


school news

FounDer's DAY in 1971 was on Friday 16th July and at the service
in St. Alfege’s Church, Greenwich, conducted by the Vicar the
Reverend C. Morrison, the address was given by the Reverend
Gavin C. Reid. Prize Giving was on 20th October and the guest
speaker was Dame Elizabeth Ackroyd, the distinguished Civil
Servant and former Chairman of the Consumer Council. The School
welcomed the new Chairman of Governors, Mr. Nigel Edgerton, who
presided. Other major events in the year’s calendar have been the pro-
duction of Moliére’s Tartuffe on December 14th and 15th, and a
performance on March 24th, 1972 of Handel's Messiah, given at St.
Paul’s Church, Devonshire Drive. The summer concert, the Art and
Dress Show, Sports” Day and a projected Shakespeare production
at the end of July make up the traditional pattern of our year’s events.
Congratulations must go to all who organise and take part in these
public events, especially in the dramatic and musical field, for the
very high standards achieved.

We congratulate Lesley Smith on the award of the Roan
Exhibition on the results of her Advanced Levels in 1971. She and
Judith Fagg are now reading Mathematics at University. Carol
Dowling and Susan Swift are studying English at London and
Cardiff respectively. Other Sixth Form leavers are taking College of
Education courses of various kinds, and a larger number of girls
than usual have gone into local government where there are interest-
ing opportunities to combine a job with further study, for example
in the field of accountancy,

A School Journey—this year to Switzerland—continues to be
enjoyed each summer. A Field Course in Biology was taken by the
Lower Sixth in Swanage, Dorset, during the spring, and some
younger girls have been initiated into the pleasures of Youth
Hostelling by two energetic members of the Staff. Theatre and other
visits have been too numerous to mention in detail, but they reflect
the care and interest of the Stafl’ concerned. The Duke of Edinburgh
Award work has shown excellent results, and classes in First Aid
and Child Care have been well attended. They have shown a 1009,
success for those taking the appropriate examinations. Task Force
and social work of various kinds continue to bring a good response
from many girls who feel drawn to give service to the community.
Good causes have been well supported, and the school’s efforts have
this year been especially concentrated upon support for the National

Society for the Mentally Handicapped.

This year’s Head Girl, Valerie White, has been very ably
helped by two deputies, Annette Chuter and Shirley Adams. They
have all been well supported by the rest of their year, and the School
is indebted to them for the help they give in the daily running of
school affairs. The Form representatives—two from each form—
meet fortnightly with the Head Girl and her deputies for general
discussion of school matters, and their ideas and suggestions are
very valuable,

The Parents™ Association continues to give generous support to
the school and its interests. They have, among other things, made a
gift of a final instalment of blocks to complete the stage equipment
in the Hall, together with a new sterco record player, and practical
help in gardening and decorating. A pleasant social evening in
January this year allowed some Governors, Staff, parents and girls,
to meet together informally, and we hope to have more such
occasions in the future.

Miss Hall retired in 1971 after many years of devoted and
loyal service to the school in the Art department. Miss Hague also
retired, regrettably on grounds of health, from her work in the
Domestic Science department. Miss Kallenborn moved during the
year, to make a new home in Kent, after many years of service to
the school as a whole and to the Geography department in par-
ticular. We wished them all a very happy time in their retirement or
their new work, and were aware of a landmark in the changing tide
of the School’s history; this School owes much to the long con-
nections it has enjoyed with an earlier generation of teachers who
gave themselves very fully to the interests of many generations of
girls. We said goodbye also to Mrs. Kilbourn and to Mrs. King,
both of whom had given generously of their time and teaching skill.
Miss Collins has had a year of study leave to take an advanced
diploma, in Cambridge. We have welcomed new Staff, including
Mrs. Mayhew as Head of Art, Mrs. Barker in charge of Home
Economics, and Mrs, Andrews for Geography.

Pressures—social, educational, and even political—are heavy
these days upon pupils and Staff in any school. In the Roan Girls’
School there is a cheerful and co-operative spirit—among Staff and
girls—which goes far to foster the purposes of this place as a school
community serving the girls who come here, and those of us who
work here are fortunate to enjoy it.




AWARDS AND PRIZES

THE following endowed prizes were awarded to Sixth Form leavers

in 1971—

ROAN EXHIBITION

DEAN PRIZE
WALKER PRIZE FOR ENGLISH

Miss CHAMBERLAIN'S PRIZE FOR MATHEMATICS

Lesley Smith
Judith Fagg
Carol Dowling
Lesley Smith

Mary Hicgs MEMORIAL PRIZE FOR SERVICE TO

THE SCHOOL ... ;

Orp RoAN GIRLS" ASSOCIATION PRIZE...

JouN RoaN LoODGE PRIZE
PARENTS ASSOCIATION PRIZE

Susan Etherington
Alison Gentry
Lesley Smith
Glynis Burt

editori_al:
evolution |

WE'VE come a long way since the autumn of 1966, when 1 was a
tewildered little First Year, looking very smart in a new school
uniform, with a very long pinafore on. 1 felt in awe of the Sixth
Form, in fact of everyone who was older than me—but now it’s all
so changed. You can feel free to talk to anyone in any year, even the
staff—it’s really great.

