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letterspeterborough

Musical mice that 
don’t sound so nice

Picture that!

stAg-gerINg: On 
a short break in 
the New Forest we 
came across this 
tree that seemed to 
be advertising in 
wood some of the 
forest’s residents – 
displaying almost 
the form of a 
stag’s head. 

Mrs J. Facey, 
Wokingham, Berks.

Nursery rhyme 
for our times

Out of the mouths  
of babes

Our granddaughter was being 
taken to nursery by her dad.  

On passing our local church, 
our son asked three-and-a-half-
year-old Imogen:  ‘What do you 
do in church?’  

She replied: ‘We sing, daddy.’  
‘Don’t you pray?’ her dad 

asked, to which she replied:  
‘Don’t be silly, daddy, you pray in 
a prayground.’

Mr M. J. Platt, Weston, Cheshire.

Sign Language

PLEASE DON’T ADD BOX BORDER

Wordy Wise
SIGNIFICANT MOTHER —  
Andy Murray’s mum.
SWIMBLEDON — all awash with 
the rain and tears.
B A DVA N TA G E  P O I N T  —  
Henman Hill in the rain.
BRAND SLAM — Nike work if 
you can get it.

Antony Dean, Keighley, W. Yorks.

Anagram
The Lords reform debate claim  

=  
Themed for Liberal Democrats.

Alan Swift, Dartford, Kent.

This England
SpOtteD in a diary of drama 
events: ‘An Ideal Husband by 
Oscar Wilde’, followed by ‘twice 
Nightly by paul Kerensa’.

Mr H. W. Aplin, Bristol.
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FIXeD up: Well, you were 
warned! This is not a real 
advert on a bus shelter, but a 
clever internet fake.

  Sylvia Flower,  
Cheadle Hulme, Cheshire.

Teachers’ literacy
I WelcOMe Michael Gove’s plans 
for a stronger emphasis on the 
teaching of grammar, correct spelling 
and punctuation (Mail) but, as things 
stand in the teaching profession, it’s 
doomed to fail.

During my secondary school 
teaching career from 1972 to 2010, I 
saw the ability to read, write and 
speak english correctly decline 
markedly. Students are individuals, of 
course, and vary in intelligence and 
environment, but my despair is caused 
by the low standard of literacy in 
many supposedly qualified teachers.

My daughter, a psychology graduate 
who had a grammar school-type 
education and achieved ten O-levels 
including the sciences, humanities 
and a foreign language, has re-trained 
as a primary school teacher.

As a newly qualified teacher, she’s 
being mentored by someone ten years 
her junior whose efforts to write a 
coherent, grammatically correct 
report on her performance are full of 
errors. this person also appears to 
lack basic general knowledge.

these shortcomings don’t seem to 
have affected this person’s career: he/
she holds the post of school literacy 
co-ordinator and is openly critical of 
my daughter, presumably finding her 
threateningly  intel l igent  and 
well-educated.

Of course, the teaching unions are 
set to frustrate Mr Gove’s initiative; 
they must be deeply concerned that 
many of their members are about to 
be exposed as incapable of teaching 
basic elements of our language. 

My guess is that the remedy will be 
provided by a bunch of english 
advisers (making a fortune in the 
process) designing an It programme. 
No actual teaching will be necessary. 
All the boxes will be ticked; job done.

I began my career with huge pride; I 
left feeling overwhelmed with sadness 
and embarrassment.

 Name and address supplied.

Cash to splash
AMANDA plAtell says IVF is ‘low 
priority’ in the NHS (Mail). Not in 
cambridge. Four weeks ago, we saw 
Health Secretary Andrew lansley on 
the  tV news  de fending  h is 
Government’s plans for the NHS to 
members of the royal college of 
Nursing at their congress. cuts were 
the main issue.

twenty minutes later, we had 
coverage of the grand opening of 
Addenbrooke’s Hospital’s IVF unit — 
with the latest equipment and more 
staff than you could shake a stick at. 

