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This issue of Conference & Common Room will probably arrive
in schools within a few days of the General Election. In theory
this election should be a watershed. The country has a particular
need for good representation at Westminster in the penumbra of
a recession and in the midst of a war. It is, however, hard to see
the current government as anything other than exhausted or the
opposition as equipped with radical new solutions to problems
that are as intractable as they are politically toxic. As a cricketer
might say, this could be a good toss to lose.
We may find ourselves with a hung parliament and it is already
the case that minority parties representing various forms of
‘nationalism’, including, alas, a ‘British’ one, are becoming
more and more significant. Vince Cable might be a popular
choice for Chancellor of the Exchequer in a government of
national unity, but such an administration would involve a
degree of imagination in its conception and self-denying
cooperation in its formation that the increasing egocentricity of
our political leaders makes unlikely.
Our society may not be broken, but parts of it are in a mess and
the educational scene is not unlike Bosch’s celebrated depiction
of the Garden of Earthly Delights. There is absolutely no
shortage of talent; there are many very good things happening;
and there are thousands of outstanding teachers and students.
UK education plc, to use one of the revolting neologisms coined
by government and the media, is genuinely a world leader and
the universality of the English language gives us an inherited
advantage worth more than all the oil we have ever harvested
from our territorial waters.
But if we get close enough to the canvas to look at the detail,
as you must to see what is really happening in Bosch’s
masterpiece, the picture is profoundly disturbing. Universities
are shutting departments, student numbers are subject to
simultaneous pressures to grow and to decrease, individual
students are facing financial commitments that threaten to turn
the clock back to a time when only the rich could afford a
university education, and our schools continue to be divided by
those inelegant criteria the ‘haves’ and the ‘have-nots’.
It is often asserted that the Home Secretary is doomed to drink
from a poisoned chalice, but the Education Secretary’s beaker is
not much less of a threat to a long and successful political career.
Whichever party forms a government, that government will pay
attention to education and will seek, quite properly, to make the
maintained system as good a provider of education as possible,
however difficult that may turn out to be.
As Nicholas Hillman demonstrates, the Conservatives are not,
historically, uncritical or proactive supporters of independent
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schools. Equally, when given the chance, even ‘old’ Labour baulked at making independent provision of
education illegal or impossible. The coming and going of the Direct Grant and the Assisted Places scheme
crossed party lines, whilst a compulsion to interfere with the status quo of the maintained system through
costly attempts at reform or improvement seems to be a knee-jerk response from politicians as soon as
they acquire power. If they would only listen to the wise advice of Dr John Dunford and govern their
unruly wills and affections by conforming to his prescription of ‘one in, one out’, their educational victims
might have a better chance of surviving the treatment by initiative so beloved and so frequently
administered by government.
The activities of the Charities Commission and the motives behind their current busyness have been
much discussed in independent school circles, but one current development, namely the sharing of
resources along the lines so eloquently articulated by Dr Chris Ray and practised in many schools, is
surely good for both sectors. Everyone benefits from improvements in education and if we in the
independent sector think we have better answers to some of the questions than the civil servants in DCFS
or the Secretaries of State who pass, however briefly, through those frequently relabelled doors, it is surely
right that we should share them both in theory and in practice.
Meanwhile, as schools prepare pupils for a rapidly shrinking world, they look abroad, despite the
doomed legislative attempts of government to create a risk-free society sheltered behind impermeable
borders. One admirably widespread feature in schools is global outreach, well illustrated in the following
pages. Kate Brown’s article provides a valuable reminder of what is good practice in this area, whilst
Roland Ladley describes the healing and creative power of music that transcends frontiers, resources and
even civil war.
It is often stated that without independent schools this country would be very much the poorer in many
‘hard’ subjects. Julie Boyle’s visit to CERN shows that this commitment is recognised in the most rarefied
scientific circles. Finally, Nigel Richardson reflects on how unpopular initiatives asking awkward
questions are sometimes necessary to eradicate deep-seated abuses of power. The challenges put to the
Royal Commission on Wellington College, described in Patrick Mileham’s article, were brushed aside, but
Esther Rantzen’s persistence changed schools radically.
Schools will not be the same after the current burst of Charity Commission activity any more than they
are teaching the same curriculum with the same methods or preparing for the same exams as they were in
the 1950s. One reason for this is that independent schools are businesses and they have to pay attention to
what their customers want. They are also charities and they have ethical obligations of which the most
important is the duty of care for and education of their pupils.
Schools can make a difference and, at a time when it seems that governments can’t, it is all the more
important that schools, both independent and maintained, should protect, instruct and inspire those in
whose hands our future will be held.

‘

Whichever party forms a government, that government will pay
attention to education and will seek, quite properly, to make the
maintained system as good a provider of education as possible…

’
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Could do better
Nicholas Hillman considers Conservative attitudes towards independent schools
It is possible that the lengthy period of Labour government,
which began in 1997, might come to an end this year, so it seems
an apposite moment to consider how past Conservative
governments have treated independent schools, and to look
ahead – briefly – to what a new Conservative government could
mean for the sector.
Before the Second World War, demand for independent
schools fell as a result of a lower birth rate, higher taxation of
family incomes and competition from other schools. At the time,
the HMC warned schools against sharp practices, such as ‘illconcealed bribery by means of reduced fees’. But with the onset
of war, the problems got worse, especially at schools where the
buildings were requisitioned for government use. Cyril
Norwood, a former Headmaster of Harrow, told the government
that independent boarding schools “have had their hundred years
… the order of society to which they belong is at an end, or near
it, however much we may regret the fact”.
Yet Herwald Ramsbotham, the President of the Board of
Education (1940-41), successfully blocked proposals for the
wholesale use of independent boarding schools by the state for
the war effort, which he thought was designed ‘to secure their
ultimate elimination’. From this moment on, the prospects for
the sector improved as the government, the local authorities and
the schools began to think more deeply about the shape of the
post-war education system. Edward Mack wrote: ‘England is at
this very moment (April, 1941) literally seething with plans for
the reform of the public schools.’
There were three forces pressing for independent boarding
schools to have a major, though modified, role after the war. The
first was the Prime Minister, Winston Churchill, who told James
Chuter Ede (a minister at the Board of Education) that he wanted
two-thirds of places at independent boarding schools given over
to bursaries determined by county councils and the big cities.
The second force was public opinion. According to the most
detailed analysis of wartime education policy, people were more
interested in the public schools than in other areas of schooling.
The third force was pressure from the establishment, which
tended to support the survival of the independent sector. Leading
ministers and officials had been educated in HMC schools:
Winston Churchill had been at Harrow; Clement Attlee had been
at Haileybury; and RA Butler, who became President of the
Board of Education in 1941, had been at Marlborough.
In 1942, Butler established a review of the public schools
under Lord Fleming, a Scottish lawyer and former Unionist MP.
The Fleming Committee’s members included Geoffrey Fisher
(the Bishop of London and former Headmaster of Repton),
Robert Birley (Headmaster of Charterhouse) and Miss E M
Tanner (Headmistress of Roedean), as well as a smattering of
trades unionists and socialists. In July 1944, this committee
recommended that leading independent boarding schools should
devote one-quarter of their places to a new publicly-funded
national bursary scheme.
This received a divided response. The independent sector,
including the HMC, was broadly supportive. But the Provost of
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Eton, a former Tory MP entitled Baron Quickswood, resolutely
opposed all such plans: he labelled people wishing to broaden
access to the public schools as ‘Hitlerites’. From the left, the
TUC and the NUT condemned the proposals for being lilylivered, as they disliked the whole idea of independent
education.
After the 1945 election, decisions about implementing the
Fleming Report landed on the desk of Ellen Wilkinson, Labour’s
new Minister for Education. Many historians have assumed that,
as a left-winger, she must have disliked the idea of supporting
independent boarding schools through a public bursary scheme.
But the response of the two main political parties to the
independent sector has been more nuanced than first
impressions would suggest, and it can sometimes appear
counter-intuitive.
Wilkinson actually encouraged local education authorities to
develop links with independent schools, established a committee
to pool information about boarding schools willing to offer
bursary places and promised public funding. However, local
authorities – rather than the Ministry of Education – were to play
the main role in sponsoring places. This was the opposite of
what the Fleming Report had envisaged, and it ensured a
postcode lottery: one later assessment found the proportion of
secondary school pupils helped with boarding costs in different
areas ranged from one in 27 to one in 7524.
The Conservative Party complained loudly about the low
number of bursaries on offer. Yet, when they returned to office in
1951, they took no remedial action. Indeed, ministers and
officials opposed all the calls to revisit the Fleming proposals
that emanated, for example, from The Times, the Bow Group and
the GBA/GBGSA. David Eccles, the Minister of Education, told
the House of Commons in 1961 that he saw “no reason to use
public money to subsidise the transfer of boys from one system
to the other on a basis of selection in which nobody knows what
would be just or why”.
So the schools could have been forgiven for feeling a sense of
déjà vu when Labour returned to office in 1964. Once again, it
was a nominally socialist government that seemed keener than
others to provide public money to public schools. This time,
Labour envisaged a much larger bursary scheme than that
proposed by the Fleming Committee.
Their Public Schools Commission proposed in 1968 that 50%
of places at participating boarding schools should be funded by
the state. As I recounted in Conference & Common Room last
year, this scheme made no headway because of the high cost to
the public purse at a time of fiscal restraint.
However, the Public Schools Commission was to play an
important role in setting a new boundary between the statefinanced and independent school sectors. This was because, in a
reconstituted form, it recommended in 1970 that direct-grant
status should be abolished. The direct-grant schools were largely
day schools and were quasi-independent, as they were funded by
a mixture of direct grants from central government, local
authority places and parental fees. They included famous

Nick Hillman.
institutions like Manchester Grammar School, King Edward’s
School in Edgbaston and The Perse Schools in Cambridge.
Left-wingers had long wanted to integrate such schools into the
state-funded secondary school system, but they had lacked a clear
path for doing this. Now, the shift towards a comprehensive
system allowed direct-grant grammar schools to be portrayed as
an anachronism. So, in the mid-1970s, Harold Wilson’s
government forced them to choose between integration with the
comprehensive system and full independence. The majority of the
schools looked at their own history and the freedom enjoyed by
the independent sector and jumped across the divide to become
fully independent.
This background is important because, when people look back
on the Assisted Places Scheme that was established by Margaret
Thatcher, it is sometimes forgotten that it was principally a
reaction to the change in status of direct-grant schools – Neil
Kinnock, who was then Labour’s Education spokesman,
condemned it as “a cosmetic to disguise the restoration of the
direct grant system”.
So, while Labour’s decision to abolish direct grant status had
had the unintended consequence of increasing the size of the
independent sector, the Thatcher government sought to bring the
former direct-grant schools back closer to government by
funding some of their places. This roused a fury. Despite
Labour’s earlier support for publicly-funded public school
places, one Labour MP, Christopher Price, claimed in 1980 that
the Assisted Places Scheme was “the worst political mistake
ever made by the Conservative Party”.
The desire to help former direct-grant schools explains why,
unlike earlier proposals, the Assisted Places Scheme focused on
bursaries to cover the costs of day, rather than boarding,
education. This was key to its growth as it made the scheme
cheaper per pupil. Expansion of the scheme to cover younger
age groups was a key plank in the 1997 Conservative manifesto
but, despite some powerful opposing interests, Tony Blair faced

no real difficulties in ending the scheme after 1997. Within a few
years, even the Conservative Party had dropped their support,
arguing that independent school bursaries were not a high
priority for the public purse.
There is little to indicate that the current Conservative
spokesman on schools, Michael Gove, will be tempted to revisit
the post-war debates about bursaries in independent schools.
That is only wise, for all the schemes were fatally flawed by
their cost and by the difficulty of finding selection criteria that
were fair to all.
Yet the post-war debates still resonate through some current
Conservative policies. Most importantly, the value of
institutional independence has been recognised through a
commitment to make it much easier for non-state agencies to
found new schools: based on the clear understanding that
independence can bring such wide benefits that it should not be
limited to the fee-paying sector.
Secondly, Michael Gove has expressed some interest in
increasing the number of children in care who receive a boarding
education. That is smart, as it targets public funding for boarding
on those who need it most and who already feature in the
government’s accounts. Thirdly, the Conservatives have
promised to talk to the Charity Commission about the possibility
of having a broader and more inclusive concept of public benefit
for schools registered as charities.
Together, this programme fits neatly into the Tory tradition of
promoting non-state institutions, while introducing some
healthy competition for the state and independent sector alike. It
also stands more chance of success than some of the failed
initiatives of the past.
Nicholas Hillman is the Conservatives’
Prospective Parliamentary Candidate for Cambridge.
His article was written in a personal capacity
months before the election.
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Tuning in to the twitterati
David Lyscom scans the blogosphere for clues about life after the election
I read Geoff Lucas’s article in the last C&CR (Ten for 10/10)
with great interest. It is right that organisations should review
themselves at regular intervals. Indeed given the pace of change
these days I wonder if every ten years is enough. Geoff spent
much of his article looking back at the last review in 2000.
While it is important not to overlook the lessons of history on the
basis that ‘what goes around comes around’, I hope that HMC
members will not spend too much time contemplating old
issues. There are so many new challenges for our sector to face,
and they may need new thought and radical solutions to deal
with them.
The ISC senior management team recently spent an away day
contemplating the future, looking at the challenges that were
coming down the track and thinking about how ISC as a whole
could best serve its members in the light of potentially very
different circumstances. We spent some of our time looking in at
our management and structures. But our most important
discussion was about how to deal with external developments.
The starting point was that there is a broad political consensus
that independence is good for schools, Heads, teachers, pupils
and parents. However, just how the political parties interpret that
and square it with other ideologies such as the national
curriculum, targets and standards, varies considerably.
A change of government might see independence being given
more meaning on the ground for both our sector and the state
sector. But that brings with it the inevitable competitive
challenge. Our schools do not operate in a vacuum, and rising
standards of discipline and attainment in the state sector would
inevitably bring pressure to bear on some schools, ironically
possibly greater than that caused by a hostile political
environment.
So whatever government is in power, the sector will still have
important political battles to fight and we will still need the strong
press, legal and public affairs team in ISC to explain our views and
lobby government and parliament on behalf of all our members.
Few governments resist the temptation to prescribe and, even
if a government is genuinely committed to deregulation, a
clearing of the regulatory thicket needs guidance from the sharp
end so that unintended consequences can be avoided. The extra
ISC resources we are putting into this work from 2010 are a
necessary investment, given the strengthening view in
government and opposition that the sector needs to speak with
one strong voice.
We looked at the role of new media and discussed how ISC
could harness the opportunities that blogs, Facebook, Twitter
and the like offer, without losing sight of our more traditional
means of communication. We will be revamping our press and
communications strategy to take account of our conclusions, and
fortunately ISC has lots of keen young staff who cannot wait to
help old fogeys like me to interact and network using these new
tools with the ‘blogosphere’ and ‘twitterati’ – the wider media
and public.
Perhaps the most difficult and important part of our
deliberations was to think through the policy proposals of the
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parties going into the general election and try to work out what
sort of environment our independent schools will be operating in
five to ten years hence. One common denominator is Academies,
and, whoever wins the election (and by the time you read this
you should know the outcome), we agreed that there will be
several hundred more Academies with their state-sponsored
‘independence’.
Depending on the outcome of the election there may also be a
new group of state-financed ‘independent Free Schools’
attracting a pupil premium. As these would be starting from
scratch there may not be so many of them, but in the longer run
they cannot and should not be ignored. The challenge they may
offer, if successful, is a different sort of independence at much
lower cost to our parents.
Our schools will need to develop and highlight their Unique
Selling Points (USPs) if they are to remain competitive.
Experience shows that there will always be a market for
quality and differentiated service, but how big will that market
be? An immediate thought is that it is the low cost,
commercially-run, non-ISC independent schools that will
suffer first. But successful Academies and Free Schools may
offer a challenge to our day schools similar to that which we
see today from grammar schools, the best comprehensives and
sixth form colleges.
A different set of challenges is how the existence of all these
new schools, modelled on some of the freedoms of our sector,
will affect the voice of independent schooling represented by
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ISC and its associations. Over the years we have become
essential interlocutors on independent schooling and a source of
inspiration and new ideas.
Will that be undermined by these new sectors? Should we join
forces with them to protect and defend common interests and
values, or would that dilute our own message and USP? What do
we do if more Academies or the new Free Schools ask to join us,
either through one of the associations or direct, and how would
we accommodate these new pressures? Should ISC develop into
a broader organisation, developing a strong central services and
public affairs role with chapters representing different interest
groups, or should it retain its current narrow membership
structure with decentralised services?
The next few years will present new challenges for ISC and
we need to discuss how to respond to them with our members.

Given emerging new players in the sector, we also need to
examine how the associations relate to each other and with ISC,
and to review what sort of ISC they want us to be.
This is an essential part of the challenge for HMC and our
other associations. So I hope that Heads in HMC will put their
review into context by looking at the external challenges and
what the independent sector as a whole needs when judging how
they should develop over the next decade. We could all pull up
the drawbridge and become a fortress. But by doing so we might
lose relevance and credibility.
There is the challenge. I do not pretend to have the answers –
that is up to you.
David Lyscom is the Chief Executive of ISC and wrote this
article months before the General Election.

The Gove of Academe
Geoff Lucas gazes into the crystal ball of Conservative intentions
When asked, some years ago, whether he supported Tony Blair’s
three main priorities – education, education, education – David
Cameron is reputed to have said that he did, but not necessarily
in that order. So, what are the Conservatives’ priorities,
particularly for the 14-19 phase, assuming that they finally
regain power?
When Labour took up office in 1997, ‘standards not structures’
became the new educational mantra. Although, in their second
term in office, the balance shifted back to encompass both, the
Conservatives’ educational policies for their first term could be
dubbed ‘structures first’, to drive up standards and, one might add,
to improve equity. As Michael Gove put it in the TES on 9th
October, echoing his conference speech: ‘School reform will be at
the centre of a future Conservative government’s mission to make
opportunity more equal.’
At the heart of the Conservatives’ proposed structural reforms
lies a massive expansion (and extension) of Labour’s Academies
programme, the introduction of a new generation of ‘technical
schools’, and the creation of a new breed of ‘independent
schools’ along Swedish lines. In one sense this looks like a new
tripartite system of education but, in fact, it is very different from
the one envisaged in the 1944 Education Act.
Under the Tories’ plans, there will actually be six branches on
the tree of state-funded 14-19 education and training, if one also
includes grammar schools, FE colleges and employer-provided
apprenticeships. Although existing grammar schools will be
safe, there will be no additions to their numbers. The number of
comprehensive schools, on the other hand, is likely to dwindle
with more and more becoming (or being subsumed under the
label of) Academies.
True independent schools, like those with Heads who are in
membership of HMC or other ISC associations, will probably
be left alone, although encouragement to support the state
sector is likely to be one clear strand of continuity from a
Labour to a Conservative administration. The other, of course,
is social mobility.

