
of sunshine briefly illumined the landscape.

Despite the weather the usual camp activities were little affected.
Some bathed when the elements permitted, numerous games of rugby
touch were played and two despatch runs were conducted through mist
and rain. A paper chase, a rather rare diversion, was also enjoyed by
those fortunates still standing on their feet (a mysterious illness forced
several junior campers to resort to their beds for a few days). And, of
course, there was Chapel. The engineering accomplishments of the
camp included the construction of a new window frame for the * long
room " and the reconstruction by several assiduous old boys of the
stile immediately above camp.

The camp was characterised by the number of walks undertaken,
ranging from an evening stroll along the ridge of Crowlwm to appre-
ciate the magnificent sunset, to a Plinlimmon marathon. Intermediate
amblings, notably to Craig-y-Llo, to observe the waterfall in full spate,
1.lyn Ebyr, to squelch through a succession of treacherous morasses,
and Van, were also engaged upon.

A. J. Wright, 6.U.

V7!

The Plinlimmon Walk

To the west of Bryntail in the depths of wild Wales lies mighty
Plinlimmon, a desolate mound relieved only by jumbled outcrops of
rock and intersected by numerous rivulets, cascading down the long,
deeply-cut valleys to mingle with the torrents of the Severn, the Wye
and the Rheidol. i Do e B

Periodically, excursions to scale the lofty peak are conducted
over the twelve miles odd. So it was, on.@& particularly- inauspi-
cious day, that an intrepid band of Centralites set _out in pur-
suance of this- aim, leaving. the more sybuﬁh,mqﬁberl of the
camp to consider the elements and cackle over ‘our impending
fate. The journey to the summit was fairly ‘uneventful except for one
minor incident. The proposed route passed through an arm of the great
Hafren forest, which extends rover’ the "ld.wav'alope's"‘b!.l’l‘inlimmon.
After a reconnaissance, 8 fairly well-defined ‘path"wis found which
seemed to offer a means of passage. However; “ this bestelaid schemes
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o' mice an' men gang aft a-gley " and half-way through the wood
the path mysteriously disappeared. The party pressed on through
densely packed fir trees and eventually emerged from Stygian gloom,

; bodies a mass of contusions and abrasions, to find the struggle had
. been conducted within a few yards of, and parallel with, a great anti-
i fire swathe, at least twenty yards wide, which had somehow not been
< noticed. H

The vista from the chaos of rocks which is the summit of Plin-
limmon is reputed to extend over ten counties, from Snowdonia in

the north, to Brecon Beacons in the south. Obviously it was an “off”
2 “ day, for all that could be discerned were a few lifeless, craggy ranges,
¥ W_‘__“"!““;,(j‘ half veiled by nebulous mist, extending to the horizon, which was
- "““-\:!::‘F‘" marked by an almost imperceptible white streak which might or might
not have been the sea. [[l
The journey back was decidedly more eventful. Almost at once ‘

the rain which had threatened began to fall as a thin, intermittent
drizzle which, by the time we had reached the source of the Severn, had
greatly increased in volume. With hail beating around our ears and
lightning playing around the mountain tops, we made a concerted dash
for the deserted ruin at Blaen Hafren, several hundred yards down-
river. The party was in the act of crossing the bridge under construc-
tion at Blaen Hafren, when the whole place exploded in a violent flash,
sparks flew around and a gigantic roll of thunder reverberated around
the mountain tops. Streaks of lightning sizzled around and everyone
cowered in abject terror. One old boy had his beard singed and another
individual vows he was thrust aside by a streak which whistled past
him. All tottered into the ruin and subsided onto the various imple-
ments employed on the bridge building.

(" G
| (\ il
: ‘| After half an hour, despairing of the weather, the party set off
back through wind and rain and eventually stumbled into camp,
thoroughly dampened in body and spirit.
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Bryntail — Easter 1957

One of the features of this camp was the unusual number of
walks which were engaged in. Besides numerous evening strolls
over time-honoured routes that are followed at every camp, there
were also the longer ‘‘tea’’ walks. One of these was to Lawr-y-glyn,
a small village away over the back of Waen-y-Cader in the 1rannon
valley and which surprisingly enough does not possess a functioning
place of worship—there is a church but the inhabitants of Lawr-y-
glyn have to go to Llanidloes for their services, and it now stands
deserted, a haunt of owls and other ‘‘beasties’’, ready and waiting
for a Welsh counterpart of Tam o’ Shanter. The other was a walk
of exploration to a bleak tract of land never before trod by campers.
Even the map is rather hazy on the area, a long strip of moor on
the other side of Dinas, called Dduallt, and although one of the
two farms reputed to exist there still functions, all that remains of
the other is a long-abandoned shell.

However, the really memorable walks, memorable for
completely different reasons, were the two long tramps to Glaslyn
and to Plynlimon. The walk to Glaslyn was noteworthy becausc
it cannot truly be said that we saw our destination. We may well
have tramped the full length of this supposedly blue lake but all
that could be made out, assuming one was interested enough to
look, was a few murky-grey patches of water through an almost
solid sheet of driving rain. But as the over-riding ambition of
most of the party was to reach the shelter of a distant shepherd s
hut, few actually glimpsed what we ‘‘went out for to see'.
Plynlimon was remarkable because, instcad of the deluges that
campers have come to accept as a reﬁ:ﬂar part of this walk, the
tramp was conducted in broiling sunshine, and when the summit
had finally been reached, instead of being forced to cower under
dripping rocks to eat a plum jam-sardine flavoured soggy mess,
the party was forced to shelter under sun-blasted rocks to eat the
brittle, dehydrated remains of erstwhile plum jam and sardine
sandwiches. The walk back was by a rather roundabout route to
¢nable us to see a model farm, situated a dusty three-mile trudge
along the Aberystwyth road. However, all that could be seen was
i cluster of corrugated iron sheds, and after this the party presscd
on over a long succession of paths which apparently led nowhere,

h|u| eventually the sun-seared little group tottered into the haven
ul camp. '

The other camp activities followed the usual pattern; a two-
mile relay, a despatch-run and numerous games of rugby-touch
were engaged in.  Further evidence of Old Central’s engineering
phility was furnished by the production of yet another masterpiece
ul conciele path-laying, a fitting counterpart to the other half of
¢ promenade which now extends the full length of the cottage front.
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The pilgrimage to Chapel was made on Easter Sunday. Two boys
wereppegrsuadsed to rea.c%’l)e the lessons and acquitted themselves well.
We were introduced to the mysteries of geology by Mr. May who
traversed the surrounding coun;?'side in search of specimens. But
he gavelled the rock unrewarded, for the trilobites proved evasive

and all he caught was a hammer-blow on the thumb.

The journey back was considerably enlivened the little
incident that occurred at Moat Lane Junction. Mr, May and a
group of Old Boys forgot to get off the train at Moat Lane and,
much to the chagrin of the campers (Mr. May had all the tickets),
were whirled away up the line. But all came right in the end and
Mr. May and company were taken on board at Newtown.

A.'J. WRIGHT, 8U.
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“ Eye of newt and toe of frog, y
Wool of bat and tongue of dog . . .

anmuL COOKS A. J. WRIGHT, 6U.
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BRYNTAIL—SUMMER, 1957

To old campers Bryntail conjures up visions of driving rain
and high winds, but occasionally the sun does appear from behind the
clouds and then the weather can become very hot. This summer
brought both sun and rain; we had one rather long sunny spell but
this was followed by pouring rain which must have made up for all
the rain we had missed in the sunny days that had gone before.

Camp activities included the usual games: Baseball, Rugby
Touch, a despatch run and a two-mile relay in which (according to «
battered alarm-clock) the existing camp record was broken by both
Birch and Wright. The walks varicd from the customary strolls to Van
and Crowlwm and the usual excursion to Deildre Chapel, to longer
“ tea-walks ™ to Craig-y-Llo, a waterfall in the middle of a dense wood
and which is reached by descending a steep slope. and Llyn Ebyr, a
reputedly bottomless lake about which a strange legend exists.

The second Monday of camp was the day chosen for the more
daring of us to make the excursion to Glaslyn, while the younger
campers went to Pennant Falls. The Glaslyn party set ofl under
leaden sky which must have brought back memories of the Glaslyn
journey last Easter. Staylittle was soon reached and from there we
carried on to Pennant Falls where we stopped for a short time while
some of us took pictures and had a closer look at the high waterfall
and the very steep-sided gorge. After this brief respite we carried on
to Glaslyn, a fairly large lake, which was soon reached and where the
less fortunate of us attended to any wounds we might have received.
By now it seemed that the rain would hold off and that we should
return to camp in a reasonable condition. But alas! no sooner had we
started back than a torrential downpour, accompanied by thunder and
lightning, started; and. after passing Pennant, which by now was
swollen to three times its normal size, we were all forced to accept lifts
from passers-by, on account of the heavy rain and the fact that we
should not arrive back at camp before dark.

Camp passed by very quickly and soon it was time to return
once.more to unwelcome civilisation. Many of the boys who go to
camp for the first time, go full of doubts as to whether they will like
it or not but always seem to return to this place where the cares and
worries of the outside world are forgotten. G. E. ARCHER. oU.
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Bryntail — Easter, 1958

“There’s joy in the mountains’’. How truc this saying is
when applied in Bryntail! This Easter did nothing to disprove
the saying. The weather was not too unkind, there was shightly
less rain than usual, but as if to make up for this we had very
cold mornings and evenings and, on onc¢ or two days, fairly high
winds. But we just accepted these with a shrug of the shoulders,
thankful that we were spared those sudden showers against which
even a cape seems no protection.

The usual games were played and the usual walks were made,
although there were fewer walks than usual; perhaps becausc it
seemed to get dark early during this camp. However, this did not

revent us from carrying out the traditional excursions to Crowlwm.

an, and Deildre Chapel. Rugby Touch was indulged in
frequently, although often we had the novel experience of playing
long after the sun had set. We also had a whist drive, one very
close game of prisoner’s release (I wonder if Wade of 6L will ever
feel like playing this again!) and the customary despatch run.

