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From: Frank Kennedy – email: FandJKenn@aol.com
Dear Kirkbyites,

With regret, I have to inform you of the death of Joe Kennedy on 9 March 2005, at the age of 86 years.  My father died peacefully at St Quentin's care home, Newcastle-under-Lyme, Staffs.  He had been staying there for nearly 4 years, after suffering disabling strokes.

The funeral will be in Newcastle-under-Lyme on 22 March. You may have read the e-mail I circulated on 18 Feb. about Joe and his time at Kirkby.

With best wishes,

Frank Kennedy

Dear Frank,

My deepest sympathy to you, your mum and your siblings on the loss of your beloved father. I had the privilege of communicating with him and attending his history lectures at Kirkby _ in 1954-55 when I was a student and again in 1961 as a teacher-trainer undergoing training. I shall always cherish fond memories of his gentleness, his kindness and his hospitality towards those of us who were fortunate enough to have contact with him.

 
We visited your mum and the family at the family flat in Kirkby on several occasions and there was always a cup of tea to welcome us. Your mum was a tower of strength, taking care of the family and giving her full support to your dad in caring for us. Please convey my heartfelt condolences to her.

Be consoled that your dad is in a better place with the Lord now and he need not suffer any more. May God bless him with eternal rest in eternal bliss.

Warm regards,

Janet Chan (Siah)

Dear Frank,

I was very distressed to hear of the passing of your beloved father. My deep condolences to him, your mother and your siblings. I recall with great affection the kindness, hospitality and the very caring attitude of your late father, a man always with a gentle smile. I remember that about two years ago I wrote to your mother from whom I learned regrettably that Joe had not been well and was in a nursing home. Your mother visited him, I recall from her reply, practically every day. I also expressed in my letter to your mother my great admiration for a man, a teacher and a friend who had the stirling qualities of utmost commitment to work, deep human understanding and constantly enquiring the welfare of other people especially that of his students. As a young man then, I learnt a lot from his passion for work, devotion to duty and his great smile. 

May he rest in peace.

Best wishes to you all.

Chiam Tah Wen

Kirkby 1954-1956 & 1962. 

I have also received an e-mail from Mr Moorhead son, Frank Moorhead :-

Dear Frank:

Please accept my heartfelt condolences on the death of your Father. I have very vague memories of him, since I was probably only about 7-8 years old when I last met him, but I remember he and your Mother used to live in one of the huts close to the playing fields (our hut was at the "top end" of the College, close to the fence not far from the main entrance). I'm not sure whether any of your (subsequently) large family were born at the time. It must be a very difficult time for you all, especially your Mother.

Please pass on our best wishes to her and all your siblings. You are all in our prayers. May he rest in peace.

Kindest wishes

Frank Moorhead

From: Zainal Arshad - 4th batch Kirkby (1954-56)

email: janza@streamyx.com

Dear Zainal,

A week ago when I was "researching" Kirkby College on the internet I came across a webpage called "Memories of Kirkby" put up by Kirkby Times ( a local newspaper).  One section of it read....

"Anyone is invited to send in their stories or recollections of the past. Maybe you just worked/studied here, or went chasing some girl here in the 60's!  If you've got a connection here, please write in with your memories of what things were like.  If you're reading this website, you have access to a computer. What you need to do is open up Microsoft word, or notepad, and write down your memories of Kirkby. Write it from the heart".  

So I sat down and compiled an article and submitted it.  I was pleasantly surprised to see MTTC Kirkby in the webpage.  And the editor wrote his piece at the bottom of the article. Since then Helen Livesey-Jones, the daughter of our geography lecturer Mr Jones wrote a very nice letter to me after reading the article in Kirkby Times.  I have replied to her.  It would be nice if you could include my letter and the website address for other Kirkbyites to view.  

Kind regards.

