








































































































Childrens Conner

THE HOUSE ON THE MOORS

her younger friend Lucy looked

up in the same direction. The
two girls had spent the last day walking
across the moors of southwestern Eng-
land, making the most of a fortnight of
pleasant weather. Until that moment,
white cotton-wool clouds was all that
gently scudded across pale p\blueskies,
but now some ominously silver-grey
clouds had quickly encroached and
threatened to cover the entire sky, and it
had caught the girls out. They had
planned another hour or so of evening
walking before they reached the next
campsite.

“Come on, let’s hurry up.” Jenny
and Lucy quickened their pace, stum-
bling with their backpacks swinging
abouton their backs, but before long the
raincame downin large dropsand night
loomed early on the horizon. The girls
began to despair of reaching civilisation
as they hurried on to find a patch of flat
land where they could pitch their tent.

“Look!” In the distance was a light,
a warm yellow glow and a very wel-
come sight to the two cold and wet
figures. Despite a niggling doubt in
Jenny’s head that she hadn’t seen any
buildings on the map in this area, at this
stage she was too worried to notice, and
they headed for the warming light. They
found themselves approaching a large
old house, an imposing timber building
which they assumed to have been con-
verted to a pub or hotel. The girls grate-
fully dashed towards the door as the
darkness of the night set in.

Jenny lifted the huge and heavy
latch to open the door but their eyes
werenot greeted with the expected sight
of a familiar saloon or a reception area,
but a large entrance hall sparsely fur-
nished with a few wooden benches and
tables, on which stood some oil lamps,
which gave off the light that they had
seen across the moor. The focal point of
the room was a vast iron fire place hous-
ing a roaring fire. Momentarily forget-
ting they were cold and damp, Jenny
and Lucy stood staring around them.
The coat of arms on the wall, the swords,
the lamps, indeed, the total lack of
anything modern, not to mention the
lack of people held them spell-bound.

Suddenly from a side foot came a

£/ I t looks like rain” said Jenny as

woman dressed in a floor length grey
smock and apron, who looked similarly
surprised to see the two dripping girls.
Jenny quickly remembered her man-
ners, and said: “Excuse me, we were out
walking but the rain came early and we
can’t find our campsite. Is there a room
we could stay in tonight?” The woman’s
face at first registered concern, but then
she broke intoa broad smile, although it
was obvious she was still bewildered
about some aspect of the girls” appear-
ance. “Aye”, she boomed, “I think we
have room. Follow me. Can’t have you
lasses wandering about the moors at
this time.” With that she picked up a
lamp and marched towards the corner
of the hall, where the entrance to a stair-
case was shrouded in darkness. The
girls followed, taking in all the details of
the dark creaky wooden stairs as the
woman led the way with the oil lantern
swaying from side to side, creating
dancingshadows. Onreachingadoorat
the end of a corridor decorated only
with a few oil paintings, the woman
fumbled for a set of keys underneath
her apron. She found the right one,
swung open the heavy door and ush-

-ered the girls in, and then set about

preparing a fire in the large fireplace
against the outside wall. The girls stood
again inamazement athow dated every
detail seemed, but now they realised
they wereshivering and moved towards
the flickers that started to envelop the
logs. Both Jenny and Lucy were mutter-
ing thanks to their benefactor.

As she turned to leave, the woman
looked round, seemingly disturbed.
“Now listen to me. We are expecting
John Stoneman and his men to come by
this way tonight. Whatever you hear,
donotunlock the door and do not come
out until morning. Understand?” The
girls nodded and Jenny accepted the
heavy iron key which the woman held
out. And then she turned and left the
room, leaving an eerie silence as the
girls just looked at each other.

“Is this place for real?” asked Lucy,
“I mean, it;s like one those “theme”
hotels, where everyone dresses up like
in the olden days.” “Yes, that's what I
reckon. Incredible, though, to go to all
this trouble, isn't it? There aren’t any
radiators or even a decent light,” indi-

cating towards the oil lamp that the
woman had lit on the table in the centre
of the room, “I wonder how much it'll
cost? I forgot to ask.” “1 didn’t see any
price list downstairs. In fact, I hardly
saw anything,. Still, at least it is a roof
over our heads. But just look at that
bed!” Two pairs of eyes fixed on the
large four poster, an older and less or-
nate version of what the girls had seen
in stately homes. “Amazing”, breathed
Lucy.

Both sat in front of the fire until
they warmed through. Jenny walked
over to the door, turned the key and
removed it, slipping the key in her
tracksuit pants that she would sleep in.
Lucy was already unrolling the sleep-
ing bags on the bed, having hung her
wet clothes over a wooden rack in front
of the fire. “I wonder who that John
Stoneman is?” “I don’t know Lucy, but
I'for one don’t want to find out. As soon
asI'vedried outlam going tobed.” “Me
too”, replied Lucy, as Jenny threw a
couple of extra logs on the fire and
crawled into her sleeping bag. Despite
their curiosity with all the unanswered
questions about the house, exhaustion
overtook the girls and they were asleep
within minutes.

