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FROM THE DESK OF THE PARISH PRIEST

Lent 2009 occurs in therear of St. Paul”.
What is the'Year of St. Paul” all about you may ask?

Well the Holy Father declared 29une 2008 (Feast of
Ss. Peter and Paul) to"™9une 2009 a special year when
the Catholic Church reflects on St. Paul — his, IH&s
writings and his great example. He did so bec#ause
about this time that the 200@nniversary of his birth
occurs.

Paul was a man bursting with the joy of the Clarsti
faith. He recognised that to be a Christian was ng
always going to be easy — he knew life was not ydvwea
bed of roses. However, he knew no matter wha
physical, emotional or spiritual suffering came higy
God was with him. He knew in the depths of his hea
that God’s grace was greater than anything else.

Paul's remarkable faith has been an inspirationhto
Church throughout the centuries.

If you have never read his letters or read abautifei as

a Christian in the New Testament bddlke Acts of the
Apostles”| would encourage you to do so. Don't try to
read them all at once — read a small amount ahe +
then reflect and pray about it. Ask yourself wisathis
saying to me and about my Christian life now in 200
Maybe make this a part of your Lenten journey. tlisn
the time when we are all encouraged to deepenywene
refresh — even discover — our Christian faith. sTyear
may St. Paul be our guide and support.
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I am hoping that by the next edition of “Away frahe
Pulpit” Holy Cross and St. Matthew’s will officigilbe
one parish. This will be an important moment ie life

of our community. Let us pray that we continugtow
closer together. Both communities have pulled tugye
and we are building a strong Christian presence fq
future generations.

It is important that we continue to support Holyo€s
and St. Matthew's — this is our community — it ibexe
we live.

May you all have a grace filled Lent and Easter.
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I will finish with some words from St. Paul,

“Out of His infinite glory, may He give you the poav
through His Spirit for your hidden self to grow sting,
so that Christ may live in your hearts through faitand
then, planted in love and built on love, you willit all
the saints have strength to grasp the breadth ahd t
length, the height and the depth; until, knowing ¢h
love of Christ, which is beyond all knowledge, yate
filled with the utter fullness of God

Glory be to Him whose power, working in us, can do
infinitely more than we can ask or imagine; gloryelzo
Him from generation to generation in the Church and
in Christ Jesus for ever and ever. Amen”

Ephesians 3: 16-21.

Father Michael.
Parish Priest.
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The Perfect Church.

If you should find the perfect church,
Without one fault or smearr,
For goodness sake
Don't join that church.
You’d spoil the atmosphere.

If you should find the perfect church
Where all anxieties cease,
Then pass it by, lest joining it
You spoil the masterpiece.

If you should find the perfect church,
Then don’t you ever dare
To tread upon such holy ground.
You'd be a misfit there.

But since no perfect church exists,
Where people never sin,

Let’'s cease on looking for that church,
And love the church we're in.

Of course it's not the perfect church,
That's simple to discern.

But you and | and all of us
Could cause the tide to turn.
What fools we are to flee the past
In that unfruitful search
To find, at last, where problems loom
God proudly builds his church.



My life - memories after St.Gilbert’s
By Kathleen Walton. (nee Morris).

hat did we do when we were teenagers, from

14 to 18, and the war was still on? Were we
bored? — NO WAY. We didn't have mobiles,
internets, cars, computers, big TV’'s — in our house
we had a gramophone that we could use, if we could
get the needles to play it, (like His Masters Voige
We had a piano that always needed tuning, but
anybody who could play could knock a tune out of it
We had cinemas, dance halls and, oh yes! little lad
beer houses — Temperance Bars. My friend and |
would meet with tuppence between us most nights,
and we took it in turns to say “l don't want any
Vimto tonight, but you have one”. “O.K". Then,
when no-one was looking we shared it between us
with a packet of Lords crisps. If any of the ladsame
in they would treat us, then walk us home to Winton
as there were no lights anywhere, and we would be
singing our heads off. My dad used to say “You
know what time you're off out, then you know what
time you're in”. 9.30 p.m. in the week, 10.30 at
weekends. Wednesday was a ‘no going out’ nightt |
was work in the house, helping my Mam to change
the bed sheets, clean bedrooms, and bathroom, put
all dirty clothes in washer (a twin tub), then havea
bath, into bed with clean sheets and pyjamas and it
was heaven. Mam would bring us a cup of tea and
biscuits, then a read under the bed clothes with my
torch as we still had blackout.