The two newest parts of
this structural shift (which
is not confined to 14-19
education, although it has
a particular relevance
here, given the raising of
the participation age to
18), are what Michael
Gove has called ‘technical
academies’,
an
idea
promoted by Lords Baker
and Dearing and already Geoff Lucas.
being piloted under the banner of ‘University Technical
Colleges’, and what I shall call ‘private academies’, the latter
being not for profit private schools, funded by the state, but set
up by groups of parents, teachers and others who, for whatever
reason, feel existing educational provision does not meet
their children’s needs or, in the case of groups, their
educational vision.
Of the two, technical academies are, by a long way, the most
significant and the most likely to endure. The first of these new
institutions, launched in Birmingham, with backing from Aston
University and local authority involvement, will focus on
provision for the 14-19 cohort and plans to use a customised
version of the new Engineering Diploma. With 12 planned,
initially in the largest urban areas, but up to 100 in the pipeline
over the next five years, covering most towns and cities, if Lord
Baker gets his way, these technical Academies will, like other
Academies, have freedom over the curriculum and timetables as
well as pay and conditions.
Their ‘specialism’ will be high quality applied or vocational
education. Their creation might (just) provide salvation for
some, if not all, of Labour’s ill-fated Diplomas, particularly if, as
has been suggested, FE colleges are opened up to take whole
cohorts of 14-19 year olds who want an applied education with
a vocational specialism. One of the biggest barriers to the take-
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up of Diplomas – their complex delivery model, spread across
institutions that are required to collaborate – would be
ameliorated at a stroke.
While technical academies, like the technical schools of the
1944 Education Act, have a clear focus in terms of their ethos
and the type of education on offer, the other two main planks of
the Conservatives’ structural reforms lack any such clarity. It is
assumed that mainstream Academies, like the comprehensive
schools and specialist schools they will increasingly replace,
will offer the full breadth of national qualifications,
academic/general as well as applied/vocational.
But what about the new ‘private academies’? At present this
remains an open question. If these new institutions are truly to
respond to locally-identified needs, logically there could be a
variety of different types of curricula and qualifications on offer.
The only real constraints would be the need to demonstrate that
they have enough local support in terms of pupil numbers to be
viable and that they conform to whatever minimum prescription
the state requires in terms of ‘basics’ such as literacy, numeracy
and curriculum breadth.
One unifying thread to these structural reforms is the desire to
give all schools greater autonomy and, in particular, freedom
from local authority control. In theory, a wider diversity of
institution should also give parents and students greater freedom
of choice. But how will choice, both by parents and students of
institutions, and by institutions of students, actually work in
practice? At the time of writing, details of the mechanics of the
new system are unknown. Disappointingly, in contrast, two
potential levers for making it work – selection and vouchers –
appear to have been ruled out from the start by a party which
ought, if true to its roots, to have been bolder and braver in
putting these back on the political and public agenda.
As HMC’s Chairman, Andrew Grant, pointed out back in
October, on the eve of both the HMC’s and the Conservatives’
annual conferences, all political parties now claim to want to
take the independent sector’s DNA to use for the benefit of the
state sector, but without two of its most significant genes: the
freedom to select and the freedom to charge fees. Without such
freedoms, the Conservatives’ ‘private academies’ (as I shall
continue to call them, to differentiate them from true
independent schools) will struggle both to establish themselves
and to distinguish themselves from the new, liberated
Academies, born out of the ashes of local authority controlled
comprehensives.
So far as 14-19 education and training is concerned, the big
winners under the Conservatives’ proposals are likely to be FE
colleges which will, in future, not only be likely to take 14-19
year olds direct from schools full-time, but who are also likely
to play an increasing role in widening participation in higher
education, as ‘HE in FE’ takes off for certain types and levels of
higher education. Technical academies, too, will be attractive,

particularly if they are able to select those most likely to benefit
from the high quality applied vocational education that will be
their specialism. Selection at 14, for applied/vocational routes,
may be an easier pill for the Conservatives to swallow than
academic selection. Faced with such dominant players in the 1419 market place, ‘private academies’, if they have any future at
all, might be better concentrated on the three to 14 age range or
even just the nursery and primary end of the age range.
The other obstacles to a truly revolutionary structural reform
programme is the Conservatives’ refusal to entertain vouchers,
both as a mechanism for exercising choice in the state sector and
as a vehicle for buying places in the not-for-profit independent
sector. The Conservatives’ stubborn refusal to entertain this flies in
the face of a growing body of evidence about parental preferences.
As Professor James Tooley and Dr Pauline Dixon pointed out
in the TES last October, half of the 1246 parents surveyed would
support the use of a voucher scheme to pay for private schooling
and over a third backed the idea of vouchers that parents could
top up. As the authors of the Newcastle University study said: “A
much larger private sector should be encouraged.” Citing
evidence of the huge expansion of low-cost private education
across the world, including some of the poorest parts of subSaharan Africa, India and China, Tooley and Dixon claim that
such schooling is not only popular with parents but produces
better results than state education.
As one father in Kibera put it: “If you go to market and are
offered free fruit and vegetables, they’ll be rotten.” Another (a
fisherman) added: “Private schools are better because there is a
private owner. If you don’t teach as expected, you’ll be fired and
replaced.” The essence of private schooling seems to have been
lost on the Conservatives in espousing a version of it that only
goes halfway.
When they took up office in 1997, New Labour, like every new
administration, was already looking to the future and to a
possible second term. Maybe the Conservatives too have a
vision of what they would like to do, which is more radical but
which will have to wait until they are re-elected. By then, the
logistical difficulties of creating a whole new network of ‘private
academies’ should have become clear.
With this awakening perhaps might come the realisation that
there are over a thousand high quality independent schools
already in existence, which could help the government achieve
its twin educational objectives: high standards and social
mobility. Both could be achieved using existing structures,
leaving Ministers free to focus their attention where it is really
needed: on structural reforms to state education, through the
expansion of the Academies programme, including the new
technical schools that are so badly needed.
Geoff Lucas is the Secretary of HMC and wrote this article
months before the election.

‘

At the heart of the Conservatives’ proposed structural reforms lies a
massive expansion (and extension) of Labour’s Academies programme,
the introduction of a new generation of ‘technical schools’, and the
creation of a new breed of “independent schools” along Swedish lines.
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Rs longa,
vita brevis
Bernard Trafford ponders the Tories’
rebranding of the three Rs
This is not the time to be writing a prophetic article! I’m
tapping away in the mists and fog that followed January’s
snow, and you won’t read this until after the General Election.
So all I can do is attempt a critique of what is now (or, to you,
then) the draft education manifesto of the party most likely to
win that election, the Conservatives, one chapter of an overall
manifesto entitled Mending Our Broken Society, launched with
a speech by David Cameron at the Walworth Academy.
Both speech and manifesto contained fine words and grand
promises … but they were unconvincing.
After nearly 13 years of disappointment as ‘education,
education, education’ became pressure, diktat and controlfreakery under Blair and Brown and their acolytes, we might
have hoped for something better from the Tories, at the time of
writing still, though less certainly, a government in waiting.
There were lofty phrases to encourage the (educational) troops:
restoration of a ‘noble profession’; giving Academies (but not
schools?) ‘vital freedoms’; ‘attracting the best’; authority ‘one
hundred percent with the teachers’. Heady stuff! Bring it on!
Bureaucracy became a dirty word (hooray!): they will ‘stop
Heads being overruled by bureaucrats over exclusions’ and
‘free schools from regulatory restrictions’.
But in such a vision there was plenty of scope also for
nonsense. No bureaucracy, maybe, but a beefed-up inspection
system and league tables: what’s that if not bureaucracy? They
will ‘establish a free online database of exam papers and
marking schemes’. Actually, the facility is already there, so
that’s a neat bit of repackaging, but its wider dissemination is a
recipe for even more demands to teach to the test and,
inevitably, even more simplistic exams that tick boxes either
literally or metaphorically.
To encourage parents and candidates to check every question
against the marking scheme will be to drive the final nail into
the coffin of open-ended, searching questioning, because
examiners will lose the last vestiges of discretion in marking.
That does not square with the pledge to ‘reform our curriculum
and qualifications, showing the most ruthless, relentless and
uncompromising commitment to rigour’ – whatever that
means. Still, that new take on the Three Rs (Ruthlessness,
Relentlessness, Rigour) made a good, alliterative soundbite.
To raise the status of the profession, the manifesto proposed
better pay, golden hellos (student loans paid off for core/STEM
teachers) and a ban on anyone with a third-class degree or
dodgy GCSEs being allowed to teach. This will exclude, of
course, some of those brilliant teachers who for whatever
reason did not make a great success of their own time at school
but who have dedicated their career to inspiring children and
keeping them on track through their education. We’ve all
known them: our schools employ quite a lot of them.

Bernard Trafford (right).
It won’t happen, of course, being largely unenforceable, but
it was the sort of silly posturing that betrayed the lightweight
nature of this document. And it failed to engage at all with the
challenges of attracting, training, developing and retaining
excellent teachers that should be the real issue.
There were grand statements about protecting teachers from
false allegations, and allowing them to use reasonable force
‘without fear of legal action’. More fine words, but no detail of
how they would do that without infringing children’s legitimate
and vital rights to protection and fair treatment.
And that’s the problem. Lots of it sounded great. The
manifesto was described as a discussion document, so we could
all enter into dialogue and put flesh on the bones. I hope that’s
true: too often even shadow ministers turn out to have pretty
fixed ideas – SATs, league tables and phonics to name but three
examples. That ‘discussion’ notion was also a useful mask to
disguise just how much was mere rhetoric, thin on detail,
unlikely to be put into place and probably unworkable if it were.
I still don’t understand how the Tories propose, if elected, to
make it easier to sack poor teachers, who are surely covered by
employment law like every other employee. Perhaps they
intend to lean on local authorities (if they still exist) to support
Heads in pursuing competence procedures instead of blocking
them: that would be a start. Colleague Heads in the maintained
sector tend to find the teacher unions anything but difficult in
such matters, since it’s not in their interests to protect
incompetence: it’s that strange reluctance in the town/county
hall which they find so frustrating.
There were weasel words, too, balancing those ringing
statements with (in the speech) ‘greater transparency so parents
can hold teachers to account’; (in the manifesto) ‘reform
school league tables so that schools can demonstrate they are
stretching the most able and raising the attainment of the least
able’; and ‘a more rigorous and targeted inspection regime ...
more unannounced inspections and failing schools will be
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visited more often’. Same old New Labour/Old Tory stuff
there, then (so hard to tell the difference nowadays).
There was from the start a nasty slant in that title, Mending
our Broken Society. There are certainly major problems in
society – but ‘broken’? I don’t think so. Most of us sleep safe
at nights. In Newcastle upon Tyne, where I live, I feel safe
wherever or whenever I walk or travel by public transport. The
north-east is suffering significant problems, especially postcredit crunch, but it’s not broken.
That’s the danger of the grand over-statement. Cameron was
talking up a crisis so he can arrive on his white charger and fix
it. That’s dishonest and, frankly, a bit childish. It was unwise,
too: he may live to regret it. When you read this you may know
whether he’ll get the chance to try.
One aspect showed no change, rather the same old misery.
Both speech and manifesto talked down schools and teachers,
as politicians of all hues seem to do constantly. Chris Keates,
general secretary of the NASUWT, was spot-on when she said:
“Teaching will never generally be recognised as the high status
profession it is while politicians keep making announcements
which implicitly or explicitly denigrate and cast doubt on the

quality of teachers currently in service.” It’s hard to believe
Cameron’s promise to create a ‘noble profession’ when, by
implication and by direct criticism, he clearly doesn’t think
much of it at present and thinks some teachers are too stupid to
be there.
I might nonetheless be tempted to vote for Cameron’s new
three Rs, but only if I could believe him. So much of this is
eyewash and soundbite. Education isn’t all broken: but it is in a
difficult and dangerous situation. Schools face huge problems
and to solve them they don’t need micromanagement, they
don’t need more ‘accountability’ (which means more pressure
and more people banging them over the head with their alleged
faults) and they don’t need grand statements or empty
promises: they’ve had those for decades. They do need a
colossal injection of both support and freedom from the next
government and, above all, the teaching profession needs the
trust and belief of politicians, something absent for over 20
years and under four prime ministers.
The Labour government, bereft of vision, integrity and even
common sense, has to go. It hasn’t even delivered on
education, its central promise. It’s negated the positive effects

The National Schools Symphony Orchestra
Leading young musicians in schools sometimes find it hard to gain orchestral experience with other players of their standard.
The National Schools Symphony Orchestra (NSSO) holds an annual residential course that offers them the chance to live and
work with their peers for a full week, sharing music, getting to know each other, rehearsing hard and ending with a
performance of professional standard under celebrated conductors such as Mark Shanahan and Peter Donohoe.
Patrick Doyle, patron of NSSO and composer of scores for the films Gosforth Park, Harry Potter and The Goblet of Fire
and Bridget Jones’s Diary, takes an active part in the courses and sponsors bursaries for participants from maintained schools.
Auditions take place at centres all over the country and most members of the orchestra are working at grade 7 or above.
Now that the IAPS orchestral courses have stopped, NSSO has extended its age range to start at 11.
The orchestra explores much of the major symphonic and concerto repertoire, tailored to the ability and talents of students
in any particular year, boosted by distinguished instrumental coaches whose support is a key feature of the course.
Please visit the website www.nsso.org for information about how to apply for a place on the NSSO course which, this
summer, takes place at Millfield School, Somerset.
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of its huge and welcome additional investment by interference,
labyrinthine bureaucracy and complete lack of trust. But
Cameron’s grand plan falls into the same trap: lofty vision, talk
of freedom, but an accountability regime that threatens to be
still more constricting and stifling than the current one.
And the whole lot of them are ignoring not one but two
elephants in the room. They’re so enormous that there’s
barely room to sit down and the floor’s getting covered with
elephant dung. One of these pachyderms has a collar with the
nametag Independent Sector; the other has Selection painted
on its flank in large, unmissable letters. But both major
parties close their eyes and pinch their nostrils and refuse to
acknowledge their presence.
The man who may well be the next prime minister would
like to airbrush out of his CV the fact that he went to one of
the finest and most famous schools in the world, Eton. His
opponents, who generally fail to acknowledge the existence of
independent schools, use Cameron’s school to whip up class
hatred by implying that his good fortune and undoubted talent
are unfair, undeserved and set him apart.
Seeking to distract the electorate from their educational
provenance, the Tories badge their ‘free’ schools as an eye-

catching Swedish Model, ignoring the homely charms of the
domestic version and the fact that the finest schools in the
world – the world, mind you – are academically selective.
Selection is, understandably, a highly charged, emotive issue,
which means it’s politically inconvenient, so it’s swept under
the carpet. With such breathtaking lack of honesty on both
sides, one might feel there’s little hope of anything being
mended by government. In this sense society is indeed broken
– but from the top, not from the bottom. It will take more than
a few fine words and superficial promises to put the
parliamentary Humpty Dumpty back together again.
In war, it is said, truth is the first casualty: in an election it’s
shot before it even starts. Whoever wins, we in independent
schools must remember politicians’ promises; hold them to
their words; point out the contradictions and nonsenses; and
call them to account, if they fail to deliver, with Ruthlessness,
Relentlessness and Rigour.
Bernard Trafford is Headmaster of the Royal Grammar
School, Newcastle upon Tyne, and about to stop being ViceChairman of HMC: he is thus entirely deniable.

Conserving liberal values
in a democracy
Roger V Mobs labours in the classroom
“And so, 4C, Cabinet responsibility within government is like
synchronised swimming. If one of them drowns, they all have to
drown or they lose points.”
I, Roger V Mobs, paused triumphant, like Oscar Wilde after a
fizzingly good bon mot. But 4C continued to look worryingly
unimpressed. And bored. I had offered to cover their modern
history lesson, yet in recounting the politics of education from
Crosland to Balls, I realised that the position of Headmaster
stood for nothing in the face of youthful disgust at second homes
for ducks.
“Constance! Stop daydreaming please.”
“Sir, I’m not. Honest sir. I want to, but my mind keeps
wandering.”
I changed tack and tried this new-fangled business of getting
children involved in the lesson.
“Shane, answer me straight now. Do you believe the
government carries out the will of the people?”
“Didn’t know the people were dead, sir.”
The ensuing baboon-like guffaws and Shane’s exaggerated
gestures of modesty before his adoring classmates called for
desperate measures. There she sat in the second row. Tomkinson.
Tilly Tomkinson.
“As this is an election year, Tilly, perhaps you’d care to stop
sticking your compass into the voodoo doll of Miss Hatchet and
explain instead the derivation of the word politics?”
Tilly Tomkinson gave a final, satisfied shove to the compass.
Worryingly, Miss Hatchet, who was visible on the lawn below,
winced in agony.

“From the Latin, sir. Poli meaning ‘many’ and tics meaning
‘blood sucking creatures’.”
“Cynicism is unhealthy in one so young, Tilly.”
“But it’s true sir. During Britain’s brain drain, not a single
politician left the country. I think that’s significant. The demos
should not confuse political cunning with intelligence.”
“Are you saying the brightest political servants of the nation
are…”
“I’m saying they’re sharp as bowling balls sir. Forget their
qualifications: they have been blunted by party machinery and
side deals. If a Labour education minister read on the toilet he’d
be multi-tasking, and if the Tory equivalent really does cut the
red tape of educational bureaucracy, you can be sure it will be
lengthways.”
“And the Liberal Democrats, Tilly?” I whispered, more in
hope than expectation.
“Well, I ask you sir. What’s the Latin for ‘If at first you don’t
succeed, redefine success’? My grandfather says that in the days
when conviction meant something, we all knew where parties
stood on independent schools, as well as the other great matters
of the day. But not now. Not now.”
Tilly rammed the compass into Miss Hatchet again so that a
distant howling accompanied the critique. “And thus the sonata
becomes a concerto,” Tilly hissed venomously before returning
to her theme.
“It’s all same old, same old. Frightened men offering tired
ideas in apparatchik speak. It’s like our local pizza shop, really.”
“And how,” I mused in fearful bewilderment, “are the noble
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political parties analogous to Piece a Pizza?”
“Well, in Piece a Pizza you can get a side called garlic bread
with cheese and tomato. Now correct me if I’m wrong, sir, but
that’s actually a pizza.”
“Indubitably.”
“No, not indubitably. You’re confused, sir. I can tell by the way
you’re moving your lips as you think. Let me spell it out for you.
Once, Tony Crosland – Highgate and Trinity, note – railed
against the institutional and social links that took a public school
male from boyhood to manhood. He reasoned, I’m sure, that the
ideological hegemony of the ex-public school elite over the rest
of the population could be explained in terms of Conservative
nationalism distancing the English in particular from wider
currents of European and global concern and getting the
population to vote for one nation rather than along fault-lines of
class. Nationalism has a parochial, narrowing effect on a society,
and so the said society inevitably turns to ex-public school males
who present themselves as well-equipped and trained to lead.
My God, sir, we all knew what was what back then.”
“Would you agree with Mr Attlee, Tilly, that democracy means
government by discussion, but it is only effective if you can stop
people talking?”
“Oh no, sir. Daddy says that because God didn’t give me
brakes he made my horn louder.”

“But would you not at least concede, in fairness to our
politicians, that a fool can ask more questions than a wise man
can answer?”
“That would go some way to explaining why we all flunked
your last test, Sir.”
I looked in terror at the class. But to my relief they had
stopped listening long ago and were still pant-hooting at
Shane. However, Miss Hatchet’s mysterious off-stage continuo
ceased as Tilly withdrew the compass. I stared at Tilly. Tilly
stared back.
“Tilly … promise me something. Promise your Headmaster
that you will become a politician and be wonderful and clever
and change everything. Like only young people can. Never be
cruel and self-serving and mealy-mouthed. Be strong and brave
and true, Tilly Tomkinson. Promise me.”
She smiled as she refashioned the doll into something
resembling a Headmaster.
“To be responsive at this time, sir, though I will simply say,
and therefore this is to repeat what I said previously, that which
I am unable to offer in response is based on information
available to make no such statement.”
Roger V Mobs is distantly related to the celebrated
ochlocratic Mobs family of late 18th century Paris.

Learning not yearning

Kate Brown.

