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The Black Hole - A Possible Explanation
I have been thinking about Jim Hawkins’ article on the ‘Black Hole’ in Newton’s 
Pool in the June 2001 Touchpaper and have a possible explanation.
All process water from the nitroglycerine plant ended up in Newton’s Pool for 
many years and, during the war, was in continuous operation. NG is slightly 
soluble in water and process water tends to be warm. When this enters the cold 
water of the pool it would separate out and fall to the bottom. Therefore, each 
Saturday morning a small charge (probably a 1oz guncotton primer made in 
the Factory) was detonated in the pool. This was performed for many weeks, 
months (? years) with no apparent result; the charge being set off in roughly 
the same place each time. Then, one Saturday, for some reason, it was dropped 
off in a different place and fired. There was a mighty roar and Newton’s Pool 
spread itself over the landscape. The subsequent enquiry suggested that there 
could have been a depression in the bottom of the pool into which NG had been 
gravitating for some time and that this was now much deeper!
Jim Jeacocke  DECEMBER 2001

Better Guncotton ??
During the war, chemists of all persuasions were drafted into the factory to 
operate as shift chemists. I was working at night in the guncotton laboratory 
when two examiners from the Patent Office  were drafted in to run the Guncot-
ton Factory. They provided some company during the long night shift and had 
an apparently inexhaustible supply of stories about curious inventions which 
were the subject of patent applications. One such concerned in invention of 
a sponge rubber cuff (left or right handed) for use while eating winkles! One 
night we were discussing guncotton and the fact that our product contained 
13.2% Nitrogen. One of the pair had read that it was theoretically possible to 
nitrate up to 14.6% and he decided to try it! He reasoned that the best way was 
to take ‘standard’ guncotton and re-nitrate it. In vain did I try to tell him that 
it didn’t work like that but he wouldn’t listen. I was only a lowly lab, assist-
ant and he was a CHEMIST! A supply of guncotton was arranged, a dipping 
pan filled and the experiment started. The resulting decomposition produced 
enough brown fumes to fill the dipping house and stop all work. The ‘chemist’ 
and I were in the laboratory when Ernie Monk (the principal foreman) arrived. 
I learned a lot of new swear words that morning.
Jim Jeacocke  MARCH 2002

A Rocket Trial  or  Another Fine Mess .....
This concerns a ‘rocket motor incident’ at Aberporth. Sea Dart had started 
acceptance trials but at the first guided firing the guidance had been lost on 
launch and the self-destruct button had to be pressed. Investigation found that 
the launch blast had displaced a waveguide component in the radar module. 
Modifications were made but further testing to prove the design were needed. 
Faced with the extra costs the project team approached ERDE E Branch ask-
ing for an explosive simulant to test the radar’s blast resistance (we had previ-
ously produced a successful simulant for the Bloodhound Mk 2 after it too had 
blasted its launch control post and gone AWOL).
We set about designing the simulant; the waveform being very different to 
that from Bloodhound and it became clear that a propellant device was need-
ed, rather than the detonating cords used before. P2 Branch came up with a 
device comprising two ‘J’ rounds screwed end to end (dubbed a ‘JJ round’) 
designed to stood vertically, nozzle upwards and clamped onto an angle iron 
framework. It was tested at ERDE and shown to generate the desired noise 
spectrum and we set off for Aberporth for the first trial firing. The Sea Dart 
platform comprised a reinforced concrete block on which the launcher and 
radar module was mounted and below deck was a control room housing the 
radar equipment (mimicking the proposed shipboard installation) A group of 
smartly dressed mid-ranking Naval officers turned up and were installed in the 
control room, the steel doors closed and the countdown proceeded (under the 
control of an RAE Range Controller in a separate cabin above and behind the 
platform with a good view of the proceedings. Instead of the expected smooth 
roar there was a loud explosion followed by the controller’s voice “It’s taken 
off - the bloody thing’s taken off!” There was no sign of our JJ round - we 
found the remains later down on the foreshore. While we were recovering 
from the shock the steel door opened and out spilled a group of very discon-
certed naval officers covered in paint flakes and spalled concrete dust. None 
was injured and they all took it in the finest traditions of the service. The sight 
we will never forget was when they arrived the next morning for the second 
trial, resplendent in immaculate uniforms - except that they had forsaken their 
caps in favour of smart, new, white, construction worker’s hard hats!
Jim Hawkins  JUNE 1998 