We used to go dancing most nights, if we had the
money. We had the Red Cross Hall, the Drill Haltl a
St. Mary’s cellar. There was also dancing on what w
called Patricroft Rec. and Eccles Rec. These Wes
They had dance records played through loud-speakefs
(Victor Sylvester had nothing on us). We used ¢b g
some Big Bands at the Drill Hall. The Squadroresir
were there — MAGIC.

We also had six cinemas; the Princes at Monton, the
Majestic, the Palladium, the Crown, the Regent if
Eccles, and the Broadway, which also had concert o
Sunday night. People used to call the Crown tlea Fl
Pit. 1 don't know why. | remember Julie Andrewsda
her parents at the Broadway one Sunday night.odt ¢
2/-to go in. (10 pence in today’'s money).

Money at one time was very scarce. When | firfit le
school my Mam only got 25/- a week to keep fouusf
on. There were no ‘Benefits’ or ‘Giro’s in thosayd.
Dad told Mam to pay the rent, get a bag of codbah
and a jar of jam. Oh yes, and 3 Woodbines for &aifns
She used to laugh.

Us teenagers all had jobs to go to when we left Sf.
Gilbert's, our parents saw to that! We went forn
interviews and exams before we left school. Mygbit
downfall was my spelling, but I did get a job inaffice

in Manchester. | hated it. Catching the trainnfro
Monton Green Station. 6d. return to Manchestern8 a

Things got a bit better when | got a bit of wagé® a
week, which | gave to my Mam and got spends, 10/- a
week. | was a millionaire. | even saved up ouit.ofl

put 1/- a week in the Post Office Savings Bank. We
went to Cross Lane to a shop that had new fasHioass
really cheap. | bought a pair of black court shaed a
pair of nylons for 5/-. Mam bought me a white taity
mac with epaulettes. | felt like the queen bee.
friend’s mother made us a sailor style hat that albthe
go (what must we have looked like?). We must have
been O.K. as the lads still followed us. In faad used

to say he was going to put a plague on the froot do
ALL FORCES WELCOME. He used to say “Never
street corner”. We didn’t!

My

| cannot believe all this happened to us when wewe
15to 17. The war had just ended. It's as if eadrit all
in a book.

My Mam got a job in Eccles Spinning Mill and Dadsva
sent to London on Bomb Damage. Life got a lotezasi
for our parents.

The years that followed also had many memories. My
parents used to live and work in Kenya, East Africa
where | still have many friends. We were stoppednf
visiting them because of the trouble. Then theykeo

in Aden in Saudi Arabia for many years. My gran
looked after my brother and 1.

I got married, and my brother joined my parents for
three years in Kenya. Then he was in the RAH A
this is my memories after St. Gilbert's. Happy slay
gone but not forgotten.

Editor’s note:

There were in total six cinemas in Ecclgdus the
Princes at Monton. The Empire Cinema, stood on the
corner of Church Street and Corporation Street.

Dock Police.
Taken from 100 Years of Traford Park, by R.M.)

A docker presented himself every night at the effid

the dock policeman, pushing a barrow-load of filfthe
poor cop was obliged to sieve through it, gettiitinyf
himself in the process, but never found anythirtde
soldiered on with the thought uppermost in his niihd
am retiring in a month — it won’t be for much longe
However, in retirement it drove him mad as he had
never before been beaten on a case; so down he wen
one night to the docker's pub, found this man, and
bought him a pint. Saying he was now retired amdc:
not harm him, would he mind telling him what he was
up to, wheeling such filth out nightly. The docker
replied, “I was pinching wheelbarrows, Guv’'nor”......