School uniform has changed from long flared skirts to short
A-line skirts and it seems as though it may turn full circle—knee-
length skirts are fashionable again, and pinafore dresses look
chic—although we still can’t say much in favour of cream blouses
and ties!

Tights are worn now—it was stockings in my early years—with
all the horrors of suspender belts, and cold gaps and frequent
showing of stocking tops! Otherwise it was fawn coloured knee-
length socks or even—wait for it—ankle socks!

Break times no longer mean having a game of ‘he’ in the
playground—now the girls like to be more sophisticated and after
they’ve madly rushed for their biscuits, they stand about talking to
their friends. You can call me old-fashioned and childish, but we
enjoyed making up games to play outside. But then girls mature
more quickly these days. I can’t believe some of the First Years are
only twelve years old—sometimes 1 feel as though the tables have
turned, and instead of receiving the awe and respect due to a Sixth
Former, we think twice before daring to send the first years out of
their form rooms at lunch time—they seem to be so big.
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Lucky Sixth Formers can wear their own clothes—that was
unheard of not so many years ago, and yet now everyone demands
their privileges earlier and earlier.

Life in the lower school too, has become more exciting; instead
of washing socks in cookery we're encouraged to create exotic
three-course meals, We have a new kind of art to try out. We have
all seen the wonderful strange creatures which have emerged from
the Art Room to invade the library and the corridors.

The school seems alive with imaginative work, especially in
drama which has reached a high standard due to much hard work
by members of all levels of the school and because of the ardent
interest of teachers.

We can also be very proud of our orchestra and choir which
have produced many delightful concerts as a result of much hard
work,

Most changes have been for the better, although the occasional
flooding of washrooms and defacing of desks does not count as
creativity; it merely destroys part of our evolution—we could
definitely do without it.

On the whole, evolution is good, and it means more—more
use of our imagination, better relations throughout the school—
school is not an old-fashioned institution, but a place full of life and
activity.

CAROLINE LAKIN, LVI,



evolution 2

A GOVERNOR OF THE ROAN ScHooLs who is a Councillor and a
retired Headmaster, writes—

“I have had playmates, I have had companions,
In my days of childhood, in my joyful schooldays,
All, all are gone, the old familiar faces.™

Charles Lamb’s nostalgia in his late years for his schooldays—
and they were, by his own account pretty grim and spartan—is a
feeling which is common enough. I myself can look back over more
than fifty years to my schooldays, but because 1 became a teacher I
really “‘stayed on at school”, experiencing at first hand all the great
changes that have taken place since your grandparents and I sat at
a school desk.

My main responsibilities as a teacher have been in what is now
known as the Primary stage, that is with children under eleven. The
setting up of separate schools for under and over elevens about 1930
was the first great change in the pattern of compulsory schooling
sinc(:]: the state system had been set up about sixty years before, in
1870.

In general, and certainly in the large conurbations like London,
it was almost invariably the case that these Junior boys and Junior
girls were taught in separate schools. Mixed schools were the
exception. Since 1945, however, mixed Junior schools are the rule
and you are all quite familiar with the pattern of school life there,
for these are the schools you attended before your start at the Roan.

There have been two great advances in the work of primary
schools in my years of service and both became more general after
the War. Children are no longer taught exclusively in class groups
but the whole aim of the teacher should now be for meeting the
needs of each child as an individual. The work is no longer planned
so that the whole class follows up by working at the same level, but
provision is made for each child to go ahead with work suitable for
its own needs.

This change from *class-centred™ to *‘child-centred™ activity
explains the much more relaxed atmosphere to be seen in our
Junior classrooms with children engaged in the most diverse activities
at any one time. In fact in many Junior schools today the traditional
classroom and class pattern has given way to teaching areas with
teachers working in teams with the childen.

The second great change has been the direct participation of the
children in the search for knowledge and experience. In a really
active lively Junior School community the children go out and about
to find experience and stimulation in the real world outside the
classroom. These changes, which emphasise the individual child
rather than the class, and provide direct experience for the pupil,
have demanded a reduction of the numbers in each class—in other
words more teachers are needed and much more participation and
understanding by the parents is needed in the work and functions
of the School.

These have been great advances and T am sure that by the
time you have children at school you will not be thought to be
wholly satisfactory as a parent if you are not closely identified with
what goes on in your child’s school and never take your turn as an
escort or class-room helper.

Young children nowadays do things for themselves in school
on a scale which would have been thought quite impossible in my
schooldays. You can see them setting ofl for school with their
recorders or guitars to make music themselves, They write their own
poems, plan and map their surroundings, go out on nature trails
and record with astonishing skill and accuracy, learning to observe
with care and record what is all about them.

The abolition of the formal attainment exams which were
previously used to arrange transfer to secondary schools has gone
far to make the teaching atmosphere freer.

You can take it from me that if you are seeking a career and
your education and talents fit you for one of teaching, you will find
working in a primary school may be exhausting but it will leave you
fulfilled and never without a sense of wonder at what children in
this age group are capable of achieving.

G. E. OFFORD.




drama workshop

SINCE we wrote our last piece for the magazine the work of drama
in the school has been continuing apace. In January 71 we presented,
after its postponement from the previous term end because of the
power strike, our review, ‘Ah, Women!" This was devised by John
and Hildegard in collaboration with the girls involved and provided
a most interesting, stimulating, and exciting evening of words and
music.

