
 
 

 

Issue  38 

 
Dear all, 
Well we have to agree with the news that it is incredible that they are coming 
up with solutions to Covid in such a short period of time. At the young age of 
77 I guess it will be sometime before I get the jab so we will not drop the guard 
just yet.  
Started on another project this week tracing the family history to fill in the time 
while waiting for the videos to copy over to computer so the weeks are just 
flying by at the moment. 
With Christmas coming the normal practice of putting cards up at the club to 
all members obviously cannot take place but If you send me an electronic 
version of your card or the actual card to me at 18 Fairford Close Haywards 
Heath, RH16 3EF, by next Wednesday’s post I will happily include them in next 
week’s Christmas issue 39 of the Wharfedale News.   
Keep safe,     
Mike W 
 
 

 

 



 
 

 

 

 

Brief club house NEWS  
The commi ee has reviewed the current Government guidelines on Covid and 
that as we are now under Tier 2 in this area our understanding on the effect 
upon our club is that the Club House must remain closed. 
Members could, at their own risk, return to carrying out the voluntary outdoor 
ac vi es in groups of up to 6 members that we stopped prior to the re-roofing 
project. 
The commi ee’s understanding is that at the me of discussion they are 
unaware of any essen al maintenance ac vi es that require urgent a en on. 
The commi ee’s priority is that of member’s safety which is paramount and 
therefore recommend that members stay away from the site at least un l a er 
the Christmas break. 
We have scheduled another mee ng for the 18th January to review the posi on 
following the Christmas and New Year’s fes vi es.  

Please keep Andrew Strongitharm informed of any planned visit to ensure 
that we can maintain our numbers below 6 on any given day. 
 

Mike W.  

 
From that man down under. 

 



 
 

Ray Parsons. President. 

 

 

 
 

The photo is of 41313 LMS 2 CRANMORE taken by Sheila in 2017and turned 
into the above delightful card. 

 

 



 
 

Mike W. My Early Years. (With digressions) Part 2.  

In the early days, there were no computers or mobile phones, only a phone box 
down the end of the road. My family bought our first black and white TV with a 
9-inch screen so that we could watch the Corona on of Queen Elizabeth II in 
1953, this came complete with those wonderful things called Valves. 
Following star ng to go to Warden Park school I now had to go on a train every 
day to Haywards Heath and then by bus to Cuckfield. This meant I had a free 
rail pass to get to Haywards Heath at the weekends as well. Now every 
Saturday I was off to Haywards Heath to do the shopping. The main a rac on 
for my mother who, being sharp on these ma ers, had worked out that now I 
had a free pass there were savings to be made on the food bill by me going to 
Haywards Heath and shopping in Sainsbury’s. My goodness shopping in 
Sainsbury’s in those days was very different to now. To get your items you had 
to join a queue at each sec on to get your needs, bit like the fresh meat 
counter in the supermarkets of today, except that you bought bu er and 
cheese by the lump that was cut off from a big block and then was expertly 
wrapped in grease proof paper. Trains in those days were every half hour to 
and from Balcombe to Haywards Heath, Head Code 15 stopping train to 
London Bridge. Head code 14 stopping train Victoria. All went to Brighton. If I 
had a good day I could be there and back in an hour and a half. Bearing in mind 
I had to walk to the town centre and lug the shopping back to the sta on which 
took a good 20 mins, sorry I have digressed. 
My voice broke and my teenage years started. Our entertainment was very 
local, along with scouts and sport I had officially joined the Balcombe Working 
Man’s club. As my grandfather was steward of the club, I had a dis nct 
advantage over the young members as I had been able to go in the snooker 
room and play snooker on a Sunday a ernoon since I was tall enough to reach 
over the table and keep the cue straight. I was quite proficient at snooker and 
billiards by the me I could join the club at 16. At 18 I was on the list of people 
that the team captain could choose from to play in the club in the team that 
played in the local League travelling around pubs and clubs in Mid Sussex. We 
also played cards at the club a lot and I had become quite proficient at 3 card 
brag by the me I was 20 playing with old pennies,I could lose 10p on a bad 
night. I could also play a fair game of whist as well. S ll love to play cards even 
now when we can.  
One of the major excitements were the summer or Christmas dances in the 
Victory hall. In the early years the dancing was Waltz’s, Quick Steps and Gay 



 
 

Gordon’s etc. where you actually held the girl in your arms. Being a village 
there was a limited number of choices of young ladies so the young men of the 
village were never slow in coming forward to dance as there was always a race 
to get to the pre est girl!  