Kate Brown works for the Development Education
Association (DEA), a national education charity which works
to support global learning in schools. Here she talks about
the educational possibilities of fundraising and school linking
and her own global learning

As part of my undergraduate degree programme, I spent time
collecting anthropological data in a remote Medical Research
Council field station in The Gambia. Coming directly from the
ivory towers of Cambridge, and before that a sixth-form
experience that involved assembly in Norwich Cathedral every
day, the six weeks I spent in that rural west African community
stay with me. Few of the homes had electricity; reliance on
subsistence farming left the community vulnerable to food
shortages each year; and high rates of infection affected
children’s growth rates.
My own privilege was starkly highlighted. Fundraising
activities at school had given me a sense of the importance of
helping those less fortunate than myself and I returned with a
renewed commitment that led me to spend time after graduation
volunteering in a mental health support group in a township in
South Africa.
Interested in a career in development, I studied for an MA in
the subject. It was here that I first seriously considered postcolonial critiques of the notion of ‘development’ and the power
relations of international politics and trade. Rather than starting
‘over there’, I began to think about my own attitudes,
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assumptions and stereotypes, the impact of my everyday
consumer and lifestyle decisions and of my government’s
policies. I felt increasingly uncomfortable about a career in
overseas aid and instead chose to train as a teacher, spending
challenging but absorbing years teaching geography and
citizenship.
In my first school, I soon took over responsibility for a link
with a school in South Africa, encouraging students to exchange
letters and learn more about the partner school and, I hoped,
widen their horizons. Students were certainly fascinated by the
letters that arrived periodically, describing the differences and
similarities between their lives and the lives of their pen pals,
and were motivated to take part in bake sales and sponsored
football tournaments to raise money for our partner school.
Asking students what the link meant to them, the answer was:
“We want to help them! We feel sorry for them!” How could I
avoid reinforcing the portrayal of the south as needy and passive
and help students to start on the kind of global learning journey
that I had been on? I was confident my students were open to
learning more widely and deeply: out of the context of the link,
I was often asked questions about conflicts, international
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politics, our connections with the rest of the world, sustainability
and human rights. Recent research confirms my impression – a
poll last year by Ipsos MORI, commissioned by the
Geographical Association, found that 93% of the 11-14 year
olds questioned believed that it is important to learn about issues
affecting different parts of the world and how the world they live
in may change.
I got in touch with the Harambee Centre in Cambridge, one of
over 40 independent local Development Education Centres
around the country which aim to raise the profile of global issues
through offering a range of services including teacher CPD
opportunities, visiting speakers and the development of teaching
resources. Many of these resources are available on the Global
Dimension website (www.globaldimension.org.uk), a searchable
database of over 1000 reviewed teaching resources and case
studies searchable by year group, subject (eg maths) and topic
(eg economy, conflict). The site also provides a termly
newsletter with new case studies and a free global wall-planner
for schools which you can order on their website.
DEA, the national education charity that runs the Global
Dimension website, works to support teachers to bring global
learning into the classroom, with a focus on fostering critical and
creative thinking, self-awareness and open-mindedness towards
difference, and an understanding of global issues and power
relationships.
DEA advocates embedding global learning into the
curriculum, supporting teachers like me to consider the
opportunities in every subject to make links between our lives
and the lives of others, and to challenge assumptions and
stereotypes about other people and places. I found that
geography naturally lent itself to global learning and that I could
open up curriculum opportunities around development,
population and sustainability. The link with our partner school in
South Africa provided a useful case study and example.
However, I also found that global learning could fit into the
history and RE lessons on my timetable. For example, a
historical study of the slave trade and its abolition opened
opportunities to explore social movements for change and
modern day slavery. I learnt that, whilst tackling complex and
controversial issues can be daunting, there is no ‘right’ answer
to global challenges, and that global learning is about allowing
young people to come to their own conclusions. Giving
opportunities to enquire into and grapple with a range of
perspectives, analysing the context, evidence base and values
of each, supports young people in becoming critical and
creative thinkers.
I also found guidance on school linking on the Global
Dimension website, which helped me think about the logistics and
outcomes of my own school link, particularly the importance of
building a fully reciprocal relationship with the partner school.
With access to money, resources and multiple opportunities for
linking, and often in the position of donor, schools in the UK have
more power to control the link and influence how it develops,
mirroring power relations between the north and south. An
important start, therefore, is a commitment to understanding the
needs and ideas of your partner school, so that you can develop the
agenda of your link together.
I now work for DEA as Schools Programme Manager, partly
trying to explain global learning and classroom realities to
government and public bodies and partly providing practical
support for schools, teachers and teacher trainers. Most recently

Planning a programme.

I have been working on a set of principles for good practice in
fundraising in schools, aiming to encourage both charities and
schools to develop and fulfil the educational potential of
fundraising with young people.
Our current thinking emphasises the benefits gained when
young people genuinely and critically participate in decisionmaking; when they explore the work of charities and consider
the range of ways through which change may be effected; and,
crucially, when they look below the surface to engage with
underlying issues.
When young people are asked to become involved with
fundraising for aid and development charities, they should have
an opportunity to explore global power relations, the causes and
consequences of poverty, to examine the role of aid and to
challenge their own and others’ stereotypical images of people
and places. The pages of this edition of Conference & Common
Room are filled with activities and experiences that have
incredible potential for global learning like this. Are you making
the most of them?
Kate Brown is Schools Programme Manager at DEA.
Workshop photo courtesy of NEAD (Norfolk Education and
Action for Development)
Useful contacts:
DEA www.dea.org.uk
The Global Dimension website www.globaldimension.org.uk
Locate your nearest Development Education Centre
www.dea.org.uk/members/decs.asp
Email Kate at: kate.brown@dea.org.uk
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Road running in Riyadh
A fourth Headship can ease those rusty hinges, in school and on the road
Riyadh, the capital of the Kingdom of Saudi Arabia, the main
city of Najd, a name with which to conjure, a city of surprises,
the site of a British international school, the location of an
itinerant running club.
KSA, or ‘the Kingdom’ as the expats refer to it, is probably not
on every westerner’s top ten list of countries to visit or live in.
Even so, the stereotypes abound once you start thinking about
them – desert, oil, camels, Mecca, veiled women. And like most
clichés, there are more than traces of truth in them all.
Saudi Arabia is the heartland of Islam. It’s not by any means
the world’s most populous Islamic country – Indonesia with its
220 million Muslims holds that particular honour – but it is the
centre of the Islamic world. Each year, millions visit Makkah
and Madinah to complete their religious obligations of
pilgrimage, either through the haj or umrah. Just to the north of
Riyadh lies Uyanah, a small unpretentious town, the birthplace

HERE&THERE
If you have news of topical interest, however brief,
for ‘Here and There’, please email it to
Dr Stephen Coyne at head.kingsmac@rmplc.co.uk
Items should not exceed 150 words.
Good colour photographs are also welcome.

Tom is BBC Young Sports
Personality of the Year
Hot on the heels of winning the BBC South West Sports
Personality of the Year accolade, Plymouth College pupil
Tom Daley lifted the BBC Young Sports Personality of the
Year at the national event in December.
This was the second time that Tom has walked away with
the Young Sports Personality title. His gold medal-winning
dive at this year’s World Championships also earned him a
nomination for the senior award for the first time, which
was eventually won by footballer Ryan Giggs.
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of the 18th-century Islamic scholar,
Mohammed ibn Abd al Wahhab, and
home of Wahhabism, the most
puritanical form of Islam. The only real
clue to its identity is the disproportionately
large crowds it attracts to Friday prayers.
On the surface, Riyadh looks puritanical. If you know what
you are looking for – short thobes, black socks, full beards – the
mutawa, the agents of the 17th-century sounding Commission for
the Propagation of Virtue and the Prevention of Vice, are out and
about. Islamic Arab women, almost without exception, wear the
heap, the black garment which, when complete with veil, keeps
them hidden from male eyes. Occasionally, you glimpse
feminine eyes, and the mascara, eye-shadow and long lashes
give a hint that the spirit of Scheherezade lives on.
That impression intensifies in the shopping malls, exuding
affluence, where boutiques and lingerie shops abound. On the
female-only floors – not quite every mall has one, but the most
opulent do – my spies tell me that once the hijabs, the veils and
the whole cover-up business is set aside there are, as my mother
would put it, sights for the sorest of sore eyes!
There are camels, not on the streets of Riyadh it has to be said,
but by the thousand in the sooq just to the east of the city. They
come, well, in standard camel-shape of the single hump variety
(the dual version is seen rarely because its real home is in
Central Asia), and in a vast array of shades from white through
brown to black. The “aww, aren’t they cute?” factor of the baby
camels, especially when wedged in the back of pick-up trucks,
is high.
Petrol really is cheaper than water. If you want to drive a fivelitre plus 4WD without incurring invective and opprobrium from
the environmental lobby – it seems to have a low-profile here –
KSA is the place to do it. Given the nature of the driving, very
fast or very slow on either side of the road according, it seems,
to individual election, the ownership of a large truck is probably
just sensible self-preservation.
If you brave the roads, you can make it easily to supermarkets
like Carrefour and Tamimi’s, which stock goods in Tesco-like
quantities and, in some instances, of Waitrose-style quality.
When you tire of the malls and the rows of non-alcoholic beer,
you can take refuge in the bookshops. Jarir, not quite a
Waterstone’s, more a W H Smith’s, never fails to surprise.
The English-language press, the Arab News especially, with
its distinctive (tasteful) green outer pages, is not the brown-noser
you might expect. A recent outbreak of teenage hooliganism in
Al Khobar – yes, it does occasionally happen – provoked a very
lively debate on how to deal with such ‘youth’: the options
ranged from even more flogging to opening up cinemas and
youth clubs and the provision of well-stocked public libraries,
which, the writer of that letter felt, kept western ‘youth’ on the
straight and narrow!
And the British International School, Riyadh, is it anything
more than a heated up oxymoron? Well, it really is both British
and international. British passport-holders form the majority of
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our students, as even the three year-olds are called, and their
ethnic diversity echoes that of contemporary Britain. When the
weekend began on Wednesday evening, we had 47 different
nationalities amongst our student body and a mere 20 amongst
the staff.
One of the features of the school is that some students come
and go quite quickly, depending on their fathers’ contracts.
Others are ‘lifers’. For the most part, they are unremittingly
pleasant, almost over-deferential at times. In assemblies, the
occasional bollockings for things like dropping litter – you
would, too, if you’d had servants all your life – and dropping
laxative tablets in the drinking water (it’s all right they don’t
dissolve) win warm rounds of unironic applause.
There are ‘lifers’ too amongst the staff. Contrary to many
expectations, the living in Saudi is good. The compound next to
the school is more than a little reminiscent of an up-market
holiday resort. Aided by the absence of income tax, salaries are
generous. The holidays compare favourably with the holidays
schools in the UK enjoy, especially the long summer break
which runs through the heat of July and August. Temperatures
then routinely hit 50ºC+. You can see why we think it’s cold now
when the evening temperature dips below 25ºC. It must be all of
18ºC in the early morning.
International schools probably undergo more fluctuations
than domestic ones. It is easier to introduce change. People who
are prepared to seek their fortunes abroad probably have a bit
more about them than the rusty hinges and brackets that dog the
joints of some of the would-be august establishments of public
school academia. They welcome change. They are prepared to
experiment.
The diversity of the staff makes for a fascinating interchange
of ideas. It also necessitates a conscious statement of the culture
you are trying to engender. This requires real thought about
values, vision, mission and expectations. Of course, tradition can
rear its head very quickly. The cry of “We don’t do things like
that here” can be heard from Hertfordshire to Najd, but its siren
call has less of a hold in Riyadh than the leafy shires.
The British International School, Riyadh, is a real community.
We cater for children from the ages of three to 19. We provide a
focus for children and families that cannot quite be replicated in
even the homeliest of boarding schools. There is something
special about the quality of the relationships that are forged,
often amongst people – students and parents – who know that
their acquaintance will probably be fleeting.
This is perhaps because many of us are far from home,
possibly separated from our families. But we come by choice
and the vast majority of people recognise the privilege there is in
being a guest in another country, particularly when that country
is as distinctive as the Kingdom of Saudi Arabia.
But the road running? You might not believe it, but it goes on.
Every fortnight, the Road Runners of Riyadh gather at different
compounds to stretch their limbs. A motley group they might be,

There are camels.
Above: The British
International School,
Riyadh.

of all ages, both sexes and a huge range of athletic standards.
The heat brings a sense of camaraderie, a shared masochism, I
suppose – and the running a sense of achievement, even if, as for
me, ten miles is now several too far!
Donald Wilkinson is Principal of the British International
School, Riyadh, and was formerly Headmaster of St
Christopher School, Letchworth, Cheadle Hulme School,
Cheshire, and Jerudong International School, Brunei.
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A sky filled
with stars
Bruce Torrance follows
his mother’s example

Chenapou, Guyana.

Within my dining room bookshelves, nestling amongst world
atlases, encyclopaedias and other such nondescript non-fiction,
lie the rather florid family albums. Within these much perused
volumes are snaps from the dawn of time – my parents dating,
my entrance into the world as an embarrassingly fat and pink
baby, my brothers following behind in similar fashion – but in
a more neglected album hide much more interesting pictures.
It has a plainer and more modest covering than the others
and, as such, is largely overlooked; its spine is simply entitled
South Africa and contains my mum’s photographs taken while
on her gap-year with Project Trust. All 145 of them. To
examine its content closely was, and still is, always something
of a shock: did mum really have hair as blonde as that? Why is
she sitting on an ostrich?
Scattered about the house are other additional subtleties of
African origin: tiny clay houses which form a small village; a
mask-like musical instrument; wood carvings of tribesmen; but
always having had them around me when I grew up, I didn’t
realise until very late that they hinted at something far from
normal. I had thought nothing of them until I started expressing
an interest in taking a gap-year – and the stories came forth.
A gap-year had long appealed to me. Seven years of primary
education, six years of secondary education followed by a
further four years of tertiary education one on top of another?
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Madness. A break was needed, if only to preserve my sanity. I
got involved with Project Trust as a direct result of my mum.
She was very quick to point towards the support structure that
an organisation like Project Trust could provide.
Although I did consider some other organisations sending
teenagers abroad, Project’s record is hard to contend with: 40
years of operation is quite simply staggering. Furthermore, the
places that Project Trust could offer to send me were
innumerable and fascinating: almost every single country was
far-flung; none were the surf-swim-snorkel-build-somethingafterwards-then-go-home-after-three-weeks type of experience,
which sadly typifies gap-years at the moment.
The wildness and remoteness of some of the countries was a
real attraction for me – Guyana, the country I would go to and
eventually fall in love with, I had never heard of before.
Further investigation revealed nothing: Guyana, once a proud
colony of the British Empire, has been largely abandoned and
forgotten. Next to no useful information could be gathered on
it – until, miracle of miracles, a BBC documentary was
released three weeks before I departed, documenting the
abundant wildlife there.
What followed was an eye-opening three hours of television
education – I had never seen video or pictures of Guyana and
the series was just what I needed to get me really interested in
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the country, wildlife and people. I think it also terrified my
mum to her wits’ ends when she saw just how remote a place I
was nonchalantly departing to.
Ironically I spent my break from the education system ... in
the education system. I was employed by the Ministry of
Education in Guyana as a volunteer teacher in a remote
rainforest village’s local primary/low-secondary school. When
one talks of being pushed in at the deep end, I can think of no
better embodiment of the phrase than the situation my partner
Matt and I found ourselves in.
We were the first volunteers from Project Trust to be sent to
this village, Chenapou. We were the first white people to be
spending more than six months in the village. We had been
given only rudimentary teacher training by Project Trust. We
had no means of communication with the outside world apart
from a very haphazard mailing system. We arrived in our
accommodation to find literally nothing inside it – we had to
ask around the village for a spoon and cup each. We arrived in
our village on Sunday afternoon and we taught our first lesson
on Monday morning.
And yet, because we had been to secondary school, we were
more qualified academically than all but the Headmistress, and
as such got almost twice the wage of the other unqualified
teachers. Matt and I worked out that we were paid about £1.50
per hour.
There were, as to be expected, things to get used to. In terms
of work, the teacher status took a while to get to grips with.
The children took a long time struggling to understand our
strange accents, and we theirs. Although the syllabus was
basically the same standard as GCSE or Standard Grade, it
certainly didn’t mean that we knew it all – there were several
occasions where I had to teach myself some obscure (and,
more often than not, obsolete) item hidden in the syllabus
before I taught it in school the next morning.
Outside of work there were far, far more things to get used
to, from the absence of running water, electricity and sanitary
facilities in our house (and much of the village) to the intense
humidity and heat throughout the day, from insects and the
occasional bat that felt the need to fly into our house, and then
into all our walls, at night, to the omnipresent cockroaches
which got everywhere.
It was definitely a step outside of my comfort zone and at times
things were a struggle, but that is what I had wanted my gap-year
to be: something out of the ordinary, something challenging,
something rewarding and something that I would ultimately be
proud to say I did. It certainly turned out to be all of them.
During my year I saw some amazing places: the rainforest,
Machu Picchu, the utter blackness of night and a sky filled
with stars; met awe inspiring people – Dru, school
Headmistress, Uncle Mac, village elder; and did some truly
unbelievable things like gold mining, eating ‘bush meats’
freshly caught in the rainforest, and helping all the unqualified
teachers pass their English exam.
Now at university, when asked what I did last year and I
reply “gap-year”, I can see the eyes glaze over. I can tell what
they think: huh, run-of-the-mill. I wonder if he went skiing or
backpacking in Australia. I enjoy seeing them scrabble around
the floor for their jaws when I reveal the details. I would have
had it no other way.
I owe much to many people who made my gap-year in
Guyana so enjoyable and rewarding. The things that I saw and

Approval
from the
elder.
encountered whilst over there have changed the way that I see
the world. I feel unique and enlightened, even amongst the vast
majority of people who opt to take a gap-year, just for doing
something so different and beneficial with my time last year. I
know that I shall never regret doing it.
Bruce Torrance (above, left) of Dollar Academy was a
recipient of a Bulkeley-Evans Scholarship.

Torrance Torrents.
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The Glasgow Academy East
Greenland Expedition 2009

Following a tradition of Arctic exploration, The Glasgow Academy launched an
independent, month-long expedition to the remote peninsula of Gåseland, at 71 degrees
north in the vast fjord system of Scoresbysund. The 12 pupils, led by Neal Gwynne, head
of outdoor education, succeeded in making the first ascent of three Arctic mountains.
Sam Reilly reflects on one of these ascents
Friday 10th July
Despite the incredible glacial views from our perch on the
hillside, last night we all experienced the horrors of bivvying –
mosquitoes, lumpy ground and Arctic winds that chill to the
bone. We began to trudge up the mountainside at 4.15am, with a
combined total of 15 hours sleep between us, in a dreary fashion
that wouldn’t have seemed out of place in Night of the Living
Dead.
Before we had truly awoken we had climbed an extra 300m; it
was 5.15am, and we had an absolutely stunning glacier not
100m to our right as we headed left up a steep ridge. We could
also see the Vestjord glacier directly behind us, glowing with the
early morning sun and extending all the way out to the sea. We
caught a few glimpses of Arctic hare – large and lean with
powerful legs and snow-white fur.
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They are far less timid than you would think, as they have
probably never encountered humans before and thus have never
developed a natural fear of them. They hopped about, sniffing
and munching grass, just a few metres from us. As we steadily
gained height, the terrain underfoot deteriorated into uneven
rubble, yet the views behind us became majestic.
By around 6.30am, I had finally woken fully, with the sun now
poking its head above the peaks and the realisation dawning on
me that today we were attempting our next ‘first ascent’ – a
thought which in itself was enough to brush away the final few
lingering cobwebs. With few, short stops we made progress up
the slope, with the odd scramble up rocky banks.
On one of the last of the slopes, Nigel spotted some bright
yellow flowers poking through the rock: Arctic poppies, which
had never been found above 700m in this area, were blooming at
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1400m. Moments like these serve as a reminder that
Greenland holds mysteries and rewards that can be found
nowhere else, and so it was with renewed vigour that we
walked closer to our second unclimbed peak.
However, walking soon became a luxury as we reached a
thin ridge with massive canyons on either side where slow,
scared shuffling was all we could manage. Aptly dubbed
Crap Yourself Canyon, the ridge nevertheless provided
some stunning views, some unforgettable moments and a
large adrenaline rush which enabled us to storm up to the
summit.
At 9.30am, the group stood upon a never-before-climbed
peak for the second time, having conquered a mountain
standing at 1774m, and the giddy high we experienced on
Monday was in no way diminished by repetition. The same
ethereal sense of weightlessness swept over us, as we
surveyed the unbelievable panorama below. To the west, the
Greenland ice cap stretched several hundred miles; straight
ahead the glaciers and peaks of Gåseland, our base;
and, directly below, the great stone canyon
dropped straight down to the floor.
We could not help feeling
like kings and queens,
overseeing our great
kingdom of rock
and ice. It was

with a just sense of satisfaction that we turned for home, and
we were soon on the other side of the knife-edge ridge,
breathing a huge sigh of relief. It was then a fairly
straightforward climb down to loose rocks towards the camp,
although I’m sure our knees would disagree. Barring the odd
shout of ‘below’ as dislodged rocks hurtled down the slope,
the descent passed fairly uneventfully and before we knew it
we were back at the bivvy site.
We now lie gloriously situated on the hillside, in bright
sunshine and with a sense of tired achievement and
anticipating the week to come.
Sam Reilly is deputy head boy at The Glasgow
Academy and hopes to read English at Oxford.
The Glasgow Academy East Greenland Expedition 2009 is
grateful for the support of: HRH The Prince Philip, Duke of
Edinburgh; The Glasgow Academy Governors; The Gino
Watkins Fund at the Scott Polar Research Institute; Mr and
Mrs Andrew Ritchie; Mr Gordon Henry; The
Mountaineering Council of Scotland;
The Scottish Mountaineering
Trust, The Cray Trust; and
The Royal Scottish
Geographical
Society.