The next major production we presented was the verse trans-
lation of Moliére’s, ‘Tartuffe’ which took place at the end of last
autumn term. This was a particularly splendid evening for all
involved and in particular for Michelle Bulline who played the
name part with such style and presence in spite of being ill on the
last night of the play. As usual the play was directed and produced
by John and Hildegard with much valued help from Dave Billington
who arranged the lighting, and Pat Mayhew who designed the
setting. The excellence of this production raised the standard of our
work yet again and has led us this term to return once again to
Shakespeare and to offer for your entertainment his play, ‘As You
Like It’ at the end of this term on July 18th and 19th at 7.30 each
evening. The main role of Rosalind will be played by Caroline
Lakin who made her drama debut with us as Dorine in ‘Tartuffe’.
As expected the cast is large and includes girls from all parts of the
school from the first year upwards. The play will be directed by
Hildegard to whom we owe a tremendous debt of thanks for her
continued support and encouragement and her invaluable practical
help with our work; and it is with a great deal of sadness that we
face the fact that this will be her last production with us. She and
John are moving permanently to their Norfolk home and John is to
work in a much larger school in Norwich. We hope that we shall be
able to overcome their loss and hope also that ‘As You Like It" will
be a real tribute to their work with us.

Alongside the work of our senior drama group there continues
the work of the junior drama section under the able and encouraging
guidance of Muriel Dilly to whom we are sincerely grateful, for it
is her work that really fosters an interest in drama which in turn
becomes the work of the Drama Workshop as a whole.

Let me end by saying a special thank you to everyone who
supports our work, either by taking part, or just by coming along
to our productions. May I finish this note then with a sincere
invitation to you all, pupils, parents and friends to come along at
7.30 pm on July 18th or 19th where we will endeavour to present
our next play, ‘As You Like It’,

NicoLA BATEMAN, LVI.

‘As You Like It’ is a play about love in its various forms—the
pure love of Rosalind and Orlando that circumstances made im-
possible the moment it was born—and how Rosalind in disguise

kept it alive and taught Orlando what real love was all about—

—and the love at first sight of Celia and Oliver a man she had good
reason to despise

—and the hopeless love of Silvius for the beautiful but cruel Phebe
who falls for Rosalind in disguise

—and the physical love of Touchstone for Audrey

—and the self-love of Jaques the world weary philosopher

—and the love of nature in the forest of Arden whose magical
properties puts all right, and the lovers live happily ever after

—but do they ? Judge for yourselves when you see our presentation

of this great play.




the library

THE Library Club has continued to meet weekly during the dinner-
hour, sometimes to talk about and recommend books that have been
enjoyed and sometimes to engage in a word game or general
knowledge quiz.

The stock of the Library now stands at 6,700 volumes; about
500 books have been added in the past year and all old stock has
now been accessioned. Work is proceeding on a dictionary catalogue
which, when completed should centribute to increased appreciation
and use of the library’s resources.

J. Masson, Librarian.

charity news

CHARITY ACTIVITIES this year have again centred round the National
Society for Mentally Handicapped Children. Through the sale of
Christmas cards and by a bazaar we raised £243. The toys made by
the First years under the guidance of members of the Upper Sixth
were distributed to mentally handicapped children by Don Simms,
Secretary to the local branch of the Society. We were happy that
during the Summer Term Mr. Simms was able to come to school and
tell us about the work of the Society.

Another major fund raising effort was that of members of the
Lower Sixth who held a ‘sponsored silence’ during one half-term
and raised £62. which was spent taking a club for mentally handi-
capped children to Westgate during May.

Aluminium foil has been collected for the Guide Dogs for the
Blind Association, cards and pictures for Darenth Hospital and pre-
decimalisation coins for SHELTER. Flags have been sold in school
for the British Red Cross Society and the R.N.L.1I.

A small but loyally enthusiastic group has continued to work
for Task Force, visiting old people, helping with shopping expedi-
tions and with holidays for the physically handicapped, and taking
part in play groups for children.

I should like to thank all who have contributed to the school
charities whether by giving money or by giving their own time to
help others.

V.J.P.

my place

IT is quite self-contained, and everything necessary is there. A
railway station spreads its grimy hands into a beautiful park, with
blossom in full bloom. A sweet odour fills the air, only to be curdled
by the smell of the bonfires burning by the factories. The song of the
bird is lulled by the clanging of steel girders, and sound of trains
passing through. The horse-chestnut hangs its head to be choked up
by a concrete city. The fishes, gold, orange, silver, all imaginable
poetic colours gracefully swim about in murky, filthy waters; the
pond no longer a sight to behold, but a stagnant pit.

The plants and flowers lift their lips to the sky, and are strangled
by weeds. The sun shines out her radiant beams and is lost in clouds
of exhaust fumes from man’s modern invention. Even the bees no
longer sip the cup from the flower, but die due to cyanide and insect
killer.

This is glamorous Ladywell,
where I LIVE?

Susan Mason, IVB.




PEAcoCK eyes stared indifferent from stark cold
columns while the beginning of life
pressed, tightened with the need
for release. The protective

NicoLA BaTeman, LV

alone in a house

Alone in a house is a lonely feeling,
Sitting by the fire listening.
Something moves,

It makes you jump.