Zainal Arshad


The following is what Arshad wrote:

Introduction

I wonder how many who live in Kirkby remember or realise that there was a teachers' training college which existed from 1951 to 1962 specially for Malaysian students. In 1951 the Government of the Federation of Malaya (now Malaysia) established the Malayan Teachers' Training College at Kirkby, Lancashire for the training of Malayan teachers. In the words of the pioneer Principal of the College, Mr Robert Williams, "By any standard, it was unique in the history of Education. For the first time, the Government of a country had established in a far-off land a teachers' college for its own students. Never before had any Government in the world set up its own College in Britain…. The Board of Governors was appointed in autumn 1951 with the Vice-Chancellor of the University of Liverpool as the Chairman…. The University of Liverpool Institute of Education undertook the examination of Kirkby students thus ensuring that the professional standards of the College should be equivalent to those of its member colleges. At the same time the Institute allowed freedom for the Malayan College to develop in the way best suited for training for teaching in Malaya."

                                                   In November of the same year, Mr G J Gurney, an experienced British Education Officer who had served in Malaya for many years was appointed Vice-Principal. He later became Principal, affectionately known as ‘Papa Gurney'.  An extract from the Annual Report of Education in the Federation of Malaya 1951 described the establishment of Kirkby College with the following exciting words 

"This unique educational experiment aroused world-wide interest and revealed the existence in the United Kingdom of an enormous fund of goodwill towards the teachers and pupils of this country. One can think of few things more beneficial for Malayan primary schools than the regular periodic blood transfusion of a group of teachers whose spirit and minds have been expanded by travel and whose professional skill has been developed and disciplined in the first class Training College." 

The Young Malayans (now Malaysians)

I was one of the fortunate, amongst the thousands, who was trained at the Malayan Teachers' Training College at Kirkby. I was there from 1954 to 1956. Each year 150 young Malaysians were selected and sent there for a two-year training course. 

We were young and inexperienced. But the two years at Kirkby changed us. We became knowledgeable young men and women with a broad outlook raring to return home to share the wealth of knowledge we gained with the children of Malaysia. We did our teaching practice in schools around Kirkby. Blackbull, Fazakerley, Bootle, Wigan, St Helens, Knowsley, Southdene, Ormskirk and Aintree are names still familiar to many of us. I wonder how many of the children we taught remember the teachers from Malaya. Many Kirkby students used to frequent Anfield at weekends to watch Liverpool play. Many are still strong supporters of Liverpool FC. 

After Kirkby

When we returned to Malaysia we were sent to various parts of the country to teach. A few of us were even sent to Brunei on loan. The name Kirkby-trained teachers became known to most parents. And we did well and contributed to the development of education in the young independent Malaysia. Quite a number of the teachers, however, left the profession after several years, to further their education and to pursue careers in other professions. There were those who became Judges, lawyers, doctors, engineers, businessmen and government civil servants. Many remained in the teaching service and became very successful teachers, headmasters and headmistresses, lecturers, university professors and officials in the Education Ministry. One of the Kirkby-trained teachers, a close friend of mine, Dato' (a Malaysian honorific title) Yunus Rais left Malaysian shores in 1962 to pursue degree courses in England. He subsequently started his own English Language School in London. Yunus is now the principal of Sels English Language School located in Covent Garden, London. When we had an alumni reunion in September 2001 he wrote the following: 

                "The first group of 148 students were sent in the winter of 1951 to train at an emergency teacher-training college in a tiny hamlet about six miles from the city of Liverpool, called Kirkby Fields. The place was literally farm followed by farm. It had been a munitions factory in the Second World War. They sailed on S.S. Chusan on a 21-day journey.  The selection for the two-year training course at Kirkby looked for able candidates, with the potential for a degree course, who would on their return serve as teachers in the Education Department for at least five years. 

 
Among those chosen were young men and women from rural areas and poor families, who could not have gone on to Higher Education unassisted. The good mix of candidates from well-off and educated families and the children of labourers and farmers produced a magical quality that benefited Malaysia in no small way. 

Kirkbians (Kirkbyites) can be expected to say that even God smiled on this pioneering educational programme that had a Malayan curriculum taught in England by well-qualified staff, most of whom were graduates from such universities as London, Oxford, Cambridge and Aberdeen. 

The place was redolent with friendliness and open-minded discussions, high thinking and good manners. The content of the courses and the pedagogy were eye-openers for most of the trainees, who took home innovative approaches and a liberal attitude to learning. Education as a whole was elevated to a higher plane". 