Words of Wisdom.........

Room for improvement is the largest room in theldor



Garden Clippings.........

There are so many jobs for the next 2 or 3
months | think it is best just to list a few of
them.

March:
This month the days are getting longer, the sgeisng
stronger and more signs of spring are arriving. 'Dief
your enthusiasm run away on mild days; the sadtiis
too wet and cold for sowing and planting
When the lawn is dry enough, rake it over, give
it a first cut with the cutters set high and a few
days later apply feed, weed and moss killer.
Prune the roses to an outward facing bud.
Divide and replant overcrowded perennials
Neighbours may be glad of any you don’t want
(you could always pot them up and put them in
the plant sale!!)
Buy some fuchsia plants (60p from B&Q), pinch
out the tips and grow them on as cuttings. If an
body needs advice about this, please ask - thefre
is not enough space to explain here.
Fork over flower beds ready for planting.
Plant some flower seeds indoors (Follow theg
instructions on the packets, they are al
different)

April:

This is a really frantic month - weather permitting
Dig in some compost between plants.
Give all your established plants a good feed.
Pick off fading flower heads from spring
flowers, but leave the foliage intact.
When daffodils have finished flowering, don’t
tie up the leaves. They need light to make food
stores in the bulbs for next years flowers. You
can safely cut off the leaves 6 weeks after th
flowers have faded.
Watch out for slugs and snails! Trap them unde
grapefruit or orange skins and dispose of thern
(It depends how kindly disposed you feel
towards them how you do this. Slug pellets ar¢
not kind to wildlife, so should be avoided if
possible.
Continue to sow seeds according to the
instructions.
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May:
Everything is picking up pace this month... but watch
out for frost!
Plant up a hanging basket if you have a frost
free place to keep it until it is safe.
HINT..... Don't use a liner with holes in the
sides, just plant the top of the basket with
upright and trailing plants, it makes a bettef
shape when the plants grow.
BIGGER HINT! Mix some cheap cat litter
(unperfumed) 1:6 with your compost; it will

3

make your compost retain moisture. Try it, it
really works.
Bedding plants should be able to go out at the
end of the month (depending on the weather).
Plant up containers for the summer.
Plant some potatoes. Have you still got your
green box? Put about 5” of compost in the
bottom and put 3 sprouting potatoes in the
compost and cover with more compost.
Continue to cover with more compost as the
shoots grow. You will soon have your own crop
of new potatoes. Children are fascinated!
Plant some salad seeds in large flower pots- you
can cut fresh salad whenever you want it.
Hope | have given you a few ideas for the next few
months.l know there are some expert gardeners out
there, so how about sharing some of your ideas with
this column?

We are hoping to have another plant sale in Mayvead
are always grateful both for contributions of p&rdand

for customers! If anybody has any special requests
please let us know in plenty of time.

Getting older.........

“It's awful getting older,”
| often hear folk say
As they recount their aches and pains,
Which will not go away.

But it’s helpful to remember,
When considered overall
That if we didn’t reach old age,
We’d not be here at all!
Dorothy M. Loughran.

Learning the hard way.........

A Jewish business man was taking his son for a.walk
They passed a building site. The son ran off aadesl
climbing the scaffolding. When he got to a gooitjhe

he looked down and then lost his nerve. He shotged
his father.

“Daddy, help me.” His father said, “Jump Son aifid |
catch you.” “I can’t Daddy, I'm afraid.”

The father climbed up on a mound of sand and said,
“Now move along the scaffolding and jump, I'll chtc
you. You can trust me, Son.”

As the boy jumped the father let the son land engaind.
He looked accusingly at his father, “You promised t
catch me.”

“That’s your first lesson in business,” said théhéa,
“Trust nobody!”

Worry is interest paid on trouble before it becomes
due.




