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Editoriat

You might well ask what all these little creatures are doing on
the editorial page. “funny things to have in the Spur. “Ah
but, lhey are there because ihey are amusing. At some time or
other, !hey have giveu every one of usa good Iaugh. Every-
body likes “Teddy “Bears and the first one saw light of day one
hundred years ago, in February of 1902. “They all have their
individual expressions and their own characters and never fuil
to raise a smile. So what? “Well laughier is good for us.
g)hysiologists have now come up with the discovery that T.f we
laugh a lot we are less likely to suf ﬂzr from a whole range of
bodily ills not least some of those that affect the heart. You
don't need to take the advice of a psychofogist to realise that
laughier puls you in a good frame of mind. “Now, Iiﬁz should
be ﬁm and not taken too seriously. Xou are here to enjoy
yourse[ves while you can and since your allotted time on this
Earth is likely to be no more than a century, and that only
with luck, gei cmcking and have a good time now. Make up
your mind that you are going to enjoy Hourselves. “When
problems beset you, maybe at school, or wherever else, laugh.
Jl is not very easy to be fed up or worried if you have a smile
on your face J look at my j:euow passengers on the train fo
London and at people malking along the high street and won-
der mhy some of them look so glum. Miserable lot - mhy
don't ihey brighten up? On some of them a cheery “500(1
morninﬂ" is tolally wasted, much to my disappoiniment. Re-
member the old saying “give your facz a treat - smile”.
.Eaughier is said to be infzc!ious so your laughs may do other
peoplz a deal of good, perhaps !hzy will join in and become
joﬂy, happy souls just like you. Jf People are unpleasanf and
grumble at you, smile. J have alvoays ﬁmnd il very difﬁculi
to vent my anger on anybody who smiles nicely. So when
things are not going your way ﬂ)rgei the sulky, resenfﬁ;l or an-
gry response and try smiling -1 probably will work in your
favour. How very misquided are those who think that a grim
counfenance is essential o impress others. ’Ihzy seem lo gain
satisfaction from perfec!ing a miserable image and they lake
Iiﬁa far too sariously. ..Eaugh at them, you will enjoy liﬁz far
more than fhey do and you will probably last a lot longer than
Hwy will. Seize your opporfunilies, do those lhinﬂs you want
to do, have ﬁm and gel the most out of Iiﬂz.

Mike Gleed

(xSpur Editor)




Natalie Vinesr
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§ Spring

¢ Spring is time for many things,
3¢ Along the way its fun it brings.
3 Baby lambs, cows and pigs,
% The tiny bunnies learn to dig!
Trees once bare now fully bloomed,
Blossom trees are the prettiest, yet they're
doomed.
3¢ At Easter we get chocolate eggs,
3¢ And chocolate lollies and chocolate kegs.
% Buzzy bees start to appear,
They are annoying at this time of year.
* Scenic walks in the park,
You must be home before its dark.
s The month of April brings us showers,
3% Buds appear those of flowers.
3¢ Spring is the start of Hayfever stress,
Sore eyes, stuffy nose, you’ll look a mess!
o You start to put away winter clothes,
And bring out your summery pretty pink bows.
3¢ It’s nearly time for barbecues,
3¢ The cars on the motorway start to queue!
3¢ Sweet smells like honey and sticky sweets,
% Mum will ‘Spring-Clean’ till everything’s neat.
o) Hens lay eggs which hatch to chicks,
Chicks break through their eggs with a kick.
3¢ Kids start to play out on the streets,
s Whist parents try for a tan and take a seat.
3¢ Take a walk through the country and you'll
3 see,
3 Tiny animals, jumping with glee!
o) When summer comes and Spring is over,
3 It’s time to look for your four-leafed clover!
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" Summer

Ph

I really love this time of year,

¥ It’s full of happiness and cheer.

X The sun beats down with its rays,
Summer’s the time for fun-filled days.

X Waterfights and picnics in the park,

y. The day grows old before it's dark.

¥ Ice cream, lollies and barbecues,

¥ Summer’s an excuse to buy some brand new

X shoes.

X Strappy dresses and summer sports,

" Strawberries and cream on the tennis courts.
Kids splash about in the paddling pool,

¥, Ice-cold drinks will keep you cool.

¥ In summer, all animals come out to play,

¥ Summer is best in the school holidays.

X Family days out, at the seaside,
At funfairs, screaming on hair-raising rides.

X Fun and games with your friends,

Little kids like hiding in dens.

¥ Having holidays, away from home,

¥ No excuses for the grown-ups to moan!

X All the flowers, finally at full bloom,

X The sun’s at its hottest about noon.

