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J.S. JOURNAL wants articles, stories or features of any length by members of '
J.S. Staff. There are no limitations on subject matter though we prefer
material based on personal experience and connected, however remotely,
with the firm or with one of the many aspects of food. If you can write a
good letter you can write for the JOURNAL. Contributions from l.S. Staff'
which are published will be paid for at the rate of £2.2.0 for 750 words.
For photographs by J.S. Staff the JOURNAL pays 10s. 6d. for each print
published. The copyright in all original contributions and photographs
published in the JOURNAL shall belong to J. Sainsburv, Ltd.
All communications should be sent to
The Editor, J.S. JOURNAL,

Stamford House, Stamford St.,
London, S.E.I.

Turkey

Dinners

The Christmas bird is a very handsome fellow
when he shows himself off like this one from Hampshire.
Our pictures on the following pages were taken
at Bradley Brothers, Brewery House Farm, Middle Wallop.
These latest developments in ready-to-cook
turkey production have been worked out in
close co-operation with J.S.
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Evisceration

Cooling

At Middle Wallop turkeys are raised
from the egg. Hen birds are killed
at about 22 weeks old and after they
have passed through the plucking
operation (done by rubber-fingered
automatic machines with hand finishing for the pin feathers) they are
eviscerated while still on the conveyor. Giblets are removed and the
birds are washed internally. They are
then cooled in mobile vats and after
a, first wash are further cooled with
fresh water and flake ice (left).
Opposite page : the birds, now
thoroughly cool, are being dried
before packing.

Drying
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Weighing

After the birds have been
trussed and the giblets packed
inside them, each one is put
into a plastic bag. It is then
weighed and the weight recorded on a slip which is left
in the bag. Vacuum sealing
is done by the machine on the
left, which sucks all the air out
of the bag and then seals it.

Vacuum
4

Sealing

Dipping

I.

The next operation is to dip the
birds for a moment into boiling
water. This shrinks the plastic
on to them like a skin-tight
covering.

Freezing
Stacked up on trolleys they are
taken off to the freezer till the
next day's work begins.

A look round the
Farm
When the turkeys are
about four weeks old they,
are taken from their pens
and reared in " straw
yards." These pairs of long
sheds which face one another accommodate nine
thousand birds.

Feeding

The horse still plays a useful
part on this farm, drawing the
feed cart down the avenues
between the rows of "verandahs" where turkeys are
fattening.

fc.
Cold
Turkey
Into the
box goes
this very
cold bird
after
a day in
the freezer.
Nestled
in shiny
red packing
it's ready
to make a
very
happy
Christmas
somewhere.
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J.S. Jobs
Number 9.

New Series

THERE are a number of firms who
supply J.S. with ready-to-cook
poultry. To make sure that processing and grading conform consistently to J.S. standards of quality,
Mr. H. E. Jordan acts as liaison
officer between the firm and its
suppliers of poultry. He also acts as
liaison between Blackfriars and both
our East Harling and our Aberdeen
poultry - packing stations. Mr.
Mr. H. E. Jordan.
Jordan joined J.S. 28 years ago as a
poulterer at 9/11 Croydon. In 1940 he was a driver in the R.A.S.C.
and after seeing the war in Europe as a sergeant ("best rank in the
Army") he came back to J.S. to work at 24 Brighton. He rose
to poultry supervisor in Mr. Phillips's district of the area and
in March, 1953, took on the managership of die East Harling
poultry-packing station. There he took an active part in the.
practical side of the firm's developments in buying and processing. He told us that he liked the change, but found at first
that it was very difficult to judge live birds after years of working
with the plucked and finished product. He got used to it in
the end but still retains a healthy respect for East Anglian
farmers ("born dealers every one"). He took on his present post
in May this year when R.T.C. (Ready-to-Cook) had reached
substantial proportions. His job is to make sure that suppliers
are doing "what we want, now we want it," in grading and
trussing, both most important matters in the R.T.C. trade.
Appearance is a large factor in selling R.T.C. poultry (particularly in self-service shops) and great attention is paid to this
aspect. "You can make a good bird look better," Mr. Jordan
said, and added "but you can't make a bad bird look good."
We asked him if he had any hobbies or pastimes, but he looked
at us rather old-fashioned and said, "I've just bought a house."
We'd just bought one too so we knew what he meant.
8

"J.S.

Journal"

Competition

Winner

The J.S. Journal Holiday Competition Was judged last month by Mr. J. D.,
Mr. Simon and Mr. Timothy Sainsbury. There were 38 entries in all and
they came from all parts of the firm. "The choice of a winner," said
Mr. J. D. Sainsbury, speaking for the judges, "was not easy, as the standard
of entries in the final selection was generally high. We were looking for
the story that we believed our readers would enjoy most. The choice
of first prize was made, after much discussion, to an entry that we believe
is not only a good story, but conveys something of the thrill and enjoyment that comes from a perfect holiday."

F i r s t P r i z e £25
Miss Jean Turner, of the Factory

The A w a r d s

Consolation Prizes of £5
Mr. G. J. Ashton, Sales Office.
Miss M. Aylemore, First Clerk, 31 Eastbourne

Miss Turner's holiday account will be published in J.S. Journal for January
1958. It describes her visit to Majorca and Barcelona.

