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The Scottish Child goes independent 

At its January meeting, the executive of S.C.A.F.A. decided that it is now time for The Scottish Child 
to go independent. From the next issue, the magazine will be managed independently. 

"Leaving home" (the magazine has been under SCAFA's wing since birth over four years ago) 
always raises anxieties. Equally, independence offers a new set of possibilities. 

We hope that readers will, along with the editorial group, look forward to the continued 
development of the magazine under the new arrangements. Watch this space! 
Rosemary Milne 
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CONNECTIONS compiled by Sheila Ramsay 
We Have Ways of Making 

You Punished 

Hot Pies and Videos 
A visitor from Mars could, without reading a single newspaper or 
watching even one news bulletin, get a fair impression of us from public 
signs and notices. 

"Hot Pies and Videos' read one scrawled in chalk outside shop 
premises in Arrochar recently. It was the sort of shop that can cater for 
every need from a hot pie to well, a video! And in between, there's a 
fair range of merchandise available. Tartan highland cattle for example, 
and all the usual ephemera of the tourist routes. 

The Waterfront bar and restaurant in Leith's gentrified dockside would 
give our Martian visitor another insight with its juxtaposing of the 
regulations for dogs and children. No chalk notice this — a proper 
engraved plaque. The Waterfront received an awaro for pub design last 
year from Guiness. A bit like receiving an award for good citizenship 
from the Mafia, perhaps! Maybe the design of their notice could stand 
redrawing, or maybe it is really the case that dog owners in Leith are 
being persecuted in this way. • 

Rules, neatness, and order seem 
to be highly valued in some 
quarters. If only everything and 
everyone were in the proper 
place at the proper time, how 
much more businesslike 
everyday life would be. 

The practice of writing lines 
for instance.... 

The belt may now be gone, 
but following a back page 
graphic in a recent issue 
featuring "I must try not to act 
clever in class"(sic) written in a 
free sloping hand, another 
reader has brought the attached 
to our notice. You wouldn't be 
allowed to write them slopping 

SHEET 

P,pil's Name, 

Reason for unlehoent: 

Parent's SigMdtUre: 

IC. 

like that, our informant 
explained. You are not 
supposed to write them word by 
word: I must 

I must 
I must 

Lines in this Lothian school 
must be written out, one whole 
line at a time. So that they 
make sense. 

Corporal punishment was 
finally eliminated in Scottish 
schools in the summer of last 
year. The culture — or is it the 
cult? — of punishment, 
institutionalised in special 
forms, clearly lives on. 

Rosemary Milne 

Date iesued. 
Return Y 

Clasel Teacher: 

Profits in Video Evidence 
Members of Parliament will 
shortly be debating the 
provisions of the Criminal 
Justice Bill to allow video 
linking of child witnesses. As 
usual energetic lobbying is 
taking place from parties with a 
vested interest in seeing the bill 
become law. Some parties 
however, do not represent 
abused children, abusing 
parents, legal pressure groups,  

social works or police officers. 
Video firms anxious to sell 

their latest product are in on the 
act. One leaflet sent to M.P.s 
announces that the use of their 
particular equipment will 
"undoubtedly mitigate the stress 
experience by child witnesses in 
sexual abuse cases and its early 
introducton should not be 
delayed." For the best possible 
motives, of course. 

Once such technology has hit 
the legal system, why the 
benefits (to the efficient 
administration of justice, that is) 
are endless. The brochure goes 
on to speculate on the use of 
video to provide live links with 
witnesses outside the U.K. Not 
to mention in remand cases, to 
link remand centres and prisons 
with courts and prevent the 
nuisance of the accused having  

to appear in person (when 
everyone knows he will be 
returning to the place he has 
come from). 

We look forward to the day 
when jury members will be able 
to watch the trial in the privacy 
of their own homes, and simply 
press the buttom "guilty" or 
-not guilty" at the end of the 
proceedings. 
Malcolm Schaffer 
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Popping the Pills 
DIET 

"Consider the following facts." 
began Tony Edwards producer of 
BBC's QED programme "Your 
Child's Diet on Trial". Writing in a 
January issue of The Listener, the 
"facts" were: 1. Anti-social 
behavior among the young (crime, 
violence, hooliganism and the like) 
is increasing; 2. Children are 
eating more so-called junk food. 
Could these two "facts", 
wondered Mr Edwards, be 
connected? 

No doubt they could be. And a 
programme was produced which 
must have made convincing 
viewing for some. An experiment  

was carried out on numbers of 
pupils in a North Wales 
comprehensive. Some were given a 
supervised course of certain 
vitamin tablets over a period of 
months. Others were given 
harmless fakes (placebos). The 
vitimin poppers showed up 
remarkably higher scores on a 
non-verbal 1.0.. test. 

Chemist shops nationwide were 
swept bare by worried parents 
anxious to bolster up little 
Johnny's I.Q. in the run up to 
school exam time. 

At least one pharmacuetical firm 
has advertised in the quality 
press, in an effort to capitalise on  

the publicity. "Teacher Tested — 
The vitamins used in the famous 
school trial — Tandem 111. (Ideal 
Quota) Vitamins for 
schoolchildren." Ideal Quota I.Q. 
Geddit? 

As anyone who has ever tried 
to write an essay after a hearty 
lunch of pie beans and chips will 
testify, diet does affect 
performance. Nothing really new in 
that discovery. 

Leaving aside the gross initial 
assumptions of the programme, 
it's major shortcoming is that of 
all science when applied to 
society. What about the politics? 
Differences in nutrition and their 
effects have been known about for  

some time. The effects of 
additives and the wholesale 
consumption of junk food have 
been tackled with some modest 
successes. 

A report last year on the school 
meals provision by Inner London 
Education Authority showed 
remarkable popularity among 
children of additive-free menus. 
Because of the scale of I.L.E.A.'s 
operation, suppliers were only too 
willing to oblige. Consequently the 
spin off has been felt elsewhere. 
It would be far fetched to contend 
that it has to do with their 
additive-free, vitamin-rich school 
lunches, but the government now 
proposes to disband I.L.E.A. • 
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CONNECTIONS 
Boarding and Testing 

EDUCATION . 
Government plans to set up 
school boards to replace 
existing school councils, as 
featured in the last issue of The 
Scottish Child, have now 
undergone something of a 
facelift, involving a judicious 
mix of surgery and cosmetics. 

GONE is the power of the 
Secretary of State to raise 
unilaterally the "floor" 
functions of the boards to 
"ceiling" powers (control over 
school staffing and spending) — 
but boards with the backing of a 
majority of ballotted parents will 
still be able to secure additional 
powers withheld by the 
education authority by 
appealing successfully to the 
Secretary of State. 

GONE is the boards "veto" 
over headteacher appointments, 
but board approval of 
shortlisted candidates will now 
be required instead. GONE is 
school board determination of 
"capitation" spending on books 
and equipment, but spending 
proposals drawn up by staff will 
still require school board 
approval. 

UNCHANGED is the parent 
majority on school boards: up 
to seven parents and not more 
than three staff and two or three  

co—opted members will be able 
to sit on each board, depending 
on size of school, with the 
headteacher sitting as a non—
voting adviser. 

UNCHANGED is the power of 
school boards to raise funds 
(but no longer to levy school 
lettings charges). 

NEW is the provision of one 
school board for each school 
regardless of school size — the 
original plan was to set up 
school boards only for schools 
with 100 or more pupils. NEW 
is the duty of boards to report 
to parents and communities on 
their activities. 

The question therefore 
remains of which boards in 
what circumstances will end up 
-.vith more functions and powers 
than others. The government 
has argued that boards which 
"misuse" their powers risk 
being overridden by the 
education authority in carrying 
out its statutory duty to secure 
"efficient education". Will 
aberrant boards, stripped of 
their delegated functions by the 
authority, continue to have a 
right of appeal to the Secretary 
of State to ask for their powers 
to be handed back? 

The government has indicated 
that it will be "encouraging the 
provision of a wide range of  

training opportunities for boards 
and individual board members." 
Anything short of making 
training a legal requirement is 
likely to end up looking like a 
patchwork quilt of provision, 
leaving open the possiblity that 
boards in the more socially 
disadvantaged areas (or ones 
without a tradition of parental 
involvement in school to draw 
on) will be less well prepared 
for their role than ones serving 
better off areas. 

Just how leakproof the 
government's modified 
proposals are should become 
more evident once the details of 
the education bill are known 
very shortly. Legislation will 
not for the time being — and 
provided that education 
authorities play ball — be used 
to push through the 
government's other important 
proposals for the reform of the 
curriculum and assessment of 
five to 14 year—olds, on which 
comments are invited by 
Easter. 

The proposed national 
curriculum framework for 
Scotland is likely to meet a 
more muted response than the 
more prescriptive "national  

curriculum" proposals have met 
south of the Border. Proposals 
to give parents more 
information about curricular 
matters are likely to be 
welcomed. But there has 
already been a very hostile 
reaction from the teaching 
profession — with other 
quarters likely to follow suit — 
to plans to extend national 
testing to Scotland as well 
(albeit for eight — instead of 
seven year—olds, for 12 year—
olds, but not for 14 year—
olds). 

What ranldes is not the 
monitoring of children's 
performance — there is a clear 
need for systematic assessments 
in planning future provision for 
individual pupils — but the use 
of one—off tests at too early an 
age for too limited a range of 
educational activity (reading 
and mathematics), at the risk of 
introducing curricular distortion. 
Since test results will be made 
public, teachers will be under 
pressure to spend more of their 
time on reading and 
mathematics, despite a report of 
the inspectorate some years ago 
that teachers of Primary 4 and 
7 pupils were already giving too 
much attention to these areas 
and not enough to the 
expressive arts and science. • 

Graham Atherton 

6 The Scottish Child Spring 1988 



TABLE 1: Local Authority Payments to the Voluntary Sector 85/86 
£000 

Borders  71 
Central  149 
Dumfries ft Galloway  131 
Fife  130 
Grampian  433 
Highland  251 
Lothian  2 916 
Strathclyde  409 
Tayside  398 

TABLE 2: Top Ten U.K. Corporate Donors 

Name Vol. Donations Profit before 
£000 tax £000 

Marks b Spencer 2,964 365,800 
I.B.M. 2,579 421,000 
British Petroleum 2,500 986,000 
Barclays Bank 1,779 895,000 
Shell 1,509 757,000 
Hanson Trust 1,416 464,000 

1,400 1,016,000 
Nat. West Bank 1,294 1,011,000 
Midland Bank 1,093 434,000 
Hewlett-Packard 1,070 12,967 
Note: In 1986, the top 200 donating companies gave £58 million or 
0.22% of pre-tax profits. 
SOURCE: Charity Trends 86/87 pub. by Charities Aid Foundation. 

Funding the Services...or not 
FINANCE 

Local authorities, the traditional 
providers of services to 
children, the elderly, and other 
groups have been hard pressed 
financially for at least the last 
decade. "Voluntary" efforts, 
and "care in the community" 
are much favoured by the 
government. But how is the 
voluntary sector in Scotland 
funded, and what are the 
detectable trends over recent 
years? 

Over the last two years, the 
Scottish Council for Volunthry 
Organisations has tried to 
address these question through 
a survey of funding carried out 
by Jim Jackson. What does it 
reveal? 

The most significant factor in 
recent years has been the 
growth of the Manpower 
Services Commission (MSC) as 
a provider of funding for the 
voluntary sector, especially 
through the Community 
Programme. In 1985/86 MSC 
provided £37 million out of the 
£73.5 million of public money 
received by voluntary 
organisations (50.2%). 

In 1986/87 the proportion 
had risen to 56% — £59.2 
million out of a total of £105.7 
million. In turn this means that 
around 13,000 Community 
Programme jobs are provided 
by the voluntary sector, nearly 
40% of the Scottish total. 

Not surprisingly, recently 
announced changes in the 
Community Programme will 
have a wide reaching effect  

The move away from "benefit 
to the community" towards 
employability after training will 
inevitably put at a disadvantage 
those projects which are 
providers of social welfare. 
Thus the voluntary sector may 
find its involvement curtailed 
unless it is prepared to find 
more projects which are geared 
to enhancing employees job 
prospects, rather than benefiting 
the community. Added to this is 
uncertainty about how the new 
programme will be funded. All 
in all it adds up to an explosive 
cocktail for the voluntary sector 
with organisations unhappy  

about the changes, but with 
several major bodies now 
locked into MSC funding as a 
key part of their income. 

One of the major difficulties 
implicit in the MSC is the 
short-term nature of the funds, 
with constant changes in rules 
and the frequent moving of the 
goalposts, sometimes to another 
field altogether. Such gyrations 
are not exclusive to MSC 
projects. Short-term funding 
and its attendant problems are 
also common to projects funded 
by trusts, by the Unemployed 
Voluntary Action Fund  

(UVAF), and the many three 
year projects on drugs and care 
in the community funded by the 
Scottish Office. 

Another significant feature of 
current funding is the 
comparatively small amount 
given to voluntary bodies by the 
corporate sector. Based on 
estimates from U.K. figures, it 
would seem that the top 400 
companies give the equivalent 
of £6.4 million to Scotland, 
compared with £26 million from 
trusts, and an estimated £155 
million from the public. 
Although these figures should 
be treated with some caution, 
they do show that the private 
sector has some way to go 
before it reaches the giving 
levels of its North American 
counterparts. 

What of the Scottish Office? 
Direct grants to voluntary 
organisations rose from £7.69 
million in 1985/86 to £9.07 
million in 1986/87 — a 17% 
increase. The biggest area of 
increase has been in the urban 
programme, now running at 
£16.6 million compared with 
£554,00 in 1979/80. 

One consequence of Scottish 
Office action elsewhere, namely 
the reduction of local authority 
expenditure, has been to help 
keep support for the voluntary 
sector at a relatively low level 
(£17 million in 1985/86). • 
Alistair Grimes 

Full account of figures is 
contained in Focus on Fact No 4, 
obtainable from SCVO, 18/19 
Claremont Crescent, Edinburgh 
EH7 4QD 
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SO MUCH TO H 
Events on the sports field can say as much about the society that supports 
them as they do about the glamour that surrounds them — big transfer fees, 
flash life styles of stars. As the 87/88 football season reaches its climax in 
Scotland big crowds and big changes to our national game seem to present 
a confusing picture. What is the connection between Scottish sport and 
society? Derek Rodger investigates. 
8 The Scottish Child Spring 1988 



The Place of 
Football in Scotland 

O
ne of the few certainties about 
the Scottish national 
obsession with football is that 
support is growing. Fears in 

the seventies that interest in the game 
was, on the wane, have themselves 
vanished. Announcing record 
attendance returns for the present 
league football set—up, League 
secretary Jim Farry said in January, 
"League football in Scotland is in a 
very healthy state." 