A shadow of our Faith.........
By Kevin Keigher.

hit Sunday used to be a marvellous occasion

when three parishes became one, in a unified
show of faith. All Saints, St. Gilbert's (now St.
Matthew’s) and St. Mary’s would meet up to form a
colourful, enthusiastic and musical procession to
Eccles town centre, as we proudly displayed our
faith.

Unlike May Sunday, which was a parochial processio
within the confines of the church, Whit Sunday veas
very public, noisy, colourful show of faith.

=

My early recollection of the Walks began as a papil
All Saints School. The preparation — like May Sayme
was both painstakingly and patiently undertakerthsy
school teachers, but this was on a far larger szslé
involved all the school children. The playground
became a hive of activity, as we lined up in classr
groups from juniors to seniors. We continually ohed
around the playground, and as we would be wallireg t
width of Liverpool Road, we were stretched out euiér
apart. This meant, as we turned, it was virtualsprint
on the outside to keep in line with your insidetper.
It's only in these later years we realise the gpedience
and skills the school teachers had in organisibgrech
of misfits to walk uniformly and with discipline nosuch
an occasion.

While the school teachers take a lot of credit,ghgents
also had a major part to play in preparing us ler big
day. | can remember taking “Uniform Money” to soho
on a weekly basis, because parents couldn’t afford
pay for them in full. It was Mr. Martin — headmeaist-
who decided we should have a school uniform, which
consisted of a nice Royal Blue blazer, matchingeblu
cap, and striped tie. Mam would take us on thd&¥
from Peel Green to John Manners shop, situated on
Chapel Street, Salford. This journey nowadays aoul
probably be a forty minute round trip, but as yan c
imagine this involved first a bus journey therayalk to
the shop, fitting time, and then a bus journey hom
again. All this was done outside school hourswadld
involve a full evening or the best part of Saturdayen

it was, with “Club Book” in hand, off to C.W. Deans
Eccles for a new pair of shoes. No money changed
hands; the cost was added to the balance and Mam
continued with the weekly payments.

D
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Preparations complete — now for the big day. Whi
Sunday and off to early morning Mass. We wereegpar
a sermon by Fr. Baron as we had a big, long dagche
of us. As a kid | used to hate sermons as it t@ok
eternity for the priest to reach the pulpit, newend the
length of the sermon. The senior altar boy wowdtpbh
Fr. Baron off with his vestments, hang them up @icd
neat, return to the centre of the altar, genuftext then
lead him to the pulpit, which was situated highimphe
middle of the congregation. Then he delivered hi
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sermon in a singing monotone voice that seemedsto |
longer than one of Ken Dodd's shows. He was
obviously unaware that a high powered football tmatc
with a tennis ball — was waiting to kick off in Bakell
Road. How | wish | was grown up and could be skate
at the back so | could leave early.

Mass over, it was time to return home, have breskfa
and prepare for the procession. Mam took contvol t
prepare each of us in turn. My poor skin. Shehads
and scrubbed everywhere. What with May Sunday and
today, this was a very severe period for my knaesd,
sometimes | expected a wire brush to be used! &t
clean and wearing my nice new blazer — which had
another lucky “tanner” (sixpence) in the top poc&ét
Auntie Maggie. | wasn't bothered that it hung offy
shoulders like a sack of spuds, or the fact thatheves
came down to the tips of my fingers, as Mam had
assured me | would “grow into it”. My shirt wassala
collar size too big, so my cuffs matched the lergftthe
sleeves on my blazer, and so with a bit of luck and
God’s grace by the time it comes to leave schodl an
attend a job interview my clothes should just abfitut
me. Anyway, it was now time to make our way to All
Saints School as it was approaching “kick-off” time

The Men’s Confraternity, led by Charlie Geeney kied
very military with their medals proudly pinned dmetr
chest, dazzling everybody as they caught the rajiseo
summer sunshine. They were all very busy unfurirey
huge banners that were a major feature of our vesk,
they were carried high above us displaying the nafme
our parish.

