dairy, the seamstress, the
soldiers’ camp, the
basketmaker’s, the spinning
house, the apothecary woman,
the charcoal women, the
washing house, the chair leg
maker and many others.

One incident which no-one
can forget was when we were
looking at the charcoal women'’s
land. We were asking the ladies
questions when Mr Liddel
wanted to take a close-up picture
of their burning fires. So he
cautiously stepped onto the
“charcoal land’, but before he
could take another step the 17th
Century women moved rapidly
towards him and shouted “This
is our land. Keep off it now or
we will burn you!” Of course,
the people were acting just as a

.1 7th Century person would have - — : ’ s
done then, but we were all very In the 17th Century village of Litile Woodham (Photo J.B.L.)

frightened, so we kept clear of

their boundary from then on! leading her off to his hut leaving the rest of
Another funny incident that happened outside the party behind in hysterics. Fortunately he

the inn was this: a group of people in my class brought her back a few minutes later, saying that

were sitting quietly on a bench outside waiting for she was too short and modern for him.

everyone else to finish looking inside when along After a long enjoyable day we climbed aboard

came a local villager. He was singing joyfully; he our comfortable coach for the long journey back

then started to chat to us, but he took a fancy to to the 20th Century and to St Mary’s Hall.

one particular girl and took her by the hand, Abigail Delow, 111G

On the 1992 expedition to Greece




Attack!

School visit to Greece

On the 13th April 1992 we were met at Gatwick
by Mrs Thomason, her bag and Mrs Overshott.
Everyone was excited about thé prospect of a
week with friends in the sun (and culture ....).

We arrived at our hotel in the centre of Athens
in the early hours of the morning and decided
that there was really no point whatsoever in going
to bed because we had been informed by Mrs
Thomason that we would be leaving in two hours
- 6.00am!

The sun was just beginning to shine when we
left the hotel. Bravely clad in shorts and armed
with cameras and sun cream, we bought our
lunch provisions at the local fruit market. We sat
on Pnyx overlooking Athens with the Parthenon
overlooking us! The we visited the Theatre of
Dionysus and took a coffee break (with cheese
and spinach pies) in the Plaka overlooking the
remains of a monastery in which Lord Byron
stayed. We then went to the sanctuary of
Olympian Zeus and had lunch in a traditional
Greek taverna (in which Judith fell asleep).

After all the culture of that day we were ready
to witness the Greek nightlife. So it was off to a
taverna to try out the local drink, ouzo, sample
the many courses of Greek food and to have a
real giggle as members of the sixth form got on
the stage to join in with the Greek dancers. We
had also met our Sardinian courier, Giuseppe,
who greatly amused most of us throughout the
week with perhaps the exception of Judith who
seemed to spend the whole time either arguing
with or trying to confuse him - the latter being
the far easier of the two!

On Wednesday morning we walked through
the meat market which amused everyone except
the vegetarians and visited the National Museum,
University and Parliamentary buildings. After a
hurried lunch at the hotel we left for a drive with
breath-taking views for the mountain sanctuary of
Delphi. We made a photo stop on the way at the
ski resort of Araknova. Our hotel roomsin
Delphi had balconies overhanging the mountain
slopes with spectacular views looking out over five
miles of olive grove to the sea.

The following day some of the group rose at
5.45am for a walk in the foothills of Parnassus.
The sun was just coming up and all the
surrounding cliffs glowed pink. It was an
amazing sight; Giuseppe would probably have
described it as “fantastica” but he was in bed!

Later that day we washed our hair in the
Castalian spring - well, it was more of a water
fight, really! The idea behind this was to ~purify’
ourselves as had the ancient pilgrims, before
approaching the famous oracle of the god.

At the precinct of Apollo we saw the “theatre’
(which we learnt wasn’t a theatre at all but a
political meeting place) and had House sprinting
races in the stadium. Chichester won!

The it was onwards to Olympia via a beach for

a lunch stop. We arrived in Olympia in the late
afternoon and spent the evening haggling for the
beautiful silver jewellery for which the area is
famous.

On Friday morning we went to the site of
Olympia where the Olympic Games were first
held and the flame is even kindled today.
Another race was held in the arena, but how the
Greeks managed to race in the summer sun is
beyond me; the heat was unbearable in mid-April.

In Epidaurous we went to the ancient theatre
where I had been asked to read to demonstrate
the clever acoustics. It seated 20,000 and when I
stood in the centre at the bottom looking up to
where Mrs Thomason and the other girls were
sitting high up above I felt completely overawed.
When I began to read it was the most amazing
experience of my life; there was absolute silence
and it sounded as if I was reading into a
microphone even though I was reading normally.

Then our lovely coach driver, Pandeli, drove us
to the fishing village of Paleo Epidaurous where
we were taken on a boat trip around the
headland to see the fourteenth century BC
Mycenaean walls on the hills and the fourth
century BC Hellenistic remains under the water.
I was convinced Mrs Thomason would fall
overboard, she was so excited (she didn’t, but it
would have been very funny!). Judith kept the
young sailors amused by confusing the Greek for
“Thank you” with “I love you”.

In the evening we strolled around the harbour
where the local fishermen demonstrated
mending their nets. Some of the third years tried
to weave the nets - Ayesha was particularly good.