 
Valen nes dance in the 60’s. Probably a “Statue Waltz” for a prize. 

When the music stopped you had to stand s ll. 
A more adventurous ac vity was to catch an early bus to Cuckfield and go to a 
dance in Cuckfield Village Hall. We always prayed for a fine night because we 
had a 4.5mile walk back to Balcombe a er it finished as there was no public 
transport a er midnight. 
Dances always had a live band and went on to five minutes to midnight when 
they always closed the evening with the Na onal Anthem. Unfortunately, Rock 
and Roll came to be the rage and girls started dancing together round their 
handbags, this was a serious setback in the cour ng process. 
Because of the lack of entertainment for the younger members of the village a 
couple of mums in the village had started a village hop for under 16’s in the old 
village fire sta on, complete with Sliding pole, which is sadly gone. 
I le  school and joined the Metal Box Company in 1959 who, at the me, were 
the largest packaging manufacturer in Europe employing over 48,000 people. 
I joined the Crawley Branch which was a machinery building sec on of the 
company specialising in the building of three piece can making machinery 
(Explana on another me).  The appren ceship was a 5-year period star ng on 
the 29th August and finishing in 23rd August 1964. I started where all 
appren ces started, the steel stores, so that I would learn how to recognise the 



 
 

material coding’s used. This meant pain ng stripes of different colour paint the 
complete length of the rod or bar with its appropriate colour coding.  
 

 
A er about a month I moved out onto the machine shop for my first sec onal 

training on centre lathes and capstan lathes of various sizes. 

 
I then moved onto the Horizontal and ver cal milling sec on. 



 
 

 
 I then spent some me on what we called special purpose machining which 
included Jig Boring, Horizontal and ver cal boring, planning, broaching, 
slo ng, surface, cylindrical and centreless grinding of sha s dowels etc.. It also 
included marking out of large and complex sand cas ngs to make sure the 
operator started in a place that would ensure that there would be metal 
available to machine on all the surfaces and bores that required a surface for 
moun ng parts on. 
 I then spent a period in the tool room making jigs and fixtures and my fourth 
year was spent on the assembly shop.  

 
Assembly shop with Bodymaker and Side Seamer (A future digression) 



 
 

 I specialised in my final year in the drawing office as a draughtsman. During all 
this me, I had been doing part me educa on, one day and two evenings 
from 6.00pm to 9.00pm at Preston Technical College underneath the arches of 
the Preston Road Viaduct Brighton.  
I got lucky, normally I would have had to choose which sec on I wanted to go 
back to on the machine shop but they were short of draughtsmen. 
I was allowed to con nue in the drawing office and I was finally transferred on 
20th April 1965 to weekly salaried staff earning the princely sum of £17.00 a 
week. 
To be con nued:- 
Mike. W. 
 
 

--------------------------------------------- 
 
 
 
Mike P’s musings No. 36 
So, a 90 year old lady just received this country’s first jab for the covid virus at 
06.31 today, Tuesday 8th December 2020, in Coventry.  History has been made. 
The second person to receive the vaccine was a man called William 
Shakespeare! You couldn’t make it up, really! How patrio c is that? Ladies first 
and then our na onal bard!  Apparently, Twi er users commented “The Taming 
of the Flu”. Ha,ha.  Let’s hope it is the beginning of the end of this pandemic 
and these lockdowns. It’s interes ng that we were the first country in the 
world, outside of trials, to start vaccina ons. Long ago we were always the first 
at many things, the Stockton and Darlington comes to mind as one of these. It’s 
good to be leading again instead of being one step behind.  I was musing that 
30 years ago, I was leading some of the first tours into China following their 
lockdown in 1989. 
   A er the Tiananmen incident, China locked down for a year or so just as 
some pioneering group tours had begun to be allowed in to what had been a 
region of the world closed for decades.  A er 1990, I was privileged to lead 
some of the first group tours back into that country.  My company sent us out 
on Pakistan airways, PIA, with a stop-over in Islamabad going out, and Karachi 
coming back. PIA le  much to be desired. We seemed to travel in the same 
jumbo jet each me, unless there were several of them that had the interior of 
the toilets crudely hand-painted blue from top to bo om. Walls, floor and 