Barely two hours later they were
both woken by noises from downstairs
- deep voices, hearty laughs, the scrap-
ing of the benches across the wooden
floorboards - which continued for some
time, prompting the girls toimagine the
scene on the floor below, but remember-
ing the woman'’s warning not to leave
theroom. Lucy was already asleep again
when there was a loud thumping on the
door and a rattling sound as someone
tried the doorknob. The two girls sat
bolt upright, terrified, as a deep man’s
voice called “Who's in there?” Not dar-
ing to even whisper, they listened as the
man pounded the door again, then
growled something inaudible and
stomped off down the corridor.

“Jenny, who was that?” Lucy knew
thather older friend knew as little asshe
did, but she had been so frightened and
wasn'tsure who the enemy was. “I think
it'll be all right now, Lucy,” reassured
Jenny, although she fell ill-assured her-
self. “Try and get back to sleep.” It was
some time before their nerves would

30




Childrens Corner

settle again, but when sleep did over-
take them, they slept heavily.
Indeed, they slept so well that they
did not wake until the sun was rising
steadily in the sky, ataround 9.00am. By
this time the temperature was rising
again, the storm of the previous night
had passed and the sky was turning
blue filled with wispy clouds. The girls
stirred, woken by the sun in theireves ...
Jenny sat up suddenly, realising that
she shouldn’t be feeling the sun in her
eyes if she had been spending the night
ina ... Dumbfounded, she found her-
self in her sleeping bag on the open
moor, surrounded by heatherand gorse
bushes, with Lucy stirring on her left,
and their backpacks about four yards
away by a cluster of heather. There was
no log fire, no four poster bed, no old

woman, no rowdy party, in fact, no old
house for as far as the eye could see.
The girls didn’t dare to say any-
thing for fear of betraying their confu-
sionand disbelief. Silently they emerged
from theirsleeping bagsand found their
clothes which, although lying in long
damp grass, were relatively dry.. al-
most as if they had been under cover all
night, “drying by an open fire, perhaps?”
shivered Jenny, as she quickly dressed.
Lucy was the first to break the si-
lence. “Did it really happen?” “What,
youmean the hotel that woman and....”
Jenny tailed off, “it can’t have. A build-
ing can’t disappear overnight. We must
have had a vision or something.” “But
surely we can’t both have had the same
dream?” questioned Lucy, “surely not?”
“I know what you mean, but I can’t

answer you. I could have sworn... well,
it'snothere now, and noone would ever
believe us. We'll just have to say we
found somewhere sheltered,” Jenny
tried to sound braver than she felt.
“Sheltered? Round here? I suppose we
have no choice.” agreed Lucy.

Still confused, hardly daring be-
lieve what they knew they had both
seen with their old eyes, they started to
pack up their belongings. “And yet, it
allseemed soreal.” reflected Jenny sadly,
as she rolled up her sleeping bag. And
asshedid so, there was a clunk as some-
thing heavy fell out of the sleeping bag
and hit thé ground. And as they looked
therewasalarge, rusty iron key lying on
the grass.....

Gaynor de Wit

ST. DAVIS SOCIETY

BANGKOK

DEwis DoINGS

Regrettably, I must commence this brief epistle by bid-
ding a formal farewell to Julie and Ian Williams (off to South
Africa), Ray and Anita Hughes (back to Wales to build, single
handedly, the new Severn Bridge) and David and ¢Dolyn Fall
who will no doubt take on the new assignment in Australia
with true conviction.

In may, our social event was a fancy dress party with an
¢Fé theme held at the Embassy Social Club. Fortune favoured
frivolous fanciful featuring festooned frogmen, floosies,

P.S. Did you notice that in June Glamorgan
were top of the English County Championship?

fantoms, forty fousand fevvers, footballers and flipping fools.

In June, Marvyn and Pat Lewis, who had noticed that the
normal inhabitants of a rather posh house were away, took the
opportunity to claim squatters rights and then organised a
splendid garden barbecue, complete with a “Welsh Connec-
tions’ quiz - every answer appearing to have something to do
with Pontllanfraith! The event was enjoyed greatly by every-
one including the construction labourers working diligently
(well, sort of) on the house opposite.

