The British School

of Archaeology

Wialking along the orange tree-lined street of Souedias, | passed
the locked entrance gate to the British School of Archaeology, so
continued to the American School. | walked through the
electronic gateway to be confronted by a rather stern-looking
security guard. | told him that | wanted the British, not American
School, to which he answered with a pointed finger. | nodded my
head and attempted to drag my ridiculously heavy suitcase along
the gravel. The heat of the Athenian day was eased by the shaded
pathways. Continuing past the Director’s wonderful house, |
entered the main courtyard, lush with vegetation.

The drone of the city traffic was replaced by the constant hum
of the cicadas, a noise that was always present at the British
School, even in my dreams! | had entered a little ‘oasis’ amidst the
modern glamour of a busy city.

My room was not in the hostel above the Library, but opposite
in the courtyard. | shared with Sonia Vincent-Gill, a fellow
student at St Mary's Hall, who was also there to help in the
Library. The room was surprisingly large but simple. Against one
wall was a beautiful old piano, for which | discovered the aged
manuscripts in one of the cupboards.

Placed around the British School were several antiquities, busts
of various Classical figures and stele (gravestones). For example,

Finlay Library

at Athens

a particular story comes to mind, of one of the American and
British Schools’ famous parties. A handful of incredibly merry
American students thought it would be rather hilarious to steal
the stele and put it in the American School of Archaeclogy next
door. Before they had proceeded very far with the piece of
marble that would have taken at least five grown men to move,
they dropped and broke it in half. Realising the extent of their
crime towards Classical Antiquity, you could imagine how quickly
they sobered up!

A favourite room of mine in the British School was the Finlay
Library.The room was filled from floor to ceiling with glass cases
which housed the book collections of John Finlay, an early
member of the British School.What was so wonderful about this
place was that it was the epitome of Classicism, minus the
academics! On a table there was an abundance of Martini,
Whisky, and Brandy to allow for those early morning ‘nightcaps’.
An old, dusty tape player,an antiquity in itself, stood in the corner
and would blare out perhaps some Bach or Beethoven in the
evenings. Other tables were overflowing with books and
newspapers in Greek and English, as well as albums of
photographs in which you get the opportunity to witness the
Director of the British School dressed up in a rather interesting
Mexican outfit! There is still a fancy-dress mask on the Classical
bust on top of one of the bookshelves as proof of this event!



Director’s house and gardens

On our first night in Athens, Sonia and | were invited to go to a
Pool bar with some of the other students. It was a long walk
through a dark and alien city. | admit, | felt vulnerable and
intimidated in such unfamiliar surroundings and by the unwanted
attention of male Athenians, but it was something | got used to
rather quickly, and in fact was harmless. Being a young, foreign
(and blonde) girl would probably explain it! As the Olympic
Games is to take place in Greece next year, Athens is in a state
of total reconstruction, covered in dust, bricks, scaffolding ... and
builders. If you think that British builders know every chat-up
line in the book, think again!

By the end of the first week | no longer felt like a tourist or
stranger and knew the city relatively well. We also discovered
that extra clothing to cover more skin was required in the
Athineas, fruit, meat and fish markets, which Sonia and 1|
discovered after receiving about twenty marriage proposals!

Over the month, | made a point of visiting every single museum
and archaeological site possible in Athens. A rather amusing
moment was when Sonia and | were standing on the Areopagus
(the meeting place for the ancient Boule or Upper House
Assembly). Two American tourists asked us where the Acropolis
was. Smiling, we replied trying not to laugh at their ignorance,
that it was right before their eyes!

On one occasion, Sonia and | visited an Interactive Museum in
the suburbs. We were the only visitors. We stood in a small
three-walled room and, wearing a head-set, entered a virtual
world of Ancient Olympia. It was incredible as we could enter
the buildings which now only exist in ruins.We ‘flew’ up onto the
roof of the Temple of Zeus and were told to step off the edge but
| hesitated as | put my foot forward believing | would really fall,
This was my first experience of virtual reality, and | was
thoroughly impressed to say the least.

One of my most memorable experiences was Cape Sounion.We
waited forty minutes at what Sonia and | were told was a bus
stop, but which appeared to us as an orange sign on a pole in the
middle of the city. Suddenly a bright orange bus came flying out
of nowhere almost missing our stop.The journey was along the
coast, rather than through the mainland. | was pleasantly
surprised by the beach resorts south of Athens.

