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Sorry that this issue of On Fire is 

a little late, we decided to save it 
until after the Basic Course and 
Reunion.  Both had to be delayed 
from February due to the snow.  But 
they were worth the wait.  We had a 
fantastic day, see the photos inside. 

 
Several people have asked about 

subscriptions to ACFL, at present we 
haven’t come to a decision.  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Hopefully by the next issue of On 
Fire in June I’ll be able to tell you 
more, until then just sit back, read 
and enjoy. 
 

I hope that the last few issues 
(and this one) have inspired you to 
dust the winter cobwebs off ready for 
the new campfire season. 

Please do let me know of your 
successes, lessons learned and 
your disasters! 

 
  

Keep smiling and singing �  
 
 
 
    (6/106) 
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Copy Date for the next On Fire  
1st June 09  
 

Send any items to Caroline Meaden at 
any of the following: 
Post:  9 Sea Mills Lane, 
           Stoke Bishop, 
           Bristol, 
           BS9 1DN 
Tel:  0117 9684894 
Email: rcdmeaden@gmail.com 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Greetings and salutations.  
 
 

Well here we are again with me 
gabbling on. As you may know, I came 
out of ‘retirement’ of the ACFL to run a 
Basic at Rhydd Covert campsite last 
year and after the success of that we 
(the others on the Team) thought we 
should run one for our own County. We 
already had Leaders interested that 
had contacted me via our web-site. It 
was mentioned at some meetings so 
we were sure that the response would 
be fine.  
 

The date was set for 7th 
February. No problems, I thought. I 
should have known better! Two weeks 
before the course we had 5 that had 
applied. I must admit I felt rather down, 
I contacted the other Tutors and said it 
did not look as though the course would 
happen. I was doubly upset, one 
because I hate having to cancel a 
course and two even worse this would 
be my last one as Course Director. 
Then I had an e-mail from Rex and 
Caroline saying that we should give it 
another week. I must admit I thought 
what is the point! But I did as they  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
suggested, and low and behold the 
number started to flood in. 
 

When I eventually closed the 
books we had 27 apply for the course, 
with two from Birmingham and one from 
Southampton (word about our course 
certainly does get around!)   
 

So spirits high we were all ready 
for my final course and nothing would 
stop it, or so I thought! Nobody would 
have thought that I would have to 
postpone because of SNOW! But that’s 
what I had to do. I felt it was too 
treacherous to ask people to drive to 
Mafeking (Coalpit Heath that is, not 
Africa!) for the course. Franticaly I 
started to rearrange a new date and to 
see who was able to attend. After a 
hectic week I had a new date and 24 
were due to join us. 
 

As always there were some that 
had to cancel but on the day we had 15 
Leaders from both movements. Well, I 
don’t have to tell you what a great day 
was had by all and the comments that 
were given to me on the day and by e-
mail after were very complimentary.  

 



The day was rounded off by the 
evening campfire and was joined by 
those ACFL’s that were able to make 
the reunion at such short notice. I wish 
that I could have spent more time with 
each of you but again you all know how 
hectic things are at the end of a course. 
 

I would like to thank all those that 
have supported me in my years as 
County Advisor and ‘Head’ of ACFL’s. I 
have enjoyed my time running the 
courses and was happy to come out of 
retirement to hopefully get us ‘up and 
running’ again. 
 

But, and it is a big BUT, where do 
we go from here? I personally cannot 
continue in the present role, though I 
will still be part of the Team. It is now 
over to you! We do need some-one to 
fill my role and to help in other ways. I 
would like to ask you to think long and 
hard about whether you are able to 
help with some role in the ACFL. With- 
out you coming forward I’m afraid that 
we could see the end of our great 
movement in keeping the Campfire 
tradition alive. This would be something 
I feel should not happen as it would let 
down our true ‘Leader’ of ACFL, 
Jimmer. With-out his dedication and 
enthusiasm and love of Campfires none 
of us would be here to enjoy singing 
around the campfire and watching 
those children’s (and adults) faces light 
up with the sheer delight of singing 
campfire songs, some new and some 
old, and watching those wonderful 
stunts! 
 