And no wonder. Figures for 1987 
show attendances at matches in all 
three divisions to be up by 18.4% to 
over two and a half million. There is a 
buzz of excitement around the grounds 
as the turnstiles click in the 
customers. Imports of English and 
Danish international players, a 
competitive situation with four major 
teams genuinely in contention for the 
Premier League championship for 
most of the current term, together with  

the big crowds lend an atmosphere of 
optimism and boom. Especially when 
the game here is compared, as it 
interminably is, with what is going on 
in England. Poor crowds, a mediocre 
one horse league competition 
(Liverpool 17 points ahead at the time 
of writing), along with the morale—
sapping blow of the ban since the 
Heysel disaster, from European 
soccer, and the attendant simmering 
hooligan problem, cause envious eyes IP 
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even in the normally chauvinistic 
London press to be cast north of the 
border. 

Such is the upturn that Scottish 
football is enjoying — even the football 
can be good, the Skol Cup final 
between Aberdeen and Rangers was 
indeed memorable — it seems almost 
churlish to cast a critical eye over the 
soccer landscape. But the reasons why 
we should contain our triumphalism 
are real. Young people of all ages, — 
and the game has a compelling 
attraction among the young and the 
impressionable — are met with a 
reality, some of which is neither pure 
nor fun. 

For Adults Only 
At one stage, earlier in the season it 

did look for a time as if some of the 
heroic stars themselves might have to 
be subject to a board of censors. The 
third sending-off of super hero 
Rangers player-manager Graeme 
Souness in the year since returning to 
Scotland sent some ripples round the 
game that new champions Rangers 
were succeeding, but at what price? 
Rangers' shifting the lines of the pitch 
hours before their European Cup 
game with Dynamo Kiev didn't 
endear them either to those who 
appreciate the Corinthian spirit. The 
melee of pushing and shoving and 
grabbing during the Old Firm game at 
Ibrox, which produced three sendings 
off and four breach of the peace 
charges among the players set some 
alarm bells ringing. Some of what was 
passing for the game of football 
seemed to need adult only rating. 

At the same time as overwound 
players were knocking lumps out of each 
other, the consensus in the sports 
media has been that the fans were 
showing the way. Hooliganism, —how 
many times have we heard this? — is 
not a problem in Scotland. It's 
something that happens to the English. 
(Them again). As the season has 
progressed however, the impurities in 
the Scottish football public have been 
beginning to show. A CS gas bomb at 
the capacity Hibs-Celtic game could 
have proved monumentally disastrous 
if crowd panic had been greater. And 
of course there has been the arrival of 
Mark Walters. 

R
acism (how often have we 
heard this one?), is not 
something we have in 
Scotland either. Religious 

bigotry yes. Racism no. There has 
been an irony lost on few in Rangers, 
so long a bastion of sectarian 
employment policies, looking whiter 
than white in the liberalism/racial 
tolerance stakes, as their black winger  

is subject to torrents of abuse and 
bananas at away grounds. 

The reaction of the press in 
Scotland, itself a measure of public 
opinion, has been salutary. Football 
officialdom has also provided some 
useful insights, not so much into what 
is going on, but into the more 
significant way in which we interpret 
these events. In what was a massive 
piece of political wishful thinking, in 
reacting to the CS gas bomb incident 
at the Hibs ground in November, 
League Secretary Jim Farry was 
quoted ruminating on whether the gas 
bomb was thrown from outside the 
ground. These things having nothing 
to do with football, you see. 

Medhi Complicity 
The reputation, factual or fictitious, 

of Scottish football fans for good 
behaviour in recent years, is jealously 
guarded by all concerned with the 
game. And with some justification. It 
was after all as recently as 1980 when 
the world through TV witnessed the 

'Most sports journalism in 
Scotland is typified by a 
studied blotting out of 
aggressive and violent 

crowd sentiments. It is as 
if it doesn't exist' 

Hampden riot, when fans fought a 
pitched battle after the Cup final. The 
Criminal Justice Act, which amongst 
other things banned alcohol from 
grounds, and from transport to sports 
grounds, has been felt to have 
improved matters. Heavy policing and 
laising with clubs on match days, 
strict separation of rival fans, 
installing video camera in the stadia 
— all of these are part of the modern 
exact science of crowd control. The 
press has exercised a willing role in 
setting high expectations of fans 
behaviour in Scotland, even if 
sometimes deploying a chauvinistic 
anti-English line to do so. 

Such complicity by the media in 
Scotland can be said to have achieved 
some short term gains. It is by no 
means the full story, however. It also 
has some shortcomings in the way we 
allow our reality to be defined for 
us. 

"Jingle bells, Jingle bells. 
Jingle all the way. 
Oh what fun it is to fuck 
The Hibs on New Years Day!" 

It's the Saturday before Christmas. 
Top of the league Hearts are playing 
up-and-coming Dundee and their fans 
are in good voice. Ex-hero of Rangers  

and Scotland, and now BBC Radio 
Scotland sports commentator John 
Grieg says, "Yes, the fans are in good 
voice, singing their Christmas 
carols." 

Later the same day, BBC Scotland 
put out film on their Sportscene TV 
programme of the other top of the 
table tussle at Celtic Park between the 
home team and Aberdeen. Top man 
in the BBC sports commentary team 
in Scotland, Archie McPherson is 
doing the business. At one point a deft 
pass puts the young Aberdeen 
forward, Paul Wright, through, racing 
in on goal on his own. Pat Bonner, 
Celtic's Republic of Ireland 
international goalkeeper is alert to the 
danger. He sprints thirty yards out of 
goal and as he fells young Wright, he 
simultaneously handles the 
youngster's goalbound chipped shot 
well outside the permitted area. The 
"professional" foul in a nutshell. 

The voice to the TV audience from 
BBC top man, Edinburgh University 
rector, church member McPherson 
poses the loaded question as Bonner is 
"booked" by the referee to the 
derisory howls of the huge Cletic 
crowd, "Well, what would you have 
done?" 

The viewer is left to deduce that in 
the opinion of the commentator, big 
Pat did the only decent thing in the 
circumstances. After all, it's not as if 
he put the boot in when the lad was 
down. The resultant free kick was 
duly taken and the match ground on 
to 0:0 conclusion. 

These observations, random in the day 
they were noted, are unexceptional. Most 
sports journalism in Scotland is 
typified by a studied blotting out of 
aggressive and violent crowd 
sentiments. It is as if it doesn't exist. 
Do your voice over. Don't publicise 
the maniacs — seems to be the 
unwritten code in reporting. This 
extends to the suspension of ethical 
considerations typified by the 
Spotscene example. The value 
purveyed by McPherson's 
commentary in that instance is that 
the end (preventing a certain loss of 
goal) justifies the means (nail the 
bugger!). Fair or foul is not really in 
It. 

This is not to suggest the need for a 
high-minded moral position in sport. 
Far from it. The point is made to 
highlight that such episodes on the 
sports field, and the way that they are 
interpreted, are no different from those 
that prevail in the wider society. The 
drive for success at any cost, winning 
being more important than playing, 
defeating our competitors with any 
means fair or foul, these are all 
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'Nothing to do with Football': a victim of the CS gas canister thrown at Easter Road 
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familiar standards in contemporary 
Britain. Aggressive capitalism doesn't 
mince its methods. 

This is not different in the sports 
arena, inside the football stadium than 
it is outside in the street. There is no 
fundamental difference in Scotland to 
these aspects of the social order from 
the situation in England, or Holland, 
or Italy or indeed anywhere in the 
western world. The local cultural 
forms and and even policing policies 
may make for superficially different 
conditions, But fundamentally we have 
to be talking about local variants of 
the same problem. 

Disaffected Youth 
"His big mistake was opening the 

door to get on to them. He should 
have just sat in his cab." This shaken 
middle—aged woman was trying to 
rationalise the experience she had just 
been subjected to. The number 6 bus 
had been caught in the crowds pouring 
up Edinburgh's Easter Road, after a 
midweek evening game last seson. The 
traffic stopped, and hordes of youths 
were marching up the street singing 
and remonstrating ' loudly. The 
atmosphere was one of menace. One 
group started thumping the bus 
windows, and possibly encouraged by 
the terror on the mainly elderly faces 
inside, increased their efforts and 
smashed the bus window. 

At which point the driver caught up 
in the heat of the moment, opened the 
door to rebuke them. He was given a 
severe beating. 

Another younger woman (and it 
does seem to be women who have 
most to say about carrying the effects 
of football crowds) living in the 
vicinity .of the Easter Road ground, 
described match days as "like living in 
hell". If you have to go out, which she 
explained that she generally tries to 
avoid, it's like the world is inhabited 
by a sociopathic horde, who know no 
standards, as if oblivious to feelings of 
the local populace. Fighting and 
urinating take place beside women 
doing their shopping with young 
infants. Sexual harasment of young 
women and racial abuse of Asian 
shopkeepers are the order of the day. 

While it has to be 
recognised that the 
control of this kind 
of behaviour has 

improved in recent years both in 
Scotland and in England (and nobody, 
not least those who have to live with 
the problem near the football grounds 
themselves, would complain about 
that), the fact remains that the 
existence of a class of mainly young 
disenchanted disaffected males who P 
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Meadowbank Thistle Supporters Club 9 Telford Painte 
THE BOYS 

It's 5 p.m. on a cold 
December Tuesday, just 
before Christmas. I'm walking 
through the fast food joints 
and floodlit fountains of 
Edinburgh's Waverley Market, 
looking for a football team. 
They are painters and 
decorators on a Y.T.S. scheme 
at Telford College, and 
together we've arranged a 
sponsored football match for 
"Children in Need", to be 
played against Medowbank 
Thistle supporters club, under 
floodlights at Fisherrow in 
Musselburgh. 

I can't see them anywhere, 
the minibus is parked on a 
double yellow line, but I'm 

not that worried. Having 
'managed' a football team at 
school, I know that kids may 
truant all week, and yet be 
there, standing in rain at 
8.30 a.m. ready for their 
Saturday game. 

When I get back to the 
bus, nine of the eleven, plus 
two supporters and a dog are 
waiting. Everyone piles in, 
and we set off, all talking 
excitedly about who's going 
to play where, who's got the 
strips, whether the missing 
two are likely to turn up. 
When we get to the ground, 
it's in total darkness; then, 
like a film set, the first 
floodlight comes on, turning 
the grass silvery green. 

The other team starts to 

arrive, in dribs and drabs, by 
car. They have a reputation 
for being the intellectual 
supporters club in Scotland, 
larded with degrees, and are 
rumoured (surely it can't be 
true?) to hold poetry readings 
in their changing room! They 
don't look like effete 
aesthetes once they've 
changed, but then one of 
them informs us that they 
have been beaten 17-0 this 
season which gives us a 
false sense of security. Then 
its the usual changing room 
scene, shin pads, ties, laces, 
the reek of liniment, the 
clatter of studs on the 
concrete passageway. One of 
their team, trying to look as 
if he's running purposefully 
out of the tunnel, trips on 

the step and crashes to the 
ground writhing theatrically. 
"He's just taking a dive Sir" 
comments our full back 
heartlessly. 

Out on the pitch we wait 
until ten minutes after kick 
off time for the referee to 
turn up, each side in their 
own goal mouth, putting over 
crosses, heading the ball, 
leaping about. The Evening 
News photographer arrives, 
but shakes his head 
doubtfully when he hears that 
we have not been able to get 
hold of the Santa Claus outfit 
that Craigie Veitr:i of the 
sports desk asked for. "Aye, 
you need a gimmick to get in 
the paper at Christmas". 
Nevertheless he takes two 

are attracted to the excitement of 
p,  football and its opportunities for fight 

and aggression cannot seriously be in 
dispute. Anyone who has the lack of 
foresight to travel by train on a 
Saturday between the major cities at a 
time when one of these teenage armies 
is in the move will testify to that. 
Although club membership schemes 
and organised alchohol-free coaches 
do seem to cater for the bulk of fans 
now, there is always a proportion who 
exercise their freedom as citizens to 
make their own travel and refreshment 
arrangments. Cans of Harp and 
packets of Hula-Hoops are a popular 
libation. 

A vision of large groups of people 
being transported on Saturdays in 
sealed containers, whose movements 
are closely controlled and radio 
monitored is not too wide of the mark. 
In January, The Independent newspaper 
carried a report of the estimated cost 
of policing the average Saturday 
football programme in England and 
Wales. On the unexceptional Saturday 
they chose, counting policing costs for 
streets and transport, (clubs in 
Scotland and England pay costs of 
policing inside their grounds) the cost 
to the taxpayer was E450,000. In 
other words roughly El per fan is the 
cost to the tax payer of Saturday 
soccer. 

No Problem 
It is difficult to imagine a Scottish 

newspaper taking the time and effort  

to compile such a report for the 
situation north of the border. The 
press in Scotland hold doggedly to the 
line that the costs of social conflict are 
not an issue, because we do not have 
a problem here. 

When the cracks do appear, then 
they are dismissed as the exception, 
or has having nothing to do with 
football. Or even they are 
pigeonholed, in classically religious 
terms, as evidence of the forces of 
badness. 

'The clubowners can 
appear themselves publicly 
benign while they rebuke 

the punters' 

"New evil menaces football" read 
the headline in the Scotsman of 
November 30 over Ian Wood's 
comment piece on the CS gas 
incident. "It seems there is no limit to 
the ingenuity of the evil men who hide 
among football supporters" echoed 
Ian Paul in the Glasgow Herald sports 
opinion column of the same day. 

Is there no limit to the failure of a free 
press to tackle conflict in Scottish 
society in an intelligent manner? Part 
of this might relate to the standing of 
sports journalism in the national press. 
Largely referred to as the toy 
department, perhaps our sports 
commentators feel unduly confined to 

simplistic notions of good and evil. 
Perhaps sport in Scotland is not 
considered serious enough for analytic 
comment. In Calvinistic terms, it is 
after all only frivolous play. Not like 
the real work of political affairs and 
hard news. 

Whatever the reason, this makes for 
a serious gap in press coverage of a 
part of our cultural life, so unrivalled 
in its importance as to attract two and 
a half million paying customers to live 
event last year. 

Simplistic analyses relying on religious 
notions of good and evil need not be the 
end of it. Nor do the sometimes 
patronising tones of the few liberal 
attempts to discuss the issue. These' 
generally adopt a "blame the victim" 
stance. Why should 5000 youths 
stand in the street or on the terracing 
threatening another rival group of 
5000 youths, "You're gonna get yer 
fuckin heids kicked in!" Why indeed? 