Mr. J. D. Sainsbury presents the £25 cheque to Miss Jean Turner, winner
of the first prize in the J.S. Journal competition. Miss Turner has been
with j.S. for a little over three years. When we last spoke to her she
wasn't sure whether she would put her prize towards a new holiday or
buy some premium bonds.
9

Consolation
Prizewinners
Miss M. Aylemore, First Clerk at
31 Eastbourne, won one of the
£5 prizes with her account of a
holiday spent in the Scilly Isles.
Miss Aylemore has just completed
25 years' service with the firm.

for J.S. Journal Holiday Competition disclosed a
surprising variety of tastes in holiday-making. They ranged from
the far North of Scotland to Spain and from Canada to East
Berlin. We even had an entry from a New Zealander, Miss
Hately, of Folkestone branch, who has come to England on a
working holiday from Auckland. Some of our authors went on
camping trips into out-of-the-way places—Peter Lappage of
Statistical Department found himself under the Cuillin Moun-.
tains catching mackerel with his bare hands, while another
camper scooped them out of the water in a string shopping bag.
Some went abroad on coach trips; Miss Fern of West Wickham
swopped songs with her Swiss Hosts, singing "Nellie Dean,"
in exchange for a yodelling performance.
One interesting entry came from Mr. Digwood of Bournemouth, whose trip to Berlin included visits to the Eastern sector,
where he found the people tense, the shopping depressing, but
the Opera magnificent. Another, wholly different, came from
Mr. King of Colchester, who went to Scotland to learn about
ENTRIES
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Mr. G. J. Ashton of the Sales
Office won the other £5 prize for
his account of a rough trip out
fishing with the Breton sardine
boats. He has been with J.S. for
three years and is at present one
of the team of clerks who work on
the distribution of fresh meat.

sailing a boat and with 24 others was taught by a fiery Scot.
Others stayed at home on "do-it-yourself" holidays, on top
of ladders with paint pots and qualified encouragement from
their wives, who seem to have spent more time than usual in
the kitchen. Mr. Towersey of Colindale spent a happy time in
a South of France hotel that sounds too perfect, and his holiday
included forty-five minutes ashore on the Ik ie Levant, a Mediterranean nudist colony, where the only inhabitant wearing clothes
seemed to be the local policeman. Mr. Sanderson of Statistical
Department who, by the way, invents our crossword puzzles,
went to Paris and produced an entertaining account (with a very
English slant) of a week going up the Eiffel Tower, down into
the sewers and discovering that you can eat quite as badly in
Paris as in London.
After publishing Miss Turner's account next month we hope
to publish one more entry.
We would like to thank all who wrote and contributed so
much to making this competition a success.
11
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Down M e m o r y Lane R O M F O R D ,

1905/6

From Mr. Tupman comes this handsome view of Romford Branch which, he tells
us, he understands was opened in 1903 not 1902 as reported in J.S. Journal
for October '57. Mr. Tupman started work there in July, 1903, and was promoted
to manager after two years' service. That's him, standing in the doorway and
he must have been one of the youngest managers we have had in the firm. On
his right is Mr. Gamble, and on the left Mr. Witchell.
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"J.S. Journal" Handyman

Feature

No. I (and last) of a New Series

Ice it Yourself
or why not a Skiffle Cake this Christmas ?

°o
this time of the year the subject of icing the cake rears
its head in our establishment. The subject is not broached
openly—at any rate at first—but mute evidence lies around, so to
speak, to indicate gently that the season is open.
The Christmas cake is left around, ostensibly to cool; icing
sugar appears on the shopping list; the circular silver papercovered base-board suddenly rolls from the top shelf of the
kitchen cupboard (in the past ten months it never moved). No
object in our household makes its presence so thoroughly felt
as the Christmas cake waiting to be iced. It is too big to be put
in a tin. In turn one finds it on the table, in the frig., on the
draining-board, on the garage work bench, on the piano, in the
oven,!in the airing cupboard—one is liable to stub a toe on it in the
early hours. Till finally it dawns on my dull brain that there is
ulterior motive in view. This moment of enlightenment seldom
comes before 23.50 hours on December 24th after a month of
cold war and frayed tempers. There's nothing in icing a cake
really of course, it's complete child's play and anybody with a
rather higher than average I.Q. who is clever with his hands, has
unlimited patience, a sense of the artistic and some experience
ABOUT
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of building, plastering and pottery can apply. Original references
should not be sent.
Equipment, too, need not be complicated. A bowl, knife,
spoon and four double gins are about the minimum requirements—the more experienced can add such refinements as tonic
water and an icing syringe with changeable nozzles. A bicycle
pump is not to be recommended as an alternative as it is difficult,
to fill completely and is inclined to emit an embarrassing windy
sort of cough instead of icing. If you are really keen, a potter's
wheel is good. I don't happen to have one myself but find the
turn-table of our radiogram a fair substitute, always providing I
remember to switch it to long-playing speed. 78 r.p.m. is rather
fast for the operation and the icing never really seems to be so
effective after it has been scraped off the wall a couple of times.
Although I have never tried one myself, friends claim a power
tool can quite easily be used; it merely means cutting a small
hole in the table to take the chuck, mounting the motor and
switch-gear underneath and fixing a turn-table up above. A
little ingenuity is all that is required. Here again, it is advisable
to check the revs or the Catherine wheel effect will be even more
pronounced.
Just a point here : before going to the trouble and expense
of making or buying the potter's wheel or similar equipment,
ascertain that the cake to be iced is in fact round. Square cakes
which were fashionable last year, do not easily lend themselves
14

