a.m. saw us all in bed-several in the barn, Miss L. included.


Joy and Olive rose at seven after half an hours sleep, and went into Kirrie, They arrived at 11. That day we went on a picnic to a place by the river. Dino and Fiona stayed behind to pack more food and so lost the others who had hitched a lift. Not knowing where to go, they wandered into, the Ogilvy estate. Seeing a boy whom they thought was the gardeners son, Dino in her poshest Dundonian accent asked him several questions. After asking whose castle it was, Fiona asked if he was any relation to Lord Ogilvy. He was. He was the Honourable David Ogilvy-Lord Ogilvy's son-nephew to the cousin of the Queen. Feeling "chuffed" they walked out of the private drive-two tramp-like figures carrying rucksacks, one eating a chocolate biscuit, the other drinking lemonade. Naturally when you meet royalty you feel pleased, but those two overdid it. " Don't speak to me, 1 only speak to Lord's sons," was all that was heard for days after.


Meanwhile Miss L. and Joy were on Safari. They were hunting for the two escaped girls. While looking for them, they stopped to admire the river. A car passed and slowed down. The driver was Mr Adams. Mr Adams promised to look for the girls and Miss L. and Joy carried on down the road where they eventually met the escapees, and then joined up with the main party. An hour later we were all back at the cottage. Misses L. and M. had been invited to a dinner-dance, and set off at 8 in their borrow finery. We left the cottage at 11 o'clock that morning and Misses L. and M. and a friend stayed behind to tidy up. We would like to thank Mr DevIin, Mr and Mrs Will, the owners of the cottage, Mr Duguid, hotel owner and especially Miss Linton and Miss Mitchell who made this a holiday never to be forgotten.

Dalane-Fjellstove, 1967


On a bleak (well it seemed bleak to me or maybe was it because it was 7 o'clock in the morning?) April morning the Lawside School party to Norway set out. A busload of enthusiastic, but mostly sleepy passengers wearied their way through the most dull part of the trip. Arriving at Newcastle at 2 o'clock in the afternoon we settled down for a long wait for the boat and at last at 4 o'clock we set sail. The memory of the boat journey is for most pupils unhappy, and a very choppy sea added to their discomfort. Finally at 11 o'clock next morning we caught our first sight of Norway, to be exact some tiny islands at the entrance of the Hardanger fjord. Bergen, our first glimpse of a Norwegian city seemed cold and uninviting., but this impression was soon changed. A bus arrived to pick us up at the harbour and some of us (why do these things always happen to me?) had to stand through the whole journey to the station. Once our luggage had been unloaded we were allowed to sight-see and go for our lunch.


After lunch we returned to the station to find a few of the younger pupils already writing postcards home to their parents. On our journey through Norway to DalaneFjellstove the scenery was terrific, and the snow capped mountain peaks were most impressive.


We finally arrived at our lovely hotel, as it was, to find an English school already there. The usual comments and jokes were made about our " thick " accents and as no true Scot could take that lying down it flared into war. Some of the teachers joined in the snowball fight that night and it was Bannockburn once again. But relations soon changed and there were a few broken hearts when the English left the following Thursday. The first day's ski-ing was hilarious and as the instructor said, it was Glencoe again, a massacre. Excellent progress was made, however, and at the end of the week several pupils gained their first star Badge.


The " Troll " night was a great night, and if anyone had any doubts as to what trolls were they were soon dispelled. The day before we left a trek was organised, which it gave us a chance to see the Norwegian countryside, and we actually skied on a lake frozen and covered by snow. But alas, all good things come to an end and we all left Dalane-fiellstove with heavy hearts.


I would like to take this opportunity to thank the teachers, Mr Murphy, Miss McLaren, Miss Sharples, Miss Menmuir and Mr Noonan for the time and effort they spent in making this trip a great success.








Patrick Joyce. IIIA. Boys.

