BONNIE PRINCE CHARLIE

We all know the sad story of Culloden but one wonders what Britain

would have been like had the Scots won. The '45 rebellion has been the

subject of innumerable books and I can't help thinking that perhaps it's

better that way--a romantic story for books.  Bonnie Prince Charlie has

been represented as the dashing young adventurer for whom everything

went wrong, but would he have made a good king? His good looks would

have nothing to do with it then.  Not only, would he have made a good

king, but also what kind of parliament would we have had? I find that

there are few people who are indifferent about him.  They either admire

him or think him a "philandering profligate." I have heard him called

that many a time.  Did he really have Scotland's welfare at heart or was he

here solely for his own profit?

E. Coupar.

         Committee Report on "CLAUSTROFOBIA"

In December of last year a social function was organised in the hall, Mr J.

Chaplain being organiser-in-chief, and various senior pupils under his

direction were responsible for catering and for decorating the hall.  For the

inside story of what happened, read on.
And it came to pass that but one moon before the day of Saint Stephen,

Sir James of the Golden Wallbars did call his few chosen knights and fair

damsels together that they might straightaway arrange for the feasting and

rioting he doth yearly prepare for his loyal and trusty vassals, saying unto

those there summoned, " Get thee hence to the castle of the Son of Robert

in the Lane of Tait and wrest from their dank dungeons, at cost price, 13

flagons of their finest orange squash.

Dilute and multiply; then fill ye many a jug and beaker, two drinks

each.

When this thou hast done, go forth unto the Cash and Carry which

lieth across the road from Smedley's, and pay ye as much gold as is fitting,

receiving in return 8 tins of assorted biscuits, containing in themselves many

types of biscuits; keeping thy hands at all times off the chocolate digestives.

Yea verily, whilst thou art no more than two leagues removed from the

bread house of Beatties, nip ye in and procure as many sliced pans as thou

shouldst deem necessary to satisfy the cravings of the feasters, not to

mention the rioters.

Saddle yon sky blue dormobile, betaking thyself unto the sweetmeat

tabard of the Scott, buying from the master of that worthy establishment

many a tray of his sweetmeat paste.

Take ye all of these foodstuffs, creating culinary delights fit to make

the tables of my hall groan under the weight; ye shall spread many a sand-

wich, spike many a cocktail stick, garnishing with spices from the four