Reminiscing the past

The young men and women from Malaya had two wonderful years in Kirkby. Never a weekend went by without an invitation from the friendly and warm people of the area. Groups of students would be invited to English homes to have tea or to join them for picnics. In turn the college invited many local residents to witness cultural presentations and even stage plays performed by the students. Many Kirkby residents had the opportunity to sample some of the Malaysian cuisine prepared by the students. In later years a number of them visited Malaysia and were warmly received by their foster "children". My greatest delight was to be chosen together with other students to appear in the film "A Town Like Alice" which starred Virginia McKenna and Peter Finch. We enjoyed two weeks in London filming at Pinewood studios. I also had the good fortune to teach in the same school as Mr John Wilson, the world famous British author whose pen name was Anthony Burgess. He was then serving in Brunei. 

From 1977 to 1986 I served in London as the representative of the Government of Malaysia Tourism Office. I visited Liverpool on business several times and never failed to make a detour to visit Kirkby. So many changes had taken place. The college was demolished. Even the Kirkby railway station had a new site. But Kirkby Store and the local pub at the entrance of the college were still there. How nostalgic. I was surrounded by many locals who asked whether I remembered them. They had worked in the college as maids, cooks, cleaners, gardeners and electricians. An elderly gentleman told me students used to frequent a fish and chips shop near the college. He told me his wife was running it. . I remembered it well. I was saddened to learn she had passed on. 

Kirkby gave us a unique and exciting experience. The name Kirkby is still very well-known in Malaysia. In fact the former students still meet from time to time although many of us have passed on. As one Kirkbyite wrote, "Kirkby is an emotional landmark that will not fade. It will remain forever in our memory and our heart. It will be remembered fondly for as long as we live". 

I would love to hear from anyone who has any memory of or connection with the college. 

Zainal Arshad

Editor’s Comments:

43 Years, and still the name of Kirkby is held in high esteem in Malaysia

This is a great addition to Memories of Kirkby, and it's a heart warming tribute to our town, still remembered in such high esteem after all these years by Mr Zainal Arshad and his fellow Malaysian 'Kirkbyites'. Please e-mail him if you remember the Malayan student teachers, or were in any way involved. Some of those who educated themselves here have sadly passed on, and I'm sure readers who remember back to the early days of Kirkby would send there condolences. 

Times have changed, but the memories of the Malaysians point to a decent kind working class community that welcomed these students to what must have seemed a strange land. The Malaysians have long had a mixture of various cultures in their own Country and are in a way similar to us Scousers. That some still call themselves Kirkbyites is a tribute to the older generation here, which greeted these good people. The good manners, kindness and willingness of Kirkby people to help the students become familiar with our culture are acts of kindness which are still remembered 43 years later. 

'For Truth and Knowledge'

In tribute of and in anticipation of what might be 'better days' Kirkby Times will be adopting the old emblem of the Malayan Teachers Training College. We might make some addition to it, but the motto of 'For Truth and Knowledge' is as good a motto as any to live by and has long been the standard under which Kirkby Times chooses to campaign under. It certainly did not do the Malayan classes from 1951 to 1962 any harm. Nor the thousands of Malaysians who have had the benefit of being educated by the Kirkbyites. 

We thank Zainal Arshad and all the former Kirkbyites in Malaysia and wish them, there families and the young people of Malaysia all the very best of luck. We also wish all the teachers in Kirkby past and present all the best, especially the older retired teachers who will remember the pioneering spirit, which Kirkby once took in educating people. 

Editor of “Kirkby Time”

Dear Zainal Arshad,

You have done a great job. I am sure those who read the above article will feel proud too. 

I am sure there are many of us who would like to add or comment on Arshad’s article above. As suggested by “Kirkby Time” you may send your comments  direct to the Editor or to me or Zainal Arshad  himself  

I received an  e-mail from Frank Kennedy :

Dear Zainal Arshad,

Many thanks for your note, and for pointing me to the Kirkby Times website.  It is an excellent presentation, and even brought back some memories from my early childhood.  I have a feeling my mother already has a copy of at least part of this article.