Just a few miles west (in the same 
county) is the world’s leading IVF 
centre, Bourn Hall, established 30 
years ago, offering these procedures 
with experienced staff.

though primarily privately funded, 
Bourn Hall provides IVF treatment 
for NHS patients by arrangement 
with NHS authorities in the east and 
South-east — surely a cost-effective 
approach to an emotive and 
controversial need.

Addenbrooke’s must have cash to 
splash. I’d like to ask Mr lansley 
about this. He is, of course, one of the 
local Mps.

KEN MARSH, Fulbourn, Cambs.

Age-old problem
ONe afternoon in 1963, my friend and 
I, aged 12, sat idly on the swings in our 
local park, watching two teenage boys 
kicking a football about.

two children we knew wandered 
into the park and the lads stopped 
playing football to turn their attention 
to the little girl and boy, who were 
about five and six.

We watched as the older boys led 
them to the run-down shed used as a 
changing room. Intrigued, we crept 
up to the shed and cautiously peered 
into a grimy window. 

to our horror, the boys had already 
partially stripped the children and 
were sexually interfering with them, 

as the little ones sobbed. We started 
kicking the shed as noisily as we 
could. the boys ran off, we went in, 
dressed the crying tots and walked 
them to their home nearby. 

to our dismay, when we knocked on 
the door and explained the awful 
event to their mother, she pushed the 
children into the hallway behind her 
and glared angrily at us.

‘Don’t you ever tell anyone about 
this,’ she insisted. ‘It would ruin my 
daughter’s life.’ We told her we 
wouldn’t and she slammed the door.

those two lads had no access to 
porn videos or the internet. I believe 
sexual abuse was always as common 
as it is now, but at least a victim can 
come forward today, without fear. 
Don’t blame the internet.

Name and address supplied.

Peephole plagiarist
turNer prize artist Mark Wallinger’s 
installation at the National Academy 
as part of the cultural Olympiad 
(Mail) could be seen as plagiarising 
the work of another artist, Sandy 
powell, award-winning designer who 
worked on movies the Aviator and 
Gangs Of New York.

the 2007 picture House exhibition, 
at Belsay Hall, Northumberland, 
included an installation by Ms powell 
that involved a ‘peephole’ into lady 
Middleton’s bedroom. the work ends 
as the figure in the room becomes 
aware they’re being watched and 
moves as if to open the door.

Wallinger’s work, though dressed up 
with reference to the classics, has the 
same script: someone being watched 
and the viewer caught in the act.

I don’t think a piece that is obviously 
similar to an earlier exhibited work 
deserves such a lofty platform as the 
National Gallery. 

No doubt Sandy powell will have 
something to say about this.

TOM MOORE,
Jesmond, Newcastle upon Tyne.

No evidence
It WAS reported that Abu Qatada 
had ‘influenced Djamel Beghal, an 
Algerian linked to the Finsbury park 
mosque, who was jailed in France for 
plotting to blow up the American 
embassy in paris’ (Mail).

In reality, Beghal was sentenced to 
prison in France even though the 
French court of Appeal decided in 
2005 that there was no evidence of the 
existence of any plan to bomb the 
embassy apart from statements made 
by Beghal while in illegal secret 
detention in the uAe. the Appeal 
court dismissed these because they 
had been extracted under torture. 

ARNAUD MAFILLE,
 Cageprisoners, address supplied.

Doggy name games?
I HAVe a Mabel (letters), a Dotty 
and a Grace in my home — my three 
cocker spaniels (pictured below). 

My cousin has a labradoodle called 
elsie and it’s great fun when Mabel, 

Dotty, elsie and Grace meet. We think 
they’re wonderful names.

CATHERINE BATCHELOR,  
Clevedon, Somerset.

Wailing wall
AlAN GrANt’s response to a 
complaint of pettifogging bureaucracy 
(letters) sums up much that is wrong 
with society.