Please, please, do think long and 
hard about putting something back for 
Jimmer and the rest of the ACFL. 

Until my next Gabble, thank you 
once again for all the fun I have had 
working with you all. 
 
 
 
Gordan (1/3) 
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Letters from CFL   
 

 
 
Hi Caroline 
 It was wonderful to receive On Fire 
again.  We are both still actively involved in 
Scouting and Guiding here in Hong Kong. 
 Lesley is a Division Commissioner of 
Bauhina District (The English speaking district 
of Hong Kong Girl Guides) as well as running 
her own Brownie Pack (64th Kowloon). 
 I’m also running my own Cub Pack 
(299th East Kowloon), as well as assisting the 
192nd Scouts as Assistant Scout Leader.  I 
am also ADC Cubs for Silver Jubilee District 
(The English District of Hong Kong Scouting 
Organisation) 
 We are both actively running campfires 
on a very regular basis.    
 
Yours in Singing 
 
Andy (5/94) and Lesley (3/62) McLean 
 
 
 
Dear Caroline 
 I can say that it is so good to have the 
On Fire newsletters again.  I am now involved 
internationally but still keep the campfire 
burning and do odd campfires along the way.   
I recently went to Oman to see the leaders I 
had met at the World Scout Jamboree UK for 
two weeks.  The second week I was a VIP and 
visited many schools which have Scout and 
Guide Groups – they are now under school 
administration.  At one school which had 
Guides I was asked to do a campfire song, 
they wanted ‘Boom Chicka Boom’.  My 
daughter then helped me to do ‘Singing in the 
Rain’, this really got them going and there was 
lots of fun and laughter.   
I always have ACFL to thank for helping me 
with campfires. 
Our website for more info: 
www.scouting4peace.org 
 
Angela Jordan (4/73) 
 
 

Dear Caroline 
 Although I am no longer active officially 
in Guide or Brownie units, as a member of the 
Trefoil Guild County Executive I still from time 
to time help out where needed with the girls, 
but am mainly involved with the more mature 
ladies.  We do keep in touch with Scout 
Fellowship of course, with quizzes etc, and I 
still enjoy all the songs I have not been 
familiar with and those I am, but have 
forgotten! 
 I particularly enjoyed ‘Gabble from 
Gordan’ in the last ‘On Fire’ issue 29, as I had 
an unexpected surprise last year when my 14 
year old Grandson decided to join Scouts and 
then went on to Explorers. His first adventure 
with Scouting was of course a visit to 
Kandersteg last August and so it was good for 
us to read about everything that goes on.  A 
boys stories are very matter of fact and a little 
sketchy.  It was enjoyable to get the bigger 
picture, Thank you Gordan. 
 
Please keep me in touch with ‘On Fire’ 
 
Best wishes 
 
Elsie Caines (2/24) 
 
 
 
 
Dear Caroline 
 John and I are sorry we weren’t able to 
get to the Campfire Leaders Reunion in 
March.  We hope you had a successful course 
and happy campfire. 
 We hope to see you again soon. 
 
Betty (3/64) and John (5/96) Morris  
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 
Dear ACFL’s  
 The 175th Bristol (Totterdown 
Methodist) Scout Group celebrated its 80th 
anniversary in November.   
 
 Of course, no reunion would be 
complete without a campfire.  So when I was 
asked to lead the campfire, how could I 
refuse?  After all, being a member of ‘Avon 
Campfire Leaders’ gives you licence for 
singing, being a story teller, and persuading 
‘willing volunteers’ to join in. 
 
 On Saturday 8th November, the 
reunion took place with the opportunity for 
current and former members to meet and say 
what Scouting was like ‘in the old days’ and 
how it is still giving opportunities to young 
people today. 
 
 At the reunion there were photos of 
camps and past members.  It was wonderful 
to see former members looking at the photos 
and reminiscing about their time in the group.   
 