¥ Getting frustrated with little buzzy bees,
Bug repellent will put your family at ease.
Too hot and stuffy to be stuck inside,

¥ Go out and let the sun be your guide.
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¥ No other season gets this much sun, X
X England loves summer, and its fun. X
"z By the end of summer, everyone’s tanned, E
And everyone’s shoes are filled with sand! X
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The Aqua-copter

I looked up at the sky above
I saw the crystal clear aqua-copter
Diving and splashing through the clouds
I heard the engine crashing on the rocks so
loud.
With its salt propellers spinning high
Causing ripples in the sky.
Feeling the top-speed air-conditioned breeze,
Landing on its coral skis
Like a whale breaching up through the waves,
It went to its heliport through the cave.
Keisha Baker-Benjamin &
Lorren Morris

-Great Bear 1992

Simon Patterson - Born 1967
Borm amd works tn Britaie
Lihograph on paper

[ S

We have a varied selection of modern art
displayed around the school. Well worth
looking at. Plenty of food for thought. An
example is the Great Bear 1992. What do
you make of it all? Whatever your views
surely you can'’t just ignore it? Go and visit
the Tate Modern. Some of it may infuriate
you as a load of rubbish but it does make
you think. Remember that what appeals to
one person may have no meaning for an-
other and it is always interesting to have
some inkling of what the artist had in mind.
Spend a while looking at our display.

The Great Bear 1992 Instead of stations on a London
underground map, Patterson has substituted the
names of philosophers, film stars, explorers, politi-
cians and other celebrities. This print is titled after
the constellation of Ursa Major (Great Bear) which is
a reflection of Patterson's interest in human attempts
to make and chart the universe. Maps and diagrams
are usually seen as relevant and factual sources of in-
formation but Patterson's playful map draws unex-
pected connections and associations. The work is a
humorous reminder that the links between things are
often random and depend on a particular viewpoint.

The Flower Bomb

The new Eurofighter in its flowery style.
Sitting in the cockpit is the stem in
charge.
With wings like petals.
The new rose cuts through the air.
Flying with such aggression,
Buzzing its wings like a bee.
Completely radar-free,
No one will smell this flower coming.
And if a missile is fired
Use your pollen and flares.
The fertile engines sway to and fro,
Floating passionately through the air,
Like falling leaves.
More than one hovers together
Amongst the foliage and trees.

Sophie Archer
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French pen pals at RP

Impressions from several RP students

I tried to talk to them in French (it was quite funny!). In
our French lesson [ worked with a French girl I had met
at lunchtime. I needed some help but the French girl
didn’t, her English was very good. I stood up and talked
about her in French and she talked about me in English.
She was much better than me though!

In our French lesson we divided into groups and dis-
cussed some likes and dislikes. Then we shared our
thoughts with the whole class. I thought that both the
days were quite successful and I hope I did all right. |
did find 1t quite hard trying to communicate, but it got
casier as the day went on!

I think that it was quite a good experience but I honestly
would have preferred to have done PE than show them
around because it was quite hard getting through to
them

I enjoved having the pen friends over and we should go
to France to see what their schools are like.

When the French students arrived my first thought was [
hope they speak really good English.” Luckily they did.

I telt that it was really good to have French visitors. It
was a stranpe but good experience meeting someone the
same apze as vou but from a different country and who
could not speak your language very well.

Durin the day we took them to lessons so that they
could expenience what an English school is like. It was
hard tryving to explain simple things like what the next
lesson was By the end of the day everyone was ex-
hausted and glad to go home.

My pen tnend Emmanuelle spoke much better English
than I spoke French. I was quite amazed.

We never had a French lesson with them, which was a
big shame as they could have given me a few tips!

It was fun to have the pen pals over but sometimes you
could tell that they were saying things about us, but we
didn’t know what they were saying. The French stu-
dents were different because, for instance, they shared
their food and their clothes were different from ours.

They told us many things about France. They were good
fun.

Encore une rencontre (mais pas du
Troisiéme Type ) , trés bien réussie d'ail-
leurs, entre nos deux colléges. Nos éléves
se sentaient bien dans leur peau comme
hotes et attendent déja pour renouveler
l'expérience - ce qui est évident quand on
lit les lettres "Cheres éleves" écrites a la
suite de la visite en mai 2001.....eton a
parlé beaucoup...pendant les cours de fran-
cais, quand les correspondants se sont
réunis, dans la cour....Le beau temps nous
a accompagneé partout ces deux jours.

Merci pour la visite et a la prochaine!