What is it? Where is it ?

It’s only the car,

No need to be alarmed,

A key turns in the lock,

Strange thoughts flash through your mind.
Burglars, murderers,

You freeze.

The door handle turns.

It squeaks open,

In comes your mother,

And you are not alone anymore.

coat; plastic,
is stretched like a
drum so tight that
a note played

as

with
like

lets go, recoils, sighs
relieved, while the pea-
cock eyes gaze on.

KAy Asss, IP.

upon it could
not be heard.
The
atoms strain,

now transparent

opaque;

Very
the skin,

a tension-
anticipation,

PAT MAYHEW,
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KAREN EMFER, LVI.

spiders

Horrible, nasty

Rather ghastly

Scuttling scurrying
Always hurrying
Darting tickly

Make me sickly

Hide in dark corners
As peaceful as mourners
Waiting for prey
Spiders are frightening
Move quick as lightning
They crawl up your arm
Don’t mean any harm

Juria KiLvick, TP.



a funeral seen in the eyes of a small
child

EVERYTHING was a shambles at home and my mother had a lot of
visitors, especially close relations. My father was never at home and
whenever 1 asked where he was, my mother just said that he was
away and I should stop bothering her.

I knew something was very different because every day some-
body came round to our house with some flowers saying, “I'm
terribly sorry, these are for your mother™, or words to that effect.
Also, my mother was always crying and so were my other relations,
especially my grandmother.

I became more and more curious that nobody would tell me
anything, so | just acted normally. 1 asked if | could go to see my
friends but my mother shouted at me and was very moody.

A couple of days later, I was told by my mother that my father
had died and I would not see him again but I didn’t seem to under-
stand because | kept asking when he was coming home. This made
my mother more upset and she started to cry. She then told me that
he would have a funeral and that meant that he would be buried for
ever. The following day 1 was dressed up in my best clothes and
taken to church in a very big, black, shining car. There was another
one in front with a big box in the back. It was travelling very slowly
to begin with and I asked my mother if it was going to move any
faster like the other cars and I also suggested that the man walking
beside the car should get in so that they could move quicker, but my
mother just told me to be quiet.

We eventually reached the church and I saw a lot of people
dressed in black which I thought was peculiar considering that it was
a warm day in summer but I didn’t say anything. We entered the
church and sat down in the front row.

A few minutes later, some of the men that | had seen before,
came in and walked down the aisle carrying the long box that had
been in the car. 1 asked what it was and my mother told me that my
father was in it. | asked what he was doing in there and she said that
he had to be put in that to be buried. I still didn’t understand but |
said no more because the minister began to speak. We hadn’t been
listening to the minister for long when I saw that my mother was
crying and so were many other people. I was getting bored by this
time and was glad when we all walked out of the church after the
box. After that day | was sent away for a few weeks to stay with
some relations. I still didnt know what was going on but I knew that
I was never going to see my father again.

KATHLEEN WiLson, TTF.

the rival

She stands there,
watching,
waiting,

waiting for what?
For him?

I think so

he appeared from
nowhere

In a strange country,
Knowing no-one,
Caring nothing,

Sad,

Lonely,

He appeared,

He was by my side,
Holding my hand,
And I was happy.

It’s time to die,
We're leaving,
Good-bye.

LESLEY Avis, [1B.




war

IT started a short while before we came here and lasted for only a
moi th. Tken people decided it was pointless and so they stopped.
But that month was the most terrifying one I ever lived through and
I'll never forget it. At that time I was too young to understand what
was | appering; I only knew that it was serious because my mum
always looked worried and frightened.

We used to live near the Pakistani border, so we had an army
airfeeld just outside town. It was built completely underground and
1ever got hit once during the war. I didn’t realise that something
serious was happening until one day I saw a number of jets flying
overlead.

Then everything started to happen at once. We had to have
black-outs every night and nearly every day we heard bombs
blasting at a distance. We had an air raid shelter made as quickly as
possible. Every night we were dragged out of our beds by the wail
of the sirens. Then we would crouch in the shelter until it was safe.

The shelter was a sort of Z-shaped ditch, long enough to hold
the six of us. It didn’t have a cover over the top and so we could
see everything above and around us. I remember seeing a plane
catch fire once, and also a village being completely destroyed by a
bomb. We did not get much sleep during that terrible month; but
this did not mean we stopped going to school. In fact we led our
lives as normally as possible. It never got so serious that the town
had to ke evacuated.

it!

It all starts as a seed,

It grows,

It’s born, a child,

It learns about the world,
Things that surround it,
Things that hurt it.
Everything is new.

It all starts as a seed,
It grows,

It’s born, a child,

It’s getting old,

It’s old,

It dies.

That is the end,

It starts all over again,

DENISE THomas, 1B,

My grandfather came to stay with us for a few days. He was a
retired army captain and always kept a revolver with him. But he
left this with us when he went away because a lot of the enemy spies
were parachuting into India. | could never get away from the word
“WAR?™ in those days. If I turned on the radio there was always a
talk going on about how to protect yourself if your town got
bombed. The newspapers were filled with horror tales of what was
happening at the border.