Dewi
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Jales of Thavail

TALES OF TRAVAIL

One thing I do for a living is travel, and I am fortunate enough to travel quite a lot and
quite well! I put this missive together out of a sense of sharing frustrations and a deep
rooted belief that most of could use any available additional humour, particularly if
it involves someone elses misfortune!

ccently the ‘brains’ in my com-
R pany determined that a tactical

restructuring was necessary for
the good of the business, and without
boring you with the corporate details,
suffice it to say that the implications of
this action were that my ‘stay’ permit
for Thailand became invalid, and my
‘work’ permit likewise. To some people
these might possibly be viewed as to
pp’s (potential problems). This how-
ever, was not going to be an issue inmy
case because we had already prepared
all the necessary paperwork toapply for
a new stay permit and work permit.
Easy! No Problem, OK? NO!! Read my
lips, none of the above!

The first application was made to
the wrong office! Never mind, it will
certainly be OK the next time, yes?

NO... The next application was
missing a vital piece of taxation infor-
mation and resulted in an extension of
the ‘stay permit’ by thirty (30) days,
rather than the ‘normal’ ninety (90). It
also allowed some helpful Thai official
to get the chance to stamp my passport
with the lovely phrase “must leave the
Kingdom by May 3rd”, in Thai, so that
therewas almostno chance thatl would
know about this new twist. (pp).

We next discovered that the afore-
mentioned stamp re leaving the King-
dom, does not really mean that, accord-
ing to our legal advisors anyway. Pre-
sumably, this is some jolly wheeze
dreamed up by one of the jocular Thai
chaps at the Department of Immigra-
tion, these chapsare internationally well
known for their splendid sense of hu-
mour! If you have forgotten this, justask
to be reminded by anyone who has ever
flowninto Don Muang Airportand been
greeted by happy, smiling, helpful Tm-
migration Officers (in the plural only
when there are no aeroplanes sched-
uled to be disgorging tired passengers
into the terminal building).

Itwill therefore come as absolutely

no surprise to any of you to learn that
when I attempted to leave the country,
on a trip to Nepal, there was in fact a
problem, not a (pp) but a real one.

The conversation(s) as I recall them
went a little bit like this:

“Hello Sawasdee Khrap”, says the
aforementioned travailler (me, for those
of you that are easily confused). “You
should leave the Kingdom by May 3rd”,
says jovial Immigration chappie, not
smiling.

“Ho, ho, ho, you Chaps and your
little jokes”, responds our hero, enter-
ing into the spirit of things.

“You have no permit, you should
be gone already!” jokes the Immigra-
tion chappie.

“Ho, ho, ho, youchapslovea merry
jape” responds our hero, noticing how-
ever that the chappie from Immigration
is not really entering into things and
laughing very much; also that he is
wearing a notin the least bit funny gun,
of the bang bang you are dead variety.

“You have no permit” says I. man,
proving to have a rather limited range
of the comic banter for which his profes-
sion is so justly famous.

“l had a permit "till December”,
says your author with just a little less
confidence than previously, also wish-
ing that he had paid attention to Alexis
jabbering in the vernacular, instead of
only learning the phrase “I would rather
like to have twobeers please, nice young
lady.”

Next time I will listen closely, to
severalmorerelevant phrases! (Not that
ordering beer is irrelevant).

“You no have any more permit
now, nogood, youshould leavealready!
this major soliloquy from our fun loving
Immigration Officer persuades this very
seasoned traveller that things are not
moving along quite as smoothly as one
might have hoped (reference the “no
problem” bit a little earlier).

“But look here at this new stamp

for 30 days” I say, “Sam Sip” I add
triumphantly inasudden fitof recalling
the Thai for 30.

“Oh, so you speak Thai?” inquires
the comical one. “Nit noi”, ventures
your correspondent, having an ominous
feeling about what is going to happen
next,

“o%ES@* &H*@((_!_@)_@__))
@*¢rr@n @&, Nahkhrap?” burbles
the Immigration chap, confirming my
suspicions and now also wistfully fin-
gering the but of his very unpleasant
gun, at least a magnum, maybe an Uzi
or some other thing best read about in
James Bond books.

This last bit is all completely over
my head, and my well known patience
when travelling has just about evapo-
rated. Added to this is the fact that T do
not want to go to Nepal;, and [ unfortu-= -
nately have somewhat of a headache
from last night’s red wine, and you can
probably detect a little tension creeping
into the events. I then, rather foolishly,
reach over the I. man’s desk, grab my
passport, open it to the page with the 30
day stay permit, and say triumphantly
“Ni ni”, which I am confident means
“there”

This outburst causes a rapid disap-
pearance of both passportand thejovial
L. person off out the back. “Oh, whoops”
I muse quietly to myself, and the
lengthening queue behind me. “I won-
der if I may perchance have caused a
mild upset in the Immigration area?”

I also wonder how much money I
have in my wallet, and just how many
people to whom I may have to give
‘special consideration’, in order to es-
cape from this in one piece, or at least at
liberty. I must confess that it was not
actually “Oh whoops”, that I allowed at
this juncture.

