Senior School

Third Years Trip to the Synagogue

n the 22nd of March the Third Years went to
London for the day. After we'd been to the Mosque
at Regent’s Park, we went to my place of worship the
Synagogue, well we thought we were, until we got involved
with the lorry drivers demonstrating but finally we arrived.
When we got there, we met up with the Youth Leader
who was going to give us a tour. The synagogue was
Orthodox, so was very strict on all their rules and
completely different from mine, as I'm Reform. After
he’d given us a quick speech, he asked us if we had any
questions but suddenly the whole of the year was quiet. So
he moved on swiftly to showing us the Ark; by this time
necarly half the people were in fits of laughter, as they had
noticed the man’s shoe as one of them had a massive hole
cut into the front so you could see his sock. The ark was
very interesting and he put it across very well. Next he
took one of the torahs out (which are the holy scrolls)
and brought it to the bimah where you read from This is
like a raised platform. In groups we went up and he
showed us the inside, and how the parchment was made
of animal skins. Once he’d done this, he chanted us a line
from the Torah and then asked me, but I couldn’t, as the
vowels of the letters had been taken out. When he was
reading the Torah, he couldn’t touch it with his hands or
fingers so he had to use a special pointer tool, called a
Yad.
While he was talking to the other groups, I looked at all
the stained glass windows and tried to pick out what story

Alice Rawdon-Mogg on a sponsored

or festival it was trying to explain. Once all the groups had
finished, we said goodbye and thank you, and made our
way back to the coach for a long journey back to school.
It took nearly two hours to get back and by then everyone
was shattered, ready to go home and collapse in front of
the TV.

Natasha Conn, 3M2

Arriving in England
On 19th of April I flew from Madrid to London. I flew
to Gatwick Airport. I went from London to St Hilary
House by private car. I came with Monica, but she had to
go back to Spain.

When I came to St Hilary a person took our cases and
took us to our room. The first days were very difficult
because 1 couldn’t speak English very properly and I
didn’t know where to go, but now it’s easier than the first
days. In my room are: Clemence, Bethany and me. There
was an other girl, but she only stayed for two days.

In the first days Lotte and Lauren looked after me, but
the second week Lauren didn’t come with us. I think that
the school is very old, but I like it. It’s very different from
my school in Spain, because my school at home is very
modern. The girls of my class are very friendly. I'm in 1H
and Mr Scandian is my teacher. In School House, Mrs
Lynton and Miss Martin teach me English.

Marta Soriano-Gomez, IH

bicycle ride in aid of Leuka 2000.
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Living History Museum
28th April 1999

his is an open-air museum in Gosport which aims

to recreate a seventeenth century village, Little
Woodham. Volunteers dress in costume and visitors
interact with them.

The 2nd Year went to the Living History Museum at
Gosport. When we arrived we were given an
introduction talk. Then the village scribe took us to the
village. On the way down, we passed the toilet. The
walls were made from woven sticks, so if the wind was
blowing or it was raining you wouldn’t want to stay out
there for long. They didn’t have any toilet paper, so
they just used leaves. We then saw a cob house. This is
where the washer woman would work. Her house was
again made of woven sticks. She would wash the clothes
in a pot, and then scrub them against a board. The
soap she used, she made herself and it was made from
ash and fat.

The Scribe then left us and we spoke to the shoe
maker. He uses leather to make shoes, boots, pockets
and cups. The cups were called Tankards. Before they
can be drunk from they are coated in nonpoisonous
tar, to make them waterproof. The shoe maker didn’t
live in the village, he moved from place to place
making and selling his goods. He didn’t own any
particular shop or land. The shoe maker supported the
king in the civil war.

Next, we went to speak to a woman who made butter.
The butter is made of cows’ milk and cream. Once it
has been made, the water is drained out. The butter
milk will also be drunk. The butter will then be salted
which makes it last longer. She would give the butter to
someone to sell at the market. The butter woman had
two twin boys who were apprentices. Her husband had
died, so now she has to work rather than being a
housewife. All the goods she had were kept in the
bedroom. The house had no glass in the windows, as
there is a tax on glass and so it is too expensive. The
butter woman didn’t support parliament or the king.

We then went to speak to the Master Gunner. He
told us about the different bullets called pellets. If
these hit you in the stomach your guts would come out.
If they hit you in the arm or leg both would be blown
off. The young men that train to be in battles start at
the age of nine. They would be given a gallon of ale a
day and as much bread and cheese as they could eat.
The ale would be made weak. If the boys were caught
drunk they would be given fifteen lashings on their
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naked backside. The horses theyv used were shire
horses. When they go to battle women and children
would be on the battle field picking up the bullets.

We then went inside a tiny little cottage that just had
room for one bed, one table and a tiny bench. This was
where the lady who makes teas and remedies lives. On
the table was coffee, chocolate, garlic, spices and herbs.
She would also make cordials. We were able to get to
taste a lemon and a black currant flavour. There were
herbs hanging up from the ceiling.

Next we went to talk to the carpenter. He would take
on apprentices. At the beginning they would cook for
him, clear up after him and collect the shavings and
put them on the fire. Once the carpenter saw that you
were keen and trying hard, he would give you more
important things to do, such as sharpening the chisel,
making pegs and drilling holes in the timber. When
the carpenter is constructing a house the wooden
frame would be put up. The timbers were interlocking
and had pegs going through to secure them. The
thatched roof is then put on by a thatcher. Then wattle
and daub would be put between the beams. The wattle
is the sticks that are woven together. The sticks have to
be fresh and green otherwise they won’t bend. The
daub would be made of straw, leaves and manure.
Once this is put on, the house is painted in lime and
sand; this stops the daub drying out and crumbling.
The people wanting the house built could usually do
the wattle and daub themselves, but if you don’t have
many people to help you, you might get the carpenter
to do it.