to icing on a turn-table and one has to have a very nice sense of
touch and timing to do the job satisfactorily, even on oval
designs. I, personally, am all for the original, not, mind you, the
bizarre, but the surprised look on some family faces at the unveiling of an iced earth satellite is well worth the trouble.
Last year, landed with an oblong cake to decorate, I thought
it would be a bright idea to make it look like a brown paper
parcel, sort of homely touch you read about in glossy
magazines. Have you ever wrapped a Christmas cake in a
sheet of marzipan ? There's not much in it really unless you
want to double wrap it, then it is tricky. Actually this effort did
not turn out to be the howling success hoped for by me and
editors of Cooking Features, though not through any lack of
verisimilitude. What in fact happened was that in the marzipan
stage it was tidied up with a pile of Christmas parcels and got
itself posted. We never did see that cake again. We were badly
puzzled by its disappearance till we remembered that the postage
on one parcel that year was seven shillings and eightpence.
There are any amount of hints and tips which I could give
to the would-be icer—for example, if you consider your technique sufficiently advanced to use Royal Icing which necessitates mixing the sugar with white of egg, a little forethought as
to how to separate the white from the yolk always pays. If, of
course, you have a proper separator it's simple. We haven't. I
tried practically everything from blowing out the white through
a hole neatly bored in the shell, to centrifugal force—I usually
end up by chasing the egg round the sink with a fork.
Space alone prevents me from adding more of these useful
hints and tips and correspondence, we regret, cannot be entered
into. The best advice I can offer to those about to embark on
this dangerous business is the same as Punch's classic advice to
those about to get married—don't !

N e w T o w n , N e w Branch

at Crawley
Nineteenth J.S. self-service shop
to open was at Crawley New Town on
November 5th. It opened in Queen's Square and
was greeted by a hailstorm. Crawley housewives,
however, gave it a warm welcome.

16

This wide and handsome shopping centre is Queen's Square. Our shop (above)
lies just behind the lamp standard in the terrace on the right side of the square.

17

TEN years ago the population of Three
Bridges, Ifield and Crawley taken together
was less than 10,000. Today there are
40,000 people living there and it is planned to increase this to
60,000 by bringing in new families at the rate of about 30 every
week. After reaching that figure natural increase should take
Crawley's population up to about 80,000. The majority of people
in the new town come from London and are mostly in the
25 to 45 age group. Unlike the people of the L.C.C. estates the
C 1*3Wley

"Picture Post" Library.

The George I n n , C r a w l e y , 1907 Just fifty years ago the annual
London-Brighton run was inaugurated by the Motor Club. Here under the
gallows sign at the "George" are some of the first cars to make the trip.
The sign is gone now but the house remains a landmark in the town.

majority of the people who live in Crawley work there too, and
appropriately enough, new industries based on electronics and
plastics are well represented among the factories grouped
around Manor Royal.
Crawley is an old town. There was a Saxon village there
when forest covered that part of Sussex. Later, the village was
known for its iron production. In Georgian days the little
town flourished as a half-way stop on the London-Brighton
18

Once an inn and now a bank, Ye Olde Punch Bowie stands on the edge of
the new shopping centre.

road. When the Prince Regent made Brighton fashionable 40
coaches a day stopped at the " George " on their way to the coast
and another 40 on their way back. Fast coaches did the trip in
five or six hours and a record was held by a Mr. Webster who
rode from Westminster Bridge to Brighton in 3 hours 20
minutes. He stopped once—to drink a glass of wine and pour the
rest of the bottle down his horse's throat.
The new town is one of 14 which are nearing completion.
It was announced in 1946, got a mixed reception at first, and
then, as the plan progressed, was accepted and worked for by
the original inhabitants. As the farm lands were surveyed and
reshaped, local organisations got to work to help create a sense
of community interest among the new arrivals. Measure of their
success is that under 2 per cent, of newcomers have returned to
London because they couldn't settle down happily in the New
Town of Crawley.
19
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The N e w Branch
Crawley's new branch is simple and clean
in design. The illuminated ceiling gives an
airy and spacious look to the shop.

M a n a g e r . Mr. W. G. Beavan is manager
at the new branch. Opposite page are
Assistant Manager, Mr. L. F. Moore (right)
with Mr. J. Enfield, P.A. to Mr. Pagden.
20

Mr. G. Vile (below right) is Crawley's
other Assistant Manager. He came to
England from New Zealand in 1950 for
a year's working holiday. So far he's too
busy to go back.

Crawley's counter service
meat department is neatly
placed across the back of
the shop. Wrapping (left)
and butchery (opposite)
are just behind in one of
our most attractive preparation rooms.

f**W 0 R K i

Head B u t c h e r
Mr. W. Snook is Crawley's
head butcher. He was formerly
at Redhill.
22
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P r e p a r a t i o n R o o m s at Crawley (opposite) take full advantage of the
space and light of the new shop. They are all air-conditioned and provide
pleasant working conditions. The upper picture shows the cheese room and
the lower one shows butter in preparation. Below is part of the check out line.
There are five in this shop.

Housekeeper's Assistant
Mrs. M. Kaye.
Housekeeper
Mrs. D. Loosemore.

I*
First Clerk Mrs. V. Radford.

A shopping street off Queen's Square.

Looking
round the
new t o w n
of C r a w l e y

St. Richard's
Church at
Three
Bridges
in the
Parish of
Crawley.

The new town took in three
villages. It will include nine
"neighbourhoods" when it
is completed. Each one has
its own church, public
house, meeting house and

shopping centre. Three
Bridges is one of them and

its church and its
pub, "The Maid of
Sussex," are illustrated here. So are
two types of housing.
One is a series of
blocks of flats designed on a star pattern (right). The
other,
at
West
Green, shows more
conventional houses
set round an open
space.
27

Sales Office
Some of the people at Blackfriars whose work
Is the preparation of sales figures and records.