Good Business 
A deeper attempt than the usual to 

answer this kind of question was made 
by Bill Murray in his book, The Old 
Firm — Sectarianism, sport and society 
in Scotland. Published by John Donald 
in 1984, this title is now in its third 
reprint. There must be a market of 
some kind in Scotland for serious 
discussion of our institutions. From the 
safe distance of La Trobe University 
in Victoria, Australia, as the title 
suggests, this emigre Scot does not 
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YTS 2 Full and Biased Match Report by Mark Ogle 
pictures and asks us to 
phone the score in to him. 

Still no sign of the ref, so 
as they've got ten and we've 
got nine, their 'injured' player 
goes to referee. He hasn't got 
a whistle and we have to 
unlock the changing room to 
get him a watch. Eventually 
the match starts. It's clear 
we've got some good players. 
It doesn't look like being the 
walkover I expected. After 
fifteen minutes, it's a goal 
apiece. Ten minutes before 
half time, it's 2 all. Some of 

our lads are playing really 
well. The match takes place 
with everyone shouting at the 
tops of their voices, calling 
for the ball, slagging each 
other, warning each other, 

"man on1  man on!" exhorting 
the team, "Come on Telford 
painters!" Two other members 
of their team arrive and one 
of them plays for us to even 
the sides at 10 each. He's a 
good player, but he starts 
shouting at our defence, puts 
them out of their rhythm, and 
they concede a goal. Half 
time 3-2. 

In the second half, the dam 
bursts. Our extra loaned 
player, hoarse with shouting, 
plays more and more 
outrageously, committing 
tackles on his own mates 
that even Souness might be 
ashamed of, arguing with the 
'referee', and generally getting 
up everyone's noses. Finally, 
he wrecks his knee, but 
refuses to leave the field and 

hobbles about until his voice 
as well as his knee gives 
way. A few gallant individuals 
on our side continue to 
perform heroics in defence, 
but now, Meadowbank seem 
to have ten forwards, and 
most of our team are walking 
around the park. At 8-2 ten 
minutes from time, I'm willing 
the ref to 'blow' early, 
shouting daft encouragements 
"heads up Telford, pressure! 
pressure!" and trying to stop 
the spare ball from being 
nicked by a six year old 
Rangers fan. "Whit team do 
you support? Is that your 
team? They're crap!" Final 
score 9-2. 

Everyone gets changed 
quickly afterwards. They're 

quite happy, though some of 
the better players don't like 
being cuffed, and are sunk in 
momentary gloom and 
exhaustion. Then its back to 
the bus. There's a different, 
more relaxed tone to the talk 
in the back, as we cruise 
through Craigmillar, looking 
for a chippie. The bus fills 
with the reek of salt, vinegar 
and frying fat. They all get 
off at Cameron Toll shopping 
centre, and kick off down the 
road, scattering, toy fighting, 
for no other reason than that 
they're young, have just had 
a football game, and are now 
away home. Next day, I 
remember that I forgot to 
phone in the score to the 
sports desk, but somehow, it 
doesn't seem to matter. 

desist from the big and difficult 
questions. 

The sectarian rivalry between 
Rangers and Celtic was underwritten 
by the financial spin-offs more or less 
from the very beginning. According to 
Murray's research, there was every 
incentive to maintain identification 
with one religious and cultural group 
by both the big Glasgow teams. This 
ensured capacity crowds — to a large 
extent it still does — and healthy 
receipts at the gate for both clubs. 

These largest football clubs have 
always been run by entrepreneurial 
interest in Glasgow. Billy the builder 
and Mick the publican have existed 
side by side and to each other's 
mutual financial benefit for the whole 
of the last century. There is nothing to 
indicate that anything fundamental is 
likely to change. 

On the contrary, every Premier 
league club is run by small to medium 
sized businessmen. Rangers' 
aggressive image of powerful 
investment in new players is 
consistent with their self advertised 
definition as a subsidiary of an 
international parent company. While 
Robert Maxwell's attempts in English 
football to collect ownership of clubs 
like collecting badges, and Marler 
estates attempts to buy up football 
grounds for property development 
purposes have drawn considerable 
public attention, the level of 
discussion of these matters in  

Scotland does not stretch to such 
economic and political realities. 

In a pawky, provincial way we 
seem content to keep such debate at a 
distance, and draw delusory comfort 
from the belief that we're not like the 
English. The parallel with the wider 
political situation in Scotland seems 
inescapable. A deferring to a distant 
greater authority, a hesitancy to take 
responsibility for our affairs, and a 
complacent self satisfaction with our 
own cherished -different" values, — 
these features are all par for the 
Scottish course. 

'appearances of sporting 
and societal harmony may 
well be on a time fuse' 

As far as the sectarian issue is 
concerned, Murray in his chapter 
entitled "Hooliganism in High Places" 
traces the roots of football violence to 
the paranoid outlook of the hierarchy 
of the Catholic Church, and to the 
Orange Order and rightist unionist 
politics prevalent in the west of 
Scotland business community. In so 
doing, he naturally does not endear 
himself to either group. 

I

f football, as the man said, is about 
the whole of life, it is not too much 
an exercise of the imagination to 
extend an understanding of  

football's attractions to events in the 
wider society. Oppression of minorities and 
heavy policing have always been the 
weapons of those with a vested 
interest in maintaining the status quo. 
Racism too, generally starts at the top 
of any society. One could speculate 
on the public announcements of 
football's owners if Asian or Arab 
interests were engaged in financial 
takeover. They are not. So the 
clubowners can appear themselves 
publicly benign while they rebuke the 
punters. 

It is probably too much to hope 
that a Laurence Malborough, or a 
Wallace Mercer would spend a week 
living on a glum housing estate, on the 
dole or on a low paid and futile 
training scheme, living in a family 
who can't really afford you, subject to 
humiliation and low expectation by 
police and public officials alike, and 
experiencing no notion of hope in the 
future. And then on the Saturday, go 
to a football match, with its rivalry 
and exitement, its spectacle and a 
tangible opposition, and tell us what it 
feels like. Probably too much to 
expect. 

But unless these deepening and 
unbreachable trenches between 
sections of Scottish society can be 
crossed, appearances of sporting and 
societal harmony as do exist, like 
elsewhere may well be on a time 
fuse. 
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DELUSION 
IVIANAGEME 

Scottish Football Association national coach Andy 
Roxburgh talks about the Scottish public's expectations of 

the national football team to Derek Rodger. 
"That sounds awfully academic," he 
responds to the outline I give about the 
feature I'm planning. Connections 
between our Scottish sporting heroes 
and culture — the values by which 
people live their lives. "I don't know 
if I can give you anything on that," he 
repeats. 

Well I thought that he might be in a 
better position than most to comment 
on the expectations of Scottish people 
on the performance of the national 
football team. What, after nearly 
eighteen months in the job was his 
experience of people's expectations? 

"People's expectations of the 
Scottish football team are often 
unrealistic. Without any question." 

I wondered if it might be useful to  

elaborate on why that might be. For 
example it was my experience that we 
Scots often put ourselves down, we 
see ourselves sometimes as little 
people unwilling perhaps to take on 
the reigns of responsibility. 

"No I don't see people that way," 
he retorts. "In my experience, we are 
all too ready to appear confident and 
cocksure and take a lead." 

A bit of bravado in some of this 
maybe? Expectations of the Scotland 
team in the European championships 
(they were eliminated in the qualifying 
stages) and in the forthcoming World 
Cup appear to be running high. 
Doesn't this place an expectation on 
him which in his own words can be 
unrealistic? 

-Absolutely. We have the most 
wonderful fans. They follow us 
everywhere and they're a real asset. 
You sometimes wonder though where 
they all come from. I mean it doesn't 
seem to matter which of the five 
continents you play on, there they all 
are in their droves. I mean Mexico, 
Argentina, Australia, Europe, it 
doesn't seem to matter where, they'll 
turn up to support us. And you see 
people in these far flung places 
dressed from head to foot in tartan, 
you wonder where they come from. I 
mean you don't see people dressed 
like than at home. We don't live our 
lives that way. Yet foreigners get this 
really vivid impression of the Scots at 
these games abroad." 

-It's like a throwback really to a 
time before, to something that was." 

Some, I suggest, take the view that 
this might be a kind of displacement 
activity for involvement or the lack of 
it in the political arena. He wanted an 
explanation. Well some say that 
Scotland is a country without its own 
government. We've had talk of an 
Assembly for long enough. There's the 
current situation which some refer to 
as the doomsday scenario where Scots 
have elected a majority of Labour 
people who're not in power in Britain 
as a whole. There might be a sense in 
which people might need to look 
elsewhere for something to believe 
in? 

"Well to some extent, you have to 
go along with that. It's as if people 
latch onto the football team in the 
absence of anything else. Maybe 
people feel that there's no Scottish 
politics they can identify with, no 
Scottish government, no Scottish 
army, anything like that, so it's 
football. I mean you really get a 
strong impression of this sometimes." 

He relates the story of the Scotland 
team's departure to Argentina to the 
World Cup Finals in 1979. Andy 
Roxburgh was a member of the party 
to fly out, and in fact has worked with 
the S.F.A. for the last eleven years. 
"There was a huge crowd at 
Hampden, not to see a game or 
anything, just to see us off. We all got 
on the bus then and the way to 
Prestwick out of Glasgow down 
through Ayrshire was unbelievable. 
Thousands lined the route. It was as if 
every flyover and back garden fence 
was lined with people waving. It 
reminded me of what YE-day must 
have been like. You really felt that you 
were involved in something 
momentous. Prestwick airport itself 
was jammed with fans to see us off — 
20 or 30,000 was quoted. Even after 

Andy Roxburgh, Scotland's learn Coach 
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the plane took off, flying over the 
beach at Troon, there were thousands 
of people waving to this plane.- 

"The whole thing was just amazing. 
You really had the strong feeling of 
what it was to be Scots. At the same 
time you had to wonder what do these 
people actually expect of us." 

He explains that this in fact 
fascinates him. In Bulgaria last 
November for the last but one 
European championship qualifying 
match, by which time Scotland had 
already been knocked out, he says he 
made a point of talking to a number of 
fans in attendance. Why he asked 
them, do they do it? It's Novemeber, 
it's Bulgaria, it's freezing and raining 
— why are they there? What do they 
want from the team. Some of them 
were there for a week. One man he 
spoke with told him he hadn't missed 
a Scotland game for twelve years, 
anywhere. "I just want something to 
be proud of," he said. It didn't seem 
to matter about winning, as long as 
the team put in a good effort and were  

respected. As long as people noticed 
that there was something of worth, 
something to be proud of. 

"I'm not knocking that. People like 
that are a real help to us. But you 
wonder if football is so important to 
Scots as a people, is it to make up for 
something else that we haven't got." 

This subject shades into the 
question of the press, and the climate 
that sports journalists have to operate 
in. He stresses that he feels he has a 
fairly good relationship with the 
Scottish press, and his comments are 
not in anyway critical of individuals or 
particular papers or live medium. The 
system he feels, that sportswriters 
have to operate in means that they 
have to trade in extremes. 
"Performances have to be described 
as outstanding or poor. It's as if 
matches have to be described at the 
extremes of emotion. Personalities and 
extremes are what's required. The 
truth, by journalists own admission, 
sometimes doesn't come into it." 

Against extremism of any kind, he 
wonders at the value of this kind of 
treatment. It's as if there's no room 
for rationality. The draw for the 
qualifying stages of the 1990 World 
Cup having been made, everyone I 
noted, seemed already unanimous that 
Scotland will qualify. "And what are 
they basing that on?" he countered. 
He answers himself. "It's a subjective 
judgement. They look at France and 
see that they've lost three of their best 
players, and conclude they're past it. 
They look at Yugoslavia's 4:1 defeat 
by England, and conclude that they'll 
be easy. Norway and Cyprus are 
dismissed as minnows." 

"The truth is that we have as good 
a chance, no better, than any of the 
other teams in the section." 

"France," he says with an chuckle 
of incredulity, "past it? They're one of 
the top teams anywhere. Yugoslavia, 
Bobby Robson the England manager 
has already told me are a very good 
young footballing side, who collapsed10. 

Sandy and Jimmy Get Laid In 

THE MANAGERS 

The pre—Christmas crop of football 

biographies like "True Blue" and 

"Feed the Bear", can be given as 

hopefully acceptable presents or 

dismissed as gossipy pulp. We take 

a look at two of the recent batch. 

You can't take these things 

seriously...or can you? 

Jim Mclean, manager of 
Premier League Dundee 
United, last season's EUFA 
Cup finalists, and widely 
admired football stylists, 
makes some startling 
revelations. 

He starts on line one of 
his recent biography with a 
confession, "All the way 
through my career as a player 
I was dogged by an 
inferiority complex, and it's 
something which has dogged 
me as a manager too." 

Later he tells us that, 
"every morning in life I arrive 
at Tannadice and start 
switching off lights 
immediately." In the interests 
of fuel economy and good 
housekeeping, of course. 

The Scottish Cup? "I don't 
see myself back at 
Hampden." 

His time as coaching 
assistant to the Scotland 
team? "A Hanger—On with 
Scotland" is the title of a 
whole chapter of unrelenting 
self—effacement. He recounts 
his mistakes — "I made the 
wrong decision to stay with 
Dundee United" when 
interviewed for the job of 
Rangers' manager. "Such 
disappointments," he rounds 
off the very last chapter, 
(internationalist Richard 
Gough breaking his contract 
to sign for Spurs) are all part 
of football management." 

Aye well! Life is a bit of a 
struggle when you're down on 
your luck. 

Hang about! Jim McLean 
did you say? The guy who's 
the longest serving manager 
(16 years) in British football? 
The guy who's managed a 
team on a shoestring and 
won the Premier League? The 
League Cup was like their 
own in the early eighties, and 
they always produce tons of 
international players, and 
were never off the telly last 
year beating Barcelona and 
Moenchengladbach and 
everybody? That Jim McLean? 
Jousting with giants? 

Maybe somebody should 
tell Jim, the whisper is that 
he's grown into a bit of a 

giant himself. 

No such troubled self—
doubting recrimination from 
ex—Rangers and Scotland, and 
now Hearts player and co—
manager, Sandy Jardine. "I 
won my first race on the last 
day of 1948," he tells us, 
"beating my twin brother 
Jamie into the world by a 
few minutes around midday." 

Sandy started a winner and 
he's stayed one ever since. 
Numerous medals; 
international caps, and two 
Player of the Year awards 
later, Jardine along with co—
manager Alex McDonald was 
seventeen minutes away, the 
season before last, from 
achieving the Premier League 
Championship. Sandy, you get 
the impression is a bit less 
troubled a soul than Jim. 