During that month I was a thoroughly confused and frightened
child. 1 slowly got used to a life of fear but there is one incident that
still stands out clearly in my mind. We were in bed when the air raid
siren went. But I was fast asleep so I didn’t hear it. Everyone except
my sister went into the shelter. She stayed behind to wake me up.
Before we could reach the shelter, my sister and I heard a roar of
engines overhead. My sister dragged me under a tree and stood there
trembling. 1 looked up and saw a huge plane flying so low that | was
afraid it would crash into our House. But the plane kept a straight
course. I remember screaming loudly and just then the plane
swooped upwards.

The war ended as quickly as it had begun. Actually I never
knew when the war stopped and there’s a funny incident attached
to it (funny for my family anyway). My sister was combing my hair
in the bedroom when 1 heard a plane flying overhead. | was so
frightened that I ran and hid under the huge bed. Of course |
didn’t know that the war had ended and 1 wouldn’t come out from
under the bed until my sister assured me that the plane had gone.

PALVINDER TATRA, 11IF.

born

Born.

Born from his mother,

Born from his father.

A new child is born,

The pain is gone from his mother,
The pain is gone from his father
A new child is born.

Then sadness.

Sadness to his mother,
Sadness to his father.
Dead.

The newborn child is dead.

JAQUELINE Bisuop, 11B.
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things have changed since i was
small

A few years ago huge pumping machines crowded the land,
and suddently massive white buildings emerged, now there is an
extensive town stretching as far as the eye can see.

And now only dim memories remain of my childhood town.,
Instead of cars around us rockets and missiles are in

use. The pathways have grown into roads, the roads have
grown into motorways.

I look and things have changed,

Violence fills the air.

The laughter dies, it slowly slips away into a world of darkness.

Years ago it was different,

Slowly giant structures surround me, suffocate me.

Dead houses then disappear into the mist of a new world
being born,

mighty structures replace buildings,

devices replace machinery,

everything is dying,

Everything will soon be dead.

Written by HIC, edited by NicoLa BATEMAN, LVI,

death

The child runs across the road,
She hits a fast car,

Death!

You can smell it in the air,
You can see it on the road,
Blood everywhere,

The child is happy now.

Tina OsBORNE, [IB.

the pearl in the oyster

A grain of sand, small, innocent but not so innocent.
Enclosed in an oyster shell, an irritating, unwelcomed
guest, it seeks shelter.

Sleep for years, for you, like an ugly duckling unaware
will turn into a swan.

A swan to be adored like the eye of a god, like a bird of
paradise, a gift to a Queen.

Then awake, your world opens out around you by
the greed in one man’s eye, a greed that feeds

on your beauty; mystic, shiny moonlight

that’s still, watching.

Never was so inert a thing so wicked;

like the unborn child you entered your shell

and grew on sleep and darkness; you took your
form and emerged a perfect gem to be treasured,
as a new-born babe.

A child may grow and learn from fellow men

But for you life ceases from your horny womb

So you seek revenge from man in your beams

of light, your beauty is a battleground for greed and hate.

So see yourself on a velvet cushion before a

Queen, a bond of alliance between two powers.

But what of other powers lurking in corners in the
blackness; your beams reach them, your hate breeds in them.

And in a flash, destruction, war, death to
humanity, death to yourself?

I think not. Though you may be powder in the
air, your father the wind lures you back to the sea.

But this time there are many grains of sand and
many horny wombs. More sleep, more evil and
more death. Is this what you are for?

Show us our faults and show us our greed.

But blot it out.

You will never do that. Greed is like you;

its host may die but it lives on, shelters in the
innocent, is immortal; it cannot die.

LORRAINE CHADWICK, L.VI.



BErTYy WiLLiams, LVI.
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a grain of sand

One large rock creates hundreds
of small insignificant grains,

God creates men,

Elements, conditions change them,
They have different colours,
textures, sizes, religions,

But all are the same.

Together they can destroy,

Silt, move, change a landscape,
But one solitary grain is powerless,
One solitary man cannot change
the world,

Without another’s co-operation.

Plants don’t grow well on a
sandy soil,

As beauty doesn’t arise from the
masses,

Yet one single grain,

Couldn’t hinder the growth of a
beautiful flower,

As one man,

Can produce beauty.

Sand is always with us,
Whether covered by the sea or
visible,

Man will always be here,
Skeletal or not,

Until the sand falls through the
glass,

Into the new world,

When our time has run out.

HiLary RicHARDS, L.VI.
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life

Once, in ages past, man was like a pearl,
Untouched and protected by an invisible
case, that was the earth,

Day by day, never changing, only
growing larger and larger, all the time.

pollution began, like the grain of
sand that entered the shell, gently

but evident. This was the start

of something and pollution is towards
an end, something unknown but
frightening.

Growing, growing, time goes by,
and soon the shell is broken open
to reveal something beautiful.
Earth was once like this, but now,
black skies, brown grass and grey
snow in winter, and a misty sun
that comes and goes . ..

Man has been touched, and is no
longer protected, disaster may soon
follow,

but the pearl goes on increasing,

no danger, no threats of what may
happen, carefree,

Happy days that died out years ago.

Only tears remain to add to the
oceans,

Under which a quiet, tranquil
‘life’ is still possible . . .