In order not to put you in a com-
pletely comatose state I will finish off
this particularincidentby reporting that
when my passport came back, with the
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Immigration chappie,l was sent to see
| another, funnier, more senior Immigra-
tion personage. He, being more sen-
ior, understood almost straight away
(actually in about ten minutes), he then
pronounced in a very humorous and
senior voice: “You have no permit you
must go before May 27th!” This being a
distinct step forward from the 3rd.

“Oh yes sir, 1 certainly will, in fact
lam going right now, justas soonas you
stamp my passport, Sir.” | said with not
inconsiderable authority in my voice.
To my tremendous surprise he then
stamped the passport handed it back
and smiled??!! L knew by then it wasjust
their little joke all along.

Iam reasonably confident that you
will have had some understanding of
the foregoing, and you may also empa-
| thise with thenextcouple of snippets, as
they also feature my discomfort. Firstly,
the aforementioned trip to Nepalling,
resulted in my contracting a ‘bug’, this
had a very unpleasant resultin the bath-
room area, so much so that [ had to
cancel a game of golt! Secondly was the
trauma connected to my next trip, to Sri
Lanka this time, the following week. Oh
no, not more rambling on about Immi-
gration? Correct. There was absolutely
noproblemleaving thecountry this time!
I think that it is the consistent approach
that gives one such a feeling of comfort
and security. The elections in Sri Lanka
had been held over the weekend before
my arrival, and even after all of the
excitement that the pre-election bomb-
ings and killings had generated, there
was stillno problem. The requisite work
agenda was duly despatched, with ab-
solutely no problem there either. The
Hilton, in Colombo, where I was clos-
eted for the durationi of my visit, had
elected to open a new ‘pup’ style bar on
the last day of my stay, so off we went
forabeer after the work was concluded.
Upon arrival in said establishmentam
accosted by anumber of pleasantyoung
ladies laden down with bottles of beer,
and we learn that it is Heineken promo-
tion night, free beer for two hours, no
problem! T was leaving to fly out to
Singapore at 23.45 that evening, on Sin-
gapore Airlines. This flight being
scheduled to arrive at 6.00am the next
morning, | then had meetings arranged
for that afternoon and would be ready
to meet Alexis when she flew in from
Bangkok in the evening. Easy? No!!

Things went pretty much accord-
ing to plan for the first part of the per-
formance, drinking of free beer, even if
it is Heineken, has never presented too
much of a problem. Moving to the room,
showering, packing, check-out from the
hotel, even the ‘death-ride” from the
hotel to Colombo airport all conducted
with acceptable efficiency, relatively
speaking. Even the cumbersome secu-
rity procedures, that involve throwing
all the contents of your carefully packed
luggage up into the air, and then screw-
ing them up into an un-packable ball,
are conducted with only major incon-
venience. The first class check-in desk is
as well attended as a Norman Lamont
fan club meeting, although there secm
tobe countless staff available to fawnall
over the economy passengers with their
sacks and 991b. plasticcarry on luggage.

Eventually a person looking like
Andre Tissera’sbetter groomed brother,
saunters up to the desk, merely pausing
to comb his hair, before saying to me
“Youare going to Singapore, no.” “Yes”,
Isay calmly, “that has been my plan for
some time.” “Passport”, comes the
friendly request. “Here you go”, I re-
spond, somewhat more cheerfully be-
cause a) [ am about to leave the country
and b) T have had several bottles of free
H.

“You must pay departure tax over
there”, says helpful person, gesturing to
the other end of the concourse. “I have
already done so actually”, I quip pleas-
antly, “it is inside the ticket, which is
inside the passport, which is in your
hand.” I have flown out of this airport
before! “Oh” this being the best from
Andre’sbrother realising that thebloody
tourist has already avoided two of Co-
lombo’s best passenger aggravation
traps. “T would like to have a non-
smoking window seat, please” I request
pleasantly knowing that I am winning
this particular travail match; “if possi-
ble, I would like to have seat 2A please.”

“Youcan't”. “Oh, really, why might
that be?”. “Because, that seat has al-
ready been reserved for a Priority Pas-
senger!” the helpful one has delivered
this refusal with great enthusiasm, and
a barely disguised glee at regaining the
initiative from the smart-ass tourist.
“Would the Priority Passenger Number
be JETBUU?” 1 enquire. “Yes, how do
you know?” asks the now less sure
check-in jockey. “Well, that happens to

just sat there whilst negotiations went

be MY number”, this coup-de-grace,
being delivered simultaneously with the
unleashing of documentary proof of this
statement. As I set of for Immigration,
clutching my repacked bag and a board-
ing pass for seat 2A, I feel that I am on
the verge of an historic victory, and
have gone someway to avenging the
most unpleasant result of the Test
Matches recently lost in the sub-conti-
nent by the hapless England team! I
pass through Immigration with the
minimum of delay - this means five
minutes in Colombo, whichisalot faster
than Lahore or Karachi! Into the lounge,
some coffee and orange juice (served
separately) and we are almost high and
dry. Almost.