Another encounter ( not too Close and not
of the Third Kind ) , very successful never-
theless, between our two schools. Our pu-
pils took to being hosts and are already
looking forward to renewing the experi-
ence - this is evident on reading the
"Cheéres éleves" letters, written after the
visit in May 2001....and we spoke a lot...
during French lessons, when the pen-
friends met, in the playground...and we
were blessed with good weather on both
days.

Thank you for the visit and till we meet
again!

Fishing

Peter Georgiou



DaI k dimensions

After many weeks of hard work this year’s
school play certainly and quite literally went
with a ‘bang’ (or six!) Filled with strange lan-
guage and pyrotechnic surprises Dark Dimen-
sions involved its audience in the desperate
and bizarre struggle of Esme Burton and her
friends to save her mother from the clutches
of ‘Price Charmless’. Having found an ancient
book while in detention, Esme and friends ac-
cidentally open a portal between two worlds
allowing
Prince
Charmless
to enter into
the 21st cen- \ Sl - .
tury and be- Rt e, -
gin harvest- Y AR ae ' s
ing the F-} b5 o g g
imaginations Ars el
of those who *
dwell there.
In order to
survive he
must find a v A 7
wife by the next full moon and what’s more
her foot must fit the slipper!

The play reunites us with many old favour-
ites such as Goldilocks and Snowwhite, the
evil stepmothers and Jack (from Jack and the

beanstalk). However due to Prince Charmless’

evil rule these characters were portrayed with
rather an unusual twist and the nasty, Texan-
thug-style Goldilocks played by Natalie

Staden is certainly one character we won't for-
get in a hurry!

Indeed the cast portrayed a range of unusual
and slightly peculiar characters with flare and
gusto. Prince Charmless was frighteningly
unhinged as Jordan Tchillingarian’s chilling
and powerful performance dominated the
stage and placed the audience on the edge of
their seats. Backed by his superby ruthless
deputy Mordrid (Faisal Abdullah) and psy-
chotic generals (Charlotte Higgins and Helen
Smith) the audience could not help but realise
the terrifying and unpredictable power of the
dark side’.

Indeed Kirsty Vallance gave a strong and dy-
namic portrayal of the heroine, Esme Burton,
who not only had to take on the likes of the
excellently vicious school bully Griff (Donal
McAuley) and attempt to rescue her dear

friend Bryony, but who had to tackle the
darkest dimensions, as she attempted to save
her mother from the clutches of the evil Prince
Charmless himself.

However she was not alone and an excellent
supporting cast helped to speed along the ac-
tion and draw the loose ends to an exciting
conclusion. Magic and mayhem was provided
as the dynamic magician Frost (Fedden-Rin-
Orph-Se-Tav 5th) sought to use his magic
powers to help Esme in her quest. This led to
some exciting and dramatic spell duelling
complete with loud and colourful sound ef-
fects, which managed to have the audience
leaping out of their seats (quite literally!)

As the police interviewed Esme and friends
as to their mysterious conducts and as PI
Rick Spacey and sidekicks honed in on the
mysterious disappearances at the school all
looked like it was going to be rectified in

.Fairytale land. Unfortunately as Rick Spacey

fills us in with the rest of his story we realise
that he is also filling in someone else: none
other than Prince Charmless.

As the pupils are released from questioning
by the police, in a state of triumph and near
exhaustion, they pile into the police van ...
only to find Mordrid at the wheel!!!

N.Jones

Riddles - you'l groan
1. What driver doesn't have a licence?
2. What has a neck, but no head?

3. What kind of can never needs a can
opener?

4. What did the mayonnaise say to the mus-
tard?

5. Why did the clock get sick?
6. Why did you get rid of your watchdog?
7. What did one wall say to the other?

8. What do people make that nobody can ever
see?

If you look through the pages of the magazine
you will find the answers somewhere.



BlOOd-Stamed battlefieds

The landscape is now so peaceful with beauti-
ful rolling hills, it’s hard to imagine it as a
muddy wasteland littered with mutilated
corpses and strewn with the litter of war.

soldiers who died in Ypres!
On remembrance day we need to remem-
ber that all who fought in the war did so for

: - e - = their reasons and beliefs and we should re-
' : - T member all of those who died, Germans as
Ramparts Cemetery, on the banks of a moat at the well.
southern gateway of Ypres, contains the graves of one Laurie Underwood

hundred and ninety two British soldiers.

The visit to the museums was a striking re-
minder of the horrors that had occurred there e
so many years ago. It was not like seeing ex- iy DEUTSCHER
hibits in the Imperial War museum, the pho- ‘ SOLDATFNFRI'tDHo
tos were of things that had happened right B 1914 -191g F
where we stood. It made the first World War "
seem like more than history. If you looked e LANGEMAR K
hard enough everywhere you could see the i
scars on the landscape, no trees older than
eighty years old, all the buildings had been
painstakingly restored by the people who lived
there. The war is everywhere in these towns
and farms they remember the war every day,
wherever they look.