He adopts a disdainful manner 
t o w a r d s  t h e  c o m p l a i n a n t ,  
saying he should have phoned his 
local authority to ‘ascertain what 
 official permissions he might need to 

email: pboro@dailymail.co.uk

Is it true there are plans to merge 
the Duke of Wellington’s regiment 
with the Green Howards to form the 
Green Wellingtons? 

SANDY PRATT, Lingfield, Surrey.

HavInG read 50 shades Of Grey 
(purely for research, you 
understand), I feel it’s more likely to 
win a hooker than a Booker prize.
PAUL HUTCHINSON, Wallasey, Merseyside. 
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If DavID Cameron gets his way  
over paying for care of the elderly, 
gravestones will no longer be 
engraved ‘RIP’, but ‘IOU’.

TERRY DUNCAN, Bridlington, E. Yorks.

MessaGe for sue Barker: fire 
another rocket, the b*****d’s 
still alive. 

HENRY MacDONALD,  
Westcliff on Sea, Essex.
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Straight to the poINt 

Little Miss Muffet sat on 
a cushion 

Made from curtains owned 
by her prince, 

When along came  
Jack Horner, 

Who thought he should  
warn her, 

and what he had to say made 
her wince.

 
said little Jack Horner, 
sharing her corner,

We must now eat sardines 
with our chips, 

and though it’s so odd 
To do without cod, 
It must not, says your prince, 
pass our lips.

Brian D. Jones, Bournemouth.

... and Limerick
The cheering was heartfelt 
and loud 

from the Brits in the 
Wimbledon crowd.

Though it wasn’t his day, 
We’d just like to say: 
‘Well done, andy — you did us 
all proud!’ 

I. G. Fenner, New Milton, Hants.

We’ve had a most  
peculiar sound, 

That thundered like a boom.
It rattled down the chimney 
and it echoed round  
each room.

  
sometimes it came upon us 
Just before we went to sleep 
Or else it interrupted 
Into our slumber deep.
  
We had no kind of inkling of 
Quite what this sound might be.
It was a thing not understood, 
Or so it seemed to me.
  
Just recently, we’ve had  
a mouse 

Come on a winter visit.
at least we thought it was  
a mouse 

But we weren’t sure what is it.
  
He nibbled through a sack  
of nuts 

and on our breakfast bar, 
He climbed into a cereal bowl 
and did an objet d’art.
  
This action went a bit too far 
and we were not impressed.
It signalled swift departure for 
Our uninvited guest.
  
a sonic rat repel was plugged 
Into a handy socket 
To greet the greedy gourmand 
With a right resounding rocket.

  
Later that night, the  
boom began 

and it went on for weeks.
and in a lilting overtone, 
I sensed small  
sniggering squeaks.

  
On Monday, it was nice, 
I thought I’d hang the  
washing out.

I couldn’t find the washing line, 
not anywhere about.
  
That night the boom  
began again, 

and John said: ‘That’s enough! 
I’m going to investigate, 
It’s time for getting tough!’ 

We took a torch and  
ventured out, 

and up upon our roof, 
We found the source of  
our disquiet.

This is the honest truth.
  
around the Tv aerial 
and chimney did entwine 
strung like a giant double bass 
Our missing washing line.
  
and lined up all along the string 
Were 57 mice, 
strumming away like  
dervishes – 

It didn’t sound too nice.
  
We flashed the torch up on  
the tiles 

and mayhem then ensued.
The mice let go and  
tumbled down, 

some making gestures rude.
  
We then began a pow-wow 
and at last it was agreed 
That they would leave our 
house alone 

If we fed them with seed.
  
so now the lawn bird  
table hosts 

Brown furry, long-tailed tits 
and we sleep sweetly through 
the night, 

Which thrills us both to bits.

Ruth Twyman Lockyer,  
Bouldnor, Isle of Wight.