After six hours in the aeroplane on
the tarmac, we are returned to the termi-
nal building, still in Colombo, at five in
the morning, not in very good humour.
The reason for this non-flight situation
occurring? Would you believe it was
because the in-flight de-icing system
was not functioning?!

Apparently, in the event of an oc-
currence of this nature the ‘plane must
tly within a certain distance of an air-
portfortheentirejourney. Geographers
amongst you will be aware that there
are not too many airports in a straight
line between Sri Lanka and Singapore,
as it is almost all sca! The only way to
complete the journey was up the coast
of India, across Bangladesh, down
Burma, Thailand and Malaysia to Sin-
gapore, a seven hour flight.

The Indians would not let us into
their airspace for some reason, so we

nowhere. After much unpleasaniness,
to-ing and fro-ing, reasoning and cajol-
ing; I finally was able to resist being
returned to the Hilton, and eventually
got a seat on the Emirates flight at
11.00am and reached Singapore at six in
the evening, somewhat fatigued and
well hacked off with Singapore Airlines
and their de-icers. Almost any other
reason would have seemed preferable
tothatone, bearing in mind the climates
of the territory involved.

As a postscript, I was reliably in-
formed that Air Lanka would have flown
anyway, so I should obviously book
with them next time!!

Happy Travailing!

Keitl Welsh
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The following pages are fillers, due to computer problems (see Editor’s page) OUT-
POST quickly had to come up with something to fill up those last few pages. Courtesy
of "HELLO"” magazine this time. OUTPOST is always in need of extra articles, do not
hesitate to send them to Bea or leave them in the OUTPOST pigeon hole behind

reception in the Club.

GLENN FORD
“Separation Settlement”

NORMAN LAMONT

Resignation revenge speech

MIA FARROW
Relieved the court battle’s ended

Veteran actor Glenn Ford has of-
fered to pay his estranged wife of
only two months Pounds Sterling
100,000. The sum is being offered
so that Miss Jeanne Baus, 33, will
not contest a divorce. The offer
was proposed ata courthearingin
Santa Monica, California. It is esti-
mated that Mr. Ford, who made
some 250 filmsincluding Gildaand
The Big Heat, has an estimated 22
million pound sterling fortune.
Miss Baus was the nurse who
helped him back to health after he
contracted pneumonia and ulcer-
related blood clotting. The mar-
riage hit problems when it was
revealed that Mr. Ford had pro-
posed to his previous nurse of 10
years just before his March wed-
ding to Miss Baus. Friends of the
star claim that Miss Baus was a
gold-digger while she has said that
Mzr. Ford was never sober enough
to consummate the marriage. His
lawyer said: “It was easy for her to
take advantage of him due to his
sickness. He really loved her.”

In his first speech as a back-bench
MP since leaving the cabinet office
of Chancellor of the Exchequer,
Mr. Norman Lamont took the op-
portunity to make a devastating
attack in Prime Minister John Ma-
jor’s leadership, citing, for exam-
ple, his reliance on opinion polls
and implying that Mr. Major ma-
nipulated interest rates for short-
term advantage and reacted to
events rather thah shaping them.
He said the government gave the
impression of “being in office but
not in power”. Mr. Lamont used a
debate on the economy as a vehi-
cle for his resignation speech,
which is a customary courtesy
given to outgoing ministers, but it
is believed the Government was
unaware of Mr. Lamont’s inten-
tion to make such a damaging at-
tack. The 20-minute speech which,
by Commons tradition is heard in
silence, brought gasps from the
Government benches.

Thebitter courtbattle between Mia
Farrow and her former lover
Woody Allen ended with Mia Far-
row retaining custody of the cou-
ple’s three children Satchel, five,
Dylan, eight, and Moses, 15. She
was pronounced a “caring and
loving mother” by Judge Elliott
Wilk, whostated that Woody Allen
“hasno parentingskills thatwould
qualify him as an adequate custo-
dian for Moses, Dylan and
Satchel.” Judge Wilk left Mia’s ac-
cusation that Woody had molested
Dylan unresolved, despite inde-
pendent experts’ advice which
cleared him of Mia’s claims. Nev-
ertheless, the judge increased
Woody’s visiting rights to see his
natural son, Satchel. Mia has since
returned to court to try to get
Woody’s adoption rights over
Dylan and Moses lifted, because
hehad notdisclosed hisaffair with
Soon-Ye-Previn at the time they
were adopted.
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GRAHIAM GOOCH
' Historic Dismissal

England cricket captain Graham
Gooch wrote himself into the his-
tory books last month after falling
victim to one of the rarest forms of
dismissal in the game. He was
given out “handled the ball” as
England lost to Australia by 179
runs in the opening game of the
Ashes series at Old Trafford. Hav-
ing made 133 runs, Gooch edged a
delivery from the bowler over the
top of his stumps with his hand
whichisagainst the rules. Heis the
first England player to be dis-
missed in such a way and became
the fifth player in Test history to
suffer this fate. The incident is the
| latest setback for England which
has now lost six successive Tests,
Australiaare favourites to win this
series. Said Gooch : “It was just
instinctive, I saw the ball hovering
over the top of the stumps. I shall
never know if the ball would have
hit them, but I know the rules.”