Where McLean is having to 
"lay into players" on the 
grounds that if I have to be 
a b  to them then that's 
exactly what I'll be," Jardine 
comes over as more benign. 
"What Alex and I have made 
a ground rule at Tynescastle 
is not asking players to do 
something they are incapable 
of." By playing within 
limitations, and therefore 
accepting people's 
weaknesses, Jardine claims 
that he's able to "get more 

out of players than perhaps 
they were able to give 
elsewhere." 

Not that Sandy's a man for 
the easy way out. "To 
survive and play in the 
modern Premier Division 
you've got to be a bit of a 
beast." Since he's been 
playing in it himself since it 
started presumably that 
means he's at one with the 
beast in himself. 

Meanwhile back at 
Tannadice, Jim's laying into a 
chapter on "Brutality in the 
Premier League". 

"I happen to believe," 
asserts Jim, "that the 
Premier League in Scotland is 
the most physical, cynical and 
brutal league in the world." 

"We have lost our way in 
Scotland. It seems to be the 
modern trend in life as a 
whole that people want to 
take the easy option..." Of 
kicking silky—skilled forwards 
off the park. 

Now just a minute! Who 
said this was pulp? Six 
hundred words you said? But 
this is just starting to get 
interesting! 

Jousting with Giants the Jim 

McLean Story; Score and More — 

the Sandy Jardine Story, 

Mainstream Publishing. 
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She's Fitba Crazy 

THE GIRLS 
As in the rest of life, on 

the sports field women and 
girls have more than just 
physical barriers to overcome 
when they compete with the 
boys. The mental factor, 
argues Sunday Times sports 
writer Adrienne Blue in her 
recent book Grace Under Pressure 

—the emergence of women in sport, 

is even bigger. 

Female golfers have 
constantly had to fight the 
"hutch" image. Tennis players 
kitted out in "regulation" 
short skirts for T.V. audience 
appeal, have felt compelled to 
cultivate their "femininity", 
as much as their game. It is 
only in the last decade in 
athletics, because of 
protective male establishment 
fears that women might 
"damage their innards", that 
women have been allowed to 
run 10,000m and marathon 
races at the highest level. 

Given generally greater 
access, and the greater 
durability of the female body, 
it is only a matter of time 
before women's performances 
in many sports are better 
than men's. 

In Scotland football is 
probably the most accessible 
and widely participated in 
sport for working class 
youngsters. It would be more 
accurate though, if for  

"youngsters" we substituted. 
"boys." Yet more and more 
girls are refusing to be 
excluded from the sport that 
they also love. If football's 
administrators are genuinly 
serious about generating the 
much talked about "famiy 
image", then perhaps they 
need to encourage a greater 
level of female participation 
on the playing side. 

One girls' football team is  

run in Ferguslie Park in 
Paisley. I spoke with Lynne 
Hendry, a founder member. 
She told me she'd always 
liked football and started to 
play when she was about 
nine. 

' "I played in the street, in 
youth clubs, with anyone else 
who was playing — boys and 
lassies." 

But what about school? 
"No, that was just the  

boys." 

Clearly a Celtic supporter, 
did she think there should be 
big—time professional women's 
teams? Would she go and see 
them? 

"Yes definitely. I'd want 
to play for them." But how 
difficult was it to set up a 
girl's team? Was it difficult 
to find girls who wanted to 
play football? 

"No, It's dead easy. All the 
lassies who hang about here 
want to play. We played 
another team from Johnstone 
and then found out about a 
girl's competition. We played 
a team from the library. That 
was mixed, boys and lassies, 
and we beat them." 

Lynnie herself wouldn't 
mind playing in a mixed team. 
She just wants to play 
football. It doesn't matter 
who with. 

We talked about the day 
the Scotland team might have 
women in it. It didn't seem 
so outrageous. From Lynnie's 
experience, there are as many 
girls as boys keen to play, 
given the chance. (P.E. 
teachers are you listening?) 

What about other sports, 
Lynnie? "I go swimming, and 
I like watching American 
football on TV." 
Like to play that? 
"Are you kidding?" came the 
scornfull reply. 

Sheila Ramsay 

Research 

Are young people motivated 
these days to take part in 
sport? Do kids have a good 
attitude to physical fitness? 

A research programme 
currently underway at 
Aberdeen University hopes to 
provide some of the answers. 

A Scotland—wide survey 
has been undertaken in thirty 
different environments. Twelve 
thousand Scottish 12 to 16 
year olds have already 
completed questionaires. The 
research team are also 
following the progress in a 
longitudinal study of a 

smaller sample over a number 
of years, and their parents 
attitudes are being looked at 
too. 

According to project 
director Dr. Leo Hendry, there 
seems to be substantial 
evidence that young people 
are positively motivated to 
participate in sport, "although 
the way services are 
provided," he explained, "are 
not always encouraging." 

Organised sport, particularly 
at the onset of adolescence , 
seem to be given a wide 
berth by the majority of 
youngsters. Research team 
member, Jeanette McCrae 
observed that just because 

the largest proportion in their 
sample do not take part in 
organised sport, this does not 
mean that they're not 
interested. "They like sport," 
she said, "but it's got to be 
fun." The evidence from the 
children is that too often 
they feel that adults impose 
their own aims. 

Girls they are finding, are 
particularly keen on taking 
part for fun, in a cooperative 
social way in a mixed sex 
grouping. "This is precisely 
the thing they don't get," 
commented Dr. Hendry, "from a 
single sex, competitive team 
game orientation that typifies 
a lot of school P.E. So sadly 
they lose interest." 

Football, perhaps not 
surprisingly, is the most 
popular activity for boys — 
many boys seem to spend 
endless hours playing football. 
Most of this is under the 
auspices of no organisation or 
coaching supervision. 

"Football for many young 
boys," commented research 
officer Janet Schucksmith, 
"seems to have more to do 
with the needs of the psyche 
than with physical fitness." 

"Girls seems to be aware 
much earlier than boys of the 
fantasy element to football 
ambitions. Seeing through the 
fantasies, they usually decide 
not to be part of the football 
scene." 

Scottish Teenagers and Sport 
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ho. with nerves against England. You can 
bet that having done that once, they 
won't repeat it. Norway are an 
emerging football strength — five of 
their palyers are in the Bundesliga in 
Germany — the kind of side that 
Scotland have to treat very carefully. 
Cyprus you have to say that we would 
have a better chance than. But we still 
have to respect them." His smile of 
incredulity widens as he brings in the 
luck factor. "Football is still a game 
of chance and luck — look at the 
result against Luxemburg (0:0), we 
should have won 6:0. Look at Rangers 
against Hamilton last season. The 
uncertainty is what makes football so 
exciting." 

Manager of Scotland, his job might 
be partly to do with managing our 
own delusions? 

He answers this by looking for the 
first and only time in the whole 
interview, a shade uneasy. He 
wrestles with the irreconciable task of 
being realistic about our strengths and 
weakenesses, at the same time as 
doing his promotional bit. "I mean I 
wouldn't last long in the job if all I 
had to say was that we're not going 
to do well. At the same time we're 
unlikely to do as well as some people 
expect us to. The reality is that as a 
small nation with limited resources, 
we do really well. Just getting to the 
World Cup Finals is a tremendous 
achievement" 

His own role he describes as one of 
custodianship. The Scottish team 
aren't Andy Roxburgh's team — he 
has publicly declared that things 
should not be stated in terms of 
ownership. They are not even when it 
comes to that, the S.F.A.'s team. 
There is a strong sense in which the 
Scotland football team is the property 
of the whole of the Scottish people. 
And that feels right — a very Scottish 
thing. I noted in the foyer on the way 
in a framed poster—sized photo of the 
Scottish section of the crowd at one of 
the World Cup games. It is a photo of 
instant appeal. The flower of the 
country's youth is engaged in the 
expression of spontaneous joy and 
humour. It is truly inspiring. The raw 
energy in this picture is evident and 
appealing. 

"Raw energy!" he picks me up, but 
how can it be channelled, he wonders. 
He tells a story of a recent visit to a 
premier division game. On the way in 
he describes the sight of a small child, 
no more than three years old, dressed 
from head to toe in club colours. 
Trainers, socks, shorts, strip and hat. 
As if that wasn't enough, this little 
boy was wrapped in the club flag. "I 
mean, what kind of extremes are at  

stake here in this kind of thing. What 
is going on when children are brought 
up in this kind of blanket coverage?" 

I start to form the picture in my 
mind of people who only relate at 
extremes of feeling, as if starved of 
something important. Like being a 
member of a family whose members 
can only love or hate each other. 
There is no in between. No calm 
valuing affection for what you are, just 
a frantic sort of clamouring for what 
you ought to be. 

The educational opportunity arising 
from recognising football as a 
dominant cultural fact in Scottish life, 
is overlooked he feels. And his tone is 
audibly regretful. Football in Scotland 
touches everyone, in his view. Even 
people who don't go to football seem 
to know about it and have opinions 
about it. Ask anybody in the street or 
doing their shopping the day after a 
world cup game, and they'll be able to 
tell you who the opposition were and 
what the score was. The players, they 
are role models. Children and young 
people really do look up to them. 
Fortunately most of them are equal to 

'you have to wonder what 
do these people actually 

expect of us' 

this responsibility although more is 
usually made of the ones who can't 
handle it 

Teachers could, he feels, make 
more of the pre—eminance of football 
in children's minds. He describes the 
repeated experience in talking to 
school groups of thinking through 
things like resolving conflict. He gets 
kids to think of a dog—cat situation 
and how the aggro can be resolved. 
Children usually respond to begin with 
by upping the anti — they suggest 
ever more cruel ways of solving the 
problem. Eventually he finds, the 
absurdity of this gets through to the 
children, and they point out that the 
best way to resolve this conflict is to 
bring the dogs and cats up together. 
That way they'll see that there's little 
to fear from each other. The parallel 
with football, he believes, is that 
education is the only long term answer 
to football hooliganism. 

The parallel with Scottish society 
and its segregated education systems 
seems clear also. He leaves it unstated 
and it seems superflous to labour the 
point. 

I

t's clear by this stage that Andy 
Roxburgh has more than warmed 
to the number of themes that we've 
covered. Challenging the popular 

conception of the football manager (boot the  

ball up the park, and mark the opposition — 
where to you want me to mark him, 
boss?) he has much of value to say. 
His initial reluctance to spend time 
talking, he explains is about admin 
work which has to be cleared up 
before a trip to America to instruct 
3000 soccer coaches. An esteemed 
international coach himself, he knows 
his game and can communicate it to 
others. He is the type of Scot, 
articulate, professional, inventive, and 
with real qualities of leadership, who 
has traditionally left his native heath. 
Only time, and given the precarious 
and predatory nature of football 
management, results, will determine 
whether Scotland continues to benefit 
from his abilities and insights. 

He explains the attractions of his 
job here. "I enjoy the game and I 
most enjoy the people aspect of it. It's 
about bringing young men up as 
players but also as people." He finds 
he gets real satisfaction from working 
with boys and young men (he was 
youth coach before his present post) 
and with the full internationalists. 
Young footballers he feels are really 
no different from other young people. 
"They have an honesty they're open 
with you, and most important of all 
they can laugh at life." His tone in 
describing his charges appears to be 
one of genuine warmth. 

Being in charge of a bunch of young 
Scotsman abroad, I suggested isn't 
everyone's idea of fun. Predecessors 
had come a cropper on the discipline 
front He believes, he tells me in what 
he calls the self—fulfilling prophecy 
factor. "Show people respect, and 
they'll give you it in return. The same 
is true with our fans. Players are often 
hiding behind the label when they are 
calling you "boss". They call me 
Andy and that doesn't subvert 
anything. Your authority is inside 
you." 

Pointing at photos on his office wall 
of boys on past coaching courses, he 
says, "You get a limited return on 
ruling by fear. You might achieve 
results in the short term, but you have 
to be talking about their development 
over the years." He takes obvious 
comfort and pride in drawing attention 
to pictures of 14 and 15 year old boys 
who are now established 
internationalists. 

He paraphrases a quote by 
Margaret Thatcher which goes along 
the lines, "If you have to tell people 
you are powerful, then you aren't." 

"This applies," he asserts, "to all 
aspects of management. If you have 
any ability, you won't have to tell 
anyone about it. It will be obvious to in 
those you work with." 
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Pets hold an eternal fascination for 
children. In this story, Doug 

McKenzie seems to have mixed memories of 
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t was when a moose jist casually 
crawled oot his hole one night, 
walked oer tae the fireplace an sat 
in the hearth tae clean himsel 

that faither decided he'd had enough. 
"That's it," he said, "Warmin itself 

before the bloody fire. They're takin 
oer. 

The next day he came hame wi a 
cat. It wis black an white an mangy 
wi bare patches a oer it's body. It 
only had one ear. 

"This is Barney" he said. "It's a 
mouser." 
Ma looked at it, disgusted. "It's 
manky" she said. "Clarty." 
"Aye" said faither, "he is. But ah've 
brocht some flea powder. A guid doze 
o that an he'll be guid enough fer a 
palace. He's a crackin mouser." 
"Whare did ye get him?" 
"Cousins Bar. He cost me one an 
six." 
"How d'ye ken he's a guid mouser?" 
"The fella telt me.- 
"Whit fella?" 
"The fella ah bought it frae." 
"An ye took his word fer it? Willie, 
ye've nae sense." 

That wis true aboot faither. He 
didnae hae much sense, but he was 
right aboot Barney. He wis a machine 
fer destroyin mice. It wis like feedin 
buns tae an elephant. He must have 
caught twelve the first day. At first he 
jist ate them. One wad come oot o his 
hole, cheeky as ye like, an Barney 
wad grab it an swallow it still alive 
straight doon . Ye could see its long 
tail twisting as it went doon his throat. 
We didnae need tae feed him at a, jist 
a saucer o milk. There wis a fresh 
supply o food permanently in the 
hoose. 

Efter aboot a week though he got a 
bit seek o eatin them an wad tak them 
oot the back court instead; tae play 
wi. He wad carry the moose, wrigglin 
in his mooth, tae the middle o the 
cotr.t an drap it doon. Aff it wad run 
fer ..he safety o the paladin bins, wi 
Barney loupin along ahind it. When 
the wee thing wis aboot two feet away 
frae cover he wad scoop it up an tak it 
back tae the middle o the courtyard. 
Efter playin wi the moose like that fer 
half an oor, he wad kill it an eat it. 
Then he wad go huntin fer the rats 
that lived in the big bins. Oh he wis a 
grand mouser. 

The mice must have realised that 
number 5 Ballantyne Road wis a no 
go area fer rodents. They disappeared. 
Occasionally a wee heid banger wi a 
cravin fer self-mutilation or a death 
wish, wad climb oot the hole beside 
the fireplace an run along the fire 
surround. Barney usually slept there. 
He was loup oer, snaffle up the 
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moose, stretch himself, walk oer tae 
his saucer fer some milk, go back tae 
the fire, curl up an go tae sleep again. 
The whole thing took a couple o 
minutes. There wis nae mair mice 
which meant a quieter life fer faither 
since ma an ma sister an cousins 
stopped haen hysterics. 

