corners of the biology pool; ye shall arrange cakes and biscuits; let thy

motto be one of perseverance: 'Swallow thy failures. Let all this be done

before that two days have been and gone.

And it was done.

Wherefore did Sir James summon two painters from the finest schools

in Europe whose etchings and ichons hung in the spacious halls of St

Peter's, alongside the cherubims of Michaelangelo.

"O weave me tapestries that I may festoon my festive board," saith

Sir James. " Use ye all the silken fineries, cloths and looms ye shall need

or, failing that, snaffle some stuff from the Art Department.  Work, if

needst be, throughout all the day in the castle turrets, but complete ye thy

tasks, o men of the brush."

And it was done.

Truly did it then come to pass that on the nineteenth, twentieth and

twentyfirst days of the December of yon year of grace, those serfs and vassals

of Sir James who wished did sample of that prepared festive board, the

younger villains bartering but one half of a crown in tender, the older

trusty vassals forking out six bob it being deemed that such a levy was

indeed one mead and just.

Thus did the noble Sir James provide for those many at that most

festive of times; minstrels a plenty provided merry song, Lords Campbell

and Douglas balladeering with the best of the:n. The task was, verily, one

of Herculean proportions yet indeed was it most successfully carried to its

conclusion by Sir James and his worthy henchmen.

(Brown chief, the son of Angus).

" THE T.G.W.U. MAN COMETH....

(The earthy smell of 11 Findossing Crescent, Fintry.  2 stairs up.

About 7 o'clock any Friday evening. The Transport and General Workers'

Union collector has called at the house of Mr Rex Morbid.)

"Once again we invite you to Take Your Pick......" Glen barked

and got an almighty boot in the rear from Grandad for blocking his view

of the T.V. set while Rex accidentally spilled some tea on the crossword

puzzle that Boris was doing.  Rex couldn't find the necessary 3/6 and

asked Grandad for the 5/- he owed him from a fortnight ago. Grandad

pretended not to hear, adjusted the Elastoplast adhesive on his specs just in

time to prevent them from falling and returned to his compulsive viewing.

He was a quiet old rogue. He didn't go out much now except on

Saturdays down to the " Dolphin " after seeing, as he put it, Val Hooligan's

T.V. Show. " Dolphin "--talk had it that Grandad would have been a good

singer, but he had great difficulty in keeping his false teeth in.

Now that his crossword was ruined, Boris sat back and sulked. He

was dark-skinned, partly because his mother was Italian, partly because he

worked outside in the summer, mainly because he rarely washed himself.

He liked doing crosswords, so he said. At least it was easier than forging

"Soshie" cheques. Boris was the quiet member of the family, rarely

spoke, contributing very little in the family chatter, but when he did venture

to open his mouth what he said was a lot of rubbish, anyway.

Meanwhile Rex had found his card and money and handed it to me

to be marked.

