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As this 'Celebration' of the group has been completed and is now being typed we 
hear of the death of Ronnie Mackintosh, Mack as we all knew him, the third part of 
a trinity of men who had such an influence on the lives of so many boys and young 
men. Of course, they would be horrified to think they were being exalted in this 
way. 

After working on the group history for the past eighteen months, three names stand 
out above all others, Ariki - Charles Beatson founder, Eric Beaumont - Ariki's 
successor as Group Scout Master and Ronnie Mackintosh who played such a 
leading role in the post-war years, an integral part of this trinity. As with all great 
trinities they were successful whether working as a team or individually. They 
supported each other to ensure the success of the group. 

What made these men so special? They were three working class men, with no great 
educational credits, no financial riches, just three great characters. Not a son 
between them but so many who regarded them as spiritual fathers. They made so 
many sacrifices on behalf of the group, not that they would regard them as sacrifices 
more of a service or duty to the Saviour they all followed. In these days of many 
holidays, it's hard to understand that you were fortunate if you received one weekôs 
holiday with pay. This was willingly given to taking their boys to camp. There were 
no free riders among the officers, records show that they often paid double in camp 
fees. This sacrifice not only affected the officers but also their wives and families, 
Gladys Beatson, Marjorie Beaumont and Eileen Mackintosh, who all supported 
their husbands to the full, opening their homes and lives to the scouts. Mack used to 
say anyone marrying a sailor married his ship and that anyone marrying a scout 
married his troop. 

These three men a gas main layer, a grocer and a joiner, all physical jobs and all 
working long hours. Ariki who kept the troop going single handed throughout the 
war, whilst fire-watching and repairing gas mains during the blitz. Eric who served 
in the Army, Dunkirk, the Middle East desert and up through Italy in the R.A.M.C. 
Mack who was the youngest, only 16 when the war started, was a bicycle 
messenger during the blitz then into the Navy, serving in the Far East on Aircraft 
Carriers. 

Every peer group that passed through the troop, quite rightly, felt that their time was 
the best. This says a lot about the trinity and those who assisted them that such a 
consistently high standard was maintained throughout 57 years. 

After watching Norman Rossington in a show at the Playhouse Theatre in 
Liverpool, we met in the coffee bar after the performance. One of the things 
Norman said was, "What fortunate young men we were to have such men to guide 
us during our formative years".  

We can all say "Amen" to that. 

Phil Connor, June 2003 
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Wavertree, like much of Liverpool, suffered from social deprivation following the 
end of the First World War in 1919. Many resources were used or lost in this 
conflict, not least that of young men. 

It was in these times of hardship that Charles Beatson, the Sunday School Leader, 
was asked by Miss. Mary Blyth (Superintendent of Wellington Road Mission) to 
form a Scout Group. He did so in 1926 on the understanding that his sole purpose 
for doing so was the establishment of a Christian influenced group for boys and 
young men. One of the criteria for being a member of the Group was to be a 
member of the Sunday School Bible Class. 

Charles Beatson acquired the affectionate title of 'ARIKI' which means Chief in the 
Maori language of New Zealand. What is certain is that Ariki was indeed a true 
leader with integrity, vision and faith, serving young lads who mainly lived in close 
proximity to the Mission in Wellington Road. You were counted as lucky if you had 
a bathroom and inside toilet, very few had, most of the housing being 'two up, two 
down' or 'three up three down' typical city terraced housing. The local swimming 
baths served as the washhouse and venue for the weekly bath. Money was hard to 
come by, so it was also a 'hand me down' society and scout uniforms could be 
purchased 'on tick' and then passed on to the younger brother(s). 

Camping was a major activity but required financing, few could afford the full cost, 
especially if travelling abroad. The work ethic 'a good day's pay for a good day's 
work' applied to Scouts, which inculcated both a sense of achievement and 
appreciation of life values, together with Christian principles of sharing and 
supporting one another. Thus, Ariki led effectively and ensured that a strong bond 
pervaded the group-this is still evident today among former scouts, regardless of age 
and also within the neighbourhood amongst families and friends. 

I firmly believe that the Group, under the leadership and guidance of the Leaders 
down the years, has fulfilled the aspirations of Miss. Blyth and is a lasting tribute to 
its founder, our beloved 

Trusty, loyal, helpful,  
Brotherly, courteous, kind,  
Obedient, smiling, thrifty,  
Clean in body and mind. 

John C. Anders 
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Throughout the life of the group 'Scouts Own' or Church Parade as it later became 
known formed a very important part of what the 16th Picton (formerly 235th 
Liverpool and 10th Wavertree) was all about. 

All members of the troop were expected to members of the Sunday School or in 
later years the Bible Class. Church Parade was always held during the morning 
service on the 2nd Sunday in each month. The uniformed groups paraded with their 
respective colours, often one member would read the lesson and a Cub, Brownie, 
Guide and Scout would take the collection. The sermon was often given by Ariki or 
Eric. 

Each year there would be a special service on Remembrance Sunday in which each 
of the uniformed groups took an active part. The troop also took part in District 
Scout Parades e.g. St. George's Day, held in various churches. There were also the 
County Association Services, which were mostly held in the Cathedral. 

At camp, Scouts Own would held on a Sunday morning with hymns, prayers and 
a short talk. On official Scout Camp Sites such as Tawd Vale we would attend joint 
Scouts Own Services joining with Scouts from other areas. Camp Scouts Own 
services held in the open air were special to many of the group. At camp as at the 
end of Scout nights, we would lower the flag, say prayers and sing taps. 

Day is done, gone the sun,  
From the hills, from the vales, from the sky,  
All is well, safely rest.  
God nigh. 

There were undoubtedly, special services during the early years but we have, sadly, 
only a few Order of Service sheets for the later years. 

In among the records, however, is a service sheet for the Scouts Own held on 11th 
August 1929 at the World Jamboree in Arrowe Park, this was given to the group by 
Mr.James Tighe who was at the Jamboree. The service was conducted by the Scout 
Chaplains of the Free Church, Church of Scotland and Church of England. The 
Chief Scout spoke about the Jamboree and led the gathering in renewing The 
Promise. Scouts of other countries were to recall their own wording of The Promise. 
A note at the beginning of the service sheet stated 'Scouts will stand for the whole 
of the service except the lesson and address.' 

A Service of Thanksgiving for the Silver Jubilee of the group was held on 28th 
October 1951. The speaker on that occasion being Mr. A. E. Mills who was for 
many years Warden of Tawd Vale and well known to all. 

Between 9th April 1961 and 15th October 1995 there were five special services (a) 
Dedication of Rover and Senior Scout Colours (b) 40th and 50th Anniversary Year 
Services and (c) two Services of Memorial and Thanksgiving for Mr. C. Beatson 
(Ariki) in 1963 and Eric in 1995. 



Over the latter years four hymns in particular appear to have become favourites for 
the majority of the special services:- 

'Forward be our watchword'  
'Teach me Thy way O Lord'  
'Love Divine all loves excelling'  
'Mine eyes have seen the glory' 

The lesson was often read by one of the Scouts and Mr. Les Crane, a former Scout, 
usually sang a solo. The Scout Prayer was always recited and most services 
finished with the Scout Vesper and The Queen. 

Fred Rooke 
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A successful Scout Troop feeds off a flourishing Cub Pack and the group has been 
fortunate throughout its history in having a very successful Cub Pack. As can be 
seen from the Log of Events the pack pre-war held lots of annual and weekend 
camps. However, after the war, probably due to changing rules by the Scout 
Association, the pack did not actually camp, although they paid many day visits to 
the Scout camps at Tawd Vale and Bispham Hall. 