But faither wis never lucky. 
Everythin he touched turned tae dust; 
his painter's business, the hoose, his 
Friday flutter on the greyhounds, aw 
disasters. Fer Barney wis the source o 
even mair problems. 

Fer a start there wis the fleas. The 
flea powder didnae seem tae make 
much difference. We pit sae much on, 
that Mrs Gowan thought he wis an 
albino but it seemed tae make them 
multiply. We even combed his coat 
wi T.C.P. till he smelt like a nurse in 
the Royal Infirmary. It still didnae 
work. Barney wis loupin. Ye could see 
them on his coat when he lay doon, 
runnin aboot an burrowin intae his fur. 
It wisnae sae bad as long as they 
stayed on him. We wernae too keen 
tae tak him on oor knees but then he 
wisnae that kind o cat. The trouble 
began when the fleas decided tae flit. 
They moved intae the couch an the 
bed in the kitchen an finally intae oor 
bed in the hall. 

The last straw wis when ma brither 
an me got a medical inspection at 
school an ma got a letter hame an a 
visit frae the health inspector. 

"That's it" she screamed tae ma 
faither. "It's got tae go." 
"We'll never get another like him," 
said faither. 
-Ye can say that again,-  said ma. 
"Whit aboot the mice?" 
"At least the mice arenae crawlin 
aboot in the bairns breeks," she said 
But it wisnae jist the fleas. 

B
arney wis an awful 
disreputable cat. Ah mean he 
kept the worst kind of 
company. Him an his mates 

were aw o a kind; skinny cats with 
mangy coats an bald bits a ower there 
bodies. Their faces were scarred. One 
o the toms he chummed wi had only 
one eye. Faither said they were a 
gang o feline teddy boys hinging about 
dark closes, intimidatin the quieter 
cats an the wee dugs. They'd sit on 
oor windae sill at night, seven or eight 
o them in a row like gargoyles an 
caterwaul till the folk upstairs came 
oot ontae the balconies an dropped 
buckets o water oer them. It got sae 
bad we couldnae sleep. We even came 
hame one day frae the shops an they  

were a in the hoose sittin in a circle 
on the table, yowlin their heids aff. 
When they saw us they jumped oot 
the windae, one by one casual, as ye 
like. It took a week for the smell tae 
clear. 

An then there wis Barney's taes. 
The hoose wis sae wee that everbody 
kept standin on the puir cat's feet. The 
beast wad shreik an leap up intae the 
air but there wis nae way ye could 
avoid standin on him. He must have 
been stood on a about a dozen times 
every day. Of course the worse his 
feet got the slower he got an the mair 
we stood on his taes. 

"That's it" said ma. "He's got tae 
go. He's loupin wi fleas, his feet are 
like pigs trotters, he's fu o disease. 
We're a gonna get the bubonic 
plague.- 

A regular feature 
where readers 

are invited to do 
just that 

We aw started greetin. We'd heard 
aboot the Black Death at school an 
didnae want tae see an epidemic start 
in Ballantyne Road. "O.K." said 
faither. "Ah'll hae tae droon him." 

We aw started greetin again. We 
didnae want tae lose Barney but if it 
wis a toss up between that an the 
bubonic plague ah wis pretty sure 
where ah stood. 

It wis one thing tae talk aboot 
droonin him. We had tae catch him 
first. He kent whit wis up. He wisnae 
daft. He dived under the bed. We 
shoved him oot wi a brush but he got 
behind the pipes under the sink. It 
took us aboot two oors tae get a haud 
o him. Then we had tae struggle tae 
stuff him intae the pilly case. Faither's 
haunds were aw cut an bleedin an his 
face wis like betroot before he finally 
managed tae get it tied intae the bag. 

We set off up Ballantyne Road, the 
cat screechin an scratchin inside the 
pilly case. Ye could see wee patches o 
blood appearin where the cat wis 
strugglin. Auld Mrs Flanagan came 
oot 
"Ah ha" she crackled." "Ah ken whit 
yer up tae. Ah'll report ye tae the 
R. S. P. C A." 

W e went up intae 
Junction Bridge. It wis 
five o' clock an busy. 
There wis a long queue at 

the bus stop an they a stopped reading 
their paper an sookin their pandrops as 
we passed wi the bag fu o the wrigglin 
cat. Ma face wis bumin. 

"Right here we go," said faither, an 
wheeched the bag intae the Water o 
Leith, quick as a lightnin flash. There 
wis a big splash. He shoved his 
haunds in his pockets an strolled back, 
whistlin nonchalant like. Ah rushed 
efter him. 

"Whit a shame," a wumman at the 
bus stop said. 
"Bloody cruelty," said a man. 

Faither pretended no tae hear. 
When he went intae Devaliccis fer his 
woodbine, ah jumped up an looked 
oer intae the water. It wis deid calm; 
no a ripple anywhere. Puir Barney. 
Efter aw he hadnae done anything 
except the job he wis asked tae dae. 
An he wis drooned fer it. Faither 
came oot the cafe an gave me a bar o 
toffee. 

"Never mind" he said. "We'd nae 
choice. We had tae pit it doon. It wis 
loupin." 

Spiky an drookit, Barney was sittin 
on the landin when we walked intae 
the close. It stood up, gave him a right 
dirty look, walked slowly intae the 
hoose an lay doon in front o the 
fire. 

Ma wisnae impressed. "Typical" 
she said. "That pilly case wis part o a 
weddin present," she complained. "Ye 
brought back that auld flea bag an left 
ma guid pilly case in the Water o 
Leith." 

It wis jist as well that he survived 
really. He hadnae been oot the door 
when a moose came sniffin round. 
Probably on a reconnaissance trip. 
Animals ken mair than we think. 

Barney steyed wi us fer another two 
years before Dougie Black shot him 
wi an airgun frae the top balcony. 
Dougie wis runnin roond the 
backcourt roarin. "Ah'm a crackshot, 
ah'm a crackshot", when faither came 
oot an cracked him one in the lug. 

"Bloody cruelty" said faither. 
"Ah've a guid mind tae report ye tae 
the R.S.P.-C.A." 8 
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MINDING THE 
PANIC BUTT 
Janette Chisholm is a 
former police sergeant, 
probation officer and social 
worker. She is one of the 
most active and certainly 
best—known figures 
working in the difficult area 
of sexual abuse and 

physical violence. Here she 
talks to Rosemary Milne 
about the support needs of 
those working with the 
abused, and explains why 
nowadays in her work with 
abused people she 
concentrates on men. 

SEXUAL ABUSE 

M
en don't have permission 
to be helpless in our 
society. I have found 
that even where men 

have themselves been abused as 
children, they often don't identify 
this." 

"Take the example of a young man 
I know who was both an abuser and 
was himself abused. It took him a 
whole year to realise that he was a 
victim himself — of his brother — 
even though he'd known for a long 
time that he'd abused his sister. When 
I work with perpetrators now, I start 
from the assumption that every 
perpetrator has him or herself been 
abused. That is quite different from 
saying that everyone who has been 
abused will become an abuser, which 
is clearly not the case." 

"The kind of adult I am working 
with — that is to say out of the 
various catergories of sexual offender, 
the person who abuses a child in an 
effort to form a relationship — will be 
seeking a relationship which allows 
him to retain control. That accounts 
for the central importance of the 
dependent child in the equation. 

"Often that attempt by an abusing 
adult to form a satisfactory emotional 
bond will trip almost accidentally into 
sexuality, not simply because of need, 
but also through a lack of experience 
in dealing with feelings at that sort of 
level. 

"The intitial reaction of the abuser 
may be one of disbelief, dissociating 
himself from such an act — "I would 
never do a thing like that". But the 
temptation to repeat the experience is 
very strong and rapidly becomes 
addictive. The abuser then copes with 
the guilt of his behaviour by 
embroidering the myth of the 
seductive child. Guilt is assuaged and 
further abuse can take place. In all 
this the child is made to be the one 
who is "not right"." 

Janette Chisholm is now working 
closely with the trainee counsellors of 
the new Ayrshire Lifeline — one of 
the schemes which has come into 
being in response to a greater 
awareness of this problem in Scotland. 
In the group of twelve who have been 
selected to do the work, only two are 
men. Further evidence perhaps, of the 
difficulty men have in acknowledging 
the contribution they could make in 
this area. 

Support 
-Support for those working with 

abusers is essential both before they 
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begin work, and especially while they 
are doing it. One-to-one support 
sessions are less useful than 
groupwork in my experience. A well-
managed group can provide a safe 
place for a person to regress. It allows 
the adult to express that childhood 
panic that is still latent in anyone who 

'a degree of self- 
knowledge is a 

prerequisite to being able 
to manage the anger and 
panic of those that will 

be asking for help from a 
counsellor' 

has never shared the knowledge of his 
or her abuse with others before. 

"We need to recognise that this sort 
of work presses buttons for all of us, 
and a degree of self-knowledge is a 
prerequisite to being able to manage 
the anger and panic of those that will 
be asking for help from a 
counsellor." 

Abuse and Aggression 
"It is often the case that those who 

re-experience their childhood 
helplessness as adults will react with 
vioience. So it's no surprise that out 
of the group of men lifers I have been 
working with in Saughton Prison, all 
in for murder of one kind or another, 
all of them have admitted to having 
been the victims of abuse of some sort 
as children or teenage boys. 

"Some of them had not previously 
thought of themsleves in those terms, 
and some can undoubtedly take some 
comfort, if that is the right word, out 
of that at least partial explanation of 

'Work may usefully begin 
by allowing an abused 

child/adult to grieve first 
of all for the perfect 

parents they never had' 

their own wrongdoing. I would want 
to emphasise however, that it is 
certainly not a sufficient explanation 
for all of those murders committed, 
and one must be very careful not to 
allow sheltering behind incidents of 
abuse where clearly other factors were 
in play. 

"All this talk about men seems to 
put the mother in the clear, or 
somehow on the sidelines. Of course 
this cannot be so. The child who is 
abused is the victim of both non-
protecting parents. Work may usefully 
begin by allowing an abused child/ 
adult to grieve first of all for the 
perfect parent they never had. 

"From this beginning, it may 
eventually be possible to enable the 
individual concerned to accept his or 
her parents for what they were or are. 
Perhaps this is the greatest 
achievement to be made in such a life 
history. And perhaps it accounts for 
the importance of a book like Cry Hard 
and Swim, where one is given a sense 
of hope at the end — a sense that it is 
possible to come through even 
extremely destructive experiences of 
this sort, and relinquish the anger in 
favour of a more complex 
understanding of human 
motivation." • 

CONFERENCE ON CHILD 
SEXUAL ABUSE 

26-28th June 1988 
"Learning from American 

Experience 
University of Glasgow and 
Children's Institute International, 
L.A. 
Leading American workers 
describe their practice and 
research. 
Speakers include: Lucy Berliner, 
David Finkelhor and Kee 
McFarlane. 
further details from: Conference 
Secretary Social Paediatric and 
Obstetric Research Unit, 
University of Glasgow, 1 
Lilybank Gardens, Glasgow 
G12 9RZ. 

NATIONAL CHILDREN'S 
BUREAU 

25th Birthday Study 
Conference 

28th — 30th June 1988 
"Changing Children's Service" 

further details from: 
National Children's Bureau 

8 Wakley Street 
London EC1V 7QE 

Ihe Scottish Child 
Comment... 

"I don't know how you do it!" is a 
common public reaction when in pubs, on 
buses or trains, or just in social company 
people learn that you work with sexual 
offenders or murderers, or the terminally ill 
or delinquent teenagers or sick babies. 

"You must be very patient / 
understanding /caring / thick skinned / 
hard hearted / callous /calculating!" might 
be the possible range of the unspoken 
subscript. 

How do people do it, who work with 
the harrowing problems thrown up by 
modern living? How exactly do you offer 
help or care, or some sort of rehabilitative 
structure to those that society deems 
criminal or insane or beyond hope or just 
seriously ill? 

And just as important as the question 
how, is why people become involved in 
one type of work as opposed to another. 
What are people's personal motives 
beyond wages and job security and 
employment conditions? 

In a modern society where divisive lines 
are drawn ever more firmly, nurses are 
attributed often with the qualities of 
angels, police and prison officers with the 
personalities of hard authoritarians, social 
workers are regarded often in the tabloid 
eye as hoplessly idealistic naive softies, 
and so on for other groups. As always the 
reality has to be far more complex. 

...and invitation 

The Scottish Child plans to run a 
series of articles which discuss both the 
how and the why of work with people,. 
Readers are of course the primary source 
of knowledge and insight on these 
subjects. We know that there exists a 
range of views. We invite contributions 
and enquiries for inclusion in the next 
issue. 

We have in this issue Janette Chisholm 
working in the area of sexual abuse, who 
talked in her interview of a degree of self—
knowledge being a prerequisite to her 
work. This brings to mind the thoughts of 
an educationalist which may provide a 
useful starting point. 

"There are three phases of knowledge in 
the teaching profession. The first, when 
the teacher of Latin needed to know Latin; 
the second, when it was recognised that 
in order to teach Johnny the teacher must 
know Latin and Johnny; and the third 
when it was realised that she must know 
herself to be an effective teacher." 

Knowing ourselves brings its own 
rewards. Sharing insights brings others. 
There is another aim to this series though. 
Unpacking professional mysteries and 
secret jargonated codes of operating, we 
believe in the long run strengthens the 
bonds between different groups in society. 
At the very least fantasies bred on fiction 
have to be blown. 
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REVIEWS 

The Virtue in Rea 
NARRATIVES OF LOVE AND LOSS 

— STUDIES IN MODERN 
CHILDREN'S FICTION by Margaret 
and Michael Rustin (Verso £7.95) 

READING THE ROMANCE by Janice 
A. Radway (Verso £9.95) 

Deirdre Robertson 

"One Hundred and A-eeeighty!" 
Hearing this once, even as 
background absent-minded telly noise 
is enough to make the blood run 
cold. It's the darts players - their fat 
beery masculine presence is the 
biggest turn-off known to this 
woman. The call itself is like some 
primal celebration of strutting rutting 
staghood — and they're not even 
handsome stags. The fag drawn at. 
in nervous anticipation, the pints of 
lager quaffed hungrily at greedy 
flabby mouths. Yuck! 

For some reason, the dissolute 

image of the TV darts match comes 
to mind when looking at people's 
writing about other people's books. 
Your reaction, dear reader, to third 
remove from actuality in reviews like 
this, is your own responsibility. 

