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Enter the water diviners. A test of their strange powers, with 
sceptical scientists doing a check-up. The search fbr water in Sweden. 
Over here it might lead you to the local pub. 

Our cameraman tells us the ace performers were 70 year old Anders 
Nerdlwg and Mrs. Slid* Ohlson. If they'll find us a rod that divines 
mild-end-bitter we'll sit tqp and take notice. 

This is Hoxtcn. Ten am ant tidden black spot in London's Bast Bid. 
The mark ef the slum was upon it in 1939; war pushed it further into 
deiapidaticn. But we looked over the wall into a hidden personal heavei. 
Here lives a women 1*10 loves flowers and fkm-yard lilia, so she's brought 
then to her am back-door. Her name, Mrs. Nellie Heal a. 

Among the blitz-ruins, a farmyard is a back-yard. 

There's colour, and peace. And wheat there's a bit of sui, Mrs. Neale 
gets it. 

A bit of heaven - in Hoxten. 

Meet the thousand-mile feet of Bert Couzens. For ten days they've 
been going romd Romford Staditm - keeping the dog# in trim. 

*° Cov®r 1,000 miles in 15 days. Wadker Couzens must not 
let one hour pass, day orni*t, without speeding part of it cn the walk. 
So far, he's had 3 hours sleep in a week. 

Scene, Royal Balmoral. Page two in the Scottish Diary of General Ike. lpm%is=mE-
™ 4 t -