Mr. F. A. Bastie has been with J.S. since 1926.
He was for about 15 years in the Stock Office
and joined the Sales Office after he returned
from service in the Army in 1946. He is Mr.
Dudman's assistant. Perhaps he is best known
in the firm as secretary of the Horticultural
Group. He has held this post since 1954
and it is largely through his initiative that
S.S.A. members enjoy many facilities available
to them in the way of plants and equipment.
Mr. W . J . Parker joined J.S. in 1937. Most of his
service with the firm has been in the Sales
Office. He spent the war in the R.A.F., returned to Blackfriars in 1946 after service in
Egypt, Tripoli and Italy. He is now engaged on
the preparation of records for the Dairy
Department and figures for the weekly Grocery
meeting. Outside the office his main interest is
in athletics. Mr. E. R. Brunwin joined J.S. in
1936. In 1939 he was called up into the Royal
Artillery and spent the next six or seven years
with 78 Div. whose battle-axe flash was well
known in North Africa, Tunis, Sicily, Italy and
Austria. He works with Mr. Parker preparing
records and Grocery meeting figures. He kept
wicket for G.A.C. first XI and is secretary of
the office football team. Mr. W . A. Goffee
started work with J.S. in 1926 and has spent
most of his time in the Sales Office. He served
with distinction in the Royal West Kents. After
his army service he returned to J.S. and joined
the Sales Office. His job, also, is to compile
figures for the Grocery meeting. For hobbies
he runs a motor cycle and a caravan, but as a
widower he has his hands full bringing up his
two children.
28

Mr. W . J. Parker.

Mr. W . A. Goffee.

Meet the Commodity Clerks.

A J.S. Journal feature

to help you to know to whom you are talking when you make a call to the
Sales Office.

Mr. D. D. Cole.

Mr. S. Mitchell.

Mr. W . A. Nicholls.

In the picture above are the people
who are responsible for the distribution of all poultry, game and rabbits to
those J.S. branches which sell them.
Mr. Cole is a recent recruit who joined
the firm in February, 1957. Mr. Mitchell
joined J.S. in 1951 and came into the
Sales Office about three years ago. He
was for a time an active member of
Secoy and used to shoot at Bisley—
won the Surrey long-range shoot over
900/1,000 yards in 1954. Lately has given
up shooting and as a change from R.T.C.
birds has taken to breeding Lutino
budgerigars (they're the bright yellow
29

Mr. E. C. Webster.

ones with red eyes). He shows his
birds at Bromley and Beckenham Club
shows and has taken a couple of firsts.
Mr. Nicholls joined the firm in 1950,
and came into the Sales Office after his
national service in the R.A.F. He's a
keen Chelsea supporter. He claims that
if you see them once a month it's keen
support for a team that plays like
Chelsea. Mr. Webster joined J.S. 21
years ago. He has done most of his service in the Sales Office, plays cricket for
the office team and nowadays likes to
spend his spare moments gardening and
working at odd jobs in his house.

Some notes from a

Trip Abroad
A . T . M i l l e r , ©f 1/4 Ealing, who won the
J. Sainsbury Travelling Scholarship at the
College of Distributive Trades, returned
recently from his three-week tour. He travelled
3,000 miles and visited shops in Switzerland,
Germany, Holland and Denmark.

Haarlem, the Cathedral.

Zurich Migros Supermarket.
for cars in front.

Parking space

First visit was to Migros in Basle. A
vigorous chain of popular stores which
began life as a fleet of mobile shops.
Plenty of music, sales-pressure over
the loudspeaker, chicken roasted
while you wait and the "Rabat" or
dividend system are typical of Migros
trading. In Germany Stuttgart's Schulstrasse, rebuilt since the war, is a
striking version of the two-tier shop
system of planning. German customers
don't like special offers stacked up
tidily. A container of loose tins or
packets attracts the German housewife
more than a neat pile. Rotterdam in

Holland has been rebuilt since the war
and follows current trends in having a
traffic-free shopping centre. One large
modern store displays a remarkable
piece of modern sculpture. The store
is known as the Bijenkorf (Dutch word
for beehive) and was designed by Marcel
Brener. Its upper floors have no windows except slits to allow for examination of colours by daylight. The store
is air-conditioned and artificially lit
throughout. The sculpture was com-

Stuttgart, Schulstrasse. A two-tier shopping
street.

Rotterdam. Modern store, modern sculpture.

missioned at the request of the city
planning authorities and carried out by
Naum Gabo, a well-known abstract
sculptor. He says it expresses "Hope."
Amsterdam, by contrast, is picturesque
and mellow. Visited, there, a branch
of Albert Heijn Dutch self-service
chain. This firm has an original
approach to pilfering. Offending customers pay four times price of the
stolen goods or face police prosecution.
Most pay. In either case they are
forbidden to enter the shop again.
Last call Denmark. At one Danish
self-service store a special purchase of
tinned pineapple was offered straight
from the wooden cases placed lidless

Danish
Tail-piece.

at gondola ends. Untidy to the J.S.
eye but Danish shoppers like to feel
it's freshly off the boat. Irma,
a
Danish chain, recently hired a streetcar for a week to bring customers
from the suburbs to their main
Copenhagen store. Free cups of coffee
went with the free ride.

shivered so violendy that the pencil he was holding
shot flickering across the papers on the table.
" Sorry—someone walking over my grave," he muttered to
Gray who was groping on the floor for the pencil. Then the
telephone buzzed and he turned to his desk.
Gray watched him a moment then looked away through the
window into the snow-heavy winter sky. He listened to Vickers.
"Yes Harry that's fine—Joan will be very pleased—she took the
kids down to Wiltshire last week—pick me up tomorrow then and
we'll get off early," there was a long listening silence and, "Yes,
fine, make it six-thirty in the morning, I'm rather tied up now—
'bye Harry.' He hung up, shivered again and looked bleakly at
Gray.
VICKERS