Hastily we spoke to the dressmakers or weavers. The
lady in charge had an apprentice who was fourteen and
was her niece. They get the cotton and wool from the
pedlar. The apprentice was wearing cotton to tie her
bodice. If the person who wanted the clothes was
richer and wanted a better fabric they would have to
get it themselves. The dressmaker would also make
dolls, as well as other items of clothing.

We then had lunch and went to Portsmouth
Harbour for a boat tour of the harbour. Just some of
the ships we saw were HMS Victory, HMS Warrior, HMS
Birmingham and HMS Edinburgh. After this we took the
coach back to school and I think we had all had a great
day.

Allana Austin, 1If
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Rebecca Rowland and Katayoune Mokhtar analyse pebble size

Pembrokeshire Geography Field Trip

February 1999

We arrived at school, ready for the off, armed with our
waterproofs. We all piled into the minibus and
waved our parents goodbye. We faced a 6 hour drive to
Pembrokeshire in Wales.

Finally we arrived at the Orielton Field Centre, our
home for the next few days. Everyone was feeling a bit
tired and ‘minibus sick” but we were relieved that we had
‘made it’ and excitement filled the air. However, when we
all glanced up to see a 3 storey Georgian staircase our
hearts sank.

We were greeted by Anne, the warden’s wife, who
explained where the rooms were and the few rules we had
to abide to. Then we were left to battle with the staircase
while dragging our bags and suitcases behind us! We were
then given the choice of staying in our rooms or roaming
around the massive grounds. I chose to roam around and
Becky and I managed to get a bit lost. All we could hear
were sheep baa-ing at us and to top it all off we were
covered in mud. Finally we heard Dulcie calling and we
followed the voice until we had reached the Centre.

After dinner we had a meeting with Faye, our tutor, at
the Centre. She told us what we would be doing and what
we should wear etc. The classrooms were down in the old
stable yard so we had to walk back up the road to the
Centre (This will be important later!)

The Centre itself was a large Georgian building and it
had a TV room, a games room and a table-tennis table.
Most of our free time was spent having table tennis
tournaments and we usually managed to make Miss
Whittaker and Mrs Ridge play too.

Our first exercise was to study coastal management.
This involved us travelling to Amroth village in South
Pembrokeshire measuring the size of pebbles all day!
However, boring it may sound it was quite interesting, we
were trying to see if longshore drift was operating along
the beach and in case you are wondering it was! We
arrived back at the Centre wet from the drizzle and tired.
We had half an hour to get ourselves together until we
were back in the classroom to look at the data. The
evening went as usual; dinner, classroom, table-tennis,
bed.

The next morning we were greeted by the fact that
today was ‘climate day’; not that that’s a bad thing. We
learnt all about weather systems and which factors
influence the weather. To collect the data we all had to
get in the minibus and drive to various spots where we
measured air temperature, relative humidity and wind
speed. One stop included the top of a massive hill (Mrs
Ridge insisted it wasn’t!). It was so windy we couldn’t keep
our results sheets stilll When we got back to the Centre we
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Pebble Size Analysis:
Dulcie Bailey, Donna Lui and Mary Patmore

analyzed the data and were free to relax. We played games
and talked and played table-tennis! We were all having a
great time but the most fun was just around the corner!
We went to bed to get ready for our last working day in
Wales.

We all woke up ready for a day in Haverfordwest the
county town in
Pembrokeshire. It was an
urban study to Faye our
tutor but to us it was
‘shopping day’! We tried
to discover the current
land use patterns in
Haverfordwest and the
sphere of influence. It
wasn’t  just  shopping
though. We had to
interview people about
where they had come from
and describe what we had
thought about the town.
We were left to walk
around the streets in
specified areas for our
groups. My group involved
Becky, the mapreader,
continually reassuring
Clare and I she “knew
where she was going”. We
weren't so sure! Luckily we
didn’t get lost and had a
good amount of data.

When we got back to
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the Centre we had a look at the data and thanked Faye for
teaching us so well and got back to our rooms to pack.
However, while Mrs Ridge and Miss Whittaker were
commenting on how good we were and how they knew we
were packing our suitcases, we were planning! We had all
packed that morning and were now loading our suitcases
into a spare room. We tidied the rooms and beds and
then acted ‘normally’. We had dinner and played table-
tennis and enjoyed our last few goes on the arcade
machines. Then when it was time for room inspection —
we panicked. We had to move all the suitcases back and
smile like little angels! Luckily it went smoothly and we
started to make our way down to the stable yard where we
hid in the minibus and waited to be found. Miss Whittaker
and Mrs Ridge found the suitcases first but not us. We had
left a clever note giving them clues of our whereabouts.
They took the ‘horses’ clue as that we were hiding in the
grounds not the stable yard. After a while we realised we
should come out and go back. So we did, to find Mrs
Ridge and Miss Whittaker laughing! We had arrived back
at 10.59pm and lights out was at 11:00pm therefore we
weren’t in trouble! It was the best way to end the best trip.
We all went to sleep with smiles on our faces.

Another long drive back to Brighton the next morning
and we were back in school, meeting our parents and
telling them how we had had the best time ever, which we
did.

Katie Mokhtar, IVO

Year 10 Geographers at the end of a long day in the field

it i B





