Since I've been living and working in Liverpool, and latterly Ormskirk, over the past 14 years, I have been involved in several activities in 'new' Kirkby.  I've used the station a few times.  

The town has severe problems, and by British standards is very deprived economically.  Going into some of the shops, you would not think you were in one of the world's richest nations!  There is long-term unemployment as well as low-waged non-progressive work, ill health (partly because of pollution from its industrial estate, where standards are lower than other places in the UK and rest of western Europe) and drug abuse.  All this on top of, and in my opinion related directly to, its isolation from the inner Liverpool homeland of most of the families who were moved there, and its drab design.

Yet the spirit of the community and the friendliness of people which you recall is still very evident, in my experience.  Not long ago, local people wrote and performed a musical comedy about the factory pollution in Kirkby.  It was hilarious!

The one time I tried to locate the college site was about 7 years ago, when I had occasion to attend a funeral at St Kentigern's RC Church on Melling Lane.  My efforts ended in anti-climax, as other readers may well have found.  The modern housing estate obscures the layout of the original camp and fields.

Thanks again, and all best wishes,

Frank Kennedy

The following article appeared in Panduan 1952/1953 was written by “RUMPF” but in reality Mr Gurney had confessed to Dato Sidek that he was the author of the article:

EXCAVATION AT KIRKBY

It is over 500 years since Mars conquered the World – as its arrogant little inhabitants used to call it. In the quin-centenary celebrations held two light-years ago throughout the Free Universe, one of the minor incidents of that glorious exploit was not unnaturally forgotten by the Pan-planetary public. Only specialist historians of the Colonial Stellar Affairs remembered the slight miscalculation, due to a hydrogen hitch, whereby the vanguard of the 71st Inter-Atmosphere Car Division overshot its objective and crash-landed on a range of insignificant hills, called the Pennines in the earth vernacular. The southern part of this geological formation was pushed forward by the force of our impact and overwhelmed an area of several hundred square earth-miles lying to the north of a busy little estuary known as the Mersey.

Excavations at Kirkby, situated in the centre of the buried region, were begun a few years ago by battalions of earth-slaves under the direction of Professor Pteropod Pfumpf of the 19th Martian Bureau of Archeology and have already led to disclosures of great interest. Deep below the Pennine debris laid the remains of an almost self-contained camp or settlement inhabited by a strange tribe of beings who called themselves Malayans. Where these creatures sprang from and what they were doing among the native people, a race of mixed Celtic, Anglo-Saxon, Scandinavian and Hebrew origin, is a subject for speculation.

Dr. Zany Uranium, Reader in Earth-history at the 5th Satellite University, believes that their home was in South East Asia, 8,000 miles away, but his colleagues dismiss this theory as too fantastic. Miss Gliadine Marsbars, who visited Kirkby on a two-day Research Scholarship in Pre-Martian Spastic Psychiatry, has no doubt that this strange colony in Pre-Liberated England was planted by the Pre-Freed Communists as part of their 3rd Peace Offensive. In support of her theory she cites the great variety of dress worn by the colonists: English pullovers; American ties; Hawaian shirts; Turkish trousers and French berets; the coloured toga or Sari Malay; the Cheongsam, a kind of Chinese cassock; the anti-mascaras or baju, and the sarong, a garment first worn by the female saint Dorothy Lamour who abjured luxury and adopted the simple life. The aim of the Russian-sponsored Malayans, says Miss Marsbars, was to show the “World” that peoples could break down racial animosity and class-consciousness only by wearing one another’s national costumes.

Professor Pfumpf’s findings do not altogether discount these theories. In an interview he stated that wherever the Malayans came from they were undoubtedly missionaries who endeavoured to spread the cult of the Mouse deer, a gentle and diminutive creature whose habitat was the jungles of Southern Asia. Addressed as “Sir Peace of the Forest” and worshipped as the embodiment of all wisdom and harmony, this animal was the central feature of their evangelical work in the surrounding schools. Even today, 500 years after the Conquest, reactionary Sunday-school teachers are said to use the Mouse-deer method in Liberated Lancashire. Professor Pfumpf’s missionary theory is supported by his discovery that the Malayans kept shrines, well furnished with food, in every conceivable spot in their private rooms – on writing-tables, behind doors, under beds and on top of wardrobes. Around the remains of these offerings he has found the skeletons of thousands of mice and Professor Pfumpf suggests that in the cold climate of their exile the Malayans had to substitute the Mouse for the Mouse deer.