Bryntail is not strictly reserved for boys who are still at
school and each camp these mountains are besieged by hordes of
0ld Boys (they don’t look so old!) Camp would be at a loss without
them, for cach year they always voluntarily carry out some piece
of improvement. This year we saw the crection of a new shelter
over the outside boiler and washing-up bench. Tt is said that it is
the Old Boys who make any Grammar School what it is, and it
is the Old Boys (and Masters) of our school who have made
Bryntail what it is today. Our Old Boys would be sadly missed
at Camp.

One novel and unusual feature of Camp this Easter was the
inauguration of “‘The Bryntail Furniture Removal Company'".
One Saturday, everybody trooped off to assist in the removal of the
possessions of one distinguished Old Boy and his family from one
part of the Welsh High?ands to another; a task in which all at
camp eagerly and whole-heartedly participated.

Signs of the march of civilization are now only too evident
in this seclusion. The postman has recently acquired a red van in
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which to bring his letters. Another sign is the planting of over
nine thousand trees by the Forestry Commission. Now they are
hardly visible, but soon the slopes of the hills will be covered by
forests; forests which will tend to shut in Bryntail.

‘“ Ten thousand saw I at a glance,
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.”

No, this does not apply to the trees planted by the Forestry
Commission, but to the multitude of new-born lambs which are
one of the many things which make Easter here so different from
Summer. Everywhere one goes one is greeted by hordes of clean,
white lambs which stand out in marked contrast to the rather dirty
grey of their mothers. These lambs are very tame and will often
come running up and let us stroke them and even pick them up.

With all these things the days quickly flew by. It is surprsiing
how quickly time does pass at Bryntail, and no sooner was this
camp over than most boys were eagerly discussing their chances
of being able to return in the Summer.

G. E. ARCHER, 6U.

Plynlimmon — Easter, 1958

Plynlimmon sooner or later becomes the objective of every
camper above the Fifth Form. It is a fairly high mountain, the
highest part being 2,468 feet above sea level. I said ‘‘the highest

Tt'"’ because this mountain is not just a mountain in the accepted
sense of the word, it is more or less a vast, hilly moorland spread
over many square miles. Perhaps the most im&n'tant thing about
it, and one that matters to those interested in Wales is that it has
on its slopes the sources of two of the well-known rivers of Wales,
the Wye and the Severn.

So much for a description of the mountain itself, now for the
walk to it. One damp, dull Wednesday morninlgl five of us set
out for what was to have been a walk to both Plynlimmon and
Glaslyn, though Glaslyn was never reached.

The Severn Valley was reached after about one hour’s walking.
From there we followed a narrow road which eventually turned into
a cart-track. After following this track for a few miles we rounded
onc bend in the road and there before us, deceptively close, lay
our goal. But what was that on its slopes? It was snow! Yes,
snow; a fairly large patch was visible and we could well under-
stand the existence of it on those cold and windy slopes when we
reached the summit.

Soon we turned off this road, past one or two Forestry Reserve
buildings and followed what seemed to be a combined fire-break
and cart-track through a large forest of young pines. Then
followed a long tramp across open moorland; the only signs of life
being a few sheep, and an old cottage, half-ruined; which by the
time we had left it was more than half-ruined. Soon we reached
the base of Plynlimmon, at 12.40 to be exact. And this was where
the climb really began, for we were not to reach the summit until



2.35; every step taken in those two hours being uphill. We stopped
once or twice to check our positions, for nobody would want to get
lost in this vast wilderness. We knew we were following the right
track when we reached an old lead mine, shown on the map under
the romantic name of Nant Jago. A close examination led us to
wonder how the Welshmen had transported materials for this mine
over this vast tract of swampy heath; and we also reflected on
an unusual feature of life in these hills, namely, that instcad of
the population growing larger with the march of time it had steadily
diminished, for everywhere we could see ruins of old farm buildings
and mines. '

The higher slopes of Plynlimmon were rcached and this was
where the hardest part of the climb began. At one time we had
staggered to the top of what we thought must be the final slope
when, to our dismay, we discovered another huge one about half
a mile away. But we did not intend to be thwarted at the last
stage and so determinedly we carried on to the summit. Soon this
was reached.

““ And now there came both mist and Snow,
And it grew wondrous cold."’

Coleridge might well have had this place in mind when he
wrote these lines for they are a perfect discription of the conditions
which greeted our arrival at the summit,

On the top in the “‘open shelter’’ of a cairn we ate our dinner
of dry jam-sandwiches and cold hard-boiled egg, and it was there
that, with the weather as it was, we thought it would be folly to
attempt to find Glaslyn. So instead we decided to walk our way
down towards the Aberystwyth road which we knew was to {he
west. Soon we had found the path leading down to this road
and we reached the road at Eisteddfa Gurig. This is where the
irony of the walk became apparent, for no sooner had we reached
the road than the sun broke out from behind the clouds and we
realized that we should have had a very pleasant walk to Glaslyn.

We had tea in a small roadside café and soon we were bick
on the road towards Bryntail, which was reached just before
nightfall. This walk does not leave unpleasant memories with any
of us. The rain kept off remarkably well, and the only time when
it became serious was on the climb to the summit; otherwise the
walk was a rather pleasant expedition from which, for a change,
everybody returned in a dry condition.

G. E. ARCHER, 6LU.
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Another innovation was the walk on August Monday from
Machynlleth, a small town situated on the River Dovey. We were o
go to Machynlleth by train from Llanidloes and then walk back (o
camp via Glaslyn. All was well until the track we were following
petered out, but after consulting a farmer we soon found our way o
the side of Foel Fadian, a steep sided hill that is clearly visible
from Glaslyn. So far we had had no rain, but it was there that a very
heavy rainstorm suddenly hit us and we were soaked to the skin before
we had time to put our capes on. Soon we reached the road and
took shelter in a Dutch barn where we finished of our sandwiches.
After that we set out in twos, in the hope that in that way we could
more easily get a lift in a passing car, since the state of the weather
and our distance from camp would have made the remainder of the
walk very unpleasant.

There was also one “ Free " afternoon and it was on this afternoon
that three campers got to Plynlimmon and back wearing only pumps
and having practically nothing to eat except some bilberries, which can
be found in their thousands on the lower slopes of this mountain. The
original plan was to follow the road till we came in sight of Plyn-
limmon, but a passing car stopped by us and we readily agreed 10

show the occupants the way to the source of the Severn. After fol-
out lowing this river so far, we decided to carry on to the summit of
me Plynlimmon. All this was well worth while for from the peak we
had a marvellous view of all the surrounding countryside and the

Bryntail—Summer, 1958 = 3%

There were many things about this camp which fharked' it
from others. First of all was the one that will b!,mut’ugily
bered—the weather. From first to last not one’ day §

rain falling; often the rain was really heavy and ‘this, coupled with ‘a’ whole of Cardigan Bay. After spending a short time at the peak we
high wind, made conditions rather unpleasant. -However, ‘At camp one’ made: our way down to the main Aberystwyth road at Eisteddfa
learns to ignore almost completely such weather indncapﬁit a8 Curig. There we had very little difficulty in getting a lift from a
what it to be expected. There was a really heavy rainfall -the 'day passing car and were soon back in camp, proudly boasting of our
we went to Chapel and many of us were soaked to theé skin when we' exploit. -
got there, and then after the service we had to' brave apother: storm - Apart from these irregularities, camp followed the usual pattern.
on the way back. Many of the walks were made in pouring rain There were the customary walks: Crowlwm, Van, The Broken Dam,
and capes became an automatic choice of dress for every walk. Many etc.  Campers showed the same aversion to soap and water, to getting
of the days were overcast and the sun did not break through very ‘up-in the morning and to going in the river; the porridge was quite
often; consequently the river was very cold and most days boys had often burnt and on one occasion the spoon was even burnt, by, of all
1o be encouraged to go into the water, an unfamiliar thing in summer. people, a squad leader. One new acquisition must be mentioned: the
This summer also saw the re-introduction of the camp concert and Welsh Flag which now proudly adorns the wall over the kitchen fire-
the ** Run-Walk-Run." The concert was enjoyed by all and consisted place and which the Machynlleth party brought back with them. -
of camp songs, acts by many of thg boys in camp and our Yisitors from Finally, mention must be made of all the masters who attended
Crowlwm Farm. and stories and "jokes fron) .the more gifted of our camp and put in so much work. We must not forget Messrs. Reader
brethren. The ‘Run-ngk-Run was participated in by everybody, and Phillips and Old Boy K. Bromage, who drank almost as many
although perhaps not quite so eagerly as t'he. Concert, and was won cups of tea as hours of work they put in, in repairing the edge of the
by Horton. One lesson we learnt from this is .that even experienced roof of the cottage and the porch of the dining hall; and last of all
Old Campers can often take the wrong turning (perhaps the Old Messrs. Faulkner and May, who efficiently and capably run camp and

Camper in question would prefer to remain anonymous). There were h t :
also the usual Despatch Run and Two-Mile Relay and it would be meos&;vrve:;:;e ;f %:;fvll\:, r:cc::;edofju:;a:s. much as the presence of

fair to mention that both were carried out on fine sunny afternoons. G. ARCHER, 6U.



Bryntail : Easter, 1959

We had been told a great deal about Bryntail by experienced
campers and their descriptions made us curious, While our
interest was still lively, Mr. Faulkner gave a show of coloured
slides in the Lecture Theatre. These were colour photos of Bryntail.
We wanted to go; and it was not very long before, full of
excitement, we were off early one morning with heavy kitbags to
Snow Hill Station. Luckily at Llanidloes there was a lorry to
carry kitbags to camp. We had a three-and-a-half mile walk, and
}hen, after passing through a muddy farmyard, saw the camp at
ast.