It might be the calling up of 
opposites. Literary criticism can 
come across as such a poncy clever-
clogs kind of thing to get into, that 
to maintain a sense of equilibrium, 
your mind has to call up something 
grubby and ordinary - like darts 
matches. 

It could be something numerical 
activating the unconcious. Like 
numbers of words in a sentence. As 
the dense convoluted prose with its 
qualifyings and paretheses creeps up 
in sentence to the 100 word mark, 
something snaps. It's the One 
Hundred and eeeeighty effect! 
Editors, who are supposed to know 
about these things and keep things 
simple and communicable, I suppose 
let their attention wander sometimes. 
Perhaps they want get home to see  

the darts. 
It is a great disservice that 

husband and wife, sociologist and 
psychotherapist, Michael and 
Margaret Rustin do themselves in 
Narratives of Love and Loss. Perhaps 
they have too much say. 

Separation and loss issues, a 
psychiatrist acquaintance informs me, 
are THE common factors in the 
histories of long stay patients in 
hospital. Loss of mother, or mother 
figure at the wrong time seems to 
mean loss of stable identity for 
many. Children's stories which tackle 
the experience of loss have a great 
role to play. The Rustins have 
produced a mastery study of a 
selection of such literature. 

C.S. Lewis's Narnia stories for 
example provide the reader with the 
emotional hardware to weather loss 
in his or her own life. Little 
Edmund, separated from his parent 
by wartime evacuation is drawn in 
the imaginary lad of Narnia, to the 
wicked White Queen , as if in spite 
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ching for the Sun 
of himself. She provides (seduces) 
him with "Turkish Delight", 
Edmund's hunger is really for his 
own mother, but he can't resist the 
substitute chocolate, even though he 
knows the sweets are not given 
without conditions. 

The emotional capacity, when 
under stress and hardship, to retain a 
sense of the good in onself and of 
hopeful -Quomes, is an attainment 
requiring iffe-long endeavour. It is an 
ability rooted in stable early 
relationships and fostered by growth 
experiences like access to good books 
and stories. 

Not the kind of growth task that 
gets much space in telly marketed 
Transformers books, taking up an 
outrageous amounth of shelf space in 
my own home. Accompanying clutter 
of ugly models and taped stories 
about these creatures really do push 
back the standards of good taste. 
Separation, loss, Godhead, loneliness 
time, death, imagination, rebirth — 
none of it. Just goody Autobot  

monsters slugging it out with baddy 
Decepticon robot monsters. 

The Rustins' analysis of a dozen 
of the more demanding, and they 
would argue fulfilling, authors 
(Philippa Pearce, E. Nesbit and 
others) is a valuable guide to parents 
and children's literature students. I 
just hope though that kids won't be 
force fed on -good" books when 
they're maybe not ready for them. 

But what do you do when your 
own off-spring won't read anything 
but Transformers pulp? Perhaps it's 
the same dilemma as when your best 
friend tells you she reads romance 
fiction. I mean! 

Professor Janice Radway has gone 
into the motives underlying the 
reading of the romance. Women, 
mainly married and between the ages 
of 25 and 50, in the face of public 
ridicule (husbands and children) that 
their tastes are frivolous and vaguely 
pornographic, induge in this reading 
habit in huge numbers. Oh good! 
Now we can all own up. 

An interesting study of women's 
motives revealed that high on the list 
of reasons for reading romance came 
"Simple relaxation" and "Because 
reading is just for me, it's my time" 
This is middle American woman 
speaking. The act of reading in itself, 
for those whose lives are devoted 
almost entirely to the care of others, 
is about time for me. In its modest 
way, a break for freedom. 

Radway argues that the content of 
romantic pulp, although it has to 
eschew feminist idealogy, (I'm not a 
women's libber, but...) generally 
portrays heroines as working, 
independent, competent beings who 
have legitimate sexual desires. 
Woman can see themselves through 
this material as coming out, at least 
in some things, "on top". 

Romance fiction, Radway finds, is 
at the one time, both conservative 
and oppostitional. Perhaps you could 
say the same thing about reading The 

Sun. Perhaps some of us might even 
find some darts players sexy. 
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REVIEWS 
We take a look at the first in the current BBC 'Play on One' series, Peter McDougall's 

'Down Where the Buffalo Go'. 

Home is Where the Heart is 
DOWN WHERE THE BUFFALO GO 

television play by Peter McDougall 

(BBC Scotland) 

Colin Chalmers 

There's a powerful scene in this play 
where Willie, who's just been made 
redundant, forsakes the pleasures of 
the redundancy party to sit outside 
his ex—wife's house, looking in at his 
ex—family. He can only see half the 
room because the blinds are half 
down, but he sees his children 
playing and going to bed, his wife's 
legs moving about the living room, 
and a pair of trousers walking in. 
Willie gets a peek at the family life 
that he's somehow let slip away, and 
weeps. 

Just about all the adults in Down 
Where the Buffalo Go seem to be out 
in the cold, left behind, somewhere 
other than they should be. Carl, the 
main character, is a US serviceman 
stationed at the US nuclear base on 
the Holy Loch. He's approaching 
middle age, his marraige to a local 
Scottish woman is on the rocks, and 
he's no idea where he belongs. This 
play, like so many of Peter 
McDougall's is about situations that 
leaves people estranged and cut off 
from what they could be `if—only', 
and how people deal with these 
situations. 

The play is at its best in showing 
how cold economic forces determine 
so much of people's lives, the power 
of money in everyday life. This is a 
subject little dealt with in 'serious', 
middle class drama. Before Willie 
gets his redundancy slip he won't 
give one of the unemployed men 
hanging around outside his work 2 
bob; afterwards he gives him a fiver 
—something has changed for Willie.  

Willie must give his ex—wife another 
carpet to see his kids. A prostitute 
sells her daughter to a US sailor and 
reminisces to her afterwards about 
how she loved walking up the street 
with her in her pram — "that pram 
was the pride of me". 

It's like the GIs at the beginning 
of the play who stay out overnight 
and inevitably get caught and sent to 
jail. There are rules governing this 
world that have no compassion or 
humanity about them, that degrade 
and dehumanise and can't be 
challenged. Maybe we should be like 
the drunk with a whisky in either 
hand on the Dunoon ferry 
celebrating the plethora of prostitutes 
going over to the US base. In this 
play Scottish people are impotent as 
their economy becomes one of 
providing service industries for a 
system run by uncontrollable forces 
gearing up for war. 

There's certainly no romanticising 
about this stuff. We get a long hard 
stare into a society that offers no 
promise, that cuts people off from 
any power over their own lives, So 
how do people deal with this? Most 
of the men seem to drink all day, 
Carl's younger buddy thinks about 
sex all the time, Willie gets out, 
accepts the geography of economics 
and move to London. Greenock no 
more. 

Willie's move is about the most 
hopeful, if you can call it that, act in 
the play. For Carl, whom the play 
centres on, there doesn't seem any 
way out. He's already realised that 
he doesn't believe in the fantasy of 
middle America he's been selling his 
wife and daughter for years. He had 
wanted a home where the buffalo 
roam and the deer and the antelope 
play.But when he sees the nuclear 
horror and grim trivia that lies 
behind his America dream he doesn't  

have anything to replace it with. He 
is washed up on the shores of the 
Clyde, estranged, home—less. The 
iron laws grind into action because if 
you don't go along with the myth 
you're breaking the rules, and there 
is the slow, steady knock of the 
military police to bring you back into 
line. 

Down Where the Buffalo Go is 
undoubtedly a powerful play, but 
there is romanticising of a kind. The 
older folk, like Carl's father—in—law 
may not be able to do anything 
about this grim world, but they seem 
to have a memory of a time when 
things were more decent. And the 
kids, all wee girls, seem rather 
unrealistically to be untainted by the 
effects of the depressing situation 
around them. They're not only 
untainted, they seem to be the sole 
receptacles for all the hope that's left 
in the adults. 

There's a little girl that Carl meets 
at the end of the play who had 
earlier sold him a toothbush from 
her 'shop' raising money for 'the 
little children in Ethiopia'. She asks 
him if he wants anything from her 
shop — he clearly does, because he 
expects her, his own 'my little 
marine' daughter and, as his last line 
goes, "the kids, man, the kids" to 
provide the hope he has lost. Fat 
chance when they're hussled into 
prostitution as soon as their mums 
can get them into bars. 

Maybe it's too much to ask of 
Carl, or Willie, off with a shot of 
whisky on the bus to London, to be 
honest with their kids, stop idealising 
and sheilding them then throwing 
them to the wolves. You're left 
wondering if the big men in this play 
could maybe deal with the filth and 
fantasies around them a bit more 
themselves, instead of expecting the 
little wains they love to death to do 
it for them. 
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REVIEWS 

A PERFECT SPY BBC adaptation of 
John Le Carre's novel 

Colin Chalmers 

British spies are very much in the 
news these days. They're mainly in 
the news because of the 
government's round—the—world 
attempts to keep their stories of what 
they've done out of the news, but no 
matter. It seems quite ironic perhaps 
that at a time when all this hushing 
up of shady going—ons of the secret 
service is taking place, the BBC 
broadcast a TV adaptation of John 
Le Carre's A Perfect Spy, a fictional 
account of a British spy gone wrong. 
Peter Wright is kept from our 
bookshelves, but in Magnus Pym, 
the subject of A Perfect Spy, we are 
allowed free access to an 
understanding of what makes so 
many of our secret defenders tick. 

John Le Carre has written 
numerous spy novels, and a couple 
of his recent ones have been adapted 
for television, with Alec Guiness 
playing the role of George Smiley in 
Tinker Tailor, Soldier, Spy and Smiley's 
People. His stories make good, 
wholesome, establishment TV — 
suspense, intrigue, the endless, 
necessary fight against communism 
and, in the great tradition of country 
house murders, order restored in the 
end. But with A Perfect Spy Le Carre 
looks deeper into the psyche of 
British spies. Like Dickens, who 
supported slavery and exploitation 
but nevertheless gave us great novels 
(and TV adaptations), showing up 
the corruption of his society, Le 
Carre shows us the rotteness at the 
heart of the British establishment. He 
supports that establishment and all it 
stands for, but his honesty as a 
writer brings out the pain and 
emptiness so often felt by its high 
servants. 

A Perfect Spy is the story of 
Magnus Pym, a double agent, who 
while supposedly working for the 
British secret service is actually 
working for the Czecks. Uniquely, it 
traces back the motives of a 
typically English double agent to his 

A Perfect Spy? 
childhood, making the connection 
between a childhood of deception, 
survival by lies and a hopeless 
search for love and acceptance, with 
an adult life in the service of the 
more secretive parts of our civil 
service. 

Magnus Pym is born into intrigue. 
His father is a conman who is 
whisked off to prison in front of the 
young Magnus; Magnus goes with 
his mother to stay with her 

1 
embittered brother, a fire and 
brimstone preacher. He overhears 
that his father was able to get the 
original capital for starting up his 
business by blackmailing his uncle 
about an incestual relationship. He 
finds out about his aunt's secret 
drinking habit, and proud of finding 
out where she 'gets her wobblies 
from,' tells the family and is 
promptly caned. Truth doesn't get 
you very far in young Magnus's life. 

When his mother is taken off to 
'hospital' — a lunatic asylum — he 
tries wetting the bed to be with her. 
And after seeing someone at school 
having an epileptic fit, he fakes one 
in order to get to hospital to be with 
her and away from the oppressive 
atmosphere of the uncle's house. 
This strategy is well rewarded, for in 
hospital his father turns up, fresh out 
of prison, with a teddy bear. 

From then on lies, deception and 
betrayal are clearly marked out for 
young Magnus as the way to 
survive. As he gets older, and 
becomes more involved with his 
father's shady deals and the larger—
scale shadey deals of the British 
secret service, he is incapable of 
knowing what truth is, where love 
lies and who he really serves. 

His life as a spy is marked out by 
duel loyalties — to the true—Brit 
Jack Brotherhood (surely not an 
accidental name for this character) 
and to Axel, his Czeck recruiter who 
bit by bit gets him working for the 
'opposition'. Axel offers him love, 
acceptance — the things that 
Magnus craved and was denied in 
his little England public school 
childhood. Axel eventually confronts 
Magnus with the hypocrisy of the 
system that he has grown up in and 
supposedly works for —`all the junk 
that made you what you are, the 
privileges, the snobbery, the 
hypocrisy, the father's, the class 
system, the historical lies' — and 
offers him the role of the perfect 
spy, which Magnus is all too eager 
to accept Axel, playing on Magnus's 
needs but also offering real 
friendship, becomes his partner in 
espionage. 

In the end, the Americans find 
Magnus out, and he kills himself in 
a British seaside guesthouse that is 
the nearest equivalent to home that 
he can find. Order is restored. The 
traitor is brought to rights, going to 
the bathroom to do the decent thing 
before the SAS bursts in. 

Or is it? One fictional character is 
killed off, but in the story of 
Magnus's life, some home truths 
about the emptiness and decadence 
of British ruling class life have been 
let out the bag. 1111 
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THE STORY OF MY BOYHOOD AND 
YOUTH by John Muir (Canongate 

£2.95) 

Deirdre Robertson 

Born before the dawn of 
pychology, Muir shows precious little 
insight into why this might have 
been. Boys, he continually assert are 
wild creatures. He relates an episode 
when he was two years old and 
comes close to expressing indignation 
that his mother laughed when upset, 
he told her that he'd swallowed his 
tongue. At the same age he tells of 
being thrown into seaside pools while 
in the charge of servant girls and 
hating it. 

His father thrashed his children 
regularly, but not on the Sabbath. 
"The sure sore punishments" that 
followed his every move "like 
shadows" seemed his outstanding 
memory of family life. 

School offered no comfort on this 
front either. Muir coudn't conceive 
of anything that would concentrate 
his mind better than when as a 
strippling boy, he was whipped and 
thrashed by his teachers. "If we 
failed in any part, however slight, we 
were whipped; for the grand, simple, 
all—sufficing Scotch diseoiwy had 
been made that there was a close 
connection between the skin and the 
memory, and that irritating the skin 
exited the memory to any required 
degree." 

Relationships in the playground 
revolved around fighting.- Being 
caught fighting of course meant a 
double thrashing — one from father 
at home and one from teacher. Muir 
and his brother would for relief, hunt 
cats, throwing one unfortunate 
creature from the roof of their house 
to test whether it would land on all 
fours, play with gunpowder and 
shoot lead at gulls and solan geese, 
break nest eggs, and such like. 

