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ENDOWED AWARDS - 1975

Gillian Whitta Roan Exhibition

Deborah Johnson Dean Prize

Michelle Lelliott John Roan Lodge Prize

Jayne Chapman Mary Higgs Memorial Prize
Palvinder Tatra Chamberlain Prize for Mathematics

Marian Berry O.R.G.A. Prize for Service
Greer Bullock P.A. Prize for Endeavour

Michelle Lelliott Walker Prize for English
Gillian Whitta Icough Memorial Prize for contribution to
the corporate life of the School

Sally Hartwell )

Sharon Coughlin ) Barnsdale History Prize




school notes 1975

In spite of continuing economic difficulties the past year has been
one of interest and promise.

The School as a whole has worked hard on behalf of various charities,
perhaps the greatest effort being the Joint Sixth Form Appeal for
a theatre visit by the older citizens of Greenwich. The money was
raised in all sorts of ingenious ways from sponsored silences to a Miss
Roan fancy dress competition.

Music has again played a major part in the life of the School with
a charming concert ‘Music for a Summer Evening’ in July and the
very successful joint production by the English and Music departments
of Benjamin Britten’s ‘Noyes Fludde’ at Christmas. The whole School
was involved in some way and over one hundred and forty girls took
part.

School activities have been as varied as usual with two successful
journeys to Switzerland and France in the Spring and expeditions to
the Zoo, Cheddar Gorge, Bath and the Commonwealth Institute, not
to mention Field Courses in Biology and Geography. We are very
fortunate, not only that we can undertake so many of these extra
mural activities but that we have Staff who plan and organise these
events with such care and dedication.

The Senior and Junior Prizegivings for the academic year 1973—74
took place in February 1975. Following the Junior Prizegiving, parents
and friends had an opportunity to.walk round the School and see
something of the work of the Junior forms. We had a slight departure
from the usual arrangements in December when we held a Sixth Form
Prizegiving for the academic year 1974—75. Results in the public
examinations in 1975 were pleasing, particularly for O-level.

The School is very grateful to the three joint Head girls for 1975
(Gillian Whitta, Michelle Lelliott and Jayne Chapman) and to all the
Sixth Form for their public-spirited attitude and service to the School.

Sports activities have been numerous, the U14 team gained the
Greenwich Schools tennis shield, the First year Athletics team won
the Greenwich Schools Junior meeting and the Badminton team
seems to sweep all before them.

At the end of the Summer Term 1975, we said goodbye to Mrs.
Scheybeler and Mrs. Griffiths and welcomed in September Mr. A.
Turner as Head of Mathematics and Miss A. Cheetham (Latin and
Ancient History). We hope they will be happy with us.

All the Staff, both full and part-time, deserve very warm thanks for
all they do for the School Community.

the repetitious number

Write down any 3-digit number, and then repeat the digits in the
same order to make a 6-digit number (e.g. 394,394). Divide your
number by 7. There will be no remainder. Divide your result by
11. Again there will be no remainder. Divide your new result by 13:

again there is no remainder. Your final result is now your original
number.

two paradoxes

1. A man says 'l am lying’. Is his statement true? If so, then he is
lying, and his statement is false. Is his statement false? If so, then
he is lying, and his statement is true.

2. The dictionaries define an island as ‘a body of land completely
surrounded by water’ and a lake as ‘a body of water completely
surrounded by land’. But suppose the northern hemisphere were all
land and the southern hemisphere all water. Would you call the
northern hemisphere an island, or would you call the southern
hemisphere a lake?

to prove that 2 = 1

Assume that a = b, Multiply
both sides by a. Thus a2 = ab.
Subtract b2 from both sides:
a2 — b2 = ab—b2.
Factorize both sides: (a+b) (a—b) =b (a —b).
Divide both sides by {a — b) : Therefore (a + b) =b.
Puta=b=1: Therefore 2 = 1.
are you educated?
Did you know
That a Jewish couple is married under a canapé?
That at Passover Jews eat uneven bread?
That Muslims are called to prayer by a minuet?
That Jacob kissed Esau and embarrassed him?

That John the Baptist didn’t drink wine even in his mother's womb?



charity fund raising in 1974 and 1975

Money was raised during both years for the National Society for the
Mentally Handicapped Children, mostly through the sale of Christmas
cards, but also by a football match played early in 1975 against the
Boys’ School. Thanks largely to masculine chivalry the girls won
this match!

In both years the Sixth Form made a combined effort with the Boys’
School to raise money for the Old People of Greenwich. Fund raising
efforts included sponsored netball matches, sponsored silences, record
sessions and a Miss Roan Competition. This was won in 1974 by
Meryl Turner (Hilda Crump) now in Upper Sixth, and in 1975 by
Janice Howard, from [IIB. In 1974 a mysterious and beautiful entry
was submitted by the Staff but they rather disappointingly failed to
make an entry in 1975.

A more detailed account of the Upper Sixth form fund raising appears
below. Throughout both years other sums have been raised — for the
Red Cross, the R.N.L.l., Children's Day and the National Children's
Homes.

sixth form christmas appeal
Denise Barrie

Last Christmas, the Upper and Lower Sixth Forms combined with the
Sixth Forms of the Roan Boys' School to raise money for the annual
Christmas appeal. This year, we undertook to raise enough money to
take eighty old age pensioners to see the musical production of
‘Dad’s Army’ at the Shaftesbury Theatre. The money was raised in
various ways, which everyone found very enjoyable. All the usual
methods raffles, record sessions, selling cakes and biscuits at break
— raised quite a lot towards the final total, but most of the money
was raised from the bigger projects.

We had a sponsored marathon netball match lasting from 10.00am to
7.00pm. We held two discos at the School Pavilion. One was organised
by the boys and one by us. Some people took part in local carol-singing.