The cubs were, however, very active in all the Association cub activities e.g. sports 
days, swimming galas, football competitions both eleven and five aside. They also 
played their part in concerts, Gang Shows, and Parents Evenings. 

A typical evening would start with the taking of subscriptions and marking the 
register, taking details of any new boys. After this there would be the Grand Howl 
and jungle dances. They played a variety of games, two of the most popular in later 
years being Port & Starboard and a ball game Head & Catch, there were also team 
games and weather permitting in the summer rounders or cricket in the park. The 
cubs also had a quiet time when they formed groups and learned how to tie knots, 
practice badge work etc. The evening ended with a few more lively games, 
occasionally a short campfire, and meetings always ended with the singing of Taps. 

At the Mission scout night was Monday night from 7 p.m. till 9 p.m. When I joined 
in 1944 those who could (homework allowing) would turn up early for a play in the 
Mystery but as soon as the Mission was opened we would all be there under the 
control of Rossie, our TL. Ariki would leave him to give us our instruction in 
marching drills until he was ready to take over himself Formation marching was 
great. Tallest on the right, shortest on the left, in single rank FALL IN! Then, 
number off, odd numbers one step backward, left turn, quick march, down the 
middle in two's, then four's, etc. etc. in all sorts of clever formations with Rossie 
putting on his powerful Sergeant Major voice and us all thoroughly enjoying it. 

Ariki would then take over for some more games, usually boisterous ones until we 
had got rid of all our surplus energy. Then we would have something more skillful, 
inter-patrol activities such as semaphore, first aid, knots and lashings, small 
pioneering projects or games of alertness. After this there would be Patrol Corners, 
the serious training period of the evening when the PL used to take his patrol for a 
wide range of scout-craft subjects and badge work. The patrols in the 1940s and 
50s were the Owl Patrol (PL Rossie and later Denis), the Wolf Patrol (PL Phil) and 
the Seagull (PL Copey and later George) 

After Patrol Corners we would have another troop game and this was followed by 
us all saying the troop prayer "Our God and Father, we thank Thee for the blessings 
of another day. Give us clean hands, help us to stand for the hard right against the 
easy wrong. Send us chances of doing good to somebody every day, and grow more 
like Jesus Christ" followed by Taps. 

Before Taps Mack would sort out the football arrangements for the coming 
Saturday and Ariki would then make any notices about troop activities e.g. camps, 
wide games, Parents Evenings, good or bad behaviour in the troop etc. 



Occasionally he would also put in some advice to young boys about the pitfalls of 
life that would be meaningful to those who needed it but would be over the heads 
of the younger boys and so not alarm them. 

When Rossie (Norman Rossington) and later Copey (Ken Cope) left to take up 
their scholarships at the Bristol Old Vic, Ariki talked to us about the dangers of 
young lads living away from their parents. On another evening he talked about lads 
leaving school and getting their first jobs and their first pay packet and how 
important it made you feel ..... and also, how we should tell our dads if any of the 
men in our workplace became too familiar and started 'touching' us ..... I remember 
clearly at the time wondering what he was talking about, but no doubt any older 
lads for whom it was relevant did understand. 

The programme for scout night was changed as the situation required. In the 
summer we often spent the full evening outside on wide games either in the 
Mystery (Wavertree Playground) or Childwall or Woolton Woods and we would 
end up getting home late and absolutely exhilarated at the adventures of the 
evening. Other changes were needed to practice for Parents Evenings, particularly 
for the campfire sketches. With the encouragement of Eric and Mack these sketches 
became more and more of high quality and, although we didn't know it at the time 
they were to become material for, and gave us the confidence for, our later public 
concerts. 

When Senior Scouts was introduced in 1946 the boys over 15, including all the 
PL's were formed into the Seniors and it meant finding another scout evening in the 
Mission. The first Seniors formed themselves into the Mallory patrol and met on 
Thursdays. These were joined a year later by another group who formed the Scott 
patrol thus producing a large and very enthusiastic Senior troop. Senior evenings 
didn't really start until 9 p.m. because so many boys were attending night school, 
and they went on until l0:30 p.m. followed by long conversations outside the 
Mission and on the Picton Road-Wellington Road comer. 

The movement for Senior Scouts introduced a complete range of more advanced 
badges, several of which were essential for Queens Scout badge. Surprisingly, most 
badge work was done in your own time and not during the Senior meetings 
meaning, of course, that you had to be self-motivated. The evenings were used for 
discussing camps, concerts, fund raising, planning badge training for the Juniors 
(including taking them to weekend camps) again all supported, but not led, by Eric 
and Mack. 

By 1950 there were several lads over 18 and it became time to think about another 
change i.e. the Rover Scouts to provide new challenges to the older Senior Scouts 
and to give the younger Seniors the space to develop their own skills and qualities 
of leadership. However, the change to Rovers was not as radical as the original 
introduction of the Senior Scouts and both groups worked very closely. In addition, 
there were the added complication of National Service that took young men away 
for two years and the growing menace of GIRLS. But the most powerful memory 
of all is of something that was invisible to us at the time; it was the friendship and 
the joy we took from each other's presence. 



In our early 20's we saw the slow challenging of the bonds that had held us all in 
such a wonderful brotherhood. Girlfriends, dances, new workmates, studying for 
final professional exams and National Service all took their toll in the regularity at 
which the older lads came to the meetings. Finally, marriage and family 
responsibilities won the day for most of us although several of the troop took out 
Warrants as scout leaders and remained to pass on to the new boys the excitement 
and the joys of our particular brand of scouting. The wonderful fact is that so very 
many of us have remained in contact, meeting socially and at the annual Re-unions, 
reliving our memories but also still working together by exchanging our 
experiences of life as dads and granddads. 

In 1966 the Scout Association disbanded Senior and Rover Scouts and introduced 
Venture Scouts, which catered for the 15 to 20 year age group. Venture Scouts 
were run on similar lines to Seniors with the same activities and badge goals for 
attaining the Queenôs Scout badge, although the Duke of Edinburgh Award Scheme 
tended, in our case, to be more prevalent than the Queens Scout badge possibly 
because the boys were able to use some of their school projects as part of the 
award. 

Another subtle change in the Venture Scouts was the fact that girls could join, 
although we did not have any in our group. In spite of these changes the Ventures 
still enjoyed the comradeship in training and camping etc. that had previously been 
enjoyed by Seniors and Rovers. 

D.M. 
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The origins of scouting are all concerned with the outdoor life and all the scout 
craft training e.g. knots, lashing, trees & timber, pioneering, signalling, tracking, 
first aid, bivouac building, fitness, orderliness, camp cooking etc. are concerned 
with survival and enjoyment of the great outdoors. 

International Jamborees were the events where this display of the outdoor 
life was most clearly in the public eye and over the years several boys from 
the troop have attended them. After these major events we were also in-
volved in the more local events for the public to show that scouting is alive 
and very active. These were held in Sefton Park (for the visit of the Chief 
Scout, Lord Rowallan) or in Earle Football ground. But the summer camps, 
all in well chosen locations in the U.K. and abroad, were the places where 
we could most easily put our training into practice but in fact we probably 
sent more time adventuring and sightseeing. However, there were lots of 
other outdoor activities that allowed us the chance to get into the open 
countryside (or the park) 

Probably the most common outdoor events were the wide-games on sum-
mer nights that replaced the meeting in the Mission. These could range very 
wide including, not just the 'Mystery' but all areas up to Sefton Park, 
Calderstones Park, Blackwoods etc. but they always ended in a campfire 
with cocoa in Childwall Woods. Such wonderful adventures. 