It consists of an ancient cottage, one or two other buildings,
a round hut and a Nissen hut. This was the place I had longed
for with such eager anticipation and now I was just a little
surprised and perhaps disappointed for a brief time, for to me it
seemed somewhat crude to say the least. For it is not a super
modern holiday camp equipped with all the latest comforts and
entertainments, and those folk who love luxuries and soft romantic
‘r;meusic had better stop reading this immediately lest their minds

upset.

This camp Is guaranteed to toughen your muscles and sharpen
your wits. At first you may be disheartened and think you cannot
stand the pace, walk so far, eat so much, or laugh so much, and
then after a day or two, you find yourself hoisting great logs up
the mountainside like a Hercules, walking and running for miles
with ever-growing strength, breathing deeper than you've ever
breathed before, and eating like a hungry cart-horse. You will
learn many new and interesting things, listen to all kinds of
unmentionable tales and songs that will make you roar with laughter
till your belly aches, and you will continue to sing them and chuckle
about them under your breath, ages after you have returned home.

Then this will be the only life for you and any other existence
will seem dull and stuffy, so that you will be sorry to return to
Civilisation and will resolve that  nothing will stop you from
repeating this holiday next time.

What does it matter that you sleep on a rickety iron bed, liable
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to let you down some night; that dozens of varieties of snores lull
you to sleep and waken you in terror? You do not care if the
Nissen hut looks like an eternal washday when, each night by the
dim light of the oil lamp, excited groups of boys huddle close 1o
the log stove, where strange and weird tales are exchanged by
imaginative story-tellers with unusual acting ability and horrible
voices to give the required spooky atmosphere. You will never
suffer from loneliness when you are always surrounded by the
bumping bodies of dozens of toys whose voices work overtime and
whose arms and legs are everywhere.

How you will hate cleaning the dixies, but how you will mop
up the porridge! And when toe inevitable chores are done and
you take those long walks, you will see the finest scenery imagin-
able. For as far as the eye can see are soft rolling hills, delightful
valleys, silver streams and rivers, thick, mysterious woods and
still, calm lakes, inky black and mirror-smooth, holding dark
images and reflections of the trees atove. This is Merlin's country,
and of any mountain lake it would be easy to believe that this was
the ‘‘great water’’ of King Arthur’s legend, and that

““ In those old days, one summer noon, an arm
Rose up from out the bosom of the lake,
Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderiul
Holding the sword—"'

Though the river bathings are icy they give a thrill of delicious
freedom, and your blood will sing and you return to camp as
hungry as a wolf, though you still have to help prepare the food
before it can be eaten, and you are utterly weary and long to
flop on your bed and be waited on; yet it will all be worth while.

Our masters give us just the amount of organisation and
discipline required to make everything run without the atmosphere
of school and we know that however much we may hack ourselves
about they will patch us up again somehow and are always ready
with exciting outdoor activities which, as they are properly
arranged, are so much: more fun. So we went on till the last day,
when the dixies were cleaned and put away, the camp site tidied,
and kits were packed to await the lorry for the first stage home.
We were sorry to leave; we hope to come back next year.

A. G. HIAM, 3L.
P. G. SCRIVEN, 3L.
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Walks took place almost every day, either in the afternoon or
evening, though the Seniors had two full-day expeditions and the
Juniors one. Various places were visited and some sights will be well
remembered, such as that of a tall figure sprinting across the skyline
of Crowlwm, arms wildly waving, pursued by hordes of flying ants and
French imprecations !

Equally memorable were the attempts of our * birdman”
(Liggins) to fly down the precipitious slopes of Dinas and Van. Many
of us, too, will retain a lurking suspicion that some of the rougher
routes and faster pace-making which we sweatingly endured were
designed more to test our endurance and tempers than to get us by the
best route from A to B. At all events the many new members were
able to get a very extensive view of the countryside and to realize that
five miles on the map can represent considerably more on the ground.

BRYNTAIL, SUMMER, 1959 A further word should be added on the work achieved by the

The casual onlooker at Snow Hill Station at 8.20 a.m. on Friday, Old Boys and Staff—and the campers themselves. Such was the
24th July, may not have observed anything remarkable in twenty-four activity that there was almost a labour-camp atmosphere and it was
boys and two masters meeting there ; to most members of the party— hardly safe to stand around doing nothing. Rumour indeed has it
the two in particular—it was a staggering phenomenon that everyone that one unsuspecting youngster who did stand still for a second was
was there on time! So we were consigned to the mercies of British savagely attacked with a blowlamp, smoothed-down with glasspaper,
Railways. and Bryntail, July, 1959 was under way; off to a most undercoated and painted before the mistake was realised. However,
auspicious start. practically everything paintable was painted and various gadgets of

In strict truth the summer camp had begun the previous night decadent civilisation were installed ; namely, a sink and a draining
when some of the more aristocratic members of the party had travelled board; a drainage system and an elaborate brick structure, the exact
towards the Celtic Twilight in limousine luxury, while some of the purpose of which gave rise to much speculation, but which eventually
more enterprising and optimistic spirits braved the rigours of the proved to be a boiler. Finally, routine matters of maintenance such
Westward Trail on various forms of motor-bikes, thereby proving that as hedge-cutting, disposing of wasps’ nests and roof repairing were
it is better to travel hopefully than to arrive ! R L carried out.

The train journey was uneventful except for the customary mix-up An account of the expedition of a party of. ‘thirte.en (senior boys,
at Shrewsbury (to be repeated with a vengeance on the return journey !) old boys and staff) over Plyml‘nmon, to Devil's Bridge and_ on to
during which two members did a very difficult job of loading and Aberystwyth must be included—if only to clear up several mnsun_der-
unloading luggage vans—no-one is really sure why! On arrival- at standings nnd. ugly rumours. It is not true, for gxample. that a pirate
Llanidloes something of a spirit of rivalry emerged, when gfom'e“ye;y edition of this saga has been published in Paris, under the title of

“ Passport to Plynlimon.” The party, fully briefed and prepared by
frenzied discussion, heated debate and learned map-consulting on the
previous night, rose early, breakfasted, packed and posed for official
photographs ; then took the trail into the fresh morning air.

The first hour or so was uneventful, everyone striding along,
‘enjoying, the cool, clean air, contemplating the beauties of nature and
 thinking ‘of the hazards to come. The Haunted House at Aberdeunun!
Jwas. safely passed and then our reveries were suddenly shattered by
¢ frenzied whinnying of a horse! From the top of the hill u wilil
eq,machargina down and stood ahead of us in the path, sinoitin
ng, the ground and effectively blocking the way. Eventunlly i
pomuded to withdraw and the party trudged on.

SR "we approached the foot of Plynlimon and entered (he thil
“forest lands we met a native, an employee of the Forestry ¢ ol

.with ‘whom we exchanged friendly greetings. In the cour o
‘versation he elicited the fact that we came from Bitiinglo

junior campers, no doubt ignorant of past prodigious perf nct
rashly suggested that the three-and-a-half miles: uphill ‘trudge-
blazing sun would prove too much for Mr. Thomas snd:Mr..

The camp itself was remarkable for ‘several ¥
was fine, there was a record number of staff there (
digious amount of work was achieved (theéxact’ conti
the two latter points has been hotly 'debated b i
must be). LN

First things first ; the excellent weatl
activities were undertaken and  probably
Swimming, baseball, relays; despatch runs,
There were many games of * Rugby To i
someone suggested holding future campe: on |
reflection, however, prompts the thought'thit the:
Rugby Touch could hardly be played ‘elsewhere: 't
field " with its sporting terrain and natural hazards:




proceeded to ask us whether we knew Metchley Lane—most of us, it
seemed, did ! Whereupon he told us some story of having a sister who
lived there; quite one of the jocal characters, he said, and indeed
we must know her as she had only one leg! This story struck us as
being rather fantastic and we still wonder if he was pulling our leg.

So the toil up the slopes commenced, with its nominal leaders
emulating the Duke of Plaza-Toro. However, the summit was eventu-
ally gained by the party and half an hour later the * leaders " arrived.
Reunited we admired the extensive view of several counties—blanketed
in Welsh mountain mist. We did not linger, lest the sense of achieve-
ment turned sour, but, relying now upon map, compass and a skilled
navigator (so he said), set off through the mist, over * terra incognita "
towards Devil’s Bridge, and finally emerged on a steep hillside below
the mist and above the road, about a mile short of our object. We
descended the hazardous slope slowly, and then a remarkable trans-
formation came over us and the mile to Dyffryn Castill was achieved
in record time.

Here we were suitably refreshed and continued to Devil's Bridge
and the little railway down the beautiful Rheidol Valley to Aberyst-
wyth. There, in the space of under an hour, the hardy members bathed
while the “return of the native " (Mr. Thomas) was celebrated.

“BOB SAIS™
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SCHOOL NOTES

BRYNTAIL, 1959. We acknowledge with thanks letters from
two readers confirming the existence of the Metchley Lane lady
mentioned in the account of Bryntail Camp in our December issue.

PRIZE GIVING

In activities such as clubs and societies, comparison between
1943 and 1959 showed a strikini change. Beyond a harvest camp
and a revived debating society there was nothing in 1943. In 1959
with a gymnasium for its practices, the school basket-ball team
had won the championship of the newly-formed schools’ league.
There were Badminton and Swimming Clubs. Boys were prominent
in Birmingham and Warwickshire Table Tennis, cross-country
matches were held and the Boat Club built its own canoes and
sailed them on the River Blyth. Four Chess teams represented the
school: there were vigorous Junior and Senior Debating Societies;
the Scientific Society was lively; there was a schools’ branch of
the S.C.M.; we had held a Carol Service in our own hall for the
first time and had sent a strong contingent to the Grammar Schools’
Music Festival, while our own Spring Concert had been highly
successful. The Christmas play production “Murder in the
Cathedral”’ matched any pre-war ones; the School Library was
fully organised, and further afield, 81 boys had been to the Easter
Camp at Bryntail and 27 to the Summer Camp. 380 boys had been
taken to Paris at Easter and there had been a trip to Austria for
winter sports.