Top left: Sam Reilly (back) and friends atop
Academy Peak. Photograph by Nigel Williams.
Above: On the first ascent of Mount Glasgow.
Photograph by Neal Gwynne.
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Ebony darkness, ivory hope
and a nearly new piano
A Sierra Leone veteran links the West Country and West Africa
In November some of you may have seen Kathryn Hone’s
uplifting Times article on the visit to Sierra Leone of the
Richmond based choir, Cantanti Camerati. Her double-page
spread reported on the strength and spontaneity of music in a
country ravaged by civil war, bereft of a functioning middle
class and where the heartfelt and overwhelming welcome is a
veneer hiding a country that remains 177th out of 177 on the
UN’s development index.
Our story, the linkage between the Ballanta Music Academy
(mentioned in Kathryn’s report) and Wells Cathedral School,
became intertwined with that of the Cantanti Camerati last
October, when we found ourselves together in Freetown.
The origins of our linkage began in 2004 when, as a British
officer seconded to the UN Mission in Sierra Leone, I found
myself partly responsible for the security of a tired, post-conflict
country in desperate need of assistance and direction. Whilst
much of my time was spent moving light blue pins round an outof-date map, when I was out on the ground I was struck by the
strength and variety of the music. Music was everywhere. Men
with drums and guitars, taxis with reggae blasting, gospel
harmonies emanating from Sunday church services, and brass
bands, dressed in strong primary colours, thronging the streets
on high days and holidays.

“The viola?”
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Four years later, and embarking on a fledgling second career
as a teacher at Wells, I overheard our Head discussing the
school’s charitable opportunities. Without much thought for the
consequences I said: “I know this lovely little country in West
Africa which could probably do with our help.” And so, 18
months later, and after a short reconnaissance last year working
out the art of the possible, I was back in Freetown with two other
members of staff and, rather nervously, seven sixth-form
students. I knew what to expect and, whilst raising around
£10,000 aimed at sponsoring eight Sierra Leonean students
through the Ballanta, paying for the country’s only independent
recording studio, and delivering a nearly new piano to the
country, I had given the students as much information as I could
to prepare them.
But nothing prepares you for the chaos that is Freetown’s
Lungi International Airport at night. We were lucky that the
power held and the lights remained on for our transit, but that
West African smell, combined with the heat, humidity and
persistence of the unregulated porters, is quickly sapping even
for the experienced traveller. However the students, with youth
and wide-eyed excitement maintaining their energy levels,
couldn’t stop themselves from engaging with the locals. They
immediately had scores of new friends and many mobile
numbers, and the senior girls were magnets for the inquisitive,
but polite, young Sierra Leonean men.
The night-time ferry ride to Freetown across the lagoon is as
mad as it is nerve-racking. Other first-world travellers go quickly
by helicopter or hovercraft and many wait until daylight before
they attempt any form of travel. But the night ferry is the only way
to enter Freetown for the first time. Thronging with the least well
off and their accompanying livestock, and packed full of beat up
cars and vans, the ferry splutters its way through the ebony
darkness on its 45-minute journey to Freetown. It’s marvellous.
Wells Cathedral School is an untypical independent school in
that it has its own music wing designed to prepare young
musicians for the British conservatoires. On the face of it it
seems a perfectly ordinary school, but music courses through its
veins. Out of the seven students in Freetown, five were specialist
musicians and whilst the two non-musicians worked with the
British Council sorting school books donated by the UK to
schools in Waterloo, a suburb of Freetown, the musicians set
about teaching their instruments to Ballanta students.
Some perspective is required here. The Ballanta is, I suppose,
equivalent to our Royal College of Music in that it is the premier
music school in its parent country. The fact that the Ballanta is
the only music school in Freetown, has just 50 part-time students
and four permanent members of staff, does not detract from its
significance. Music is hugely important to the average Sierra
Leonean and everyone knows of the Ballanta.
When you eke out a living on just $1 a day, you need
something to be positive about. Music provides that outlet.

People escape with song, dance and
drum beat. Natural rhythm percolates
through their daily life. In the absence of
Starbucks it’s their caffeine fix.
And so it was no surprise that our
talented students found themselves
inundated with requests for lessons. The
Academy is brick faced, but the interior
is a rickety wooden affair and, as a result,
single-mindedness is required when
teaching to overcome the cacophony of
noise from the other earnest students
competing to be heard. Somewhat
incongruously, before long the sound of
the clarinet and flute floated elegantly
from the three-story block in downtown
Freetown.
Our young saxophonist found himself
fully booked and, with our guitarist, they
mixed it with the Ballanta’s African
drummers and dancers. Delicate 16 and
17 year-old girls teaching voice and
piano to 20-something year-old men in
the heat of the day, for me, was something to behold. But they
did it as though it was second nature; and their parents should be
very proud.
When they weren’t teaching they were performing. A TV and
national radio performance turned them into household names
overnight. A performance for the First Lady at the Presidential
Residence added to their fame, and concerts at one of the main
hotels, at the city’s Elderfest and finally at St George’s Cathedral
(where they played alongside the Cantanti Camerati), exposed
them further to the great and good of Freetown.
My highlight was the unplanned jazz performance at
Freetown’s Atlantic Beach Club (‘serving the coldest beer and
biggest lobsters in Sierra Leone for 30 years’) by our young
guitarist and his best mate, our saxophonist. Sharing the stage
with friends of Kitty Fadlu-Dean, our host and mainstay of the
Ballanta, our two lads had the time of their lives entertaining
predominantly ex-pat and business clientele. And on the back of
the performance the owner of the helicopter service to Lungi
offered us free flights to the airport for our departure.
But what good did we do? Sierra Leone’s difficulties are on an
unfathomable scale. This is a country that used to be a nett
exporter of rice, but now, at great cost, it imports almost
everything it eats beyond local roadside subsistence farming.
Corruption is necessarily endemic with government the main
employer and paltry wage bills sporadically met. The British
government has underpinned Sierra Leone to the tune of £500
million since the civil war, but it’s difficult to see where the
improvements have come. In Freetown, male unemployment sits
at an uneasy 80% and most of the diaspora, those who could
afford to flee the civil war, remain comfortably distant in the US
and the UK.
Impossible? Seemingly yes. Hopeless? Absolutely not. And
music could well be key. Nearly all of us like to sing along to the
radio, or whistle a tune in the bath. Think about when that
happens: it happens when we are content; when we are positive;
when we are happy.
For all its issues, Sierra Leone is one great choir supported by
a huge orchestra of drummers and dancers. It is an unfathomably
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happy place, full of smiling people desperate to improve their
lot. It is, and has proven to be, unbreakable and music is its spirit
that prevents irreconcilable fracture. Like Sierra Leoneans we
understand the power of music here at Wells. And whilst we
were only in Freetown for two weeks, in their own small way
our five young musicians added some momentum to the citywide desire for a better life.
What did we take away? Leaving aside the obvious education
of visiting a third-world country emerging from a bitter civil
war, it was the fortitude and resilience of the people of Freetown
that struck most. And so, with the resounding message of ‘if they
can do, so can we’, we all got stuck in and quickly learnt how to
work outside of our normal boundaries, show flexibility, tenacity
and buckets of good humour. And, rather frighteningly for all the
students, we needed to display compassionate leadership. The
people we interacted with expected us to show the way, both
administratively and musically. To get the best from each
situation required strength, patience and humility in equal
measure. People wanted to be shown but not told – and our
students managed that in a way that surprised me more than it
did them. It is a skill they will never forget.
Throughout the next year we will be working with the
Ballanta and a newly-acquired linkage with a Freetown primary
school, the J T Reffell School, to see where we can help further.
We have already arranged for seven musically-talented primary
school children from the Reffell to take places at the Ballanta
this year, increasing their student numbers further.
But our focus remains next year’s trip. Along with teaching
and helping out at the Reffell, Kitty, myself and Kathryn have
already discussed the idea of an international music festival in
Freetown next October. It’s a long way off, and maybe we can
only summon Wells musicians, Richmond choristers and
Freetown jazz players. But from small acorns…
Colonel Roland Ladley was Commanding Officer of 2
Anglians and also worked as UNAMSIL Chief of Staff in
Sierra Leone before he became a maths teacher
at Wells Cathedral School.
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From Josca’s to Jimba Gede
Chris Davies makes sure his pupils know that education is the key to life
In 2007 Jaany Ravenscroft, our head of art, took the lead in
establishing a link with the Jimba Gede Primary School near
Malindi on the east coast of Kenya. This was a new initiative for
Abingdon Prep and, even though the two schools were very
different, we had clear aims and hopes for what could be gained
from the partnership.
Abingdon Prep enjoys some magnificent educational
facilities, including 50 acres of lush, rural land in the heart of
Oxfordshire. The 250 boys, aged four to 13, come to school
mainly from the picturesque surrounding villages. They benefit
from small classes of 18 with extensive resources for a wide
range of subjects including IT, art, PE, DT, science and music.
Pupils enjoy a broad curriculum and are adept in their use of the
latest information technology. In contrast, the Jimba Gede
School has some 1250 pupils, about 65 pupils in a class, and, at
the time of writing, no electricity or running water.
So why is the link important? At the heart of the initiative is a
desire to develop within our boys an interest in, and knowledge
and understanding of, life outside Oxfordshire. There is a need
to explore the differences that exist within the global community
and to learn from them, sometimes to embrace and sometimes to

challenge. In return we hope to provide some educational
resources, contact, friendship and support. Being clear on what
you can and cannot provide for your partner school is important.
We did not want to be over-ambitious or for our partner school
to have unrealistic expectations.
We could have chosen a school in another country whose
pupils enjoyed internet access and therefore had the ability to
communicate with us on a regular basis. However, we came to
the decision that the advantages this would have given were
outweighed by the more blatant differences between Abingdon
Prep and Jimba School. These have been instantly recognisable
and challenging to our boys.
We were fortunate that one of our parents knew of Jimba
School and that it matched our criteria. It is a large school,
educationally ambitious, well run and one whose pupils come
from varied social backgrounds and have wide educational
prospects. It also enjoys links to an Austrian group that has been
helping it develop its infrastructure: two new classroom blocks
have recently been completed. Nevertheless it is off the beaten
track, without mains services and significantly lacking in
educational resources.

Desks from Austria,
HM from UK.
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We were even more fortunate in that the same parents who
told us about the Jimba School have also been generous in
encouraging both teachers and pupils at Abingdon Prep to use
their accommodation nearby. This has allowed us to visit the
school and become acquainted with its teachers and pupils.
Clearly not everyone has been able to make the trip but all pupils
and many parents at Abingdon Prep have become directly
involved in the project and everyone enjoys regular updates
about the partnership.
We have taken out books to establish a library, set up notice
boards, provided football kit and sent out numerous learning
resources. In our harvest festival this year, each of our boys
brought in a toy such as an animal, vehicle, plant or an example
of working clothes. These were sent out to help the pupils and
staff at Jimba with their English, the official language of
education in Kenya, and in particular, their vocabulary.
One of the aims of the Jimba School is to extend their teaching
longer into the afternoon. Pupils walk up to 6km to school – for
a 7am start – but no lunch can be provided. Our ‘pots for pots’
scheme, where pot plants are grown from seed at Abingdon Prep
and sold as plants, raised money for the purchase of cooking
pots, crockery and cutlery. Hopefully with the kitchen, which is
being built to replace the open fire, more of their pupils will be
able to stay on after lunch in the near future.
Within the Kenyan education system, the pupils at Jimba
perform to high standards. Everyday, as they walk into school,
they are reminded of their motto, that ‘Education is the Key for
Life’. The aims of education, however, are different from
country to country. At Abingdon Prep there is a desire not only
to learn something but to understand it and then to be able to use
it, or an appropriate derivative, at a later stage. In the Jimba
School it is rare that education proceeds further than stage one –
the learning of information. They do this extraordinarily well.
The more able older children know vast quantities of facts.

When Abingdon Prep teachers have had the opportunity to
teach the classes of 65 – or even 130 when year groups are
placed together – we have often tried to teach skills that are not
frequently used at Jimba. Group work, discussion, games
playing, taking turns, answering and even more importantly
asking questions – what indeed constitutes a good open
question? And how can you hear it when, as Lenke Sowter
reports from our most recent visit, “one of the most challenging
aspects was to make ourselves heard over the rain beating down
upon the metal roof of the classrooms!”
Overall we have been fortunate and privileged to share some
time with the pupils and staff of Jimba School. On occasions the
cultural differences have been startling. One encounter which
stands out was a lesson with 65 eight year-olds learning to play
games. The lesson was going well, with the Jimba teacher
joining in and, as always, smiling and laughing. When pupils
were given the instruction to close their eyes, some did not
understand and failed to comply. Out came the thrashing stick –
which seemed to promote understanding!
Above all, however, we have been charmed by the warmth, the
hospitality and real desire of both staff and pupils at the Jimba
School to make and to take every educational chance that is
offered to them. African art, music and literature have adorned
and enhanced our school and communications between Jimba
and Abingdon Prep pupils are increasing. More boys will have
the opportunity to visit in the years to come and we very much
hope that such visits will be reciprocated. It has been a
tremendously worthwhile initiative. To any school that is
thinking of doing the same, I would advise to choose your
school carefully, manage expectations of both partners and to
enjoy all that it brings.
Chris Davies is the Headmaster
of Abingdon Preparatory School.
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Connect? If only!
The ContactPoint team at the DCSF has worked up a few
practical examples of how ContactPoint will help in practice. You
will be shown these when you attend regional training, while you
drink from ContactPoint mugs and write with ContactPoint pens.
In one example, a schoolgirl is falling behind with her
homework. There have been a few incidents of ‘behaviour’. The
school’s Learning Mentor senses something may be wrong at
home. She questions the girl, we’ll call her Mary, but Mary will
not open up. Luckily, the Learning Mentor has ContactPoint.
Quickly, she looks up the contact details of other professionals
who know Mary. She calls the youth worker and housing officer
and they ‘share information’ using the new cross-departmental
Information Sharing Guidance. Pooling what they know, they
discover that Mary’s mother is long-term sick and
unable to work; the rent is unpaid, the family have
financial difficulties; and Mary is effectively
a child carer.
The Learning Mentor invites them all
to meet together (a ‘team around the
child’ or ‘TAC’ meeting). Mum and
Mary agree to come too. With their
consent the Learning Mentor fills in
a Common Assessment Framework
(CAF) form about Mary. Mum
admits she needs help. Together,
they all work out a plan to support
the family.
The rent payments are re-scheduled
and Mary is put in touch with the
borough’s child-carers group, where she gets
peer support from others like herself. Her home
problems sorted, Mary becomes co-operative at school.
The Learning Mentor ‘shares information’ with Mary’s teachers.
Now that they understand the full picture, they re-schedule her
homework to fit with her other commitments. The Learning
Mentor offers support. Problem solved.
The presentation ends. One Head breaks the silence: “Is
Lassie in this?” he asks. “Why didn’t the Learning Mentor offer
her support in the first place?” “How come the housing officer
was listed as working with the child? As a minor, the child could
not be the tenant,” asks another. “Why do Mary and her mother
suddenly become willing to open up?” “There are whole schools
in our borough of children and families in that situation.” “It
takes me two days to fill in a CAF form; it is so long.” “How
come the Learning Mentor has access to all that personal data
and information?” “I don’t understand how ContactPoint solved
the problem of the rent.” The questions are many.
Having spent years assisting parents to bring claims against
local authorities for support to which their severely
disadvantaged or disabled children are legally entitled, I share
the reservations of some who have heard this presentation.
In my cases, communication was never the issue: certainly
once they had a solicitor’s letter the authorities were on notice.
Neither was identifying the children’s needs or the provision
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Contact Point.
required to meet them. The issue was resources. If the authorities
are not resourced to provide the help that children need, this is
not going to be resolved by a new database or a form.
In the meantime, improving communication may make
matters even worse if busy practitioners are to be expected to
attend extra meetings and take additional low priority queries by
phone. Reports from colleagues in the state sector suggest that
where schools have followed the new system, completed their
CAF forms and sent them to the relevant people, local
authorities are simply returning them and asking that the schools
deal with the issue.
Nevertheless, ContactPoint has been set up as a national child
database to facilitate communication. It was conceived in
response to the tragic death of Victoria Climbié in
which communication breakdown played a
part. Many people held a small piece of the
jigsaw concerning Victoria’s situation,
but no one could see the full picture
and no one took initiative. The aim
is that ContactPoint will hold basic
information for every child in the
land: name, date of birth, address,
parents’ contact details, doctor,
school, plus the contact details of
all additional services the child
receives.
It will enable professionals to find
out quickly who else is working with
c
M
a child and to contact them. However,
ah
r
a
what happens next, if anything, will still
S
come down to frontline professionals having
manageable caseloads, good working conditions,
high morale, confidence in their own judgements, training,
skills, support of colleagues and resources to do their jobs to a
high standard.
The Independent Schools Council does not support
ContactPoint in principle. We understand that public servants
need 21st century tools and one of these may be a good electronic
communication and case-filing system, but the case has never
been made persuasively for the database extending beyond
children in need or at risk who are receiving public services. At
any one time, most children on ContactPoint will not be
receiving services. We therefore view ContactPoint as an
unjustifiable and disproportionate invasion of the privacy of
most children and parents. Data will inevitably be lost and this
will of itself cause a risk of harm.
We do not agree that ContactPoint will resolve the problem it
originally sought to address. For example, Victoria Climbié
herself would not be on it, as the legislation is currently drafted.
This is because she was not born in England and was not
ordinarily resident here. We have been pointing this out for some
years, but the government has only now decided to alter the
definitions in the legislation.
Our most vulnerable children live their tragic lives unseen by
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public services: trafficked children enter illegally and disappear
but, ironically, UKBA will not be feeding into the database.
Others are born to illegal immigrants and not registered at birth,
contrary to the law. There are other practical issues: many
crucial services that work with children, such as health visitors
and social workers, have a large proportion of unfilled posts and
do not have the IT infra-structure to support ContactPoint.
Data from four government-controlled sources has already
been combined to form the basic database. To that degree the
system is already ‘live’. The next stage is about setting up ongoing automatic data-feeds from those sources and bringing in
other sources of data, such as independent schools. (At present
your pupils will be on the database as a result of having been
born in England or registered with a GP, but their schools are not
shown and their addresses may not be up-to-date.)
Before this can happen, however, and before staff can be
trained to access and use the data, the DCSF has set up a system
of ‘accreditation’ to ensure that new data sources are of high
quality and security is impregnable. Accreditation is to occur at
every level: organisational, IT system and individual.

Organisations will be expected to meet 28 accreditation criteria
and have 17 new (or amended) polices. We have discovered
through the Freedom of Information Act that only one local
authority and six state schools have attained accreditation.
And there it rests at present. Both main opposition parties are
committed to scrapping ContactPoint. Regulatory amendments
have just started their way through parliament. Schools are
obliged to give data at such times as are specified by the
Secretary of State. We have been informed that there will be
formal consultation about the specification of times ‘in a few
months’. It is hard to avoid the suspicion that project managers
are stalling for time to avoid wasted effort and expense. In the
meantime, they mutter that if everyone delivered their data next
week, they would not be able to cope with it and the system
might collapse. Don’t tempt us.
Sarah McKimm is ISC’s Principal Solicitor
(Education and Children).