ANNE WATsON, L.VI.



in the oyster

Protective shelter. It lies serenely and
calmly within its domain and all is at
peace; no intrusion, no worries, nothing.
Sheer solitude.

Outside the story is different. The great
sea rages and all is at discord and
turmoil. Life struggles on. Catastrophes
persist. Unpleasantness remains. But
that’s outside.

They say the Englishman’s home is his
castle—the pearl in the oyster. It must
be disturbed and uprooted. Nothing is
sacred. It’s a rat-race.

Who cares about man? He’s not the
most supreme thing, only a part of the
machinery to reach the ultimate in
life. He is used. Money can be made
from pearls. Tears stand for pearls.
Man’s life is a fight.
Calmness can no longer remain
Neither man nor pearl can survive.
They must be exploited.

JoANNA DESBOROUGH, L. VL.

train strike

How does my Dad get to work now?
Does he motor or cycle or hike?
Just how does my Dad get to work?
Now that the trains are on strike?

He doesn’t get there on horseback,
You can’t ride a horse in the street,
An aeroplane is out of the question
though travel by air’s hard to beat.

Though the pram isn’t used by the baby,
and Dad can just fit inside,

Mum said she’s not gonna push it,

She said she’s got far too much pride.

So after much planning and scheming,
and argumentation and talk,

There was only one way to get there
and that was to jolly well WALK.

JurLie KimsLE, TTIC.

happiness is

Happiness is . . .

A gurgling baby, kicking it’s feet for the sheer joy of it.
Living in a home that’s clean enough to be healthy,
but dirty enough to be happy.

Gowing to the fair, and feeling exhileration

run throughout your whole body.

Making friends, and being liked—wanted.

Reading “*Anne of Green Gables™ just once more.
Christmas.

Snow on Christmas morning.

Managing to play a diflicult piece on the piano.
Having brothers and sisters (sometimes!)

To come home from school and have a long, hot bath.
Sitting by a log fire—staring into its mystic depths.
Going on holiday—and coming back again.

The smell of freshly cut grass, and newly-baked cakes.
A party—and being with your friends.

Living—for most of the time.

SAaLLy HArtweELL, TTTF.
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happiness is

Happiness Is—

Lying in bed on a Sunday morning,
Then slowly, very slowly,

drifting into a day-dream:—

I am in a field,

Deep in the glories of the wilderness,
The grass reaches up to my knees,
It tickles, yet 1 hardly feel it,

All my thoughts are on the field.
It is never-ending,

A path to beauty.

In the field is a bull,

yet it does not chase me,

Bees, yet they do not sting,
flowers, yet they never die.

This is paradise,

Nothing special,

just life,

Life how it should be—

A continuous nature parlour,

too bad,

too bad I can’t stay here for long.

“Vanessa,

get up,

Go to the shops and get me a
packet of “Smash™.

Sadness is returning to reality.

VANESSA SmiTH, TTTF.
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life in a perfume bottle

Life is different in a perfume bottle,

no car fumes for the people ride on doves.
No dirty odours, no pollution at all.

So sweetl is the air

So dreamlike the surroundings

that the world outside does not seem real,
Pure, white, puffy clouds float overhead,
raining rivers of perfume,

only the outside world is dirty and dull.

No sorrow or grief,

no growing old.

No schools,

for the children know everything
about their world

When they are born.
Nothing to work at,
Nothing to sell or buy, for
food is all around,

No one goes without.

The seeds plant themselves,
and life is perfect.

PAULINE BisH and MARGARET MARCHANT, IT.

the tregan mist

Swirling, twining,

Enveloping bodies,

Nondescript shapes,

Blurred visions

Sight and sound numbered.

Touch the only sense.

Suspended between time and space.
And the Tregan mist remains, in
its place, as 2,000 years ago.

A misty glow,

A shadowed form,

A female shape

A flowing robe,

A garland of stars

Upon her long tresses of golden hair.
Searching for a long-lost love,

And the Tregan mist remains, in

its place. as 2,000 years ago.

Her blue eyes searching,

Her skin, lily-white,

Her hand, outstretched.

Her name—Eurydice,

Maiden of the Greek legends
Cloaked with the sorrows of ages,
The sorrow of her lover—Orpheus,
And the Tregan mist remains, in
its place, as 2,000 years ago.

Far behind,

Another searching shape,

a male form—Orpheus.

He carries his lute,

And a searching anguish in his eyes

Calling, “Come Eurydice, I'll not look back,

But alas he did, “Farewell my love” came her doleful cry,
The Tregan mist gave a second’s

happiness, and everlasting sorrow.

MERYL TURNER, ITIC.
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contrasts between my life in s.e.
london and that of a boy or girl on an
isolated croft on gairloch, wester ross

In Gairloch 1 would live a peaceful life, a very humble life.

A croft would keep cleaner on the outside of the house because
the air is much cleaner. It is built to stand up to gales and storms.
My house is built of lighter materials.

Our gardens contain ‘tame’ flowers but a croft usually has wild flowers
or crops in the garden.

The boy on Gairloch would go to a small village school and [
go to a good Grammar School that has quite a high standard.