GRETA GARBO
Fan buys her letters

A collection of 66 letter written by
Thirties screen goddess Greta
Garbo who died in 1990 were sold
atSotheby’sin Londonlastmonth.
A Florida based amateur collector,
) David Walskovski, paid British
pound Sterling 26,450 for the let-

ters which span a period of 40
years. They were from Miss Garbo
to her close friend Salka Viertel, a
Polish-bornwriter and actress. The
two women first met when they
both acted in the German version
of Anna Christie in 1930. The let-
ters give a fascinating insight into
one of the cinema’s mostenigmatic
characters. They tell of her desire
tobealone and she confesses: “Itis
sad tobealonebutsometimeseven
more difficult to be with some-
one.” Another reveals: “I have no
lovers but I have troubles all the
same.” Mr. Walkovski met Miss
Garbo in the Forties and has re-
mained a fan since.

CARDINAL BERNARDIN
GANTIN
Significant papal appointment

The first African to be appointed
dean of the College of Cardinals -
the most prestigious department
of the Vatican - is Cardinal
Bernardin Gantin. The Pope has
approved the election of the 71-
year-old, whois from the Republic
of Benin, where he was the Bishop
of Cotonou for 20 years. In the past
the College of Cardinals has been
dominated by Italians now the
College of 151 has only 36 Cardi-
nals from Italy and it is considered
quite likely that the successor to

. the present Pope will be from Asia

or from Africa. Cardinal Gantin is
now one of the front runners. The

Ttalian newspaper Corriere Della

Seraagreed that Cardinal Gantin’s
new post is highly significant.
“This confirms that nationality no
longer counts for much in the
church,” it said.

PRINCESS DIANA
A meeting with Mother Teresa

Princess Diana had private meet-
ing with Mother Teresa at Ken-
sington Palace last week. Mother
Teresa was in Britain after her trip
toIreland. Thisis the third time the
two women have met and their
meeting has fuelled the specula-
tion that Diana may convert to Ca-
tholicism, although she recently
told a friend: “I’ve as much chance
of becoming a Buddhist or becom-
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ing a Muslim as converting to Ca-
tholicism.” The pair originally
planned tomeetatMother Teresa’s
Missionaries of Charity Order in
West Kilburn, but the venue was
changed when a crowd of photog-
raphers and well-wishers gath-
ered. After their 15-minute chat,
Mother Teresa said: “It was just a
simple visit, and there were no
discussions. She was as | know
her.”

LORD RIX
Leaving Arts Council

Lord Rix, the former actor, who
became Secretary-General of the
charity Mencap after a long career
in the theatre, has resigned from
the post as chairman of the Arts
Council drama panel in protest at
the council’s “impotent” reaction
to a British Pound Sterling 5 mil-
lion budget cut imposed by the
Government. Lord Rix said in a
letter to Lord Palumbo, chairman
of the Arts Council : “For more
years that I care to think the Arts
Council has been viewed with
barely concealed contemptby suc-
cessive arts ministers and their
departments.” Lord Rix had de-
layed his resignation until he read
the Government-commissioned
Price Waterhouse review of the

Arts Council. But the document

did nothing to mollify Lord Rix,
who critisised it for ignoring the
work of both the drama and dis-
ability departments.

LARRY FORTENSKY
To return to rehab clinic

Elizabeth Taylor’s husband, Larry
Fortensky, was ordered last week
to attend an alcohol rehabilitation
clinic for 18 months, even though
he no longer drinks. Back in 1987
Larry was convicted on a drink-
driving charge, but he contested it
saying that an anonymous tip to
Californian police was not a valid
reason to stop him. However, the
Supreme Court rejected his plea.
The Hollywood star first met Mr.
Fortensky, a former lorry driver,
while they were both undergoing
drinks and drug dependency
treatment at the Betty Ford Clinic.
Mr. Fortensky had previously
served several jail sentences for
drink-driving offences. Police took
up the four-year-old conviction
again after Mr. Fortensky made
headlines worldwide after his
marriage plans to Elizabeth Taylor
were announced. A friend said:
“He has quit drinking so for him
there seems little point in going
into an alcohol rehab clinic.”