The origin of the most curious of their customs can again be traced to their religion. On every possible occasion from dawn to dark, on greeting one another in the morning, on visiting friends or entertaining guests, in all their goings and comings, they would, it seems, arrange for photographs of themselves to be taken. The Professor’s explanation is that the Malayans were convinced that as long as the Mouse-deer spirit inhabited their bodies all would be well with them. By a kind sympathetic magic, they thought, they could retain possession of the spirit of photography; just as the image was fixed on a negative in the developing process so the spirit would be fixed in them by taking photograph of themselves. As the result, however, seldom came up to their expectations they would never be quite sure that their attempts at permanent possession of the spirit had been successful and so every Malayan continued to take photographs of himself until he die or pawn his camera. 

It is known that the colonists kept slaves who are natives of the locality obtained by capture or purchase. Apart from menials who cooked and cleaned, there was another class of slaves who appear to have acted as local guys, or pedagogues, in the ancient Greek sense of the word. These slightly superior natives must have been rather scarce as one was shared among a group about a dozen Malayans. Professor Pfumpf thinks they are interpreters. D Zany Uranium, however, says interpreters were unnecessary as the colonists spoke English, although he admits that the evidence for this assertion is meagre. It is possible nevertheless that the superior slaves acted as interpreters between the Malayan and the local natives who spoke a peculiar patois known as “skouse” and also helped their masters in their missionary activities both on the Continent and in the undeveloped parts of the country such as Scotland and Wales.

There is no evidence that these semi-educated slaves, though past corporal toil, were harshly treated; indeed, they appear to have been regarded with kindly tolerance and amused affection.

In accordance with their belief in the dual nature of the universe the colonist regarded a certain beast of loathsome appearance as the source of all evil. It was the duty of the principal slave or foreman to placate this creature, by hourly offerings of the choicest delicacies. Pfumpf states that examination of these animal’s remains suggests that the principal slave performed his task with commendable punctiliousness.

At the time of the catastrophe almost half of the colonists were in the sanatorium, or in nearby buildings, which has been made into emergency wards. Dr Uranium suggests that the Malayan had heard the noise of the approaching avalanche and had sought refuge. Pfumpf, however, while agreeing that the medical records available make no mention of an epidemic, points out that the colonist held regular retreats in the sanatorium in the exercise of their religion. This observance, which they called “School Practice,” took place two to three times a year. The self-imposed withdrawal from the world seems to have been restful rather than irksome, and usually preceded well-organised missionary journeys to continent of Europe for which this remarkable people must have needed all their strength and powers of endurance. 

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -

From Janet Siah Gek Quee

Camping in the New Forest

In the summer of 1955 shortly before saying “goodbye” to Kampong Kirkby, I gamely signed up for a Girl Guide camp in the New Forest. I was excited at the thought of going there. The New Forest conjured up visions of Robin Hood and his merry men who had made history by robbing the rich to help the poor in feudal England.

So it was with joyful anticipation that our party set out for the outdoor camp. Upon arrival we were warmly welcomed by the four organizers, all Caucasian and very experienced Guiders.

After the usual cup of tea, the hallmark of British tradition, we were organised into groups of three or four and each group was given a tent to pitch. Khoo Lean Bee, Zain Mansor and I became tent-mates. We set to work to put up the tent by ourselves. Wow! The pole was really heavy and despite three pairs of willing hands we had to enlist the help of the organisers. Spreading out the tent was fun but securing the pegs to the ground was another hurdle. 