‘A banner with a strange
device, Excelsior!’
As Tacitus says, truth is confirmed by inspection and delay;
falsehood by haste and uncertainty
In 1997, the new Labour government was elected under the
exhilarating Blairite mantra ‘Education, Education, Education’.
Today that banner is tattered and the words blurred, but they now
seem to read ‘Regulation, Regulation, Regulation’. As our
schools enter the fourth version of their own independent
inspection system and the regulation gurus in Whitehall sharpen
their pencils and prepare their electronic boxes for ticking, it is
perhaps worth pausing to take stock on the verge of an uncertain
future.
Schools in both sectors have seen regulation take centre-stage,
festooned with the false assertions that more regulations
guarantee safer children, better teaching and more successful
schools. The evidence suggests otherwise and, as the country
awaits the outcome of an imminent General Election, many are
asking how did we get here and will the next administration,
whether Conservative or Labour, offer us a way out?
To answer the first of these questions, we should consider the
origins of our own inspection system, a system that began with
an HMC and then a cross-association initiative, designed
essentially to ‘make good schools better’. The ARCS scheme
and its First Cycle successor firmly placed school improvement
at the centre of the process. At the time the regulatory burden
was minimal and neither the need for public accountability nor
the hostility of Labour ministers had gathered significant
momentum.
These early forms of inspection, developed without
government interference, were centred on strong and effective
peer review, featured detailed scrutiny of departments and

whole-school issues and ultimately ensured that good schools
were given the means to become even better. There were
important spin-offs too.
Peer inspectors discovered that they could learn a great deal
from spending time in another school, not only helping
colleagues to improve but also taking back to their own schools
new ideas and alternative approaches to pedagogy. Many of our
current HMC Heads and senior staff have benefited from this
hot-bed of shared ideas and ideals.
In financial terms the cost of inspection seemed relatively low
when compared with the free-market fees charged for
professional consultancy. Every school learnt something about
itself, about what other schools did better and how improvement
might be brought about. The six-year cycle was a good match for
the timescale of school development plans, helping to set the
basis for school improvement in a carefully constructed and
readily understood framework.
The creeping change from self-regulation, accountable to a
fee-paying parental constituency, to external regulation by a
government with no fiscal responsibility for the education of the
young people at our schools, came via a series of education bills
designed to allow inspection to bring independent schools into a
national framework of regulation.
Public reports, based on ever-changing rules and regulations,
dreamt up in Whitehall and the Department of Ever Changing
Names (which never included the word education) and monitored
by Ofsted, effectively ended the period of self-inspection and
independent, intelligent accountability to parents.
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Ian Power.

In its place a system of central regulation and micromanagement
was ushered in, modelled on the rapidly developing role of Ofsted
in the maintained sector, a model that has severely narrowed the
focus of education and has had the presumably unintended
consequence of widening the gap between the best and the worst
schools.
Faced with the rising costs of public accountability and
increasing regulation, our own inspectorate, struggling to remain
independent, was forced to cut down the size of inspection teams
and with it peer review of departments. Constructive criticism
was lost and replaced by a broad-brush approach couched in an
increasingly anodyne language designed simply to please the
masters at DCSF and the Ofsted censors.
ISI sits in a very uncomfortable position, given independent
legal authority to inspect ISC schools with the Catch-22 that the
rules are made by government but the full costs are borne by the
schools themselves. The ISI messenger is therefore caught in the
cross-fire between government bureaucrats and the independent
associations to whom it owes its very existence.
What a brilliant idea from the Browning off brigade: create a
pseudo-independent inspectorate, populated by the schools’
associations you would really like to be rid of, make the
inspection rules, get the schools to pay for it, and if they don’t
comply, threaten to close them down, assuming the Charity
Commissioners haven’t got there first! And what is more, if the
schools or the inspectorate are not happy, then you can sit back
and watch them fight it out amongst themselves! It’s pure genius.
Close scrutiny of the first wave of the new interim inspection
reports reveals little to encourage schools to think that focused
school improvement will ever be visible in this new dawn of
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inspection. No doubt the inspections will ensure that all
independent schools get their regulatory house in order, to a
point that goes well beyond any need other than appeasing an
insatiable bureaucracy, but real benefits to pupils and their
education will not be delivered unless school improvement is
given more importance.
Opportunities for professional development, the sharing of
good practice and the building up of collaborative work between
departments from different schools, are unlikely to be a direct
consequence of either interim or standard inspections. The pure
and beneficial stream of ISI is in danger of stagnating behind a
log-jam of standards and regulations created by a series of
Whitehall diktats.
Can we vote our way out of this regulatory Sargasso Sea at the
General Election? The draft Conservative manifesto suggests
that good schools in the maintained sector will, to a certain
extent, be left alone, allowing the inspectorate to focus on those
most in need. Surely this is our opportunity to make a case for
slimming down the public inspection framework for
independent schools too, allowing them to rebuild a private
system aimed at school improvement?
There could be a two-part inspection system, one dealing with
the inevitable public accountability required by government, and
the other an all-embracing peer review approach, where findings
are delivered in plain English in reports that are confidential to
the school, the inspectorate and the association. Private
accountability could even come in the form of an action plan,
integral to the school development plan, published to parents
and lodged with the association.
Separating the private from the public would relieve the
tension that is inherent in the current inspection arrangements.
Public accountability to an overburdened regulatory framework
would be self-contained, with its inconsistencies and frustrations
exposed for censure. The sector could join battle with the
department and the government to achieve a public
accountability that is proportionate and sensible, safe in the
knowledge that our own private school improvement service
would be unfettered, able to evolve and develop to meet the
needs of our schools.
What is more, such a move would take ISI out of the firing line,
from both sides. Schools would be free to direct their ire at the
proper (governmental) targets, whilst at the same time being full
partners in the development of private, independent, intelligent
accountability. With determination, a concerted campaign by all
the associations and ISI might gradually erode the mass of
regulation, reducing public inspection to the bare essentials,
enough to confirm that children are well educated and safe.
Education developments have an interesting habit of turning
full circle and it might just be the case that the fourth cycle of
inspection will indeed be a reincarnation of the first.
Independent inspection is on the verge of a new dawn, a new
dawn that could see the re-creation of a first cycle where good
schools were indeed made better, with the best teachers and
school leaders working in close collaboration.
We should not be held back by costing models and quality
assurance, but should seize the chance to think independently and
creatively. If we miss this opportunity it might well be our last:
good news for the recently redundant compliance officers from
the City, but bad news for the children and teachers in our schools.
Ian Power is the Membership Secretary of HMC.
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Janus, the god of portals
Bullying is a nightmare, for its victims, their families and for the groups of which they are a part. This is not to deploy an idle cliché.
Victims are often unable or unwilling to talk about their situation or to escape from it – precisely the inability to speak or move
experienced in a frightening dream. The symptoms or circumstances can be so subtle as to be invisible to the outsider – a raised
eyebrow, a sudden silence, a turn of the shoulder, a word precisely placed – and, as with nightmares, the distress happens inside the
minds of the victims.
Discovering bullying is difficult and so is achieving resolution, not least because there are so often more than just two people
involved. The presence of an audience, amongst whom the bully seems at home whilst the victim is isolated, is another nightmare
feature. Bullying poses schools a complex challenge. They have a duty of care to their pupils and that must include the bullies as
well as their victims. A no-blame approach to resolution is sensible but not always easy to achieve. On the other hand, clear and
well-established anti-bullying policies can make it less difficult for schools to manage episodes, provided these policies are an
acknowledged part of the contract between pupils, parents, staff and the school’s management team.
In recent years, the mobile phone and the internet have added a whole new dimension to this problem. The mobile phone, for many
children a trusted and treasured friend, can turn into an enemy within for the victim subjected to bullying through this medium, whilst
Facebook creates an immediate but invisible audience to the drama of internet bullying. Adults, already often hopelessly adrift when
bullying surfaces, are now faced with the impenetrabilities of text speak and the rapid dissemination of information that Facebook
is all about.
Schools’ IT directors are therefore key members of the anti-bullying team and their remit is daunting. Not only do they have to
administer systems that need constant nurturing. They are asked to encourage pupils and staff and, effectively, parents, to commit to
deeper and deeper immersion in the cyber world, whilst at the same time using the medium skilfully, responsibly and with restraint.
Like Bluebeard’s Castle, the internet has rooms best unvisited, but their doors, far from being locked, are temptingly ajar.
Suzanna Harris surveys the scene
Once upon a time, schools regarded the telephone as a means of
communication best denied to pupils. Censored letters home
were thought to be the best way to maintain harmonious
relationships between boarding pupils, parents and schools. The
Children Act changed much of that and discreetly sited pay
phones were added to the communication mix.
When mobile phones first became widely available and,
crucially, small enough to be carried everywhere, they were –
and still are to some extent – resisted by schools. Now, with pay
phones just a distant memory and mobile phones pretty well
universal, the swiftest way for teachers to contact students is to
text them or to access their social networking sites. Recently I
needed to contact a group of A level students urgently and,
following school policy, I sent out a clutch of emails. Days
passed and I received no replies. Finally I decided that drastic
action was needed and I turned my attention to Facebook.
Within an hour all the students had responded.
I had wondered why Google had invested so many millions in
developing a new real-time networking site, but this experience
gave me the answer. The estimated global internet audience is
currently 625 million of whom two thirds have joined a social
networking site. An Ofcom study reveals that 49% of all eight to
17 year-olds use social networking sites and Forrester Research
calculates that the number of people using the web will increase
by 45% by 2013. So what, if any, are the potential risks?
Social networking software is a product that encourages
‘networking’ with other software packages and offers features
such as web, chat, audio, video, images and integrated
applications. However, with additional functions may come
security risks, such as ‘malware’ (malicious software designed
to infiltrate a computer system without the owner’s consent) and
data mining (the extraction of personal profile information
without knowledge or consent).

Suzanna Harris.
In a world where free email accounts and downloads are the
norm, many users are unaware of the consumer potential to
businesses of data captured through this new, vulnerable online
market. Does the intense exposure to advertising on social
networking sites have any impact on what pupils might pester
parents for or in establishing purchase preferences? The notion
that a wider business audience may analyse networking sites to
gain a market advantage does not occur to many internet users.
Students do not imagine that companies search networking
sites to quantify popular job applications, any more than they
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realise that their teachers are aware of the photos they have
uploaded for viewing! This is an example of the generational
digital divide working the other way, whereby familiarity is
linked to unawareness and a wholly illusory concept of splendid
isolation seems to abound in the student psyche!
Parents and teachers may not have the easy internet fluency of
students, but they may be better aware of the risks. Identity theft,
for instance, is something that many younger online users only
become aware of after a bad experience with a credit card or via
an adult member of the family. Fortunately, however, most
students are well aware of the dangers of ‘meeting’ a stranger
online through social networking sites and use their common
sense in such situations. It seems that widespread coverage in
the media when predators are exposed has created an awareness
of the dangers of such ‘meetings’ and students are fairly quick to
see through and dismiss this type of conversation.
On the other hand, many students believe that comments
posted on a social network site will not cause harm or distress
since they are only part of a virtual world. They do not place the
comments in a ‘real life’ context – cause and impact are not
connected. In a recent cyber-bullying incident, a student denied
any involvement in the bullying of another via a network site, on
the grounds that he was only posting the comments to his
friends, ‘like having a chat’. The fact that these comments were
posted to a much wider target audience had not even occurred to
him, let alone the fact that the comments could be forwarded
beyond the ‘ring of friendship’. In short, the very nature of
‘networking’ was barely understood, nor the fact that shared
information once posted is not easily controlled.
The possibility of cyber-bullying is a significant problem in
many schools. Networking sites have created new opportunities for
bullies, and schools need to tackle this issue positively by using
cyber-bullying episodes to educate students in the ‘etiquette’ of
responsible use of new technologies and by reinforcing standards
and protocols in PSHE sessions or tutorial groups.
Some schools are purchasing bespoke social networking sites
closed to external participation to promote relationships between

HERE&THERE

students moving from the lower to the upper school or to create
a ‘buddy’ system to offer support for new students, contact with
teachers etc. This will not, however, wean students from branded
networking sites, such as Facebook.
Facebook is also popular amongst teachers, with 85% reporting
that they are members. Like their pupils, many teachers prefer to
keep their social lives separate from their working lives and use
Facebook for their social networking. However, this shared use of
the same technology is an obvious cause for concern. Is there a
potential risk to a teacher’s professional standing if students gain
access to personal information? Might students and teachers
develop ‘virtual’ friendships online that have real consequences?
Teachers would be well-advised to review their web presence and
use filtering techniques to shield their information, whilst schools
should surely implement a usage policy to protect the interests of
both students and teachers.
Banning social networking sites is a losing battle. Our
students use them to contact, chat and manage their lives: they
are a ‘core’ product in enhancing their information traffic. But
the risk posed by this technology presents schools with a
dilemma – the need to protect versus the freedom to use. Cyberbullying, malware, viruses, devious data mining and data theft
are all current issues on both the internet and the mobile
networks. Students may have an awareness of these issues in
general but are often unaware of the personal implications for
themselves and others.
Social networking sites are here to stay and with the
development of better platforms the way forward may be to adopt
a more proactive educational approach. In many ways the
development of this new technology is not dissimilar to the
introduction of the internet into classrooms. Initially, the focus
was to lock down every available option that posed a threat, such
as the now ubiquitous mobile phone, but, these days, most schools
use codes of conduct to manage communications technology and
are actively engaged with this exciting new medium.
Suzanna Harris is head of IT (curricular)
at Bedford Modern School.

If you have news of topical interest, however brief, for ‘Here and There’,
please email it to Dr Stephen Coyne at head.kingsmac@rmplc.co.uk
Items should not exceed 150 words. Good colour photographs are also welcome.

Bolton School’s Headmaster awarded an MBE
Philip Britton, Headmaster of Bolton School Boys’ Division, was awarded an MBE in the
New Year’s Honours list for services to physics. Philip read physics at Oxford, gaining a first
class honours degree. He joined Leeds Grammar School in 1991 as a physics teacher. In
1993 he became head of physics at Leeds, becoming Deputy Head (Academic) in 2002.
At various times during the last 15 years, Mr Britton has been a member, secretary, and
then chair of the Institute of Physics (IoP) Education Group, a member of the IoP Education
Board (and before that the Education and Public Affairs Board); on the editorial board of
Physics Education and Physics Review, as well as education representative, vice chair and
then chair of the IoP Yorkshire Branch. He has published a variety of articles in physics and
science teaching journals.
He has also been involved in the IoP Advancing Physics Project and directed the
Supporting Physics Project. He has presented on topics of physics education at a number of
conferences around the UK and abroad, as far afield as Japan, Norway, Denmark and Spain.
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Springboard to the classroom
Sean Reid gives the Buckingham PGCE high marks
There are many teachers in independent schools who do not
hold formal teaching qualifications. Some have taken jobs in
teaching after previous careers, whilst others might simply have
been offered a post without having gone through the traditional
PGCE route.
In my case, a couple of temporary positions in independent
schools after finishing university confirmed my desire to make
teaching my career. I was very fortunate to gain a full-time post
at St John’s School in Leatherhead without a formal teaching
qualification, but on the understanding, on both sides, that I
would gain this professional stamp of approval.
School-based Graduate Training Programme courses seemed
to lack rigour, but I was intrigued by the PGCE course offered
by the Department of Education at the University of
Buckingham. A year later I was successfully qualified with QTS
and a great step forward in my personal professional
development
The Buckingham PGCE with QTS is now offered in a range
of subjects. The course fuses the academic rigour of a traditional
PGCE route, demanding three formal academic assignments,
with the convenience, practicality and financial benefits of
maintaining employment during training available in the GTP.
The course has been designed with assistance from HMC,
which means that there is a focus on the realities and quirks of
working in the independent sector rarely found in PGCE courses.
Training is largely provided in your employing school via weekly
meetings with a mentor to go over an agreed training agenda,
backed up by weekly lesson observations of your teaching.
This training is supported by nine days of residential training
at Buckingham, broken into three blocks in the autumn, spring
and summer of the academic year. Termly visits from a
university mentor to support your school mentor provide quality
assurance about the training and offer another pillar of support
for the trainee. Finally you are required to teach 15 days across
the year in a maintained school to further your experience and to
meet government requirements for the award of QTS.
The advantages of the Buckingham PGCE route over either a
traditional PGCE or the GTP are many, especially if the
applicant seeks to work in the independent sector. The course is
growing in strength and numbers, showing that it has filled a
niche in the market for those in independent schools seeking
formal teaching qualification. The greatest strength of the course
is that your training is undertaken in a real teaching
environment.
This means that discussions you have when back at
Buckingham are not based on one-off lessons you might have
taught to a naughty Year 10 class in a PGCE placement, but
rather on the everyday realities that all full-time teachers
experience. Friends of mine on traditional PGCE courses
complained that pupils in their placement schools would often
misbehave since they knew that temporary teachers could not
impose long-term sanctions for poor behaviour. Teaching pupils
on a full time daily basis massively alters the relationship
between the trainee teacher and the class.

‘A genuine rapport.’

The course also refuses to get bogged down in government
lingo and DCSF jargon. Major government initiatives are, of
course, acknowledged and considered, but there is no automatic
genuflecting to every policy that comes out of Whitehall. This
does not mean that the course cuts corners – in fact, quite the
opposite is true.
In summer 2009, Ofsted rated the course as ‘good’, one below
the highest rating of ‘outstanding’, improving on the
department’s previous inspection grade. Growing numbers and
improved Ofsted reports clearly show the department to be
doing many things right.
Much of this is down to the quality of the staff that
Buckingham is able to recruit, both in full-time and one-off
appearances at the course. Anthony O’Hear, Director of Studies
at the Royal Institute of Philosophy, leads many sessions on the
philosophy and history of education, whilst Chris Woodhead,
formerly Her Majesty’s Chief Inspector of Schools and an
outspoken proponent of educational reform, wades in with
forthright views about education in Britain at the residentials.
Visiting speakers in my academic year included Sir Eric
Anderson, former Headmaster of Eton, and Nick Gibb MP,
Conservative shadow schools minister at the time. Added to this
is a bank of experienced tutors who have much independent
school experience – my personal tutor had been a long-time
head of history at St Paul’s, for example.
The quality of candidates undertaking the course is generally
very high indeed, another plus point, whilst the confidence and
academic proficiency Buckingham PGCE teachers showed in
the classroom was one of the highlights of the 2009 Ofsted
report. Shared experience in similar schools makes group
discussions all the more real: there was very little time wasted on
irrelevant scenarios; residentials are generally highly relevant to
your own teaching environment.
Of course, there are some weaknesses in the course. The
deliberately narrow focus might be seen as a drawback. Some
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who have not taught in a school for a long time might prefer to
return to university to do a traditional PGCE, which would ease
them back into the teaching profession over a number of months.
Indeed, one of the main drawbacks of the Buckingham course
is that you don’t have a social group with whom you can share
good experiences and nightmares over a pint in the pub on a
Friday night. On the other hand, Buckingham trainees have their
school colleagues who don’t mind listening to a moan every now
and then, and the mentor and the school’s senior management
team close at hand to sustain progress.
My experience was very positive. I had fantastic back-up from
St John’s – the school’s management were generous in their
support, whilst my mentor, the head of history, was outstanding
in the time and effort he gave to questions or queries, no matter
how small. These factors obviously led to me maximising the
benefits of the training programme.

My second school experience also worked out exceptionally
well. By coincidence rather than design, my timetable allowed me
to go and accumulate my days for half a day a week. This allowed
me to teach the same classes each week for a whole year and to
develop a genuine rapport, which was so much more beneficial
than teaching the odd class here or there for a month or so.
Most importantly, by doing my teacher training in a school
environment, I could get on with the best parts of the job that a
school like St John’s affords – teaching history, being a lower
sixth tutor, coaching football and rugby and all the rest, which is
why so many of us go into teaching in the first place. The
Buckingham course was exactly the right preparation for the
kind of school I want to work in for my long-term career.
Sean Reid teaches history at
St John’s School, Leatherhead.