The huge crater we saw was a horrific sight to
say the least, to imagine all the soldiers who
lost their lives in one massive explosion is not
a nice thought. It gives you just some idea of
the vast casualties suffered by all the coun-
tries that took part in the war. The cemeter-
ies we saw just reinforced the scale of deaths
and these were only a few of hundreds. The
soldiers that were mutilated beyond recogni-
tion by explosions and have only unmarked
graves, those blown to pieces and their bodies
never found.

The Menin gate was a very dramatic monu-
ment with more names than I would like to
count and that was just for the British

Vicky Patching
reads at our
Remembrance
Day Service




Last May during half term a group of
forty-two staff and pupils headed for
Ypres and the battlefields of WWI. The
three day trip was made up of a relaxing
couple of cross channel ferry crossings, a
full day being guided around some of the
most famous WWI heritage sites and a
trip to the city of Bruges. Our hotel in
Tournai was excellent.

The highlight of the trip was the visit to
the trenches, museums and memorials of
the Ypres salient. The “In Flanders Field”
museum, Sanctuary wood with its pre-
served trenches and tunnels, and the
large cemeteries with their rows of head-
stones all grabbed the attention. The
most atmospheric moment came when we
were led up to a chapel in the rafters of a
soldiers’ rest house’ just behind the lines.
We sat on the wooden benches worn

The largest British war cemetery in the
world is at Tyne Cot, on the ridge overlook-
ing Ypres. There are 11,871 graves.

smooth by the hundreds of soldiers, who
had been there all those years before,
many of whom never returned home.
Then Sam Francis of Year 10 played on
an old, worn harmonium that had been
heard by the soldiers in that very chapel.
It was a small, human memorial in a re-
gion where memorials are commonplace,
but it was most impressive.
In Bruges we enjoyed a canal trip, shop-
ping, eating and sightseeing. After a re-
laxing evening we set off for home.
It was a most worthwhile trip and the
whole party made a real effort to take in
the atmosphere of a unique part of our
history. We hope to repeat the trip with a
new group of students next year.
D.Bracken

The German cemeteries have a very different,
darker atmosphere from the Allied ones.
Smaller, with few individual monuments, and
often in the shadow of tall trees, they are som-
bre places.

To his Love

He's gone, and all our plans

Are useless indeed.

We'll walk no more on Cotswold

Where the sheep feed

Quietly and take no heed.

His body that was so quick

Is not as you

Knew it, on Severn river

Under the blue

Driving our small boat through.

You would not know him now...

But still he died

Nobly, so cover him over

With violets of pride

Purple from Severn side.

Cover him, cover him soon!

And with thick-set

Masses of memoried flowers-

Hide that red wet

Thing I must somehow forget.
Ivor Gurney (1890-1937)

After being wounded and gassed, Gurney
was discharged, but he never recovered
from his war experience - indeed, after the
war, Gurney was tormented with the idea
that it was still going on and he spent the
last fifteen years of his life in a mental hos-
pital.



Creepvilie

Children call this house Creepville. It is down
a long drive at the edge of the town. One

night, a long time ago two children had moved
into the house two doors away from this sup-
posedly haunted house, with their mother and
older brother, Simon. Simon was 19 and was
often at home pigging out in front of the T.V or
out with his mates around town. All this had
changed, however, since we moved away, away
from our friends, away from our school, away
from dad. Mum and Dad were always arguing,
shouting and screaming at one another and
one day Dad exploded — he couldn’t handle it
any more and just left. We left too, away from
all those awful memories.

It was the first day of the summer holidays
and Kirsty was so excited, she was always like
this at the beginning of a holiday. “Yes a whole
six weeks offl” she screamed with joy. “Enjoy it
while it lasts you do have to go back” Jason,
Kirsty’s older brother said to her. “ So what
are you up to today?” Simon asked curiously.
“Oh, we're just going to have a look around,
you know and explore.” Kirsty and Jason re-
plied.

Jason and Kirsty got out of their seats and
made for the door. The sun was shining down
onto their new home, a typical summers day,
or it seemed. As they walked past the house,
everyone calls Creepsville House, they felt a
shiver, as if someone was watching them with
burning eyes. They both turned round and
looked at the house. There seemed to be a
force pushing them towards the house and be-
fore they knew it they had walked through the
wild, uncut grass, past the gravestone and
were standing at the door bell which gave off a
creepy ring.

The door slowly opened with a creak which
made Kirsty jump. It frightened her inside, Ja-
son followed curiously.