32

" Sorry," he said, " my brother-in-law."
" Didn't know Joan had a brother," said Gray.
" A twin," said Vickers in the kind of slow discouraging
voice that really asks for an audience so Gray moved in swiftly.
" I'm a twin t o o , " he said lightly. " A brother—we're very
alike."
" Nothing alike about Joan and Harry," said Vickers. " She's
like the old man. He takes after old mum Dickenson, but a poor
copy, twice as nasty but only half as tough. He rather gives me
the creeps."
" My brother and I," said Gray, faking some interest in a
subject he had grown bored with long ago, "we are so alike
we always have the same illnesses, the same sort of girl friends.
We even buy the same suits still, though I don't often see him now.
But we are very close."
" Joan and Harry don't do anything like that, thank G o d , "
replied Vickers. " But they're very close—too damn close sometimes. I'm always getting him out of trouble for her. He's not
very popular with any of us except Joan. She's asked him down
to Wiltshire for the family get-together this Christmas." He
finished sharply, briefly shivered and growled to Gray. " I hope
to God I'm not getting a chill for Christmas. Come on, let's
finish these progress charts."
When Vickers got home that night he had finished his Christmas shopping. His arms were full of parcels and as he wandered
into the living-room his hat on the back of his head and his keys
dangling behind him, he felt depressed by the loneliness of the
flat. He would have liked to have been made a fuss of after the
office party where he had resisted bachelor invitations to Knightsbridge pubs and clubs and evaded one half-hearted pass in his
direction and one deep-chested invitation. He gathered the mail
from the hall and started sorting out the Christmas cards into
four piles. One for Joan and himself, one for Charles, one for
Little Joan and a tiny pile for Jeremy who at ten months was
doing very nicely with six cards all his own. He looked inside one
with strange handwriting to find it came from the baby food firm
who sent a free sample every month. Unreasonably he cheered
up at this sign of regular habits and sat for a while drinking a
pink gin and looking sleepily at the heap of cards which he
would open with Joan before lunch tomorrow.
33

About ten o'clock he finished his gin and in a mood of serious
fatherly good intentions started to pack and to wrap up the
parcels which he had bought in the late afternoon before the
party. There was, as always, perfume for Joan. T w o kinds and
a piece of elaborate costume jewellery that she wouldn't expect
but would like. For Little Joan there was a doll. A very special
doll that spoke and about which she had written a sprawling
letter in three coloured crayons and drawn what he now realised
was a very good portrait. She's a very bright girl he thought and
took the drawing from his wallet to compare it with the doll.
Then he tucked it in the box so that he would remember to tell
her how clever she was. For Charles there was a set of racing
cars that had cost—well too much really and Joan would pretend to be furious, but Charles was someone exceptional. He
looked in the box and thought about how Charles would feel
and look. " Vickers," he said inside himself, " you are behaving
like a sentimental postcard." But he returned all the same to the
comfortable thoughts about his family. For Jeremy he wrapped
a duck, a fish and a boat, all guaranteed to float and a box of
hard dog-biscuit things that Joan had asked him to get as
Jeremy's teething was well under way. He went on wrapping
boxes and bottles and ended with the hundred Players he had
bought for Harry. He held them a long time, wondering how
his wife who was so charming and level-headed and who could
create such comfortable family warmth around him, could be
devoted so unreasonably and so protectively to a twin who was
so destructively different in all ways. He tossed the cigarettes
into the suit-case, kicked the lid shut and went to bed.
He woke at six a little astray at the strange quiet of his home
and while he was shaving heard the early Christmas post drop
in the letter-box. He collected it, shuddering at the sharp chill
in the hall and stuffed the pile of letters into the pocket of his
overcoat hanging on the rack. " Fll sort that lot on the way,"
he said aloud and gave himself a holiday grin as he saw his
lathered Father Christmas mug in the mirror.
Harry—he might have known it—had not arrived by sixthirty nor at seven. Vickers in a sulky rage heard him stamping
in the corridor at twenty-five to eight. He opened the door
and watched coldly while Harry scraped clumsily at the last hard
cake of ice and mud. It was a long time before Vickers, enclosed
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in his anger, realised that Harry was speaking. He was flapping
his arms in a frozen-to-death act and shouting in a voice that
spoke bottles. " I'm most dreadfully awfully distressed old
chap. Couldn't get a spark out of the old trap. Really Vicky old
chap, without a word of a lie. Ignition trouble, not a spark old
boy." They had reached the living-room as this monologue
went on but Vickers kept silent. " I suppose," Vickers heard
the words coming like the fulfilment of a bad-weather forecast,
" you haven't got a hair of the dog Vicky?"
They got away at last and Vickers sat glooming angrily at the
thought of the dark, slush and traffic jams of the next hour.
They were threading through the western exits of southern
London before Harry spoke again.
" Vicky, I'm really terribly sorry about being late but the old
trap wouldn't do a thing. Really wouldn't. I spent two hours
getting her started."
" You ought to try lighting a fire under her," growled Vickers.
" Sorry about the chill," said Harry. " The heater's on the
blink." And suddenly Vickers realised that he was dreadfully
cold.
It would have to be today he thought and forced his hands
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deep into his overcoat pockets. He felt the forgotten letters
lying there and took them out to sort them as he always did into
separate bundles. There was nothing for the baby this time but,
surprisingly, a letter to him from Joan and he worried for a
moment. Should have opened this at home—she'll want a
stack of things for the kids he thought.
He felt really chilled now and tore the envelope clumsily with
numb fingers. He glared down the page. It was full of small
news. Charles had been tobogganing on Martinsell and there was
snow three feet deep along the Pewsey Road. Little Joan is
still drawing the doll Father Christmas is bringing. Gran is
being rather sweet for a change; she takes the kids in the
mornings.
Vickers turned a page and frowned as he read on. . . . I have
been sleeping very badly here so Gran has been taking on the children to let
me sleep late . . . the most horrid nightmares twice since we came. I see
you driving with someone in a very white cold place with snow everywhere. I can't see who's driving and I keep on trying to shout to you and
then the driver says Merry Christmas and I wake up chilled and sweating
in absolute terror. It's very horrible and I long to have you here to
comfort me.