The two-night camps at Whit were the introductory camps for new boys and 
usually were required before boys were allowed to go away at summer for 
seven or ten days. The Easter camps were usually for PL's and Seconds on-
ly, because of the colder weather. These camps were normally held at Tawd 
Vale near Ormskirk and involved the four-mile hike from the Ormskirk rail-
way station. Other locations for these short camps were Hightown and 
Bispham Hall near Billinge. These camps gave lots of opportunities for 
wide games and scout-craft. 

Other outdoor living was much less formal. In the years following the 39-45 
war the Rovers and Senior scouts in the troop developed a pattern of week-
end camps in North Wales and the Lake District. This involved the boys 
meeting up in pairs after work on Friday nights or at lunchtime on Satur-
days for those who had to work on Saturday mornings. The pairs then trav-
elled by public transport or hitch hiking to some agreed location or simply 
to an OS Map reference to meet as a group for the weekend. There were 
also the camping-hiking weekends required for certain badges e.g. First 
Class, for which a detailed log-book had to be prepared. 

Training weekends that specialised in badge work e.g. for First Aid, Pio-
neering, Venture Scout badge etc. also got us into the outdoors. These were 



usually run by the local Scout Associations and had a good mixture of 
scouts from different troops giving scope for plenty of good inter-troop 
competitiveness. 

Night hikes provided great possibilities for excitement. These involved a 
hike through the countryside and over moorland from early evening until 
we reached our night stop, normally after midnight. This was usually a barn 
or a shepherd's hut or even a clearing in a forest, known only to the leader 
of the hike, where we bedded down for the remainder of the night. 

Fund raising was another outdoor activity that gave us further character 
building experiences. These activities included collecting jam jars and 
newspapers and selling them on and collecting for, and organising, rum-
mage sales. These were to allow us to have summer camps that would oth-
erwise be more than we could afford. 

Another activity outside the troop H.Q. was football. The troop restarted the 
football team in 1951 under the leadership of Mack, playing other scout 
teams in the Association. That year we were runners up in the Shaw Foot-
ball Cup, which we won in 1952. Football was a regular Saturday activity 
throughout the season. 

In 1958 the team won the Concannon Football Cup which was the Liver-
pool County Cup. After this the team joined the Liverpool Sunday School 
Union Football League. From this time the team consisted of scouts, former 
scouts and members of the church, playing for many years and with varying 
degrees of success, winning the league and Cup on several occasions. The 
team continued to play after the demise of the troop until the league was 
disbanded. 

A team still continues under the guidance of Mack and his brother George 
but now in the Liverpool League and the team members are neither scouts 
nor members of the church. 

In the earlier days the City Mission took children from various churches of 
the City Mission on holiday to Dyserth Camp and the football team donated 
a substantial amount towards expenses every year. On numerous occasions 
the team were also involved in work parties helping with repairs etc. Even 
today one of the team keeps the garden area at the side of the church tidy. 
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A typical day in camp on a fine day would be as follows:- 

The officers would get up at about 7 a.m. and then get the duty patrol up to start 
lighting the fire and get breakfast started. The firewood would have been chopped 
the night before and kept under cover to keep it dry. Once the fire was going well 

the big dixie would put on and brought to the boil ready to make the porridge. 
could be quite annoying at times when the water boiled and the oats were added, 
the water would go off the boil and the fire would lose its heat so it then became a 
struggle to get the fire up and the water to boil to thicken the porridge. While this 
was going on water for the officersô cup of tea would be boiled on a primus stove. 
While the breakfast was being made the rest of the camp would be woken up and 
sent for a wash. 

After breakfast the patrols would be sent back to their tents to put the groundsheets 
out and get all their kit folded neatly on the groundsheets. The scouts would also 
put on uniforms, from the knees up, roll the tent walls up and roll back the flaps 
(brailling the tent). Then the patrols would stand at ease in line in front of their kit 
and the officers would inspect each patrol in turn and award points. After this the 
whole troop would assemble in horseshoe formation around the flagpole for flag 
break and prayers. A wonderful sight on a nice sunny morning, the whole camp 
looking neat and tidy. 

Following this there would be a period for getting back into camp gear and 
relaxation. The camp bank would be opened and also the tuck shop or, on official 
camps, they would go to the providore. After a period of free time the duty patrol 
having washed the breakfast utensils would start preparing for dinner. During this 
time some of the scouts would tested on swimming, fire lighting and cooking. 
Once dinner was over and dishes washed there would be siesta time, the scouts 
would sit or lie on their groundsheets, maybe write cards home or just relax. If the 
troop were staying in camp the afternoon would be taken up with some pre-
arranged activity or wide game. 

After tea kit would be packed back into rucksacks, groundsheets put back and tents 
made ready for the night. Once this was done the early evening would given 
over to various games such as cricket, rounders, football or rugby. After dark 
would be a campfire with lots of songs, stunts and sketches followed by supper, 
lowering of the flag, taps and so to bed. 
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The Group had a long history of Gang Shows, Concerts, Pantomimes and Camp 
Fire Sketches, often performed at Parents Evenings. Some we have details of, 
memories of others unfortunately lost in the passage of time. 

Our earliest recorded sketches were performed at Parents Evening in 1932. These 
sketches were used many times over during the life of the Group, only the names 
were changed to protect the innocent. 

My earliest memories are of a Gang Show held in the Mission around 1938. The 
highlight remaining with me is of a train crossing the platform, in through the door 
on one side of the room and out the opposite door. The rail for the curtain is still in 
position today. This could well have been the last Gang Show held in the Mission 
although Parents Evenings continued in the main hall until the war damage repairs 
were carried out in 1946. After this Parents Evenings were held in the back hall 
(Sunshine room) and concerts were held in a variety of halls in Wavertree. 
Sketches from some of the very first Parents Evenings included 'Dr. Whackems 
Academy', 'Snake Charmers' and 'Who killed Cock Robin?'. These made frequent 
appearances in later Gang Shows and Concerts. My other pre-war memory is of 
taking part in a District Cub Show held at Earle Road Presbyterian Church (the 
15th) in 1939. 

Parents Evenings continued during the war years following the familiar pattern 
including the sketches. They proved to be a good grounding to develop our acting 
skills with varying degrees of success. Two scouts, Norman Rossington and 
Kenneth Cope, making a successful career on stage, screen and television, 
becoming household names in the process. They never forgot their roots or friends, 
who were always pleased to see them at our Reunions each year. Norman passed 
on in May 1999. 

Concerts restarted in 1947 with a Gang Show held in St. Dunstans Hall in Earle 
Road. To say this show was a disaster would be an understatement. At the last 
minute we discovered that there were no curtains. We overcame this by using the 
ones from the Mission, unfortunately they were at least 18 inches short! It was all 
down hill from then on, the cast composed of old and present scouts. It would be 
kindest to draw a (short) curtain over the proceedings, sufficient to say the only 
way forward being up. 

Fortunately, we all learned from our mistakes, better material, more rehearsals, 
better props and more effort on everyone's part led to building ourselves a good 
reputation over the coming years. A number of shows were presented during the 
next two years to raise funds for the Cauterets camp in 1949. Unfortunately, we 
have been unable to find any record of these shows. As a number of us took part in 
these productions we are relying on our memories. 