 After an excellent buffet and raffle it 
was time to start the campfire for the 90+ 
‘gang’. 
 
 We had old favourites, e.g. Ging Gang 
Gooli, Quartermaster Stores and Tipperary / 
Pack up your Troubles.  We also had Pizza 
Hut, Lloyd George, Lappa dance and the Mr 
Sit and Mr Stand action story.  We finished 
with Ralph Readers Gang Show Song ‘Riding 
along on the Crest of a Wave’ and concluded 
with a verse of ‘Abide with me’. 
 
 It was a wonderful campfire with the 
audience joining in and enjoying the fun. 
  
 What will the next 10 years in providing 
Scouting in Totterdown be like before our next 
reunion? Singing, a campfire and having a 
great time are a reminder of how Scouting is 
still as relevant today as it was in the past. 
 
 
John Roberts (3/65) 
 
 

 
Dear Gordan, 
  
I just wanted to say to you (and the team of 
course!) Thank You for a fantastic day at the 
Basic Course on Saturday. Not only did I learn 
but I haven't laughed so much for ages. It was 
such a shame I couldn't stay for our campfire 
but my lift was worried about the size of the 
puddle the puppy might have left! 
Best wishes and thank you again 
 
 Sara Messenger 
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�  Songs �  
 
 
R2D2  
Tune: Frere Jaques  
 
R2D2, R2D2 
C3PO, C3PO 
Obi Wan Kenobi, Obi Wan Kenobi 
Han Solo, Han Solo 
 
Additional verse for Tom the Toad  
Tune: Tannembaum 
 
Oh Matt the Scout, Oh Matt the Scout 
Why are you crying your eyes out? 
Oh Matt the Scout, Oh Matt the Scout 
Why are you crying your eyes out? 
You did not see the log ahead 
And now your head is rather red. 
Oh Matt the Scout, Oh Matt the Scout 
Why are you crying your eyes out? 
 
 
Shaun the Sheep  
From the TV programme made by 
Aardman Animation – You’ll be 
surprised at how many will know the 
words and join in! 
 
It’s Shaun the Sheep, its Shaun the 
Sheep 
He even mucks about with those who 
cannot bleat 
Bear in mind, He’s one of a kind 
Oh life’s a treat with Shaun the Sheep 
 
It’s Shaun the Sheep, its Shaun the 
Sheep 
He doesn’t miss a trick or ever lose a 
beat 
Perhaps one day, you’ll find a way 
To come and bleat with Shaun the 
Sheep! 

We all hold hands in a circle  
Tune: In and out the arches 
 
1.  We all hold hands in a circle 
We all hold hands in a circle 
We all hold hands in a circle 
The circle of campfire friends 
 
2.  We all wave goodbye in a circle 
 
3.  We’ll all meet again in a circle 
 
 
 
Push the damper in  
 
You push the damper in 
And you pull the damper out 
And the smoke goes up the chimney 
just the same. 
You push the damper in 
And you pull the damper out 
And the smoke goes up the chimney 
just the same. 
Star of the evening 
Pretty little evening star. 
Star of the evening 
And the smoke goes up the chimney 
just the same. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 
The Wind Up song  
Tune: Waltzing Matilda 
 
 
1. Once a pack of Cub Scouts camped 
in an open field 
Under the shade of an old oak tree 
And they said as they watched and they 
waited till the sun went down 
“Who’ll come and wind up Akela with 
me”? 
 
Chorus 
“Wind up Akela, wind up Akela 
Who’ll come and wind up Akela with 
me”? 
And they said as the watched and they 
waited till the sun went down 
“Who’ll come and wind up Akela with 
me”? 
 
2.  Down came Bagheera bringing cups 
of orange squash 
Up jumped the Cubs and grabbed them 
with glee 
And they said as they drank and 
mumbled through their biscuit crumbs 
“Who’ll come and wind up Akela with 
me” 
 
3.  Down came Baloo to see that the 
Cubs were washed 
Down came Akela to oversee 
And they said as the washed and they 
waited till the sun went down 
“Who’ll come and wind up Akela with 
me”? 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
4.  In went the Cubs all tucked into their 
sleeping bags  
Up spoke the youngest “I want to do a 
wee” 
And they said as they argued whose 
turn it would be next 
“Who’ll come and wind up Akela with 
me”? 
 