The CERN giant
Julie Boyle, one of two teachers chosen from
the UK to attend a programme for physics
teachers at the Centre for European Nuclear
Research in Geneva, reports on an awesome
experience
CERN, the Centre for European Nuclear Research, has certainly
been a hot topic of conversation this year. First there was the
release of the Hollywood blockbuster Angels and Demons,
based on Dan Brown’s work of fiction about antimatter being
stolen from CERN’s particle accelerator, the Large Hadron
Collider (LHC).
Then, last September saw the beginning of the big budget
ABC TV series FlashForward. This gripping storyline follows a
research team at CERN in pursuit of the elusive Higgs Boson, a
theoretical subatomic particle. But instead of finding the Higgs,
they accidentally throw the consciousness of the entire human
race into the future. Don’t worry – if you’re reading this then it
hasn’t happened! Nor could it ever happen, according to
CERN’s website http://flashforward.web.cern.ch/flashforward/
Even Peaches Geldof professed her enthusiasm for the
subject, when interviewed by Fearne Cotton on ITV2: “You
know what I’m intrigued by? Stephen Hawking’s theories and
Richard Dawkins’ theory. That’s what I care about. I want to talk
about the Hadron Collider. I’ve always been really interested in
quantum theories and how we came to be and why. That’s how,
I guess, I got involved in spirituality and the religious path I
chose to go down.”
The LHC will recreate, on a micro-scale, the conditions that
existed during the first billionth of a second after the Big Bang.
This will help us find the answers to the big questions, such as
what kind of universe do we live in? What was the universe
made of before the matter we see around us formed? How did
our universe come to be the way it is? Where is the antimatter?
Why do particles have mass? What is our universe made of?
Nature forms black holes when large stars collapse on
themselves at the end of their lives. They concentrate a very
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the Giant.
large amount of matter in a very small space, but astronomical
black holes are much heavier than anything that could ever be
produced at the LHC. Many physicists think the universe has
more dimensions than the four (space and time) we are aware of.
What Peaches is maybe thinking of is that the LHC may allow
us to see evidence of these extra dimensions – for example, the
production of ‘mini-black holes’ which blink into and out of
existence in a tiny fraction of a second.
However, nobody with expertise in physics or astrophysics
thinks there is the slightest risk of any danger. The equivalent
happens every day in nature since we are constantly being
bombarded by cosmic rays from outer space, some of which are
accelerated to energies far exceeding those of the LHC. Over the
past billions of years, nature has already generated on Earth as
many collisions as about a million LHC experiments – and the
planet still exists.
Astronomers observe an enormous number of larger
astronomical bodies throughout the universe, all of which are
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also struck by cosmic rays. The universe as a whole conducts
more than 10 million million LHC-like experiments per second.
The possibility of any dangerous consequences contradicts what
astronomers see – stars and galaxies still exist. Despite this,
Walter Wagner, a high-school physics teacher, infamously filed
a federal lawsuit in the US District Court in Honolulu last year
to prevent the LHC from starting up. Needless to say Walter lost
his case!
Every year during the first three weeks of July, CERN runs a
programme for physics teachers. This year I was lucky enough
to be one of two teachers chosen from the UK to attend. In total
there were 39 teachers from 25 different countries, reflecting the
truly international collaboration of CERN. By meeting research
scientists, we were able develop new ideas on how to bring
modern physics into our classrooms.
Trying to identify Nobel Prize winners in the dinner queue
quickly became a favourite game amongst the teachers. Another
definite highlight was being allowed in to the control centre and
putting my hand on the red button which controls the proton
beam. In the film Angels and Demons, this room was shown to
be in the tunnel, but in reality it is at ground level so that the
scientists are shielded from the radiation produced when the
Large Hadron Collider is switched on. We then visited the
antiproton decelerator, aka the antimatter factory. We were
reassured that there is no way an antimatter bomb could ever be
made, since in all the years of production at CERN, only about
a billionth of a gram has ever been made – only just about
enough to light a light bulb for a few minutes.
We were also amused to see that the access system to the LHC
is just as impressive as the one Dan Brown describes, though the
head of the project confided that he only decided to install the
iris recognition scans after reading about them in the book. The
system is even designed to stop people smuggling friends into
the tunnel.
We were told the details of the events that put the LHC project
on hold last September. Apparently there are 50,000 soldered
joints in the LHC and 49,999 of them worked beautifully. One
of them was faulty, but it failed in a rather spectacular way by
producing an electrical arc which melted the vacuum chamber.
This then released tonnes of helium and sent a shock wave
through the tunnel destroying 53 magnets. All of these had to be
lifted one by one to the surface through a small shaft, tested,
repaired, checked and then put back 100 metres below the
ground.
The LHC tunnel uses superconducting magnets to bend and
focus the proton beams. To allow the magnets to operate
correctly, the LHC has to be cooled to -271ºC. It is literally the
coldest place in the universe. In total, 7600km of cable were
needed to build the magnets and each cable is an assembly of
250,000 filaments. So if all the filaments were put end to end
they would reach from the Earth to the Sun six times and still
leave enough over for 150 trips to the Moon! I was certainly
filled with a sense of awe and wonder at the sheer magnitude of
CERN, a place for which superlatives are inadequate.
Attending the programme this year was especially fortunate
timing, since CERN was once more abuzz with the preparations
for switching the machine on. They were in fact already starting
to close off many of the areas for a final time before starting the
cooling process. We therefore felt particularly lucky to be
allowed down to see two of the four detectors – CMS and LHCb.
The sheer size of the engineering was unfathomable.

One of CERN’s goals is to decipher the structure and
evolution of the universe from the infinitely small to the
infinitely big. This is obviously intrinsically fascinating, but I
also relished learning about the numerous applications and spin
offs. In order to send the huge data sets generated at CERN to its
various collaborating universities, Sir Tim Berners-Lee
developed the world wide web at CERN. Accelerators are
regularly used to treat cancers and to kill bacteria on fruit. They
all use technology developed at CERN, as do PET and MRI
scans and hadron therapy.
Julie Boyle teaches physics at
Hutcheson’s Grammar School, Glasgow.

HERE&THERE
If you have news of topical interest, however brief,
for ‘Here and There’, please email it to
Dr Stephen Coyne at head.kingsmac@rmplc.co.uk
Items should not exceed 150 words.
Good colour photographs are also welcome.

Ben makes his debut
for Worcestershire
Bromsgrove pupil Ben Cox, aged 17, made his senior debut
for Worcestershire County Cricket Club at the end of last
season. He kept wicket behind Somerset and international
players such as Marcus Trescothick and Justin Langer.
Previously Ben had played for Worcestershire Under 17s
and had played just four second XI games.
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In search of the
Harrow Mark Reducer
Julian Lea-Jones describes an antique time-saving device to help with marking
I am researching the history and use of the Harrow Mark
Reducer, a three-foot long slide rule made of boxwood and
brass, which was a specialised 19th century examination marking
aid, an example of which was recently found in Bristol.
Designed to aid teachers calculating exam mark percentages,
it was the 1882 brainchild of the Reverend William Done
Bushell, FSA, school chaplain and master of mathematics at
Harrow School. Using Mr Bushell’s device, the examiner could
enter the sum total of marks awarded to the pupil and read from
a scale an equivalent percentage.
I have been assured by Geoffrey Sutton, a former master at
Clifton College, that carrying out these calculations for each
pupil without such an aid could be a time-consuming process.
The device first came into prominence in 1883 as a result of a
series of lectures on the theory and practice of education at the
University of Cambridge. In his lecture on Marking, H W Eve
MA, Headmaster of University College School, explained the
operation of the Mark Reducer and extolled its usefulness.
Probably as a result of this, Harrow School was persuaded to get
it publicly marketed.
According to Dr Christopher Tyerman in his History of
Harrow School, 1324-1991, it was their first branded product.
One of the country’s foremost makers of mathematical drawing
instruments, Isaac Aston & George Mander of 25 Compton

A subtantial time saver: Aston & Mander’s handiwork.
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Street, Soho, was contracted by the school to manufacture and,
judging by entries in trade directories, market it as well.
From their factory at Albany Works, Willesden, Aston &
Mander produced specialised boxwood rules, set squares and
similar items and supplied them to Winchester College, Her
Majesty’s Government, Royal Indian Engineering and the
Royal Military Colleges. Their range of products included
instruments for archaeological fieldwork, slide rules to calculate quantities for tile and brick, paper and board, barrel volumes and even anthropological instruments. Users of their craniometer were advised to take the measurement ‘at the centre of
the auricular orifices’.
Close examination of the Harrow Mark Reducer reveals the
attention to detail and the care that Aston & Mander took with
the manufacture of their instruments. The slide and stock of the
rule are each marked with a very small number on the end, in
this case Numeral 6. This indicates that the moving parts were
carefully matched so that the action of the slide was smooth.
Also one of the two tongues on the stock that mates with the corresponding machined groove on the slide, is made up of three
loose strips fitted to enable a controlled amount of friction. In
all, the design of the slide rule is more detailed than one would
suppose from first sight, comprising as it does ten separate parts.
Lastly, the stamp Schola Mancuniensis on the back of this particular Harrow Mark Reducer shows that it was owned by
Manchester Grammar School, before it made its way to Bristol.
Jane Graham at the school confirmed that they still have one in
their archive collection engraved MGS 9. I would welcome any
further information on this elegant solution to a relatively simple
but nevertheless irksome chore. It would also be interesting to
learn how many schools or colleges still have one or more of
these tucked away – and how it ended up in Bristol!
My thanks go to Jane Graham, Rita Boswell of Harrow School
Archives and to members of the United Kingdom Slide Rule
Circle (UKSRC).
Julian Lea-Jones is Chairman, Bristol Historical Research,
and Associate Editor, Royal Aeronautical Society.
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Miss Warmsley
disposes
Miles Petheter explores the eaves
of Rutherford
“It’s no good, David, she’s got to go. She just doesn’t fit with the
smart, modern image that we are trying to project at Rutherford.
God help us if Miss Warmsley is still here when the next
inspection team comes calling. The state of her room alone is
bound to mean we will fail one regulation or another!”
The Headmaster tapped on his desk with his pen, a bulk-buy
Biro with a chewed cap, his deputy noticed. “Non-compliant,
Headmaster, not fail,” but he nevertheless reached into his
pocket for his notebook. He knew that when the Headmaster
stood up to make an utterance and tapped on his desk, it meant
serious business. Why did it remind him of Krushchev banging
his shoe on the desk at the UN? Of course, classic displacement
activity of the alpha male: the lion fired up to stalk his prey!
Clifton, the Headmaster’s basset hound lounging by the fire,
heard Miss Warmsley’s name and put both paws over his eyes.
“Look at this letter,” the Head went on tapping that too, “from
some parents, the Stringfellow family, well the father anyway.
Apparently, she was very brusque with him at last week’s
parents’ evening; called his daughter lazy!”
“Ah yes! Fecundita Stringfellow. Wasn’t that the girl whose
parents you had to write to about holding unsuitable parties
during term time? Do you remember? The white stretch limo
that got wedged on the ornamental bridge on the drive?”
“What’s that got to do with Miss Warmsley? If she insists on
telling parents the truth about their children during an interview,
then she will have to dress it up in language they don’t
understand, like we all do. The problem is that she has spent too
long alone, up in that room of hers dealing with our most
challenging brethren; it’s affecting her brain; it would mine!
She’s just too old and set in her ways.”
“You can’t just sack her, Headmaster, not even for speaking
the truth. What has she done wrong?” The deputy remembered
the term when she spotted that the music department didn’t
know the difference between practice and practise and all their
reports had to be re-written. He recalled with embarrassment the
occasion the chairman of the governors’ education committee
had asked Miss Warmsley how her pupils got dyslexia in the first
place! Miss Warmsley had replied, “Don’t worry, Madam, you
won’t catch it; it’s something that affects the brain!”
“You might be able to retire her on the grounds of old age;
she’s been here forever. How old is she?”
“Good idea, David! Check her file with the bursar and get back
to me. I’ll go up and see her myself.” Clifton let out a big sigh.
“Oh, by the way, David, how is the new website looking? Any
comebacks from staff on famous or celebrity alumni we can
feature?”
“Not a thing, Headmaster.”
“What about that art dealer who contributed so generously to
the new design building?”
“No joy, I’m afraid. I understand that he is under investigation

Miss Warmsley.
for fraud, faking Old Masters himself.”
“Shame it wasn’t Old Mistresses!” The Headmaster surprised
himself with his quip. Clifton whined.
At that moment, the formidable figure of Miss Warmsley was
struggling with her bags up the six flights of stairs to the room
where she dispenses all her extra tuition. Perched under the
eaves, it had once been a resident tutor’s flat, last occupied by
Sandy McIntyre. How he had actually managed to live here she
couldn’t imagine, but he had painted the name ‘Paradise’ on the
door and she wasn’t sure it was ironic.
When the bursar had told her that the door had to have a glass
window put in – “For your own protection, Miss Warmsley, you
know, child protection.” “And since when have I needed
protection against children?” – the compromise reached was that
the name stayed.
She throws her rainbow knitted scarf from Mencap on a chair,
hangs her purple wool jacket and red beret from Oxfam on the
back of the door, sits down at her desk and smoothes her ochre
skirt from the hospice shop. “My appearance is part of the
teaching experience,” she reminds her scruffiest teenagers.
Miss Warmsley’s room resembles the storeroom of a museum
of anthropology, a mass of different equipment of unfathomable
function. Nothing matches – “unique, like you”. There are
computers ancient and modern on the worktops; above them,
home-made posters displaying phonics and mnemonics and
smiley faces beam down from the walls; cosy chairs with the
stuffing coming out of the seat surround the old gas fire; a pile
of children’s toys and Beano and Dandy comics are piled on a
low table surrounded by beanbags; a wash basin has a geranium
in it; and brightly coloured bits of wood and plastic of various
shapes are on chequered mats on the floor. Miss Warmsley takes
great pride in making many of her teaching aids herself.
Well hidden in the filing cabinet is a bottle of 20 year-old
Macallan. She surveys her empire with satisfaction, checks her
iron-grey bun, switches on the kettle and looks at her day’s
crowded timetable.
She had been appointed part-time to Rutherford College,
initially to give a bit of exam preparation to the rotten readers or
squiffy spellers. The old Headmaster felt the term dyslexia was
too frightening for parents, but over the years the school had
admitted more and more dyslexics, dyscalculics and dyspraxics.
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“Different badges, same children,” Miss Warmsley explained
to worried parents. “Now even the local authority uses the terms,
but you try getting a child statemented!” The director of studies
wouldn’t admit it, but her department has expanded more than
any other: she has stayed on her own very modest but realistic
terms. “Get rid of me and you wouldn’t have a 1st XV, design
department or business studies A level!”
Miss Warmsley fights for her boys – and they are mostly boys
– tooth and nail. No set is changed, no A level dropped, and no
serious punishment administered without reference to Miss
Warmsley if it involves her tutees. First on her list today is
Charlie Biggins, a hulking farmer’s son, whom she managed to
blast through GCSE English and maths, but who is now finding
the sixth form a struggle.
She reaches for the bowl of peppermints: she knows he needs
as much personal as academic reassurance, just as his father did
25 years ago. “Did you know Einstein was dyslexic and Richard
Branson and Susan Hampshire?” Charlie doesn’t recognise any
of the names. “Did you teach them as well Miss Warmsley?”
Bev Hornsby would have smiled.
As usual, she skips lunch to run her ‘club’ ie any of her tutees
who fancy dropping in to play games or have a chat. It’s full of
young ones who have come in to avoid standing outside in the
cold during the break. Not until teatime does she find herself
alone and, just as she thinks about eating her sandwiches, there
is an unfamiliar knock on the door and in comes the Headmaster.
She waves him to one of the less battered chairs. She rifles in
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her bag. “I know why you’re here, Headmaster. One’s memory
isn’t what it was and it’s been quite a time.” The Head is relieved
to be offered such a promising opening. “It certainly has been
Miss Warmsley. How many years have you taught at Rutherford
now? I’d like to talk to you about your career path.”
“Career path? Garden path more like! I think I’ve found my
niche in Rutherford. No point in going anywhere else now,
particularly with this latest news. I taught Arty back in the ’80s.
Could hardly read when he came to me. First pupil I ever got
into Imperial College. Studied physics. Now he’s Professor
Arthur Black at Berkeley, California, no less. He and his team
have just been awarded the Nobel Prize for their work on the
Earth’s magnetic field.”
The Headmaster stares in disbelief at the press cutting she
pushes across the desk to him. “I knew you’d be delighted. The
deputy head said you were looking for something impressive to
go on the website. I’d offer you tea but my next tutee is due.”
In a daze, the Head stumbles from the room and nearly bumps
into a pupil coming in the opposite direction, the vaguely
familiar face of a new pupil. “Oh sorry, sir! Good afternoon, sir!
Isn’t Miss Warmsley wonderful! Do you get help from her too?”
Miss Warmsley rinses out an extra glass in preparation for
when the Head’s secretary arrives for a little drink together after
school this evening. They can have a chat about her son in Year
10 who still gets d, p and b a bit mixed up and Miss Warmsley
can thank her for the press cutting which arrived in the Head’s
post this morning.
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Commonwealth Games Baton at King William’s College
The Queen’s Baton visited King
William’s College in November,
early in its journey to India for the
Commonwealth Games. The
baton’s relay started at
Buckingham Palace on 29th
October and, by the time it
reached the Isle of Man, had
already travelled through England,
Wales and Northern Ireland.
Pupils at King William’s
College were able to see the
baton and record a collective
message for Manx athletes
competing at the event. Sosanna
Cox, a pupil in the upper fourth
form, carried the baton into
King’s Court.
The baton symbolises the ideals
of the Commonwealth and carries
Her Majesty’s message to the
athletes, which will be read out at
the opening ceremony in Delhi on
3rd October.
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Pupils (from left to right) Daniel Shacklock,
Anand Patel and Sosanna Cox with a
Queen’s Baton representative at West Gate.
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Too comfortable
Patrick Mileham revisits the Royal Commission on Wellington College of 1879-1880

A distinctly august body – the Governors in 1898
‘I gather … the boys are made rather too comfortable?’
Questioned by the assembled members of the Royal
Commission into Wellington College in 1879, the witness
agreed that there was indeed ‘…superior comfort … excessive
meat’; ‘individual cubicles furnished at parents’ expense’; ‘a boy
has a bumping glass of beer and another for supper … it is very
good beer’.
To others managing the College, it was pointed out that ‘some
expenditure [was] on what may be called mere splendour’.
‘There is a net loss of £22,238 3s. 4d, including the Foundation,
in working the school up to 1879.’ ‘Charges for boys in houses
are, next after Eton, the highest in the Kingdom, while those for
boys in the College are higher than the charges made at
Charterhouse, Winchester, Rugby and Marlborough.’
The underlying concern was that the perceived ‘public benefit’
of the College, founded 20 years earlier for orphans or ‘people
in poverty’, had been deliberately diluted by the governors and
the first two Masters – the dynamic Edward Benson (later
Bishop of Truro and Archbishop of Canterbury) and the
scholarly Edward Wickham (Gladstone’s Wykehamical son-inlaw). The term ‘breach of faith’ was used by complainants.
As the Charity Commissioners of 2010 gird their loins to
devise yet more puritanical methods for wresting ‘public
benefit’ from the private sector in education, it is useful to reflect
on previous battles to determine the true intentions of the
founders of many of our schools. In the 19th century, schools for
poor charity boys, fair parish maidens and aspirant ecclesiastics
developed in their different ways into middle or upper class

establishments, though few faced the vigorous scrutiny suffered
in fiction by Trollope’s Hiram’s Hospital or in reality by
Wellington College, at ‘Her Majesty’s Command’.
The Royal Charter of ‘The Wellington College’ had been
granted under the ‘sign manual’ of Queen Victoria in November
1852, between the death and funeral of Arthur, Duke of
Wellington – “the GREATEST man this country has ever
produced”, in the words of the grieving Queen. As
recommended by the Prime Minster, the Earl of Derby, and
warmly greeted by Prince Albert and Queen Victoria, it was to
be a national memorial ‘to the memory of the dear late Duke, a
College or school for the education, gratuitous or nearly so for
the orphans of officers’. ‘The money to be raised by
subscription’ implied its public purpose.
In 1856 Queen Victoria laid the foundation stone for the
‘Royal and Religious foundation’ of ‘The Wellington College’ in
the presence of 3000 troops, including artillery, and 1000 guests.
Army officers and soldiers, giving a grateful one day’s pay, had
provided much of the capital. In January 1859, the Queen
opened the new College, in the presence of 70 youths, aged
between 11 and 15 and a handful of staff – ironically within two
days of the birth of her first grandson, William, later the German
Emperor.
Who owns a school? Nowadays we conceive of ‘stakeholder
groups’ for organisations of all sorts. Wellington, through its
unique establishment, was considered to be in trust to the nation,
and generally understood to be under royal protection and some
sort of parliamentary guarantee. The Monarch had signed the
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Statutes and her son, the Prince of Wales, was President. When
things went wrong, nothing less than a Royal Commission could
properly look into the affairs of the College.
The Royal Commission on Wellington College of 1879-80
was accompanied by a very serious public debate, which even
the eponymous Duke, had he been alive, would have had to
agree was both honourable and necessary. But how much was
the new College conceived to be ‘in the public interest’? The
Royal Charter dwells heavily on the free education of Army
officers’ orphans, deemed heroum filii, without, intriguingly, any
distinction of gender. Between the signing of the Charter and the
arrival of the first ‘sons of heroes’, there had been two further
land wars, the Crimean War and the Indian Mutiny.
The governing body, led by Prince Albert, who had himself
supervised every detail of the College’s building, was the most
august school board that has ever sat – senior noblemen, Garter
knights, prelates, antiquated field marshals and beribboned
generals. They met for two hours twice a year in the House of
Lords, with the Master waiting outside. Most had no experience
in running either a business or a school. Lands were their forte –
their own and those of the Queen Empress. As a result they
instinctively bought much land for the College in the early years,
which earned them the warm gratitude of succeeding
generations.
Although fundraising targets had been met and the noble
edifice of the new College built, it was found that the
endowment could not give free education to the many hundreds
of dead Army officer’s sons on the ‘Foundation’. In doing their
sums they authorised up to 80 ‘Foundationers’, the College
having been designed for 200 boys. Before opening day they
saw the expediency of offering fee-paying places to a quota of
sons of living officers at £80pa, and other officers and civilians
paying the full fee of £110pa for their sons’ education.
The College was very popular. By 1879 the school had
reached 375, with many boys living in masters’ houses in the
grounds for £130pa. Extra benefits were expected by the
wealthier parents. Had governors not included the latter
categories, the College would have run into a huge deficit very
quickly. As it was, they ran into a legal challenge.