We were provided with ground sheets, blankets and a pillow each. To my amazement, the tent was quite spacious. We did not bump into one another as we moved around and chose a spot for our own “bed”. Then came the bed-making. First the ground sheet, then a blanket, next the sleeping bag and another blanket on top. I was just a copycat, observing how Lean Bee and Zain made their “beds” and following them step by step. I would not have found the fold for the pillow if not for Lean Bee who deftly slipped hers into one end of her sleeping bag with a big foldover. No wonder we were not given the pillow case!

After a hot meal we gathered for camaraderie around a blazing fire and belted out old favourites and learning some new songs and games. All too soon it was time to retire for the night. “Day’s done, Gone the sun, From the sea, From the hills, From the sky; All is well, Safely rest, God is nigh!” We then made our way to our respective tents.

Although it was summer, it was cold in the tent. “There’s a draft coming in from the tent opening,” I observed.

“Let’s lace up the flap,” suggested Lean Bee. 

So the two of them made sure that the tent flap was securely tied from inside the tent. When we had wriggled into our cold sleeping bags, we exchanged a few stories and then drifted off into dreamland.

The next morning we were awakened by an English voice. “Yoohoo, are you still sleeping?  You are the colour party, aren’t you? Oh dear! You laced up the flap!”

With a start, we scrambled out of “bed” and changed into our uniforms right away without bothering if anyone was looking. When we emerged from our tent, I felt all eyes were on us as the whole camp had already assembled before the flagpole, waiting for these three “musketeers” to raise the flag. With pounding hearts, the three of us managed to get the commands and steps correct as we hoisted the flag.

After the anthem, we hurriedly brushed our teeth and washed our faces before we settled down for breakfast. Then we learnt why we should never have laced up the tent flap. In case of emergency, we would not have been able to run out of the tent.

That camp was an experience permanently etched in my mind. The three of us were not three blind mice but three country bumpkins who had overslept on the first night in a tent.

:

Janet Siah Gek Quee

P.S.    If I have made any mistake especially with the facts, please give the correct version and your comments in the next newsletter.- Janet

Perhaps Zain or Lean Bee has something to say about the above camping experience you shared together with Janet.

From: Dato Mohamed Sidek Elamdin

(1951-1953)

INTRODUCTION




Every pulse beats the drum of primordial love




Every breath is the flute of impossible hope




Every goblet is filled with you





And I weave





Ever new silken garments of words






Only to hide you.






(Allahyarhamah Annamarie Schimmel)

For some time now I have been assailed by a lingering restlessness – a persuasion of relentless unquiet – that tugs at my sleeves, coercing me to sit down and put to paper some fleeting glimpses of my life, primarily those salient features, events and happenings that stand out starkly against a landscape of three-quarters –of a-century’s run of the mill existence, that of a “has-been” septuagenarian. This account must of necessity include some nostalgic memories of  ‘the good old days’. Even if the passage of time now lends them charm and grace, aura and glow! Not that these events were of momentous considerations, or of any significance to the flow of history, except that they have been very personal to me, mine all the way. This is not withstanding my many inadequacies, idiosyncrasies and of late, senile peculiarities! More importantly, perhaps, I need to relate as to why and how they have affected my life and of those around me in some way or other, and in consequence my spontaneous response and subsequent reaction to such moments.

I must, however, hasten to add that this narration in no way pretends to be a fully fledged autobiography. Frankly, such a nomenclature frightens me, as it is a genus of writing that belongs, as of right, to the enclave of towering icons whose outstanding achievements and contributions, valor and deed, take a pride of place – and indeed a place of pride- in their respective national or international sphere of influence. There is an air of eminent exclusivity about it, a jealously-guarded preserve. Mere mortals like me hesitate, indeed, fear to tread, much less to trespass upon it. Therefore I shall ramble along in utter abandonment , writing as I please and paying scant attention to the strictures of scholarly imperatives, or to any heed or need for literary appreciation or criticism. Sustaining my own identity throughout should take precedent over other considerations. However this will be no cherry-picking, for everything, warts and all, will have to come on board.