He and his brother played 
"scootchers", a dare game after 
lights out. Climbing out of his 
bedroom dormer window, hanging 
onto the sill with one finger, the 
wind all the while "making a 
balloon of my nightgown." Brother 
David's efforts to emulate this feat 
and consequent loss of nerve while 

Thrashing Machinery 
hanging on for life outside led to 
John's exhorting him at all costs, 
"Diana greet, dinna greet, I'll help 
ye doon. If ye greet, faither will 
hear, an gie us baith an awfu 
skelpin." 

It's best to begin near the end. As a 
young man, whilst a student at the 
University of Wisconsin, John Muir 
indulged his love of mechanical 
inventions. 

"I invented a bed which set me on 
my feet every morning at the hour 
determined on, and on dark winter 
mornings just as the bed set me on 
the floor it lighted a lamp. Then, 
after the minutes allowed for dressing 
had elapsed, a click was heard and 
the first book to be studied was 
pushed up from a rack below the top 
d the desk, thrown open, and allowed 
to remain there the number of 
minutes required. Then the 
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' "the sure sore 
punishments" that 

followed his every move 
"like shadows" seemed 

his outstanding memory of 
family life' 

machinery closed the book allowed it 
to drop back into its stall, then 
moved the rack forward and threw 
up the next book in order, and so 
on, all the day being divided 
according to the times of recitation, 
and the time required and allotted to 
each study." 

John Muir spent four years 
studying at the University of 
Winconsin, studying no set course, 
after which he "wandered away on a 
glorious botanical and geological 
excursion which (at the time of 
writing) lasted nearly fifty years." 
He spent his summer vacations 
labouring long hours harvesting on 
his father's farm, making and selling 
beds that were alarmed to set the 
mid-nineteenth century American 
sleeper-on-the-make on his feet in 
the morning. At nights he deprived 
himself of sleep to work on botanical 
classifications, catching a couple of 
hours before the bed did its work. 

John Muir spent many years 
exploring the North Amercian  

wilderness. He chronicled his 
discoveries of animal and plant life 
most notably in the Sierra Nevada. 
He undertook numerous walks such 
as the one from Indiana to the Gulf 
of Mexico, living rough and carrying 
not much more than "a sack of flour 
and a poke of tea tied up in one 
corner." John Muir is regarded as 
the initiator of the National Forest 
Parks and the father of the 
environment movement. 

It's best to have begun near the 
end, because the beginning is a good 
deal grimmer. 

Born in Dunbar East Lothian in 
1839, Muir was the son of a stern 
fiercely religious evangelist father 
and mother who carried out her 
husband's every wish. "When I was 
a boy in Scotland," he begins, "I 
was fond of everything that was 
wild". 

Muir almost sounds critical of his 
father (his mother barely gets a 
mention), when the exasperation of 
continual toil on the farm as a young 
man in Wisconsin interferes with his 
own developing interests. Almost, but 
not quite. His father's cruelty to a 
horse, his hard driving of his 
children (John was once required to 
dig single handedly an 80 feet well 
shaft) while he himself was taken up 
with preaching and bible study — at 
no point evokes any criticism or ill—
feeling on John's part. "In all our 
devious ways and wanderings, "he 
said to his father on his death bed, 
"we have loved one another." 

"All these various thrashings," 
says Muir of his early years "were 
admirbly influential in developing not 
only memory but fortitude as well." 
"He prefers to spend the bulk of this 
unfinished biography writing about 
plant and bird life. He also had the 
manufacture of propelling beds for 
vicarious comfort. In later life aged 
41, he married Louie Wanda 
Strentzel, the daughter of an 
Austrian Fruit merchant. His travels 
seem to have been barely interupted. 

We should be grateful to 
Canongate for making this look into 
this bare soul, the product of a grim 
dour and unloving culture. But 
because it reads so clearly to the 
late twentieth century eye, as a life 
in flight from crushing relationships, 
it is a deeply sad work. 
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THE SCOTTISH CHILD AND THE LAW 
School Exclusion 
It is now ten years since the 
publication of the 
recommendations of the PACK 
Committee on the problems of 
truancy and indiscipline in 
Scottish schools. Amongst the 
report's more controversial 
recommendations was that 
persistent indiscipline in school 
should be a ground for referral 
of a child to a Children's 
Hearing. The proposal received 
a fairly negative response as it 
was argued that schools would 
be encouraged to push their 
own reponsibilities for internal 
discipline onto other agencies, 
and consequently the proposal 
was never implemented. 

However, a recent stated case 
in Strathclyde Region has 
suggested that in any case such 
an amendment would be 
unnecessary since the means 
already exist in the current legal 
machinery for such a referral. 

D.v. Kennedy was decided 
on 16 October 1987 within the 
Court of Session. It deals with 
a child referred to a Children's 
Hearing in July 1986 for failure 
to attend school regularly 
without reasonable excuse. For 
the majority of the period in 
question the boy had in fact 
been excluded from school for 
an incident of indiscipline. The 
Reporter produced a certificate 
of non-attendance from the 
school as well as evidence from 

On page 12 of our Autumn 
1985 issue we reviewed 
consultative memorandum 
prepared by the Scottish Law 
Commission on the legal 
capacity and responsibility of 
minors and pupils. The results 
of the consultation have now 
appeared in the Scottish Law 
Commission's report which has 
been laid before Parliament on 
16 December 1987. 

The report is the first stage of 
the major project on the law of 
children and the Law 
Commission will be going on to 
review topics of custody, 
guardianship and the scope of 
parental rights and duties. 
However, the Commission feel 
that their recommendations are 
sufficiently well contained to 
have even drafted a bill on the 
change to the age of legal 
capacity which they hope 
Parliament may consider.  

the Depute Headmaster about 
the reasons for the boy's 
exclusion. He then relied upon 
the case of Keily v. Lunn 
reported in 1983 Scots Law 
Times at page 207, to establish 
that where a child has missed 
school because of his own 
deliberate wrongful actings, this 
could not be used as a 
reasonable excuse. 

The Sheriff hearing the 
application found the ground 
established on the basis of that 
argument, but his decision was 
overturned by the Court of 
Session on two counts; 1) that 
Keily v. Lunn did not apply to 
proceedings relating to 
Children's Hearings, and 2) that 
no specific evidence had been 
led about the incident which 
had brought about the 
exclusion, which had not been 
witnessed by the Depute 
Headmaster giving evidence. 

However, the Court went on 
to state: "Though we express 
no concluded opinion upon the 
point, we recognise that a 
different answer might well be 
required to be given if in any 
case it is established that an 
exclusion order had been made 
necessary by reason of actings 
of misconduct on the part of the 
excluded child". 

It appears likely from these 
words that a referral to a 
Children's Hearing could occur 

The basis recommendations 
of the report follow those 
outlined in the original 
consultative memorandum. In 
particular, the Scottish Law 
Commission proposes that the 
basic age at which a person 
should have the capacity to 
enter into any legal transaction 
should be 16. However, there 
are exceptions proposed to this 
rule: 

1) a person over the age of 12 
should have the capacity to 
make a will; 

2) any child over the age of 
12 should still be required to 
consent to his or her own 
adoption 

On the vexed issue of consent 
to medical treatment, the 
Commission proposes that a 
person below the age of 16 
should have the capacity to 
consent to any medical 
treatment if in the opinion of  

on the basis of failure to attend 
school providing that the 
reasons for the exclusion can be 
proved by proper first hand 
testimony. Reservations must 
still remain about the 
practicality of such _a referral: it 
will certainly open up the school's 
disciplinary procedures 
to a rigorous examination by 
court, which play be no bad 
thing for all concerned. Even if 
the grounds are established, the 
problem of an appropriate 
disposal for a Children's 
Hearing remains. Interestingly, 
another of the PACK 
Committee's recommendation, 
that the introduction of special 
day units for the educationally 
disruptive child has come into 
vogue again, although the 
somewhat sensationalist 
labelling as -sin-bins" will 
hardly create a constructive 
atmosphere for their 
implementation. 

For the child in the case of 
D. v. Kennedy the disposal 
would not have been very 
important whatever the decision 
of the Court of Session. 
Although the original referral to 
a Children's Hearing took place 
in July 1986, the case was not 
considered by the Court of 
Session until October 1987. 
Two months later the child was 
due to leave school in any 
case. 

the doctor attending that person 
the person is capable of 
understanding the nature and 
consequences of the treatment 
proposed. However, the 
problems raised by the Gillick 
case remain unanswered as the 
Commission has viewed the 
problems of conflict between 
parent and child of medical 
treatment to be better resolved 
in their future work on parental 
rights and duties. 

The previous reservation 
expressed in our review of 
Autumn 1985 remain, in 
particular the worry over the 
increasing emphasis on the 
magic age of 16. In general, 
however, the Commission's 
recommendations, if 
implemented, will produce a 
greater certainty within the law 
and we look forward to their 
future consultation in the area 
of parental rights. 

Malcolm Schaffer.  

London is warm and windy on this 
darkening winter day, I am on my 
way to talk with Lord Mackay, who 
has agreed to mark his departure 
from the Chairmanship of The 
Scottish Family Alliance by giving an 
interview to The Scottish Child. 

You expect to see gas lamps 
flicker in the Dickensian gloom of 
the stairs leading to the Lord 
Chancellor's apartments. A high— 
ceilinged room, windows 
overlooking the Thames, The Wig on 
a stand, a mirror nearby and the 
robes draped at the ready over a 
chair. We sit where he can see 
the television screen — an 
incongrous enough object in these 
surroundings — which should tell 
him when to throw on the 
vestments of high office and 
march in procession to his 
Woolsack in the Chamber. 

Now I am here I find that the 
questions that interest me are not 
at all to know what the English 
resistences might be to the 
appointment of a Scottish—born 
Lord Chancellor. Seeing the 
setting in which he has to 
function, what I wonder, can be 
the attractions of such a role for a 
Scot whose religious and cultural 
conditioning is of quite another 
sort? 

The Right Honourable Lord 
Mackay of Clashfern was born 
plain James Mackay, attended 
George Heriot's School and 
followed a long line of Scots 
scholars in studying Mathematics 
and Natural Philosophy at 
Edinburgh University before going 
south to gain highest Honours in 
Mathematics at Trinity College, 
Cambridge. Only after this 
formidable beginning did his 
thoughts and intentions turn in 
the direction of the law where his 
career has been similarly marked 
by success and public 
recognition. 

Perhaps, having conquered all 
the Scottish "peaks", it was 
natural that he should gravitate 
south to England and to the 
honour of holding the ancient 
office of Lord Chancellor — a 
position of enormous influence 
both atop the judiciary and as an 
adviser to the Prime Minister. 
Indeed that very week the first 
lady Lord of Appeal has been 
appointed — the possibilities for 
some kind of change are clearly 
there and likely to be used. 

I am interested to know his 
thoughts on the proposed Family 
Courts for England and Wales so, 
inevitably we begin with the 
Children's Hearing System which 
some have said offers a good model 
for England to follow. 

Review of Scottish Law Commision Report on the Legal Capacity 

and Responsibility of Minors and Pupils (HMSO £7.90) 
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Lord Mackay 

Interview with the Lord Chancellor  
"My general impression of the 

Hearing System is that it works 
well. It has features that to my 
mind are very desirable. Both the 
use of lay people and the work of 
the reporter are important aspects. 
However, although what has been 
set up works well in Scotland it 
doesn't follow that it would work 
in England. Pressures are 
generated by the institutional 
frameworks within which people 
operate and, as things are 
currently organised, local 
authorities play a large part in 
that. Children in England seem to 
be dealt with in a more impersonal 
manner". 

Because of the local authorities, 
I ask? May this not rather be 
because the courts and the 
magistrates themselves contribute 
to the creation of that atmosphere 
by their more impersonal methods 
of dealing with children? 

He talks then at some length 
about the philosophical dilema of 
sorting out the proper place for 
care and punishment within a 
juvenile justice system. 

"There are problems in the 
position that Kilbrandon adopted. 
Can we really talk about a unified 
concept of care? Can the approach 
for the child wrongdoer and the 
child who is harmed in some way 
really be integrated? Kilbrandon 
certainly tried to make it so. 
However, it is my view that the 
criminal aspect of the Panel is not 
its most logical feature. In 
England certainly, there seems to 
be a very strong feeling that the 
distinction between care and 
punishment must be made and 
maintained." 

This point of view seems to 
stand at odds with his next 
statement. He says that the 
Scottish system which separates 
the final decision of a child's case 
— the "disposal" as it is 
unhappily termed — from the 
providing of fact is a very good 
feature. In addition the time 
allowed by Children's Panels for 
each case and the scope and style 
of the discussion in a Children's 
Hearing are all aspects of the 
Scottish system to be 
recommended. We know too, he  

acknowledges, that the percentage 
of children who deny their guilt in 
offence cases remains very low. 

So perhaps there is more to 
imitate and learn from after all? 
This brings us back to those 
institutional frameworks with 
which we began. Lord Mackay 
speaks with great warmth and 
praise of the magistrates, of their 
"elaborate" training, (although 
magistrates in fact do very much 
less pre—service and in—service 
training than panel members) and 
of the careful process of selection 
of the right individuals for the 
important role of magistrate. 

"England, much more than 
Scotland, is now a multi—racial 
society. Family Courts, however 
they are eventually set up will 
have to reflect that fact. I fear 
that many people have quite 
unreal expectations of what these 
proposed new courts will do. It 
may be because of the me they 
have been given. Perhaps it 
encourages the belief that the 
family will be safeguarded in such 
a setting. In reality it is likely that 
such courts will just as often be  

concerned with the unmaking of 
families as with their conservation 
and protection. I do think there is 
an unwillingness to face this 
among some groups as well as a 
hope that the new courts will act 
as some sort of a panacea for the 
state of strife and breakdown 
which is the lot of many 
families". 

And what then of the 
specialisation implicit in the 
creation of such a type of court? 
Lord Mackay is unconvinced of the 
benefits of this. He values his 
own wide experience of the law. 

"In Scotland, given the size of 
the country, and the amount of 
legal business which is available 
you cannot afford to practice in 
too narrow a range. The 
experience you gain as a lawyer 
therefore tends to be broader in 
Scotland than in England. I have 
been looking at the position in 
Australia where family courts have 
been set up and have not worked 
well. I suspect this is at least 
partly because those who serve in 
them do no other kinds of court 
work. 

On balance I favour people 
doing a variety of work. It has 
been my experience that where 
you allow overspecialisation to 
develop, the quality of work 
deteriorates. It must be said also, 
that the work of the juvenile court 
has traditionally been seen as of 
lesser status than that of the 
adult courts. The consequence of 
this is that it tends to attract 
those of lesser ability or those at 
an early stage of their legal 
career." 

We are now at the end of our 
time together and very far indeed 
from the thinking and working of 
the Children's Panel — that group 
of adults who only consider the 
cases of children, who do not 
adjudicate from afar within a 
court, who do not withdraw to 
deliberate their decision in private 
but sit and debate it openly with 
the family present throughout. 