I live near a lot of people and if my Mum ran out of some
ingredient while in the middle of baking a cake she would borrow
it from one of the neighbours. His mother would either have to
leave the cake half made or go without the ingredient.

I have never seen a sheep (except from a train) and he almost
lives with them.

When I awake in the morning I am liable to hear the sound of
traffic and also the clinking of milk bottles and the paper boy
delivering papers. On Gairloch 1 could hear sheep bleating and
birds singing and sometimes the sound of tractors working in the
field.

From the windows of the croft you could see the tall green hills,
where the sheep graze. the coral beach and the sparkling water. My
uncle on the croft owns seven fields. In one he grows potatoes, in
two fields he grows oats and in the rest he grows hay which he
stores in a small barn for the animals’ winter food. His sheep are
marked with a blue circle. He also owns three cows, five chickens
and hens and a sheep dog.

If my Mother wanted to go shopping, Dad would have to take
her in a boat or in a Land Rover. She would make a very large list
and buy enough food to last a month at least because the shops are
so far away.

In the evening the women would not sit around watching telly,
they would be looking after the orphaned lambs, getting the children
to bed, making cocoa; then after that it would be time for you to
go to bed. And in Greenwich it is completely opposite.

If I had a choice 1 would like to live in Gairloch.

Even though the city is polluted with smells and dust 1 love
London all the same.

EXTRACTS FROM WORK BY FIRST YEAR GIRLS.

the railway

A foggy cold winter's morning
In January.

An old deserted railway station
someone just forgot.

The rails an orange-brown
Colour,

With the rust that slowly
Collected while waiting for
Someone to remember them.
The smell of rotting wood

And the lonely silence.

The old train

Battered cruelly by the weather.
The paintwork scratched

And cracked.

The train like some defenceless
Enemy of the cold winds

And frost

Stripped of all its old splendour
It watches silently as time goes by.

SHiRLEY LUETAIM, VK.

the wind

The wind is a mass of tangled air,
Struggling to get free.

When it comes and stays too long,
The crops are torn to shreds.

The wind is a mass of tangled air,
Jumping, spinning and whirling out at sea.
Then it jumps on dry land,

Bellowing with rage.

Under their bedclothes everyone shakes, as
Around their houses spins the wind.

The wind is a mass of tangled air.

JANE HOULIHAN, IT.



the day that the dog gOt drunk And now to get to the sad tale

I was supposed to relate,

Johnny bawled his eyes out, When Dad and the dog came home one night
"Cos his bicycle chain got bust, Both drunken and real late.
And I went and bought some make-up, And Mum, she got so angry,
For make-up is a must, She called Dad a lazy hunk,
And Jimmy got really sad, And all this happened on the
"Cos his rubber duck got sunk, day that the dog got drunk.
And all this happened on the
day that the dog got drunk. The dog, he went without his food,
For he couldn’t walk straight to his bowl,
Susan went and dyed her hair, But later he got hungry,
an Awful shade of red, And howled with all his soul,
And when she saw what she had done Dad, oh he got angry
She wished that she was dead, And he hit him with a clunk,
And I broke Mum’s best china vase, And all this happened on the day
It fell with a great ‘kerplunk’, that the dog got drunk.
And all this happened on the
day that the dog got drunk. Then Rover, our poor dog, up
To heaven did he rise,
Bob, he broke his ankle, No sound to his ears, and
Climbing on a wall, No sight to his eyes,
And no one knew that he was hurt And now he's with the angels,
For no one saw him fall, Guarding the bottom bunk,
And now ’cos of his ankle And all this happened on the
He sleeps in the bottom bunk, day that the dog got drunk
And all this happened on the HIC!
day that the dog got drunk. MERYL TUrNER, TTIC.
alone Oh, it was not a car crash. Nothing as
spectacular as that.
“Your mother’s dead, Maggie” We knew il was coming—cancer.
‘Take it easy girl’, T think to myself ‘You knew Funny, but her star sign was cancer,
it was coming’. too.
What am I going to do? I loved her so much There’s the kitchen knife, | wonder if 1
I can’t quite grasp the fact yet. could just—
I'll never see her again. No, I couldn’t. Not really.
Never feel her shaking me in the morning, I feel like killing myself, though.
telling me to get up. [ feel like finishing it all,
I'm solitary, alone. I want to shout out, “Mum’s dead”
Life’s so cruel. I'm so alone.
And, oh, what loneliness 1 feel inside.
I feel so mournful, MARGUERITE CHRISTIE, [VM.

18



the sun

The sun shines down being noticed by everyone,

Its rays hurting the eyes of anyone who dares to look up,
The sun’s heat drawing moisture from everything,
Leaving the ground old and cracked.

Leaves, brittle and dry, crunching under any weight.
Or fleeing like the clouds from the sky,

Trying to escape the Sun-King.

Animals are hidden in the cool places of the wood,
Their thick coats scorching in the sun’s blazing heat.
Flowers and all plant life drooping before the sun,
For they cannot escape its rays of fire,

All is quiet; everywhere the sun rules,

Taking away life from everything.

The sun is left quiet and alone to rule the sky.

CHERYL Nicks, 11P.

the laws of time

They came together in greeting, the child and mindless age,
who held back to let the child grow again until they became one
in the same decaying frame,
that they had shared.