Mr Eve was head of Prince Albert’s
favoured modern side
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The charge of wilful mismanagement was led by a group of
Army officers. The serious complaints were that the actual
number of would-be Foundationers far exceeded the number of
places allotted. It had been assumed that all orphaned officers’
sons deserved free education, irrespective of entrance tests and
superannuation which weeded out the uneducatable.
Secondly, the number of living officers’ sons was also subject
to too low a quota and the fees charged were much higher than
had been advised at the start. Thirdly, the governors had sought
to attract many more civilians’ sons ‘by making the
arrangements more luxurious’ than need be. Spartan
conditioning was what Army officers wanted for their sons.
Finally, there was breach of faith in that the governors had
contrived to make Wellington into ‘a great and carefully
conducted public school’ instead of the original concept of a
wholly new type of school preparing boys for professional life –
chiefly the Army – and not university entrance.
During the short time Prince Albert had left to live, he had been
keen that Wellington should be a ‘vocational’ establishment, as it
might be called today, with a very strong ‘modern side’, rather
than one devoted to a classical education. Though Victoria
recalled later with a shudder that her husband had no desire ‘for
the school to become like Eton or Harrow’, the founders never
saw it as a mere ‘barrack’ for training Army entrants.
The Prince was a man of the German enlightenment, not
German militarism, but he would not have shared Benson’s
pride in the rapidly increasing number of boys reaching the
universities that put the school in the top
quartile of Oxbridge entrance. Many Army
officers thought the College should be more
like a junior Royal Military College
(Sandhurst) or Academy (Woolwich), but
this was clearly not the policy of the first
two Masters.
Benson and Wickham appointed twice as
many Oxbridge trained clergy as laymen, a
reliance on the Church Militant unlikely to
satisfy the critics. The nearest Temple of Mars
was the RMC at Sandhurst, three miles away,
but their instructors were inaccessible since,
after certain incidents, each institution had
agreed the other to be out of bounds!
It is clear that there were two sides to the
argument. Some Army officers, whatever their
status, were quite poor and had to live on their
pay and must therefore consider cheaper
alternatives, such as Westward Ho! (Kipling’s
school) and Dover College, both shareholder
owned. Other officers were financially well-off

but were aggrieved at the emphasis on pampered university
entrants, an anti-intellectualism that continued for a further 100
years. Some civilians saw the College as a place to tame their
boisterous sons; others sought to improve their social standing by
placing their sons in a prestigious institution under royal patronage.
The mass of evidence justified the Commission’s work, and
the tradition of honouring ‘gentlemen’s understandings’ of what
had been intended was an additional factor. The victor of
Waterloo had himself personified such sentiments of duty,
service and unimpeachable honesty. But matters had gone too
far to dismantle and reinvent the College. Army fathers could not
prove that any legal guarantees had been made, and nobody
mentioned provision for orphaned daughters.
Unsurprisingly, the Royal Commission exonerated the
College’s management, though one outcome is worth noting.
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Hitherto there had been no cadet corps, but, as a gesture, one was
raised in 1882, bringing the College into line with other public
schools.
The figures for Army entrance increased from 40 to almost 50
percent and in 1914 Wellington provided the greatest number of
serving and instantly-volunteering officers of any school. During
that war, 3500 Old Wellingtonians demonstrated at least one
aspect of ‘public benefit’, in common with the old boys of other
public schools, as German militarism was defeated by English
liberal education. And finally, 150 years on, the College
educates the daughters of heroes too.
Dr Patrick Mileham, the author of Wellington College The first 150 Years, is a writer and former Regular Army
officer with a special interest in military ethics.

Please contact the editor by email on tom@dunbry.plus.com
in the first instance about books for review.

Gladstone’s later generations
Malcolm Green reviews
Alumni Montium: Sixty years
of Glenalmond and its people
By David Willington
ISBN 978 1 904027 69 0
Price £30
‘Children of the Mountains’ is a romantic title – but then
Glenalmond is a school in a romantic location. Founded by
William Gladstone in 1847, its collegiate buildings settle into a
Perthshire countryside which, we are told, ‘rises in waves
towards the Highlands’. It is bounded in the north by the
Almond valley and in the south by its fir-lined golf course.
It is as beautiful a setting as any school could enjoy, and the
author emphasises its influence on the generations of young
people who have grown up under its tranquil spell. Certainly,
amongst these lovely hills and valleys the kilted Pipes and
Drums playing in Front Quad after Sunday Chapel can stir the
heart. But the setting is isolated, and, though this has led to an
enviable community spirit, it is at once a challenge as well as a
major strength.
Willington focuses on the last 60 years in the life of one of
Scotland’s great boarding schools: though reasonably small by
comparison with some of its English counterparts, it is one
which has invariably punched well above its weight.
These were, indeed, years of great change in education, but
through its geographical situation and the traditions of its

Autumn tartan.
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foundation, Glenalmond’s transition since 1948 has probably
been even more extensive than most. Structuring his narrative
around the six Wardens (Headmasters) of his period, the author
takes opportunities to digress into important aspects that
interlink the sections: the Chapel, Governing Council, CCF,
Sport, Finance, and some delightful vignettes of long-serving
staff, both common room and estate. Such variety colours the
narrative and reminds us of underlying themes that form the
bedrock of College life.
The detachment required by such a history could have been
inhibited by the author’s own proximity to many of the events:
the calms and tempests that occur in the everyday life of
common rooms do not tend to encourage impartiality. But
Willington succeeds in clearing his mind of contemporary
emotions to present a balanced perspective of decisions and
people. His touch is universally sensitive and benign.
In 1948, Warden Barlow took over a familiar regime for those
days: cold baths, massed PT sessions, fagging, learning by rote,
14 Chapel services each week. What with post-war stringency
and debt, it was a spartan existence, but we are made aware of
more enlightened facets like the ‘docket’ system, which enabled
a boy, with permission, to escape to Perth or just to wander
among the hills. In an appendix we are provided with an
endearing letter from a 16 year-old to his parents, in which he
describes a weekend expedition, undertaken with two friends,
which involved cycling through the Sma’Glen to Aberfeldy and
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back, camping overnight at a farm in Lawers. This rings with
nostalgia for us, restricted as we are by a deluge of Health and
Safety regulations – and how refreshing is such epistolary style
compared with our cryptic texting!
Willington’s research is meticulous, betraying a classicist’s
eye for detail, and we are occasionally entertained by amusing
anecdotes, like that of the resident College doctor with a
penchant for shooting in the extensive grounds – until one day
he found himself obliged to remove his shotgun pellets from the
backside of a poor boy unwittingly caught in his line of fire.
When the authoritarian Barlow arrived, College life still
retained a degree of monasticism. Bachelors dominated the
staffroom and attitudes seem remote from our own easy
liberalism. One of the few married men was admonished for
pushing a pram up the College avenue, it being considered an
inappropriate activity for boys to witness. In these post-war
years of petrol rationing and limited telephone, ‘campus
claustrophobia’ must have been inevitable, though a group of
masters displayed sufficient initiative to buy a nearby pub, The
Chapelhill Inn, to which they could escape.
Willington is careful to present the contrasting personalities of
the Wardens within their contexts and the pressures under which
they were operating. Graham-Campbell’s sure touch and
sensitivity rode the disciplinary challenges of the mid-1960s.
Musson, with experience in industry, urged a more outwardlooking philosophy during the following decade. These two men
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Elliot is Olympic
hopeful
King’s School in Macclesfield’s sailor
Elliot Hanson is one of 16 rising stars
being tipped by Sport England and
SportsAid to make their mark at the 2016
Olympic and Paralympic Games.
The ‘16 for 2016’ are all supported by
SportsAid, a charity that gives financial
assistance to talented youngsters aged 12
to 18 to help them meet the costs of
pursuing their sporting dreams.
The rising stars were named as Sport
England announced that it would be
investing over half a million pounds of
exchequer funding in SportsAid over the
next two years. Fifteen-year-old Elliot has
recently represented RYA Volvo Team
GBR in Japan and Denmark at the Radial
Youth Worlds and Europeans respectively,
and won the World Championships in the
Topper class last year.
They join a star-studded list of athletes who have
benefited from SportsAid’s help, including Paralympic
legend Dame Tanni Grey-Thompson, Wilmslow cycle star
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Victoria Pendleton, heptathlon gold medallist Denise
Lewis and the government’s new 2012 Sports Champion,
Sir Steve Redgrave, who won gold medals at five different
Olympic Games.
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‘Collegiate buildings settle into a
Perthshire countryside.’
presided over a period of considerable success for the College,
both intellectual and sporting, but the industrial ferment and
raging inflation of the ’70s made life difficult for school
management everywhere.
Not all of the author’s premises can be swallowed without
question. He makes much of the ‘full tide of adolescent
rebellion’ which was unleashed in the late ’60s. Truly, the cages
of many a public school in England were firmly rattled at this
time, but one might question the impact in Perthshire. The
aftershocks moving northwards to percolate the Scottish
lowlands were surely registered as minor tremors by
comparison, and Warden G-C, as he was known, carried a
balanced and confident school with him.
On the other hand, Willington skillfully elucidates the
underlying dilemma of the Musson years: the Warden’s justified
ambition to modernise facilities with much greater urgency than
was permitted by a restrictive budget and a wary Council. The
presiding economic situation and the Scottish maxim festina
lente doubtless influenced the Council’s wish to be prudent, but
chickens were soon to come home to roost.
A significant leitmotiv running throughout much of the story
was a direct product of the College’s foundation, which placed
the responsibility for the school’s governance, and the worship
within its beautiful Chapel, in the hands of the Episcopalian
College of Bishops. Indeed, one of the statutes determined that
both ‘Morning and Evening Service shall be performed daily in
the College Chapel’. The story of how successive Wardens
struggled to wrest some independence from the original
strictures, in their endeavours to adapt to changing times,
becomes a significant theme.
The most fascinating section, and the one in which the author
is at his diplomatic best, concerns the crisis that struck during
the 1980s in Simon Hall’s brief tenure. After years of reluctance

– or inability – to fund new facilities adequately, to upgrade in
line with society’s expectations, the Council were faced with
hemorrhaging numbers. ‘Years of success had engendered
complacency and inertia’, we are told, while the necessary farsightedness in governance had been found lacking. How many
other well-known schools have experienced similar blips in their
stories? More than we could name.
To their credit, the Council responded with firm action on all
fronts, and the story from this point is of regeneration and
blossoming. Sub-Warden Wainwright, on the verge of a wellearned retirement, was given four hours to decide if he wished
to accept Council’s invitation to hold the fort, and he did so with
typical resourcefulness. Thereafter two factors in particular
contributed to the speedy restoration of faith in Glenalmond: the
appointment of Ian Templeton as Warden in 1992 and the
decision to go fully coeducational.
The introduction of girls had been mooted as far back as 1976,
but the nettle had not been grasped when the decision could have
been taken on educational grounds. Now it became a necessity
on financial ones. How frequently is it financial, not educational,
principles that sway governing bodies?
But, as Willington suggests, the education provided thereafter
in Gladstone’s College has been vastly more varied and rich in
quality than it had ever been before. The girls, as is their wont,
were soon contributing on all fronts, while the only possible
surprise was the speed of their integration. When Gordon Woods
took the tiller in 2003 he must have done so confident that he
was at the helm of a fine school, which had weathered difficult
storms, but was now once more sailing fair.
Malcolm Green, Headmaster of Warminster School from
1984 to 1990 and Eltham College from 1990 to 2000,
taught at Glenalmond College from 1968 to 1973.
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Wolsey’s pie boy
Stephen Coyne reviews
Ipswich School - A History in
Photographs
By John Blatchly and Stuart
Grimwade and published by the
Old Ipswichian Club
Available post free from
cd@ipswich.suffolk.sch.uk
price £12
This volume is part of a new breed of school histories that has
become popular and will become even more common as schools
look for alternatives to the production of the grand tome that
they probably already possess. A lot of work has gone into this
edition to produce good quality digital images of photographs
taken up to 150 years ago, not a task to be underestimated. The
collection of images is also extensive and one can easily see why
the decision was taken to put them in the public domain.
The evocative front cover shows a piece of social history as an
affluent father chats to his son just before the boy enters the
school gates. This shot was taken by Robert Burrows junior, a
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local photographer who later had work hung at the Royal
Academy. To put the image in its social context, Burrows
included a pie boy of the same age as the pupil who just
happened to be passing. Many of the early photographs are
staged in this way and are very much the better for it.
His images on the first few pages of the book are an excellent
start to the volume and the high point of the photographic
content in my view. The photograph of Burrows himself, which
is the starting point of the book, would cause most child
protection officers to have palpitations as he is seen standing
next to a statue of a naked Venus. Oh how times have changed!
The volume contains an interesting mix of school groups or
teams, records of buildings and some action photographs. There
is also the usual collection of Royal visits, which are important
moments for the school as well one of the few times, in days
gone by, when the camera was brought out.
The inevitable collection of photographs of Headmasters of
the late 19th century will be of interest to those with a connection
to the school and are an important part of a historical record, but
the next really striking image comes from William Vick. His
photograph of the school with the arboretum in the foreground
is very eye-catching even now and his style was rightly very
much in vogue in the Victorian era. The tonal range is a bit
lacking in this reproduction, not surprising on an image of this
age, but I am sure that the original was a joy to behold.
Following on from Vick’s photograph, it is interesting to see
the way that the group photographs changed over the course of
time. William Cobb’s shot of a sixth-form group resembles a
troupe of actors adopting a pose for a play, leaning gracefully on
each other and placing hands on shoulders to show camaraderie.
Sadly, and far too rapidly, this soon moved on to the standard
team photographs that we have come to expect in school
magazines, even though the history had only reached 1885 by
this stage. The images of the Fancy Fair of 1889 are another
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Cricket XI, 1862.