Vickers shivered and looked out into the morning dusk
thinking dear Joan and wishing he could put an arm of comfort
round her to hold her safe from her foolish fear.
Harry turned to him, sighed heavily and said : " I don't
think, Vicky, that this is going to be my Merry Christmas."
They never knew what hit them when the loaded six-tonner
lurched, skidding across the greasy roundabout and crushed the
old trap.
But 70 miles away to the west a woman woke screaming from
her dream and would not be comforted.
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Butter....
• • •

by t h e y a r d

An account of an old custom based on
material in "The Monthly Review of the
Institute of Weights and Measures Administration

To foolish fellows it used to be said "You ought to go to
Cambridge where they sell butter by the yard." They were
then supposed to feel ashamed of their simplicity. In fact at
Cambridge butter was sold by the yard and a beam scale for
weighing yards of butter is owned by the City Corporation.
As late as 1926 it was possible to buy yards of butter there and
this way of selling it seems only to have come to an end when
the Sale of Food (Weights and Measures) Act was passed in that
year.
The practice of selling butter like this was four or five hundred
years old. Round about the end of the fifteenth century every
undergraduate was served daily with a "commons" ration of
butter. The tradition was that every student at each college
should get his dinner in the Hall and in addition a daily ration
of milk, butter and bread as "commons" to eat in his rooms.
The piece of butter he got was either three one-inch lengths
or one three-inch length cut off a fixed length of even thickness
and depth. This was probably evolved as the simplest and
quickest way of serving a queue of hungry young men impatient
to return to their studies. The measures which were used to
check these yard lengths of butter are still in possession of the
University Proctors.
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J.S. D r i v e r s 9 Club
On November 2nd, J.S. Drivers held a social evening and
ladies' night at
the Blackfriars
Canteen. Our
pictures are
of some of the
guests and
members of
the club.

Committee
Drivers
Parkinson,
H. Oliver,

Wall is
Duncan,
Luttman,
Keen

and Waghorn.

Left. Drivers Clay, H. Oliver
and Humphries with wives and guests.

Right
Traffic Controllers

Vernon,
Baker
and
De Rosa.
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Guests
From left to right
Mr. S. J. Cody, Transport and
Warehouse Manager for J.S.
Mr. E. A. Farrell, Joint Personnel
Manager, Mr. F. Jeyes,
J.S. Transport Engineer
and Mrs. Farrell.

Above
Drivers S. Holloway,
Luttman, E. White and
Traffic Supervisor
W . Gillett
with wives and guests.

Left
Another group of
guests and members.
At table are Drivers
Morris, Messers
and Gentry.

B
Section
Dance

Holloway held a very well-attended dance at Blackfriars on
November 2nd. George Alexander's Band made
the music and Mrs. Wisker of Kingsland Road branch sang
with them (bottom left) and very
nicely too.
Newly married Mr. & Mrs. Cross
(below). Mr. Cross is Secretary
of " B" Section.

Lucky prizewinners
got their winnings
from Mrs. Cross.
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Reprinted from The Borough who found It
in the Trade journal who say it is
really authentic !

REPORT
T o the Executive Engineer
Respected Sir,
When I got to the building (Job No. 824) I found that the
hurricane had knocked some bricks off the top. So I rigged up
a beam with a pulley at the top of the building and hoisted up
a couple of barrels full of bricks to the top.
When I got through fixing the building there were a lot of
bricks left over. I hoisted the barrel back up again, secured the
line at the bottom, and then went up and filled the barrel with
extra bricks. Then I went down to the bottom and cast off the
line. Unfortunately the barrel of bricks was heavier than I was,
and, before I knew what was happening, the barrel started down
and jerked me off my feet.
I decided to hang on and half way up met the barrel coming
down and received a severe blow on the shoulder. I then continued on to the top, banging my head against the beam and
getting my fingers jammed in the pulley.
When the barrel hit the ground it busted the bottom allowing
all the bricks to spill out. I was now heavier than the barrel
and so started down again at high speed.
Half way down I again met the barrel and received severe
injuries to my shins. When I hit on the ground I landed on the
bricks, getting numerous painful cuts from the sharp edges.
At this point I must have lost my presence of mind because
I let go of the rope. The barrel then came down and struck me
another heavy blow on the head, putting me in hospital for
three days.
I respectfully request five days' extension of leave.
(Extract from "Trade Journal" August 1957)

down

It was at
Streatham Ice
Rink Ballroom that
Balham's S.S.A.
members got
together on
October 30th to
hold a lively
dance.
Ed. Wheeler made
music. Frank
White was M.C.
Parties came from
Streatham (top
left) and Battersea
(bottom right)
and people won
prizes. That's
Mr. Cole, " H "
Section secretary,
presenting one
(right).
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Staff News