 
 

fi ngs were pale blue, including the wash basin, taps, toilet seat and bowl, just 
as if a pot of paint had exploded in the cubicle and covered everything, ha,ha.! 
The airport buildings in Pakistan were dark and bare and unpleasant places to 
have to spend the 6 hour stop-over.  Occasionally, we were put on buses and 
driven out to a nearby hotel by manic drivers, travelling in those highly 
decorated bone-shakers you see in the movies. Usually the driver wore a robe 
with a thick hood and all you saw of him was a few bony fingers on the steering 
wheel, twis ng us to le  and right, without concern for  passenger comfort, 
and grinding the gears most horribly, crashing through pot holes with such 
disregard that your fillings were loosened.  One day, a customer commented 
that he feared we were being driven by the grim reaper himself!  
    I cannot comment on Pakistan now, as I have not returned since 1994, at 
which me we fortunately changed from PIA to direct flights with Air China, 
but the China of today, certainly in the ci es, is totally unrecognizable from that 
of the 1990’s. In Beijing, back then, coal was the heat source for every home or 
building and was delivered either on pedal tricycles, in the form of swaying 
towers of coal bricke s, piled precariously up to head height on the back, or, 
on ancient trucks that leaned over with unbalanced loads or broken springs 
and seemed to travel only in first gear and belching black diesel fumes. 

 
  At that me, there were s ll a lot of steam locomo ves around in China, in 
fact they were building them un l 1999, when the last one, number SY1772, 
was rolled out. Compare that with now.  As of December 2018, China had 
18,000 miles of high speed rail line covering much of the country. That was 



 
 

2/3rds of the world’s high speed total!  The speed of change has been 
unbelievable.  Unfortunately, of late, and certainly with their last change of 
leadership, a harshness has spread over the country. Anyway, I digress. 
  The middle part of our tour was to leave Beijing by train and go up country to 
a place called Chengde, the summer mountain resort of the Chinese Emperors. 
It took us 4 hours to cover the 200kms or so, but in days past, the Emperor 
travelled by sedan chair for about 2 weeks! I bet he had a sore backside and/or 
back ache long before he got there, not to men on his poor team of sedan 
chair carriers, and all his entourage, etc,!  Beijing is hot and humid in the 
summer, so he moved his whole administra on up into the mountains for a few 
months where the weather was cooler.    Unfortunately, we always visited in 
winter!  It was freezing up there, o en - 4 or so day mes, -16 by night, 
some mes the hotel had hea ng, some mes not, then we had to sleep fully 
clothed. The windows of the hotel were always running with condensa on and 
when you wiped them, they were black with soot. The reason for this was that 
the area had become an iron ore smel ng centre in modern mes and steam 
locomo ves, pulling ore and slag, con nually criss-crossed the rail bridge over 
the frozen river, through the town centre. Loco whistles echoed constantly and, 
at night, sparks billowed from the smelters and from the red hot lumps of slag 
that fell from passing wagons. Totally Dickensian! 
One day was spent in the magnificent Summer Palace and grounds, and the 
following,  we took a half day trip out from Chengde town, to the farm lands 
and then onwards to a silk factory down in the valley, so on the morning of the 
tour, I always walked out to buy some packets of cigare es for later. 
 This factory was also akin to something out of the Victorian era. A vast building 
with hundreds of silk spinning machines operated by rows of women workers. 
Millions of silk worm cocoons bobbed about in the near boiling water of each 
set up. About 10 or 12 virtually invisible threads came off a dozen or so of 
these cocoons and were tended by each operator and  being woven together 
to form silk thread, whilst the overhead belt driven machinery cla ered 
deafeningly.  We were all offered the remaining hot, cooked, silk worms to eat 
a er their wrapping was used up!  The workers were never hungry, ha,ha.  
Another huge weaving shop and tailoring showroom completed the site. 
Anyway, to get to the point of my reminiscings, a er the factory visit, the group 
was taken into the silk shop where the ladies were very happy, and the men 
were le  wandering about near the door, (as seen outside any of our high 
street clothing stores before the pandemic!)  Ha,ha.  However, I had learned 