slice of social history that are a welcome break from the routine
and add to the liveliness of this edition.
Subsequently there is a large collection of photographs of groups
of teachers and students from the turn of the century. Geoffrey
Shipston’s photograph of the tug of war team of 1908 demonstrates
a brave decision by the authors who have left in the photographer’s
shadow. This would have been easy to remove in retouching but
adds to the charm of the scene, despite being a photographic
howler. To save Shipston’s blushes, over the page there is a super
action shot of the same event from the following year.
Among other priceless gems are the surreal photograph of
Captain Gleave inspecting a cadet’s feet during OTC training and
the cast of the Wolsey Pageant of 1930, a fine ensemble picture
showing staff and students in costume. As a scientist, I seem to
recognise the spartan laboratories shown in the 1930s pictures and
have taught in something similar within the last 20 years. The
opening of the new laboratories in the 1950s was another reason
to take out the camera and I am pleased to say that the facilities
were a huge improvement on the previous arrangement.
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There is, predictably, a pleasing collection of informal
pictures representing the life of the late 20th century, and the
image of the 1975 industrial archaeology tour is a wonderful
evocation of an era in terms of student appearance and joie de
vivre. The action shots of the 1970s steeplechase make one
shiver just looking at them, but they add life to the necessary
collection of stills in the volume.
All in all, this is a very interesting history of the school, in an
easily accessible format. Anyone with a connection will enjoy
leafing through its pages and the authors are to be congratulated
on their achievement and research. One is not left wondering
when events took place and there is a good-sized paragraph on
each photograph, putting it in context, but sticking to the brief of
producing a history in photographs, rather than one with
photographs. The images are well chosen and, in the main, very
good photographs. This is an enjoyable read and an ideal coffee
table book for browsing.
Stephen Coyne is Conference & Common Room’s
house photographer.
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Wisbech Grammar top flight training
A Norfolk teenager has satisfied a soaring ambition by taking a falconry
course award. Hannah Redwood, aged 17, who has been participating in
the Duke of Edinburgh’s Award Scheme at Wisbech Grammar School,
signed up for a five-day introduction to falconry in the stunning setting
of Leeds Castle in order to complete the residential section of the award.
The Lantra Beginning Falconry Award is jointly administered by
Lantra, the Sector Skills Council for environmental and land-based
industries, and the Hawk Board. The course is run by the independent
Hawking Centre, currently based at the castle.
During the week she learned about housing, husbandry, treating the
birds and training them to fly and, although she still has some work on
her theory book to finish, she is now qualified to keep her own bird.
During the week she flew a vulture, a barn owl and a Harris hawk, but
the most exciting part was working with a peregrine falcon because this
involved learning to swing a lure.
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Homesick or schoolsick?
Nigel Richardson reviews
Prep School Children: A class
apart over two centuries
by Vyvyen Brendon ISBN: 978 1 84706 287 1
Continuum (2009) £20
Early in 2008 in the huge and superb second-hand book shop in
the former Alnwick Station in Northumberland, I came across an
old Penguin paperback edition of James Kenward’s Prep School,
published in 1956. One passage catches the magic of prep
schools perfectly.
In winter the Headmaster is not so continuously visible as in
summer. Probably he is in his workshop. But wherever he is
you can be sure that every now and then he pauses in what
he is doing, puts his head on one side, and listens for
anything unusual. The result may be a sudden appearance at
the stable yard. On one such occasion he was attracted by an
unusual noise, and caught us playing a variety of bowls with
some circular pieces of sawn logs. With his curiosity
satisfied the Headmaster turned as though to depart. Then a
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thought struck him… “If you had to name the most
important mechanical invention, ancient or modern, what
would you say it was?”
The boys guess intelligently but unsuccessfully.
“How about the wheel?” To an enthralled audience he
described the birth and growth of the invention that began
with a clearing in the forest and a rolling log. He spoke of
axles and axle-trees. Leaning against the sawing-horse, he
compared the original solid wheel with the dugout canoe,
the built-up wheel with the built-up ship. That led him to
wind power and water power, to the beam engine and the
steam engine, to Captain Trevithick in Cornwall (his
homeplace) and James Watt. He spoke of the poetry of
motion, of gearing as a kind of leverage, of the marriage of
wheel and crank. Then he brought in our bicycles. A boy
riding a bicycle was a kind of engine, giving out heat,
needing to be fed, a natural engine driving a machine, with
the up and down movement translated by the crank into a
smooth continuous movement.
“There’s nothing new under the sun,” he reminded us as
the bell rang for the end of break. It happened nearly forty
years ago, but I still remember it.
You could see this episode as an inspired piece of teaching in
the idyllic rural surroundings of a more innocent age. Or, if you
chose to apply modern standards and values, you could point
to it as an example of what was once wrong with schools: too
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Royal Hospital School choir
at the Royal Albert Hall
The 130-strong choir of the Royal Hospital School
performed at the Royal Albert Hall by invitation of
eminent composer and conductor John Rutter. Dr Rutter
held regular rehearsals at the Royal Hospital School, nr
Ipswich, as he prepared the choir for their performance
at his Christmas Celebration.
Dr Rutter, who lives in Cambridge and has strong
links with East Anglia, has been described as “the most
successful and well-known composer of choral music in
recent British history”. He attended the Royal Hospital
School Christmas Carol Concert in 2008 and also
opened their new state-of-the-art Music School.
Subsequently he invited the choir to accompany the
Royal Philharmonic Orchestra at his Christmas
Celebration at the Royal Albert Hall. The
performance included traditional carols as well as two
of his own carols.
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much free time; the lack of structured and scientific
curriculum; lax supervision and a woefully two-fingered
approach to health and safety.
Memories change over time. In my first job in a 1970s
boarding school, a sixth-form girl, whom I distinctly remember
leaving for university in floods of tears as she told us how
wonderful it had all been, resurfaced in the national press only a
few years later to tell the world that it had been a living hell.
It is also entirely possible for different witnesses to
remember events and people in completely different ways.
Around 1980 a colleague in the same school was putting the
finishing touches to its 400th anniversary history. He had
worked in it, boy and man, almost without interruption for 50
years. He knew that by far the most contentious chapter would
be the one about the 1930s, his own first years there, when it
had been run by a muscular Christian with an iron rod. He was
now sitting, confronted by two piles of letters from old boys:
those who revered their Headmaster as a formative and
inspirational part of their lives and those who simply saw him
as a sadistic tyrant.
Similarly, in my final week as a Head in 2008, some pupils of
the school I attended from 1961 to 1967 invited me to a lunch
they were giving for their former housemaster. Significantly,
they were all roughly five years older than I was; the guest of
honour had been their housemaster and my maths teacher.
As we talked, it became all too apparent that their memory of
school in the 1950s – a tranquil, disciplined and ordered place –
was totally different from mine of the 1960s: a school in
ferment, a beleaguered Headmaster suddenly having to confront
open challenges to all the assumptions that had defined his
career, about everything from hair length and uniform to
corporal punishment and compulsory Chapel. At least one senior
member of staff, who still had God-like status for them, aroused
very different memories in me.
People change; values change; newcomers observe things
through fresh eyes; attitudes shift. History echoes with
evocations of an earlier golden age. Even the 1950s, so long
completely out of vogue, have recently spawned a succession of
books and documentaries, prompting a letter to The Times on the
day I began this article, which included the riposte to the idea
that the decade was merely boring: ‘I do not possess rosecoloured spectacles, but neither in 1957 did I possess a bicycle
lock.’ Those who mocked the Victorian Age in the 1960s, who
tore down Euston Station and its Doric Arch and who
enthusiastically ripped delicately painted fireplaces out of their
own homes, have given way to those who gaze in awe on the
new St Pancras, who pay hugely inflated prices for those same
fireplaces in antique shops, and who wonder if the remains of
the Arch can be dredged up from the River Lea.
Not only that. Exaggerating the harshness of one’s early life
(the so-called ‘misery memoir’) is very fashionable, as the
famous seek to airbrush any mention of their ‘posh’ school from
their Who’s Who entry. Politicians, businessmen, celebs, even
the occasional Head, are all prone to it.
Yet the work of ‘oral historians’ depends entirely on true
memory: accurate detail; an interviewer/compiler who avoids
asking leading questions; who resists the temptation to give
undue weight to those who claim to be the most damaged, or
who shout the loudest. Oral historians have to learn how to
filter out the products of what the courts now term ‘false
memory syndrome’.

This comparatively new area of study, which analyses and
records personal histories, allegedly dates from the invention of
the phonograph in the mid-19th century and was given a powerful
stimulus in the 1930s by a US government programme which
sent out interviewers to collect data from surviving witnesses of
the American Civil War.
After 1945, thanks to audio tape recording, oral history really
took off, supported this time by Marxist historians demanding
that the past should be viewed in a less top-down way than
heretofore, and that we should listen to memories from people
beyond the traditional ruling class.
Thus, at last, having conducted a thorough risk assessment
on the challenges of interpretation, I come to Prep School
Children by Vyvyen Brendon, formerly head of history at St
Mary’s School, Cambridge, and now a full time writer. The
writing is of very high quality and readability, and the
footnotes extensive. Despite the nature and huge volume of
material, it avoids becoming merely a series of lists. It will be
a valuable source of reference material, not least because of its
well-constructed index.
In a book of 250 pages, she draws together a great deal of
written and oral history: over 200 pupils’ memories and
impressions of school life, from literature, memoirs, 60 or more
interviews (some by telephone), Ofsted reports and many other
sources. In the final chapter, she tells us that the happy and
unhappy ones divide roughly 60/60, with 80 falling somewhere
in between.
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The author takes us on a long historical journey, from the
private boys’ academies of late Georgian times to the rapid rise
of independent education as the Victorian middle classes latched
on to it; then to the strong preoccupation with competitive games
in the years before the Great War; the economic hardships of the
1930s; The Second World War and the late 1940s. Many schools
then feared that the Fleming Report’s recommendations for
closer links between the maintained and independent sectors
would spell the end of the traditional prep school, with parents
opting for primary schools as feeders into independent schools
via the 11+ exam.
Fleming, however, died an early death, thus enabling the
prep school market to expand again from the 1950s, before
facing new challenges in the ensuing decade of swinging
uncertainty and running the gauntlet of economic and
regulatory issues thereafter, off-set to some extent by the socalled ‘Harry Potter effect’.
You can take issue with some aspects of the author’s
methodology. Is it right to mix fiction and fact together –
Evelyn Waugh’s Llanabba Castle and Dickens’ Dotheboys Hall
sitting alongside reminiscences from Summer Fields and
Temple Grove? Should material be more rigorously
categorised by school – private and prep; boys’, girls’ and coed; boarding and day?
Could we have been told more about how the interviewees
were chosen? Could the tone be more even, or is it inevitable
that the more recent chapters (in which interviewees are much
younger) will be more marked by subjective judgements about
whether prep schools have, or have not, fundamentally changed?
You can even argue that the tone of the book smacks in places of
a curious outsider from a different part of the sector looking in,
someone who doesn’t really understand its most traditional
boarding prep schools.
But if you do this, you miss the essential point. How far should
an essentially 50-50 happy/unhappy ‘result’ from this snapshot
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The Merchant of Venice, summer 1946.
be a source of concern? It concerned me, especially when I
paused after reading the early chapters, although I cheered up a
good deal when I reached the author’s strong assertions about
how much better things had become over recent decades. As she
says, ‘Generation after generation of parents assured their
offspring that these schools were less harsh than they had been
in their day; but it is only in the past 30 years or so that this claim
has had any real foundation.’
However, you cannot simply evade all the evidence of many
decades. If the contributors remember things accurately and if we
can be confident that the questioning was balanced and of a nonleading nature, we have plenty of food for thought about the
actions of our predecessors, and maybe of ourselves, for many
features of this book apply to senior schools too. Most of us went
into school work because we were happy as pupils. Could it be
that this very happiness sometimes dulls our critical faculties?
I jotted down some recurring themes whilst reading the book
(twice, right through). These included petty
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Top Swiss chess player takes
on Abingdon boys
Alexandra Wilson, ranked Switzerland’s sixth best woman
chess player, simultaneously competed against 18 boys and
two members of staff from Abingdon School’s chess club
recently. Miss Wilson played white on the odd-numbered
boards and each player had 75 minutes on the clock. After
nearly two-and-a-half hours of dizzying play, circling
clockwise from board to board, Miss Wilson checkmated
five opponents, two resigned, she drew with another two
and lost to only one. On most of the other ten boards she
was winning easily.
This is the third simultaneous display by a visiting chess
player at Abingdon School in as many years. The first was
given by Grandmaster Peter Wells and the second by Old
Abingdonian Stuart Robertson. Simultaneous displays are
common in the chess world and have been played at the

School’s Chess Club since its earliest days in the 1940s,
when the Headmaster took on boys at chess to keep their
minds occupied during air raids.
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Skating in the 1960s.
rules; blanket punishments; public humiliations; bullying and
initiation rites; a dread of organised games; fear of the slipper or
cane (or of the dog of one well-known Headmaster, carrying the
tennis shoe around the school in its mouth in case of need);
oppressive religion; dreadful food; eccentricities in staff, which
adults might have regarded as loveable but which boys found
distinctly intimidating; inevitably, allegations of child abuse and
of staff moved on to pastures new, only to offend again.
Above all, dreadful homesickness and a yearning to see more
of parents – for example, when the author states that ‘One man
I interviewed told me that when his mother referred to his time
at prep school as “the happiest days of your life”, his unspoken
reply was “How would you know?”’
I began to wonder whether we pay a high price for the fact that
our schools have always tended to be far more skilled at dealing
with convergent pupils (the robust, the cheerfully
uncomplicated, the games players, the ‘adult-before-their-time’,
prefect type) whilst failing to appreciate and capitalise on the
talents and energies of the divergents and the mavericks (the
budding entrepreneurs, the aesthetes who later become
journalists and dramatists, the excessively sensitive ones).
Was it the pastoral work revolution of recent decades that
changed all this for the better and, if so, by how much? Or, more
cynically, was it only when fundraising became a preoccupation,
and when leavers’ muck-up day began to get seriously out of
control, that we started to make a mental link between the
enjoyment levels of pupils’ time at school, how they behaved in
their final hours as pupils, and how they would interact with
their Alma Mater in later years?
However, I reminded myself, you need to keep a strong sense
of proportion and perspective. Maybe this book should go on
my bookshelf alongside the much more positive and
affectionate accounts of prep school life (for example, Michael
Gilbert’s 1982 anthology Prep School). It includes large
numbers of affectionate memories: there is plenty to make you
smile. The huge levels of support which so many independent

schools receive from their former pupils testify to how many of
them were happy – but people assert their individuality more
through bad things than good ones, and happiness doesn’t
make big news.
Tolstoy once said that ‘Happy families are all alike: every
unhappy family is unhappy in its own way.’ It also occurred to
me to ask myself just when did happiness of children become
a major concern? As education became more child-centred in
the later part of the 20th century, I guess. But if we have a
proper historical perspective, it should not surprise us that
previous generations were less concerned about whether the
young were happy.
We need also to remember the difficulties that many prep
school pioneers often faced, especially in harsh economic times.
Some schools regularly moved location. My own Headmaster
nailed plywood from old packing cases over holes in the floor of
the house he bought in the 1940s and which all but bankrupted
him 15 years later. And yes, some of those who once worked in
prep schools (especially privately-owned ones) were highly
unsuitable to be let loose on children, but many more gave
themselves body and soul to those schools over whole lifetimes,
at a level of intensity and financial risk – and with very poor
pension prospects – which those of us in larger and more
affluent secondary schools find hard to appreciate.
The author herself states that ‘this is not a painstaking
institutional history such as that written by Donald LeinsterMackay ... nor simply a delightful collection of prep school
reminiscences like those composed by Arthur Marshall and
Michael Gilbert. It illuminates an area of childhood hardly
mentioned in recent histories ... a comprehensive blend of
sources enables us to hear the shared laughter and the
playground cries of prep school pupils down the years.’
Leinster-Mackay’s 1984 book (The Rise of the English Prep
School) was very much an ‘official’ history: formal, dry, and
now distinctly dated. Gilbert and Marshall were products of that
era too. Histories of individual schools continue to pour off the
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presses, but the history of education has been a largely neglected
subject since a generation of writers such as David Newsome
left the scene. We need an authoritative history of our schools as
a whole since 1945.
However, the context of such a book today would be quite
different, because many of the traits of the maverick –
flamboyance, individuality and eccentricity – are now seen by
the public at large in a somewhat different, more critical, light.
We often complain, with reason, that the combined effect of the
National Curriculum, proliferating and modular public exams
and multiple inspections has been to make our schools more
uniform and monochrome.
As I began this article, Ofsted was defending yet more new
regulations against the united voices of maintained and
independent schools and those in local authorities, on the
grounds that they were ‘well worth it if they save just one child
from abuse’. Yet maybe, unpalatable though it may be to some,
the real lesson from this book is that Esther Rantzen’s 1980s
television exposure of abuse at the notorious Crookham Court
School was a watershed in how schools have come to care for
pupils; that all the questionnaires, counsellors and independent
listeners which stem from it were long overdue; that regulation
and the safety of children really do go hand in hand.
Meanwhile, two memories of my days as a prep school Head
in north Oxford came back into my mind as I read Prep School
Children. One was of meeting a ten year-old girl in nearby
Bardwell Road in August 1991. Six weeks of holidays gone and
still about two to go. She looked less than happy, and when I
asked her why, she sighed and simply replied “I’m school-sick”.
No wonder that Dragon pupils have been described in one of the
various schools’ guides as ‘deliriously happy’, and although she
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was a day-girl, her response is a good corrective to some of the
bleaker memories in this book.
The other was of a traditional red telephone box. Rarely used
now, it still nestles in a quiet corner between the boarding house
and the dining hall, about 300 yards away from where I had met
my school-sick pupil. I had installed it to provide (I hoped) an
effective, stylish and generally acceptable solution to a difficult
problem which I had somehow to solve.
The new Children Act 1989 challenged the practice in many
boarding schools at that time of putting significant restrictions
on regular phoning-out by pupils. The school was trying
painfully to come to terms with new legislation and changing
parental expectations: I had recently been told with emphasis by
one housemaster that letting his eight and nine year-olds go out
more often at weekends “would destroy boarding values”. In one
sense he was right, but I ventured to suggest that there might be
another side to the question. It was not well received.
This is an exceptionally difficult topic to write about with
objectiveness and sensitivity. Is it too fanciful to see that phone
box as a monument to the way in which the Children Act ushered
in a happier era for the successors of many of this book’s
contributors? If you read Prep School Children, a powerful and
thought-provoking book, you can judge for yourself.
Nigel Richardson was Head of the Dragon School, Oxford
(IAPS) from 1989 to 1992 and of The Perse School,
Cambridge, from 1994 to 2008, and Chairman of HMC in
2007. He is currently working as an appraiser and governor,
and is writing a biography of the great Victorian
Headmaster, Edward Thring.
The Editor is grateful to Lisa Johnson of the Dragon School for
providing the photographs.

If you have news of topical interest, however brief, for ‘Here and There’,
please email it to Dr Stephen Coyne at head.kingsmac@rmplc.co.uk
Items should not exceed 150 words. Good colour photographs are also welcome.

The sky’s the limit
for high-flier Tom
Sutton Valence student Tom Hurrell has received a top
honour from the Lord Lieutenancy of Kent. Tom, 17,
who lives in Sutton Valence, has been made the Lord
Lieutenant’s Cadet, which means he will represent armed
forces cadets throughout the county at major ceremonial
events during the year, including Royal visits.
Sutton Valence School Combined Cadet Force
Commanding Officer Major Anne Wilkinson nominated
Tom for the role in recognition of his leadership qualities
and responsible attitude in leading the RAF section, of
which he has been a member for five years. Tom is the
second Sutton Valence cadet to receive this prestigious
award in the last four years.
Following the presentation, when Tom received a
framed certificate and uniform badge from the Lord
Lieutenant, Allan Willett CMG, Tom said he was thrilled
and honoured to have been chosen from thousands of
cadets throughout the county.
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Teaching and
the Seven
Deadly Sins
4. Sloth
I didn’t, back in 1992, understand what was wrong with my
lessons. I knew I was preparing them thoroughly and sweating
through the September heat to deliver them energetically, but it
just wasn’t working. The pupils at my new school didn’t seem
very happy to see me at the beginning of each lesson and, though
nothing was ever said, there was a palpable sense of unease in
the air. My best sallies and ploys were invariably met with
downcast eyes, pursed lips and monosyllabic replies.
Then, in the sixth week of term, the most senior of the ‘beaks’
in the English department put his head round the door of my
classroom where I was sitting miserably preparing my next
lesson on, as I think it was, the sources of Measure for Measure.
“My dear boy ... there you are!” he said in his usual hearty
way. “‘Can I come in?”
I nodded glumly as he gingerly lowered his ample girth onto a
small desk by the door and looked at me genially.
“You don’t seem happy, old chap. Anything I can do by way
of aphorism and advice?”
Haltingly I told him about the downcast eyes, pursed lips and
monosyllabic replies and waited for him to pour a little of the oil
of sympathy on my wounded ego. Instead, however, it wasn’t
long before he started chortling at the long recital of my woes.
“Why are you laughing?” I said rather peevishly.
“My dear boy,” he replied, “I don’t mean to annoy you but I
think I might, just possibly, have the remedy you’re seeking.
How many weeks have you been here now?”
“Six,” I said.
“And you’ve taught all your lessons?”
“Of course,” I said testily. “What would you expect?”
“Ah,” he said, appearing to chew on an invisible cigar. “It’s
more a matter of what the pupils expect than anything else...”
And so he explained why in teaching all my lessons over these
six weeks, I had in fact made myself as deeply unpopular as a
new beak could possibly be – for the school expected that a
teacher should at least occasionally turn up at his or her
classroom and declare a ‘cut’, meaning he or she would not be
teaching that lesson and that the pupils should return forthwith
to their houses for tea, toast, a game of pool or whatever larceny
they happened to be contemplating at the time.
“You can’t blame the poor little sods if they’re a bit cheesed
off with you,” my new Svengali added. “And if you want my
advice, dear fellow, you’ll find that a cut or two a week will
cheer everyone up, including colleagues who might think you’re
one of these dour Presbyterians your native Caledonia tends to
specialise in.”
The next day being Friday, then, I turned up jauntily for period
1, ushered U6A into my classroom and told them I was giving
them a ‘cut’. Ten seconds later and after a few parting whoops
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and yells, they were gone. Whistling, I began to put my Measure
for Measure notes back on the shelf when there was a knock at
the door. “Come in!” I shouted cheerily. The Headmaster put his
head round the door, a thing that had never happened before.
“Ah! Macnaughton,” he said coldly. “I see you’ve let your
Upper Sixth go back to their houses.”
“Yes,” I said, “I thought I’d give them a cut.”
“No such thing!” he said abruptly and slammed the door.
******
Later that afternoon I found the department’s most senior beak
in the staff bar and told him about this frightening encounter.
“Ah,” he said, “you don’t need to worry. I saw the Headmaster
four minutes earlier giving his history class a cut.”
“Surely not!” I said.
“Absolutely,” he said. “Didn’t you know that Sloth is the most
pernicious of the seven deadly sins?”
“I thought it was Pride.”
“Not in an independent school like this one,” said my friend as
the bell for evening school rang and he slowly and steadily
poured himself a massive schooner of sherry.
Alistair Macnaughton contemplates life in the
Headmaster’s study at The King’s School, Gloucester.
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Pastoral Work
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Edited by Dr Nigel Richardson, Head of The Perse School, Cambridge, from 1994-2008 and Hilary Moriarty,
National Director of The Boarding Schools’ Association
Nineteen writers with a wealth of varied experience provide invaluable advice on the social and educational
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