Essentially, these observations and anecdotes, in and of my life, are meant for a closed readership, limited to immediate members of my family and perhaps to a small coterie of close friends. Such an atmosphere, therefore, puts me greatly at ease. It will not cramp my style – not that I have much of it – but at least in some measure, it will create a more relaxed and carefree mood that is conducive to writing more coherently, more cogently, more intelligibly for the reader. There is obviously more room, a wider latitude and less restriction within which to roam at will, and roam at will I shall! This may be even at the risk of some times being a bull in a china shop! No problem, small deal, though with much wreckage!

Embarking on this attempt today coincides with two blissful occasions. Today is Ma’al Hijrah. The new moon for the new Hegira year 1426 has risen. The ceremony necessitating the reading of three do’a after ‘Asar prayers has been duly fulfilled as an adieu to the old year. So too has been the three do’a after Maghrib to usher in the new year – in each case beseeching God’s mercy and guidance as well as his protection against the machinations of the evil one. This is no ostentatious attempt at displaying any artificial, pseudo or feigned appearance of devoutness: rather, to convey the sanctity of the occasion.

Secondly, I was truly lucky, nay privileged, today to witness the first daffodil bursting into bloom, occurring somewhat earlier this year. Indeed, what joy it suddenly opens up for me, a kind of new vista, bringing forth fresh and refreshing peace and tranquility to the heart and mind, spirit and soul. William Wordsworth’s breezy and cheerful poem immediately comes to mind and my spirit must necessarily soar, and ultimately like  him too, “my heart with pleasure fills and dances with the daffodils”. I shame the devil when I say without hesitation that this is bereft of any trace of affected air of so called anglicized taste or grandstanding presumptions! Did not John Keats ruminate aesthetically that “A thing of beauty is a joy for ever”? Also, was it not Wordsworth who mused:

To me the meanest flower that blows

Can give thoughts that often lie too deep for tears?

Indeed, the Bard complements all these most succinctly when in one his sonnets he sighs

For we which now behold these present days

Have eyes to wonder but lack tongues to praise.

So, even if at first glance taking up the pen today may seem fortuitous, yet can this day too then not be auspicious in its own intrinsic right? Such prevailing, unblemished ambience should augur well for the future, for deep down within me I fervently hope and pray that the completion of this undertaking will be fully realized. This is concomitant with the glimmer on the horizon heralding Keats’ tenderly elegant dictum that “Hope spring eternal in the human breast”. May the final product of this endeavor eventually see the light of the day -  in the not-too-distant future! However at the outset, I too must promptly tie the proverbial camel securely before fatefully entrusting it to God! Only then can I hopefully attempt at recording, with some humility, “emotions recollected in tranquility” even if “the things which I have seen, I now see no more” (Wordsworth). Yet turning, I remember some yet.

Broadly then , this effort shall concentrate on the following areas of concern: namely, Taiping of the 1930’s ( the then capital of the tin-rich state of Perak) serving as a backdrop to my childhood and adolescent days; the Japanese Occupation with its trauma and suffering set paradoxically against the strengthening of home-grown nationalism; post war education and a brief review of the then prevalent Normal Class teacher-training programme; the Kirkbian experiment – with emphasis on the academic, sporting, social and extra-curricular activities of Malaysia’s first teacher’s training college in the U.K. , indeed, a chronic nostalgia that needs to be detailed at some length; the post-Kirkbian experience and the run-up to Merdeka ; the main stand of education service vis-à-vis the administrative and diplomatic service – a personal testimony; some intimate observations of Malaysia’s first five prime minister with  emphasis on Y.T.M. Tunku Abdul Rahman Putra Al-Haj, Malaysia’s Father of Independence; some of the outstanding qualities of Penang’s seven Governors and their tenure of office in a continuously changing political and social scenario; the role of Universiti Sains Malaysia in Higher education and my stint as a member of the academic staff for twelve years.