The Miss Roan Contest proved to be very successful. It was judged by
three members of the Boys' School and by Mrs. Pollock, Mr. Billington
and Mr. MacDonald. The winner was Marlene Dietrich, otherwise
known as Janice Howard of 111B,

The Sixth Form also ran two stalls at the Parents’ Association Bazaar
and the proceeds from these went to the Appeal.

A band from the Boys' School — ‘John Howcroft's Tijuana Seven’
played in the Hall during the dinner hour, and we charged an entrance
fee.

The School was very helpful, and in particular the First Years who held
a sponsored silence and raised the grand total of £61.566p.

Altogether we raised nearly £400, and £211 of that was raised by the
girls. We were able to give the old people an enjoyable evening out.
They were collected from their homes by mini-bus and taken to the
Boys' School where we gave them tea. They were then taken by
coach to the theatre.

We got everyone home safely, and | think they all enjoyed themselves.




noye’s fludde

In December 1975 a very successful production of Benjamin Britten's
‘Noye’s Fludde' was presented in the School Hall. This was a joint
production of the Music, English and Art Departments, with dances
arranged by the P.E. Department. Don White, from the Boys" School,
sang Noye, John Turpin was an authoratative Voice of God and we were
lucky enough to have Celia Rosenwald as a very lively Mrs Noye. The
other principal parts were sung by girls of the School — Sarah Eary,
Catherine Roll, Margaret Marchant, Jane Pugh, Susan Anderson, Sally
Hartwell and Valerie Hills. The dance roles of the Raven and the
Dove — Vijay Parkash, Cheryl Martin and Claire Watts — were
particularly appreciated. The chorus of Animals and Birds was drawn
from the Junior Forms, and the School Orchestra was conducted by
Robert Raynes.

It was a complicated but very enjoyable production and even thick
fog didn’t prevent good audiences.

noye's fludde

My tights were sagging. Every time | moved a large crinkle appeared
around my knee-cap. | drew in a breath and waited for the thick
mauve material to gather finally about my ankles — concertina fashion.
I shuffled my feet, trying to edge a few more selfish inches for myself
in the area behind the door of the stage. The heavy costume restricted
my movements. It was like trying to get free from a straight-jacket,
| was doomed. Doomed to a fate worse than death — namely to get
out there and sing (sing?) in front of the enemy — | mean the
audience. | shuddered and gulped. “’So, ‘they’ think they've got me
trapped do ‘they’? We'll see about that, I'm not caught yet"”, | thought
naively. | turned, only to see Sue Anderson (alias Mrs Sem) glaring at
me and brandishing an evil looking axe. It may have only been cardboard
but you'd be surprised what she’s capable of. The sweat poured off my
brow and my tights dropped another inch. THIS IS IT. I could hear
the sweet sounds of wailing cats wafting from the orchestra. The lights
dimmed. My stomach turned in time (or sympathy) with the chanting
of Noah. Soon, too soon, it would be my turn. First Sem (Sarah
Eary) then Ham (Margaret Marchant) then myself, Jaffet. | stumbled
down the stairs, images of the past weeks of hard work flashed before
my mind. (They say your life passes before you at the point of
death). | saw all the disasters, heard the arguments, the laughs (all
that in one brief moment?) | reached my place, the spotlight hit my
eyes, a blinding cruel light, | opened my mouth............

Jane Pugh
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some of the highlights of the school journey to switzerland
by Lindsey Poole, Teresa Roe and Jane Ransome

Last Whitsun Mrs. Jeffery and Miss Collins arranged to take a party
from our School for a holiday in Switzerland.

We took the boat from Folkestone to Calais, and the final stage of the
journey was the overnight train to Interlaken. Our group found this
the funniest part of the journey. We slept very little and had a not very
peaceful night, only to be woken up at half past three in the morning
by Jane Ransome and Lorna Francis shouting 'Ooh! what a lovely
chateau’. Alison Davis slept on. At seven o'clock, apparently
refreshed, we got up and washed, and prepared to alight, which we
didn’t do until about ten o'clock.

At the station was a coach waiting for us. It took us the small distance
from Interfaken to Bonigen and to our hotels.

The party was split into two hotels which were situated right along
the side of the Lake. The views from rooms at the back, as well as at
the front, were lovely, as mountains surrounded us on every side. They
were just outside a small hamlet called Bonigen which was in easy
walking distance of Interlaken and the ‘thrifty’ among us took
advantage of this and rarely caught the bus. We all agree, however, that
we preferred Bonigen to Interlaken, which we found a rather
commercial town.

For the rest of Saturday we all settled in our hotels and unpacked. The
first full day, Sunday, was spent quietly. In the afternoon we all
visited St. Beatus Caves. They are lime-stone caves, full of stalagmites
and stalactities — which were found by a medieval monk who used the
place for meditating. We travelled to the foot of the caves by boat,
which was to be our main source of transportation to places around
the lake. However, when we visited the Blausee the following day, we
travelled by coach. Some of the chalets we saw were beautifully kept,
extremely handsome and very old. By the side of the Blausee was
a trout farm. Once the trout are fully grown they are let loose into
the lake to swim among the trunks of a petrified forest. In the afterncon
we travelled on to Thun (the town on the side of the lake from which
it took its name). It was a very pleasant town and fairly cheap,
compared to Interlaken. One of our favourite places was the Aare
Gorge which we visited on Tuesday. A narrow ledge, on which we
walked, ran through the Gorge, and not many feet below the water
roared past. After a packed dinner, we visited Brienz and its school of
carving, which we all found fascinating. Here we caught a bus to
the Staubbach Falls, which were very lovely. The afternoon was very
hot, so we walked to the nearest station and caught a train home.

On Wednesday we took our second trip on a chair lift (the first being
on Monday). This time we went up the Niederhorn to be on the
snow-line. Needless to say there were many snowball fights — even
though this was the end of May! We took a funicular down the vertical
face of the chiff, where we caught a boat back to the hotels.