5. Up strode Akela bringing back the 
youngest Cub 
“You’d better watch your step” said she 
For I’ve heard you saying ever since 
this afternoon 
“Who’ll come and wind up Akela with 
me”? 
 
6.  Silence descended all across the 
camping ground 
All tents were quiet one, two, three  
Save a little voice, which murmured as 
he went to sleep 
“Who’ll come and wind up Akela with 
me”? 
 
Insert appropriate names for your packs 
 
 
 
May the road rise up to meet you  
 
May the road rise up to meet you, 
May the wind be always at your back, 
May the sun shine warm upon your 
face 
The rain fall softly on your fields 
And until we meet again someday 
May God hold you in the palm of his 
hands 
May the memories that we have shared 
Linger on and on. 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Things We Used To Do --  
(Or Why I Enjoyed Scouting!)  
 

It’s the early experiences that stick with 
you throughout a personal association with an 
organisation. Get them right and you’ll like as 
not stick around a long time. Get them wrong 
and you’ll be off. Those experiences will be 
enjoyable and will be what will make it special 
for you, and will be why you keep going. 
 

For me and Scouting, I think I can 
identify four main activity-based strands. First, 
there was the early experience of marching 
bands, i.e. line up, make a good noise, march 
behind a band, and arrive at Church Parade in 
style! When the Group Scout Master (yes, that 
long ago) at the head of the parade flung his 
right arm out to turn across Redcliffe Hill, it 
wasn’t just the traffic that stopped, it was the 
whole world! Magic indeed. 
 

St Georges Day Parades were always 
fun. We’d march to the Parade Assembly 
point, then take part in the Main Parade itself, 
to and from the church, and then march away 
again, back behind our own band – 4 parades 
in one day, heady stuff! The main Cub Scout 
Parade was led by the Guides flute band, 
which made a pleasant enough sound but 
unfortunately not much could be heard more 
than a few Packs back, but then again, how 
many Cub Packs knew how to march properly 
anyway?  
 

One year I had the honour of carrying 
the Union Flag for the District (marked out for 
great things even at that age!), and this was 
right behind the band! Wonderful, but as the 
Parade crossed Bedminster Bridge on its way 
to St Mary Redcliffe, so the heavens opened, 
not just a shower, but a deluge. The drums,  

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

being pig-skin (no nylon covers in those days!) 
lost their sound very quickly, so the band 
abandoned its march and made a beeline up 
the hill straight for the church – and I was right 
behind. Having got to the porch entrance, the 
band stopped and stood, nicely in the dry. But 
of course there were then several hundred 
youngsters and Leaders all soaked through, 
pushing and shoving trying to get in as well – 
the church once they all got inside was 
absolute bedlam! 
 

Well, we don’t do marching now, and 
the number of Scout Bands has dwindled to 
the point of extinction. Sadly, in my view. 
 

Then there was Bob-a Job Week, when 
we were all issued with our Job Cards and 
‘Job Done’ stickers, and sent out to knock on 
doors and be useful in the community. Now, I 
was crafty. I was brought up in a shop 
environment, so rather than knock on house 
or flat doors where the reception was usually 
mixed, if you got one at all that is, I used to go 
to all the shops in the area and all through 
Bedminster as well. Jobs included washing 
cars for Gullivers Travels (in those days an 
emerging car hire business), shovelling the 
ovens at a ginger snap factory, and destroying 
Singer sewing machine cases with an axe 
(Health and Safety? Don’t even think about 
it!). 
 

But the pièce de resistance was being 
guard to the takings of the ABC Bingo Hall, all 
the way from the hall to the bank and back, 
with the manager and the guard, in a hired 
Ford Zephyr, all at just 10 years old! Looked 
great on the job card, but could this happen 
today? No, and probably just as well. For me 
though, this is something else that we are for 
ever associated with but which is now, sadly 
lost forever. 
 