The next day a couple of us got up early but
for different reasons. Mrs Overshott took some
girls for an early morning swim (freezing!)
although I don’t think she took the plunge. Mrs
Thomason and I went for a walk around the
headland and found some more Mycenaean
remains. Later that day we visited the Corinth
canal but decided against a game of Pooh-sticks -
it was so huge you could hardly see the water at
the bottom. The site of Corinth was
unfortunately shut so we travelled back to Athens.

On Sunday Mrs Overshott faced the delightful
prospect of taking us on a cruise of the three
islands of Poros, Aegina and Hydria. It was a
perfect day with blue skies and sunshine. We all
sat on the deck in swimming costumes and then
visited the ethnic shops and tavernas at each of
the islands.

In the evening, back in Athens, we climbed
Mount Lykabettos in the dark - working up quite
a sweat! We enjoyed a cool drink in the
mountain-top café and spectacular views of
Athens at night. Terri, however, had to be
carried down - the climb having proved too
much - but the whole outing was very successful.

On our last day we went early to Cape Sounian
where King Aegeus threw himself to his death on
seeing the black sails of his son Theseus’ ship
returning from Crete.
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We spent the afternoon in Athens shopping
for presents in torrential rain. We were described
as “trellos patatas” as we danced through the
streets of Athens literally singing in the rain, up
to our knees in water. In the evening we had the
sad task of saying thank you and goodbye to
Giuseppe. He was quite tearful as he received a
bottle of Metaxa, a St Mary’s Hall plate and a tea
towel which we all had signed.

Before we packed our cases we had a sing-song
and thanked the hotel staff before leaving for the
airport. We arrived back in England totally
exhausted but really happy. I think we all slept
for a week.

With much thanks to Mrs Overshott,
Giuseppe, Pandeli and of course Mrs Thomason
for what can only be described as a trip of a
lifetime!

Alice Tatham, VS

Russia Tri]?

o, it wasn’t British Airways - although contrary , .
to populqr belief, the Aeroﬂot p}ane with which A1.T%e Hamilsgs
we flew did have two wings, engines, and was not
a Blue Peter creation constructed of the inner temporary lapse into madness outside the airport
tubes of toilet rolls and sticky black plastic. Yes, involving the first, but not the last, snowball fight
we arrived safely in St. Petersburg ready and of the trip.
prepared, armed with chocolate, chewing gum, After having (looking at) what you can only
diarrhoea tablets, water sterilising tablets and describe as an interesting breakfast, our first day
plenty of thermals. What we were ready for we commenced with a guided tour of the city by
were not quite sure and as we were in Russia it coach, during which we stopped at many of the
soon became clear that you never knew what to most interesting sites/monuments to have a look
expect (except the unexpected). What was and take photos. It was also our first chance to
immediately clear, though, was that there was spend some of the piles of dollar bills which we
snow and how could we resist the obligatory were carrying. I remember our first stop being

St Petersburg, in the snow




outside the stock exchange from where photos felt sterile and impersonal. The curriculum was

could be taken of the Hermitage (a large gallery fairly similar to ours except that I could never
and museum, but not, as some had thought, a imagine us participating in what they called war
recluse’s home somewhere in the mountains). classes where they learn how to use guns and gas
Not really realising how clearly like a group of masks in case of war.

snap-happy tourists we looked; we emerged from As our remaining days in St. Petersburg passed
the coach only to be jumped on by people trying we were astounded by both the beauty and

to sell us things: army coats, hats, watches, belts, extreme poverty of the city. We felt guilty as we
dolls, etc. Yes, this was our first experience of appeared so wealthy and they so desperate.

the black market. In a frenzy, money and Our guide in St. Petersburg’s monthly wage
souvenirs changed hands as we tried bartering - averaged just £20 which in Russian terms is
(shopping at a conventional supermarket ,  considered well-paid. The emotional strain was
would never be the same again). What was at beginning to show: we became tired and deeply

affected by what we saw. Binges on chocolate
and junk food became one of our few comforts
as well as the thought that we were lucky
enough not to live permanently in such a dire
situation.

first fun, though, did often become a chore as
in our naivety we didn’t realise that sellers were
to be found everywhere. Even our cleaners at
the hotel tried to sell us something in
exchange for one of our ravishing thermal
vests. Our first day ended with us having the
choice of either going to the Kirov to see an
opera or a less expensive trip to a traditional
Russian opera aimed at an audience of

After three days in St.
_ Petersburg we left and headed
towards Moscow on an
overnight train (that in itself

children (unfortunately 4 Was quite an experience).
this didn’t make it any . Each compartment had twol
easier to understand, bunk beds and about 0.5

square feet of standing
~space. Itseems
surprising that just
two people could fit
into the
compartment let

although the music was
very good).

One of the most
interesting visits of the
week had to be that to
the Russian school. We
arrived armed with
chocolate to give them
as gifts. The class that
we spoke to were
surprisingly proficient
at English, which

made our efforts to At St. Basil's.

say things like “I'm

from England” (in Opposite:
another scene in

Russian) quite
feeble. The school
was quiet,
contrasting with
the homely feel of
St Mary’s Hall. It
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