Friday, sadly, was the |ast day, so we packed the cases in the morning
and in the afternoon we went for a walk to some nearby Falls. We all
had a good time on the journey back. We swear we saw the famous
detective 'Piggy Malone” who sat in an opposite carriage to us, chewing
and taking notes. Somehow the journey seemed very long but we
weren’t really glad to go home.

Lastly we would like to say thank you to the Staff and volunteers who
gave up their half-term holidays to take us — Mr. and Mrs. Jeffrey,
Mr. and Mrs. Darcy and Miss Collins, all of whom, we hope, are now
quite recovered!

school journey 1975
by Sally Hartwell UVI

Last year, our School Journey, ably led by Mrs. Jeffery and two of the
French Staff, was to Dinard, a coastal resort in Brittany. We set off on
27th March and after a minor mishap whereby the coach-driver nearly
forgot to collect Mrs. Jeffery, we were soon speeding down to
Southampton where we were to catch a ferry for Le Havre. As it was
the start of the Easter weekend, we were not alone in our travels and
there were few seats left on board after we had all found cubby-holes
for our luggage. Many of us therefore roughed it on the floor for
the night, though as our stomachs rolled with the motion of the
ship we all felt a bit queasy on waking!

As we arrived at Le Havre, there were traces of snow on the ground
— and we all imagined we'd be living in sweaters for the rest of the
week — but en route to Dinard, we left this weather behind, and there
was a good deal of sun as we drew up in front of Hotel Altair. The
hotel was lovely and clean, and we were well catered for with enough
food to sustain us through each active day.

Dinard is a tourist centre, and has fine sandy beaches which extend
across a spacious bay, with magnificent coastal walks around the
headlands, and frequent boat trips out to the port of St. Malo close
by. There are plenty of shops, but the only bargains we discovered
were at the colourful local market on Saturday morning — where we
even spotted some old men wearing berets, and of course we photo-
graphed these ‘typical’ French specimens at once!



We had some very enjoyable trips out during our stay and | think
without doubt the most enlightening was our ‘rendezvous’ with some
French schoolchildren, who showed us round the town of Dinan — the
idea being that we were to practise our French for the majority of
the time — though | heard one Roan girl open her conversation with
'Parlez-vous Anglais?’

Another trip was to the Isle of Brehat, off the Normandy coast. |t was
a superb day and the glittering sea looked quite inviting, despite the
season, as we crossed from the mainland with our packed lunches
under our arms. The island has retained its natural charm, purely,
| think, because bicycles are the only form of transport — and in most
cases, people choose to explore on foot, so that it is unspoilt by the
motor-car. It was so clean that we were able to survey the land and sea
for miles around from the highest point on the island — and even
sunbathed a little!

Visits to St. Malo, the Bayeux tapestry and a bell foundry were all
entertaining — but especially our trip to the Mont St. Michel, where
the weather rapidly changed from a snow-storm to brilliant sunshine
as if by magic.

| think | can safely say that we all enjoyed our stay at Dinard and our
small sample of the French way of life (thanks to the Staff) and
wouldn’t hesitate in returning if only for the aroma of the
delicious French coffee!

the murder
by Helen Zahra

It was about 9 c’clock one Friday night. Roddy walked along the lane
about half a mile away from his house. He wrapped his scarf tightly
round his neck. He was in no hurry so he dawdled along. He had just
been for a walk — not far any reason, he had just stood up, put on his
coat and walked out as if in a trance. He just walked.

The cold December evening bit into his hands which he pushed down
to the bottom of his duffle coat pockets. All of a sudden he stopped,
stamped his feet, and then sat on the wall behind him. For about two
minutes no-one walked by till a lady rushed past. She had a sort of
furry “‘Russian’ hat and a thick coat which was meant to look expensive,
She hurried past muttering something about young boys being out at this
time of night. Roddy just watched her, wondering where she lived,

whether she was rich, how many children she had, just silly things he
would probably never know.

He got up again, and turned down the alley which led to the road
parallel to his house. It was a long alley but Roddy wasn’t scared, he

Moddare Cloke IR




never even thought about being scared. He stopped to chat to a dog
who was guarding the back entrance to one of the houses. He loved
animals and forgot everything else. He chatted away to the dog,
praising it and patting it whenever he could get his hand through the
rungs of the gate. The dog began to bark fiercely and Roddy as quickly
as he could dislodged his hand from the gate. He stood up and turned
round. He saw three boys standing around him. They stood just
looking at him.

‘Yes?' he asked.

‘Shut yer mouth,’ said one with a cigarette hanging out of the corner
of his mouth.

Roddy was quiet.
‘What d’ya think you're doing?’ the boy asked.

‘Nothing, just talking to the dog, and what's it got to do with you
anyway?’

‘Don’t be cheeky kid" a fat boy said and slapped him a:ross his face.

Roddy said nothing and didn’t move. He tried to walk away but the fat
boy stopped him. Roddy turned round to see the boy who had first
spoken to him with a knife in his hand. Roddy looked at the knife
then at the boy.

“What's yer name kid?" asked the boy who hadn’t yet spoken.
“What do you think? Have a guess’ Roddy said.

The fat one chewing away at his gum said ‘Er.....Paul, no er Alan, yer
Alan.’

‘Shut up you silly fool’ said the boy with the knife ‘what do you
think this is — Playschool?’

'Oh sorry Jim' said the fat boy.
‘Alright’ said the quieter boy ‘get his coat and that off.’
The fat boy took off Roddy’s coat, jumper, shirt and vest.

‘What do you want with me’ Roddy asked, while the fat boy took
Roddy's clothes off.

None of the boys answered. Roddy’s shirt was hastily pulled off. Now
Roddy felt nothing, he was far too numb now. Roddy repeated the
question. The boy with the knife said ‘Shut up and it won't be so bad
for you, not that it's going to be very good for you anyway.’ The
fat boy laughed.