The altar boys with their Persil white surplice didck
cassock outfits looked brilliant as Walter Naughttire
senior altar boy, lined them up at the head of the
procession. Fr. Baron and Fr. O'Sullivan, dressed
their black frock coats and shiny black top hatsked

like two undertakers on a day off, as they overéabthe
proceedings. However, neither had any need to
intervene as everyone was prepared and supervisec
expertly before we set off on the first part of gaurney

up Cawdor Street.

Somewhere in between the altar boys at the frod, a
the men of the parish bringing up the rear, wadescc
Borough Band. As the beat of the drum echoed joud|
the length and breadth of Cawdor Street, a buzz of
excitement gripped us all as we were about to begin
walk to Eccles town centre.

Cawdor Street was an imposing sight, with high svall
and factories towering above us, casting huge gjoom
shadows which shut off the warm summer sunshine
being enjoyed by St. Mary’s and St. Gilbert's waition
Liverpool Road, as we marched to meet them.

I remember this very well indeed because every year
without fail we stood beneath the cold, dark fagtor
shadows as Fr. Calloway, Fr. Baron and Fr. Drescher
disputed the order in which the parishes would marc



There was supposed to be an agreement whereby
order was rotated, allowing each parish in turmave

the prestigious lead role. However, every year Fi.
Drescher pulled rank, insisting, as the seniorgbarbt.
Mary's should lead and every year he succeeded |-
otherwise | would still be standing in Cawdor Stree

| also remember Fr. Drescher for causing quitdrebgt
announcing from the pulpit that halfpennies weré¢ ng
acceptable in the church collection, and later, rwhe
attended St. Patrick’s School, one of the girlsrfrSt.

Mary’s parish told us how she would disguise haceo
when she went to confession. But every time, as sh
was leaving, Fr. Drescher would time it to perfeacti
with a “Goodbye Margaret” just as she opened tre.do

Meanwhile, back on Cawdor Street, we were on the
move. St. Mary’'s led us along a crowded Liverpoo
Road, to the swirling sound of their own pipe amadna
band. My cousin - Aidan Stafford — was a member df
the band and along with the other members theyeldok
magnificent in their kilts and uniform. Aidan was
drum major, and | am not too sure, but | think Aent
Maggie used to look forward to my visits, as shensed
to enjoy my hour and a half playing Aidan’s drunm fo
her!!!

All along the sun baked top road we were cheered hy
young and old alike, as they waved their flags ang
shouted excitedly when seeing someone they kne.
Every street corner seemed to have an ice cream van
and in the carnival atmosphere nobody seemed to be
denied a treat.

| remember in later years, as | walked with the raén
the parish, how different it was, because thereewe
times when you didn't want to be noticed. | can
remember in particular two old school mates, Steve
Glynn and Bernard Sheils, who never missed the svalk|
But on this particular day they didn’t want to ees by
their mates, who would be standing outside the IBlag
Boy Pub on the corner of Renshaw Street, ready {o
“ambush” them as they passed by. Steve would hfush
you said “boo” to him, and every year as we appnedc
Green Lane he would turn all shades of scarleteas
knew what was in store for him. Sheilsy, thougbpie
drop out at Lewis Street, run around the back qf
Renshaw Street, and re-join us at the top of Ekgem
Street, leaving Steve to face the music alone.

Proudly we walked on towards our destination
Approaching Eccles Cross the procession would vgnd
way around the roundabout, coming back on itsefil un
the front was level with the back. Then as we relda
our throats and stood to attention the band wotrlkes
up with “Faith of our Fathers”. Everybody - men,
women, children, and many observers who were n
capable of completing the walk, raised their voitmean
incredible level that must have been heard in Bt
and Cadishead, as we proudly proclaimed our faith.

A truly wonderful sight and sound.