Sir Rodney said he did not mention these contrasts in an
spirit of complacency for there were many possibilities and mucg
et to do if school life was to become all it could be. During the
ong bleak years the school had ke in good heart, there had been
occasional exhibitions of work and the Jubilee celebration of 1947
to support morale and whenever calls had been made on their
energy and public spirit the boys had resigonded. The interest of
the Old Centrals and the success of their Rugby Club had been an
inspiration. In Bryntail they were fortunate in having a means of
strengthening the links with the old boys. Those links were of
the greatest value and he was glad the school had been able through
the ienerosity of parents and boys to contribute £100 to the fund
for the upkeep of the Memorial Sports Ground, and to co-operate
in the Summer Fair. He paid tribute to the Staff as a strong
sustaining force, particularly to those who had stayed for long

rods at the school and given their best years to it, and to all
is colleagues, past and present, he expressed his gratitude for their
friendly support.

v [6

BRYNTAIL

It has been claimed that the climate of the British Isles is one
not to explain but to marvel at, and that the weather is the most
unpredictable in the world. . Our first week-end was one that

‘surprised old campers and gave the new a strange impression of

Welsh weather. Sunday afternoon found us all battling our way
against a gale-force wind,. driving rain and occasional hail to get

‘back to camp, after going up Van Hill. As one boy put it when we

got back, ‘It was a pity it rained, there are quite a few good views
on that walk!” After which the boy in question beat a hasty retreat
through the Nissen Hut door, followed by several wet socks. The
weather brightened as days passed by and as a contrast the Easter
week-end was very warm, and gave the less shy a chance to do
some sunbathing.

The assortment of hats, sweaters, shirts, shorts, socks and
boots that the happy strollers wear as they make their way from
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farm to farm, is always a source of interest to the local inhabitants.
The turn-out, with its vivid colours and unique styles, is one to
rival any Paris fashion show. These marchers ‘‘blazed”’ the trail
to all the usual destinations of afternoon and evening walks.
During the week we visited Aberdeunant, performed the ceremonial
paddling in Van Pool, completed the building of a cairn on the top
of Pen-y-gaer and made the pilgrimage to Deildre Chapel one bright
Sunday morning. As well as the numerous short walks, there
were two longer walks when we took our tea with us. The first
was to Llawr-y-Glyn, nature’s own setting for a fairy tale. There
is an enchanting little village set in a small valley, which I can only
describe as a landscape painter's paradise. The second of the
longer walks was to Craig-y-Llo, a gully running into the Severn
Valley, with three impressive waterfalls, The steep, densely
wooded slopes on either side give the falls a subdued, unnatural
light that has the effect of mystery and adventure,

Interspersed with the walks, we had a variety of enjoyable
games and pastimes as well as our usual Dispatch Run, Table
Tennis, Whist Drives, Beetle Drives and Rugby Touch. One wet
afternoon there was a Two-Mile Relay. The course was treacherous
in parts, although the falls and excuses of a few were made up for
hy some very good times by Second Formers. It was warm enough
one afternoon for us to have a game of Prisoners’ Release, and on
another fine day, three hares set out to lay a trail over difficult
country for the hounds of the Paper Chase to follow, ;

Apart from the orthodox walks of the majority, there were two
“weird’’ walks by a few of the Old Boys, who were with us for a
few days. I say ‘‘weird”’ because the object of these extraordinary
strolls was to discover as many theories of the history of the district
thev were in as possible, and to return with numerous fantastic
finds. From the stories they brought back with them, it seems that
all they managed to do was to amuse any inhabitants and passing
road-users who must have thought the walkers more weird than
their walk. '

The longest walk of our twelve days stay was the conquest of
Plynlimmon, achieved by five Seniors and one Master. The walk
started under a cloudless sky at about nine-thirty, and by the time
that Glyn Hafren had been reached we were ‘‘stripping off’’ with

the heat. As we walked up Glyn Hafren, the sunshine was not'

overpowering, but enjoyably warm. On reaching the foot of the
formidable mountain, we decided to walk along the base a little
way so as to make a more direct ascent to the peak. After what
always seems to be an endless climb after Bryn-y-tail, we reached
the top, much to our triumphant pleasure. A little cloud had
gathered by this time, but not enough to spoil the happy memories
of a beautiful day. From the top peak we made our way down
to the Montgomery peak, where we decided to have a well-earned
rest. A short rest was what we wanted, but it was an hour’s sleep
that we had. After this we descended one peak further to

Plynlimmon Cwm Biga and then, as we thought, into the valley
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of the Afon Biga. We knew that the Afon Biga led to the
Clywedog, a little way upstream from Eblyd, so that when we
saw that the valley we were in led to the Forestry Commission’s
houses near Staylittle, we realised that our navigators had led us
one valley to the left of where we should have been. Eventually
we returned to our intended course round Dinas, up to Bwylch-y-
gle and on to make a triumphant entry into camp. . ‘
Easter Monday found tired Bryntailers getting up a little earlier
than usual, in order to go and see Rao Bryntail play Llanidloes at
football in the town’s stadium. By breakfast time the three squads
had done the bulk of the work, and down to town they went straight
after breakfast. A formidable line-up faced the Llanidloes side al
the kick-off, but the Bryntail team’s trainer had carefully explained
to his side that the ball'was to be kicked, and only to be picked up
when it went out of play. A fine struggle was put up by our
representatives, even though they went down by three goals to nonc.
The last day seemed to arrive too quickly, as it always has
done in my past camps. The boring, dirty job of dixie cleaning
was completed, the Nissen, tent and cottage were thoroughly
cleaned and generally the place was restored to what we had found
when we arrived. Finally, we had to leave these pleasant surround-
ings for the smoke and bustle of the city. T hope that the boys
who will be joining me this summer will have as pleasant a time as

we had at Easter.
R. PORTER, 5M.



BRYNTAIL : JULY, 1960

“ Right, lads ! Your kit-bags will be taken up by lorry, as usual—
but take your waterproofs out first.”” This was Mr. Faulkner's greeting
when the train party arrived at Llanidloes, and his advice was to hold
good for the duration of the camp. The first four days passed quietly
enough in the Welsh rain, but the fifth was more eventful. Six cyclists
left early for Aberystwyth; the Headmaster and Mrs. Ockelton visited
the camp; and in the evening a “ thistling party ” was organised on
the Rugby touch field. This was followed by an exhibition of Soccer
by a team composed of Staff and Second Form, which defeated a
tenm representing the rest of the campers by five goals to two.

During Prisoners’ Release next day, one runner decided to take a
rest and found himself a comfortable bracken bed on the side of
Bryntail. Such restful pastimes were naturally followed by active ones
and next afternoon we had a paper-chase. The hares, A. J. Wright,
('. A. Whittock and R. Porter—all old hands—set off in the rain laying
weveral successful false trails and returning well ahead of the first
lounds, Hinshelwood and Owens. The Dinas walk, later on, was
mneventful and was followed by one of the few games of Rugby touch
played at this camp. Saturday showed a slight improvement in the
weather, so a tea-walk to Craig y Llo was undertaken. The more
dutlng of us ate our sandwiches by the fly-infested waterfall, although
ihe plague of flies was nothing to the hazard of wasps we had to face
when on our return journey we were led past their disturbed nest.
tin Sunday evening we made our customary pilgrimage to Deildre
t hinpel !

(i Monday, the older boys with Mr. Massey, set off on a new

ope walk o explore the country south-east of Llanidloes. The rest
widetook the walk to Llyn Bbyr in the afternqon. After a picnic at
the oot of n Norman Motte and Bailey we climbed to the top and had
 shant history lesson before beginning the journey home, which for
| I the party was by a route round the back of Van Mountain.

€0¢ duy during the second week one party went to Rhayader

¢ hile the cyolists ventured farther afield. At Rhayader the party
fivided, Mi Massey taking the Old Boys and the older boys on a
Long walk, visiting two dams, whilst Mr. Carter and Mr. Hutton took
the Juniors on a shorter walk., This latter proved very exciting, and
; « taken through bogs and pathless woods until to our astonish-
¢« Tound ourselves in the middle of an assault course, which

te1 Tound belonged to the Police Cadet Camp through which we
vulklng ! We reached the Caban Coch Dam at what we decided

B b tine, nnd after a cold, damp lunch by the dam we returned

fie timek we had failed to find in the morning, stopping for tea

wler & vonvenlent oak.
% ¢ wmp Concert was held on the last night but one. Acts varied
sevtonn nnd original recitation by Liggins to sketches by Butts

thete songs by the Cyclists, a topical Welsh ballad and last,
¢ least, Miss Constant Wedlock's rendering of “ Rule Britannia
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—a fitting end to this wet but enjoyable stay in the Montgomeryshire
hills. gy

. BRYNTAIL TRAINING CAMP, SUMMER, 1960

During the 1959-60 ‘Rugby season, many members of the 1st XV
were criticised for their lack of fitness and prowess in basic principles
of the game (for example, passing). The reply to this criticism was
that there was not enough time for practice by weak sections of the
team before the start of the season. It was suggested by Mr. Parry
that if enough members of the team were interested, a party could be
taken to the School Camp at Bryntail, an ideal place for training, at
the end of the summer holidays. The idea was well received by a
number of boys and during the summer holidays arrangements were
made. Three “ coaches " were invited to come with us on this venture;
Don Abbey, of Moseley R.F.C. and Vic Watson (both Old Boys) and
Brian Wightman, of Moseley and England. These three were joined
by three masters: Mr. Faulkner, Mr. Weightman and Mr. Parry.