‘Right, hold him still you two’ the boy with the knife said— — _ _ _ _

mary buttersworth
by Jane Waterhouse

Skinny Mary Buttersworth
Lives down the road,

In one pocket a stick of toffee,
In the other a toad.

She stumps her toes as she walks

She writes on walls with bits of chalk,

She sits in the gutter throwing stones at the cars,
She keeps little tadpoles in jam jars.

At school she's never wearing shoes,
Doesn't know how to take one from two,
But she is happy in her own little way,
You never know she may be rich one day.

Skinny Mary Buttersworth
Lives down the road,

In one pocket a stick of toffee,
In the other a toad,

my uncle joe
by Catherine Shepherd

My Uncle Joe's a fussy man,
He's always dressed just so,

His waistcoat’s always buttoned,
His shoes they always glow.

He took his gun to Africa

To have a shooting gala,

He tracked the giant elephant,
Nearly shot a swift impala.

Then one day in the jungle

Uncle Joe made quite a bungle,

A large and shaggy and very wild beast,
Of Uncle Joe it made a feast.

It chewed his buttoned waistcoat,
) It chewed his shoes which glow,

It chewed his best bri-nylon socks,
But it didn’t fancy Joe.




mrs. spike and her house
by Jane Curness

Old Mrs. Spike lives in a slum,

The house is rotting and very glum.

The wallpaper is half-way off the wall,

Especially in her cramped little hall.

The paintwork is peeling and is a creamy yellow.

The plasterwork is as soft as marshmallow.

The floorboards squeak like the mice in the cupboard,
And the cupboards are bare like old Mother Hubbard's.
Mrs. Spike is very thin.

In fact almost as thin as a pin.

Her clothes are all ragged, tattered and torn,

She looks very old and very worn.

billy brown

When Billy Brown comes into town

His baggy britches hanging down

Many people turn their head

As if their hearts are made of lead,

They never ask him where he's going

Or whether he’s cold when the cold winds blowing,
But when he comes for help or advice

They cast him away and aren’t very nice;

His hands are blue and so are his toes;

When he walks past, Mr. Jones holds his nose
His Dad don't care what happens to him

The way he goes on | think it's a sin

He lives in a house the last up our street

He ain't got no shoes to put on his feet

Mr. Jones says he could be such a nice lad

If someone would take him away from his Dad
His house could be such anice place so they say
If they cared enough to make him that way

His Ma is dead, died long ago

But Billy hasn't forgotton her — no

He's there at her grave putting weeds by her side
His hair in his eyes his tears to hide.




the zig zag woofer
by Clare Cheesman

The Zig Zag Woofer is a very strange creature. He has got four legs, two
at the front and two at the back. He has got three claws on each foot,
which are used for gripping things. His body is plumpish with different
coloured zig zag lines on it. His eyes are big and bright like car head-
lamps so when you are with Zig Zag Woofer you don’t need a light
because of his eyes. When he walks about on all fours he doesn’t use
his claws otherwise he would pull the ground up.

The Zig Zag Woofer got his name because of the zig zag lines on his
back and because of the woofing noise he makes.



the jatterwong
by Debbie Jones

The Jatterwong has a very long nose,

It comes right down to his little black toes,
His coat is all grey

Like dirty clay,

And he lives in a barrel of grimy old hay.

His eyes are round,

And look like a hound,

His mouth is terribly big.

And when he goes to meet his girl,
He always does a jig.

He has knobbly knees

Like the twigs on the trees,

And his big ears catch the cold sea breeze
He has a round face

And a chubby little belly

Which shakes when he laughs

Like a bow! of jelly.

He eats all kinds of mysterious things
Like cold dead ants, and black bats’ wings.

the hippocowhare

by Kay Springate

The Hippocowhare,

Has a body that's square,

And some eyes that are no use at all,
Her feet are quite big,

And she wears a white wig,

It's a wonder that she doesn’t fall.

She has only one ear,

And she's nothing to fear,

Her nose is as big as a hooter,

But one fatal day,

When she went out to play,

She got knocked over flat by a scooter.




the jungle
by Martina Pike

The hot musty air stinks of decaying leaves and shrubbery,

The birds sing their everlasting songs.

And the monkeys fly across your head, almost knocking it but not
quite.

You duck and fall on your hands and knees and waken the snakes.

The trees are rotten and have fungi growing on them.

Some trees are old and gnarled.

The humidity, the denseness, the hot sun streaming down your face.

Something moves, you turn and see nothing,

But you feel something is there.

The great air of mysteriousness is overwhelming.

It's eerie and creepy, almost frightening.

10

the jungle
by Helen Hazell

The sound of the birds’ sweet, high noted song,
Rang through the jungle waking all animals.
The golden sun rose high in the sky,

Making shadows fall upon the ground.

The sudden swish of a branch on a tree,
The monkeys jumping from one to another,
The jungle awoke.....

Up from their nests rose the birds,

And the insects too,

All around was a quiet humming,

And from the density of the jungle

Arose the tiger,

His sharp white teeth, his big brown eyes,
Shone clearly.

Far off the elephant awoke
Giving his morning call.
The sun became hotter,
The sky became bluer,

It was time to go.
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the jungie

by Sara Hibberd
Denseness and heat,

A tropical atmosphere.
Tall green trees,

And the hum of mosquitoes.

Shadows and creepers

Lurching and waiting,

Eyes flash like great sparks of fire,

Red with wildness and rage.

Exhaustion and tiredness,

Through the humidity and busyness.

Colours are vivid and brillian?

Like freshly made toftee.

The great grey greasy green swamps,

That linger around to catch what they may.

Great pools that are steaming and bubbling and gurgling,
Just waiting and watching the days go by.