“I wonder if anyone lives here, Jason do you
think someone lives here?” She whispered.
“No, I hope not, it looks too dirty and why has
the house got so many broken windows and
smashed mirrors?” Jason replied.

Jason looked at his distorted face in the bro-
ken mirror a misty, blurred face looked back
standing behind him. He snapped out of his
gaze and quickly trotted off after Kirsty who
was now in the downstairs bathroom. The
room was covered in silky cobwebs. There

8its next victim......

were no windows. A burning candle flickered.
Jason and Kirsty looked at each other and
then back to the flame. Suddenly there was a
grumble from upstairs, as if someone was in
pain.

“ What is that noise, it sounds like someone’s
hurt” Kirsty said worriedly. “Let’s go and see”
Jason replied fearlessly. They climbed the
dirty, dusty stairs slowly. The whimper grew
louder and louder. Kirsty slowly pushed the
door with the creaky squeak and then terror
ran through her, she stared with shock there

' lying right before her
was a skeleton which
had a dagger
through the rib cage,
the corpse’s lifeless
hands were clinging
to the bed helplessly.
Kirsty tried to move
but she couldn’t. All
she could do was
b ol stand there. Sud-

ol . . denly there was a
. - g .
m, piercing scream, Kir-
o sty automatically be-
came glued to the spot, she ran and turned
only to see her brother being dragged along by
a dark blurry shadow. She ran back to the
room grabbed the dagger from the dead per-
son and ran towards the shadow. As she got
nearer she saw the dark shadow was in fact
someone or something wearing a long, black
dusty robe. She quickly pierced the dagger
through this creatures body and it fell to the
ground it rolled over and took its last breath.
Kirsty looked into its eyes they glowed and
then he smirked and died. She took a closer
look he had fangs and his eyes were most
weird, the pupils were like slits, she helped
her brother up and made for the stairs but the
rooms all were gone. Her heart beat like a
drum, her eyes burned with the tears she held
back, the walls were closing in and the words
whispered: in this house you’ll stay forever
and ever, you will die and no-one will ever
know you were here, we can wipe everyone’s
memory forever, and then the words slowly
faded, and there they stayed forever, and no-
one, no-one at all heard their screams.
The house is still standing today awaiting for

Rachel Cooper 8NX



ACﬁOﬂ'EXpIESSion-Creation

(nrl on bus
Lana Humphrey

Peace and Quiet

Hurry to your lessons!




SCHOOL UNIFORIN

(A student’s thoughts on the school uniform review 2001 —02)

As most guite like the school uniform 1 think #t should stalf navy bie.
Most {peoﬂpfe would like the school Jum per to be hooded. Most ﬁpeoﬁp/e
decided that the boys should wear ties and that girls should not. Many
giestioned the idea of wearing leather shoes and wanted black trainers
to be considered. A lot were in favour of girls being allowed to wear
higher heels. Everybody decided that the school uniform should be similar
for boys and girls. Most people thought that the current school uniform
is comfortable and practical enough. Most wanted girls to wear sKirts
and wanted the skirts to be straight and not op!em‘ed. The ma jor ity said
we should be allowed to wear some jewellery — chains, studs and small
rings. Socks should be dark if dark trousers are worn. Nobody warted
school ca.ps. Nearly ever%;bodg would like the teachers to wear school

BOYS' UNIFORIN

T don't thnk ths oy
Should havse to wear
tss.

Loty of qule sad thsy
would. quits ks to
waar tsd

Ths boyd wuniform Showld. bs
! ths 4ams 0% the 5LrLfg>’ UnL-
form. Ths- O’mmpcyr T2 na\/\j
Blus and. hoodsd, with plan
Blactk. troudsrd and plan blatk
Bh05B, wmayes Blatk transrd.




GIRLS" UNIFDRIU

T think we should have the

‘ Underneath
choice of Wearing jewellery, the jumpers
but not B1G hooped earings! we showld be

allowed to
1’d like to wear a white
weal a r’ta,vt;~ or blue T—shirt
bl hooded or three
'Mé e ‘ garter length
Jjumper and it white top
should be
made from a
/igh‘f-m/egh‘t
material.
1 like the sechool col-
OUrs we a_h'eadg
have and want to 1 'ﬁ’l“’lk that
keetp black and blue! -
wear black
trousers, not
This is how T would too baqqy
i but also not
like the school uniform Foe el
to be. 1 think we e gz
should be allowed to

choose Whether we
want to wear troU—
sers or skirts. 1 think

that the sKirts should I think we should. be wearing black
be just above the

| ! K ¥ shoes Which need not be leather. 1
| nee an Wﬂ'ﬂht I think that the shoes maXimum heel—

I also think that if 3”—!5 heiﬁkr should be around twe inches.
| want to wear ianjer

l sKirts they should be
4 allowed to.