At 10 a.m. on Sunday, 28th August, we met at the *“ Fox and
Goose," Washwood Heath; also meeting there a friend who was to
remain with us for thé rest of the week—the rain! We were trans-
ported to Bryntail by Old Boys and parents of some of the boys, who
had kindly offered the use of their cars in order to keep down the
cost of the trip. We arrived at Bryntail just in time for lunch, which
had been prepared for us by “Fed” Broadbent, our worthy cook. A lot
of food was left after the first meal, as the change from home cooking
was too much to stomach, but after a few days’ training the boys who
had left their food were waiting for second helpings ! The next few
days were devoted to various forms of vigorous physical training and
despite the rain, Rugby training in this new environment proved highly
enjoyable. Members of the team were divided into squads to perform
the menial yet necessary tasks of * spud bashing,”" dixie cleaning and
gathering firewood; and after a few days we considered ourselves
reasonably organised.

During the week we were joined by a reporter and a photographer
from the * Birmingham Mail " and articles and photographs of our
various activities were published in both the “ Mail" and * Sports
Argus.” Many Centrals were pleasantly aurpriud to open their news-
papers and see a muscular Green, closely” followed by a Spartan
Harris trudging up what appeared to be the side of a mounmin, carry-
ing great tree trunks on their shoulders. »

The rest of the week was o¢cupxed ‘by nurherous runs, wal,p and
games and intensive training in passing, dribbling and tackling. ‘All too
soon it was time to return. So it was that a party of exhausted, but
fit Centrals came back to Birmingham on the following Sunday. All
azreed that the week had been well spent, and the résults of this
season’s matches will show just how successful the camp was. We
are indebted to the masters and Old Boys for their: efforts to make
this unusual experiment most enjoyable.

D. K. HILL.



BRYNTAIL TRAINING CAMP

(Photograph reproduced by permission of

Birmirgham Pos; & Mail.™
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HOLIDAY EXCURSIONS

Bryntail

The signpost says that there are three and a half miles to
Bryntail but old campers will assure you that the wooden, pointed
finger has no idea whatsover. He has never tried walking a step
or he would realise three and a half leagues is nearer the mark! At
last when camp is reached you feel you will get a well-carned rest,
but never could you be more mistaken. Instead you have to attack
a pile of rags-cum-sacks-cum-canvas material which on closer
inspection proves to be empty, shapeless receptacies, which the
experienced campers inform you are called palliasses. These arc
then filled with straw and become your mattresses for many a good
night's sleep at Bryntail.

Sleep! A figment of the imagination! How can you, a mere
English chap, hope to sleep when the wind is wailing like a pack of
Irish Banshees, the cold is as bitter as the icy blasts from the
Scottish Mountains, and you are being bewitched by the weird
Welsh ghost stories told just before around the low-burning stove?
And no sooner are you soundly asleep than you are called for your
duty turn under the masterly and watchful eye of Ted Broadbent,
the camp cook. Here you learn something of the art of feeding
the hungry multitude and of the amazing number of dixies and
cooking utensils that need cleaning for the next meal, because when
Ted Broadbent says spotlessly clean he means just that.

After the squads have finished, it is bathing parade and every
boy tramps down to the river; here there is the usual fun and
games and some of the more hardy may venture into the river. Each
afternoon there is either a walk or a game, often depending on
the weather.

This Easter the senior walk proved to be an attempted tour
of the Elan Valley dams. After trudging many miles over moun-
tainous country, we found that we had missed the dams by a
mere four hundred yards. So much for our compass expert! The
following day there was another walk, to the ‘‘bottomless lake’’,
although those who were still recovering from the senior walk went
with the younger campers on a walk up Van Mountain.

As a precaution against putting on weight, we climbed moun-
tains, waded streams, tramped through bogs and ambled through
a few rugby touch sessions. Then as soon as signs of a little return-
ing vitality were observed, a two-mile relay was organised, followed
by a despatch run. A serious game of rugby was added to the touch
variety and the Campers versus the %ﬁghty Men of Llanidloes
proved to be an entertaining game.

"‘Lift up thine eyes unto the hills,”’ said the Psalmist, We did
more than that; we went to Deildre Chapel and lifted up our voices.
A well-packed chapel it was, with our going swelling the normal
congregation two-fold. It is good to sing in the Welsh mountains
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and dales; no wonder, with such air filling their lungs, the people
of the Principality burst into song on any occasion.

The weather is consistently tough, especially at Easter, when
gales, snow and rain are all encountered; yet every camper speaks
joyously of his next happily anticipated visit to Bryntail.

There’ll be a welcome in the Hillside,

There’ll be-a welcome in the Vale,

There’ll be many hours of laughter

When you're camping at Bryntail. R. CUTLER, 6L.



BRYNTAIL, SUMMER, 1961

The journey to Bryntail was uneventful as far as Llanidloes
and soon the more enthusiastic of us were striding up the three-
mile road to camp, only to be told that we had to wait at Acl-y-Bryn
to posc for a film which was being made of the camp.

On arrival at the newly-whitewashed “‘cukes’, a sorry sight
ereeted us. Leaning against the wall was a large yellow and black
board saying ‘Site Investigation, Wimpey''. This was the first
sight of “Mr. Wimpey”" whose vellow hats disfigured the valley
sides.  The gencral silence of the countryside was periodically
shattered by the harsh sounds of drilling machines, and by con-
tractors’ cars slowly grinding their way up and down the Long
Path.

The contraclors are exploring the valley for the Birmingham
and South Staffordshire Waterworks Companies who are planning
to dum the waters of the Clywedog. The engineers seem a little un-
happy about the rock formation of the Bryn-y-tail side of the valley
and because of this the project may not materialise.

However, cano activities were carried out as usual, including
exhausting expeditions, fearless plunges into the icy waters of the
bathing pool and frantic games of rugby touch. The traditional
ireks were made to Van, Crowlwm, Dinas, the broken dam at Tyr
Ilyn and other places. The weather for these activities was quite
pood (for camp) although on one night the wind succeeded in
blowing a Wimpey shelter and some apparatus into the river.

A party of strong zealots set out on the pilgrimage to “'Pum-
Jummon’’ led by “Curly”” Wright. After we had been driven off
the peak by a howling gale, our leader persuaded us to visit the
source of the Severn which, to our disappointment, turned out to be
merely an oozing peat bog. Ten hours after our enthusiastic start,
ninc disillusioned and wearied campers filed in and fell on to their
beds. All was quict until supper when they were lifted off their beds
and led into the dining room.

The “top field”” had been completely ploughed up s0 we were
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compelled to play rugby touch on the old bascball held near the
top ol the Short Path.” A game of six-u-side rugby was played
between a school team and the OId Boys for the ““Piedmont
Trophy” (a picce of slate which looks suspiciously like one from
the Miners’ Cottage roof) cngraved by T. Hiam. The Old Boys’
team won by five tries to one after a hard-played match. The
runners-up were presented with a consolation shicld painted by
A. J. Wright,

About half-way through tamp we were visited by a reporter
and photographer from “The Birmingham Mail”. Scveral photo-
graphs were taken of “typical’’ scenes at camp. We think that all
campers should be congratulated for their unselfishness in posing
for photographs when they could have been enjoying a two-mile
relay. Such was their cagerness to be included in these pictures
that, when the photographer visited the bathing oool, almost every
boy voluntarily plunged into the cold water. Some time later an
article on Central Grammar School’s Camp occupicd more than
half o page of “The Birmingham Mail”’,

On the lust day a party set out with Mr. May to Llyn Ebyr
(the Bottomless Lake) via a hill fort called Pen-v-Castell. The
party quickly made for the highest land in the neighbourhood and
were soon lost in a fir plantation. After ten minutes of uncom-
fortable walking through brambles the “fort’ was rcached.  After
visiting the lake the party made for camp, eager to rchearse for
the concert which was to be held in the evening,

The concert included a sketch from the tent, u mannequin
varade by Monsicur Tague and the ““Ancient Gentlemen”’, a num-
her of good old camp songs and concluded with ““God Save the
Queen” and “Hen Wiad Fyn Nhadan*’,

This cammp was not unusual; there were the usual duties and
the usual games and excursions and vet everything was changed
bv the threat of the dam, which, if it comes, will transform the
district.  Everyone hopes that its wild beauty will not be spoilt

by “Progress’”.
G. WRIGHT, R. C. LILWALL, 61,
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SCHOOL ACTIVITIES

PRIZE-GIVING

Prize-giving was held on the afternoon of Wednesday, 21 Feb-
ruary, 1962, in the large hall of Garretts Green Technical College.
There was a very pleasing attendance of parents and old boys; and
guests included Dr. Peter Gray, Reader in Physical Chemistry at
Leeds University, who distributed the prizes; the Chief Education
Officer, Sir Lionel Russell; our own former headmaster, Sir Rodney
Pasley, Bt.; Lady Pasley; two former Chairmen of the Education
Committee, Alderman Mrs. E. V. Smith and Alderman J. Wood;
Mrs. Goddard, of the Education Committee; Mrs. Hastilow; and
the Chairman of our proceedings, C. A. F. Hastilow, Esq., C.B.E.

The Chairman’s introduction was most entertaining. Mr.
Hastilow is himself an Old Boy of Central, and gave some interest-
ing reminiscences of the school as it was in his time, 1906-1912,
when the name ‘' Central '’ had geographical rather than traditional
significance, and our four houses had a geographical basis, the
North, South, East and West divisions of the City. He mentioned
too the existence then of a fifth section, the ‘‘ Country '’ house,
composed of boys who lived more than ten miles away from school
—a house in those days as big as any other. This was a particularly
interesting point in view of a recent development in policy, men-
tioned by the Headmaster, and commented on in the press.