PETE TOWNSHEND
Tommy nets five Tonys

The stage version of The Who's
Tommy, which has taken Broad-
way by storm, won five coveted
Tony awards last month. Pete
Townshend, the group’s guitarist,
vocalist and the composer of all
The Who's greatest hits, collected
the prizes. Tommy, which began
life as an album in 1969 took 24
years to reach the New York stage,
despite being made into a film by
Ken Russell and enjoying a suc-
cessful run in London’s West End.
When the show finally madeit, the
story of the blind, deaf and dumb
pinball wizard had the most suc-
cessful Broadway opening in his-
tory, recouping more than half its
BPS 3.9 million production costsin
advance ticket sales. Mr.
Townshend, 49, shared the award
for best original score with the
writers of Kiss of the Spider
Woman, while Tommy, an exiting
JAix of music, dancing and spec-
tacular technological effects, also
collected Tonys for best direction,
choreography, lighting and scenic
design.
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The Final Countdown

FroMm THE CHAIRMAN

he Club is a little quieter tradi-
T tionally in the summer months as

many of us take our annual vaca-
tion. But that does not mean that we
ease up on our entertainment pro-
gramme. In fact looking at this year’s
calendar of events, we seem busier than
ever. So please give your entertainment
committee your full supportand attend
some of the many functions lined up.
The quality isalmostalways top drawer,
and if we are to keep up a varied
schedule, we need a good number of
new faces in the audience. Sign up sheets
are in the reception area, or if you are

| really hard pressed to get to the club, a

'phone call should be able to reserve you
a place.

New Members are still not reach-
ing the required number to finance the

many projects currently on the drawing
board. As a result, we are considering
the sensitive issue of sponsorship.
Thoughts are divided on this matter
with some of us taking the traditional
view that the club should not be sullied
by commercialism, while others see no
harm in a major international company

sponsoring the construction of a new
feature in return for the necessary pub-
licity. If you have a view on this topic,
the committee would welcome your
thoughts. Address your comments
please to the club chairman in writing to
the club’s address.

Finally, you would have noticed
that Outpost is back to its regular
monthly schedule again. It's not as col-
ourful as before but we are packing in
more club news and events and in a
more timely manner. Bea Grunwell
welcomes any articles or news from
members so please don't be shy insend-
ing in your stories, phototis etc. It will
help make for a more lively magazine
and itis fun to get your name in print.

Nigel Onkins

CoMMITTEE MEMBERS

Mike O’Connor
Membership Finance
233-4948 (®)]
236-7922 (F)
Joe Grunwell

Sport _
541-1970 (®)]
541-1970 x 2372 (F)
258-9509 (H + Fax)
Bryan Baldwin
Personnel

225-0255 (@)
224-4391 (F)
399-4582 (H)
Nigel Oakins
(Chairman/Personnel)
240-3700 (O)
240-3679 (F)
258-8228 (H)

Paul Curtis
(Hon Treasurer/Personnel)

236-6161-4 (O)
Dugal Forrest

(Vice Chairman)

398-3007 (OF)
399-1564 (P
258-7640 (H)
Frank Crocker

(F&B)

312-8306-7
251-1779

Maurice Lamb
(Entertainment/Sport)

(O + Fax)
(H + Fax)

279-8398 (0)
277-9003 (H)
271-2175 (F)
Jack Dunford

(Personnel/House & Grounds)

236-0211 ©)
238-3520 (F)
286-1356 (H)
Colin Hastings
(Membership/P.R./Outpost)
240-3700 ()
240-3843 (F)
332-7101 (H)
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British Ambassador Christian Adams
recently confirmed Saturday 20th No-
vember 1993 as the date of the next
Ploenchit Fair to be held in the embassy
grounds. This is a day of fun organised by
the British community in Bangkok, fea-
uring the British fairground theme of
games for children and adults, many stalls,
as well as the Crown and Anchor Pub and
Bobby's Arms' specialty fish & chips on
the back lawns.

The Fair is organised by the United
Kingdom Committee for Thai Charities
(UKCTC), which was set up to run the
Fair and administer the funds raiscd. Last
year's fair raised 4.25 million baht, a25%
increase over the previous year and all for
charity.

For those interested in statistics,
theTakings for 1992 were 4,276,037 baht,
against an annual expenditure of 113,127
baht. Adding the Asscts this gave a Net
Profit of 4,250,410 baht.

The major money earners during the
Fair were the PCS Bingo (448,760 baht),
Bottle stall (306,500 baht), the BWG's
Castle Bakery (241,190 baht), Treasure
Island (300,000 baht) and the very popu-
lar Grand Raffle (569,999 baht).

So where does all this moncy go? At
a meeting in March 1993, the UKCTC
allocated 4.9 million baht out of funds
raised from the Ploenchit Fair to a wide
variely of charitable and worthwhile
projects.