Another early association was camping. 
For my Group that centred around bell tents. 
The Group was started in 1920 and at that 
time bought some ex-1st World War tents, and 
it was these that we were still using. They had 
22 panels, and on the last night of camp 
anything up to that number slept in one, i.e. 
one panel each. More or less. In the Scout 
Troop it was one bell tent for sleeping and 
another for cooking/eating, and the leaders 
used bell tents too. Even the stores tent was a 
ridge with a bell end! Putting them up properly 
is a science, and we were past masters. In 
fact, the test to show that you were ready to 
join the Seniors was to put one up on your 
own. Properly. Which of course I could and 
did. 
 

These tents eventually got beyond 
repair so we bought some new ones, with 16 
panels, but they didn’t last anything like as 
long. Plus the fact that modern Cub Scouts 
couldn’t cope with the concept of wedge-
shaped segments and kept converting the 
floor space into oblong areas to match their 
groundsheets and sleeping bags. So we too 
eventually went over to patrol ridge tents, 
Icelandics and the like. Now you rarely see a 
bell tent used in anger, something else that 
has all but disappeared. 
 

Then there were the campfires. Any 
whole Group or District activity or outdoor 
occasion was marked with a campfire. This is 
where I first saw the late, great Ray Lillington 
in action. He was the ACC for Wolf Cubs (and 
later, Cub Scouts) for Bristol and Akela Leader 
for the Training Team. He had a great energy 
in his campfires, and appealed hugely to the 
impressionable youngsters of the time. You 
look at the material now and you would say 
that it wasn’t very exciting and was very 
traditional. But it’s what he did with the 
material, how he challenged his audiences, 
and how you couldn’t fail to be taken along by 
his verve and enthusiasm, that made them so 
memorable and fun, and inspiring. 
 

Our own leaders did their best, and 
certainly kept the spirit burning, as well as 
allowing us to get to know the words and learn 

some of the actions, ready to use at campfires 
still to come. 

And of course we still do campfires, 
don’t we, unlike the other 3 activities 
mentioned above. 

Today of course, our youngsters 
hopefully have other key activities that help 
them to enjoy the product that we offer. But it’s 
interesting to me that something that B-P 
included and relied upon from his very first 
experimental camp at Brownsea has survived 
so well and completely into the modern picture 
and programme. It’s up to us now to develop 
this further and so ensure that campfires 
continue to be embedded in all that is best in 
Scouting (and Guiding), and remains a 
highlight for generations to come. 
 
The baton is with us! 
 
All for now, 
 
 
 
(1/9) 
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One of my best loved activities both as 
a Scout, Senior Scout and as a Leader 
was pioneering. There three main 
types, Big Pole pioneering using spars, 
lashing ropes and so forth; Scout stave 
scale using sisal string to construct 
camp furniture, ballista's etc; and 
Bamboo pioneering with garden canes 
and strong elastic bands. All of which 
helps to develop hand/eye coordination 
and an understanding of engineering 
and construction in those young people 
who participate. 
               How-ever I feel that other 
developmental attributes are gained, 
such as learning about trust and 
responsibility, working and 
communicating within a team, looking 
after and maintaining resources, 
preparing and working to a plan, and 
solving problems as they arise, all 
useful adult behaviours regardless of 
eventual employment. 
              So, a yarn about pioneering.  
             A few weeks before Christmas I 
had the idea to renew my amateur radio 
licence, so after writing to Offcom, I 
received my licence and old call sign of 
G4XDP. Up into the roof and I fetched 
down a number of brown dusty 
cardboard boxes and set up in my 
workshop. One of the items I needed to 
sort out was an aerial (antenna), a long 
length of wire stretched down the 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
garden as high as possible. With 
nothing to attach it to I decided to build 
a bamboo pioneering mast. With £10 
worth of shiny new garden canes, each 
10 ft long, and a couple of packs of 
nylon cable-ties, I set to work. Two very 
pleasurable afternoons later out in the 
garden, wearing two jumpers, welly 
boots and a woolly hat, I had 
constructed a very serviceable tripod 
mast that measured 22 inches at the 
base and finished 22 ft. later with three 
bamboos tightly bound together with a 
plastic pully attached. A thin polyester 
cord was run through the pulley and I 
was ready to proceed. 
             It was in the failing light that I 
picked up the structure and stood it on 
to three small paving slabs at the back 
of the shed, and lashed it to two screw-
eyes fixing it securely. In with an 
appetite for supper. Next day, as the 
light penetrated the morning mist, this 
object of great beauty became 
apparent, a straight, soaring, delicate 
golden bamboo mast. Up with the 
aerial, plug in and soon listening to a 
radio ham in Artic Norway. Without a 
doubt the new technique of joining the 
canes together with cable-ties was the 
21st century development to be 
heralded and passed on to other like- 
minded Scouters and Guiders. 