The wildness and wilderness

That keeps man waiting, watching, thinking about what to do next.
A mysterious place is a jungle by moonlight.

A steaming place with its screaming and screeching inhabitants.
Like the monkey and parrot

And the leopard and tiger,

Whose roar can be heard a mile or so away

With its grasses and leeches

And creepers and creatures,

It is a wonderful wonderful world.



the train
by Sarah Hibberd

As she rushes by

Under the sky

Her whistle blows

As on her way she goes
While everything shakes
At the sound that she makes
A sigh is heard

From a nearby bird

But the lonely train
Through wind and rain
She chugs along

Till the day is gone
And hides away

Until the next day

When she blows out her steam

Like a long flowing stream
And runs away
For another day.

the train
by Helen Hazell

the train
by April Bullock

From the dark station slowly emerges,
Gradually gets faster like a horse's gallop,
Rushing past the houses, fields and farms,
Leaving its trail of smoke behind.

Like a fox which is being hunted,

Like a man being followed,

The train hurries on its way,

Passing the countryside which goes with a flash.

Gradually this quickness comes 1o a halt,
The train’s journey has come 10 an end,
It slowly pulls in at the station,

Ready to go on another mission.

the night train
by Annabel Crowe

As it starts off chugging and rattling,
Through the night on rails so strong,
Storming through the mighty snowflakes,
Knocking every poor weed down,
Dashing through the thunder and lightning,
Flashing past the trees so bare,

Her deafening wheels whirr faster, faster.
Smoke tremendously fills the air,

Racing every bird of feather,

Rampaging on to beat the wind.

But slower now the race forgotten,

She's reached her destination.

As the train silently creeps out of the station,
With a puff and a pant she increases her speed,
As she enters the mysterious and lonely tunnel,
She gives out a screech of excitement.

The rails are her feet,

And the station is her home,

As she enters the countryside she is lonely and puzzled.
As she whizzes past the houses, farms and lakes
She does not care to stop — just keeps going faster
And faster till her journey ends.

Slowly and surely she enters the station,

Now she can rest at home.
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pop concert
by Catherine Lakin

All this frustration, it seems like |'ve been waiting out here hours,
lucky we got our tickets early. The girls are all screaming and shouting
‘David, David, we want David’. It does not start for forty-five minutes
yvet so they aren't going to open the door until about 7 o'clock.

The queue is getting longer and longer, in fact, I've lost sight of the
end, It's not only girls — as | expected — boys are here as well.

Ah!, they have opened the doors, help! I'm being pushed down, | look
for my friend but she's not there. | just get to my seat and see her
coming along. All the girls are screaming and shouting. I'm really
getting excited now. Another group come on first. ‘Plush Velvet” they
are called, but you can't hear them through all the shouting. There is
a short break, then a man in a white suit comes from behind the curtains
and bursts into song. It is him, DAVID ESSEX, in the flesh. | start
screaming a bit but | soon find it isn't worth it. Then he sings a lot
more songs, oh! he is just marvellous.

puzzle corner

. A collector of cigarette ends can make one cigarette from four
ends: he collects 11. How many cigarettes can he make and how
many cigarette ends will be left over?

. A milkmaid has 8 pints of milk to sell, contained in an B-pint vessel.
Besides this she has two measuring cans, one holding 5 pints, the
other 3 pints. A customer presents herself without a milk container

and asks for 4 pints of milk. How can this be done?

A
a

from the Equator can it now be placed?
. Express the number 10 by using five 9s and find four different
methods of doing this.

If a man can see 10 miles from the top of a tower, how far could
5 men see?
. If a 40-piece orchestra can play a Beethoven symphony in 30

13

minutes, how long would a 60-piece orchestra take?

string exactly encircles the equator. It is cut at one point and
piece of string one yard long is added to its length. How far out

pop concert
by Pat Parsons

When | arrived outside the Odeon the queue stretched right the way
along the road.

Everyone was excited. People were singing, and shouting and having
fun. As we were going in people behind were pushing, which was
frightening. Inside everyone was shouting for the Bay City Rollers.
A group came on before the Bay City Rollers but not many people
liked them.

The Bay City Rollers came on and everybody and everything worked
up to a climax. Everyone was excited except me. | was really disappointed
because everyone was screaming and shouting. | couldn’t hear them
singing very well and | could just about hear the music. All my
expectations died out of me. In the end when the Bay City Rollers had
finished everyone felt sad.

The screaming and shouting died out, but the excitement of the
concert was still in them. My ears were tingling and | could still faintly
hear the high pitched screams grinding through me.

The whole evening was a disappointment and | was glad to go home.
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cause and effect
by Lisa Wilson

| ate too much and |'ve been paid

When the larder | did raid:

1t was so tempting and divine

| should not have a cause to whine.

| was alone all by myself,

| had a peep and saw the shelf

Inside the larder packed with food

And quickly | got in the mood,

And in a second | was there

And very soon it was quite bare.

My stomach grew fatter and | felt ill

My mouth grew larger as | started to fill;
| ate and | ate and got bigger and bigger
And lost my beautiful model girl figure;
And then | heard a dreaded sound

It seemed to echo all around:

Some footsteps they were getting nearer
It was my mother — how | fear her —
And because | was caught at this terrible crime
My seat was sore for quite a time.