 
 

from my local guides that just down the road from the silk factory, there were 
large steam yards where the wagons and locomo ves were marshalled.  So, 
armed with my cigare es, I would persuade the bus drivers to take us “chaps” 
down to the yards, leaving the ladies plenty of me to look over the finished 
products. 

 
  The railway yards were completely open, and mul -track, and steamers were 
in and out every few minutes. Using a few more packets of my cigare es, and 
my very limited Chinese, I could get all of us up on the footplates for rides, up 
and down the yard. A great me was had by all. The loco crews were usually 
blacker than the coal itself, but, were always friendly, and very happy to receive 
free cigare es, because I never saw a Chinese man at that me who didn’t 
smoke! 
  A er waving our farewells to our new Chinese footplate friends we returned 
up the valley to the factory covered in dust and soot! We were usually late to 
pick up the ladies and go back to the hotel,   but my guides and the drivers 
were delighted with their commission from the extra silk sales! Ha,ha.  I have 
not been back since the turn of the century…I wonder what it’s all like now?  
Time flies, eh? 
Two weeks to Christmas.  
Stay safe. 
Mike P. 
 
 



 
 

By John Richardson. 
Freak Waves. 
 
In 1967 I was an engineer cadet on an 86,000 ton oil tanker called the Esso Warwickshire, on 
passage from Europe to the Persian Gulf.  Life on board usually entailed long periods at sea 
with nothing much to break the monotony of the four hours on and eight hours off watch-
keeping routine - unless of course you broke down, in which case you might be working a lot 
of unpaid overtime while you drifted around until you fixed it. When you got into port, there 
would be one or two days of furious activity while you loaded or discharged the cargo and 
then it was back to sea again. 
Apart from the bar, which was always well frequented, especially in warmer climates, the 
main social activity on board during the long sea passages was a twice-weekly film show. We 
had a 16mm film projector and sound equipment (no videos or DVDs back then) and it was 
usually the cadets’ job to set it up and show the films. The usual time was 2030hrs, after the 4 
to 8 came off watch, while the 8 to 12 had their own show after lunch. The films themselves 
were provided by an organisation called Walports, which kept stocks at most ports throughout 
the world. They came in aluminium boxes, usually with three films per box and whenever the 
ship docked, the boxes would be exchanged. If it was the agent that was providing them, as at 
Cape Town where we didn’t actually tie up, you had to take whatever you were given – and 
sometimes it could be real rubbish. On the other hand, in some places it was possible to 
actually visit the store and pick out a decent selection.  Most of the films had two or three 
reels, which gave everyone a chance to get a fresh beer from the fridge as they were being 
changed on the projector. Some epics such as Cleopatra or Ben-Hur would even have 4 or 5 
reels, in which case there might only be two films in a box. 
If there was ever anything in the way of bare female flesh to be seen, there would usually be 
cries from the audience to rewind that bit and run it through again (the wives on board soon 
learned to accept this as normal!) I can remember one particularly juicy scene from ‘Lolita’ or 
something similar, where that section of the poor old film had been through the projector so 
many times, that the perforations in the edge where it engaged with the drive sprockets were 
quite worn out, which led to much booing and hissing as it kept jumping the teeth and refused 
to project properly! 
 