Norman and Ken featured strongly during this period before joining the Bristol Old 
Vic. Stage School in 1949 and 1950 respectively. Some of the sketches which 
come to mind are 'The Green Eye of the Little Yellow God' which was a poem 
recited by Phil with many interruptions and corrections? by two old colonels in the 



audience played by Norman and Keith. Bernard Woosey was famous for giving 
monologues such as 'Albert and the Lion'. Because of our strict moral code the last 
line was changed to "if you think we're raising children to feed your hungry lions, 
not we". 'Little Nell' with Arthur Portis in the title role, 'Sonny Boy' sung by Les 
Crane with Phil as the boy. This involved changing a nappy and we were told by 
Ariki, in no uncertain terms, that it fell below the standard expected of the Tenth. 
Another sketch involved a horse Keith and Fred, a Mountie Stan and a large 
diamond supplied by Dick Espley, the only one with access to a freezer. It certainly 
surprised the audience when a horse with a Mountie on its back charged through 
the hall and onto the stage. Very few of our sketches had written scripts instead 
relying on ad-libing. 

The first programme we have is from 1st December 1950 A Grand Variety Concert 
entitled 'It's Your Laughter We're After' no doubt someone else's idea. We weren't 
proud, we would adopt any ideas if we could make a sketch out of them. This show 
contained a number of what today would be called classics such as 'At the Dentist' 
of which more later, 'Business Worries' a favourite campfire sketch whose punch 
line was "who's looking after the shop?" 'The Statue' and 'The Annual' a play by 
Ralph Reader. 'Pirates Ahoy' another campfire sketch with the song 'We're out for 
blood', 'Our Compere Sings' by Les Crane an old scout, one of our greatest 
supporters, 'Musical Moments' by Bob Burke. Finally, one of the highlights of our 
theatrical attempts the opera 'Robin Hood' words by us all and music borrowed by 
Denis Mannix, all composed and presented without the help of any musical 
instruments or safety nets. This show was held in aid of Lawrence Road Methodist 
Church whose premises we used for concerts and rummage sales at that time. 

Our next programme is for 'It's a Great Game' held on October 1951 as part of 
our Silver Jubilee Anniversary. The programme followed the tried and trusted 
pattern. The Ralph Reader play 'The Annual' was repeated (if we had learnt the 
lines ten months earlier why waste them), 'The Compere Sings' 'Musical 
Moments' (different songs). The number of items increased from 14 to 18, the cubs 
did a sketch 'Four Little Fellows' and a number of new names appear in the cast list. 
One of the sketches was 'Murder on the Lonely Farm' narrator Ron Mackintosh, 
effects Keith Woodbridge and George Price. This proved to be one of the finest 
sketches ever and one of the simplest ideas. Mack recited the story while Keith and 
George carried out the effects, the humour being that the effects were always out of 
sync. with the words. Unfortunately, we lost the script and it was never performed 
again. 

We usually managed one show a year, often performing them for others for their 
funds. We had to limit the number of invites because scout work came first. 

In 1954 we tackled our first pantomime 'Aladdin' this took our script writing, props, 
costumes and acting to new heights. I well remember the difficulties with the 
chorus. Firstly, half the young scouts had to be girls and the rest boys. However, 
this proved easy compared to the second part, teaching them to dance or in the end 
moving in time to the music. Although Bob Burke was again our main pianist I 
must pay tribute to Lil Tighe who helped with the rehearsals. Lil was another of our 
great supporters usually playing for our shows and Parents Evenings. Lil was the 
Mission organist and pianist and was always willing to try any of our wild ideas, 



the wildest being getting the lads to dance. Lil had the patience of Job never 
complaining, always willingand encouraging and above all, together with Les 
Crane, bringing a touch of class to our shows. 

We performed this show twice, first for ourselves at St. Bridget's Church Hall in 
February then for the London Missionary Society through Hunters Lane Church 
sharing the profits. The second show was at Holyoake Hall in Smithdown Road. 
This was the nearest we ever came to a proper theatre, the memory that there was 
no backdrop, nobody had anything near big enough. Finally help arrived through 
Jim Kershaw who was Stage Manager of the David Lewis Theatre in Gt. Georges 
Street. He offered us the loan of a sky cloth, so we set off with our usual mode of 
transport, a handcart, to pick up this sky cloth which was secured to a long pole the 
width of the stage. With a long overhang back and front the handcart was not the 
ideal form of transport. Fortunately, there were few sharp corners, only tramlines to 
negotiate. It all proved worthwhile as the cloth was a perfect fit. 

The show was presented in ten scenes, five in each half. The main cast members 
were, Aladdin Barry Price, Widow Twanky Phil Connor, Emperor Billy Williams, 
Princess So Shi Brian Cooper, Grand Vizer John Anders, Wishie Washie Fred 
Rooke, Abanazer George Leadbetter, Sunshine Charlie Sisson, Genie Richie 
Dangerfield and Li Fu Stan Trousdale. Others named in the programme are Gordon 
Howarth, Alan Keys, Gordon Graham, Frank Worrall, Ronnie Proffit, Les Crane, 
Ian Sharpe and a chorus of eight scouts plus nine back stage staff. We stuck very 
close to the traditional story although one scene is called 'Operating Theatre' which 
was a shadowgraph, these were very popular in our shows. Another scene in 

!ƭŀŘŘƛƴ мфрп 



Twanky's Laundry was Widow Twanky making a cake whilst listening to a radio 
recipe. Twanky leaves the stage to collect material, enter Wishie Washie who 
changes the station to a Keep Fit Class. Twanky returns, listens not knowing of the 
station change and makes the cake whilst doing the exercises. Wishie Washie 
continues to change the station causing Twanky much confusion. This is one of the 
few scripts we have found, needless to say all on scraps of paper. This was the first 
show in which costumes played a major part. Wives, mothers, sisters and girl 
friends were all roped in to help, with highly successful results. 

Gang Shows continued as well as Gloom Chasing Nights numbers 1 and 2. All the 
evidence we have is a ticket dated April 30th 1955 at Lawrence Road now the 
Orange Hall. Tickets were two shillings (10p) including refreshments. 

In 1957 we attempted another pantomime 'Cinderella' this was our most spectacular 
show. Two performances were given at Olive Mount Secondary School one on 
23rd March the second on 7th December. Admission was adults two shillings, 
O.A.P. one shilling. Programmes were three old pence and were now professionally 
printed on glossy paper and carried twenty-two adverts (Ã1 for two thirds of a 
page); five large and seventeen small. Costumes again played a major part in this 
production, our ladies again excelled themselves. Props also required special 
attention. This time we increased from ten scenes to sixteen which meant much 
more work for the back stage staff. We have a good photographic record of this 
show thanks to Dick Espley. 

 



Again, we stayed with the traditional story although scene fourteen is 'At the 
Dentist'. This would not be a surprise to our regular audiences as anything could 
and frequently did happen during our shows. This proved to be our most successful 
with costumes, scenery, script and cast rising to the occasion. Whilst we haven't 
found any evidence of audience size, basing our estimate on previous figures, 
usually in excess of 200, and the size of the school hall between, 400/500 would be 
a reasonable figure for each performance. 