If you gorge like me it must be expected
That eventually you will be detected.




the sweetshop
by Kate O"Donnell

Jingle-jangle—

The sweet shop door opened,

A child walked over to the polished counter;
He looked at the rows of chocolate bars

All wrapped in sheets of shining paper;

Next to them were the gobstoppers smooth and bright
That looked like pearls in soft moonlight ;
Along a bit were the gooey lollies

Orange, yellow, green and red

Stuck together — head to head;

Then the shelves, oh a sight for sore eyes,
Sweet-filled jars of varying size,

Chocolate drops, brown and small,
Peppermint ice like a shining jewel,
Liguorice, ban-bons, flavoured or plain,
Little sweets, looking like drops of rain;
Sticky toffee with a stripe down the middle,
Colourful jelly babes, hickeldy-pick|e
Candy-crunch all pink and nice,

The coffee and white of some coconut ice;
All these and many more

Filled the shelves with colours galore:

The child walked away as pleased as punch
Carrying a bag of humbugs to munch.

the effects of curry
by Martina Pike

Curry smells quite nice,
With fruit and with spice,
And whilst in the pot,

It remains very hot.

Now on the plate it will commence
To be very hot, in a different sense,
It looks quite normal on the plate,
But when you try it, you just wait

And see what a surprise you'll get,
You'll find it can get hotter yet,

When you put it in your mouth you feel
A sudden thirst (a drink appeal)

You take a sip of tea and then,

You find it’s hot all over again,

You'll rush to the nearest tap |'m sure,
And there you'll find the only cure.
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| ran to the road to get my ball.

There | tripped and fell.

The lights of the advancing car blinded me.
| screamed,

| could not move,

My body froze.

screeching of brakes
by Sarah Eary

A pain went through me as the car hit me.

All the time | could hear the screeching of brakes.
An ambulance came to my aid,

As it rushed through the streets —

| could hear the screeching of brakes.

Three months later | lay in hospital stiff with plaster.
| eventually recovered.

Still to this very day —
| hear the screeching of brakes.

o

in the dead of night
by Hefen Hazell

When in the dead of night,

Witches and wizards take flight,

Off they fly to their cove in the woods,

Where skeletons dwell wearing robes and hoods.
Up rise the spirits from their beds of stone,
Who frighten people that walk alone.

The vampires meet in the woods each night,
Over a fire — burning bright.

The ghosts and the phantoms gather together,
They fail not to meet — whatever the weather.

the goldfish
by Kim Wilkinson

He swims and swirls
Around the glass bowl,
His fins moving
Allowing him to breathe,
His tail swishes

From side to side,
Guiding him

Like a rudder,

His scales gleam fog

: ¢ Tt
A bright, bright gold, by Kerry Lancaster . ‘
His mouth gaping Fog swirls around — moist and thick
For good from the top, Deadening all but the loudest sounds
As he guides himself It creeps around
Around the glass bowl, On silent feet
His eyes, his eyes Covering trees
Are never closing. Covering the street.
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november 5th
by Gillian Bentley

h

It's getting dark, piles of wood with men upon them,
K People gathering round, waiting for the pile of wood to be lit.
Suddenly the first spark appears, the fire has been lit;
* Rockets are stuck in the ground, then lit and shoot into the sky,
f Catherine wheels spin on nails on fences showing pretty colours,
e
R
2
I

\ ¥ w Roman candles with their beautiful colours burning away, leaving
Ny A coloured smoke,
\'F Jumping Jacks crackle towards people, then away again, dying
¥ r AR _ ] _ _
A & an \ ~ o (5) Hel|coptgrs spin in the sky get_hng very high and low,
x \ "' ’ (o] O The sky is absolutely full of different patterns and colours
the night i was alone in the house 4 r AN \Q' 9": Mg
by Helen Hazell Y 'ﬂ? ~ 3, Al *?’; \QV
The rain rattles at the window, * e, Vi Qﬂ
The wind whispers at the door, . ’4 ’:-..?f X 'ﬁ‘\ 4
There's a stair that creaks - ’ A "
And a board that squeaks ",& ," 1" *\‘ <
And if | hald my breath ~a i PP 7‘ ﬁ 1*
(Though it frightens me to death) - w >
There's a soft following footstep
That pads across the floor. . . answe
ns rs

There are shadows in the hallway,
There are shapes upon the stair.
The chimney moans, the attic groans 21 8 pint can 5 pint can 3 pint can
And if | stand quite still

. ) : , Step 1 3
(With a spine tickling chill) i . g

1. 3cigarettes, 2 ends left over.

There's a stirring in the house, Wi s Step 2 3 2 3
Though | k there's no- there.
oug now there's no-one there by Ruth Howard Step 3 6 2 0
Just the ticking of the clock ad I Step 4 6 0 2
And the thumping of my heart, \.Sf\hf.h;]nq e :Nas:\mhg, Steis B 1 5
Or is there something in the room T?\ Mg ?]nc 5p|05 mg'|, i 2
That quietly slips across the gloom? Biha e rasTes e Step 6 ! 4 3
. : It whips and it lashes,
1 jump into;my bed, It spits and it splash 3.8, nches
Pull the blankets o'er my head, Thﬂ e h " 4
But | can sense it drawing near, BRI S RD AR, * @ 2 i gg + 9:x8 +2 ; 2, 9+9-9
With a shudder with a start! A wind gets up, ) 879 (ites 9 i) 9 9 w3
First | hear its quiet breath. . . The waves grow higher, 5. 10 miles
THEN | FEEL IT'S GHOSTLY HAND! The sea, the restless sea. .
e i 6. 30 minutes
| am rigid in my bed, The boats bab about,

For something upward creeps and. . . Like a cork coming out,
IT'S MY CAT! The sea, the restless sea. J




SPORTS ACTIVITIES

tennis
In 1974 the winners of the School Tournament were

Junior — Susan Wise
Senior — Janice Francis
All age Doubles — Janice Francis and Katharine Wise

1975 was a good year for our younger players. Our Under 14 team
became the winners of the ‘Greenwich Schools’ Tennis Tournament.