They say that when you drown you see everything go
past your eyes on a frightening screen,
but she drowned peacefully in disinfectant and pillows,
seeing not misty, damp visions through her opaque eyes, but a
real past.

In shiny, clinical halls she drowned, the child imprisoned
in yellow, parchment folds hanging loosely, shuddering at
the bombs and blitz sirens, and giggling behind chubby fingers,
that she never imagined would be claws, at thoughts of Albert
who was gone before her.

The nurse was used to aged children in wheelchair prams,
their visibly decaying forms oflending, and dribbling into
their stained dressing gowns,
but in such eternity time brings back youth and gives back
life to suspended minds in cataract darkness.

SusaN StapLes, LVI.

destroying a spider’s web

Once,

I saw a spider.

He was weaving an intricate, dainty lace pattern,
With a gossamer, silvery thread.

Between two of the flowers,

In my garden.

The sun,

Sent slanting golden rays of warmth,

Through the web,

Until the earth below

Looked as though someone had been

and dropped chinks of hot gold upon it.

There were dew-drops too;

Or were they pendant diamonds?

Hanging, as though time could never change their
beauty in suspension.

It was so beautiful.

I wanted it all for myself.

To keep, as a treasure, in a velvet-lined box,

and to look at, whenever 1 pleased.

It was only the memory that I could keep, though,
I wanted no-one else to share that moment,

and so,

With one, swift, cruel movement of my hand,

the magic and enchantment were gone,

Forever.

SaLLy HarTweLL, HIF.



roan school for girls parents’
association

The Parents’ Association was formed to help maintain and
uphold the well-being of the pupils, and harmony between parents
and teachers, to help uphold the traditions of the School and to
raise funds to provide additional facilities for the benefit of the
pupils and School.

The Christmas Bazaar is our main fund-raising activity and
the Association is endeavouring each year to enlist greater support
from parents of the girls to ensure the success of this function.

The annual membership subscription per family at present is a
minimum of 15p, or full membership covering the whole school life
of pupils can be obtained for 50p. The ambition of the Association
is to have 1009, membership; we would therefore urge any parents

who are not members of the Association to join in order that they
may help the Commitice to achieve their aim.

The Committee numbers fourteen Members, two of whom are
the Headmistress, Mrs. M. Barber, and Mr. D. Billington who
represents the School Staff. The Officers of the Committee are:

Chairman: MR. E. C. LuBBock
Vice-Chairman: MR. P. BENFORD
Treasurer: MRr. C. S. HAves
Secretary: MRs. J. M. HiLLigr

old roan girls’ association

MRs. M. J. BARBER.

Miss BARNSDALE, Miss CHAMBERLAIN,

Miss RICHARDSON, MRS. JEFFERY.

Mrs. K. L. WILKINs, 14 Dalton Close, Orping-

ton, Kent.

Assistant Secretary: Mgrs. J. M. BAXTER, 45 Rathmore Road,
Charlton, S.E.7.

Miss L. JENNE, 2 Forest Hill Court, 142 Dart-
mouth Road, Sydenham, S.E.26.

News-Letter Editor: MRrs. D. GREENO, 57 Warland Road, Plumstead,
S.E.18.

President :
Vice-Presidents:

Secretary:

Treasurer:

THE Association has suffered a sad loss this year with the sudden
death in January of Miss Elsie Allen, one of its most loyal and
devoted members. Miss Allen was elected Secretary in 1937 and, in
spite of extensive commitments both at work and home, served the
Association conscientiously for thirty-five years. The setting up of a
memorial in her honour is at present under consideration.

We also learned with regret of the deaths of Miss Florence
Talbot, gymnastics mistress at the Roan until 1938, and Miss
Lesley Clarke, Assistant Treasurer of the Association for a number
of years,

At the Summer Meeting in 1971 we were entertained by Mrs.
Kathleen Jeanes (nee Hague, Roan 1903-1910) who humorously
described “The Roan of her Day”. A presentation was made to

Miss Hall at the Winter Meeting to mark her retirement. The
Summer Meeting this year will take on a new form: it is being
incorporated with a concert being held at the School. It is hoped
that there will be further opportunities in the future to combine the
activities of the School and the Association.

The Association is involved at present in revising its Rules,
which will be circulated generally, prior to the November A.G.M.
Together with the Roan Schools, the Parents’ Associations and the
Old Roan Association, members are contributing generously to the
Icough Memorial Appeal.

Elections were held at an Extraordinary Meeting in April to
appoint a new Secretary, Assistant Secretary and, for the first time,
an Editor for the Association’s News-Letter. The names of the new
Officers appear above. Since these elections, discussions have been
held with the Old Roan Association with a view to mounting joint
ventures in the future. Although we appreciate the loyalty of our
older Old Girls, we are also aware of the need to attract more of
the younger ones. We are after all, hopefully, an Association for all
ages and with this in mind it is hoped to expand our social activities,
Tor example dinner/dances, tennis and table-tennis clubs, netball and
hockey clubs. However, such expansion can not be achieved without
the support of all Roan Girls. in particular those still at School
whom we hope will become the backbone of the Association in the
future. We therefore extend a warm welcome to those leaving Roan
this year to join us in the O.R.G.A. with a view (o making the
Association really representative of past members of the School.

K.L.W.