The journey was two hours at least. About half an hour before
Cape Sounion, the coastline became magnificent: hilly, barren and
rocky. Just before the great Temple of Poseidon could be seen on
the edge of the cliff, |, for the first time witnessed Homer's ‘wine
dark sea’. | had always thought it was a wonderful epithet to
describe the sea. | had never fully understood its meaning,until
that patch of sea, roughened by the currents a few hundred
metres off the coast. It was as if Poseidon himself was present,
just making his existence known to me, with his swirls of ‘wine-
dark’ water.

At the moment when the Temple of Poseidon came into view, |
admit, | was naively disappointed that not more of it still stood
on the headland. As we drove closer | discovered that the
presence of a few extra columns would not have affected the
overall impact and power of this sanctuary in such a wilderness.
And wilderness is exactly what it was. For the first time again, |
experienced the true wilderness of Hellas, Homer’s Hellas. The
first image that entered my mind was of an Odysseus coming
ashore and climbing up the steep rocky cliffs. | couldn’t help
myself going closer and closer to look over the edge at the sea
clashing against the rocks far below, despite the strong winds.
Aeolus was certainly playing.

Attempting to avoid the Japanese tourists and the security
women armed with their screeching whistles, Sonia and |
headed for the ship dock which we didn’t manage to find in the
maze of prickly bushes.
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Below the Temple of Poseidon were the ruins of a Temple to
Athene.We climbed under the chains, barricading the entrance,
and entered a little wilderness of overgrown vegetation. | came
across a large pit in the ground. | moved forward to look over
the edge to get a closer look but was abruptly halted by the
biggest and nastiest spider | have ever seen! However, | swiftly
continued my trek around the mound, clapping and stamping my
hands and feet to deter any snakes .. .and spiders! Just around
the hill was obviously where the temple had stood for there
were huge piles of broken marble. It was the brightest white
imaginable. The colours of the Acropolis are nothing compared
with this. The Parthenon especially, has been dulled due to
damage from pollution in Athens. | left with a satisfied smile on
my face. It was as if | was an Archaeoclogist and had made my own
discovery!

During the course of my summer in Greece, | visited the islands
of Kos, Rhodes and Aegina. | was utterly fascinated by Rhodes
Old Town encased within its great walls with its cobbled streets
and Turkish influence. | also took the opportunity whilst on the
island to visit the resort of Faliraki, which did not appear to live
up to its infamous reputation, much to my disappointment . ..
only kidding! But the atmosphere was wild and lots of fun!

| took the ferry to the Saronic island of Aegina from Piraeus,
Athen’s main port. It was Friday afternoon, when most Athenians
visit the islands for the weekend. There was absolute chaos in the
port, endless traffic, horns, travellers, shouting and whistle-
blowing by the staff in white sailor uniforms. It was wonderful to
watch, but only when seated comfortably on deck!

Aegina is a tranquil little island, the perfect escape from the busy
city.An island which fortunately is not totally overrun by tourism
and foreign holiday-makers, much to the disappointment of a
group of poor Swedish boys, expecting to find endless clubs, bars
and parties!

Night-life in Athens seemed fairly relaxed. Most youths had
migrated to the coastal resorts to all the nightclubs, which was a
bit of a trek for me. Instead, the evenings consisted of wining and
dining in various restaurants and bars around the city. The British
School is fortunately situated at the top of the city in Kolonaki,
the ‘chic’ area, equivalent perhaps to London's Mayfair. The bars’
clientéle consisted of the rich and the richer attempting to

display their wealth,and women dressed in the latest Armani and
Versace.

The Library was fantastic. |t was almost frustrating not to be able
to read all of the books, which would take me a lifetime to read.
The Library housed millions of books, periodicals, maps and
archives on everything to do with the ancient world in many
languages. The ‘Rare Books Room’ in the basement contained the
oldest and most precious books which crumbled in your hands.
The atmosphere was strange and gave me goosebumps!

At the British School | noticed, almost immediately, that there
was a rich colonial atmosphere; the intrusion of modern England
(and America) had not particularly replaced the old and
traditional ways of the English founders of the School. There was
a feeling that Classics was still closely associated with
aristocracy, as it was in the Victorian Age. The place, it seemed,
was filled with the highly literate and educated, which it was!

| felt as if we were encased in a compound;locked up in our little,
green, tranquil and secluded box of knowledge and history,
contrasting with the busy, modern, capital outside. We were the
foreigners, the metics (residential aliens) perhaps, protected by
high walls locked gates and security guards;yet it appears that we
are the ones attempting desperately to grasp onto the rapidly
dissolving history and culture of ancient Greece — one of the
most intriguing, intelligent, and influential civilisations ever to
exist.