The Headmaster welcomed the Chairman as a distinguished
representative of the oldest generation of Centrals, and then gave
an account of the activities of the school in 1960-61. Academic
successes, he said, were relalively easy to assess and compare, but
many other things were not, particularly that one which in the end
marked the success or failure of a school society, the type of young
man who went out from it. The Upper Sixth Form had been
larger with almost twice as many passes at A level and more boys
going on to some form of further education in university or college.
O level results in 1961 had been markedly better than in 1960,
with about a hundred more passes, although there had been some
irrational and disappointing results. Activities outside academic
work had included two ambitious uctions, ‘“ Hamlet "’ in
December and Handel's ‘‘ Messiah "’ jointly with Erdington Gram-
mar School. Parties of boys had visited France, Spain and Austria
during the year, the school had been represented at an Anglo-
German camp in the Rhine Valley, and the School Captain, J. W.
Rose had been chosen to visit Canada, under the auspices of the
W. H. Rhodes Trust. There had been the usual Easter and Summer
camps at Bryntail, where for forty-two ycars Central Boys, Old
Boys and Masters have joined in what are now gencrally known as
" Outward Bound "' activities. The summer camp was clouded by
the threat of the proposed dam to flood the Clywedog Valley and
the possible loss of one of the few remaining untouched arcas in
the country.
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BRYNTAIL

As we left the train at Llanidloes Station the new campers fol-
lowed the older boys to a waiting van which, the old hands said,
carried our kit-bags up to camp. When informed by the old campers
that a walk of only three miles lay between us and tea no-one
was unduly worried, but we had not reckoned on the Welsh hills,
which were to be a familiar background to life for the next ten days.

On arrival at camp we were provided with limp, tattered sacks
which must have done many years’ service at Bryntail; these were
filled with straw and were to be our beds for the duration of camp.
We had tea provided by the .camp cooks and this was followed by
a walk to Crowlwm tmdy over the top of Pen y Gaer to Bwich y Gle.
After supper we all settled down to sleep; or tried to, with the
wind whistling and branches creaking and with some passing round
stories of the ghosts which supposedly haunt the nearby mine
workings.

At 7.30 the next morning, and afterwards for all the days at
camp, a cheery voice awakened the camp squad and they were
followed by the others half an hour later. After breakfast we went
down to the river for bathing parade, which was accompanied by
the usual fun and games, and the more hardy of us went in.

In the afternoons, various games and walks were arranged. One
day the seniors went on a twenty-mile walk to Llyn Ebyr, Dolwen,
Rhydd Hywel and Llangurig, and the cyclists on a tour of the Elan
Valley dams. Games included despatch runs, prisoners’ release, a
fell race and a two-mile relay; all of which served to keep down
our weight.

After the annual game of rugby touch between the Seniors and
the Old Boys, the Old Boys received the Piedmont Trophy, but in
fairness to the Seniors it must be explained that in this match the
Trophy is presented to the losers!

On the second Sunday we visited Deildre Chapel and this was
a fitting conclusion to a most enjoyable visit to Wales.

D. E. SMITH, 2X.



FIRST-FORM GEOGRAPHICAL EXCURSION TO

BRYNTAIL

On Friday, 12 October, the First Formers went on a geogra-

phical tour of the country around Bryntail. We went by coach to

i Llanidloes where we looked round a typical Welsh town, and saw
1' the old market hall which is now a museum, the new market hall,
‘ a much hipger building, and an old woollen mill now used for a
hoys' club. We were interested to see a third storey in some old

louses where once the people had stored and graded and worked on

he wool,

Van Hill, its lower slopes covered in bracken and with narrow
sheep-paths. through the bracken, was the next point of interest.
Van is 1,580 feet above sea-level, and as we started the climb we
found several good pieces of quartz. This hill was the highest we
climbed. At the top there is a triangulation station, which is used
for mapping the surrounding countryside, and from it we had splen-
did views. After the steep descent through the bracken we reached
the U-shaped valley at the bottom, which had been cut long ago
by a glacier, This is a mountainous district which was once one big
plateau but the plateau was cut and worn by glaciers and rivers
into a dissected plateau. The mountains that are still standing
consist of hard rock that does not wear away quickly.

R Interior of the Nissen Hut, Bryntail.
b ' . The hut was erected in 1950 and is called the “ Tracey Memorial Hut ™

because the fund used for its building was started by a donation given in
memory of Charles Tracey, an old “Bryntailer.” who lost his life in the war.

The climb up Waun-y-Gadair was by road. This hill is covered
with grass and on it sheep and cattle are reared. At the bottom we
crossed the River Clywedog, near the hairpin bend, and. followed
the river along. We saw on the other side of the water that two
paths had once been cut. In these had been laid wooden troughs
to bring more water power to the Bryntail lead mine. Here in the
river there is a rock with an archway through it: an archway cut
by the swirling water. We crossed the Miners’ Bridge, a wooden
footbridge which has been standing for over a hundred years, end
which the lead miners used to cross daily to and from- work;.about
a hundred and twenty years ago. The buildings of the lead mine
are ruined now, but we saw the pit in which went the millwheel for
driving the few pieces of machinery, and the places' where the
lead ore was crushed. In amongst the rocks we looked for pieces
of galena. We found pieces of quartz with streaks of galena run-
ning through them. : BT IA ny

We saw the pool where the Bryntail campers swim, and ‘some
rare flowers which grow on the banks of the Clywedog, .We made

: , . 3 AR | our way to the school camp at Bryntail for tea a.nd'then_\set'_o‘ff
The Bryntail Train Party at Moat Lane Station, Summer, 1962. back to Llanidloes, with a look back to Van and the old hill-forts.

I'he line from Moat Lane through Llanidloes (o Brecon is to be closed J. E. ALLEN, M.
at the end of this year, A. M. KING, 1S,
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HOLIDAY EXCURSIONS : BRYNTAIL

Because of the recent closure to passenger traffic of the branch
line from Moat Lane to Llanidloes, this year's Easter campers had
the distinction of being the first campers’ coach party, and enjoyed
the luxury of coach travel as far as Llanidloes. The final stage
of the journey was made on foot in drizzling rain. Camp began
on the 9th of April; on the 10th the annual rugby match for the
Bryntail Trophy, between the Old Boys and the School took place.
The School, aided by frantic cheering and an often-unsighted
referee, P. J. Smith, beat the Old Boys by five points to three.
At the presentation of the trophy the players saw fit to present the
referee with a pair of outsize cardboard spectacles and a hand-
written book of laws which he was urged to read aloud for all to
hear. The weather was still poor on Saturday for the fell racce,
which took place in showers of rain and hail. But discomfort was
soon forgotten in anticipation of the camp concert to be held that
evening. The main feature, with an all-star cast, was " Watch
with Gaffer,”” the Old Boys' satirical rendering of a T.V. prog-
ramme for children.

Storms with heavy rain, hail and wind pounded down on camp
all that night, and next morning we found many broken-off
branches and a very much swollen river. That day Alderman Jack
Wood, a keen walker and country-lover, and a member of the City
Council, visited the camp and was shown places of interest in the

?‘ PR, ot f 3B » -
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The Llanidloes Match, 1963
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vicinity, including the site of the proposed Clywedog reservoir,
which will in many ways mar the beaut{ of the surrounding
country. Alderman Wood left camp for Machynlleth, and returned
the next day, walking the twenty miles back to camp. His impres-
sions of Bryntail and the district formed the basis of two articles
which he wrote for The Birmingham Post, in which he expressed
his own appreciation of the valley and the hope that nothing in the
future development of the region would be allowed to detract from
its beauty.

On 15th April, the Rugby match between Llanidloes and the
Camp team took place at the Llanidloes Football Club’s ground.
The day was fine, cloudy but dry. The field looked a lush green,
but proved to be very wet, and the handling of the ball became
difficult. Several opportunities of scoring were missed by the
campers, chiefly because of too-early passing in the three-quarters,
but nevertheless they won by six points to nil, the two tries being
scored by old boys J. F. Smith and R. Harwood. The match made
very enjoyable entertainment for the spectators.

On Wednesday, although it rained for most of the way, a
party of seniors made the long walk to Machynlleth, returning by
train to Caersws and thence to camp by car relays. By the end of
the week the weather had begun to improve. On the last day the
sun shone, there was hardly any wind and no rain. It was a change
that came too late, but which nevertheless made the return journey

more pleasant.
R. A. EVANS, R. J. HEATH, 6L.



BRYNTAIL

Term ended on Friday, July 12th and since then there have been
over 250 people at Bryntail who have supped and enjoyed about 200
gallons of tea. This is a fairish quantity and if poured out into
ordinary cups would fill five or six thousand. ere are various
kinds of tea: Indian, Ceylon and China tea; good tea and very good
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tea, the quality and appreciation depending to some degree on the
state of him who imbibes. After a long day’s walk at Camp or a
paper-chase the thirst is great, and the quality of the tea is naturally
considered to be superlative.

There are various ways of making and serving tea; the romantic
ceremony as practised by the geisha girls of Japan; Russian tea in a
glass, laced with lemon; the method of a late master of ours who
brewed in a 500 ml. beaker on a Friday afternoon while the VIth
Form did their practical chemistry, and kept it gently simmering
over a small bunsen flame so that he could calm his jaded nerves
with an occasional sup. At home the pot holds a pint or so; at Camp
each of the three pots holds a gallon. The water is boiled over the
fire in a three gallon kettle; a kettle with a tap and in some places
called an urn, a drudge or a fountain. Small boys enjoy their half
pint out of their enamel mug; the capacity of the Old Boys or
Ancient Gentlemen is much greater and when there is digging or
wood-carrying, gainting or stile-building the demand is almost
insatiable, though Ted, the cook, does his best. This summer the
boys who travelled by coach and walked up to camp from Llanidlocs
felt that they deserved their first “ cuppa,” or should it be “ mugga,”
but naturally their thirst was exceeded by that of Pinkney who had
cycled from Birmingham. The camp included many of the usual
activities, which Ted perhaps would claim are only designed to
produce an even greater appreciation of the cup that cheers.

Thirst-producing walks were undertaken. Over Bryntail to
Bwich y Gle and back over the Hair Brush and Pen y Gaer. To the
top of Van and Bwich vg Fan, on to Llawr y Glyn and back via Cwm
Cidyn. To Eblid via Waun y Gadair and back via Ystrad Hynod; to
Llyn Ebyr via Cwm Stordy and Bwich y Llyn and back through Bron
Haulwen, Cefn Dol-gwrden and Bwich y Gle. Then the senior walk
to Brithdir, Rhyd y Beawch and over Pumlummon to Dyffryn Castcll
and Devil’'s Bridge. Apart from the walking, the pronunciation of
these strange and beautiful names makes one’s throat and mouth
parched and dry.