Movements and Promotions
We are very pleased to record the following promotions :—
TO ASSISTANT MANAGER
C. F . C o x
P. F . Cross
D. McGinn
R. S. Reed
H . W . Watkins

Farnham
59 H o v e
3 H o v e , transferred t o East Grinstead
Walton
62 T u n b r i d g e Wells

The following transfers will be of interest to many members of the staff:—
MANAGERS

J. F. Soper

from Spare

to Harlow, on opening

ASSISTANT MANAGERS

D. L. White
D. G. Bramham

from 250 Kentish Town to Harlow, on opening
from Oxhey
to Harlow, on opening

M a r r i a g e s (BETWEEN MEMBERS OF J.S. STAFF)

Very best wishes for their future happiness to :—
Mr. G. D . Hunt of 218 Sutton and Miss j . Dilby of Wallington, who were
married on October 26th, 1957.
Mr. A. J. Cross of 16/20 Hollowav and Miss J. R. Maker of 76 Islington on
September 14th, 1957.

Obituary
We regret to record the deaths of the following colleagues and send our deepest sympathy
to all their relatives :—
R. BEAUCHAMP, who joined the staff of the Factory in 1916 as a Boner.
Illness forced him to resign for a short period but he was re-engaged in
1918 and worked in the Factory until his retirement in 1936. He died on
November 20th.
Miss S. A. BELTON, who was engaged as a Housekeeper at East Grinstead
in 1939. She subsequently helped at many other houses including North
Cheam, Ashford, Wood Green and Tonbridge, finally transferring to Reigate
from which branch she retired in 1949. Her death occurred in November.
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Retirements

We send our best wishes to the following colleagues who have just
retired;—
R. R. NEWLING, who has just retired after 43 years' service with the firm. He joined us in March, 1914, as a
Learner at Muswell Hill, and, after returning from the
Great War, he was at 128 Kilburn and Harrow. In 1929 he
was appointed to the management of South Harrow
when this branch opened and since then he has been in
i- ':- / •'
-''• :f
charge of Northwood, Amersham, Wembley and finally
Stanmore from which branch he retired.
Mr. R. R- Newling.
J. H. SMITH, who was engaged as a Leyland driver and who has just
completed 36 years with the firm. When he reached the age of 60 he was
transferred to the garage where he has carried out the duties of a petrol
pump operator.
N e w s of J-S. S t a f f o n N a t i o n a l S e r v i c e
Thefollowing notes are based on a few of the letters we have receivedfrom our National
Servicemen. We would like to take this opportunity of sending our Christmas
Greetings to all J.S. Staff who are on National Service.
M. PAIRPOINT, H.O. (R.A.F.). Has recently been promoted to S.A.C.
and finds the increase in pay most welcome. Is stationed at Borgentreich
where the temperature is just above freezing point, but he is warmed by the
thought of demob next summer.
K. G. POLLARD, H.O. (R.A.F.). Has just returned to Ceylon from Singapore where he has done a course on transmitter maintenance. Hopes soon
to be demobilised.
B. M. HESTER, H.O. (Navy). Has now finished his training and joined the
frigate H.M.S. Zest which is attached to the 3rd Training Squadron, based at
Londonderry, Ireland.
M. R. BOTWRIGHT, 48 Ipswich. Cyprus (R.A.F.). Now on a three-month
detachment at Nicosia. He is living under canvas, but finds the scenery
from the camp site very good. The food is mostly tinned and eggs are
apparently quite a luxury.
M. J. CARR, 147 Balham. Cardington (R.A.F.). He is a butcher on shift
work, but evidently quite likes the unusual hours since this gives him most
afternoons free. We are pleased to hear that the scenery at some of the
station dances has been improved by some of the fair sex of J.S.
C. J. CURCHER, Goring Read. Newhaven (R.A.F.). He is a medical orderly
and has been extremely busy lately, helping to cope with the Influenza
epidemic. He was recently sent to Plymouth for a month and at one time
had 60 patients to look after by himself. We can well imagine that his athletic
prowess must have been most useful.
R. E. FINDLAY, Folkestone. Bury St. Edmunds (R.A.F.). He has recendy
taken a board for promotion and is now an S.A.C. Since no further studying
is required he has more time to devote to sport, for which every facility is
available. He now plays regularly in the squadron football team.
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J. IRWIN, Coulstkn. Germany (R.A.I'.). He has now been promoted to
corporal, which means more money, but also more work. He seems to
be quite happy at Wildcnrath where he is stationed, but apparently the
temperature is dropping somewhat alarmingly.
P. N. SARRATT, Wallington. Germany (Army). Employed as a cook, he
has recently returned from a 10-day exercise in Central Germany. Apparently
he quite enjoyed the experience and found the local villagers very
friendly.
1. A. BOOKER, Hayes. South Wales (Army). He is a driver in the R.A.S.C.
and has recently been on detachment at Hereford. His company is being
disbanded in January, so he expects to be posted from his present station
at Brecon.
A. J. HOLLOW AY, Kingsbury. Windsor (Army). He is in the Life Guards
and is stationed at the Imperial Service College. His job is that of scout
car driver, and he also operates the wireless in the car. Apparently his
squadron is the only Air Portable Squadron in the Army.
A. D. GAVIN, Putney. Cyrenaica (Army). Has only been in this part of
the world for a few weeks but seems to have settled down quite well. He
is having difficulty with the mosquitoes, but understands that this is only
because he is fresh from England and that they will leave him alone after a
while. He expects to go to either Cyprus, Kenya or Aden about the middle
of next year and is already looking forward to a change of scenery.
C. C. PITHER, Byfleet. Lingfield (Army). He has moved camp quite a lot
lately, but now seems to have settled down at Lingfield. He is fortunate
enough to be doing exactly the same work that he was at j.S.,as he now
works in the ration store as a Regimental Butcher, which includes bacon
and poultry. He finds that his training with the firm is helping him a great
deal. Grover, from our Bedford branch, is still stationed with him.
R. C. RICHES, Bislmps Stanford. Bridgnorth (R.A.F.). Has only fairly
recently been called up and so far has not found it too bad. The food is
quite good but insufficient, and he has very little time to himself. However,
things will be much better for him when he has finished his basic training.
N. D. BAY, Daeenbam. Germany (Army). He has just returned from a
visit to Brussels and apparently enjoyed himself, although it was rather
expensive. His battalion has to do physical endurance tests before
amalgamating with other units. 1 le is not looking forward to this, particularly a 10-mile forced march. He is a signals clerk, a job which he finds
quite interesting, and fencing seems to be his main interest in his spare
time.
1 . M. STUCHBERY, 68 Croydon. Germany (Army). He is now stationed
at Bielefeld and seems to have settled down quite well. He was selected to
take a clerical course which he found somewhat different to cutting up
fresh meat, but he has now got quite used to it. Incidentally he refers to
the meat they have to eat as very like rubber.
D. P. JONES, Cambridge. Cyprus (Army). He has now changed his job
and is at present the Brigade Commander's batman. He lives away from the
battalion and has special quarters at the back of the Brigadier's house. He
tells us that it is rather like having a "bed-sitter" as hot and cold water
and shower baths are provided. He does the shopping for the house at the
N.A.A.F.I. shop and apparently the method used is extremely complicated.
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Since our last entry in the "Journal"
men from National Service:—