Hag/eg Pannister 10GZ
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Last year's leavers

Nathaniel

The move from high school to college is very chal-
lenging. At Richmond upon Thames College the
first term has gone very smoothly but the work and
the course is very intense.

You have plenty of free time in college to study and
there is an excellent range of facilities

Ben

College is good, course is good and I've made loads
of new mates. | miss the old days of RPHS and all
the good times. Life goes on.

Michael

Life in college is good but can be boring at times,
but you have to remember it can lead to a well-paid
job. There are some fine chicks in Richmond and
that makes college really enjoyable.

Ross

Going to a new place and starting afresh, meeting
new people and feeling more independent. Study-
ing something that you have always wanted to
study.

At college there’s a wide range of subjects. There’s
something for everyone.

College allows you much more independence.

Charlie

Meeting new people is really enjoyable.

Focusing on your best subject can be tough but re-
warding.

More independence can be good or bad. You choose
whether or not you work.

Faisal

I meet new people every day at college and my so-
cial life couldn’t be better. Studying however in-
volves many hours of concentration and effort.
It’s all a great experience.

William
Life at college is hard work but it’s also a lot of fun.

I do, however, miss the teachers and pupils at
Raynes Park.

Laura

College work is hard but [ am coping. I miss RPHS
a lot and would like to come back.

Louisa

RPHS was great and the move into college was
hard at first. The courses are harder but once you
get into it it’s really good fun. You get loads of free
periods which is great and meeting new people is
fun and now I'm really enjoying myself.

Neil

College life is different in many ways from school
as it is a lot more relaxed, but it’s a big change
from Raynes Park High School where I made many
friends. Overall I'm enjoying college and my car-
pentry course at NESCOT.

Jordan

College is great. I'm loving every moment. The
work’s not too hard but there is just so much of it.
I'm studying Politics, History, English Language
and Theatre studies. At the moment I'm trying to
become college president, DJ at our student par-
ties, act in the play.... Oh and work now and again!
I'm missing RPHS all the teachers and friends,
plays and PE lessons!

Alan

College is good, but a bit hard. All of you moaning
about school now, you'll realize how much you
miss it once you've left!!!

Joanne

I love Raynes Park and no other school will beat it!
Rebecca

It’s nice to meet new people, but I miss people from
RPHS. The work is really, really hard but I seem to
get there in the end! High School was easy!!! So en-
joy it while you still can.

-You learn something new every day:

‘An ostrich's eye is bigger than it's brain.

“A group of kangaroos is called a mob.

‘In the great fire of London in 1666 half of
‘London was burnt down but only 6 people
were injured
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Our first term

I am pleased because lessons consist of prac-

tical things as well as just writing,
Einar Charvy 8HX

My classmates are really nice and the teachers
we have had up to now have not been toobad.
Nicky Watson 8GZ

The friends in my class are really kind. At
Raynes Park, I like the way that they made
sure that you were put into a class with peo-
ple that you knew and that there is someone
from your old school in your class.

Oliver Cottle 8GZ

I think my first term was great.
Abdullah Muhammed 8NZ

One thing that got on my nerves was my Mum
and Dad going on about not getting enough
homework. I feel that we already do get
enough!

Dominick Leeson 8GZ

My favourite subject is P.E. but I want the
girls to be allowed to play Rugby.
Hollie Blenman 8HX

I was surprised at the size of the school.
I expected that because it’s such a big school
there would be some bullying but they handle
it very well.
All in all I like Raynes Park a lot and will be
happy to spend four years here.

Keisha Knight SMX

Cockney rhyming slang — not taught in school!:

“Ullo, mate. Come in awf (out) of de frog an'
toad (road) an' 'ave a cuppa Rosie (cup of
‘tea). It's on de Cain an'Abel (table). But wipe
yer plates o' meat (feet) 'cos de ol trouble
-an' strife (wife)'s just scrubbed de Rory
O'More (floor). She's up de apples an' pears
(upstairs) 'avin' a bo-peep (sleep). I'm still on :
de cob an coal, (dole). Get into that lion's
lair (chair) and let's chew the fat (have a
chat).'

e

Scramble

Jenny Rose

b

A musical year

I arrived at Raynes Park High School not
really knowing what to expect in my music
lessons. Miss Battong was very strict, but
made our lessons fun. Everyone worked on
playing "O when the saints
keyboard at whatever level they could. In
groups we made pieces of music out of our
voices and nothing else. We had to write
this piece of music down using our own
symbols.