Our next Gang Show was held on two nights 18th and 20th March 1959 at a new 
venue Wavertree Labour Club, Picton Road. Again, we had a glossy programme 
with twenty-one adverts, six large and fifteen small. For this programme we 
decided nobodyôs name would appear more than once in the programme. Little did 
I know that forty-four years later I would be trying to write this history, eager for 
more information. Thirteen cubs, ten scouts, thirteen Seniors, seven Officers and 
Rovers, three in the production and stage management team, Bob Dyson and Les 
Crane soloists, Lil Tighe pianist and Paul Nener and Fred Crane each gave a 
monologue. Freda Howarth (nee Trousdale) has the distinction of being the first 
female cast member in a Gang Show, which had previously been all male. 

The programme had sixteen scenes with old and new material. The cubs performed 
a 'Miniature Minstrels Sketch', a 'Dance Fantasy', 'Shiver Me Timbers' and 'Mad 
Carew' were among other sketches. This show, except the cubs, was performed for 
the 15th Allerton group at Joseph Williams Primary School, 

The last recorded Gang Show was again held at the Labour Club on 17th and 18th 
May 1966. The participants being eighteen cubs, twelve scouts, six Seniors and 
Rovers, seven Officers, two soloists, two producers and Lil Tighe at the piano. 
There were fifteen items and admission had increased to 2/6d (12İp) and the 
programme up to 6d (2İp ). I was able to enjoy this show from the other side of 
the footlights and was pleased to see the high standards continued realising the 
time and effort spent to achieve this. 

This would be an appropriate time to record the debt owed to Eric Beaumont and 
Ronnie Mackintosh for their part in all the shows since the war. Only occasionally 
appearing on stage but always behind the scenes. Eric was the driving force behind 
the productions, ideas, scripts and rehearsals. His enthusiasm, encouragement and 
patience over so many years, with so many lads, is legendary. Mack was in effect 
Business Manager, all the other jobs such as tickets, booking halls, licences, 
refreshments, props, scenery plus anything else you can think of, Mack was the 
man. They were a formidable team, the solid base on which all the success was 
built. Parents Evenings and Campfire Evenings (often in conjunction with the 
Guides) continued until the Group closed in 1983. 

P.C. 
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Fund raising was gained by various activities as follows; 

Ronnie Mack had leaflets printed, then would get the boys to distribute them 
around the area, usually on a Monday night. The following Saturday, a handcart, 
from a man at the railway arches in Nebo Street, was hired at 9d per day. Some-
times jam jars were collected, via the handcart, and stored in the cellar at the Mis-
sion, many times to overflowing!! They were then transported to Kellits, High 
Street, Wavertree, always on a Saturday morning, this took several journeys and all 
before 12.00 noon, as the firm closed at this time for the weekend. The lady in 
charge of washing all the jam jars was called Mrs. Gittens. Wm. P. Hartley Ltd., 
Aintree also ran a 'Jam Jar Collection Scheme' and on occasions our jam jars were 
taken to Aintree. We have several receipts showing the amounts received being a 
shilling a dozen for both one pound and two pound jars One receipt from Hartley 
Ltd. dated 12-Mar-1952 shows:- 

477 doz. 1-lb jars @ 1/- per doz.  Ã 23. 17. 0. 

  15 doz. 2-lb jars @ 1/- per doz.            15. 0. 

     Ã 24. 12. 0. 

Other times leaflets requested old newspapers, these were duly collected, again via 
the handcart, and bound into bundles - stored in the Mission cellar and collected by 
a wagon from Bowaters. 

Items for the regular Rummage Sales were also collected by the same procedure, 
and on the weekend of the sale, the Friday evening and Saturday mornings were 
usually full of frenzied activity transporting the goods via the handcart to the appro-
priate venue. The ladies from the Mission always helped to sort out the clothes, 
shoes and miscellaneous goods. All took part in preparing the stalls and greeting 
the public with a smile on the opening of the doors on the said Saturday afternoon. 

It is worth noting that it took six of the boys to pull, push and steer the handcart 
amongst much sweating, joking and laughter. 

The concerts put on by the boys were always popular. A tremendous amount of 
work in rehearsing and preparation went on behind the scenes, as you will see by a 
fuller article on this subject in the book. The handcart came into use even on these 
occasions by sometimes being used to collect props. 

The troop owe the good folk of Wavertree a debt of gratitude, as over the years 
they were so supportive, as no matter what was requested they turned up trumps! 
Money was scarce then and times quite hard but what a great community! 
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мфон - Dƭȅƴ CŀǊƳΣ /ƻƭǿȅƴ .ŀȅ 

The first known record of the boys going to camp was in 1932. The camp was held 
at "Glyn Farm" Colwyn Bay. Observations recorded on characteristics of the boys 
from Ariki's log were as follows: 

¶ General slowness of movements and lack of sense of time. 

¶ Liking of boys to give and receive a nickname. 

¶ Distaste for early rising and washing before breakfast. 

¶ Pleasant surprises in doubtful cases. 

¶ Response to proper authority. 

¶ Smartness and keenness under the points system e.g. Inter patrol competitions. 

мфоо - DƭŜƴ aƻƴŀΣ LǎƭŜ ƻŦ aŀƴ 

In 1933 camp was held at Glen Mona, Isle of Man. Ten boys attended, five of 
whom sailed at 9:30 a.m. from Liverpool, the remainder sailing at 3:00 p.m. A 
dreadful gale on the Monday saw Ariki's tent succumb to the storm and later during 
the day one of the patrol tents was ripped. All the boys slept in the hired bell tent. 
Ariki used a tent two of the boys had taken with them. Luckily the weather 
improved for the rest of the camp. The observation was "Although months of 
preparation had been made previous to the camp, one must be prepared to adapt 
oneself to unforeseen circumstances and let all plans go." 

мфоп - IƛƎƘǘƻǿƴ 

1934 saw a weekend camp at Hightown on the Whit weekend, 10 scouts and 8 cubs 
attended. Observation was "Conduct throughout the camp was splendid". Summer 
camp was held at "Caergeiliog" Anglesey. The site was 2İ miles from the Railway 
Station, a journey that had to be made over a huge common, part of which was in 
the hands of Anglesey Golf Club! In view of the water shortage at that time water 
was drawn from a well İ mile from camp, water from a nearby lake was used for 
washing. Only five boys plus G.S.M and A.S.M. attended. Possibly the depression 
in trade was in part responsible for small numbers, in spite of offering to meet 
parents, in some cases halfway; but the main cause was the majority of boys had 
left school and were working in jobs where they could not arrange their own dates. 

мфор - CǊȅƭŀƴŘǎ ²ƻƻŘΣ !ŘŘƛƴƎǘƻƴΣ {ǳǊǊŜȅ 

1935 summer camp was held at Frylands Wood, Addington, Surrey. 14 Scouts and 
A.S.M. left Lime Street Station at 10:00 a.m. The G.S.M. and one Patrol Leader at 
2:15 p.m. The campsite was 3İ miles from the station and the troop was met by the 
Camp Warden. The boys were able to spend two memorable days in London, 
visiting many places of interest. The log was closed with the following words: "It is 



very fitting to close this log of the Jubilee Year Summer Camp in thankfulness to 
God for happiness throughout, perfect health and freedom from accident of any 
kind". 