We used to show the films in the officers saloon, with the projector sited in the adjoining 
pantry and set up on a stand to project through the serving hatch. If the weather was at all 
rough, the stand would be tied up to prevent it from falling over if the ship rolled too much 
but on this occasion the sea was almost flat calm and we hadn’t bothered. All went well until 
we were halfway through the second reel when the ship suddenly rolled slowly but heavily 
over to starboard. The picture on the screen seemed to slip sideways across the bulkhead with 
everybody’s heads swivelling round to follow until it disappeared from view and about one 
second later, a loud crash from the pantry let us know that the projector had fallen off the 
stand! 
Amazingly, no serious damage had been done apart from a dent in the casing and the take-up 
reel having come off the spool, so we were back in business again in ten minutes. This time 
we made sure the stand was securely tied up but there were no more big waves to follow and 
the sea remained almost flat. One often reads of freak waves in novels and the popular press: 
well, I can assure everyone that they do exist and in recent years satellite imaging has shown 
that they are in fact a lot more common than was previously thought, with the most plausible 
theory for their existence being some seismic shift of the sea floor – possibly hundreds of 
miles away.   



 
 

 
Fast forward to 1972 and you would have found me on another steam turbine tanker called 
the Mobil Daylight and this time we were crossing the Australian Bight, en route for the 
Persian Gulf. Like the Southern end of the Mozambique Channel, this is another stretch of 
water that seems to get more than its fair share of heavy weather and is much respected by 
seafarers. 
One night, an extremely frightening incident took place, which I can only describe as feeling 
like the ship had fallen down a hole. The weather had been a little rough but no more than 
around force 8 or 9, which on a well found tanker of 96,000 tons was nothing to worry about 
at all. We were on a ballast passage, the ship was rolling gently and I was just starting to nod 
off to sleep, having come off watch at 4 in the morning. I suddenly became aware that the 
ship was starting to angle steeply down by the bows, which was most alarming, as a ship of 
this size and length hardly ever pitches more than a few degrees even in very severe weather. 
Knowing that something must be badly wrong I was out of bed in a flash and groping for my 
boiler suit when there was a terrific thump and the whole ship started shaking itself violently, 
like a giant dog that has just come out of the water. This lasted several seconds and was 
followed by the roar of escaping steam from the funnel, after which the engineers’ alarm 
sounded. 

 
When I arrived down in the engine room, it was to find everything in complete confusion: the 
main turbines had tripped out on over-speed and were now slowing down, the boiler safety 



 
 

valves were blowing furiously as the steam demand had suddenly gone from maximum to 
next to nothing and the whole control console was lit up with red flashing warning lights. As 
if we didn’t have enough on our plate, we then got a phone call to say that the bridge was 
flooded, the radar was out and there was no steering either! 
It transpired that we had been hit by an enormous wave which the 2nd mate on the bridge 
estimated was more than 80 feet high – high enough at any rate to smash the light at the top 
of our foremast! He had happened to glance at the radar and spotted a large blip on the screen 
that he thought was a rain squall approaching. It was a dark night and it was only when the 
wave was very close that he picked out the white crest and knew it for what it was  –  he said 
it was the most terrifying moment of his life. In front of the huge wave was an equally big 
trough, and it was the ship starting to slide down into this that had woken me up. Being so 
long and heavy, the ship had not been able to rise up again in time to ride over the wave that 
followed and had simply buried her bows into it like a submarine. The Daylight had been 
built in the older style with the bridge amidships and a solid wall of water had thundered 
across the foredeck and smashed against the front of the bridge superstructure, breaking 
several of the bridge windows in the process. As the wave passed down the ship, the stern had 
lifted far enough for the propeller to come out of the water and start racing, which had caused 
the governor to operate the over-speed trip. 
At first we thought we had lost all means of steering from the bridge and an engineer went to 
the steering flat and operated it from there instead, getting his helm orders relayed to him by 
telephone. This was something that we checked periodically but it remains the only time I 
ever saw it used in earnest. After some more testing we found that although the automatic 
pilot and the electric tiller control had been lost, the old fashioned ship’s wheel and telemotor 
system was still working, so we could go back to bridge steering with a seaman on the wheel. 
The gyro compass had also been knocked out, so we had to use the magnetic one for a 
change. 
Back down below it took some time to work out how to reset the over-speed trip, as nobody 
had ever seen this particular gadget operate before but after about twenty minutes of furious 
activity we were back in some sort of order. 
As for the 2nd mate and the seaman on watch – they had just had time to duck down behind 
the chart table as the wave struck and had escaped with no more than a soaking and a bad 
fright but it took a week for ‘Sparks’ to dry out and fix the radar. All things considered we 
had had a lucky escape, as a smaller vessel might well have been overwhelmed. 
 