" On Saturday the camp went to town to see the Carnival
organised by the Llanidloss Borough Band. It rained until 2.3C but
the Clerk of the Weather then relented and the sun shone brilliantly.
The “Bed Race " was followed by the Carnival Procession which
led us to the football field. The town’s populace erd the Bryntail
Boys took great interest in the programme on the field: * El
Granadas,” the Royal Command Performers dressed as cowboys,
and especially the fashion show which included Joan, Betty and
Bronwen, who paraded in all descriptions of day and night attire.
The first three places in the Senior and Junior Cross Country Races
were taken by Pinkney, Curly Wright and Ian Wood and by Weight-
man, Davis and Rose. The hot afternoon and the walk back up to
camp certainly inspired a great thirst.

The “ Two Mile Relay ” was won by Weightman’s team and
some very good times were recorded, especially by some of the
younger runners. Thirsty work this!



In the two Despatch Runs, Pinkney’s Team beat Lilwall’s by
—1 to —4; this esoteric method of scoring, arrived at after years of
experimentation, is understood by the runners after a few years at
camp. |

Other energetic thirsty pursuits included baseball, the fell race,
prisoners’ release, rugby touch, swimming and fishing.

Thirty of us went to Deildre Chapel to join with the score of
Jocal supporters in listening to a good straigh orward sermon by the
Reverend F. W. Thomas, of Machynlleth, and to sing our hymns
to the accompaniment of the harmonium which had previously had
a couple of hours’ repair work done on it by J.M.

One evening there was the incident of the cow. We helped
John and Soley to extricate her from the narrow, roofless passage
in the old engine house where she had been stuck since morning,
unable to turn and unwilling to walk backwards. A cart rope tied
round her neck, passed between her lcgs, and heaved on by half a
dozen fellows was enough to persuade her to back out. But it took
rime—three quarters of a ton of obstinate cow is not easily moved.

A justifiable excuse for a brew!

The camp concert, which this year was of a high standard, is an
event organised for the enjoyment of all perhaps, but could one also
say that it is an inspired attempt to increase thirsts beyond all pre-
vious expectations?

There were about forty people at this July Camp.

The Rugger Training Camp was held durin% the last week of
the holiday, twenty one boys with six staff and Old Boys, with Mr.
Massey in charge of the cookini and tea-making operations. The
programme included training talks, practice of the finer points on
the field, circuit training, swimming, walks, cross-country running
and a paper-chase. The second half of the week was ideal, but on
the first couple of days the training schedule was sadly upset by the
state of the weather, so much so in fact that a Whist Drive was held
on one wet evening, proving that Coombs was the leading Gent and
that the leading Lady was ixon.

The Midland Area of the Ramblers’ Association decided to
arrange a walk down the Clywedog Valley, of which they had read
so much in the papers, and they as ed us if we could rrovide guides
for a Sunday in late September, not only to point out andmarks, but
also to explain the history of the dam proposals. When they arrived
at the Eblid cattle grid, they were met by the official guides and
half a dozen of the Ancient Gentlemen in rugger kit who
decided to make a weekend of it. From Eblid the party followed
the left bank as far as the Ystrad Ynod sleeper bridge, the right bank
to Coppice Liwyd, then over Pen y Gaer to the Miners’ Bridge and
up to camp. The services of the %uidcs and the four gallons of tea
were preatly appreciated and thanks were expressed by Vivian Bird,
the President ol the Association, not only verbally, but also in an

: Y eeea bt for e Jocal Sunday paper
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On Friday, October 11th, there were nearly a hundred people
at Bryntail drinking tea. It was the day of the First Form Geography
Excursion. The party travelled by coach to Bwlch y Fan and then
walked over Van Mountain and down the valley to camp. With
observant eyes, many details were noted of the physical features of
thz area and of the human and economic geography of this sheep-
farming area. Seven gallons not only necessitated the fountain on
the fire but a dixie on the gas rings and a certain amount of topping
up in addition.

. For half term at the end of October, half a dozen Sixth Formers,
with a couple of guides, had planned a Cader Idris walk. Travelling
one morning by road, they went on in the afternoon to Eisteddfa
Gurig and walked up Pumlummon, only to peer through the mist
at the immediate surrounding rocks. On the top of Cader the next
day, the party again had to accept the leader’s assurance that on a
fine, clear day the views are truly magnificent. This mist-enshrouded
walk was foilowed by the evening return over the mountain road,
past Glaslyn and Staylittle to camp, in even thicker swirling cloud,
necessitating the washing away of the effects in the mouth and
throat by even longer and more copious draughts of the hot, reviving
beverage. E.AF.

First Form Geographical Excursion

Bryntail is in the mountainous country of Central Wales.
Bryntail is the name of a farm, a mountain and our School camp,
which consists of a cottage and a Nissen hut.

We left School by coach for a day at Bryntail, on Friday, 11th
October. After a short stay at Llanidloes we crossed the bridge
where the River Severn and the River Clywedog join and sct off up
the steep hill towards Bryntail. But the coach could not take us all
the way and we alighted and walked down the road until we rcached
a stile, the start of a long uphill walk. We first climbed a hill called
Van, an ideal place to get bogged down, or stung and tickled by the
gorse and bracken. But when we had struggled to the top of Van,
we found that it was well worth the climb, for the view was wonder-
ful. The clouds in the distance blotted out part of the skyline and
the sun made wonderful shadows on the Van Pool away below. We
ate our sandwiches on the top of the Van in a very strong wind.
When our appetites were satisfied, we set off down the other side
of Van. We found the descent as difficult almost as the climb, for
the going was very rough. Our way was through gorse and bracken,
over a barbed wire fence, through a hole in the wall, until we reached
a farm where we stopped for a few minutes’ rest.

We then went off the beaten track again, onto a mountain slope.
We walked through a lot of mud to reach the next landmark, the
Miners’ Bridge. This did not feel very safe, for it bounced like a
trampoline and swun from side to side with cvery step. About
fifteen minutes later, aiter climbing Bryntail, we arrived o the School




in

{

camp, where we had the remainder of our sandwiches and a refresh-
ing cup of tea. Then we walked back down to Llanidloes and
boarded the coach for home.

K. TONGUEL, 1S, J. CURLEY, IP.
The Long Walk

It had been decided o atempt a walk from Bryntail 1o Devil's
Bridge, and then travel by the narrow gauge railway 1o Aberystwyth,
This meant that we should have to be in Devil’'s Bridge by four
o’clock. Our route would take us by the way of the Forestry Com-
mission tracks in the Severn Valley onto Plynlimmon. For this
purpose, at the late hour of nine o’clock (by Bryntail standards), a
small group of Bryntail * Hardics ” gathered outside the Nissen
hut. The weather was mixed, but we were confident that it would
not rain,

We made good time and by one o'clock we had reached the
summit cairn of Plynlimmon, after a scemingly unrewarding trek
over the false summits of the Montgomery Peak of the Plynlimmon
range. Here we had our lunch—a couple of the famous Bryntail jam
sandwiches (it is a constant wonder to me how the jam manages to
diffusc itsclf through the bread) and other miscellancous articles of
food which we had brought with us.

After lunch we sct oit again, [ollowing the ridge of Plynlimmon
in the hope of finding the track which runs down the Duffryn Castell
on the Aberystwyth road. Far down to our right we could sce the
Rheidol Rescrvoir which had been recently dammed. We found the
track and soon we were beating a fair pace 10 the main road at
Duffryn Castell. We rested here and after refreshments set off again
along the road to Devil’s Bridge. The pace was now beginning 1o
tell on some of our more mature members, so they decided to remain
at Dulfryn Castell for the one ’bus which left Aberystwyth for
Llanidloes at six o’clock that night. With cnly three quarters of an
hour 10 go before the narrow gauge train 121 Devil's Bridge, we
were still about three miles from the Bridge. After a scaring walk
we reached the railway station just before the train was due to leave,
We were met at the station by a group of the Old Boys. Scon we
were peacefully chugging down the beautiful Rheidol Valley to
Abcerystwyth.  After a short stay in Aberystwyth, during which we
had a dip in the sea, we caug{u the ’bus to Llanidloes and then
walked the * short ” distance back to camp. It was not till later
that we found that the other members of our party had missed the
'bus and had to hitch-hike back to the camp!

A. LESTER, 6U.
Training Camp

With a large nucleus of last year’s First Fifteen remaining at
School and many good, young players in reserve, it was felt that with
the addition of some stiff training the First Fifteen could have a very
good scason. With the help of Mr. Parry, an Old Boy of almost
limitless energy, a Training Camp was arranged at Bryntail for the
last week of the holidays. The journey to Bryntail, on the 25th
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August, was made in private cars, which were driven by staff, Old
Boys and parents, to all of whem we are extremely grateful. When
we arrived at Bryntail it had begun to rain and a gale was blowing.
This weather lasted for two days, during which much of the stamina
and fitness work was done. A paper-chasc, a cross-country run, and
a " run-walk ” were undertaken with enthusiasm—and the minimum
of clothing! On the third day the weather brightened and the serious
work with a rugby ball began. Games were played with vigour,
many hard knocks being given as all sought to impress. Vast amounts
of food were consumed and huge logs were carried. Our activities
were intended to improve rugby prowess, and were arranged by
Mr. Mawdsley, Mr. ]J. H. Davies, and * Curly ” Wright. We
returned home on Friday very tired, but not before leaving camp in
the good order in which we found it. D. J. HARRIS, 6U.



HOLIDAY EXCURSIONS

BRYNTAIL EASTER CAMP

Although T have been to several camps and have read the maga-
zine reports of all of them, when I sat down to write an account of
this Easter camp, I did not find it an casy task. So many little
incidents could be included which would be significant to those who
were there, but to the majority of readers they would mecan nothing.
So, therefore, T will try to avoid too many veiled references to people
and places and mention only the main events, in the hope they will
suflice to remind people who were there of the more trivial occurrences.