мфос - IƛƎƘǘƻǿƴ 

1936 Whitsuntide camp was held at Hightown Camping Ground. A.C.M. and 14 
cubs, G.S.M. and 11 scouts, followed later in the day by a further 6 scouts. The 
weather was recorded as the coldest Whitsuntide for a century! The summer camp 
was held at "Glen Mona" in the Isle of Man. A.S.M. and 15 scouts left Liverpool at 
9:15 p.m. the G.S.M. on a later boat. Unfortunately, he had to return home on the 
Wednesday due to his wife having an accident. One boy who was "homesick" 
should have met the 6:55 a.m. train for home, having missed the train he returned to 
the site and thoroughly enjoyed the remainder of the camp! In closing the log, it 
was noted that a great credit was due to the A.S.M. and Troop Leader for stepping 
into the breach in the absence of the G.S.M. and that everyone returned home 
happy, healthy and accident free. 

мфос - IƛƎƘǘƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ /ŀǎǘƭŜǘƻƴΣ 5ŜǊōȅǎƘƛǊŜ 

The weekend camp in 1937 took place at Hightown, consisting of 4 Officers, 9 
scouts and 8 cubs. Scouts G. Harper and W. Kinsman hiked to camp from Bootle 
L.M.S. Railway Station making the return journey on the Monday. This was in 
connection with the Journey Test for the First Class Badge. 

The summer camp in 1937 was held at Castleton, Derbyshire. Tents were pitched in 
wet weather. The party composed of A.S.M., Troop Leader and 4 scouts. Although 
the weather improved, on the Thursday there was torrential rain, thunder, lightning 
and gale force wind. At 4:45 a.m. on the Friday morning the A.S.M. and Troop 
Leader were awakened by a terrific wind which ripped the tent over their heads. 
The weather later in the day and the following day, Saturday, (final day in camp) 
was glorious. 

мфоу - IŜƭǎōȅ ŀƴŘ DƭŜƴ aƻƴŀΣ LǎƭŜ ƻŦ aŀƴ 

Scout and Cub camps were held at Helsby and Hightown respectively during the 
Whitsuntide of 1938. For the first time in the history of the Group, Cub and Scout 
camps were held separately, in accordance with the rules laid down by P.O.R. 332 

(11). 10 cubs and 2 Officers attended a very successful and enjoyable camp at 
Hightown, with no untoward circumstances. 

The Scout camp at Helsby, the site of which was used mainly by Cheshire Scouts 
making their hiking test for the First Class Badge. The G.S.M. and 8 boys attended 
the camp and all voted "Helsby, next time!!" 

Summer camp in 1938 was held at Glen Mona, Isle of Man. The personnel 
numbered 17, G.S.M, 1 visitor, 3 other Officers and 12 boys. The advance party left 
Liverpool on the Friday morning. The main party under G.S.M. left at 6:00 p.m. on 
the Saturday evening and 2 Officers and 1 boy left Liverpool at midnight on the 
same day. The boys appreciated the beautiful surroundings of the campsite and 
expressed wishes to visit Glen Mona "next time" 



мфоф - DƭŜƴ aƻƴŀΣ LǎƭŜ ƻŦ aŀƴ 

1939 saw the Troop revisiting Glen Mona, Isle of Man for the summer camp. 

QUOTE: The log is written under the threat of war. The boys who formed this 
camp are now scattered in various parts of our country, having been evacuated to 
safer regions. One hopes too that evacuation may only prove to be "migration" and 
that with the return of the birds in the springtime, God grant even sooner, once 
again we may hear the laughter and the shouting of our boys as they compete in 
their games for the mastery. In the meantime, God bless our Arms and may the 
Vision soon give place to Victory. 

The A.S.M. (Eric) who was in charge of the camp, having joined His Majesty's 
forces, the camp log was culled from logs written by two of the boys. During this 
camp Mack celebrated his 16th birthday! All agreed the camp was a "Very happy 
affair" 

This was the last summer camp until after the war although there were weekend 
camps at Tawd Vale. 

A.S. 

DƭŜƴ aƻƴŀΣ LǎƭŜ ƻŦ aŀƴ мфоуΚ 
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мфпс {ǳƳƳŜǊ /ŀƳǇ - .Ǌȅƴ .ŀŎƘΣ 5ŜƴōƛƎƘ 

This was the first proper scout summer camp, i.e. under canvas, since before the 
war. The country was slowly returning to normal and many of the boys' dads were 
being demobbed from the services. Bryn Bach was the official camp site of the 
Denbighshire scouts and was chosen by Ariki probably for the low cost of getting 
there. 

We travelled to Denbigh by train and then an open lorry took us the five miles into 
the hills. It was a remote and spartan camp set in a narrow river valley with high, 
steep hills surrounding the tiny cluster of buildings in the valley that served as the 
office, providore, toilet block and big open barn used for "events" when the weather 
was wet. Ariki selected our camp site carefully to avoid any flooding of tents. It 
was at least five minutes stiff walk up a steep hill to the highest camp site in the 
whole ground. We were on the edge of the site, backed by a pine forest and in front 
of us a magnificent view right down the valley é.. wonderful. However, all the 
supplies, water and provisions and wood had to be brought up to the site from the 
centre é.. gruelling work. 

Calamity struck on the first day. Food was still rationed although the war had ended 
over a year before and, surprisingly, bread was put on ration for the first time only a 
few weeks before we came to camp. The boys had all brought their ration books but 
we discovered that out of about fifteen books only about four had their bread 
coupons still in them. The other books had had the coupons taken out and they were 
held by the local grocers to ensure they kept the custom. The result was terrible. 
Normally at camp, hungry boys can fill up with bread and jam, but for this week we 
really did starve. Any pocket money was spent on cheap cakes that were not 
rationed ..... but they were very expensive. 

It was a tough camp. Except for the piped drinking water to the centre, all the local 
water was dark brown from the surrounding peat. What passed for the swimming 
pool was a very rough sharp concrete bath (no tiles) with one of the freezing local 
streams running through it. Even at the shallow end the bottom was invisible 
through the dark water. No jumping or diving was allowed because you never knew 
who might be under the water. 

We spent our time exploring the streams and valleys between the hills, swimming 
(for the tough ones), walking into Denbigh on several days é.. it was ten miles 
there and back. Visiting the castle and looking for unrationed food. 

We had been at camp a few days when two men turned up unexpectedly. Only 
Ariki and Phil knew who they were. For the rest of us it was our first meeting with 
two young men who were to play momentous parts in our lives in the ensuing 
years. Eric Beaumont and Ronnie Mackintosh who had just been demobbed from 
the army (Dunkirk, Desert Rats and the Italian campaign) and the Fleet Air Arm 
(Indian and Pacific waters) were old scouts from the Mission. Although we were 
still starving, the remaining days were wonderful. Eric and Mack knew so many 



scouting games and had such adventures to tell us about and to think that from now 
on they would be working in the troop with Ariki was so exciting for us all. 

мфпт {ǳƳƳŜǊ /ŀƳǇ - CǊȅƭŀƴŘǎ ²ƻƻŘΣ {ǳǊǊŜȅ 

Frylands Wood was suggested by Eric because the troop had had a very enjoyable 

summer camp there before the war. was also excitingly close to London 
where none of us had ever been. Getting there involved travelling to London by 
train, crossing from Euston to Victoria by tube, going by train to West Wickham 
and then by bus to the camp site, a further six or so miles. This was a big 
undertaking with twenty scouts and a lot of heavy equipment, tents, dixies, ropes 
etc. 