John Richardson. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 
 

News From Afar - 9 Dec. 

       
 

 
Friday and Monday Work   

 

  
 

Keith and I with Peter when required finished putting this shade sail up over the 
couple of days. The gusty winds didn’t help, but the finished result hopefully will be 

appreciated. No blood was lost in this minor project. (For a change) 

 
Eucalyptus Still Exhibit Opening 

Tidbinbilla Nature Reserve 
Saturday 5 December 2020 

Seen here are Rebecca 
Vassarotti, local government 
Minister for Heritage and the 
Environment, with Geoff 
Puelston, Vice President of 
the Tidbinbilla Pioneers 
Association doing the honours 
and officially opening the 
exhibit. 
  
 

 

2000 Sydney Olympics ‘Kewpie’. 

 



 
 

    
 

Left, the minister talking with rangers. John McCrae, right, is the Head Ranger I 
believe. Right - I don’t like to miss an opportunity, a quick chat informing her of our 

club etc may come in handy in the future. 

 
To Recap. 

 
I know Geoff through the PS Enterprise, as he is also a crew member. He asked me 

one day if I knew anyone who could build a model still for the association. I said I 
could, and now every time it is in operation I generally get an invite and usually help 

operate it. 
 

 
 

It is quicker and safer to fire with gas in this environment. 
 



 
 

 
 On the way there. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
B...Hitch Hikers  

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Waiting to cross. 

 
I haven’t figured out yet how to change the date/time group on this cheap $30 dash 

cam. I am not going to wear out any brain cells trying anymore either. 

 



 
 

Visit by The Young Engineers Group. 
   
  
The youngsters have it all over me 
when they start on this electronic 
stuff. Here they are seen developing 
working Lego vehicles, robots and 
other gear. They were operating it all 
through Laptops but I am not sure if 
Arduino was involved or not. 

 
Children's faces have been deleted for privacy requests. 
 
 

 
Children's faces have been deleted for privacy requests. 

 

On the Railway. 
 

It was a member’s day Sunday but with this young group in attendance any running 
by members was delayed till after lunch. I took my 73 Class round the track until I 

was dizzy as the new batteries hadn't really been used in anger since being installed 
a few months ago. I also haven’t really got any indication on the loco as to the state 
of charge. My controller only shows a percentage of the power being used at any 

moment. A volt and amp meter are to be purchased.  

 



 
 

 
2 x 40 amp hour batteries in the riding car. A September picture. 

This weekend coming is a busy one, with a private party for three hours on Saturday 
and a public run on Sunday with our party area booked with an expected 80 people 

expected for that alone. The weather is expected to be mainly sunny with a cool 20C 
and moderate winds that is around the 20 kph mark. If that happens it should be a 
good day. Last night Monday / Tuesday there was a cold front which came through 
with high winds in the mountains and snow on the peaks. We woke up to 6C this 

morning, Tuesday. Thinking of putting the winter woolies back on. 

 
Test Steam on PS Enterprise - Wednesday

 
 

Another test steam as you can see in terrible weather, a cool 25C with light NW 
wind. The test to have another look at the leaky plank. The truth is that the last 
couple of steaming’s the motion of the boat along with the turns appear to have 

soaked the troublesome area and the plank has tightened up. 
Below shows Bob left with Jeff right, both volunteer crew, along with Craig from the 
museum getting their first look at the boats new, and very much lighter fire pump. In 
both pictures they are working out how to start and prime the beautiful item with a 

great Honda motor. Starts first pull. Great stuff. 