<)

he It was then “back to barracks”. Our processiori tal

stretched the width of the road was now reduceoch®
side as we walked in step to the sound of a lodalyn
tapping out the beat. The crowded pavements were
reduced to a few stragglers making their way hofter a

a long but pleasant afternoon. The buses were imack
service to take home the many families who had
travelled to join us on this very special day.

Wearily we dispersed and made our own way home.
Happy, and sad, that a day that seemed to go ereor
was now just a blur.

But this was not the end. On Thursday the Eccles
Journal would have front to back coverage, withtpso

of our procession. As the Journal was deliverediais
grabbed by eager, excited hands as the pages were
scanned to see if we had been caught by the magic
camera. Then it was off to school to tell our sitho
mates they were famous because their “picture was i
the paper”.

Now it really is over for another year. So it'schao
Mass and another sermon from Fr. Baron, togethér wi
his explanation of our long, dreary wait in the das

of Cawdor Street. This would be followed with the
promise we would be first to reach the sunshinehen
top road next year, as the lead parigih. Drescher had
told him!!!

From the age of seven | walked on Whit Sunday as a
schoolboy, a page- boy, an altar boy and finallshule
men of the parish, by which time of course | wasnth
wearing long trousers — no more knee scrubbingle Th
only difference was each year | was pushed furdimer
further back, therefore staying longer and longethie
cold, miserable shadows of Cawdor Streetseme
promise from my parish priest!!!

Some years later | was employed at Barton SheealMet
working nine hours each day, including Saturdays.
Guess whereCAWDOR STREET.

A Victorian Maiden’s Prayer.

For birds with broken wings,
And rabbits caught in springs.
For poor bewildered foxes,
And butterflies in boxes.

Hear us, we beseech thee.

For dogs without a home,
And cats that walk alone.
For horses worn and old,
And sheep without a fold.
Hear us, we beseech thee.

For all those weak and lowly,
Depending on man wholly.
Hear us, we beseech thee.



Barton Bridge

By Kath Byrne.

he Manchester Ship Canal separated All Saints

Church from its parish. Catholics in the area,
going to mass every Sunday, often had to wait fohe
great swing bridge at Barton to turn, letting ships
pass to and from the docks at Salford. As far backs
| can remember, my mother took my sister and me to
ten o’clock mass each week. We always had to set
out early just in case we were “bridged”. My mothe
shriveled at the thought of walking into church lae
but being bridged was exciting to us children.

First we would hear two blasts on the horn.
looked like two footballs on a metal rod moved up o
down (we never worked out the code) at the sidthef
square brick tower standing on the island in theata

A man dressed in black with a peaked cap would com
out of the lodge at the south side of the bridgarrthe
church. He would close the big, wooden gates ghat
off the road bridge, its arches supported by massieel
girders, would start to move.

Inch by inch the road slid sideways until it wasngp
turning g a 90 degree angle, leaving a gap wideigimo
for the ship to pass through. This was usuallytton
Urmston side of the canal which was wider than th
Eccles side.

| would stare through the gates at the canal flovihea
little frightened that the very road | was standioig
came to an abrupt end just a few feet away. Thdgd
it the eighth wonder of the world and to see thedveay
disappear before your eyes certainly seemed likeeso
sort of magic. Almost as thrilling was waiting ftire
big ship to pass through. We would stand on waaiid
railings to get a good view, looking both ways &es
from which direction it would come. On a good day
there might be a ship going up and another comin
down, each with a tugboat, possibly two. Joy ¢kjd
crew members were on deck to wave to us.

As the ship sailed on, either up to Salford Docks o
down to the sea, the bridge slowly returned briggime
road back to normal. The men in peaked caps wou
open the gates and wave us through, people andidicy
first, then cars and buses.

| always felt a frisson of fear as | crossed thddw. |If
the road could so easily disappear.....I could jus
imagine myself sinking into the black depths of the
water below.

Everybody today seems to be in such a rush, antooys
greater developments and greater riches an s@mdhat
children have very little time for their parentarents
have very little time for each other, and in thamkg
begins the disruption of peace in the world.