The results of the 1975 School Tournament in which several of our
players took part were again

Junior — Susan Wise
Senior — Janice Francis
All age Doubles — Janice Francis and Katharine Wise

Colours 1975

Lorna Francis, Mandy Wells, Mandy Cleaver, Susan Wise, Carole Leslie,
Elaine Bent.

athletics
1974 Sports Day

Inter Form Winners 11W
Senior Victrix Ludorum — Jane Berry, Caroline Bishop
Junior Victrix Ludorum — Helen Zahra, Alison Davis

1974 Athletics Colours

First Year — Jacqueline Clarke, Sally Harding, Jennifer Butler, Cheryl
Pizzy, Jennifer Woodley, Sharon Stubbs, Jacqueline Lamont.

Second Year — Alison Davis, Martine Dennis, Mandy Wells, Karen
Whitney, Jacqueline Mills, Mandy Cleaver, Jacqueline Francis, Carole
Leslie, Catherine Pinder.

Third Year — Helen Zahra, Diane Berry, Claudette Brown, Gillian
Howard.

Tokens for the highest points on Sports Day

First Year — Jacqueline Clarke
Second Year — Alison Davis
Third Year — Helen Zahra
Fourth Year — Jane Berry
Senior — Caroline Bishop

Sports Day 1975 was a cool day, but saw some promising athletics
from the Forms.

Interform Winners IC
Senior Victrix Ludorum — Jane Berry

Junior Victrix Ludorum — Janet Duncan, Cheryl Pizzy
1975 Athletics Colours

First Year — Janet Duncan, Pat Jones, Louise Nichols, Linda Johnson,
Jennifer Wise, Caryn Munday, Wendy Hewitt,

Second Year — Chery| Pizzy, Sharon Stubbs, Sandra Milligan, Jacqueline
Clarke, Pat Parsons, Jennifer Woodley.

Third Year — Mandy Cleaver, Alison Davis, Elaine Bent, Jacqueline
Mills, Karen Whitney, Catherine Pinder.

P.E. Tokens for highest points on Sports Day, awarded by the
Parents’ Association were awarded to the following girls

Year 1 — Janet Duncan

Year 2 — Cheryl Pizzy

Year 3 — Elaine Bent and Mandy Cleaver
Year 4 — Claudette Brown

Year 5 — Jane Berry

Mr Billington’s Sixth Form Pentathlon Trophy, awarded for perform-
ances over the whole Summer season — Julia Gardiner.

rounders

This was introduced in the Summer of 1975 for First—Fourth Year
girls, with some success in matches against other Schools.

A School Knockout Tournament was held, open to all years. Six
Forms entered. The winners were 111B.

Colours —

First Year — Karen Edwards, Wendy Hewitt, April Bullock, Claire
England, Lynn Gillam.

Second Year — Pat Parsons, Jennifer Woodley, Chery| Pizzy, Jacqueline
Clarke, Elaine Wright, Amanda Williams.

Third Year — Lorna Francis, Mandy Cleaver, Jacqueline Mills, Susan
Wise, Catherine Pinder,

netball — 1975

A most rewarding season for most of our netball players, particularly
the U.14 VIl who deserve special mention.

The Greenwich Schools Netball Tournament was held on Saturday
1st March at Coldharbour Sports Ground — the results were as follows

First Year VII — 7th in their section.
Second Year VII — 6th in their section.
Third Year VIl — 1st in the 3/4th Year section.

The School Netball Tournament was held on Thursday 6th March at
School. There was some good netball from all our teams and the



results were very close.

Juniors {1st—2nd years) won by IS,
Intermediate (3rd—4th years) won by I11B.
Senior (5th—6th years) won by VW.

Colours —

U14 VIl — Carole Leslie, Martine Dennis, Elaine Bent, Mandy Cleaver,
Susan Wise, Alison Davis, Catherine Pinder, Nicola Jear, Mandy Wells.
U12 V1l — Pat Jones, Caryn Munday, Jennifer Wise.

hockey in 1974

Despite the bad weather which caused many of the matches to be
cancelled, the School managed to produce some good team work which
lead to pleasing results for our younger players.

kent under 16 hockey tournament

Held at Prendergast School on Saturday 22nd February. Our team
were players from the under 14 age group and did well to achieve
5th place.

the greenwich schools tournament

We went to Kidbrooke School on a cold morning in March to play
several other teams from this area. The competition was for the U14 Xl
Trophy. Our team played excellent hockey, winning all their matches
to gain maximum points and the Trophy — well done.

the school hockey tournament

As with the Netball Tournament we were fortunate that the rain held
off until the end of the matches. The results were as follows

Junior (1st years only) won by IC.
Intermediate (2nd—3rd years) won by 1B and H1D.
Senior (4th, 5th and 6th years) won by Lower Sixth.

Hockey Colours

U14 XI — Lorna Francis, Jane Gibbons, Elaine Bent, Jacqueline Mills,
Catherine Pinder, Karen Whitney, Susan Wise, Carole Leslie, Mandy
Cleaver, Martine Dennis, Mandy Wells, Alison Davis, Nicola Jeal.
hockey in 1976

This year we did extremely well to take 2nd place in the U168 Kent
Schools Hockey Tournament at Bullers Wood School. The morning
wis very exciting as in the semi-final we drew 0-0 with Beaverwood
and had to take penalty strokes. Our Goalkeeper did well to allow

in only one goal out of five = we then scored two goals in four shots
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and went through to the final where the team was beaten by 1 goal
to nil by Prendergast School.

gym club

Another year in which our gymnasts have gained awards from the
British Amateur Gymnastics Association. On Junior Prizegiving Evening,
members of the Club put on a polished display of floor and apparatus
work, which was much enjoyed by all who took part.

In 1976 we ran, for the first time, a Gymnastics competition. 80 girls
took part in the two sections, putting in a great deal of hard practice
before they appeared before the judges. The Overall Winner was
Terri Bower (I11T) who scored B6%. She also won the Intermediate
section. The winner of the Elementary section was Susan Wyvill (11D)
who scored 75%.

Gym Colours were awarded to all those who scored 65% or over.