      A few days later, returning 
home for breakfast, after walking the 
dogs, marvelling how well ‘the mast’ 
had fared in the overnight high winds, I 
was met at the door by a man. A man 
with an I.D. card around his neck 
informing me that he was Mr Campbell 
an “Enforcement Officer from the 
Planning department of North Somerset 
District Council”. Good morning sir, 
have you changed the use of your 
property, have you erected any 
telecommunications equipment 
recently? 
 

So, asking Annette to make us 
both coffee, I accompanied Mr 
Campbell into the back garden, to see 
my masterpiece. I think at first sight, he 
was a little nonplussed, and requested 
permission to take a ‘photograph of the 
development for the file’. 
     “How high is it?” he asked “I don’t 
know, but as an ex Boy Scout I can 
estimate it for you,” I responded.  “ Well 
do you think its more than three 
metres?”. “Easily” I proudly admitted, 
not realising my mistake. “Then I feel 
certain that the department will require 
you to do one of two things. You will be 
required to apply for retrospective 
planning consent, or take it down, you 
will receive an official letter from me in 
due course”. 
        Over coffee we discussed the pros 
and cons of the situation, but although 
the coffee was good it became clear 
that I was in the mire. I did find out that 
a complaint had been filed by a 
neighbour who felt that the problems 
“she” was having with her Broadband 
internet was due to my radio activities, 
more than the loss of visual amenity. 
This I knew was not a problem caused 
by me because I had not transmitted 

any signals, but had only listened to the 
transmissions of others. 
        Anyway about four weeks after 
Christmas my letter arrived confirming 
that ‘it’ had to be taken down with-in 28 
days, or a full planning application had 
to be sought for ‘it’at the regulation 
fees.  
        So a couple of days later the mast 
came down… 
 
       Now do you realise what this 
means for bamboo pioneering (and 
probably for all pioneering projects), 
that it is now legitimately recognised by 
the authorities as “development”, 
possibly as “building construction”, or 
“works of engineering construction”, 
similar to building and developing 
housing  estates, docks, airfields, wind 
farms etc. Could we possibly win 
international architectural awards? A 
young persons ‘out of doors activity’ 
now has ‘street-cred’. Pioneering is now 
set to be a revived 21st century activity 
in Scouting. 
        For those Scouters and Guiders 
who like me see pioneering  as an 
excellent activity, starting with “Beavers 
and Rainbows” using dry spaghetti 
sticks and marshmallows to build 
structures, through to big pole 
suspension bridges etc, let this story 
enthuse you. For those who know little 
of the activity, do some research in 
older scouting books or talk to older 
members of your local Fellowships. Of 
my old Scouts, around five are 
practicing Civil Engineers or Architects 
these days, probably inspired by 
pioneering activities in their formative 
years in the Scout Troop. 
 
Pete Knowles (1/7) 
 



  
 

Back copies of ‘On Fire’ 
 

Available for 
 

50p each 
 

Or £10 full set 1-28 
 
 

Please contact Rex for more details 
 
 
 

__________________________________________________
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

Keep singing 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  