This is followed by the beauty of mysticism, and the role of Sufism in cleansing the soul-a maturing and self-fulfilling experience, drawing constant inspiration, strength and sustenance from a galaxy of luminaries, particularly  the illustrious Sufi Master of the 12th/13th  century, Iman  Abu’l Hassan al-Shadhili r.a (at a time when hordes of wild, barbaric European tirbes were roaming and ravaging, plundering and pillaging their own primitive heartlands!)  Another source of joy will be the prolific 13th century Anatolian sufi poet and exemplar of Persian Sufism, Maulana Jalal al-Din Rumi r.a (credited with an inexhaustible treasure of more than 26,000 didactic (Mathnawi) poems and 40,000 lyrical verses) who beautifully defines this esoteric world-view thus:  Sufism means to find joy in the heart at the time of grief “(Allahyarhamah A. Schimmel).  To further validate, reinforce and enhance the intense fascination for this subject, it may be imperative to tap into the corpus of encyclopaedic knowledge of distinguished past masters and mystical connoisseurs whose ‘eye of the inner dimension’, penetrating intellect and veritable erudite scholarship have glowed the pages of history with their dazzling brilliance.

This elaboration wraps up with a short account of post-retirement public service activities, when finally the curtain falls – with no further encore or much ado – i.e the Conclusion.  This has as its setting the onset of autumn in our lives that is now graced by “seasons of mists and mellow fruitfulness ………”. (John Keats).

Quite a mouthful it seems at first glance! However, together we shall take our time to pore, peruse and ponder over it, to take time to chew and masticate it at our own will, at our own pace and pleasure.  And indeed, without being presumptuous in any way, to savour it – or otherwise – for all it is worth.  After all, what is the essence of flavour and fervour, but the prerogative of personal taste and discernment, choice and effort, that hopefully in the end brings about the much-needed personal satisfaction that we all relish and cherish!

This brief introduction now concludes with a simple, universally-famed supplication:

Oh God! I seek refuge with Thee,

from a heart that is not humble,

from do ‘a (supplication) that is not answered,

from a soul that is not satisfied,

and from knowledge that is of no avail.

I seek refuge with Thee from all these four. (Amin)






(Hadith)

Mohamed Sidek Elamdin

Merseyside, United Kingdom,

Ma’al Hijrah/1st Muharram 1426

8th/9th February, 2005. 

NEWS IN BRIEF

Kirkbyite Aerobic for Anti-ageing!!!

The aerobic & breakfast sessions among Kirkbyites organised by Othman Dahlan at Hotel Singgahsana, KL started on 8th January 2005. Half-hour aerobic conducted by Cheong Koon Hoe (4th Batch ) specially for advanced ages. Accompanying music was medley of songs, such as Sway, Tangos and Le Comparsita which brought back memories of Kirkby.. Those who are interested can contact Othman Dahlan, Telephone 03-41083103. The next session will be 2nd April, 2005 at 7.30am. See you !

Good Company:


Ten Kirkbyites met over tea at a mamak restaurant at Dayabumi KL on Sunday 20 March. Woo Kok Keong was on a visit to KL and was leaving for home in Perth the following day. Some decided to meet up and say ‘Hi’ and bye-bye to Kok Keong at the same time. As expected there were stories to tell, some leg-pulling and plenty of laughter. Present for the occasion were Othman Rose, Rafik, Kamaruddin, Victor, Ragavan, Abdullah Marzuki, Jamil, Syed Bakar, Othman Dahlan and Kok Keong of course.

Third Batch Kirkby – 1953-55


March  2004 – 20th Series


c/o 1018 Lorong Gunung Rapat 2


31350 Ipoh, Perak


Tel: 05-3127411


E-mail: � HYPERLINK "mailto:haji02@pd.jaring.my" ��haji02@pd.jaring.my�











Dear friends,


It was with great difficulty that I managed to produce this Newsletter. Although I sent several appeal letters to some close and reliable friends there was no response except from Janet. I have come to a stage of giving up but if I do that our strong bond of friendship will fade away. I therefore tried to get articles from here and there, and with the help from Janet, Zainal Arshad and Dato Sidek & Othman I managed to produce this newsletter. I hope you enjoy reading.


For those who joined Kirkby after 1955 will remember a lecturer by the name of Mr Joe Kennedy, a History lecturer I was told, and  I was informed by his son Frank Kennedy that his father had passed away on 9th March 2005 at the age of 86. I have also received a few condolences from some Kirkbyites who remembered him.





Zainal Abidin Manaf
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