 
 

It came with a 30m output hose. We are to get it cut in half and joiners added. The 
PSE is around 20m long and the only time we thought that we would require a 30m 

hose would be to fight a shore based fire, say on one of the lakes islands. Highly 
unlikely but.  

 
 

 
 

The yellow mooring buoy came to visit, probably a victim of the high winds and 
storms of late.  



 
 

 
 

A salutary sail past by the local young yacht club sailors. Nearly in formation even. 
 

 
 

Would you trust this bloke to skipper this very expensive boat? 
Of course you would! 

 
From the Top. 

 



 
 

 
  

   
 

I have since sorted this lot out so I can have some room in the car. 

 
Stay well. 

 
David - Canberra - 9th December 2020   

 

 



 
 

Puzzle corner. 

Lorema’s last week’s challenge Answers:- 
Answers all begin with an “A” 
 

1 A book of maps Atlas 
2 The capital of Ethiopia Addis Ababa 
3 High pressure system associated with calm fine weather Anticyclone 
4 Largest country in Africa Algeria 
5 Material deposited by rivers giving fertile soils Alluvium 
6 Second largest city in Turkey and its capital Ankara 
7 A ring-shaped coral reef Atoll 
8 The World's driest desert, located in South America Atacama 
9 An imaginary line around the Earth at 66 degrees North Arctic Circle 

10 A chain or cluster of islands Archipelago 
11 Indian city, site of the Golden Temple Amritsar 
12 The Northernmost inhabited of the Channel Islands Alderney 
13 Largest US state by area Alaska 
14 Region of Spain, capital Seville Andalucia 
15 Underground layer of water bearing permeable rock Aquifer 
16 Scottish city known as the Granite City Aberdeen 
17 Precipitation that has a high level of hydrogen ions due to 

pollution 
Acid Rain 

18 Alphabetically the first capital city in the World Abu Dhabi 
19 Largest island in the Firth of Clyde Arran 
2O A device for measuring wind speed Anemometer 
21 Second largest country in South America Argentina 
22 Yorkshire river that flows through Leeds Aire 
23 The Southernmost continent in the World Antarctica 

   

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

Lorema’s this week challenge.   Crossword Quiz 
1 2   3   4     5 6   7   

              8           

9             10           

                          

11           12             

          13               

    14             15       

  16                   17   

18               20         

              21           

22             23           

                          

24           25             

  
Across  
1 What is the capital of Northern Ireland? 
5 What tle is given to a teacher of Jewish law? 
9 What word describes a film factory or ar st’s workshop? 
10 What is the name of the fic onal bear created by Mary Tourtel? 
11 Which bodily organ circulates blood? 
12 Which author created the world of Narnia? 
14 What is an instrument for measuring heights? 
18 What is the capital of Thailand? 
20 What travels at 186,281 miles per second? 
22 Who was Queen Victoria’s Consort? 
23 Which port is the largest coastal city in Belgium? 
24 Which is the third planet from the sun? 
25 Who was the Greek goddess of retribu on? 

 
 



 
 

Down  
2 Which dish is served at dinner before the main course? 
3 What does the F of FBI stand for? 
4 Which cartoon dog was created by Eric Hill? 
6 Which fruit has varie es including Gala and Granny Smith? 
7 What is the surname of the creator of Peter Pan? 
8 What was Elvis’ surname? 
13 Which Italian cheese is made from whey drained from other cheeses? 
15 What is one of the apostolic le ers found in the New Testament? 
16 What is the Spanish fish and rice dish flavoured with saffron? 
17 What is the Indian name for the vegetable okra? 
19 What epithet is applied to the historical Russian rulers Ivan, Peter and 

Catherine? 
21 Which part of Pinocchio grew when he lied? 

 
 
 
 

My thanks go to all who keep sending me the material. 
If you have something for the NEWS please contact me 

mike.wakeling@b nternet.com    Mobile 07921819724 