I got the chance to perform in the Royal Al-
bert Hall with thirty nine other Year 8 pu-
pils. In September we began to put to-
gether the song we were going to sing. Re-
hearsals began in December and the con-
cert was in March. This was a fantastic
experience, as we joined ten schools from
other boroughs in southwest London, to
make and sing a twenty-minute song
called Voicetruth, which was about differ-
ent emotions. The emotions were hope, joy,
fear and anger.

I got to play my accordion on three occa-
sions: in the Christmas Concert, in the
RPHS Charitable Trust Concert in October,
and the House Music Competition in

* March. We also had a music week with

performances in assemblies and some
lucky pupils are going on a concert tour
with the Merton Music Foundation. I heard
that they would be playing on a floating
stage, in a fjord, at the top of a mountain
and in a boat! I hope that I can go next
time they tour!

Henry Newman 8MX
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Fr (Graeme Elmore

M+ academic record when I left Raynes Park
i the late spring of 1966 was moderate - to
sav the least — and if I hadn’t had the personal

support and encouragement of my housemas-
ter in Gibbs — Harold Pratt — then perhaps it
would have been even less. I've got lots to be
grateful for in Mr Pratt!

When 1 left and for the next two years, I had a
fuscinating job with The Daily Mirror Group in
the West End of London, where I worked as an
advertisement space salesman and copy

writer - initially on “Horse & Hound” magazine
and then on ‘Woman’s Realm.” It was great. |
trovelied up to Waterloo from Wimbledon

every day and at work had an expense ac-
count and took clients out for drinks and
lunch . and more drinks! However, earlier in
myv school career I had joined the school scout
troop (GSM Mr Peter Grange) the woodwork
master, whose claim to fame was that at the
end of each lesson in the craft room he would
1ssue the order: “Stand by your vices.” Some-
thing to which many of my colleagues have
been seeking to live-up to ever since! On one
scout camp in about 1962 we went to Ash-
burnham Place near Battle in Sussex and
whilst there I thought it might be quite a good
idea to become a Christian...the paid-up,
card-carrying kind rather than a merely nomi-
nal one that is. So all through my time at The
Daily Mirror | was considering whether or not
I had some sort of vocation and went off to
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join a monastic community — The Society of
the Sacred Mission — at Kelham in Notting-
hamshire. A year in the cloister convinced me
that although the monastic life was a great
and worthwhile calling — it was not my calling.
If God was “calling” me to anything then it
was as a regular, normal parish priest (is
there such a thing??). So in the summer of
1969 I trekked back to Wimbledon and had
two jobs during the next twelve months -
again in the world of advertising. Firstly with
the South London News Group, which in-
cluded The Wimbledon and Merton & Morden
local newspapers, and then back to the West
End to work for ‘Medical News Tribune.’

By 1970 I had convinced the Church of Eng-
land that I was just the sort of chap they were
looking for to become one of their clergy, so I
embarked on a four-year course taking me to
ordination. Initially I went to Durham for a
year’s foundation course in theology and then
on to a seminary in the beautiful cathedral
city of Salisbury. It’s great being a student for
four years! It’s even better being a student in
your twenties rather than as a late teenager.
There was a lot of work and studying and es-
says to be completed - to say nothing of ex-
ams that had to be sat. But there was also a
wonderful round of cocktail parties, dinner
parties and visits to the local crematorium to
see how it worked. There was also an all-girls
teacher-training college in The Close at Salis-
bury, so one was never short of good com-
pany - all of which, of course, provided excel-
lent training for a would-be vicar!

In 1974 I was ordained as a deacon by Arch-
bishop Michael Ramsey in Canterbury Cathe-
dral and became a curate in the parish of St
Oswald’s Norbury — near Streatham. A year
later I was ordained priest and stayed at St
Oswald’s for a further two years picking-up a
wife (Fiona) on the way. Then in 1977 [ was of-
fered my own parish. Well, two parishes actu-
ally. St Erme & St Allen two tiny rural par-
ishes to the north of Truro where I was also




chaplain to the Royal Cornwall Infirmary.
Whilst in Truro my son was born and I also
became a local civilian chaplain to the nearby
army training camp, which led me on to be-
coming a chaplain in the Territorial Army.
Great stuff. Lots of weekend soldiering — train-
ing camps in Germany - meet-
ing lots of interesting people
from many different walks of !
life, a nice (browny-olive col-

our) uniform and I got paid for
it...which on the salary of a
parish priest was most wel-
come. But we were allowed

this rustic idyll for only two
years, as the bishop moved me "]
further west to Newlyn, just
ten miles from Land’s End. At
St Peter’s Newlyn we had the
most enjoyable six years living
and working in the biggest
fishing community in the
south of England, and where
my second child, a daughter, .
was born. - R