Mother Theresa.

What
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Metro’s and the Lancasters
By Marie Duffy.

hen the whole of Trafford Park was to become

a huge munitions line during World War 11,
Metro-Vicks built a large aircraft factory on Mosley
Road. It was to play a big part in the outcome ofhe
war. From there came one of the most successful
bombers the Airforce ever had...the Lancaster

The Lancaster was so designed that decentralization
with a series of sub-assemblies meant that it cbeld
built in a number of places around the country (tred
world), with assembly at factories with adjacent
aerodromes. The advantage of this was that damagec
sections could be replaced from store, and spare,
undamaged parts were able to take their place t@®@ma
up whole aircraft. The various parts of fuselageld

be stacked in the standard railway wagon, andcp énmet
sight on certain roads during the war was of long,
camouflaged trailers conveying their load of aificra
sections to factories and docks on their way terag$y.

Born out of the Manchester Bomber, the Lancaster wa
the result of improvement, experience and skillithvits
cruciform shape, its immensely strong core, and hig
tensile bolts, it gave complete confidence to thenm
who flew it. There is no doubt that this machirdpled

to turn the tide of the war with its total reliahil
coupled with its ability to carry over its own whig

Nor was its role all destruction. The Lancastes wsed

to carry food to the starving Dutch in the exercise
written into history as ‘Operation Manna’. It alglayed

its part in bringing home thousands of prisonera/a.

The Aircraft Factory did all that was asked of it.

Matthew Henry, the famous Bible scholar, more than
250 years ago, wrote these words in his diary dfee}f
was robbed of all the money he had in the workirst,
let me be thankful because | was never robbed befor
Second, because although they took my purse, tiky d
not take my life. Third, that although they took ail,

it was not much. Fourth, because it was | who

robbed, not | that did the robbing.” What a wirmi
attitude! Since thankfulness is a choice, ansva&
guestion: ‘Am | a thankful person?’ If you do rie

the answer- DO SOMETHING ABOUT IT!!!

vas
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For all those many readers who have expressed thei
appreciation and the pleasure and enjoyment they
have received from reading about David Turner’s
childhood memories of St. Joseph’s, please be
assured that the next episode of David's story wilbe
appearing in our June edition.

Just a thought.........
Yesterday is a cancelled cheque, Tomorrow is p
promissory note, Today is cash in hand.




The ‘Eagle’ and child

No — not the pub.....

H is name was Jack, and | loved him. 1 loved him
with a passion! Mind you, so did almost every

other girl in my class — well, those with good tastat

any rate!

As | say, his name was Jack, and he was the rgpitti
image’ of Clark Kemp, alias ‘Superman’. He wasltbui
for playing Rugby League, and play Rugby League he
did — for Warrington | believe. He was our teaclasrd