Maybe we Classicists are idealists and romantics, exchanging our
futures for a foreign past. The Greek youths of today seek
modernity, which we already have to some extent.We want to
preserve what they perhaps are more keen to forget — and vice
versa.

Does this mean that we Classicists are attempting to live our
lives in a different reality? Or does it make us more fulfilled
human beings, enriching ourselves with ancient philosophy,
literature and history, the basis of the modern ‘civilised” world?

| asked myself all these questions at the beginning of my trip,and
today | can only conclude that the answer to both questions is a
triumphant ‘YES'.

Bianca Southwell, ex-SMH pupil

British School at
Athens Christmas
Auction of Promises.
To raise funds for
archaeological research,a
Christmas auction was
held in the Royal Green
Jackets' Club, Our girls
acted as hostesses and
porters for the evening for
which they received a vote
of thanks. Pictured with
two ex-Directors of the
British School, from left,
Anna Mojab, Philippa
Southwell, Bianca
Southwell, Dr. David
Blackman, Marine
Archaeologist now
working in Sicily, Mrs S
Thomason, Dr Hector
Catling OBE, excavator of
Sparta, SoniaVincent-Gill
and Philippa de Boissiere.
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THE CULTURE COLUMN

Dear all Elle Girl readers,

In this week’s Culture Column we're talking about people and
their possessions. | was visiting a school in Brighton and sat in
on aYear |0 English lesson, and this odd lesson inspired me to
write this article. You may be wondering why on earth was |
there, so I'll tell you. | was there with a friend who is a journalist
for Education Sussex, who was visiting different schools to write
a review on the standard of English teaching and, as | had a free
day, she asked me if | wanted to tag along. And | did, so now I'm
writing what | learned from the one lesson, and how it made me
think about life and its importance.

So the lesson began, and all the students were going to be
studying four pictures, each with families on them from different
parts of the world.This suddenly made me think about how lucky
| am. In our everyday lives we may come across some of these
terms ‘Can | get that, please, I'll pay you back when we get home’
or ‘Oh! the internet is not working' and ‘It’s time to go to sleep!
No more talk’. In some countries these things would never be
heard of. This lesson also made me realise that we're all so
materialistic.

Before we looked at each picture, the students were put into
groups of two and three.After looking at the different families a
group at a time you then had to quickly go and write down
everything you saw in each picture. Before starting this,
everybody wrote down what they thought was needed for a
comfortable lifestyle. Most people’s answers were about the
same, they included: TV, money, family, love and computer etc. |
personally feel that without these things | would be lost, and |
expect that if you're totally honest with yourself you feel the
same way too.All these things we take for granted and it wasn't
until later that | realised this.

What is essential for a comfortable life? The pictures showed
what each family owned, whether comfortable in their life or not
is another story. The group | was in looked at C first.We couldn't
discuss the pictures just memorise them. In the picture was a
family who lived in the United States. This family was a good
middle-class one. The picture showed so much that it was
impossible to remember everything. | just put down that there
were lots of toys, beds, washing machine, two cars and lots of
things that we might find in our own houses.

Then we looked at picture D. This was in India and it was very
sunny and the earth was a orangey-red colour. The family was
poor, but | was told that they're not the poorest of that country.
They had an old tatty bike, a chair, two beds and generally basic
things. Not worrying about anything we, moved onto B.

Picture B was from Uzbekistan, Russia. The climate is very cold
there, and they had lots of rugs, which dominated the picture.
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They must have made these and probably that was how they
made their living, which must be awfully time-consuming. In the
rest of the picture, there were a few chairs and things in the
background, but it seemed as if the rugs were their pride and joy.

And, finally, we went to picture A.This was Israel. They could fit
their homes on a crane! What does that tell you. They had a car
and sofas, bookshelves, and plants which made them much more
wealthy than D or B. So you can see the contrasts between all
four of them.

But it wasn't until we had finished looking and writing about the
pictures that it hit me,“Gosh, I'm lucky!” | thought “How we take
things for granted!” | had just gone about it as if it was a normal
exercise, and that | was just seeing how much | could remember
of what was in each picture, to the point that it meant so much
to these people didn’t count, it was just getting it down on paper.

