
The whole affair can be seen in its true perspective when even the Daily Express' begins to lose readers, a fact about which they are very touchy indeed. This was tacitly verified by the way in which Robert Pitman (No. 1 pin-up boy on the paper's staff) leathered into the unfortunate gentleman who had dared to point out that whereas the circulation of the newspaper had fallen below 4 million, the paper's masthead still claimed that it exceeded that figure. When one considers that Mr Pitman has such important tasks as attacking the ' Times ' (once a fortnight roughly since Lord Thomson bought that paper), and cataloguing the wrongs done by Labour life peers and especially peeresses, the seriousness of the situation becomes evident.


Before the end of the century such names as the 'Daily Mail' and 'The Guardian' could join 'The Morning Post,' 'News Chronicle,' 'Daily Herald ' and ' Reynolds News' on the roll call of once great but now extinct newspapers.


However, in this apathetic country few will really care as long as the "News of the Worl"' and 'The People' still pop through the letterbox every Sunday morning.










William Coupar, 4A Boys.

                                                                                                     BOMBS AWAY


The lorry-load of troops turned into the deserted street, desperately trying to find a way out of that infernal place before three o'clock. Suddenly a crowd surged forward, a huge fear-crazed mob running madly from the neighbouring buildings, and attacked the troops, jumping on the lorry and dragging them to the ground.


" Open fire!" yelled the lieutenant, and immediately guns spurted lead and flame into the crowd. Bodies fell in all directions as blood poured out of numerous wounds, but still the crowd came forward, kicking and punching the troops, and dragging the driver from his seat. Feet lashed out brutally at him as he lay on the ground, and men leapt into the driver's cab. The engine roared into life, and the lorry drove off with men hanging over its sides, while others were unceremoniously bundled off and left lying in the street.


Suddenly bombers appeared in the sky and the mob scattered in all directions. The bomb bays opened, yawning down upon the streets below, while the bombs dropped out, growing rapidly larger as they accelerated towards the screaming, panic-stricken mob.


The bombers circled the area, devastating the ground and razing the town. One pilot, spotting the truck and realizing that it contained escapees and not troops, changed course and headed towards it, bombing it again and again to make sure there were no survivors. When he was sure that no one had survived, the pilot spoke triumphantly to his crew over the intercom, " Well done, lads "he said. " That's one less leper colony to deal with. Where to now?"










R. Weekes, IV. Boys.