Eric contacted an old army friend in London whose job involved driving his 
company's van. He agreed to do a 'foreigner' for Eric. He would meet us at Euston 
and, without telling his boss, take the equipment all the way to Frylands Wood. We 
met the van at Euston and loaded it and it was just ready to leave when a railway 
cart smashed into it and did a lot of damage. They managed to drive it to Surrey but 
we never got to know how they explained it to the boss. 

Frylands was everything that Eric had promised. It was an official scout camp, 
heavily wooded, on a gentle hill rising up from Featherbed Lane, with many small 
clearings for the camp sites and a large open area, Bunny Plain, also surrounded by 
trees. On the other side of the lane the land rose very steeply, covered with small 
bushes, dry grass and something we had never seen in the North, red poppies. The 
warden "Wam" took us to our site, very secluded, and only a few minutes from a 
water and toilet block. We put the tents up that had arrived safely, got the fire going 
and in no time we felt at home. 

The weather for the whole time was perfect. The big attractions in camp were the 
woods for wide-games and exploring. One feature was the 'Big Tree', so named 
after a story in the Wizard where whole tribes lived on different branches of a 
gigantic tree. Our tree wasn't that big but it was still enormous, probably a beech, 
and the whole troop could disappear in its foliage. We spent hours and hours there 
climbing to fantastic heights during those hot afternoons. 

Then there was Croydon, only half an hour away by bus. We loved Croydon with 
its southern sophistication and high class cinemas but mostly for its great 
swimming baths. We were in the baths one afternoon when Fred Stapleton, by far 
the biggest lad in the troop, started yelling in the deep end. He had cramp and was 
drowning. Tiny Hewitt ran along the bottom diving board, laid down on his 
stomach and held Fred up by his hair until we could get him out. 

Finally, there was London. Ariki took us all in to see the important things é.. 
Buckingham Palace, the Royal Mews, Trafalgar Square and the Scout Shop where 
we had lunch and for the first time met foreign scouts. When Ariki and Eric took 
the younger boys back to camp the older boys were allowed to stay in town for the 
evening theatre performance. We went to the famous London Palladium and saw 
the very famous Abbot and Costello whose films we all loved. 



When we got back to Liverpool we all felt so much wiser and more experienced. 
We had been to important places, and we had grown in our confidence and self-
importance é.. major positive influences on young working class boys. 

мфпу ϧ мфрл {ǳƳƳŜǊ /ŀƳǇǎ - CǊȅƭŀƴŘǎ ²ƻƻŘΣ {ǳǊǊŜȅ 

Frylands Wood in 1947 was a marvellous experience for us all. We had had very 
good weather, a wooded secluded camp site and proximity to LONDON! That 
filled us all with excitement. So, it was the natural choice for the following year, 
'48, and for the same reasons, after our Pyrenees camp in '49, we returned to our 
beloved Frylands in '50. In both years we were given pitches on Bunny Plain, a 
large open area, with good tree cover on three sides and a thick hedge separating us 
from Featherbed Lane on the other side. 

The camps were so alike that they have now fused into one single memory. We 
followed the old routines of adventures and wide games at camp, trips to Croydon 
to the baths and to London. Here the new boys would be taken around the 
traditional sights and on 
the other days the Rovers 
and Senior Scouts would 
be allowed to go in on 
their own to do what they 
chose e.g. the museums, 
cinemas, theatres (to see 
Danny Kaye), the Albert 
Hall (the Proms). Some 
points we can remember. 

In 1950 Eric had to return 
to Liverpool before the 
end of the camp leaving 
Norman Rossington, the 
Troop Leader in charge. 
Coming home we had a 
problem. There was a 
reduction in the trains into 
London and when they 
pulled into Croydon 
station they were all full 
and it was impossible for a 
party of twenty-odd scouts 
to get on. 

Eventually time was 
running short for our 
connections to Liverpool, 
so "Rossie" spread the 
troop out along the whole 
length of the platform and 
ordered us to get on the 

CǊȅƭŀƴŘǎ ²ƻƻŘ мфпу 



next train and said "For anyone who doesn't get on, then "hard bun" (hard luck), 
you'll just have to find your own way home". It was a good example of his great 
leadership because, of course, we all got on. 

In these years the international situation with the Cold War was very frightening. 
We were out walking one day when we felt "vibrations" of some sort, a powerful, 
very low note. Eventually we traced the source. In a cloudless blue sky, at some 
great altitude we could just see formations of silver U.S superfortresses, about forty 
of them, that were being moved from the U.S. to Europe for military reasons. What 
a terrible fear hung over us all in those days. 

Keith Woodbridge was a very practical lad. As part of his fascination with the 
French Foreign Legion he had made himself a very realistic "kepi" (a legionnaires 
desert hat). There was only one hat but everyone borrowed it. Other troops camping 
at Frylands thought that those Liverpool lads all had Foreign Legion equipment! 
We had a strange experience one night. It was quite late and everyone was in their 
tents except for a few Rovers having a late night discussion around the fire with 
Eric about spiritualism. We were well away from the tents and just talking about 
calling up spirits when suddenly everyone ran out of their separate tents in their 
pyjamas shouting about there being a spooky feeling in the tents. 

мфпф {ǳƳƳŜǊ /ŀƳǇǎ  - όƛύ /ŀǳǘŜǊŜǘǎΣ CǊŀƴŎŜ 

We decided this year that it was time we camped abroad. This first foreign venture 
was considered too difficult for the full troop and it was decided that Rovers and 
Senior Scouts would go to France and the rest of the troop would camp in the U.K. 

We asked Scout H.Q. in London for some help in finding a suitable place in France. 
The result: an invitation to camp on the home site of M. Biegbeder, the President of 
the French Protestant Scout Movement. Where did he live? At Cauterets, a spa 
centre, high in the Pyrenees. What excitement. We got the maps out to see where it 
was and several of us signed on at night school to learn French. 

We left Lime Street station Saturday morning and via London, Paris and Lourdes 
arrived at Cauterets in the dark about 10 p.m. on Sunday. M. Biegbeder was 
waiting at the bus station to welcome us with his own scouts and we discovered he 
was blind. He had lost his sight 
working as a missionary in 
Mozambique. He asked for our 
"Chef de Group" who was 
Ronnie Mackintosh, so that was 
his title for the rest of the camp. 
We were escorted out of the 
little town and along a path 
beside a fast flowing river. 
Eventually we reached our 
hostel and campsite where a 
marquee had been put up for us 
and hot tea was served ééé 
and so to bed. 

aŀŎƪΣ - ά/ƘŜŦ ŘŜ DǊƻǳǇέ - /ŀǳǘŜǊŜǘǎΣ мфпф 



In the morning we found that we were in a deep valley with a racing fast river 
while all around there were breathtaking peaks. Everything was fascinating, the 
high mountains, the racing river just behind the camp site, everyone speaking a 
foreign language, and the little town of Cauterets itself. This was a sophisticated 
spa with hot curative springs, spotlessly clean, with beautiful buildings and a 
mountain railway. For us the most unbelievable aspect was the food in the shops 
é.. eggs, bacon, butter, sugar, milk and every luxury, all without a ration book. At 
home we were still in the depths of the rationing era. 