I suppose that a general picture of this camp could be given by
just one word: “Cold”. We naturally expect it to be chilly at Easter
and most people go suitably prepared, but even the most experienced
campers were caught out this time and as a result many must have
had cither a cough or a cold during the ten days. Surprisingly
enough, however, the coughing, spluttering and wheezing which went
on for most of the night was largely forgotten during the day and
all the usual activities were undertaken enthusiastically. It seems that
the Nissen chimney suffered most, for repeated heating to near melting
point and regular renditions of “Glad All Over” soon reduced it to
“Bits and Pieces”.

All boys seemed to be in good voice this camp, in spite of their
colds. Indeed, they had to be, if only to join in “Happy Birthday
to You”, for it seemed that a record number of boys celebrated their
birthdays at camp. The vocal chords were again exercised at the camp
concert. Not only was there community singing but also several
sketches were performed by groups from the tent and the Nissen. The
Old Boys enacted what can only be described as “A Tale of the Sea”,
with suitable sound effects, and Mr. May sang a particularly heart-
rending Victorian ballad about a flower-seller. Any rumours that
he was born within the sound of Bow Bells were hotly denied.

Chapel provided its usual opportunity for song and it was grasped
enthusiastically, if not altogether tunefully. On our way to Chapel,
to our amazement, we encountered a group of canoeists, or rather a
group of walkers carrying canoes with them. Anyone familiar with
the Clywedog will sympathise with them for they will realise that
stretches of clear water suitable for canoeing are few and far between.
Still, they scemed to be enjoying themselves.
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Another chance to make noise was afforded by thc Rugby match.
Because of a very sudden change of plan the traditional game between
Bryntail Camp and Llanidloes was not held as expected on Easter
Monday, but on the preceding Friday. This meant that the reinforce-
ments of Old Boys and school players who had planned to come on the
Monday could not, and thus only eight players were to be found in
camp. Fortunately, Llanidloes had imported several players, so a
scenc resembling a slave market was acted in the middle of the pitch
in order that tcams could be sorted out. However, an cntertaining
game sprang from these improbable beginnings and several fine tries
by Ridge were loudly appreciated by a large crowd.

The people who came to camp on Easter Monday expecting to
sec a rugger match were not left entirely without entertainment, for
the Old Boys provided amusement by sweeping the kitchen chimney.
After several suggestions it was decided to remove the soot by
pulling a gorse bush up and down the chimney, and not Broadbent.
The complications which ensued could occupy a scparate article, so
It it suffice to say that through the cfforts of the Old Boys the danger
of black rice was considerably lessened.

Regretfully, however, Easter 1964 will be mainly remembered as
the start of the dam construction. The preacher at Deildre might
well have taken as his text “Change and decay in all around T sce,”
for change was certainly apparent in the Clywedog Valley. Iowever,
the initial shock of sceing only onc “kuke” to greet you on your
arrival, finding a road-roller at the top of the short path and a
mechanical shovel half-way down the long path, soon wore off and
was rcﬁlnccd by an attitude of resignation. In any case, it will take
more than bulldozers and Irishmen to spoil the attraction of Bryntail
and any inconvenicnce caused by the building operations will be
quickly overcome.

R. W. FRYER, 6U.



BRYNTAIL

Did you realise that there was a direct connection between Dr.
Beeching and one of the major activities of this summer’s Camp? No?
Then read on!

This Camp-with-a-difference, and one of the driest on record,
really began with the midnight exodus from Birmingham of bicycles
and tandems, to be followed at various intervals and at more reason-
able hours by a scooter, a car and the coach. Never before had so
many boys made their own way to camp—but this was not unexpected
since a half of this year’s campers was from the Upper Sixth—and
never before had the coach been able to get as close to camp as the
Biddfald. (Access roads have their uses!)

Once there we were met with a much changed picture and a
hive of industry connected with the dam building. Gone for ever
were our bathing pool, the natural arch, Hammer Falls, Hammer
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Pool. New access and other roads scarred Crowlwm and the skyline
beyond Deildre, whilst workers’ quarters covered the old baseball
field. A new bathing pool was found—by kind permission of Mr.
Ress—at Ystradhynod, and a cold shower and bath were installed
in the Farm Yard following a suggestion by Butts, to compete in
some ways with the plumbing activities associated with the dam.
Another notable feature of this camp was the fruit pies baked by
Ted with fruit from the farm—now owned by the Joint Authority
Board—given to us by that genial gentleman, Johnny Plunkett, the
site foreman.

Nevertheless, the usual Service at Deildre Chapel, Camp Con-
cert, Despatch Run, Baseball, Fell Race and Two Mile Relay (on a
slightly amended coursc) all took place. It was the walks which were
different. With the disappcarance of the Miners’ Bridge short walks
on the Right Bank were out and we had to look farther afield. The
Scniors used cars to get them to Cader Idris and became the first
Bryntailers to scale this peak. They also used their cycles to tour
the Elan Valley and to reach Devil’s Bridge for a trip by train to
Aberystwyth, Other walks took Fifth Formers up the Clywedog
Gorge to Glaslyn, some non-cycling seniors on a tour of the Trannon
Valley and the Juniors to Pennant and to Llyn Ebyr and Trefeglwys
for another first—a bathc at Brynllwyn.

However, the Gold Medallist was undoubtedly the Junior Jaunt
to Pumlummon Fawr. Making use of a 'bus service, introduced follow-
ing some of Dr. Beeching's closures in the locality, we, that is Mr.
Weightman, nine juniors and myself, were transported from Llanid-
loes to Eiesteddfa Gurig. The seniors had left us at Ty'n-y-cwm to
explore the area to the south but we gather they spent much of the
time bathing and eating.

The idea of juniors climbing Plynlimmon had never before been
scriousl{ contemplated. However, here we were and if we wanted to
get back to Camp we should have to walk—but it was only eight
miles, or so we were led to belicve! Ninety minutes later we arrived
at the summit (2,468 feet) having covered two miles and ascended
1,350 feet. It was decidedly warm and heat haze obscured some of
the better views although much of interest had been seen and com-
mented on during the ascent. After relaxing for an hour and posing
for the expedition photographer, the historic descent began. With a
2§in. O.S. Map (1900 Edition), a compass and some experienced
geographers in the party, our future held no fears.

At a leisurely pace we crossed the County Boundary and made
for the Nant Iago lead mine. The peace and solitude of this open
moorland was soon shattered by jets roaring overhead and perhaps it
was this which caused our guides to err. We soon realisczr we were
going in the wrong direction and what we had taken—from the
distance—to be the mine was in fact a barn not marked on our map.
The only thing now was to carry on downstream in the hope that
eventually we should be able to locate our position on the map. Dame
Fortune was with us and about a mile further on we were able to



Wye_ Valley, « Impossible I" yas their reaction o our: “We gre
walking to Brytaj] tonight,” but within a few hours they had been

It was merely a matter of selecting the easiest, albejt undulating and
meandering, route through Forestry Commission land to reach them.
This we did with bur one further error of navigation and by 7.30, four
and a half hours ofter leaving the summit, we arrived at Geufron and

the last part of our journey to a bath, a meal and 4 sleeping bag |

uffice it to say that, despite minor ailments, nobody compﬁ:ined and
all returned to Camp in the true Bryntailer Spirit to outlive the day’s
nineteen mile ramble and to tell its tale with advantages |

Prophets at last Summer’s Camp Concert had foretold :

“ And ricturesque bulldozers soon wil] 4 pear.
The lane will be widened, fenced in with barbed wire,
And trespassing notices add to the mess.”

scenes this summer brought home to one and all that although
the spirit of Bryntail cannot be erased thus easily, unfortunately the
Clywedog Valley near Bryntail can never again be quite the same
peaceful, secluded beauty-spot known to Centrals for fty years.
BH. -

FIRST FORM EXCURSION TO BRYNTAIL

Bryntail is in the mountainous region in the centre of Wales.
We went there on Friday, 9th October, on a geographical expedition
to confirm what we had baen learning in Local Geography. Llanid-
loes is a little town we assed through on the way. When we arrived
in L'anidlocs we walkccr round the town observing the buildings and
making notes. The Boys’ Club there was once a mill for weaving
wool. The wheel, which is still there, was driven by the fast flowing
river. The weavers got their wool from the sheep which grazed on
the nearby hills. In Wales the weather js often very damp and rough,
s0 ou the sides of the houses there are slates on top of the bricks to
stop the damp getting in. Most houses are three or four storeys high;
the top storey was used as a room in which to spin the wool. The
old Market Hall was built in 1280 and still stands solidly in the centre
of the town, but a new one has been built, where there is a regular
Saturday market, because the old one is now too small. On one side
of the town there is the church, the walls of which are very thick,
The tower built with it is fourteenth century, and was for defence,
guarding the people from enemies on that side, On the opposite side
to the Church is “ The Mount Inn ” which is built on t e site of a

Norman castle which guarded the other side of the town. In Llanid-
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loes there are about 2,500 people, but we saw scarcely half-a-dozen,
We had now circled the town so we went back to the coaches and
set off for Bryntail, the actual country we were to study. We were
divided into parties to climb Van, and on the way up we saw some

the bottom of the river we could see pot-holes and smooth rocks. A
hill with a line of feathery trees along the top looked like the head
of a Mohican. In the valley where there was more shelter the Jand
was arable, We saw examples of U and Vv shaped valleys and signs
of where the ice had carried away parts of the mountain, These were
on the way to the School Camp, where we had a cup of hot tea and
refreshments. The most welcome place after that long walk through
rain and wind was home; the coaches were already waiting, it was
getting dark, and that js where we went next.
D. EATON, Ip; s, LLOWE, 1p,
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BRYNTAIL, EASTER, 1965

This camp, which ran from the 12th to the 22nd of April, was
notable for the high proportion of new campers: 14 of the 29 boys
were “first-timers”. In addition, there were in residence at various
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