| wonder if he was ever aware of the fact thataltih
we were only 13 years of age, we girls were alnadist
completely and utterly ‘madly in love’ with him, dn
that to be singled out by him, no matter even ilvés
only for punishment, was actually considered soingth
of an honour, because you see, that meant thatatie H
actually ‘noticed’ us. The boys in our class ubual
received quite severe punishments for very small
misdemeanours, but the girls were treated far more
leniently, and their punishment for misbehavioually
consisted of being made to stand in a corner ofdbm
or perhaps even outside the classroom altogether,
resulting in spending the entire lesson being almo
completely ignored. This of course did not prodthee
desired effect for us girls. The ‘notice me, daitin
syndrome (now known as attention deficiency
syndrome) then kicked into place, and, my own psko
precocious and disruptive  behaviour becam
progressively worse, until the only action remagnin
open to him was to administer the dreaded canew Ng
that hurt — | mearreally hurt. Many times had |
witnessed even the most intrepid of the boys in ol
class, having been cut down to size by the dreaded,
return to their seats with their arms crossed dheir
chests, each hand taking refuge in the opposingigrm
attempting to allay the stinging sensation in their
swollen fingers; and their heads bowed low, attamgpt
to allay the stinging sensation in their swollereeks,
which tended to accompany the humiliation caused hy
the persistent overflow of tears. So, now it wastam.
But, hey, who cared?At least he’d noticed! “Come
out here” he barked. | obeyed. “Face the clagshaid
out your hand” - he barked again. Again | obeymd,
“Which one?” said I, provocatively. His anger haalv
gone up a notch*BOTH” he replied. | raised just one |’
hand. “l really didn't want to have to do this” kaid
“put!!!”.... . Thwack!! The cane came down. “Noweh
other hand”....Thwack!"! The cane came down @
second time. | couldn’t help noticing that consikg he
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endurance, but also for added effect - and, ofsguo
stem the tears and keep them under control!!! ©n n
account would | let the tears flow. Well, not jusit
anyway. Wait a second or two, and then let jultva
overflow. A very few. Amounting perhaps to just a
trickle. Just enough to send him on a guilt trgy f
inflicting corporal punishment on a girllll  And i
reaction? An icy cold stare followed by anotherkied
order -“Go and sit down”. Once again | obeyed, and
attempted to walk nonchalantly back to my seat, ot
with my arms across my chest nor with my hands
underneath my armpits. | discovered that, comptwed
the armpit method, clenching the fists tightly proed
much the same soothing and therapeutic effect!!
Whispers now from my classmates seated in front,
behind and either side of me. “Did it hurt"? “Did
hurt"? Did it hurt? “NO” | said, defiantly. Actually, it

for this Oscar winning performance? Well, swollen
fingers for a start, and severely damaged pridepleadl

with the somewhat dubious distinction of being filhst,

if not the only girl in the class, nay probably tine
whole school ever to have been given the cane,dbut,
much more consequence to me, the knowledge that the
much desired effect had now finally been achieved.
Now he’d noticed.Now he’d noticed!!!

I'm sorry to say that my undying love for him canee
rather an abrupt end one day, when he committed the
unforgivable sin of confiscating my Eagle comic, as
punishment for surreptitiously reading it benedtle t
desk during one of his lessons; thereby provingohdy

all reasonable shadow of doubt that, as a means of
improving the mind, its content and ideas werenitdly
preferable to his. Several days elapsed beforaslable

to pluck up enough courage to ask for the returthisf
prized periodical, only to be informed that he had
‘thrown it out’, ‘disposed of it’, ‘consigned it tdhe
dustbin’. His fate was now sealed. His halo had/ n
slipped. Clearly, he had no soul. Even his ‘Sozar
image let him down and failed miserably when it eam
into competition with Dan Dare and his contemp@sri
Only then did | realise that my affections had been
totally misplaced, and must henceforth be chantetie
other more worthy and deserving directions.

Dorothy Bryan.

Wishing all our readers a very
Happy Easter.

“really didn't want to do this” he showed remarkabl
enthusiasm for the job. But, | really didn’t cabecause
this then gave me a unique opportunity to employ my
acting talents to the full. First to show incrddib
bravery before my peers in the face of what I'd juesd

to endure, and then to look reproachfully at the
perpetrator of the punishment, whilst at the saime t
biting the bottom lip, partly for extra inner stggh and
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Issue 13 will be available in early June. Closindate
for entries is Sunday, 17 May. When you have
finished reading this magazine,_pleaspass it on to a
friend or neighbour. Suggestions or articles for
inclusion can be placed in the boxes at the back ¢f
Holy Cross and St. Matthew’s churches or given tg
Father Michael.




FATHER TED'S PAGE .

eéfd about the girl who married a trampolinist?
heshad a bouncing baby boy.

What did the cross-eyed teacher say ?
I can't control my pupils.

Q: Which cheese is made backwards?
A: EDAM.

What is a Vampire's favourite fruit?
A Blood Orange.

Q: What did the envelope say to the stamp?
A: Stick with me and we'll go places.