The people in poorer countries probably have never had the
chance to watch a movie, or ‘surf the net’, which is only at the
touch of a button for us.You might even say it's a privilege, but
doing those sort of things is just an everyday occurrence for us.
Now | am sure that all of you have heard about ‘third world
countries’, poverty and people starving but honestly, ask yourself
this,"Have you ever thought twice about these things?” We have
all seen the adverts asking us to give £1-£2 a month, but have you
really gone to pick up the phone! | feel very strongly about
animal cruelty and used to subscribe to an RSPCA Magazine,
nearly all the money went to saving animals. I'm not saying you
should go and pick up the phone,and call a charity to start giving
money if you're only doing it because of a guilty conscience. If
you are going out of a church service and they're holding out a
box of donations, and you're a rich man and give, say, £100, then
behind you an old lady who isn't rich only can afford to give 20p.
The smaller donation means so much more.All | want is for you
to just think when sitting in your warm living room, comfortable
and you are warm. Somewhere, a child is exhausted from trying
to earn their dinner, like the family in India or Uzbekistan.

The pictures that we looked at were from the magazine The New
Internationalist. It has very good articles and interesting facts
which you probably have never come across before. There are
also lots of colour photos to help make things more interesting.
So, if you Elle Girls fancy a bit of ‘light’ reading on the world and
its different cultures,it’s just for you. Don't worry if you can't find
the magazine in the shops as today’s issue comes as a free sample
with all the details of how to subscribe.

So, finally, | hope this article has educated you in some way, and
that you, too, can see what I've been going on about. | hope now
you can learn to enjoy and appreciate the good and greater
things that life brings.

Olivia Antoniades, Year 9
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Who,What,Where,Why!?

What do you think is vital for a comfortable life?
Love, family, money, friends, food.

A simple question, with a simple answer. But if you asked exactly
the same question to a family from a third world country, the
answer would be very different.

We dream about having the new Louis Vuitton bag or the new
Christian Dior watch.A poor family in India dreams about having
clean water, or at least one meal a day.An average family in India
(that isn’t rich) — two kids and two adults, own about two beds,
one bike, cooking utensils, rice and not many other things. The
house they live in is a hut, with the roof made out of wood.

If you now think what is in your bedroom alone, whether you
think you are rich or poor, you will have a lot more possessions
than the average family in India.You never appreciate what you
have, until you see what others less fortunate have.

To compare different countries, we studied what four average
families had in their houses, from four different countries around
the world. The four countries were: Israel, Uzbekistan, USA and
India. If you had to rate them (as in number | the poorest and
number 4 the richest) how would you rate them? India = I,
Uzbekistan = 2, Israel = 3, USA = 4.

We saw a picture of a family from each country with all of their
possessions. The family from Uzbekistan might have sold rugs for
a living, because there were masses of rugs with the rest of their
possessions. Although in such a cold country that is a very vital
thing to own. There were eight people standing cutside this
house — with only one bed? There were two children and in the
picture, there were absolutely no toys.The children were holding
one of the two dogs. Imagine only having your pet to play with.
There were also four wooden chairs. When you go home at
night, don’t you just love curling up on the sofa, with a nice hot
drink, watching the TV? That would be a complete luxury to the
family living in Uzbekistan. One other thing that really makes you

feel sorry for the poor families, is that they have a bike — this is
their only means of transport. In January, the temperature is -
10°C,and if they need to get somewhere or something they have
to use their bike (if they don't walk). Next time you are feeling
cold, sitting in your car, think about about the people in
Uzbekistan having to ride their bike.

So those are the four families, some rich, some poor. Have you
ever thought what it would be like to be poor? Although your
mum, or even your grandparents, are saying that you are always
taking things for granted, every one of us is actually taking what
we have for granted. When we studied those four pictures at
school, it actually made me (and | think the rest of my English
class) realise how lucky we are.¥e are all guilty of not realising
how lucky we are. | think the reason we have never realised
before is because from when we were first born, we have always
had luxuries. In India, by the time you are 10, if you are not being
educated, you will be working out in the heat, to get money for
your family.You will be working on an empty tummy. Ve moan if
we are hungry, we then usually get food in the next hour. If you
had no money and lived in a third world country you would have
to wait for the next day until you could eat. Some families will
have to get up at 5am just to go and get some clean, fresh, healthy
water;all we have to do is turn the tap on! Doesn't this make you
feel bad? While you are fast asleep, families in India are getting up
to travel 4 miles by foot just to get water. People also judge you
by how rich or poor you are, which really annoys me.You should
never judge anyone by how much they own.

Rebecca Ridge,Year 9

new internationalist

The people, the ideas, the action in the fight for global justice










