From Newlyn I was asked to go Graeme in the King's Chapel Gibraltaar

to the post-industrial town of

Redruth as Team Rector, but alas it lasted
only eighteen months. I'm not sure whether
the people of Redruth failed to take me to
their hearts as much as I had an aversion to
that town — or whether it was the other way
round. The long and the short of it is that we
didn’t get on, and the only thing to do was to
leave before there were any more tears. Bishop
Peter Mumford of Truro was marvellously un-
derstanding and supportive and suggested -
wisely — that I might consider joining the regu-
lar army as a chaplain as | was enjoying the
TA so much. However, army (and RAF) chap-
lains wear both rank and uniform, and I was-
n’t convinced that it was a good idea - far
preferable is the tradition of the Royal Navy
where chaplains have no rank - and where, al-
though there is a chaplain’s uniform for every
conceivable occasion, they are rarely worn. RN
chaplains tend to wear the civilian equiva-
lent — although there are exceptions especially
when at sea and on exercise.

Twenty years after leaving RPCGS I hung up
my biretta and exchanged it for a sailor’s cap
(unworn!) and ran away to sea — and I've been

'_‘ Efo

there now for sixteen years. During that time
I've served in shore establishments in Ply-
mouth and Portsmouth and Deal in Kent and
had three years as the military chaplain in Gi-
braltar. I've been to sea with frigates and de-
stroyers; with HMS FEARLESS an amphibious
assault ship, and even a
short trip on HMS TRENCH-
ANT, a nuclear powered sub-
marine. I've been up the riv-
ers and into the jungles of
Borneo and Malaya - flown
over the Angel Falls in Vene-
. zuela, said mass on beaches,
in mud huts, up mountains;
on mess decks of ships, in

§i . the all-but deserted snow-
T bound church at Grytviken
g i1 South Georgia and in
" some wonderful cathedrals
. around the world. The Navy
' has taken me to well over a
hundred different countries
on every continent including
Antarctica, and I've met
princes, prime ministers and

presidents. I've also been to

some of the most desperately impoverished
places in the world like Djibouti where the
poverty and the violence over-spilling from
nearby Somalia and Ethiopia was impacting
deeply on the lives of a people already lacking
the most basic human needs. More recently
I've visited Sierra Leone twice in the past year,
a Commonwealth country ripped apart by
both foreign intrusions and internal strife — a
land at war where thousands of the popula-
tion have been maimed and slaughtered. Un-
doubtedly it was the intervention of the Brit-
ish that has brought any semblance of peace
to that land and reinstated the ousted demo-
cratically elected president.

I’'m now in my last job in the Royal Navy as
chaplain to the Royal Fleet Auxiliary which is
a group of twenty-two supply ships and tank-
ers that keep the RN’s ships re-supplied at
sea. My job now is taking me constantly
around the world to join any one of HM ships
wherever they may be — because they are de-
ployed literally all over the world. The task of
the RN today is a busy and as varied as it has
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ever been and the demands made upon the
ships and the men and women who crew them
is substantial - the task of the chaplains in
the Navy is to minister to our sailors who may
be away from home at sea for many months.
Indeed, as I write this in mid-November I have
just come back from a couple of months out in
the Arabian Gulf and off Oman...an interest-
ing place to have been posted to on 11t Sep-
tember.

Often the words of our school song ring in my
mind. “Time will make its utter changes, cir-
cumstance will scatter us, but the memories
of our schooldays are a living part of us. I
have always been grateful for the firm and en-
lightened education I had at Raynes Park. I
am grateful too that thirty-five years on, [ am
still in contact with half a dozen of my chums

Charlie Leman’s Christmas card

from those far away days. | have had - and
indeed continue to have — an exciting and
challenging life as a chaplain ministering
to the needs of the mainly young constitu-
ency of the Royal Navy. But I must leave it
in a couple of years time...so if you're look-
ing for a new vicar in 2004 - remember the
name! [ wish God’s blessing on Raynes
Park School “and all who sail in her!”
Graeme Elmore
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Winter’s coming around again

Winter’s coming around again
When it comes it’s so cold
All the sleet snow and rain
Wearing your jumpers worn and old

In the evenings it’s getting dark
The leaves are falling off the trees
Its going to flood as for Noah’s ark
Not the season for the bumble bees

The leaves are turning yellow and red
Put on hat and scarf
All the frosts go to your head
You'’re freezing come in for a bath

But I love winter it’s such fun
Snow doesn’t come every year
Soon it’s spring and there’s the sun
When winter’s here days are full of cheer

Hayley Sponder
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