Terri Bower, Pat Jones, Tracey Taylor, Elaine Bebb, Diane Mason,
Susan Wyuvill, Caroline Brick, Suzanna Gittins, Caryn Munday, Claire
Watts, Vijay Parkash, Jacqueline Lanston, Kathleen Thomson, Wendy
Down.

dance club

A new venture in 1975 which has been attended regularly by several
1st—4th year girls under the guidance of Mrs Sutton. At the Junior
Prizegiving the dancers showed part of their work and provided some
calourful entertainment for us.

cross country in the 1974/5 season

Once again our runners have excelled themselves, and have had success
both in London Chamipionships and at National level. Mandy Cleaver
and Elaine Bent did so well at the London meeting that they were
selected to go to the All England Championships at Croydon. Elaine
was a Reserve, and Mandy came 52nd out of 350 girls in the Junior
gvent.

The first and second year London Championships were held at Priest
Hill Sports Centre on March Bth, 1975. Qur first year team all ran
well, Tracy Lloyd, in particular who was placed 23rd. In the second
year race we entered one runner, Chary| Pizzey, who was placed 141h.

In November 1975, our Intermediate Cross Country team Mandy
Cleaver, Elaine Bent, Alison Davis, Carole Billingham, Mandy Wells
and Catheringe Henry=hecame the winners of the Greenwich Schools
Championship, Mandy and Elaine were then selected again, to compete
far London in the Al England Championships in Leicester.




In the London Schools Individual Championship at Hainault Forrest
in December, the results were as follows

Junior — Cheryl Pizzey 13th.
Intermediate — Elaine Bent 5th, Mandy Cleaver 3rd.

badminton

Our Senior Badminton Six have won all seven fixtures against other
Schools. In December they won the Greenwich Schools Badminton
Championship, winning all their matches. The results of the School
Tournaments in 1975 were

Singles — Janice Francis.

Doubles — Janice Francis and Janet Matthews.
1975 School Tournament Results

Singles — Gillian Howard.

Doubles — Gillian Howard and Alexis Clare.

trophies

‘The Parents’ Association have been most generous in their donation
of Trophies, medallions and P.E. tokens. We are most grateful to
them. Mr Billington has kindly donated a Sixth Form Penthathlon
Trophy which was won for the first time in 1975.

Our thanks must also go to Mr Lentle at the School Field who has
done a marvellous job in keeping our pitches and athletics track in
such good condition. Also, to Mr McDonald who has maintained our
Netball and Tennis courts outside, and the Gym and Badminton court
inside. We are grateful to them both.

A.E. Rouncefield

presentation of duke of edinburgh’s awards
thursday, 13th june, 1974

Nearly two years ago | was privileged to attend the Official Ceremony
at Buckingham Palace, when one of our 1972—3 Upper Sixth girls
— Rosalind Spinks — was presented with her Gold Award in the Duke
of Edinburgh’s Award Scheme. My first thrill was on May 24th when
| opened the official invitation from the Palace, which came in a large
important-looking envelope complete with the Royal Cypher. | was
requested to wear Afternoon Dress and to present myself at the Grand
Entrance at 2.15pm.

The 13th June dawned bright and fair: it was a perfect June day.
| sauntered through St. James Park and as | got nearer to the Palace
Gates the paths and seats were thronged with well-groomed, smartly
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dressed young people — each accompanied by one guest, usually a very
happy and admiring Mother complete with a new outfit, and crowned
by a summery, fashionable hat,

At the gate of the Palace | met Rosalind and Mrs Spinks and together
we walked across the forecourt and under the Central Arch. We were
then in the Inner Quadrangle at the opposite end of which we ascended
a flight of steps which took us into the Grand Entrance Hall. It was
carpeted in bright red and the walls were decorated in white and gold.

We were directed into the nearby Billiard Room where we were able
to leave our coats and then we ascended the Grand Staircase to an
Upper Gallery complete with vast full-size paintings of many of the
Rovyal Family past and present.

There were about 700 presentations to be made so several Staterooms
had to be used. We ourselves were sent to the South Eastern supper-
room. The Award recipients were assembled in the centre of each
room in some five or six groups of 20 with a Marshal in charge and
seats were available for guests round the walls of the room. We all had
a perfect view of the proceedings.

At the appropriate time His Royal Highness arrived and spent some
20 minutes in the room conversing and joking with each group of
Award winners in turn. His ease of manner was very evident and
everyone, award recipients and guests, enjoyed the ceremony very
much.

The Duke was accompanied by a well-known seagoing celebrity Chay
Blyth who stayed behind after the Duke had left to present each one
with a Gold Award Certificate and a Gold Badge.

When this was done the ceremony was over. We retraced our steps
along the Picture Gallery, down the Grand Staircase and back to the
Entrance Hall. Our steps were slow and lingering to make the most of
the magic moments when we were guests in London’s most famous
Royal home.

In the Quadrangle outside, photographs were taken on the steps of
the Palace and then gradually everyone departed.

It was certainly a memorable occasion for us all and | felt very
privileged to be invited officially to be a guest that afternoon.

We congratulate Rosalind on the splendid work she did to become one
of the first Roan girls to receive the coveted Gold Award and we are
hoping that before long there will be others who will share the same
distinction.

M. Jeffery



ENDOWED AWARDS - 1974

Geraldine Hills Roan Exhibition

Carol Golding Dean Prize

Caroline Bishop John Roan Lodge Prize
Suzan Jobling Mary Higgs Memorial Prize

Geraldine Hills Chamberlain Prize for Mathematics
Christine Mair O.R.G.A. Prize for Service

Susan Mustafa P.A. Prize for Endeavour

Susan Hitchins Blackmore Prize for Religious Education

Jacqueline Buteux Icough Memorial Prize for contribution to
the corporate life of the School
Tessa Heffernan Barnsdale History Prize
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