The scenery was spectacular. One morning we were woken before dawn to make an 
early start on a climb with the French scouts. It was still dark but when we came 
out of our tent there in the sky was an incomprehensible sight. It seemed to be a 
gigantic red and orange meteor in the sky above us until we slowly realised that it 
was the tip of the mountain caught by the rays of the sun while the valley was still 
in darkness. This was the start of a memorable day when we climbed to the top of a 
mountain range and looked across the next valley to see our first real glacier. 
Another day out was into the mountains to Pont d'Espagne and then on to the 
freezing Lac de Gaube. After one icy dip we all jumped out except for Keith who 
swam out into the middle. He said that he didn't want French people to think we 
were weaklings! For our last three days we moved up to a green, high mountain 
plateau, Plateau de Cayenne where we saw French Mountain troops catching frogs 
to eat. Here we did our first cooking on altar fires, apparently common to French 
scouts though we had never seen them before. 

Our journey home included a two night stop in Paris allowing us to visit the Eiffel 
Tower, Champs Elysees, Notre Dame etc. In Paris we had to get the doctor out to 
Keith who was quite ill with dizziness and nose bleeds. The doctor said that it 
looked as though he had had pneumonia and that he should see a doctor as soon as 
he got home. 

D.M 

мфпф {ǳƳƳŜǊ /ŀƳǇǎ όƛƛύ .Ǌȅƴ DƭŀǎΣ /ŀŜǊƴŀǊǾƻƴ 

The Rovers and Senior scouts had gone to Cauterets, France for their annual camp 
so the rest of the troop went to a farm at Bryn Glas, Caernarvon. Everything went 
well, we had good weather and enjoyed the freedom of playing wide games on the 
farm, visiting Caernarvon and Llanberis, climbing mountains and swimming every 
evening. Four of us even rowed through the strong currents across the Menai Straits 
to Anglesey in a hired boat. Ariki did all the cooking but each patrol had daily 
duties and the tents and equipment had to be kept orderly, neat and tidy and 
everything in 'apple pie order' for inspection. On the final night we had the 
traditional 'Devils Stew' everything left cooked up in a dixie. On Saturday morning 
we broke camp and in the afternoon set off by train for Lime Street and were met 
by anxious parents awaiting 'their tired darlings'. 

T.M. 

 

 



мфрм {ǳƳƳŜǊ /ŀƳǇ - ¢ǊŜƳƻŘŜΣ LǎƭŜ ƻŦ aŀƴ 

Before the war the troop had had three good camps at Glen Mona in the Isle of Man 
and there were good memories of how lovely the island was and this year we 
thought that we ought to go and sample it. 

Our first big thrill was the four hour boat journey from the Pier Head to Douglas.  

The campsite was an open field with lots of 
open country at Tremode, a few miles outside 
Douglas. There were no facilities; we had to dig 
our latrines and water had to be brought in water 
carriers or big dixies from the garden 
department of an asylum five minutes away. 
(There were some upsetting sights of severely 
handicapped children and adults). Only two of 
the Rover scouts, Keith and Denis, came to help 
at this camp that was really for the younger boys 
but Fred, Phil and George also came out for a 
few days part way through the camp. 

We had the site and the countryside to 
ourselves and the camp had an air of 
freedom that you didn't find in more 
official camps where there were always 
lots of other people milling around. We 
had several good days out to visit the 
island. First of all, there was Douglas, a 
well-known holiday resort with its 
beach, shops and arcades and its horse-
drawn trams along the length of the 
promenade. Then there was Tynwald, 
the Manx centre of government and the 
site of one of the oldest parliaments in 
Europe, founded by the Viking kings 
when they ruled the island. 

Another great day out was to Peel, a working fishing port on the other side of the 
island with a ruined castle and exciting shops, including fishing shops with all sorts 
of fishing tackle. We spent most of the afternoon in two fishing boats in the very 
large harbour. These boats could be hired by the hour together with all the fishing 
equipment. The 'bosses' took one boat and the rest of the boys took another, for the 
10th Wavertree fishing contest. 

The harbour was teeming with mackerel that lived on the waste from the kipper 
factories which was dumped into the harbour. After an afternoon fishing the 
youngsters had caught tons of mackerel that were slithering all over the bottom of 
their boat. Incredibly, the 'bosses' hadn't caught a single one! 

CǊŜŘΣ tƘƛƭΣ DŜƻǊƎŜ ŀƴŘ YŜƛǘƘ 
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Another outing was to Laxey, in the north of the island. We travelled there by a 
local small train from Douglas through beautiful scenery including the glens and 
we sang all the way.  

Ariki sang 'The Animal Fair' that was a very 
old song but new to us so we all learned the 
words (and now we sing them to our 
grandchildren). At Laxey we visited the site 
of the old mine, or was it a factory, that made 
use of the giant water wheel. The frightening 
altitude at the top was all part of the thrill. 
After the Wheel, we broke into our groups, 
walked around the town and eventually went 
down to the beach. During the afternoon it 
had become very stormy and when the Rover 
scouts reached the beach there, beyond the 
big breakers, was a tiny boat pitching and 
tossing in the storm. We nearly died with 
fright when we realised that in it was our 
intrepid 10th Wavertree fishermen having 
another go just to demonstrate how smart 
they were. 

мфрн {ǳƳƳŜǊ /ŀƳǇ - CƻƴǘŀƛƴōƭŜŀǳΣ CǊŀƴŎŜΦ 

This year we decided that we would go 
'abroad' again. Fontainbleau was often in the 
news because the NATO Headquarters with 
British troops was located there; we also knew 
that it wasn't too far from Paris and that if we 
camped there we might be able to visit Paris 
again. 

The only tents the troop owned were hike tents 
i.e. one or two man size, and for summer camp 
we always had to hire the big patrol size tents 
that we needed. These were very heavy and a 
real burden to transport. Eric wrote to British 
Army HQ at Fontainbleau and explained our 
position. The result was that when we arrived 
at our campsite the army had erected a massive 
marquee for us and, because Eric and Mack were old servicemen, we were allowed 
to buy all our provisions in the army stores. 

The campsite was just outside Fontainbleau on the edge of the massive forest. The 
town was a bus ride away and we spent our time between the town with its lovely 
French atmosphere and the chateau, the wonderful open air swimming baths, long 
walks and wide games in the forest, Barbizon, the centre for the famous French 
landscape painting school and sunbathing in the lovely weather that we had for the 
full ten days. 

!Ǌƛƪƛ ŀƴŘ 5ŜƴƛǎΣ [ŀȄŜȅ мфрм 

YŜƛǘƘΣ 5Ŝƴƛǎ  ŀƴŘ DŜƻǊƎŜ 

ƛƴ tŀǊƛǎ 



One of the Senior scouts (possibly Brian 
Cooper) suggested that each night after 
lowering the flag and singing Taps as we 
were on foreign soil we should sing 
'Jerusalem'. This suggestion was 
enthusiastically received and we sang with 
great gusto.  

Quite often after a swim the Seniors would 
buy tuna and French bread sandwiches from 
the poolside cafe, our first ever taste of tuna 
which became a real favourite and was a 
great treat. 

An amusing incident occurred one day after we had been for a hike in the forest. 
Towards the end of the hike we were marching in formation along a lane singing 
the Robin Hood Opera when we came abreast of an orchard on the right hand side 
of the road. Needless to say, without a word from anyone, the whole troop dashed 
across the road like a swarm of locusts to get some of the apples which were 
hanging over the fence. Eric, Mack and the 
Rovers immediately got us back into line 
with only a few scouts able to get a few 
apples, which Mack confiscated. After much 
grumbling we continued marching and 
singing. 

On the journey home we stayed overnight in 
a scout camp in Paris and it was there we 
met the German scouts from Wurzburg é.. 
and a great friendship began.       D.M. 