A very different model of justice 
to fit a very different country. It is 
as if the history of Scotland and 
England is contained, distilled, 
within these different legal 
systems: powerful, class—ridden 
England entangled in its 
hierarchies and its secrecy, and 
Scotland, staunch defender of the 
democratic tradition, thirled to a 
belief in John the Commonweal. 
Small wonder that, from his lofty 
perch, this Scottish Lord 
Chancellor sees no ready meeting 
of two such diverse paths. 

Rosemary Milne 
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LETTERS 
Social Work in Fife 

Allan Bowman, Fife Social Work Director 
Dear Editor, 

It is interesting to reflect on 
some questions raised by last 
November's Fife Social Work 
-University of Lancaster 
conference in the light of the 
interview with Allan Bowman 
in the Winter issue of The 
Scottish Child. 

The conference was 
ambitious in scope and 
courageous in opening up to 
debate and comment, child care 
policies which are being 
viewed with some scepticism 
indeed criticism — by a range 
of observers. Of course 
"radical" child care policies 
are not new — particularly 
those Which involve a 
commitment to the rundown of 
residential care, the discharge 
from care of children to their 
own families as soon as 
possible and the seeking of 
permanent alternative families. 

No quarrel can be made 
with the idea that strategies for 
change have to be linked to 
research, theory, and good 
management information. But 
of course, it can be much 
harder to acknowledge the 
subjective and prejudiced value 
and cultural base which is 
present alongside that well-
informed knowledge base. 

Our own experience in 
Lothian, in introducing our 
"permanent policy planning' 
and building in the research, 
theory, monitoring, as well as 
the staff consultation and 
trainin:, and development, has 
shown us that there is a need 
to win the "hearts and minds" 
of ALL those who must be 
part of the new plan. Style of 
leadership at the top will 
ultimately decide how major 
change is introduced and 
carried through - that's no 
doubt why we all listened with  

particular attention to the 
masterly account by Allan 
Bowman of the direction his 
department is taking. 

At the end of the day all 
those working with children 
need to learn the lessons of 
recent child care research, 
some of which was recounted 
at Fife — about the dangers 
of children drifting in care and 
the damage being in care can 
do to children who have 
already had their start in life 
jeopardised in some way. But 
in saying this we must also 
hold onto the knowledge that 
parents sometimes see care in 
the short term as essential to 
help them cope with immediate 
problems. So, more needs to 
be done by us to sort out 
when "care" is positive 
intervention and when it can 
set off a string of events like 
those described in recent 
pieces of child care research. 

Gerry O'Hara 
Regional Officer - Children and 
Families 
Lothian Regional Social Work 
Department. 

There are a few, for whom a 
good conference is one "light 
on the content, and heavy on 
the bevy-. Such interest would 
have been disappointed by the 
recent gathering in St. 
Andrews on the management 
of child care. Sponsored by 
Fife Region Social Work 
Department and Lancaster 
University, this was a serious 
occasion, refreshingly deviod of 
the cloying sentimentally, that 
so easily attaches to debates 
about social work involvement 
with children and their 
distressed families. 

Dr Jean Packman of Exeter 
University and David Thorpe 
of Lancaster presented 
trenchant contributions on the 
ways children are received into 
care. Social workers needed to 
look at their own part in 
preventing the arrival of family 
crises, and if residential care is 
arrived at, systems can often 
prolong the separtation from 
the family beyond the "crucial 
first six weeks". 

The theme running through 
this conference was that 
research needs to be harnessed 
to policy planning, to identify  

achievable objectives for staff, 
and to training and 
development. 

"This process is a continual 
one of refinement, change and 
improvement.. .Managing 
welfare services is managing 
the permanent revolution 
because circumstances never 
stay the same." Thus spoke 
Fife's Social Work Director, 
Allan Bowman, grounding his 
philosophy of good social work 
management firmly in reality 
with a slide of his annual 
budget allocations. In contrast 
to the interview with him in 
the last issue of The Scottish 
Child, Mr Bowman gave no 
hint of any lack of grasp of 
Scottish ways of child care. 

There is a knotty problem 
with radical change in large 
institutions. If you move too 
slowly, die-hard traditions will 
simply accommodate the new 
and render them ineffectual. If 
you move too fast you set the 
institution into a panic. Staff 
feel deskilled, undervalued, 
misunderstood and just plain 
cross - no mean consideration 
when it is staff who are the 
principal service resource. 

It's early days for New 
Wave Fife, of course, and 
whether or not they get the 
pace and ingredients of change 
right remains to be seen. By 
the same token, criticism of 
their approach is premature. 
Child-care managers in other 
parts of Scotland, who feel a 
sense of unease at what they 
perceive as the ascerbic 
dismantling of time-honoured 
traditions in Fife, can draw 
comfort perhaps from the 
opportunity to watch it fail. 
Alternatively they might 
perhaps find themselves 
wishing they'd got there first. 

Julie Warren 
Muirhouse Centre 
Edinburgh 

How Now...Scottish Child? 
As an enthusiastic supporter of 
The Scottish Child. I was 
dismayed, disappointed and 
enraged by the absurd and ill-
chosen illustration used to 
head the article Me and My 
Therapist in your Winter 
edition. 

After having worked as a 
speech therapist almost 
continually for three decades  

in schools in Glasgow, and 
later Tayside, I have yet to 
meet a colleague remotely 
interested in conversing with 
'brown cows', but have 
encountered scores of over-
worked and under-valued 
young therapists, deeply 
committed to the job of 
communicating with their 
patients, as well as with co-
workers in allied professions  

whether education or health. 

Unfortunately, this is not 
always easy and one of the 
obstacles often met is the kind 
of inappropriate and antiquated 
stereo-typing, of which this 
dreadful drawing was a 
particularly noxious example. 

Come on, Scottish Child - 
hundreds of hard-working 
speech therapists in Scotland  

deserve better than this - 
thousands of Scottish children 
(and their Mums) will testify 
to that! 

Please, let's have no more 
hoary old chestnuts of this sort 
- our working lives are hard 
enough already. 

Yours sincerely 
A. A. Wilson 
Senior Speech Therapist Tayside 
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Sexual Abuse 
Your last issue gives powerful 
insights into the human 
dilemmas that surround the 
topic of child sexual abuse. 
The glimmer of hope that the 
Children's Panel system can 
bring to this problem is rightly 
championed. Nevertheless, I 
and many professionals 
continue to see and to review 
(often in large multidisciplinary 
case conferences) numbers of 
children whose futures are 
slowly being destroyed, or who 
are becoming more and more 
disturbed, but for whom 
sufficient grounds for a hearing 
cannot be found. We then 
fmish up waiting for the mark 
of some physical injury before 
any action is possible. Or 
perhaps we have medical and 
strong circumstantial evidence 
of sexual or psychological 
abuse, but the parent(s) or 
other perpetrator does not 
admit it. How does Fred 
Kennedy bring these cases 
before a hearing? Even then, 
Malcolm Schaffer reports that, 
if no offence is proven, 
effective action can still be 
difficult to take. 

We need to place a higher 
value on the child in our 
society. The victims of sex 
abuse often live on in guilty 
silence and many will become 
the parents of the next 
generation of abused children. 
Fred Stone poses many 
questions about our attitudes 
and response to this problem. 
Do we need an alternative to 
our present criminal model of 
child abuse to provide some 
solutions? Could it then be 
more possible for an abuser to 
admit responsibility and to 
seek help? 

Many more skilled therapists 
will be urgently needed as 
increasing numbers of cases of 
child abuse come to light. 
Professionals too need their 
support as Fred Stone points 
out. This applies particularly 
to paediatricians and GP's 
who are becoming involved in 
this often uncomfortable work 
(about which we still have 
much to learn) and usually 
with no pychological support 
for themselves. 

Lastly, is child abuse 
preventable? Intensive help for  

at risk families has been 
proved successful, but for a 
problem so widespread we 
need to look to our schools. 
Health education in all its 
forms should be as central to 
the curriculum from primary 
one to school leaving as is 
literacy and numeracy. We 
need to place more emphasis 
on helping our children learn 
about their relationships with 
one another, to encourage their 
sense of feeling valued, to 
learn their responsibilities to 
others, and to learn more 
about their bodies. And all 
children need to learn more 
about their future role in the 
care of children. Many 
children already have excellent 
teachers. We need now too a 
change in the basic curriculum. 
To ensure all children have 
this chance, these values 
should be central to the ethos 
of our teacher training colleges 
as well. Here is one great 
opportunity to get it a little 
better for the next generation. 

Paul Carter 
School Health Service 
Aberdeen 

Children and 
Family 
breakdown 
Dear Sir, 
Following the recent 
establishment of the Family 
Conciliation Service in 
Aberdeen, a pilot project has 
been undertaken involving the 
appointment of a Child 
Councillor. My task is to give 
special support to children 
whose parents have recently 
separated or divorced and to 
help them express and cope 
with their feelings. It is also 
hoped, through this project, to 
carry out some research into 
the impact of family break 
down on children. I would 
welcome, therefore, hearing 
from any others involved in 
similar work or research. 

Lesley Aberdein 
Child Counsellor 
Children and Young People 
Counselling Service, Aberdeen 
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I
suppose there's really no sport 
that isn't derived from play. The 
language seems to say so, we 
'play' games, We talk of 'playing' 

well, of good/great 'players', of 
playing for the first team or the 
reserves. Even those sports that we 
don't play, like down hill ski-ing or 
motor racing, are still obviously 
connected to sledging, to go-karts, 
pedal cars, scalextric. 

When I was a child, I used to climb 
and play in trees a lot, and I used to 
run through woods and fields, and 
swim in rivers and lakes and the sea 
as well as in swimming pools. Even 
now, I find indoor swimming pools 
strangely unsatisfactory; all that 
chlorine and echoing enclosed 
shouting and a blue green flickering 
pallor over everyone. 

However a good heated swimming 
pool is a lot better than nothing in a 
climate like Edinburgh's, and in the 
housing scheme where there were very 
few trees to climb, ball games were 
'prohibited', and an awful lot of hard 
tarmac space had been given up to 
make room for cars that many people 
couldn't afford. In fact the word 
'scheme' always seemed particularly 
apt to me. The 'schemers', the 
building contractors the architects, the 
housing executives, had all departed 
to the leafy suburbs with rich pay-
offs, and the victims, a great many of 
them children, were left to live with 
their mistakes. 

T
o me, building an adventure 
playground, was an attempt to 
restore to childrens' lives 
something which had 

obviously escaped the planners' 
calculations when they built their 
walkways and underpasses and 'graded 
slopes. When they made it necessary 
for children to go down 10 flight of 
stairs or ride in a urine-smelling unlit 
lift, if they wanted to leave room, in 
their neatness and orderliness for 
untidy tatty places that children could 
claim, and make their own. 

The first kid I met had already 
claimed the patch of waste ground, 
that we were going to develop. He 
was a tough, dirty faced 6 year old 
called Craig, always accompanied by 
his feeble side-kick and his 4 year old 
sister. He was the leader of his gang, 
and he had a camp in a clump of 
brambles, made up bits of old carpet,  

bin liners, a broken chair, a shopping 
trolley, sodden carboard boxes. As it 
becomes clear to him that we were 
quite a big gang and were going to be 
working there every day for a while, 
he became the playground's first user, 
scrounging bits of wood and nails, 
playing with the tools, trying to nick 
them sometimes, always taking an 
interest. 

We started in August, and by 
November, we'd built and weather-
proofed a palisade fence and put up 
some structures of 4 X 2 and plywood 
stretched between telegraph poles sunk 
in concrete. We'd bought a safe store 
for the tools, a lorry container and 
painted it with Rainbow colours 
"Wester Hailes Adventure 
Playground" only to find the police on 

the site one morning telling us that it 
had been stolen from the Glasgow 
docks. It was last seen, bright green 
and gold on the back of an artic, 
roaring along the A9. I was living on 
a caravan on the site, combining the 
job of night watchman and playground 
worker and trying to ensure . that the 
hut and the structures weren't burnt 
down, because they were vulnerable, 
out in the no man's land of the 
recently reclaimed quarry. 

A
s more and more kids came 
into the site and made it 
theirs, we would have wild 
evenings, arranging off cuts 

of ply into ramps, setting them on fire 
so that kids could try to lead their 
bikes over the flames. On Bonfire 
night, we built a fire 25 feet high, and 
kids from different gangs, after weeks 
of raiding each of their camps for 
supplies of wood for their own small 
fires, came up in the muddy chilly 
evening and gazed in awe at the 
enormous blaze. They ate hot dogs 
smothered in ketchup and roasted 
tattles by rolling an old washing 
machine drum over and over in the 
embers. 

And gradually, as children of 
different ages started to come 
regularly to the playground, I began to 
learn of some of the problems that 
they faced. Children sleeping in stairs 
and drying greens for nights on end; 
two boys aged sixteen and twelve, 
trying to run a flat without their 
parents; girls of eleven and twelve 
who seemed to be looking after 
younger children almost single-
handed; kids whose parents were 
violent, and who seemed to live on 
pokes of chips and treated home like 
stray cats; kids who were in trouble 
with the police; kids who were 
kipping school; kids back from 
residential care, or on their way to 
residential care, or the `cessie', or up 
before the panel as a sort necessary 
'0' grade in adolescence to gain credit 
with thier peers. It was clear that most 
of their 'crimes' were a flight from 
boredom and neglect, a demand for 
importance. They would come up to 
talk, to have a convivial smoke, a cup 
of tea, to muck about, to help out, to 
feel they were workers, big men, 
twelve year olds struggling for a few 
wheelbarrow loads across the rutted 
ground, then giving up. Gogs, Wee 
Mac, Beastie, Slimy, Fly, Minger. 
They were the leaders of their world. 
If they got behind the playground it 
would work, if they didn't it would 
become a target rather than a 
magnet. 

, 
 W

hen I left that patch of 
ground, I'd watched it 
through four seasons. 
There was now a hut on 

a concrete foundation which would 
become the centre for a youth work 
project. There were dances and 
discos, snooker and table tennis. 
There luridly painted structures 
rambling all around the centre of the 
site and there was soft red blaise 
underfoot to minimize injuries from 
falling. The last job I did was to build 
a boat railway sleepers cut and cured 
and set in concrete, a poop, a rudder, 
a mast painted spiralling red and 
white like a barber's sign, with a 
crows nest made of a sawnup barrel 
bottom. We poured tow tons of beach 
sand into the boat. The wee kids loved 
it, and paid it the ultimate compliment 
by bringing their own toys with them, 
to play in the sand. 

Mark Ogle 
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