These projects include HRH the
Princess Mother's Flying Doctor Service,
a number of hospitals -- Manorom,
McKeans, McCormick and Rajanukul, --
the Colin Britain medical scholarships,
Low Vision Centres in northern Thailand,
Phud Hong Leper Colony, Cheshire
Homes, Foundation for the Blind, various
upcountry VSO projects, and Sisters of
the Good Shepherd,tlo name but a few of
more than 30 charity projects supported
annually.

Charities wishing funds for projects
must submit details of the projects to the
UKCTC for consideration at its monthly
mectings. Once a project is approved and

| S

WHERE DOES ALL THE MONEY FROM
PLOENCHIT FAIR GO?

|

UKCTC funds fhe Low Vision Centre al the Bangkok School for the Blind

funds allocated, one committec member
isassigned 10 oversee and visit the project
regularly until completion.

In all cascs purchases have to be
accounted for by receipts and photographs.
British goods and services should be used
where possible, depending on prices and
availability.

The committce never gives cash to
projects. Instead it tries to provide goods
that will bencfit the Thai community on a
long term basis and cnable the charity to
become self-supporting,

Recently there have been requests for
support from a number of AIDS preven-
tion societies. However, the UKCTC is
concentrating its assistance to helping the
Mercy Centre on Sukhumvit road.

Who are the commitiec members?

The Honorary Presidentis alwaysthe
wifeof the British Ambassador, a position
currently occupied by Pauline Adams.
While the remaining members arc up-

standing members of the British commu-

nity in Bangkok, and invariably long-
term residents.

Carolyn Tarrant is the long-standing
(and long-suffering) organiser of the
Ploenchit Fair and Chairperson of the
committee for the past 8 years, It is
Carolyn's drive and experience which

ensurcs the smooth running of the Fair
every year, despile enormous logistical
problems and the difficulty of oranising a
large cvent.

Brits are advised to keep well out of

_her way when the Fair is being organised

or you will either be co-opted to help or
chewed out for getting in the way. Talking
about co-opted, Carolyn would like to
hecar from any volunteers to help with
Ploenchit Fair,

Other permanent members of the
committee ar¢ the representative of
Standard Chartered (Peter Simpson), the
vicar of Christchurch (Rev. Monty Mor-
ris), a representative of the British Wom-
en's Group (Sue Denton), and the liaison
officer at the embassy concerned with aid
and development (George Squires).

Othermembers are: Peter Speed (Hon.
Treasurer), Penny Whalley (Hon Secre-
tary), Phyl Xumsai (British Chamber),
Keith Bell, Liam O'Keefe, Jean Parrott,
John Dienn and John Leicester.

So please come along to Ploenchit
Fair on November 20 and spend lots of
money; it's for a good cause. And.the
UKCTC will ensurc it is put to the best use
for the benefit of the community.

John Leicester

i
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Health Insurance specialists
Appropriate-level ‘world-wide’
health and travel plans for
groups and individuals.

uhim vgninmlszigunm fifa
BLUE CROSS INSURANCE LIMITED
BC-001-0001 (1)

HEALTH PLAN LD, CARD 1O,

Mr, Brian G. ‘thompson
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Silom Road (6th Floor), Bangkok 10500 Tel: 235-5832-3, 235-05 235-9099, 2 7587 Fax: 238




- The British Club
189 Surawongse Road
Bangkok 10500
Tel: 234-0247 234-2592
Fax: (66 2) 235-1560
Via the Reception

The contents of this magazine are
not necessarily the opinion of the
editor or the committee




It you risk your neck
without proper health insurance,
" you might lose your head
In an emergency.

HEALTHCARE

INTERNATIONAL

Protecting the quality of your life through better health.

Commercial Union Assurance Company (Thailand) Limited
5th Floor, Hongkong Bank Building, 64 Silom Road, Bangkok 10500

ASSURANCE Tel: 237-4677-88 Fax: 234-7955, 236-8323
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If you've decided it's time for a change of environ-
ment, you'll want to make sure your possessions

arc in good hands when you move.

And when it comes to handling precious property

you can count on Thai International Moving &
Storage for sound advice and professional

service to or from all corners of the World.

Starting with the packing, and finishing with

delivery to your new home, we attend to every

detail along the way. We'll even take care of your | '
' plants and your pets! |
So whether you're moving across town, or across i |3
continents you can rely on Thai International '
Moving & Storage to make the experience a
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pleasure!
i When you're contemplating your next move why
I not give us a call? Ask Mike, Marc, or Peler to

t advise you on how to make your move easier.
S Vil ¥ "]

279 Soi Navasri, Ramkamhaeng Soi 21 Road, Bangkok 10310
Tel: 318 6424-6, 318 6466-8, 314 2520-1. Fax 319 8238-9
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