ire have been pleased to welcome hack the following

C. EVANS resumed at Oxford on October 21st, having been in Cyprus
with the R.A.F.
P. BRAYTON resumed at Hastings on October 14th, from the R.A.F.
Part of his National Service was spent in Germany.
B. JONES resumed at 147 Balham on November 4th, from the Army. He
was stationed at Devizes in Wiltshire.
D. STORRY resumed at Boreham Wood on November 18th, having just
returned from Malaya where he had been stationed with the Army.
R. PETTIFER resumed at 7 Palmers Green on October 21st. His National
Service was spent in the Army, mainly at Blandford.
T. TUCK.KR resumed at 339 Palmers Green on November 25th, having spent
most of his two years at Bicester, Oxford. Fie was in the Army.
K. OWEN resumed at 14 Hone on November 27th, from the Army. Most
of his period in uniform was spent at Hounslow, Middlesex.
D. STANSBY resumed at Willesden Green on November 26th, from the
Army. The last part of his service was spent at the Eaton Hall Officer Cadet
School at Chester.

About Us
G e t t i n g o u t a h o u s e m a g a z i n e is fun, b u t n o p i c n i c .
If w e p r i n t jokes, p e o p l e say w e ' r e silly.
If w e d o n ' t , t h e y say w e ' r e t o o s e r i o u s .
If w e b o r r o w items from o t h e r s , w e ' r e t o o lazy t o w r i t e t h e m
ourselves;
If w e clon't, w e ' r e t o o f o n d of o u r o w n stuff.
If w e w r i t e a b o u t E n g l a n d w e ' r e n o t i n t e r n a t i o n a l e n o u g h .
If w e l o o k a b o u t a b r o a d , t h e r e ' s n o h o m e n e w s .
If w e d o n ' t w r i t e a b o u t topical t h i n g s w e fail t o g e t t o g r i p s
w i t h t h e situation.
If w e d o , w e ' r e only r e p e a t i n g w h a t t h e n e w s p a p e r s say.
If w e h a p p e n t o interest a b u t c h e r in B r i g h t o n o r a salesman in
Ilford
Chances are w e ' l l b o r e o u r readers in t h e 250 o t h e r b r a n c h e s
the journal g o e s t o .
N o w we'll p r o b a b l y hear w e p i n c h e d this idea f r o m s o m e o t h e r
periodical.
W e did.
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Across
1.
9.
10.
11.
12.
M
16.
17.
19.
20.
22.
23.
24.
26,
28.
29.

Joey lost a bit and put his foot
down (10, 5)
Mr. Butler pieces together the
rodents (7)
We do not recommend the purchase of a pig like this (2, 1, 4)
How one of the Stamford
Players goes out (4)
Confounded lies (4)
Bring on oneself like a dog's
dinner (5)
Say it with a smile (6)
Customers and saints (7)
The fashionable know you can
roast it (7)
Draw one to raise funds at
Christmas (6)
A good one doesn't feel dejected
(5)
Pork Luncheon Meat (4)
May be standards with lions on
them (4)
Where you'll find the cargo
(2,5)
Set free about the contract (7)
There are gondolas here (4, 7, 4)

Down
1. Land of delight ? (6)
2. Thev hold nothing of value out
at the back (7, 4)
3. It's usually colossal and has
plenty of spice (4)
4. The branch for oriental splendour (4, 5)
5. I am in the body of the church
and unaffected (5)
"There are lies, damned lies and
"(10)
7. The crab is a decisive blow (3)
8. It's all round the mince and
proverbially like a promise (8)
14. He designs ballets (11)
15. They make Garibaldis (4, 6)
17. Perfumed medley (9)
18. Molluscs with fancy edges (8)
21. Dormant (6)
6.

23. This done, it's rare (5)
25. This is it (4)
27. The laughing cow brand (3)
K.J.L,, Hopton St., S.E.i
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